- THE HEARTHSTONE.

What could they do to him in the way of

punishment 2 They could not prove that he
had stolen anything!  Then with whot erime
would  Miss Tillysdale's venomous tongue
charge bim?  Surely not with any attempt to
do I rany serions hadily harm ?

Whut would Mr. Jellico say when they mis:
od him?
the aldventures and misadventures of  thut
night, umd so clear his name—the name of Des-
moro—_trom all blame?

Pue company would Teave Blackbrook at
daylight  Would not Comfort miss him frnn
her side, by which he had promised her he
would travel all the way ?

Poor Desmoro was most unhappy while all
these questions we re presenting themselves to
him, and he would have done much {v have re-
grined his lost liburty,

While the youth was thus bitterly musing,
ahmost distracted with his own thoughts, twe
constables arrived, and prepared to place his
wrists in a pair of handentls,

# No, no!™ eried the Tad, in accents of terror
amd anguish, seuddering at the gight of the
fetters, Don't -t those on me—don't, don't,
dow't! D'l we with you quictly enough with-
ont thos —1 wit}, indeed!  Believe met?

# Noo nio, tny lad sofe bind, =afe find, is my
motto I returncd one of the men, with a harsh
Inugh ; « so give here yonr fists, and let us have
no more ado about the matter.”

8 Jeemef sun not a4 coward 17 faltered Desmoro,
his ecents sutfocating, his eyes (bl of s alding
drops; « but 1 am frightened of those, and beg
you not to pat them on me ¢’

And as he spoke, he retreated, and held np
his two hands asif to wand off the man's nearer
approach tu him,

« Nonsense! nonsense ! flustered the con-
stable who had spoken before, advancing to-
wards our hero, @ Holloa ! he added, suddenly
pausing ; * why, one of your hauds is covered
with Uload ; what bas brought it there, I should
like to kuow 27

Desmore's tingers closed instantly upon his
crimson palm.

# Comne, come ; none o that youngster!

I'm

. . . i
not going to stand any o' your tricks!” conti= :

nued the man coarsely. ¢ Let me see your
hand 7

s There ! said she youth, at onee displaying
it.

The kitchen was full of Tight, and likewise
full of prople.  All crowdad round to watch
the examitintion of Desworo’s palm,

# 15 culy a wother's mark, sin” quivered
he,

s It's the quecrest thing 1 ever saw,” re-

sponded th Hnb of the law, & This is a bad
trade for you to have wken to with such a
mark as this on you, my Ind1 It would be
bad cnougl for an ronest man to carry about
with him such a print as yours ; but, for one of
your sort ———-"

# My =ortt” echoed the youth, indignantly ;
« youmistake me quite! I never did a thor-
oughly wicked act in my whole life,ond T trast
I never shall I

At thisall the m n lnughed ; while Desmoro,
finding that it was entirely uscloss for him tv
longer resist, permitted himsclt to be seurched,
and yiclded his wrists to the iron bonds.

As he did 5o, a sudden c¢hill scemed to full
upon his heart,

It was infamons and terrible to be thus man-
acled, all frmocent as he was of any crime!
Desmoro's pride was now fairly crushed within
him.  He would have swept the streets, and
ielt no degradation in ko dving; but to e thus
fettered, und thus accused, was more than he
could bear.

Through the dark streets the constables
dreagged the poor, parentless one, until they
arrived at the Blackbrouk gaol, which was an
v1q, dilapidated building in an obscure part of
the town.

Desmore was then hurried up a flight of
sinirs, and thrust into a desolate, fireless room,
where he sunk upon a wooden beach, uvercome
quite by his many contending feclings.

“ You'll be tuken before the magistrate at
ten o'cluck, youngster,” said the man, as he
quitted the apartinent, and locked the door of
.

With a sob of wild anguish, the youthful pri-
souer heard the grating of the lock, and then
the constable’s receding steps along the pass-
age outside the door.

« Oh, Mr. Thetford, won't you—won't you
come and tell thewm the whole truth, and so
#ave we from further degradation at these
people's cruel hawds ?7 Desmoro cried aloud,
biyg tears coursing one another down his checks,

He was in utter darkness; but, although he
could not see the terrible fettess on his wrists,
be could feel them : and  there was borror in-
expressible to him in their touch,

Now Desmoros  hands, notwithstanding
their strength, were as small as those of a
woman, The men had not rewarked that fuct,
and Desmoro, after much pressing and squecz-
ing, succeeded in releasing himself from the
soul-galling manacles, which he dashed to the
grouud with terror and loathing.,

Desmouro now groped round the apartment,
which was spacious, and lufty as wel, trying to
find some outlet.  There was & window, a nar-
row.paned window; but it was too high, he
feared, for him to reach,

"The youth scarched his pockets, hoping that
the men had overlooked his kaife, when they
stripped him of his few belongings, but rothing
thervin could he find.

Preseutly Desmoro thought of the bench vn
which he had Dbeen sitting, Could he rest
that beneh on its end, and so clamber up to it
tuthat casement?  Hethought he could, and
afier much difticulty, he did do so; und there
wiis e en-conced in the deep recess of the
window, peering out into grey light of break-
ing morn, meditating an escape from his prison,
and praying that he might accomplish such,

He did not like to run away, becnuse such
an act on his part would betoken guilt ; but he
could not remain, and sufler added stings, and
added degradation, while liberty was here be-
fore him.

Desmoro opencd the easement, aud gazed
out of it.  lmmediately beneath him was the
roof of & house, with a tolerably high veping
around it.  After measuring with his cye the
distance he would have to descend, he got out
and dropped himself upon the friendly slates,
which received him perfeetly unhurt.

Owr hero breuwthed freely, now; and his
heart—which was beating fust—was filled with
nopeful anticijations.

Trembling with grateful emotions, and with
fear lest he should be intercepted in his tlight,
Desmoro now approached the coping, and ex-
amined his position,

Would Mr. Thetford explain to him !

He was not at any considerable height from
i the gronnd, e would risk the descent ; for,
' nothing ventare, nothing gain, he thought,
i Yet he was not rash, and his agitation was
“taking away a great deal of his strength ;) so he
¢ paused awhile, and strove to collect his euer-
gies, and all his courage as well,

e saw that he had no time to Juse, The
. gray light of upening day was growing brighter

and brighter, and the people around would
i suon be awsle amd astie,
i Desmuore flung his body over the coping,,
then dropped from his hands to the ground,
upon which he lay for soumctime, stunned, and
almost senscless,

Butl be had broken his bonds; and he was
free again, with the brond sky above him, and
the firtn carth under his feet,

As soon as he was able, he arose, and quickly
movel away from the spot, anxious to put dis-
tance between himself and his late guolers, He
was thinking of the clown and his pretty
daughter, and wondering whether he eould
rench their lodgings before they had set forth
{ on their proposed jouracy, which had, perforee,
to be performed by them on food.

Desmnoro was shaken, weary, and henrtsick,
Want of natural rest, together with the late
scenes of excitement he had goue through, had
"nearly worn him ont. Nevertheless, he brave-

Iy struggled onwards, doing his best to forget i
i

| his suflerings. He did not look cither this way
vorthat; but sped along as fast as he could,
~with his hands thrust deep into his trousers-
. puckets, his bare head (he had lost his cap
. somewhere) exposed to the wintry binst, and
! the now sharply-descending rain,

' Al atonce catehing the sounds of footsteps
y behind Wi, Desmoro qutickened his pace. e
*was dreading pursuit, and dared not cast a sin-
gle glance across his shoulder,

On and on he flew, his feet seeming scarcely
i to touch the earth ; yet 5till he could hear the
rapid footfall of one who was apparently in us
great haste as himself.

Desmoro’s face was bathed in a profuse per-
spiration, and every pulse within him was
' throbbing violently. He thought that he was
about to fall again into the hands of the law,
his terror kuew no bounds,

Clatter, clatter, clatter over the rough stone
paveient, the narrow, old-fashioned street
cehoing cvery sound; and, presently, a haund
was laid on the Ind's shoulder, and his onward
| Prugress at once deluyed.

§ o« Let me go—Jet me go ! shricked hy, strug-
! gling to frec himself,

! s Desmoro ! spoke a voice,

!

i

CAnd turning round, the youth recognised his
: friend, Ralph Thetford.
« Oh. Mr, Thetford—2Mr, ‘Thetford! i thought
; you wounldn't desert me quite!” broke forth
' Desmoro, in panting syllables, #I bhuve been
placed in handeufls—think of that, Mr, Thet-
ford t—carried oft to prisun, accused of heaven
| alone knows what, by Miss Tillysdale, and—"
| %My poor boy! And how huve you esvitped 7
1T was at your heels. I have been to the hotel
; to fuquire after you, and learning there your

i
¢

i fate, | was on my way tothe prison, in order to
i see what 1 could do for you, when I caught
“sight of your tying tigure.”
17w Oh, [am so thankful to see you againt”
" half-sobbed Desmoro.
# Dinah would not permit me to know amo-

. ments sty until I started off insearch of you,”
Sreplivd Ralph. %1 ran o great risk in present-
s ing myself at the abiding-place of Miss Tillys-
Pdale; huat T could not leave you to sutter for no
! fault of your own ;j su here 1 am, to render you
) all the assistence I can, under the trying difli-
fcultivs of your new position, which is one
' guite dramatic, to say the least of ity ¢h, Des-
S moro P added the stroller, with vne of his old
. guy airs, |
P Were they to overtake e, could they put
! me back into the gaol 77 asked the lad, his mind
Ustill in terror of the law and its agents. © 1
i have more to dread at the hands of Miss Til-
i Iyadale than you think for,” procecded he. I
;4 S8he accused me of attempting her life, or
i something like it; and her evidence agtinst
: such a pour fellow as I would be condemnation

1o him, no matter what defence he might have
| the wit und power to make.”

# Tush, my dear lnd ! laughed Balph. ¢ You
seem to forget that Dinab's evidence would en-
i tirely prove your innocence! The old lady
might make whatever charges she chose against
s you; we could quash them alll”

! Desmoro was reassured ; and he now walked
jon by Ralph's side, feeling as if his breast had
- been suddenly relieved of a weighty load,  But
, he was far too delicute to harp upon the sub-
{ ject of his late troubles: he merely described
" the manuer in which he had effeeted his escape
: from the gaol, and then dismissed the aflair,
i “What a brave lad he isl” praised Ralph,
2ot} shall like you better than ever after this,
Desmoro,” he added, his voice slightly husky
»a he spoke,
t «When shall you bw married, sir 7 inquired
| the youth, purposely changing the subject of
; conversation,

« Tganorrow, after we have arrived at Fresh-
tield. Dinab is travelling in company with Mrs
Polderbrant.”

] am already so tired, that I fear I shall not
be able to get to Freshticld to-day,” vbserved
Desmoro, very faintly.

i# Nonsense, nonscuse!  I'll have you there
souner fur thon you expect. I've ordered a
horse and covered cart for our use, and Shav-
ings und Cowfort have arranged to be of our
party.  What say you to all thut, my lad?”

#That you have been very thoughtful and
kind, us you ever are)” returned Desmoro, his
veius quivering at the mere wention of Com-
fort Chaving’s name.

CHAPTER VI.

The little party in the covered cart, now jolt-
ing over the rough, muddy roads, scewned a very
happy party indeed, to judge from the lnugater
under the turpaulin,  Ralph was the gayest of
the guy; Shavings was simple and quaing, as
usual ; und Desmoro and Comfort were amused
listeners,

talph knew that Dinah was safe under the
care of Mrs. Polderbrant, and that the morrow
would sce the dumsel his own for life; and his
felicity was brimming over ; and he sung merry
songs, related droll tales, and made the roads
re-ccho with his joyous and melodious voice.

“@This it is to be nn expectant bridegroom,”
remarked Shavings, winking at Desmoro, ¢ Do
you obsurve, my lad?”

o Ay, smiled he, us he quictly glunced at
Comfort's swecet face, hid under & gipsy bhuat of
bluck beaver. Then he began wondering whe-
ther, when he came to man's estate, Comfort
would cure for bim as wealthy Dinah Tillys-

i
i
i

1 dale had proved she caved for Ralph Thetford,

the poor stroller,

And thas rellecting, Desmord's hend drooped
forward upon his breast; and the wearied boy
slept profoundly,

Cowfort, who had been made acguninted
with all her youny friend’s Inte mishups, here
touched the sleeve of Ralph, who was warbling
forth one of his most hilarvious ditties,

In nmoment Ralph was silent,

@ Ah, poor Ind ¥ Lie said, as he spoke nrrang-
ing the straw at the end of the eart, soas to
form a sort of pillow for Desmoro’s head, # He
has done me some good service, and must not
be neglected.”

Aud then Rnlph himself Jemed back amongst
the straw, and soon dropped into slumber.

Shavings now drew closer fo Comfort, and
gathered her to his breast, It was iutensely
cold, and the father and dunghter were but
thinly chul; and, therefore, the closer they
could get to cuch other the wirmer they would
be.

Ou the following day, Ralph Thetford, with
a wedding-license in his pocket, and accom-
panied by Jellico and Desmoro, repiired to a
certain church at. Freshtield, at the door of
which he met the trembling Dinah, and Mrs,
Polderbrant—the “ heavy ludy™ of the strolling
company-—who had mistaken the time, and ar-
rived at the chureh a whote hall-hour too soon,
an event which Mrs. Polderbvant declared she
wounldn't lewve hadd oeenr on any account, if she
could possibly lsvec helped it

Mbrs, Polderbraui, who had her own peculiar
notions on puints ol etiguette, wis i tal), bony,
hard-ficed  woman, st in wanoer and as
haughity as the proalest Ludy in the land. ¢ Na-
ture had intended beer for adnehess)” she used
to say, # but crucl ity like a spitetul jade as
she was, had foiled the great mistress’s inten-
tions.

3Mrs, Polderbrant was, morcover, a strong-
minded female, who never attowed hierself to
be imposed upon, never, never!

Mrs. Polderbrant kept the whole company in
awe of her superioe birth, superior learning,
superior mental qualiti-ations, superior talents.
aud superior strenuth of mind

She was o widew, Her late husband had
been a wenk~brainud fellow, whom people had
kindly said she had tormented into o gallop-
ing consumption. DBut such was not the case,
for Paticnee Polderi.rant, pecaliar as she cer-
tainly was in many things, owned a heart as
soft as that of any other woman., Nevertheless
she had much strangeness about her, and few
persons liked her, or sought her acquaintance,

She was odd in her attire tou, and disregard-
ed fashion cutirely, often wearing her stage
dresses in the streets, appearing in the costime
of fureign climes, of ages loug goue by ; now us
a Russian peasant, then as o Spanish lady ; at
another time as u Jvoteh lassie, afterwards in
some other strandQuwrh equally out of place
and absurd.

Ou this occnsim\_ cilihough there was snow
on the ground, she Lore a dress of thin, white
muslin, inude exceddingly seanty and short in
the skirt, & fur-tipy.
lou,; veil of snewy,
Fillydale whee ¢ <
ubly, she looked one of the uddest creatures i
the world.  But few persons paused to remark
the singularity of her appoarancy as every eye
of interest was divected towards the bride, who
waus looking as pretty as any bride had need to
ook, even were sueh bride about to wed a king.

# 1 ought 1o be ashimed of myself, Mr. Thet-
ford,” she commenced, gushingly grecting the
bridegroom with a puir of outstretched hands,

;, By tleeside of Dinah

[

bliack velvet hat, and !

b ety sed e vions

“Are they marvicd?” she repeated, “Are
they married—tell me that

Phe minister was on his way to the vestry,
aud did not heed the lady's impatient gueries,

Turning to Dinah, who was still elinging to
Ber husband, Miss ‘Tillysdale, tlinging high her
arms, onee more reiterated hee ingniry.,

% Are you really married, Dinal, and to that
panper ot your side 7

Phe bride wineed, and Rnlph reddened.

wiithis hudy is my wife, madam,” he rejoined,
pointing to Dinuh as he spoke. ¢ But the son
of one of his Majesty’s servants, wild though he
hns been, cen hardly be termed o p rgper?

% J5h 7" exclaimed Miss Tillysdale, at o loss
to compr hend his speceh,

e Jixeuse me, madam, at some more suitable
opportunity tian the present I will reveal to
you who and what 1 am.”

Aud with those words, Ralph drew Dinah’s
arm within his own, and led her away towards
the vestry, where the minister was awaiting
them.

Mrs. Polderbraat, who had been standing by
during the above, now adv need towards Miss
Tillysdale, nmd gravely cartsicd to her.

“ 1 will show you the way to the vestry, ma-
dam,” she suid, in mysterious aceents,

“Yout” exelnimed the ancient spinster, in-
diznantly, “You? Goaway, you fright—go
away 1 she added, waving the & heavy lady” off,
“ 1 nesver before was brought in contact with
such n person as yourselly and P'm perfectly dis-
gusted with yon?!”

# Disgusted, madam, and with me 7 repeated
Mrs. Polderbrant, firing up. # Oh, that 1 should
live to hear a conceited old waid breathe such
syllubles against me!/ But | cun read you
through and through, madam, although you
think I can't!  You are jenlous of your pretty
nivee—ith, / can see ,—-and you only object to
her marrtige with Mr. 'Thetford, because you
want to marry him yourself!  There!that's the
truth, and you can’t deny it—you know you
can' I”

Miss Tillysdale's countenance was of a bright
purple hue, und her whole budy was in a gui-
ver,  She wis conseicnce-smitten, and did not
make any reply.

Mes. P'o derbrant rubbed her hands together,
and laugied trivmphantly, but quicetly ; never
forg. tting her avcustomed dignity of demcan-
our. Then she swept past the antique maid,
and diseppeared through a narrow doorway at
the extremity of the aisle,

Miss Lillysdale’s whole frame shook with
excitement and choler.  She was frnstrated,
and exposed, aud she knew uot how to be res
venged on those who had defeated he, She now
hated Ralph Thetford as much as she had be-
fore admired him ; hated her nicee, and like-
wise Desmoro,  Indecd, she seemed to have
bitterness in her heart against all avonnd ser,

She stalked townrds the vestry, and, entering
it, once more presented herself before the eler-
gyman and the wedding-party.  She was look-
ing deathly white, and grimmer thau over,

She stretched out her arms, as i about to
anathematize some one, and rised her sharp
voice, whicth had now a strange, holluw sound
in it.

“ Dinak Tillysdele” she aid, addessing the
quaking bride,—#child of my dead brother,
serpent whom 1 have nurtured in my breast
only to disgrace and stinge me in return—
from his moment I disown you, and cast you off
for ever! I cannot deprive youn of your inherit-
ance, but I can strike your name outof my own
will, und forget you. And I will dv s, depend
on't. Ha, hu! T will be revenged upon you
and that beggar by yourside.  So I leave you,

which he reecived and heartily shook, I really | leave you with my everlusting cur 3

ought; but it wasu't my fault for allthat! I
should not have trusted to my watch, whicl,
having been my late graudother's property,
often takes wild freaks into its head, stopping
or going just as suitr its clungetul taney.  Be-
hold your bride, blushing as a bride should,
¢h " she continued, moving aside and showing
Dinab’s timid, shrinking form. © Ah, happy
pair!  Etcetera, cteeteral” she added, with an
extravagant air; and it onee taking possvssion
of the maiden, she led Lher up the aisle of the
church to the altar. Ralph, Jellico, and Des-
morv following close behind, without observing
nuy arder,

Jullico hud given away the bride, and the
priest’s benediction had just been prononnced
upon the newly-wedded pair, when a voice,
shrill as the squeak of 2 penny trimpet, sound-
ed through the sacred buildings, and sent terror
tu the hearts of all those who recoguised it,

LEvery one paused in blank consternation, as,
rushing up the centreaisle, was seen the quaint
figure of Miss Tillysdale,

& Stop the cercmuny —stop the cercmony! 1
forbid the marrisg: taking place ™ she halfe
screamed, nearing the altur, around which the
wedding-party was still stunding., % Where is
she—my nicce—Dinah Sophia Markland ‘Lil-
Iysdele—und that rogue who stole her away ?
Where ig she 7—where are they both 2"

Dinali clung unio her hushand; Desmoro
keptin the background; while Mrs. Polderbrant,
who was acquuinted with Dinaly's story, swell-
ing with importancee, holdly confronted the en-
raged Miss Tillysdele.

“ Stay, madam ' she said spenking in o so-
lemn tone, and holding out her arws, in order
to arrest the further progress of the lady, & Re-
member where you are, and do not disturb the
sunetity of this place!™

Miss Tillysdale gaped in astonishunent.

«Do you know who I am, und wherefore I
um here ?” she demanded, at the sume time eo-
deavouring to push lier way onward,

« Perfectly, madam !” was the stilt rejoinder.
“ You are Mrs. Thetford's aunt, whom I would
tuke the liberty of udvising to behuve as be-
comus a prudent old lady——"

wAWhat 1" serenmed the spinster, recoiling in
horror. ¢ Old ludy I she repeated, in a perfect
fume of nngry agitation. “And who are you,
insolent creature ?”

s« Creature !V bridled Mrs. Polderbrant. « Oh,
shade of the depurted Frederick William Pol-
derbrant, look down and hear your widowed
wife abused I

« Gracious!” excliuimed Miss Tillysdale, «Is
it possible that 1 have stepped into a lunatic
asylum by mistake?  Where's the clergyman ?
1s it thus that our English churches are con-
ducted 7"

And, with these words she dashed past the
«heavy lady,” and stood Letors the minister
and the wedding-purty, darting venomous looks
on all around.

“ Am ] toolnte?” she gasped, addressing her-
self to the parson,

« If you will plense to accompany me to the
vestry, madam, I will there answer all your
questions,” was his reply, °

i

At this moment, Miss Tillysdale’s voice wis
suiddenly arrested ; and her extended arm fell
powerless by her side, her eyes started almost
from their sockets, her mouth was dragged all
wwry, and her lmbs refiasing o bear her, she
dropped all in a leap upon the vestry tloor,

% My aunt, my poor aunt, she is dead ! eried
Dinah, rushing to the prostrate ligure, which
Mrs, Polderbrant was already attemptivg to
raise into u sitting posture,

# A doctor, a doctor! Fly for a ductor at
once!” suid that lady.

Jellico was gone on the instant,

All was now consteruation in the vestry, and
everyhudy was endeavouring to assist Miss 'Til-
lysdale, who made neither wonn nor movement

wide apen.

Presently, Jellico returned, accompanied by
a ductor, who after @ slight examination, pro-
nounced Miss Tillvsdale to be dead.

This awtul event, so sudden and unexpected,
was o shuck to all present. Dinal swoonul
away; Mrs. Polderbrant burst iuto tears, aud
the utinost confusion and  terror reigued
amougst the wedding-party.

¢ It was the judgment of heaven on her, be-
cunse she was abont to curse one of His crea-
tures,” whispered Mrs. Polderbrant into Jellico’s
car. %I am sorry now for what I suid to ber,”
she added, in a regretful tone, a8 she wiped her
wet eyes. @ But I did not contemplate such 2
tragical event as this ?”

(7o be continued.)

THE RED MARK.

BY MARY KYLE DALLASN,

+ I this Mr. Rushion'’s o

It was 0 handsome youlny man who asked
this question—ai stylish fellow, with plenty of
light whiskers, and the latest style of tle and
collar. And the girl who had opened the door
for hlm, in that pretty country pluce whero the
rlchest people were not very fushfonable, was
not a servant, but a young ludy — Mr. Rush-
ton's only daugliter herself,

«What o pretty lttle soul 7 ho thought.

Then, as she turned her head, he wondered
for a moment whether somebody had just slup-
ped her on the left eheek, there was such o sin.
gular mark vhere, exaetly like the searlet print
of & palm and four fingers.

But that mark bad been there all Fanny
Rushton's life, and it was her one gricf, her
perpetual tease and torment. She had grown
morbid about it in these early days of woman-
hoot, and would willing!y have been tlayed allve
to bo rid of it. But there were no cosmetles
and no arts of surgery that could remove it,

There the red slap must Le s long as sho
brenthed, 1ts hateful scarlet attracting the flrst
glance from every stranger.

« Mr. Rushton at home ?" #ald Luke Robbius,
with = bow.

« Yes,” sald Fanny.

Then she ushered Mr. Robbins into the par.
lor, and wont away ; andina fow moments the
mill owner sauntered in.

It was a business eall, though muade not ex-

bueluvet

netly In a business-like way. There had been
some delay ofn teadn, and the fuctory was clos-
! when Mr. Robblns renched Mill Hollow ; but
those few wards ihout woolen stufls were easily
suid, nnd the conidential clerk of the New
York firm of Rink & Hawley knew that the
manuficturer wns a man of striet integrity. The
husiness was easly completed, nnd then Luke
Rubbins rase to depart,

« But you're put out of your reckoning by this
delay,” satd the old gentleman, ¢ and the hotel
1= 1t long way off; aml I should be pleased to have
you stay over night with us,  The wife always
hats one or two spare bedrooms, and supper will
be ready in fifteen minutes. Let us have the
pleasare of your company.’

o Thanks,” suhd Luke Robblins. ¢ You nre very
kimd. 1 feal tempted.”

Thien he thought of the pretty face with the
red slap upou the cheek,  Desplie thit slap, he
walted to sep it agaln,

It sat oppasite to him at supper time.

« The best and kindest face In the workl,” he
sald to bimself o dozen times.  And he did his
hest, to win a little ehat from  the shy girl, whoe
could not forget hep formenting mark unt!l they
sat in the twilight onthe plazza atterward. Then
e diseoveral thit she eould talk,  As L grew
dark, and the erickets chirruped in the hedges,
st wpnw meercfer ad merriet.

Mres, Rusiiton had @ eall from some nelghbor,
and sal apart conversing.

Mr. 1shton, after many aimiable attempts to
rouse himsell, went soundly asleep,

Through the eveniing shadows Luke saw the
iel’s finely ent peotile and  exquisitely shaped
head 3 il the moon wrned all o black and
white soon, and blotted out the red mnark, And
tee sotl close toher as he Jdared. And her robin.
sweet vojce charmed him ; and what she said
wits brighit sl fresh, and he fetl in love, as men
dou, for an hour.

Men actually do fall In Yove tor an hour. Wo-
men gmuot do that, They pretend to be fas.
eintted very often, but it is reitl or nothing with
thetn at boeurd

Poor little Fanny gave away hier heart that
nizht In one whole lump. It Is always best to
Keep a little pivee, ifone ean; but sometimes
thiet. Is impossible,

Ul What a beautitul night ! said Faany, as
she stood on the poreh with her mother after
the gentlemen had retired. ¢ Such i ting bregze,
and sueh o bright moon.”
$Phe musquitoes do bite so drewdrually, thoush,”
sald the mother, *and it's quite danmp, Weld
tetter retive. T womler whether yoar pic will be
suited with to-morrow’s breakfast. lle does ask
visitors so unexpeetedly”

Moarricd forty and single twenty take difterent
views of life sometimes.

Fanny wenl to bed todream of Pardtse ; and
the next duy was all bappy in memory ofa part-
fng pressure of the hand, and a whispered hope
that they wmlght often meet again.

< What apity  thig mark s, thought younyg
sShe's adarling lHttle thing Awd 1sup-
pose that llushiton is avery rich man, A young
man might do worse than be his zon-l
e ear whirled him away, he said Lo
o What a pity that mark is.”

i,
svertheless he went down to Mill Haollow
very often atter that, and he wits with Funny a
wreal dead  of the thine.,  Fanny’s mother felt
that though this suitor was not rich, he wis ell.
gible ; and she knew that that red mark was &
disadvantage to her Fanny.  IManny’s puibic was
an houest, kindly old man, who loved his
ittnghiter ddoearty.

Alune together the old people spoke of the
probabilities.

s e certadnly meatis somcething,” said mam.
nma,

s And they could always lve with us,” said
papit; ¢ we need never part from our only

one”
our eyes grow usced to everything after o
while.  Luke Robbins forgot that there was any

mark on Fanny's fiece, unless something parti-
cularly called i attention to It. At Mill Jol.
low every one knew Miss Rushton, and no one
sturad at the sweet blemished face.

e loved her very much at times, though
there were long hours In whleh he never re-
membered her existencee. I suppose none of us
ever quite believe that the men we are fondest
of work us into their bargainbme and  ledser
Kkeeping, as we work them into our sewing and
preserving, 11 he only thinks of you nfter dark,
yowarea happy woman.  If he uikes your tie—
mory ol with his dress coat and cvening tle,
cunslder yoursell blessed,

Twice i week, ab least, Luke thought cnotgh
of Fienny to buy her o bouquet, ur some tusie,
and to spend two hours on @ dusty railroad for
the sake of seeltys ber.,

He felt ber love for him jn her very tinger

A N " D tlps 3 hesaw it in her eyes; he heard tvin her
of any kind; but lny with her vyes and mouth | " b N

volee, He was aman who i happy in being

And it was not old Mr, Rushton's
money that made him decide toutler himsolcto
her, despite the red mark.

Yex, the next time he went to Ml Hollow
he would ask Fanny to have him for better or
for worse.  And he knew that shio woukld sy
¢ Yes' very well,

There are ovil moments 1n every one’s lfe—

moment  that change one's destiny  for the
worst,  I7 only it had radned one morning ; Ir

only Fanny had fallen 115 if ouly she had not
undertuken that trip to the elty just when she
did, this would be o ditferent stury.

shio used to be shy of golng into the crowded
streets alone, and even when with her mother
wore i thiek vaijl, nnd felt uncomfortable when
any one looked 2t her,  Buy now she cired no-
thimge for strangers' eyes.  Somchow her blem-
ished face had found favor in his, Had he not
told her how sweet her eyes were ? Had he not.
Kissed her hand? Wasshe not sure he loved her
—hier most pertect of all living men? Lot them
stare,  Tho prettiest givl living was not 80 hap.
py.

She went smiling down to the city. She made
hier little purchases with o lght heart.  And
then, whiling away nn hour of waulting over u
strawberry short-enke, In a pretty restaurant,
she snw Luko Robbins—yes, really Luke him-
sell coming to moct hor!

s Louks as If some one had slapped her In the
fuce,” sald a gligeling girl’s volco,

And ho tarned his head as he sat nt o table,
and saw her, aid went to her at once.

“Oh, I'm so glad to meet you,” said FMeuny.
# I supposoe I ought Lo start at once.”

« And 'l go with you,” suld Luke Robbins.

Ile suw people stare at her as they passed
down theroom. Part of the starlng was at the
muark, part of it at the protty faceand figure, He
Indd it all to the mark, ny sho had ali her lfe. It
mado him uncomfortablo, But thiat his thoughts
of her were whaut they were, 1t could not have
uflected him ; Lut his future wife, as ho alrendy
thought In her heart, that was diflorent.
o grow very gruve It was o terriblo blemish.
In those moonlight lovers' walks jn the coun-
try, he had forgotien all about It, but in bright
Hrondway how it forced {itself upon him !
Ivery ones tared so.

In the stagoe which they soon stepped into, a
little child opened its round eyes, and with a
ohild’s Innocent impertinence, pointed its fin.
gor straight at tho mark on IFanny's face, with
an,
«Oh, how funny I”

Its nurse slapped the small palm at once, and
turned scarlot horself, but thaet did not moend
mattors.
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