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QUEENIE HETHERTON.

By Mirs. Mary J, Holmes, author of “Tempest
and Sunshine,” “ Ethelyn's Mistake," “ Forrest
House,” ete.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
MBS, LA RUE'S RESOLUTION.

There was a worn, tired look on Mrs. La
Rue's face next morning, which she accounted
for by saying she had not slept well, and that
her head was aching. A walkin the crisp
sutumn air would do her good, she said ; and
soon after breakfast she left the heuse, and
started toward Hetherton Place. Twice on
the causeway she sat down to rest, and once
on the bank by the side of the road which
lead up the long hill. Here she sat for a long
time, with her head bowed upon her knees,
while she seemed to be abeorbed in painful,
and even agonized, reflection, for she rocked
#0 and fro, and whispered occasionally to her-
self. In the distance there was the sound of
wheels—some one was coming : and not car-
ing to be seen, she arore, and climbing the
low stone wall, went up the steep hill-side to

- the ledge of rocks, where Phil bad sat with
Queenie and heard his doom. It was the
first time Mrs. La Rue had ever been there,
and for a moment she etood trausfixed with
surprise and delight at the lovely view
before her. 1In the clear autumn air objects

were visible for miles and miles
away, but it was not eo much at
the distant  landscapse she  gazad

us at the scene directly about her—at the
broad, rich acres of Hetherton Place, stretch-
ing away to the westward, and eouthward, and
eastward, and embracing some of the most
valuable land in Merrivale; at the house it |
self, standing there on the heights so stately
and grand, with aristocracy and blood show-
ing themselves from every casement and door-
post ; and lastly, at the beautiful grounds, so
like the parks of some of the old chateaus in
France, with their terraces, and winding
walks, and pieces of statuary gleaming here
and there among the evergreens.

“ A goodly heritaga, truly,” the woman
said. * And would she give it all for love ?
God only knows, and I can only know by try-
ing.  If she will see me, I must go forward ;
if she refuses, I shall take it as a sign that I
must forever more keep silent.”

Thus deciding, she walked swiftly across
the fielde, and soon stood ringing at the door,
which was opened by Pierre bimself.

* Miss Hetherton was still in her room,”
he said, ** but he would. take any message
madame chose to give hix and his manner
showed plainly the immovable distance he
felt there was between his 1nistress and the
woman who, he knew, was born in the same
rank of life as hiwself.

*Tell her Margery's mother is here, u_nd
very anxious to see her,” Mrs. La Rue said ;
and, with a bow, Pierre departed, leaving her
alone in the hall.

He had not asked her to sit down, but sha
felt too faint and tremulons to staud, and,
sinking into a chair, leaned her head against
the hat-stand, and shutting her eyes, waited
a8 people wait for some great shoek or blow
which they know is inevitable, How long
Pierre was gone she could not guess, for she
was lost to all cousciousuess of time, and was
only roused when be laid his hand upon her
shoulder and demanded what was the matter,
and if she were sick. Then she looked up,

and showed him a face so white, so full of
pain, and dread, usnd herror, that be asked
her again what was the matter.

 Nothing, nothing,” sheanswered sharply.
“Tell me what ehe did say? Wil she see
me ?"

* She bado me tell

the counld not see
18 very particular,
you were to give

plied, and in an instant

the woman chianged, the

deathly pallor iefe her face, and the look of
dread and angnish was succeeded by one of
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d! for I could not
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me. 1have no errand, no message; good-
morning,” and she darted from the door,
while Pierre looked wonderingly after her,
saying to himself, * I believé the woman is
erazy."”

And in good truth insanity would best de-
seribe Mrs. Lia Rue’s condition of mind as sbe
sped down the winding hills and aeross the
causewny, until the bridge was reached and
then she sed, and leaning far over the
railing looked wistfully down into the depths
below, as if that watery bed would be most
grateful to her. Suicide was something of
which Mrs. La Rue had thought more than
onee. It was the phantom which at times
haunted her day and night,and now itlooked
over her shoulder and whispered :

“ Why not end it now and forever ; desth
is only ‘a dreamless sleop.  Detter die than

live to rain that young life, and know your-
gelf loathed and despised by the ereature you
love b Sometimes in your fita of conscien-

tionsness you will tell, as you were tempted
to do just n 1l then !
Mrs. La b s long. gasping shudde

as she thou What then ?" and lear.ed

still farther over the parapet beneath which
the waters of the Chicopee wero flowing so
slug; .

v , better die bifore I am leftto tell and
sea the love y's face turn to bitter
hatred. Oh gery, my child Mine, by
all that is sacred ! 1 cannot die and go away
from her forever, for if there be a hereafter,
as she believes, we should never meet again.
Her destiny would be Heaven, and mine,
blackness and darkness: of despair, where
the worm dicth mnot, and the fire is not
quenchied ! She read me that last night,
little drearing that I earry abput with me
¢the worm which dieth not, and have carried
it g0 many years, and oh, how it does gnaw
and gnaw ut 2, until I am tempted to
shriek out the dreadful thing. Aud yet, at
fiest, the sin seemed so casy and so trivial,and
was what is so common over there in France
where everything is so different, and 1 was
8o young and iguorant, and did not think
how great a wrong I was doing. God, if
there is & God, forgive me, and help me
1o hold wy tongue, and keep the love of Mar-
gery."

Shoe had drawn back from the railing by
this time, and, gathering her shawl around
her, she sturted for home, where she found
Margery in the reception-room alone, busily
engaged on a dark-blue silk, which Anna
Ferguson had deigned to give her to make,
and for which she was in a hurry. She had
been there that morning to see about it, and
had found a great deal of fault with some
trimming which sho had ordered Lerself, and
had insisted that the dress must be finished
by twelve o'clock, as she was going with
Major Lord Rossiter to West Merrivale to see
a base ball match on the common,

The match does not come off until four,”
Margery said, ** and if you can give me until
half-past two I shall be se glad.”

But Miss Aona wasdecided ; she must have
it at twelve, or not at all, and when Margery
asked if ehe would send for it, as the girl who
usually took parcels home was sick, ehe an-
swered, promptly :

« No, it is not my business to do that.”

And Margery bore the girl's insolence

uietly,and promised that the dress should be

one, and put aside Mrs. Col. Markham's
work to do it, beeause she knew Mre. Mark-
ham was a lady and would not insult her if
she ehanced to be disappointed. But shefelt
the ill-bred girl’s impertinence keenly,
and her cheeks were unusually red, and
her lips very white, when her mother enter-
ed the room, and, bending over her,
kissed her with a great, glad tenderness as
we kiss one restored to us from the gates of
death.

 You look tired aud worried, ma petite,”
she said, “‘and you are working so fast. I
thought that dress was not to be finished till
$o-morrow."

“ Nor was it,”” Margaret answered, ‘‘but
Miss Ferguson has been here and insists
upon having 1t at twelve,and she was so over-
Jbearing, and found so much fault, and made
me feel 55 keenly that I was only her dress-
maker, that I am a little upset, even though
I know she is not worth & moment’s disquie-
tude.”

“ Poor Margery ! Itistothe caprices of
such people as ehe that you are subjected
because you are poor,” Mrs. La Rue said,
caressing the golden head bent so low over
Anna’s navy-blue, on the sleeve of which a
great tear came near falling. ** You ought
to be rich like Miss Hetherton. You would
be happier in her place, would you nof, my
«child ?”

# No, mother,” and Margery's beautiful
blue eyeslooked frankly up into her mother's
face, *‘I should like money, of course, but I
am very happy as I am, except when people
like ‘Anna insult me and try to make me feel
the i ble di there is bet
themselves and & dressmaker. I like my
profession, for it is as much one as that of
the artist or musician, and if I were rich as
Queenie I do believe I should still make
dresses for the love of it. 8o, mother mine,
don't bother about me. Iam very happy—
happier far, just now, than Queenie, who,
though she may have riches in abundance,
has no mother to love her, and eare for her,
and pet her, as I have.”

+Qh, Margery, child, you dolove me, then
you are glad I am your mother, unlike you as
i am?” Mrs. La Rue cried, in_& voice which

was like a sob of pain and made Margery look | P!

wonderingly at her, as she said :
 Why, mother, how strangely you act

mother—the dearest and kindest a

would not and did not sacrifice &
me, and why should I not love you.”

“You should, you ought,” Mre. La Rue re-

plied, * only youare sodifferent from me that | I am.
sometimes when I think how refined and lady- | and father pensioned her for it, as he ought
what I am | $o do, and those vile, evil-minded Polignacs | tinued,.* and rub my han

like you are, mg then remember

morning. Of coursa I am glad you are my | strangely nervous feeling as if from fear that | her gently up, and,
irl ever | the letter might contain something she would | couch, brought a
had. I cannot remember the time whon you | be happier not to know-—something her fath-
ing for | er would have withheld from her had Le been
there with her

« Bat, no,” she said, at last, “how foolish
Christine was faithful to my mother,

T

—an n 1 feel I am
an obstacle in your way, and that
feel it, too, and wi

don’t, Margery, you don't.”
«Of course I don’t,” Margery answered,
laughingly, “ for if I were Miss Hetherton,
don't you see, Auna would be my cousin, and |
that would be worse than a hundred peasant
women ; 0, listle mother, don’t distress your-
self or bother me any more, formy lady Anna
must have her dress by twelve, and it is near-
1y eloven now.”
Taking the gitl's lovely face between her
hands, Mrs. La Rue kissed it fondly and then
left the room, while Margery wondered what
had happened to excite her so. Such moods,
or states of mind, in her mother were not
unusual, and since coming to Merrivale they
had been more frequent than ever, so Mar-
gery was accustomed to them, and ascribed
them to a lly morbid t
combined with & low, nervous state of health.

«1 wonder why she asks me so often if
1love her and am happy ? Maybe I do not
show her my affection enough. I am not
demonstrative, like her ; there’s very little
of the French gush in me. I am more like
the biz Americans, but I mean to do bet-
ter and pet her more, poor dear mother, she
is 8o fond and proud ofme,” Margery thought,
as ehe kept on with her work, while her
mother busied herself in the kitchen, prepar-
ing the cup of nice hot tea, and slice of cream
toast which at twelve she carried to her
daughter, who could not stop for & regular
meal.

The navgblue was at a poiat now where
no one could touch it but heraelf, und she
worked steadily on until after one, _whe|n

ou were some one else | made of
—somebedy like Miss Hetherton—but you | and read

cester Co,, Mass.,

ht there was harm in it. They did know

you must | my father, or what stuff the Hethertons are | the olden time, when we lived in the

;" o saying, she opened the letter

« MexToNE, France, Oct. 18th, 18—

« To Misg Hetherton, of Merrivale, Wor-
U.S.A
« My employer, M. Albech, is gene away
for a few days, and told me to open his let-
ters, and, if necessary, answer them for him.
S0 when yoursand monsieur's came, Iopened
and read ; that is, read yours, but monsieur's
was in English,and it took a long time to
make out that it meant the same as yours,
and asked information Jof Christine Bodine,
pensioner of M. Hetherton, deceased.’,

« That was My. Beresford who sent him
an English letter. What business has

talk to ;

of

numb and lifeloss, and let me

d were so very happy.”
¢ Yes, mademoiselle,” Pierre said,
down beside her and rubbing and

an

limp whiie fingers which seemed to have no
vitality in them,

** Pierre,”” she ‘“we were 80
happy when papa was alive ; he was so good,

He was always kind to you, was he not 2"
* Yes, always.”

« And he was good to everybody, Pierre !’
* Yes, everybody.”

* And You were with him lin
places where he would be under less restraint
than when with me, and you think he
had as few faults as most men, I am sure 2’
« He had not a single fault,”" Pierre
said, hatically. lying easily and nohesi-

he to pry into my affairs ?” K ex-
claimed, under her breath, and her cheeks
were scarlet, and her breath came hurriedly,
and then seemed to cease altogether as she
read on *

“I could not remembar uny one by that
name, but there was a certain Madame Henri
La Raue, to whom, by reference to M. Albrech's
books, I find that moneys were paid regularly
by Messrs. Polignae & Co., Paris, for a M
Hetherton, until last summer, when the en-
tire principal was sent to Madame La Ruo, at
*Oak Bluffs, Martha's Vineyard, Mass., U. 8
A.. where it seems she is living, though
whetlier she is the person you are wishing to
find I do not know. Your billet to Christine
Bodine I will keep until M. Albrech returns,
and if he knows the woman he will forward

it.
“ Hoping my letter is satisfactory, I am
your obedient servant,
Louis ArNaup.”
“ Mad Henri La Rue, Oak Bluffs,

Anna, again app asking P
why the dress was not sent at. twelve, as she
ordered. :

«+ Because it not done,” Margery re-
plied, adding, *¥Wis a great deal of work to
change all that trimmiog as you desired.”

« It ought not to have been made that way
in the tirst place,” Anna rejoined, and ther
continued, ** I must have it by two at the
latest, and will you bring it yourself, so as to
try it on me and seeifl it hangs right? "

“ Yes, I'll bring it.” Margery said, and
an hour later she was trudgiog along Cottage
Row with a bundle almost as lurge as hergelf,
for the dress had many plaitings, and puffs,
and bows, and must not becrushed by erowd-
ing into a small space.

But Margery did not feel one whit degraded
or abasel, even though sh Mr. Beres-
ford face to faco, and saw his . .. vise at the
size of the bundle. Mr. Beresford was the
only man who Lud ever interested Margery in
the least, and she often wondered whoy she
should be interested 1n him, and feel her
blgod stir a listle more quickly when sha saw
him. He was eo proud, and dignified, and
reserved, - though always a gentlemau and
courteous to her,and now he lifted his hat
very politely, and, with a pleasant swmile, pas-
sed on, thinkiog to himself how beautitul the
French girl was, and what a pity, too, that
she had nos been born in the higher ranks of
life, with such people as the Rossiters, and
Hethertons, and Beresfords.

Miss Anna was waiting impationtly, and
all ready to step into her dress, which fitted
her perfectly, and was so becoming, and gave
Ler 8o much style that she condescended to be
very gracious and familiar, and as she looked
at herself in the glass, she said :

v, Lia R ou are a brick ; how love-

1 have not a word of fauit to find I".
am glad if it suits you, Good-afterncon’
Misa Ferguson,” Margery said quictly, and
then walked away, while Auna thoaght.

©1f she were a graad duchess she could not

bo more airy. I wonder who she thinks she
is, any way ? Queenie has jus: spoiled he:
with o much attention, and she only a dress-
maker!”

CHAPTER XXIX.

LETTERS FROM MENTONE.

Whether we are sorry or glad, time never
stops for us, but the days and nights go on
and on, until at last we wonder that ss long
a period has elapsed since the joy or sorrow
came which marked a neveryto-be-forgotten
point in our lives.

And 0 it was with Queenie. She could
not be as wretched and disconsolate always
as she was during tho first days of Phil's
absence. She was of too light and buoyant a
temperament for thas, and after a little she
woke to the fact that lifé had still much hap-
piness in store for her, even though Phil
could not share it with her. She had received
a few words from him written just before the
steamer sailed —words which made Ller ery
a8 if her heart would break, but whicl
very precious to her because of their assur-
ance that whatever might befall the writer
she wonld always be bLis queen, his love,
whose image was ¢ngraven on  his heart for-
ever,

And Queenie hiad answered the note, for it
was nothing more, and filled four sheets with

her pas-ionate longings and beart-wishes for

the naughty boy who was not satistied to be

her cousin, and her shadow, but must needs
)

seek to be hier lover, and 8o spoil eve ing,
aud ranke her life miserable. Then she filled
another sheet with the doings of the Major
aud Anna, which she said were too sickening
for anything, and the talk of the whole town.

I dou't think your father and mother
altogether approve the mateh,” she wrote,
 although they never say anything, but the
Major has left the Knoll and goue to the
hotel, where he has a suite of rooms, and
where it is said Aona visits him when he is
not calling upon her.  You ought to see the
aira and graces she has put on with her great
expectations. They have a hired girl, Cynthia
by name, whom Anna ecalls her maid, and
who i3 taught to call Anpa Miss Ferguson,
which of conrse is right, only one lixes to see
things harmoni while the maid and Miss
Ferguson do not. For instance, Anna wishes
to bhave the dinner table cleared prop-
erly as it is dono at the Knoll where the ser-
vauts are trained to do it, and Uncle Tom
rebels against it and says he canrot wait for
such fiddle-faddles, and orders on his pie
almost before Anna has finished her soup
and ho will have a knife to eat it with, and
cool his tea in his sauncer, and then Cynthia
proves refractory and will not come when the
bell riogs, and Aunt Lydia has to get up and
go to the kitehen herself, and says she'd
rather do it and all the work, too, than be
bothered with a girl. And grandma has in-
terfered and says, ‘there is no sense in
Lyddy Aunn’s keepin' help with Anny lagin’
round ; it don't make her an atom mores
lady than she was when she made dresses
and washed the dishes, too ;' and I am in-
clined to think she is right. I is not what
one does, but what they are themselves which
gives them real worth. It is notin Anna to
be a lady, and she never can be, even when
sheis Mrs. Major Lord Seymour Rossiter,
as [ suppose ehe will be some time during
the winter, for they are. engaged, and she
wears a diamond ring—a splendid one, too,
which she says cost five hundred dollars.
How does she know that, I wonder? and
she means to go to Florida on her bridal trip,
#pd flaunt her splendor at the St. James.
When the wedding comes off I'll tell you all
about it, and so adieu.

** Forever and ever your cousin,
“ QueEENIe.”

This letter was sent to Rome, for Phil was
to take the overland route to India and visit
the Imperal City on the way. Hehad pro-
mised to write from every point where he
stopped, and so he did not seem so very far
away, and Queenie grew brighter and gayer
and consented tosee Mr. Bercsford, whom
she had persistly igonored, and after rating
him soundly for the part he had had taken in
sending Phil away, she became very gracious
to him, for Phil had forgiven him, and she
must do so too, and she rode with him one
day after his fast horse, and wasso bright, and
coquettish, and bewitching, that Mr. Beres-
ford forgot himself, and in lifting her from
the carriage held her hand tighter in his
than was at all necessary. But Queenie
wrenched it away, and with her usual frank-
ness, said :

* You are not to squeeze my hand that
way, Mr. Beresford, or think because I rode
with you that your are on probation, as you'
call it, for you are not. I am not trying to re-
consider, and never shall.”

This state of things was not very hopefal
for Mr. Beresford, who, nevertheless, drove
away more in love than ever with the little
lady of Hetherton, who, after he was gone,
went to her room, where sbe found on her

bronght from the office during her absence.
It was a foreign letter, post-marked
at Mentone, France. Reinette's tirst exclam-
ation was :
* From the agent. Now I shall hear from
Christine.”

bad greatly desired, but now that it seemed
to be within her grasp she waited and loiter-
ed a little, and took off her hat, and shawl
and glov

aniums in the window, before breaking the

dressing-table a letter which Pierre had | wished to keep
in her life after she left us —father and me—
and was married to this M. La Rue. I wished
8o much to find her, and bad ¢o much faith
i
makes me cold, and sick, and faint.
can't you, that I am a woman almost twenty-
This was the thing of all others which she | one; try and fancy me a little girl again, as I
was when you first came to Chateau des
Fleurs, and take me up and carry me to the
couch.
and laid them carefully away,and | life, for the strength has all gone from my
cked a few dead leaves from a pat of ger- | body.”

Martha's Vineyard, Mass., U.8. A.,” Reinette
kept repeating to herself, while & feeling of
terror took possession of her, and made her
for a moment powerless to move or reason
clearly. * Who is this Madame La Rae, and
where have I seen her ?” she asked herself in
a bewildered kind of way, and then at last it
came to her who Mrs, La Rue was, and where
she had seen her.

** Margery's mother ! Cnristine Bodine ! im-
possible 1" she cried, reading Lounis” Arnaud's
letter again and again, while her thoughts
went backward, and with lightning rapidity
gathered up every incident conuected with
Mrs. La Rue which had seemed s:irange to
her, and made her dislike the woman for her
unwarrantable famiharity.

As distinetly as if it were but yesterday she
recalled their first meeting in Paris in Mar-
gery's receiving-room when Mrs. La Rue had
stared at her so, and touched her hands and
dress, and seemed so strange and queer; and
since then she had so often offended with
what appeared like over-gratitude for kindness
shown to Margery.

* And all the time when I was talking of
my nurse and my desireto find her, she knew
she was Christine and made no sign,” she
said ; ** and once she bade me stop searching
for her, as finding her might bring more pain
than pleasure. What does she mean, and
why does she not wish me to know her ¢ Was

there anything wrong between

No, no, mno!" and Reinette almost
shricked as she said the emphatic
“no's.”” * Mother trustel her; mother
loved her. I have it in her own words
written to papa. ‘Christine is faithful and

f she was my mother, instead of
y nd if I should die, yon must
always be kind to her for what she has been
to me,’ she wrote, and that's why he eent
her the money. There was nothing wrong
on father's sidr ; but she—why has she
never told me ?  What has she done ? What
is she? Yes, she was right, It is more
pain than pleasure to find her ; but if she
had only told me who she was, it would have
been such joy to know she was Margery's
mother—my Margery still, thank God, for
she bas had no part in this concealment.
She has no suspicion that Christine Bodine
and her mother are one and the same. Mra,
La Rue must have been married soon after
mother died, for Margery and I are nearly
the same age."”

This mention of Margery helped Reinette,
and the pain in her heart was not quite so
heavy, or her resentment toward Mrs. La
Rue so great. She was Margery’s mother,
and whatever happened, Reinette would stand
by the girl whom she loved so much.

I S e S

* Please, mademoiselle, have you heard
the bell ; it has rung three times, and dinner
is growing cold,” Pierre said, putting his
head in at the door ; and then Reinette roused
hersolf to find that it was getting dark, for
the November twilight was fast creeping into
the room.

“ Yes, Pierre, I know ; I am not coming—
I'm wot hungry. Tell them to clear the
table,” shesaid, abstractediy ; and then, as
Pierre looked inauiringly at her, she contin-
ued : ** Stay, Pierre ; come here, and shut
the door, and come close to me, 86 no one
can hear, Pierre, I've found Christine Bo
dine! ¥
Yes ? Yon have lound her? Whero ?”
Pierre said, looking wonderingly at his young
mistress, whose white face and excited man
ner puzzled and alarmed him.

 Here, Pierre, in Merrivale. While I was
searching for her across the water she was

cre, not & mile away, and never told me.
Pierre, Mrs. La Rue is or was Clristine
Bodine ! "

““Mon Dieu!” Picrre ejacalated with a signifi-
cant shrug of his shoulders and a rapid move-
ment of his hands. **Madame La Rue Chbris-
tine Bodine ! Iam very much ; yes, I suppose
I am very much axtonished !”

But he was not. He had never shared
Reinette's implicit fuith in Christine, whom
he believed his master had cursed in Liver-
pool, after receiving her letter, and he put
things together rapidly, and to himeelf  he
thought :

“Yes, madame is Christine. I am not sur-
prised ; but to Reineste he said. *Who told
you? How do youknow it ? There must be
some mistake, madame surely would never
have kept silent so long.”

“There no mistake, I can trust yeu, Pierre;
and 1 begin to feel asif you were the only
one I have to trust in. Irerything andevery-
body is slipping away from ma. This is the
letter from the agent in Mentone, who paid
her the money for Messrs. Polignac in Paris.
You know you were in their office once with
father and saw him give his check for twelve
hundred and fifty francs to be sent to her.
Read the letter, Pierre, and you will know all

0.
She handed it to him, and striking a light
he read it tk while Rei hed
him narrowly to eee what effect it had upon
him. DBut aside from frequent ejaculations
of surprise he made no comment, and just
then the dinner-bell rang again, and this time
long and loud as if the ringer were growing
impatient.
+0h that dreadful bell,”” Reinetteexclaimed,
putting her hands to her ears to shut out the
sound. “Will they never stop ringing it.
or understand that I um not coming ? Go,
Pierre, and tell them to olear the table away ;
them I am not hungry ; tell them I am
sick and tired, and wish to be let alone : tell
them anything to keep them awuy from me.
Nobody must come to-night but you. Go
quick, before they ring again, or Mrs. Jerry
son‘:es herself. She must not knew what we
0.”
Thus entreated Pierre departed with the
message to Mra. Jerry, who had become some-
what accustomed to the vagaries of her young
mistress.  This was not the first time her
dinner had been untouched when Reinette
was in one of her moods, and so she only
lamented that the fish and sauce Lyonnaise
which she had prepared with so much care
would be wasted in the kitchen, but in-
quired anxiously what ailed the young lady
and asked if she should not go up berself and
see.
“ No, no; she oniy wants quiet, thatis
all ; by and by she may have some coffee,
when I tell you,” Pierre said, and then he
went back to Reinette, wwhosat with her hands
clasped tightly together and a look on her
white face which puzzled him, for he did not
know that she was bravely fighting downa
suspicion $o hmrbor which would be to dis-
honor her father in his grave.
 Pierre,” she said, lifting her dry, heavy
eyes appealingly o him, and ‘speakiog like a
sick, weary child who wants to be petted ;
“ Pierre, I am atnngfly shaken bhy this news,

-
)

tatingly, thinking the end justified the means.
He knew now that leinetie was wishing to
be reassured of her father's truth, and purity,
and honor, and thoogh he had but little fuith
that his late master had possessed either
of those virtues to an overwhelming degree,
he conld not say so to the daughter ;
he would sooner tell her a hundred lies, and
take his chance of being forgiven by and by.

« Thank you Pierre,” she said. * You
make me focl o happy. I like to think of
father as a good, true, honest man ; and yet

ou told me once that you heard him swear
Yn London over a letter he received. Ho
carsed Christine ; that must have been Mrs.
La Roe. Perhaps he did not like her, Did
you ever hear him speak of her at any other
time ?”

« No, never,”

“And did the servants at Chateau des Fleurs
ever mention her as other than a nice wo-
man ?”

« They never mentioned ther
heard her name except from id mon-
sieur, and from him only twice—onee in the
office of Messrs. Polignae, and once in Liver-
pool, when he certainly did ecurse her.”

¢ Yes, Pierre,” Remnelte said, with a quick,
gasping breath. ** Perhaps he did ; papa was
the best-man in the world—the very best, but
all hest men will sometimes take unfounded
dislikes, and be was not an exception. Pos-
gibly Christine had offended him, and be was
not one to forget easily. At all events, I am
sure Christine is a good woman. My mother
trusted her, and hade father be kind to her
always. Ihave itin a letter written before
she died, and when Christine was with her.
Mrs. La Rue is a good woman."

She Lkept rseerting this as if she feared
Pierre might doubt the fact, but if he did he
gave no sign, and merely replied :

 She must be good to be the mother of
Miss Margery.”

* Yes, Pierre, yes,” and Reinette roused
hereelf up, and pushing her heavy bair back
from her face, said, joyfally : *I eee it now ; I
understand why she bas not told me. She
did not want Margery to know that she once
served inthe capacity of nurse, lest she
shonld feel humiliated; thatis it; Iam
sure.”

*‘ Unquestionably,” Pierre said, ready to
assent to anythirg his young mistress might
suggest, no matter how absurd.

* And, Pierre,” she continusd, “I shall of
course tell Mrs. L Rue that I know who she
is, but it is not necessary that all the world
should know. We need tell no one else.”

* No, mademoiselle ; but what of Monsieur
Beresford? He wrote to M. Albrech, too ; he
will get an answer ; he will know.”

“ Of course,” Qacenie said, impatiently.
“ Why eouldn’t he mind his own business ?
Butl can trust him. I shall tell him, I
know, and that he is to keap silent ; and now,
leave mo, nnd don't Jet Mrs. Jerry or any
one, come near me. I am “tired and shall
soon retire.”

So Pierre Jeft her alone with her thoughts,
which kept her awake most of the night, and
the next morning found her suffering with
ona of her headaches, and unable to leave
her bzd, It was a stormy November day, and
the wind blew in gusts over the hill, and
drove befors it clouds of enow, which was
drifting down from the gray sky in great
white feathery masses, but bad as was the
day, it did not prevent Mr. Beresford from
riding over to Hetherton Place, where he was
mwe: by Pierre with the message that Miss
Hetherton had the headache, and could net

see him, Mr. B d seemed disapp
and was about turning away from the door
when he said, asif it bad just occurred to
him :
+ By the way, do you know if MisT Mether-
ton reesived any letters from Franco yester-
day "

* 8he did receive one,” Pierre said, looking
straight at the lawyer, and feeling sure that
Le, too had heard from Mentone, and knew the
secret of Christine Bodine.

And he was night, for the same mail which
brought the letter to Reinette had also in it
one for Mr. Beresford from the agent's clerk
in Mentone. It was a curious compound of
Englich and French, which took Mr. Beres-
ford nearly two hours to decipher. But he
managed 1t at last with the help of grammar
and dictionary, and had a tolerably accurate
knowledge of its contents, whick surprised
and confounded him alwost as much as
Queenie’s letter had confounded her.  £ut in
Liis letter were a few words, or rather insinua
tions, which were omitted in Queenie's and
which affected bim more than all the rest,
and threw a flood of light upon Mrs. La Rue’s
reason for keeping her identity with Christine
Bodine a secret from Reinette, Did Queenie
kuow whet e knew or suspected, Mr. Beres-
ford wondered. Had the agent written to
her what ho had to-Mr. Beresford, and if so,
how did she take it? What wonldshe do? A
burning, intense desire seized .the usually
caln, s ber lawyer to have these questions
answered.  He must see Reinette and judge
from hir face how much, if anythiog, ehe
knew and so ha went to Hetherton  Place.
But Queenic would not see him. She was
sick, and she had received aletter from France.
So much he learned, and he rode back to his
office, whers, for theremainder of the day, he
seemed in a most abstracted frame of mind,
paying bat little attention to his clients, who
had never seen him so absent-minded and
grave before, and wondered much what ailed
him end of what he was thinking. Not of
them and their business surely, but of Rein-
ette and the change her coming to Merrivale
bad made in his hishertoquiet life. How she
had tarned everything upside down. It was
like a romance whose pages he was reading,
and now & fresh leaf had been turned which
he wished to decipher, and sinee he could not
see Reinette he must seek help in another
quarter, and he, who had always been noted
for minding his own business better than any
man in Merrivale, waited impatiently for
evening, when he meant to begin the new
chapter.

GHAPTER XXX.
TRYING T0 READ THE PAGE,
The night set in dark and lk!}‘:lé’ even for
oo g

hall, and brashing the rain-drops fromu his
hair, he said :

underher head, and “I'm coming in, you see, du:llﬂ:
shawl, and put fresh coal on wonder that a call on such a night as
the November night was eold this surprises you. But it is just the weather
outside the first suow of the which brings me here. 1 believe I've had
ginning to fall. the blues or something to-day, and need fto
+ Now sis down by me, Pierre,” talk to soma one, and es Phil is gone—how I
ds, 80 | do miss him—and Reinette is mck, I have

come to call on you. Ihope I am not unwel-
eome.”

He was talking rather queerly, and not at
all in a strain complimentary to Margery,who
nevertheless,passed it off pleasantly,and said,
with her pretty accent, which struck Mr.
Berosford with a degree of newness and as
lomethini very pretty :

“ Thauk you, Mr. Bereslord ; I surely
ought to fesl honored to be No. 8. Let me
gee ; you said that as Mr. Rossiter was gone,
and Reinette sick, you were reduced to the
alternative of coming here to be rid of the
blues. Isthat it ? or have my French ears
misinterpreted your English meaning ? "’

“ This isthe way it sounded, I'll admit,
Mr. Beresford said, “but I'm a bungler any-
way, 80 please consider that I have made you
pumber oue, for really I have been i di

touched her now, although it was 8o near, and
yet she v o little and drew a long

and turned her eyes upon Mr. Beresford, who
hed been regarding her curiously and seeing
in this expression of her face a resemblance
te something which he counld nct define or
place. He only knew it was not the Hether-
ton look he saw in her, and if not, then was
that insi ion of Albert Bertrand’s without
foundation ? He hoped so, but he eaid to her
presently :

** Did you ever 532 Queenie's father ?—did
you know him, I mean—you or your
mother ?”

*No, neither of us,” Margery answered,
promptly. “Isaw him once when Queenie
and I were riding in the Bois, and she made
him come and speak to me, but I did not like
bim much. He impressed me as oue very
protd and haughty, who only endured me for
Queenie's sake. He wasfine-looking, though,
and his manners were very elegant. Did you
know him, Mr. Beresford ?"”

“* Scarcely at all, as I was a mere boy when
he went away, but I have heard much of him
irc_)m the vf'll;‘ger: 3 he' was not very popular,

I,

to call for some time.”

He took the seat she offered him—a low

rocker sach as men usually like—and moved

it a little more in front of her, where he

could lock directly at her and study her feat-

ures closely as she bent over her work, which

with his permission, she had resumed, and

which, as it was a saque for Miss Anns,

must be finished as soon as possible.

How graceful every motion was, and how

well her dress of black cashmere, with soft
lace ruffles at her throat and slesves, became
her, and how very beautiful sbe was both in

face and form, with her golden hair rippling
allover her finely shaped head, her dazzling,
wax-like complexion reminding one of rose-
leaves and cream, her perfectly regular feat-
ures, and, more than all, her large, clear,
sunny blue eyes, vailed by long, fringed
lashes, and shaded by eyebrows so heavy and
black that they seemed almost out of place
with that hair of golden hue. But they gave
her a novel and distingue look, and added to
her beauty, which, now that he was sludy-
ing her, struck Mr, Beresford as something
remarkable, and made his eyes lin-
ger on the fair face with more ad-
miration even than cariosity. But the like-
ness he sought for was not there, unless it
were in the occasional toss ofthe head on one
side—the significant shrug of the shoulders,
or gestures of the hands—and something in
the tone of the voice when it grew very earn-
est as she talked to him of Keinette, always
of Reinette, who was not like her in the leaat.
In feature and complexion Margery was the
handsomer of the twe.  Mr. Beresford con-
fessed that with a kind of jealous pang as if,
in some way, n wrong were dono the dark-
faced, dark-eyed Queenie, who, put side by
side with Margery La Rus, would, neverthe-
less, win every tima, and make people see only
herself, with her wonderful sparkle, and flash,
and brightness, which threw everything else
into the'shade.  Queenie was the diamond
and Margery the pearl, and they were not at
all alike, and Mr. Beresford felt puzzled and
inclined to believe that insinuation of the
agent a lie especially after he had talked with
Margery awhile of her friend.

“ You have known Reinette o long time?"”
he said, and she replied :

““Yes, a long time—ever since we were
little girls —though it seéms but yesterday
since ehe climbed those narrow, winding
stairs up to that low, dark room, where I
staid all day long with no company but the
cat, and nothing besides my playthiogs to
amuse me, except to look down into the nar-
row street below, the Rue St. Honore, and
watch the carts, and carriages, and people a8
they pass, and wonder when mother would
come home, and if she would bring me, a8
she sometimes did, a bon-bon, or a white,
tender creissant from the baker's, which I

dark, sour bread.”
¢ Yes," Mr. Beresford gaid, leaning forward

telling him of her early

Paris, and wondering a little that she shounld

be s0 communicative.
 Most girls would lry

Rue, or  guess that it was in part her pride
which made her falk as she was talking.

She was naturally reserved and reticent
with regard to herself, but to him, whose
value of birth, and blood, and family connec-
tious ghe rightly guessed, she would speak
openly, and show him that it was something
more than & mere dressmaker—a sewing-
woman —whom he was honoring with his
society, and in whom he was i d in

liked go mnch better for wy supper than our

and listening eagerly to what Margery was
life in the attios of

to conceal the fact
that they had once known such poverty,” he
thought, but he did not know Margery La

d replied, and then
they spoke of the Fergusons, so unlike the
lehertonu and Rossiters, although connected
with them, and Margery said, langhingly :

* The daughters of the Fergusons seem to
have a habit of making grand marriages ; first
Mrs. Kossiter, then Mrs. Hetherton, and lastly,
to all human appearance, Anna, who will un-
questionably soon become Mrs. Major Rossi-
ter. Ido not like Anna Ferguson, and she
can never be a lady, though she marry the
Duke of Argyle.”

This was a great deal for Margery to say,
but Anna had tried her sorely, axd she was
smarting from a fresh indignity Leaped upon
her that very day when the young lady had
come to give some orders about the saque, on
which she worked while she talked to Queenie
Hetherton, so different in every respect,
though she was to the purple born and had a
right, as Margery thought, to look down upon
such as she.

Mr. Beresford had not succeeded in read-
ing the page just as he had expected to read
it, and was a good deal puzzled and perplexed
when, at rather a late hour for him, he
said good-night to Margery, and went back to
his rooms at the hotel, with his mind full of
what she had told him of her life as connect-
ed with Reinette Hetherton. It was very

ISR =
PETRIFIED WHILE ALIVE,

Ido not breath as she at last cameback to the present | Mifteen Weamrs of Nlow Torture Refore

Death—An Exiraordianry Story.

“ One of the most heart-rending cases that
ever camo under my notice,” said a well-
known Lonisville physician to goveral gentle-
men who had been discussing Dr. Tanner's
prospests of a miserable death, ** was that of
a man whose death could not affect Lis rela-
tions, because he had rone; but the manner
of his dying was o awful that it was a call
upon common humanity for sorrow. He was
a young fellow who, at the breaking out of
the war, when he was 20 years old, enlisted
and fought with courage under Confederate
banners. In the terrible warfare about Nash-
ville he was exposed to the rains and colds,
aid A ind y rh :
from which he never recovered, and which
caused his resignation. He returned to his
home a miserable creature, and never was
able afterward to walk. For fifteen lon
years he was dying as slowly and surely, an
with as much torture es the most refined
cruelties of human invention might have pro-
duced. Opintes? Of course opiates were ad-
ministered, but what of the mements when
the influence had waned, and when, rushing
upon him like wolves of torture, made raven-
ous by hunger, the pains broke through the
veil of incensibility and tugged at his frame
with teeth of cruelty? The very immunity
which opium gave added another horror when
it was withdrawn.

He was kept under the influence as much
as possible. In nine years he had lost every
power of muscular effort, and sat in his chair
a living corpse, only te be moved to his
bed, when he became a mummy with a spark
of life still glowing. The time shortly came
when he no louger lay in his bed, but sitting
in his invalid chair became the enthroned
embodiment of a eoul to> miserable for life,
too sacred to be freed by other hands. SBo
he sat, year after year, with his muscles fixed
in iron, his eyes looking npon a world as
dreary as misery could print it; his voice
sinking in his throat only to be expelled by
hunted nature in wild and piteous eries when
the pain racked into hopeless cowardics the
strong heart that had lea his men up to the
dreadful caverns of cannons’ mouths without
a flinch. Fixed and rigid, the poor boy was
a sphynx, endowed with life and deprived of
movement. Every jeint in his body became
ossified by thehchalky deposits, and not even

real to him—the past i se of these
two girls, and especially that scene in the
attic when they first met face to face.

He could not get that scene out of his

mind. It wonld make such a telling picture,
he thought, as he sat alone in his room, lis-
tening to the sound of tho rain, and think-
of the two little girls in No. 40 of the tene-
ment house on the Rue St. Honore. Mr.
B~ sford's mother had affected to be some-
tir g of an artist and dabbed in water colors,
n i hid Lad a fanciful studio in her house,and
tic son had inherited something of her gen-
ius, though he seldom had time to indulge
his taste. But there was an easel in one
corner of the room, aud several half finished
paintings were lying here and there, while on
the wall was a finished sketch of a bit of new
England landscape which did no mean credit
to the artist.
. He, however, had never tried his skill at
interior scenes, but Margery's word-painfing
was so distinet in his mind that he brought
out his crayons and paper, and began to
sketch the outlines of the picture, growing
more and more absorbed as he progressed,
and at last forgetting himself so utterly in
his work that the town clock struck three be-
fore he abandoned it for bed. He knew he
should succeed, and he fancied to himself
Queenie's delight and surprise when he pre-
sented her with the pikture, and asked if she
recognized it.

Maybe, and his heart gave a great thump.
Maybe, if the probation ended favorably, and

on her wedding-day,
said to himself and then—he could not tell

face than Queenie’s, a fairer face, with golden

troubled dreams the face hid Queenie’'s from

him the night before.
It was very late when he awoke with a con-
fused vision of black eyes and blue eyes dan-

make him famous as an artist. Hastily dres-
sing himself, and swallowing his breakfast, he
started for bis office, where, to his surprise,
he found Reinette Hetherton waiting for him
brich
br

spite of himself, 8he divined that, readily,
by the kindling of his eyes when they met
hers as she talked, and by some of those
many subtle influences by which a woman
knows that the man she is talking with is en-
tertained and pleased with hersell as well as
with what she ia saying,

So when he said to her, with a kind of pity
in bis tone, ** And you wera so desolate as
that when Reinette found you?” ske ans-
wered :

“ Yes. more desolate than yon can guess
—you who have never known what poverty
means in alarge city like Paris. ButI was
not unhappy, either,” she added, quickly.
* I bad too much love and petting from my
mother for that. I was only lonely in
her absence, for she worked at a hair-
dreseer’'s and was gove all day, and I kept
the house and got the medls for father till
he died.”

* Your father—yes,” Mr. Beresford "re-
peated. ** What was he, what did Le do, and
when did he die ?"

He seemed very eager in his questionings,
and mistaking his meaning aitogether, Mer-
gery's cheeks flushed scarlet, but her voice
was steady and clear as she replied :

“ T do not know that he did anything. I
think it is a fashion in France more than
here for the women to work and the men to
take their eace. At all events, father had no
rezular cccupation, that I know of. Some-
times he acted as guide to strangers, for he
could speak & little English, and rometimes
he was ewployed for a few days as waiter at
sowe of the Duval restaurants, and he once
took mother and me there to dine. He died
when I was a little girl, about eight years old.
That wes before Reinette found me and
hanged everything. She heard of me from
old Lisette, the laundress, who lived on the
floor below, and she came up to our humble
roum io her scarlet cloak and huod, trimmed
with ermine, and filled it with glory at once.
You know what a halo of brightness seems to
encircle ber and affect everything around her?
And how sbe did sparkle and glow, and light
up the whole room, as she rat there in that
hard wooden chair, and talked to me asif I
were her equal, I standing awkwardly by,
in my coarse, high-necked working apron,
with broom in hand, and gazing at her as if
she had been a being from another sphere.”

How rapidly and excitedly she talked, ges-
ticulating with her hands, which were as
small and white as those of any lady, and
how large and bright her blue eyes grew,
while on her cheeks there was more rose than
cream as she described that first interview
with Reinette 8o vividly that Mr. Beresford,
who bad i of an artist’s imagin.

November, and the wind how
through the tall elms which grew wipes the
common, while bothesleet and rain were fall-
ing pitilessly, when Mr. Beresford at last left
his office, cquipped for an evening eall. It
was very eeldom that he thus honored anyone
in town, except Reinette and the ladies at the
Knoll, and it was not to see either of these
that he was going ; it was rather to the cot-
tage to call on Margery La Rue, whom, . for-
tunately, he found alone, as her mother had
retired to her room with a toothache and
swollen face. Margery let him in herseif,
and looked fully the surprise she felt when
she saw who her visitor was. It wasnot so
MNmuch that he sif®@d come that night #s that
he should come at all that astonished the young
girl, who, with a woman's intaition, read
the proud man pretty accurately, and guessed
that persons like her, whose bread was earn-
ed by their own hands, had not much attrac-
tion for him. And she was right ; bug it was
his education, his early training, which was at
fault, and not the real heart of the man him-
self. His mother, who was & proud Boston-
ian, bad seldem done so much for hergelf as
to arrange her own bair, and when her im-
mense fortune slippod away from her, and left
Ler comparatively poor, and compelled her
8008, two as noble boys as ever called s
mother, to choose professions and eare for
themselves, she could not bear the change,
and with a feeling that she would rather 5;,
than live and work, she died, and very few

because I do not d wl

should wish to hide her identity from me,
when she knows how I wanted to find her.
It looks as if there was something which she
from me—something wrong

n and love for her, and now—oh, Pierre, it
Forget,

I could not walk there to save my

Pierre had carried her in his arms many a

this Seal. And oven then she hesitated with & ' time in the years gone by, and now he took

dfor her. With such a mother, and
a long line of ancestry on ber side ag proud
and exclusive as  herself, it §s not
strange that Mr., Beresford should have im-
bibed some notions not altogether ]
with democratic institutions. "He wag proud
and thonght a great deal of family and blood,
and though he knew that Margery Rue
was lady-like and refined, and though he was
always polite and courteous to her when they
met, he bad unconsciously made her feel tho
gulf between them, and ehe had good ecause
to gaze on him wonderingly as she openad
the door, and held ithopen & moment ag if ex
ting him to give her soms message from
(l;:aenie, as he had done whem Phjl went
away, and then depart. But he had come
urposely to see her, and laughing good:
her into the

an 1 in her yes, and an in.
creased color on her cheeks, as she walked
restlessly across the floor.

170 BE CONTINUED.]
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HADLY THREATED.

nvited a Preacher
iXin House,

* Dar's no user talkin’ 'bout de fack,"” said
old Auderson.-*' A ole time nigger can‘'t stan’
presperity.  When prosperity comes inter the
house, the man's wife miscalculates de dis-
tance twixt corn bread and Sunday clothes.”

* What has gone wrong with you, Ander-
son?" asked a bystandcr.

‘It taint ole age by hitself, I can tell yer.
Some mighty disagreeable facks hab crawled
inter my life ob late. I duzen't like ter go
aroun’ paradin’ my 'flections, but ef yer zires
h't, I kin gin yer de pints.”

** Go ahead.”

“I married a good’ oman. She was de
hardest workenest 'oman I eber seed. She'd
get up at all times ob night and chop wood
and feteh water. She didn't care ter go to
church. All she wanted was plcnty ob work,
and I tells yer I neber seed de time dat a
o'man couldn’t git work enough to broke
down a man. I'd go ter church reg'lar an’
do my prayin’. When I'd go home my wife
would hab biled cabbage for me ter eat, an’
I'd eat 'em too. Beberal weeks ago a young
buck nigger ob a preacher cum ter de neigh-
borhood. He preached putty well. He could
make the people shout wheder da wanted ter
or not. An’disis a big thing in faber of a
cullud preacher, yer know, Wall, I 'vited der
preacher roun’ ter my house. My wife wuz
kinder backward-like, an' wen I interjnced
her ter de preacher she wiped her face on her
apron an’ run out ter chop wood. She was
powerful bashfu!, an’ atde table I felt ashamed
of the ’'oman. Purty soon, howeber,
she 'gun ter talk, an 'fore de preacher lef' she
got 8o well 'quainted wif him that she 'sisted
on his comin’ again. He did cum again an’
agin. Finally my wile 'gin ter stop choppin’
wood., She wanted a new dress ; cne cf de'se
heah red striped dresses. We wur pretty
prosporous an’ could stan’ hit. After a while
she wanted a carpet on de flo. T didn't see
norest till I got hit. De preacher cam ebery
day. I soon seed dat my business of white-
washin' was to prosperous fur my house 'trac-
ted de preacher like one ob de'se heah candle-
flies flyin’ roun’de light. Wal, yisterday
morning’ my wife run away wid de preacher.
Da tok up de carpet, and eben stole de stove.
Dey stole de knives and forks an’ every thing
dey could get dar han’son. I followed 'em
an cotched up wid 'em. De preacher hit me
wid a ehunk, an’ my wife flung a rock at me ;
den'I turned back. I doan’ want no moah

and h Ez long €z a callud

A Ceolored Man
to

ation, could see the low room, far up the
winding stgirs, the hamble i the
bare floor, the moldering fire on the hearth,
the brush and broom cn the floor, the wood-
en chair, the dark-eyed little girl in scarlet
and ermine who sat there with the captured
cat in her lap, talking to another child quite
as beautiful as herself, though of another
typ2 of beauty, aud clad in the coarse gar-
ments of the poor. He could see it all so
plain, and, forgetting for a time why Le was
there, he listened still more intently, while
Margery wens on to tell him of the ride in
the Champs 'd Elysees, where she wore the
searlet cloak and played she was Mr. Hether-
ton's little girl, while Queenie eat demurely
at her side, clad in homely garments, and
making believe that she was Margery La Rue,
whose home was up the winding stairs in the
Rue St Houore.

*¢ I think that one act bound me to her
forever,”’ Margery sail, “though it was the
begioning of many make-believes and many
deeds of kindness, for through Queenie’s in-
fluend® her father paid many expenses in part
at the English echool which she attended,
and where I learned to speak your language
and all I know besides, and after that sbe
stood my fast friend in everything and treat-
ed me more like a sister than ap inferior, as
I am, by birth and sccial position. I was
sometimes at her lovely country home,
Chateau des Fleurs,and there we often played
that 1 was the daughter of the house and sh¢
the invited guest. I think her love has never
failed me since the day she first came to me
and brooght the glorious sunlight with Ler.
So do you wonder that I love her ? 1 would
lay down my life for her, if need be—would
gacrifice everything for her, and I sometimep
wish that I might have the chance to ehow
how much I love her, and would _endure for
her sake.”

Margery pauced herg, and with clasped
hands, and eyes which Had in them a rapt,
far-away look, seerced almost to see looming
on the horizon not far in the distance the
something for which she longed, and which,
when it came, would test her as few women
have ever been tested .n their love for an-
other.

It was not possible that the dark shadow

‘oman chops wood and fetches water, she's all
right, but when she flung down de wood an’
pour cut de water, den look out. Dat’s what
makes me say what I do, dat a ole time nig-
ger can't stan’ propsrity.”

“If you were to go to Heaven. Uncle An-
erron, and find the préacher there what
would you do.”

The old man studied a whileand remarked :
“I doan know nothin’ bout de laws ob de
place, hut ef dey ain't any stricter der den in
Arkansaw, I'd give him a diff ober de head
wid, my harp dat would make de city cb de
new Jerusalem soun’ lika dar wasa fire
alarm."

—_———

AAERONAUTY LADY'S NARBOW
ENOAPE.

Carlotta, the lady seronaut, who made a
balloon ascension from the Chenango County
(N. Y.) Fair grounds at the recent fair, found
herself in rather an unpleasant situation be-
fore she reached the end of her ride. She first
landed on the farm of Simon Turner, in Pres-
ton, some five miles from Norwich, after a
trip of about half an bour, during which she
reached an elevation of two miles. Encoun-
tering a cloud of rain, rhe threw cut ballasts
and everything in the basket, but the balloon
became heavy from rain, and, decerding,
dragged upon the tops of forest trees, finaily
lodging upon the top of a basswood tree eigh-
ty feet high. A party of men yhkoera out

she could be wop, he would give it to her
“Our wedding day,” he

how or why—but as a feeling of drowsiness
began to steal over him, there came another

hair and eyes of blue, which were strangely
mixed with Queenie’s darker orbs, and in his

him, and a voice with more foreign accent

than Queenie's was sounding in his ears, just
a8 Margery's had sounded when ghe talked to

cing before him, and pictures which were to

a that p: ked deathless agony
became poesible. Even the joints of his neck
became rigid, the fingers stiff, and the limbs
petrified. He was a stone frame, with a cov-
ering of flesh and the soul of a living man.
The muscles of the eye even failed, and the
lids falling upon the weary balls shut in for-
ever the darkness that was about him like
the gloom of the grave.

Then came, with the same step of "“meas-
ured eternity, the ossification of the joints of
the jaw, and he was fed between the rigid
teeth. How slowly death moved cannot be
deecribed, but when the inflammation had
seized his heart in that laet prolonged epasm,
nature no longer could give warning of its
agency. What tortures took place under the
drawn curtain of that human mystery can no
more be told than the secrets of those horrors
in the lowest dungeon of the Inquisition,
Death came, but it was like the fading of the
mist-line into the clouds, and as we stood
about that chair no one dared to utter his
thought—no one could tell whether death was
life or life was death. When he was buried
his fixed limbs wer2 broken with hammers in
order that he might be placed in a ccffin.”

LA e
ANALARMING sSWELL,

An innocent, hard.working man yesterday
lost & situation which he had held for a year,
and which be belicved secure for at least an-
other year to come, and if this meets the eye
of his late employer perhaps the man will be
taken back. A citizen of Beech street bought
a cord of four foot wood, and the same was
delivered early in the morning.  As soon as
the team had gone the atizen borrowed a
quarter of & cord of the same sort of wood of
a neighbor and added it to his pile and then
rode down to the wharf and eaid :

“ Mr. Blaok, I see you have delivered my
waod

** Yes, sir—yes, sir—we always dcliver at
the earliest moment,” was the reply.

“ How much did you send ?"

**A cord, sir—a full cord. We never cheat
on n:easure.”

* But I am not satisfied with it.”

“ Can't help that, sir; I sent a cord. | saw
it loaded myself.”

“ I've measured it and—""

** Can’t help your measure.
of wood there.”

“I was going to eay—"

“ Can't help what you were going to say.
I've been in the wood business too long to make
any mistake,”

1 was going to say that there is over a
cord.”

“Overacord? Ah! that's a different
thing.  That needs looking into. Get inte
my buggy and we'll drive up and measure
it. Iam glad to find one honest man in De-
troit,”

The pile overran a quarter of a cord, much
to the dealer's amazsment. When certain
of the fact he could only scratch his head and
Bay :

“ Never heard of the like beforo—never,
and I've been in the business a long time."

Within five minutes of bhis return to the
oftice one of the drivers had his balance of
wages and was walking off with the remark :

** How dat seben-eights of a cerd. got all
ewelled up dit way am mo’ dan I kin tumble
into, an’ 1'z2 got to go bur'footed all winter fo
pay farit!"

There's a cord

P
TAE BODY O AN UNKNOWNYN
Founwp,

wan

(Ford County Globe)

Joseph Morgan, who arrived in the city
last Tuesday, ivforms us that Le lately met
two men who informed bim that they were in
tne employ of Charles Goodright, a promin.

ent cattle man of the Pan Handle of Texas,
and who were out on the huntof stray
horses. During their search on the banks of

the Canadian River,* near the Joves & Plum-
mer trail, they found the remains of a human
being, who they supposed had been killed late
Ingt winter. The body was partly incased
in a blue army overcoat, and close to his feet
lay a pair of arctic overshces, and rear the
corpse lay an old 1usty 45 calibre six-shooter
and a butcher knife and scabbard. On the
scabbard was the nameof C. W. Wilkinson,
Capada West.  The parties finding the body
took the above named kuife aud pistol, which
they exhibited to Mr. Morgan, who informel
them to turn them over to the authorities at
Mobeetic, Texas. The body being close to &
half skinoed bovine, which was in such &
position as to indieate that some party had
been in the butcher business, but as the job
was but half completed it is generally sup-
posed that the party who was found near
the carcass had becen unlawfally engnged in
butchering some one's stock, snd being
caught in the act was summarily dispatched
by some unknown person or persons who
thus put an and to the butcher business, and
his remains left on the spot where $wo unlaw-
ful acts were committed.

A MAINE CAT UTILIZED.

A gentleman in the southern section of the
city has a new kind of squirrel-capturing
ivance. As a was wander-
Ing throu; h the wooas in quest of equirrels,
he saw approaching another gentleman with
something in his arms, which at first he took
to be a baby, and as he seemed to be working
cautionsly along, peeping into every tree he
came to, he began to think he might might
possibly, be aboui to witness a ** mysterious
isapp ” or hi of that sort ;
but all at once the gensleman stops, down
and away scampers his bundle, up a tree it
goes with Lightning rapidity, makes a jump
and returns. Our informant hastens to see

e ___J

LISTOWEL CARRIAGE WUAE.

GODDARI & GRILN
Are now manufscturing

OARRIAGES, BUGGIES,
FARMERS' DEMOCRATS,
LUMBER WAGONS, &o.

From the very best seloctel materinl, and whici
they will sell

=" AT BOTTCOM PRICES!

‘We would say to those who wish to purchaso
any of thu'e articles, to call and exmwine our
il before b

All work

No

p!
Repairing, - Painting, Trimming, &c.
done with neatness and dispatch.

Also repairs tor Thompson & Williams' Agn-
vultnral Enplnm!nh kept on hand

. GODDARD & GREEN,
Cor. Walluco and Inkenuan sts., Ld

BANK OF HEMILTON,

CAPITAL SUBSCRIBED, $1,000,000.

DIRKUTORN:
DONATLD McINNES, Esq., Presidert,
JOIN STUAR !, Esq., Vice-President.
Tiwnites ‘L'urne Dennis Moore, Eq3,,
Bdward Gur | John Proctor, ¥q
oach, Esq.

stowel,

i,
¥ 5q..
Goorge R

LISTOWEL AGENCY.

Interest allowed on deposit receipts at
the rate of

aur Per Gend per Annum,
Drofts on Nes York, payable in Gold or
Curre: ey, bought and sold.

2 Moons -From 10 am, to 8 pm. On
serurdays, frow 10 aiu p.o.

J. OLIVER MOWAT.
Agent.

MONEY.

A. McDonald & Co., - Bankers.

Opir

14

MONIZV.

ARMERS, MERCHANTS AND
others, desiving money on short date en-
dorssd notes, or with {:uod collaters]l security,
can obtuin it ut any time by spplying to (ko
undersigned. Also interest allowed al the rate of

S8IX PERCENT.PER ANNUM

on mnney received on deposit. Can be drawn at
any time with interest to date of withdrawal,
Drafts issued to all points in Canada, pavable at
the Merchants Bank of Canada and its branches,
American currency bought and sold,
OrrIcE HoURS—10 a.m. to 3 p.m.
A. McDONALD & CO., Bankors,

Osborne's Block, Main stroot, Listowel.

W. SCOTT, Banker,
LISTOWEL, ONTARIO.

ESTABLISHED 1878.

Doos n General Banking Business.

20

J.

Hpecial attention given to collectionsat a
ate charge. Interert allowed on d
posits at tho rate of

SIX PER CENT. PER ANNUM

cn be drawn ut any time.

moden
o-

Morey nivanced in smull or large amounts af
1 tirnies, ou good endorsed notes or on collate:
W. SCOTT,

Manager and Propnietor.

YPROFESSIONAL CARDS.

ENNELL & DINGMAN, BAR-
RISTERS, Attorneys, Bolicitors, &c. Of-
fces—Over Mossrs, Climfo, Hay & Co.'s store,
Main street, Listowel.
T. G. FENNELL,

MITH & GEARING, BARRIS-
TERS, Attorneys Solicitors, &ec. Offico—
Og{)onlh Grand Central Hotel, Listowal, Ont.
. BMITH. J. GRAYS:

F. W. Geanina,

RS. DILLABOUGH & DING-
MAN, Physicians, &c. Offices - Over Liv-
iugstone's drug store. Dr. Dillabough's
corner Main and Livingstone strents
man's residence, cor. Dodd and Pe

J' H. MICHENER, M. D., PHY.
e BICIAN Burgeon and Accouchenr. Offi
at his drug store, Osborne Block, Main ntmot..
Residence, opp. Post Office, Main st.

Ne o B2228.80 wedd&x

D. B. DINGMAN.

54 %,

T N e e
W. MITCHEIL,
Dealer in Awerican and Foreign Marblo,
Granite Monwmenis, English &
American Grave Stones,

Table tops, Mantel pleces, Fire Grat 4
) und- door slils, oo, T ndow

STaND—Opposits town hall, Mill street, Lis-

Royal Coilage of et

57 ollege of Dental Burgeons. O

Bean & Ueeal store, Main -trﬁn.mwwn. Tng
extracted without pain by the use of mitrous-
exide gas, 3

PRUCTOR & GALL, ARCHI-
TECTS and Superintendents. Plans

slevations of public An':l private buildings d-r:::
architectu: and practically, with specifica-
tions in detail, Omou—wmngm and Tist ,wel.

8,
J. 0. PROCTOR, Wingl
% WA

Toronto. Graduateof the
flice—O v

ham,
. GALL, Listowel.

BUSINESS CARDS,

D D. CAMPBELL, LICENSED
® Anctioneer for the County of Perth. Sales
of all kinds conducted on reasonable terms, Or-
ders left at STANDARD Office will receive nrompt
attention. 213

’l‘HOb. E. HAY, AUCTIONEER
) for County of Perth, also the Townships of
Grey nnd Howick, in the County of Huron. guhl
attended on rensonable terws., Orders left at

limie, Hay & Co.'s stove, or at the STANDARD
Office, promptly attended to. Money to loan. 7y

R L. ALEXANDER, NEWRY,

/s Ont. Licensed Auctioneor for the County
of Perth. Conveyancer, &ec. Mortgnges, deeds,
&:., drawn up at lowert rates, Money to lonn on
farm jroperty at lowest rates, Zompleto ar-
rangen uts for sales can be made eithor at
Newry he BTANDARD Office, Listowel. 0

MPHOS. FULLARTON, NEWRY,
’ Ont, Tssuer of Marriage Licenses, Commis-
sioner in B.R. Deo:s, mortgages, leases and
all conveyancing done on ressonable terms.
Money to lend.

OUNTY OF »PERTH.~ THE
Warden will be in attendance at the Clerk's
Otlice on the first and third Tuesday iu esch
wmonth, from 10 to3 o'cleck. The Clerk will be
in attendance at his office on Tuesday and
uesday of each week, from 1tp8 o'clock.
Treasurer will be in attendance at his office”
Tuesduy, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and '
Baturduy of each week, during saine hours.

WM. DAVIDSON, County Olerk.
Couaty Clerk’s OtFce, Stratford. 8

2]

OMINION HOTEL, WALLACE

street, Listowel, F. W. Meckes, proprietor,
Under the new menagement this house will be
kept in first-claes style throughout. Excellent
ion for guests. Bar Wi
best liquors and cigars. Gceod stabling,
Prime lager a specialty,

V J, FERGUSON, B.A., AT-.

« TORNEY at Law, Bolicitor in Chancery,
Conveyancer, &c. Office—Campbell's 5103.
Main street, Listowel. &&= Money to lend om
farm gecurity at low rates.

.
, eto

what thing could be, and found a eat with a
squirrel. To the inquiry ‘‘ what are you
doing with that -cat? " the answer was,
“‘catching squirrels ; he's my gun, trap, and
dog, and we catch all the equirrels we come

ACTos:
—Outside ** the Derby' no such national
gathering—estimated at from two hundred
and fifty th d to Bve hundred th a
—was ever assembled in England as at the
great cricket match of England vs. Australia.
Kennington Oval, where it took place, is a

Gee's store, Ma'n st.,
Terws reasonable.

l\, 1858 TRIMBLE, DRESS
and Mantle Mukors. Rooms, over Bean &

Listowel. Latest fashions.

Ladies attention invited.

o5

l)J:D CR S8 TLMI'LE
A Kaynl Binel -p
ory, BRey. 1 Elack Knighte
«t kreland, encnmped at Lis
towel. IRegular night of meeting
inst Friday in each month,
DR.J. A. BURGLSB

large place four times the size of
uare. Around this place, at a hundred
feet from the outer circumfeyence, wus a
solid ring of beholders, dozens deep. The
inner rows equatted, the next knelt, the next
stood, while the outer fringes formed the
highest tier Ly scaffolds ran up impromptu.
Then the old and picturesque houses sur-

hunting di d her p: and
pracceded to the rescue, which was no slighs
task. A long ladder was procured, and upon
ascending the tree it was feund necessary to
cut limbs from it,and the lady was with
difficulty rescued, after remaining in the tree
top for an hour and a halfin a drenching
storm.

—1In 1860 the number of lynatics in Eng-
land was 38,058, Now it is 71,191, an increase
of no less than 87 per cent. During the same
period the population increased only about 28
per cent., a third of the rate at which lunacy
advanced,

ding the oval were rigged and fronted
with spettators, as was Rome when Coriolan-
us marched in. The gate money was five
shillings. The receipts were enormoue, and
were divided between the teams. The Col-

Commercial Hotel, Listowel,
31 C

LISTOWEL MARBLE WORKS

Denler in American and Foreign Marble,

Granite Monuments Tmpeorted

and Finished 1o Order.

English and American Grave Stones, Mantsl

Pieces, Table Tops, Counter Tops, eto.
Bati-fuetion guaranteed. Bgor;-()ppollh the
nt. 2
A. M. MoRROW.

onials were badly beaten. BSpotforth, their
best man, was prevented playiog by a
wounded wrist.

—The Pall Mall Gazette points cut some-
what triumphantly that Brazil, the one Bonth
American hy, bas been es distinetly a
suceeds as all, or almoss all, the other Bouth
and Central American republics have been
failures.

—The hum has reached the cider mill.

0.L. NO. 617.
e Tho members of
this Lodge meet in thelr




