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Carpew tock his leave of Weewald
Place with (he best grace he conld as-
sume ; sud be found himeelf back in
C— jost four weeks after his departare
thence. He had not eent gny word to bis
annt, preferring 1o come vpon her a8 sud-
denly a8 be bad left her, and thus be was
snrprised o find Macgilivray with one of
the Ranandabe! carriagee at the gtation
when he stepped {rom the train.

“ Not waiting for me, Dona d, earely,”
he said, when he had returned the
Seotchman's glad and respectfal greet-

ng‘.\’ue‘ Mr. Carnew ; me leddy eent me
for visitors that's expected frae this train;
bat they're noo comin’, a8 I ken,” Car-
pew aud avother gentleman being the
only pagsepgers to alight from the car.

W11l take the place of the visitors,”
said Alan, steppiog into the carriage.

“ Ave an' mair welco me,” responded
the Seotchman half to himself,

“ How are they all at the house 7’ re-
somed the youog man.

“ Trey're a' weel but me leddy hbersel’;
she's & maist dafi since Miss Nad's

awa'."”

“ fince Miss Ned's away ! What do
you mean 7" And the young n.un'ptuao,d
in the act of comfortably adjusting his
enshions, and almost glowered at the
coachman.

Macgilivray’s honest face wore & shade
of scrrow.

« | thoucht it vers likely that you'd noo
ken hoo it happened,” and outof the fal-
pees of his sympathizing heart he told
Ned's story, Carnew taking his seat on
the box beside him the better to hear.
Donald bad heard the account of her
sammary dismiseal from Mrs. Doloran’s
maid, who had been an nnintentional
listener to the stormy interview between
that lady and her * companion,” when
the latter snnounced her intention of
leaving Rahandabed. He knew from
servant gossip long before the unhappy
12l of Josephine, and ha had been told
by the old Scotch wife, with whom Jose-
phine abode, of Ned's constant charity to
the unfortunate girl, 8o that he was suffic-
iently informed to give Carnew all par:
ticulars ; and he did so in his bomel{
fashion. Carnew listened with that tell-
tale color ti:at never came only when ex-
cited by strong emotions, and even with
labored breath.

« And Miss Ned is now bosarding here
in C——, you say ?"" he asked, when
Macgilivray had finished.

“ Yes, she's wi' kinspeople o' me &in,
and vera weel treated, she says her-
sel'.”

« Drive me back to the village, Donald,
to the hotel ; I shall stay there for a few
days ; and tell me where Miss Ned is
stopping. Oa your return to Rahanda
becf. say nothing of having met me."’

“ Dinna fear, sir; I kent hoo to keep
me ain connsel this mony & day.”

In his room in the hotel, Carnew was
almost exnitaot, To have that about
Ned which had so pained him in his
aant's letter quite disproved, as it was
disproved by Macgilivray's story that
ave the substance, if not the precise
anguage, of Ned's denial of Mrs. Dolor-
an’s charge, and to hear of ber tender
charity to an erring one of her own sex,
were like vindications of her character
from Heaven itself. How could he
jonger do violence to his own heart by
stifling bis aflection for one who evinced
such admirable qualities? Her very
gpirit in leaving his sant endeared ber to
him. What thongh there were some
gecret passages in her lifs in which ehe
coqueiled with affections, and perhaps
even broke a heart—wahat woman was
entirely free from the weaknees of her
gex 7 And to one who had such estim-
able virtnes as Ned showed, surely much
might be paraoned. Dssides, sie was
more of & woman now, and increasing
years insuch & character as hers must
develop nnnsual strength and steadiness.
T'hus Jid he reason with himse'f, and not
until he was in the very flnsh of joy from
his argaments did the ugly thought of
Dykard Datton come, the young man
whom he had once met, and t> whom he
had egeen Ned's letters addressed. Bome-
how, of late, in thinking of Ned, there
had not intruded any thonght of Datton,
her possible lover ; it was only Nead her-
self, pure, simple, free, as Carnew's heart
longed for her. Now, however, when he
had worked himself into an enthnsiasm
abont her virtnes, Dotion's image rose up

a8 if to forbid it; rose up with that hoo-
est, manly, brave look that had won
such involuntary regpect from Carnew on
the night of their brief meeting. The re-
membrance of the joy ehe showed in his
ompany that night, the mouney she had
nce sent him, but which had been 8o
promptly retarned, her letters to him-—al
came 1 re him now in & most tantal,z-
pg manocer. His joy was dampened,
but even in the midst of hig depression
i kindly natore aseerted itself. For
the noble traite she yd shown she de-
sarved to In ade happy, though her
happiness 8! ld be bestowed only
throngh his pangs He wonld learn
what prevented or delayed her marriage
to Datton ; and if it were poverty, he
wonld sweep away the obstacle, Thus
resolved, he took his way to the address
which Macgilivray had giveu bim
Ned had found snch a coufortable
home with Macgilivray's simple kins
pecple, that ehe deemed it as wall not to
think of Albany for the present. llere
she counld, at least, without doin lence
y anvhody's feelings, pay he and
why might she not remain thus ant
r \ y Dy ke seemed 8o certain of
re 141
ead ! ’
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She sent again the next day, snd the
third day; b{J Ordotte's advice, sbe
deigned to go herself in her moet pom-
pous state with her liveried lacqueys,
which fashion she had copied, but grotes-
qnely, a8 she copied everything eise from
abroad, and she almost verpowered the
good people into whoee simple little home
she entered. Butshe was well known by
reputation, ber eccentricities being & fre-
qnent theme of conversation in nearly
every houose in C-—.

Neod met her kindly, but as firmly a8
when she parted from ber. .

“And so yon absolutely refuse all my
overtures ' said Mrs. Doloran, the half-
entreating air with which ghe had first
spoken entirely disappearing, and & very
apgry one coming rapidly io 118 lace.

I think it is beet for both us,”’ was
the gentle reply, “ that 1 shou'd not re-
tarn to Rahandabed.” £

« Apd what am 1 to tell Alan?” in her
anger raising her voice as if sire were at
home. !

“since you accnsed me before of mis-
representing you, I refrained from writing
to him of your unkind and nogratefal de-
partare.”’ k

« Itrust that it bas been neither un-
kind nor ungratefol,”” was the response,
“ and if your own heart, Mrs Doloran,
does not prompt you to tell exactly why
I left your service, then certainly noth-
ing that I can say will avail.”

Exasperated by the gentle firmnees
which npeither entreaty mnor insalt, nor
threat conld move, Mrs. Doloran screamed
rather than said:

'+ Y our sndacity is only equalled by
your impertinencs, and I sbail tell Alan
how fortunste 1am to be rid of you. You
are a viper biting the hand that fed you.”

“ Mrs. Doloran,” in a voice so fall of in-
dignant agony that it sonnded hoarse and
strange ; bat Mrs. Doloran flounced out of
the room, her heavy-trailing silk drees
making an alarming rastle, and out to
ber carriage without even s word to the
amezed folk of the house. They had all
heard the loud and angry tones, and
knowing something of Ned's story from
Macgilivray, and much of Mrs. Doloran’s
temper from the same source, all their
sympathies weni oul w tue youog gl
whom already, from her gentle, kmﬁly
ways they had learned to like. ;

Ordotte was more disappointed at Ned's
refasal to return than he thought it pru-
dent to express to the widow, and with
similar prudence he refrained from tell-
ing her that he intended to have & watch
kept upon Ned, lest she should leave with-
out his knowledge,

Mrs, Doloran did not write to her
pephew of Ned's departure ; she knew, no
matter what her version might be, that
be would attribate the faalt to her, and
she preferred to wait his return, and
answer his questions about Ned in her
own sarcastic way,
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Ned, never dreaming of another visitor
in her little quiet home, felt ber breath
almost taken away by the announcement
one afternoon that & gentleman wished
to see her. Could it be Dyke, was her
first thought, and how did he get her
present address? Bat a momen't reflec-
tion solved the latter query, as he could
have ascertained it easily in Rahanda-
bed. It raust be he, she thought, with
violently palpitating heart and some
tronble perhaps, had brought him.

84 harried to the little parlor to meet,
not Dyke, but handsome, flashed, gentle-
manly Carnew. She was speechless from
sarprise,

“ Miss Figar,” he said, almost tenderly,
as he approached her with extended
hand, “1 have only to-day returned to
(—, and learning, while on my way to
Rahandabed, that yon had left my auant,
I conld not go on without seeinz youn."'

She blushed brightly and anewered :

“ How kind of you, Mr. Carnew."”

Ha shook his head disclaimingly.

“Hardly 80 kind as 1 might nave been.
I might have forborne my visit and re-
mained at home to have protected you
from my whimasical aunt. Ihave learned
all about it, yon eee, though not from the
lady I have just mentioned Sit down,”
leading her to a chair, and seating him-
gelf near her, “and permit me to speak
to you in a very frank, brotherly man-

She could not conceal her sarprise. Mr,
Carnew's manner was 8o different from
what it used to be, e was almoat like
Dyke in the kindly, protecting air he had
assumed—he who had been 8o reserved
—and she lifted her wide, clear eyes in a
manner that showed her wonder, and
also her pleasnre. He smiied and con-
tinnad :

“Will you give me therightof a friend,
Mise kdgar, to question you upon your
circnmstances, what means you bave of

living now, out of position a8 yon are,
what yon intend to do in the fature Py

“1 am not in any want,” she anawered,
amiling back at him. **Mrs. Doloran's

compensation for my poor gervices has
been 8o ample as to place me beyond
reach of need for some time to come,
Ragarding the future, I think I shall be
able to secure another position in the
spring.”’

“ apother pogition! Do yon mean that
yon will hire yourself ont again as a
lady's companion ?’

| her secret so well—" but

“Yes,” with a emile that was almost a
laugh,

“Misa liigar, may I be verv frank,
aven to the verge of impertinenc:? /

“ As frank as you please, Mr. Carnew,"”
wondering what ha wanted to know.

“] have sometimes thought that yon
were engaged to be married' — she
gtartad, and he regarded her emotion a8
one of astonish ment that he had gnessed

of
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g, and her cheeks tlushing uuntil t

slor mounted to her forehead, shs told
the tala of her childhood; all Dyke's
futherly care of her, Meg's motherly
tenderness, and all abont the little monn-
tain home which she loved so well, Her
(

vu deeply stirred feelings made her elo-

uent, and never, Alan thought, had she
g:ohﬁ 80 beantifal. Her love of and
gratitude to theee simple people was
another virine in her most estimable
character, and when she had finished, un-
able to reetrain longer the confession of
his heart, he said, aimost a8 tremulously
as she herself had spoken

“Since yon are not engaged, may 1 sue
for your hand? My beart is already

onrs.

’ Had she heard aright? Had he whom
ghe loved so well, actually proposed to
her? Was it trne, then, that he had not
gone to offer Limself to Edna, but that he
really loved ber? Heaven was too kind,
and with 8 gasp that was almost & sob,
ghe put ber hands into his 8o appealingly
outatretched, and with a great, glad thrill
of delight he knew that hLe was answered.

“ Bat your sunt,” she said, when the

violence of her emotion having passed,
she was able to look up and to epesk
calmly :
Carnew felt like uttering some very
profane exclamation in ¢onnection with
his reiative, bat he repressed it and said
instead :

“As I am quite of age and have ample
means in my own right, I do not know
that my aunt will bave any aathority in
this+ matter. 1 shall announce my en-
gagement to her to-day, and I shall have
preparations made for receiving you at

2abandabed.”

“QOn,no!" she shudderingly responded,
“after all that has d between Mrs.
Doloran and myself I cannot meet her.”

“ As my affianced, Ned, you will have
nothing to fear. You will find Mrs,
Doloran, the lady to whom you
were companion, and Mrs. Doloran,
the aunt of the party to whom
you are engaged to be married, two very
different persons. Also, my pride will
not be satisfied unless the guests of
Rahandabed receive you as &n €qi
which they will only be too well ¥1
to do now. They have had the pleasure
of slighting you; I want them to have the
agony of receiving you." S

Thus he argued down every objection
she interposed, and he was so lovingly
firm abont it that she was obliged to
yield. When be left her she promised to
be ready to accompany him to Rahanda-
bed the next morning,

And when he left her she went up to
her room and cried from very joy. er
happiness was 80 nnexpected, 80 great.
Then she wrote to Dyke a fall account of
everything that had happened, and &
whole page filled with her own blisefal
feelings Her pen seemed to dance over
the paper, and she could have filled an-
other sheet, bat that she had some mercy
on Dyke's eyes and time, Sae closed it
with:

“ I know, dear Dyke, all this will make
you as happy as it has made me, and
that you will give your choicest blessing
to your “ QOwx NEp”

Dyke received that letter in tne midst of
one of his busy days; still be could have
snatched a few moments for its perusal,
but he only pressed it secretly to his lips
and pat it into his bosom. He preferred
to read it in the solitade of his own room
that evening when be could drink in all
by himself the pleasare, the bliss which
her letters gave him. And that day
something most unexpected came to

him.

The head of the firm scught him, and

offered him a partnership in the basi-
Deas.
“ We have watched you cloeely, Mr.
Datton,” he said, “ and we have observed
in you businees faculties most valuable,
bnt moet rare, They will stand to us in
the place of money you would otherwise
have to give, and they will be of equal as-
gistance to the firm."”

Dutton went home with an elastic step.
Now would he be able to provide well for
Nad without even waiting for the spring
He conld bring both her and Meg to New
York for the remainder of the winter, and
in the snmmer he could have the little
mouutain home improved into a pretty
ani v wonld have
means for all that now. Thus delighted-
ly planning, he was in too high spirits to
delay long at his supper, and he hurried
to his room to read his precious letter,

After one perusal it fell from his hand,
and his head dropped forward on the
little table beside which he sat. What
an agony shook him ! It seemed as if
his heart wonld burst in that wave of
gorrow. And for the first fierce moments
his sonl cried ont against fate, which ever
peemed determined to snatch joy from
him jast a8 it was within hie graep. Then
his manbood returned ; that true man-
hood which is brave in adversity and
disappointment. He called up all his
own hopes and wishes f{or Ned, that she
might be a lady, mingling in the society
which she was 8o well fitted to adorn;
here was the fulfilment of all his wishes;
gurely he ought to rejsice, Aund he tried
to do 80, but his heart ached in the effort,
and his temples throbbed with agzony.
Ned bad been so dear, 8o constantly cher-
ished. He took ont from a secrel recess
the packet of her letters ; every leiter she
had ever written to him, from the first
childish epistie that she sent from echool.
He opened them one by one, and read
them all. Then he folded them again,
and tied them in their old position, add-
ing the one he had that day received,
and put them back.

How could he write to her with his
heart 80 blistered ? How conld he con-
gratulate her on a happiness that was hie
own death-blow? And for a little his
head fell forward again on the table, and |
he yielded to his agony, Batin it there
was no reproach of Ned. He knew now
that she had not understood any of his
letars, and that she had never dreamed
of hig lover-like affaction,

He looked np at last, the fiercest of his

residence, e

ness in choice of s wife, after which she
langhed sad cried in 8 breath, and then
resumed her violent contortions.

Everybody in the house, from the latest
gnest to the newest servant, heard ina
very short time the cause of the commo-
tion made by Mrs. Doloran, for goseiping
tongnes were plenty to repeat all that the
mistress of Rahandabed eaid in her fool-
ish temper; and consternation, disap-
pointment, and envy, and even €ome-
thing like dismay actuated the hearts of
most of the feminine guests, especially
those who bad treated Nedonly as & hired
companion.

Carnew knew his anot 8o well that he
was not unprepared for such a acene, and
be retired to his own apartment until sbe
should be in 8 more rational condition.

+ Mascar, where are you, and where
am 17" when ber temper brought no re-
sult save the disappearance of Alan, and
an array of attendants, and she raised her
head from the conch to which, with main
strength, she had been borne, and she
affected to speak with 8o much feeblenees
that it was extremely ludicrons.

“Here, Mrs. Doloran,” and Ordotte
showed himself from a corner of the
room, whither he had taken refage until
her pugilistic eforts should cease.

“Won’tyou give me my salta and find
my fan, and arrange this cashion—I am
80 exhausted,’ and back went the head
with feigned helplessnees, while her
maid stood aside to let the gentleman
obey the many behests. Bat she opened
her eyes and 8aid, as if she were deliver-
ing herlast will and testament :

% Does not your heart bleed for me, Mas-
car? Well has the poet said, ‘ Better is s
serpent’s tooth, than & thankfal child.’”
In her various emotions she was not con-
scious how she had twisted the gnota-
tion. “ And what have I not done for
him ? Broughthim up, and loved him a8
if he was her own son. Ob,mYy sorrows
are greater than I can bear.”

And againthe eyes were closed, and the
whole attitude that of one about to faint.
With perfect gravity, Ordotte motioned
the maid to attend her mistress while he
surveyed the scene from a little distance.
As soon as she pretended to recover he
wasat her side.

fhe satup, trying to appear very weak,
and very mach ofa martyr; her voice was
most languishing as sbe bade her waid
retire to the adjoicing room, and as she
again addressed Ordotte :

“Y on have not delivered yoar opinion of
Alan's shamefal conduct.”

Ordotte stroked his mustache once or
twice, and then answered guietly:

“My opinion is, that Mr. Carnew has
shown excellent judgment in his choice of
a wife. Mise Ned is a young lady quite
worthy of becoming your niece,”

“ Mascar!”

She fairly shrieked his name, every
trace of her pretended weakness gone.
She was even sitting bolt npright, her hand
clutching his arm.

“Think,” she said in her high shrill
voice, “ Ned had to earn her living; I paid
ber for being my companion!”’

“and highly favored you were to get
her to be your companion; and working
for one's living is rather to be commended,
Come, Mrs. Doloran, be yourself again,
and accept what can neither be controlled
nor avoided. Alan will certainly marry
this love of his, and if you continue to
show your displeasure, you will drive him
entirely from Rahandabed. 1have heard
you say that you loved him too well to
give him uF entirely ; besidee, how the
country will talk if you permit this rap-
ture to be. Call your accustomed good
gense to yon, and receive Mies Ned. Ac-
company Alan when he goes for her, and
my word for it, yon will be much happier
than by eeeking to gain your ends in this
manoper,”

Bat his arguments, weighty with her a8
they had been always heretofore, had to
be repeated, and made still more forcible
before she conld bring herself this time to
yield, and it was only when he had im-
pressed. upon ber that Alan would have
his way regardlese of her, that she con-
gented (o send foi Leér UBpLOW. When
she bad thus consented with her ustsl
talent for quick transitions of feeling she
became astonishingly changed, and Alan
found her as ready toaccede to his wishes
as she was before opposed to them; nay,
even eager to hurry their fulfilment. She
could scarcely wait until morning to go
for Ned.

In the morning she insisted upon going
in the same stylish equipage in which
she had made her former call, and Alan,
assured that she had the friendliest spirit,
did not oppose her. He took his seat be-
gide her without a word of remonstrance,
and once more thegood people with whom
Ned sojonrned were gnrprised by a visit
from the wealtay and eccentric mistress
of Rahandabed. Bat this time, there
was no lond and angry words from the
lady to shock and amaz2 them, for ahe
absolntely rushed at Ned aud folded her
1n her ample arms in a way that took the
girl's breath for a momeunt.

“Yon dear, charming,sly creature,’’ she
gaid, “ never to let me know that you had
won Alan's heart; but then Alan tells me
youn didn't know it yonrself. And how
nistaken I have been to think he loved
that bewitching Edina. And Mascar
gpeaks 8o beautifally of you. What have
you done to win them all ? And me! Can
von ever forgive those dreadfal things I
gaid to yon? Bat I didn’t mean them,
Nad; it was only my temper that epoke.
See how good I shall be to you, now."”
And Ned was subjscted to another un-
comfortable hug, while Carnew looked on
with an expression of snch amusement
that it came near evoking from Ned a
burst of langhter,

Mrs. Doloran had actnally worked her-
gelf into feeling all that she said. Hers
waa one of .those shallow, emotional,
thongh sometimes obstinate natures
which may be easily taroed, and sne
would continne to imagiue that she had
quite forgiven, and really liked Nad, whils
nothing occurred to lessen the estesm In
which the young lady was held by Car-
now or Ordotts

80 Ned was triumphantly re-established
in Rabandabed ; the guests fawned upon
her, those who most slighted her being
most forward 1n their attentions § the sor-

fealings couquered ; and with a trembling
hand he sought his writing materials,
She never dreamed when she received
tha* troe, teunder angwer to her own Jetter,
in what agony it had been penned jshe
d i1 oV A ream thatt \ 8 l_-.“’ n
her ow A vas caused Dy | '8 |
| tear, B ressed the lelter to her lips |
, | 8nd to rt, for it waa 80 tender m;vll
80 good ; b n 8he
soll ng, how nohle was the writer.
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i Mrs ran went into hvsterics when
1d ¢ pliow 1 eatioa to
A Eina t deter i perti- l
t Ned, ths bride ywa pecaliar |
yslerics, at threw & honse |
into a confosion, and d jad fast and
furions attention from about her,
She kicked with her fset, and worked |
with ler hands, and jerked with her |
head, to the immiment danger of all in |

her vicinity, and then she panged long
enongh to stigmatiza Alan for hisingrati- |
tude, and to predict for him dire unbappi- ]

{
! conetantly in the evenings

Sue bore her honors with a sweet,
modest dignity; no one could detect an
jota of pride or triumph in her manner;
phe was 88 gentle and eumpe and kind as
in the old days, even ingisting upon giv-

vants paid as much court to her ag to
Mrs., Doloran, and that lady fairiy
Javished attentions apon her. Indeed, |
Ned might be said to gaeen it in Rahan-
! dabed, and often she was 80 happy she
questioned the reality of it all Carnew
was most devoted, he rode with her,
walked with her, and was by her side

“You are not & ‘companion’ in that
sense of the word any longer,” he said.

Sometimes Carnew yearned to ask about
Mackay, for every word of what Edpa bad
once said to him ssemed to have been
burned vpon his brain; but a8 often he
refrained from doing 8. If ehe had been
guilty of coquetry with him, 8 coqnetry
which had even sent him to his death,
he did not, after all, want to know it, and
if she were not, he would pot for worlds
pain Ler by letting her know that he bad
ever entertained such a saepicion. 5> he
was silent on the subjact, and she spoke
only of the past aa it referred to Dyke and
Meg and her mountain home; she never
spoke of Mr. Eigar, nor of her life in
Weewald Place. It was euch an unpleas-
ant memory she could not bear to revert
to it, and Carnew, divining her dislike to
speak of it, would not intrude upon her
silence by a single question.

She had mot received any letter from
Edns since Carnew's retarn from his
visit to ber father, so she felt that she
might with impanity refrain from write
ing to her consin. She was most reloct-
ant to write, as her letter would have to
contain an account of her engagement,
and that might canse a pang to Edna.

The winter passed as never a winter
since she was a child had passed to Ned
before, for her life was so happy. Often,
as the thooght of Carnew’s strong, true
love thrilled her with delight, ehe ex-
claimed to berself:

“] am 8o happy; what have I done to
deserve it?”

It was only the calm before the storm.
A cap 80 bitter was to be ere long at her
lips that her worst enemies might look
on aghast while she drank it.

TO BE CONTINUED.
sl
A LOGICAL THIEF.

I bad come up from Bournemouth,
and one thing and another had de-
tained me in town ; so [ determined to
return to my little suburban retreat at
Alperton for the night and travel back
to the seaside on the morrow. It was
pearly 7 o'clock when I arrived oppo-
site my little home. I had to passiton
my way to the general shop, where I
bed left the door kay for aafa keeping.
I looked up at my bed room window,
when to my horror and surprise I saw
the curtains move, then & long, thin
hand, s man’s hand, latched the win-
dow and disappeared. For a moment
I felt frightened ; the evening was
fast fading into darkness. My cottage
cught to have been as I had Iaft it two
weeks ago, empty, and yet unless my
eyesight had played me some fanciful
trick, there was a hand, and if a hand,
as & nataral sequence, a man. I do
pot know what made me do it, if it was
the outcome of foolhardiness or cour
age, Or extreme Dnervousness, or &
mixture of all three, but I marched to
the front door and gave a rat-tat tat
that would have roused the seven
sleepere.

If it's & thief he will bolt, I thought,
and if—the door opened and a young
man in his shirt sleeves stood before
me.

* Well ?" said he Interrogatively.

‘ Well ?” said 1, feebly.

“ Do you want anybody "

¢Yes,” [ answered. ‘‘IsMiss Chris-
tine Smythe at home ?"

“0a, yes ; she expected you.
in, and mechanically I stepped in.

“Take a seat in the parlor,’ sald he,
affably, and here I must apologiz3to
any of my friends who tead thie. I,
Chrictine Smythe, a woman noted for
her strength of mind and immunity
from feminine weaknesses, I who had
always derided hysterical and fainting
women, well—I fainted.

When I regained consclousness he
was standing besids me with soue
brandy in one of my best wine glasses.

“ Drink alittle ; 1t will do you good,
Mtiss Smythe?”

““You know my name ?”

“‘Yes, Now drink.” Idid eo.

‘I will draw the curtains and light
the lamp, only don't you move or
gpeak.” He said the last three words
in such a pecullar mauner that I im-
agined It better to obey him, but I
thought I would give a tremendous
scream, if I could see anybody passing,
and I looked out of the window.

He bad lit the lamp, and, having
drawn the curtains, turned to me.

“ I shouldn’t do that, " he said.

“D> what?” I asked.

“Seream for help if you saw anybody
pass the window. [ghovld have to—"
and he stopped and smiled pleasantly
at me.

‘" Have to what 7"

“ Ever see a woman gagged, Miss
Smythe ?”

““No,” I answered. I felt quite a
creepy sensation all over me,

“You will excuse my shirt sleeves,
but I took ¢ff my coat when I was
working about the house this after
noon.” Hasat down on the easy chair
opposite me,

He wasn't at all a bad-looking young
man. In fact, perhaps he was rather
handsome ;: and then his eyes were 8o
ingenuous, his manuner so candid.

**] suppose you are wondering who
Iam?” he eaid, pleasantly.

I looked round the room, and my ac-
customed eye missed my stlver candle-
sticks, my beautiful clock, my hronza
statuettes ; aven the Parsian hearthrug
was rolled up and steod walting in a
corner

" Well,” I'sald, *‘Ishould think you
were a--" Istopped. I wasalone in
a country cottage with a deyperata
eriminal, and candor seems atrangalvy
out of place. gy

““Go on,” he remarked, pernasivaly,
“ Rymember that yon Aare my guest,
and that you will bs treated with all
the deference and chivalry which your
charming sex commands ; that s, of
course, as long asg youn dou't scream,”

[ did not like to say a burglar ; ba
sides, he was so unlike one ; and as
for calling him a thisf, I couldn't and
89 [ compromised matiers and said,
** I suppose you—are—a robber.”

** Now, that is whare you are wrong,

Step

ing something of her old attendance o entirely wrong ; and really I am sur.

Mtps. Doloran, uatil .Alan interposed.

| prised that a youug lady, who is not

the usual brainless female—you will
pardon the geflsction on your sex—
vut who has written so clearly and ex-
plicitly on the guestions of capital and
labor and on the division of wealth,
should call me a robber ! Surely,
Mies Smythe, the word is misplaced. ™

I reslly felt quite ashamed. ‘' It is
not often,” he continued, * that in the
pursult of my profession I have the
opportunity of a tetea-tete with a
charming authorese whote books have
given me such great pleasure, and if
yoa would allow me to make use of the
opportunity and converse with yon, I
should be obliged. Understand me,
medam, I do not insist. The few
things that I have thought worthy of
collection are now mine, if not lagally,
at least morally. Shall we exchange
ideas ?"

Involuntarily my eye fell upon a
little sack in the corner of the room,
peeping out of the mouth of which I
could discern the only plece of sllver
which I possessed. 1sighed.

‘ Why sigh ?” he urged, ‘' Surely
a lady endowed with so much philos-
ophy as yourself has & mind above the
trivial exchanges of every day liie:
or can it be that your books are only
a sham ? Why, only Iately a charm-
ing little treatise of yours fell into wy
bands during & professional visit
which I paid one evening to the house
of a well-known money lender. It
was entitled ‘The Inequslity of
Wealth,’ a charming pamphet, most
logical and so true.” His expressive
eyes dwelt upon me with an admiring
glance.

I began to feel indignant.

‘ Sarely,” 1 remarked, with asper-
ity, ** having robbed me of my valu-

ables, you can now epare me your
brutal wit.”
*Ob, madam, you pain me! But,

with your permiseion, I will resume
my coat.”

1 made no response, but stared at
him in my iciest mannper.

“Thop, madam,” end he put on hie
coat, ‘* without your permission. But
there,” he continued, ‘' [ am forgetting
my dutiesasa host. While inspecting
the lower regions I discovered eix haif
pint botties of champagne. Three
have gone—the other three are here.”

He placed two glasses on the table,
fetched a bottle from the sidebosrd,and
eontinued : ** Unfortunately, the nip
pers are down ‘stairs. To procure
them I should have to leave you. I
could not be 80 rude—ergo we must
have recourse to the poker.” He
poured it out with a ste .dy hand, and
I noticed with a pang that two rings I
had foolishly left upstairs decked his
aristocratic fingers.

* It {a rather an inferior brand,"” he
remarked, filling his own glass. *‘Ac-
cept my apologies. Madam, may I
have the honor to clink glasses with
you?”

I tried to freeza him with a glance of
supreme contempt. He looked at me,
reproachfully. *‘Is it possible,” he
murmured, ‘‘that [ am mistaken in
you ; that your works, which I have
studied with such de'ight and benefit
to myself, are merely theoretical ; that
you, who have propounded a scheme
perfect in every detail, a scheme by
which Dives should share equally with
the poorest of his brethren his iil gotten
riches, that you cannot rise superior to
the annexation of a silver teapot or a
little useless bric-a-brac ?” and he con
templated the empty mantelpiece and
the deserted sideboard.

“Grreai neavens ;' he said, suddei-
ly. *‘Why, yon must take me for"—
and he stopped. ‘* Do you?"

“ Yes," I anewered, promptly.

‘* A thief or a burglar ?” he asked.

‘“Both," I rejoined.

‘‘ You miejudge me ; you do, indeed.
You are very hard, very hard. The
few years that 1 have been in my pro-
fession I have had many clients, but
pever yet have I been called a thief.”
He heaved a deep sigh, and added by
way of explanation, ‘‘ You are the first
one [ have met perzonally.” He took
out my little silver watch. ‘' You left
it on your dressing table,” he said,
suavely, in answer to my look of recog-
nition.

““Ig>o I have half an hour to spare,
and I will point out to you where you
aure mistaken, and if you would like to
embody my short history in a news-
ariicie you have my sanction,” and he
bhowed graciously.

** With your permission I will take
one of your essays as the text whereon
t> hang my sermon. The essay I re-
fer to is entitled ‘Oar Right to Live.’
Itis a charming plece of work for a
woman—logical, clear and convincing.
There is one passage only to which I
will refer. It is impressed indelibly
upon my memory.” He tock up the
poker, opened another bottie of cham-
pagne, repienished the glaseces, drank
and proceeded. ‘‘ The passage is this:
* All men who can work and who will
work have a right, a divine right, to
llve! not exist merely, but to live, and
share freely in the world's superb
abundance.’ Do you remember that
excerpt ?'

I nodded assent,

‘' Well," he continued, *‘ four years
ago [ was eighteen. 1 had jast Ieft
Rugby, when my father, who had o
cupied & high position as a building
aoclety director, passed unobtrusively
away to another sphere, leaving liabil
fties of about a wmillion, The widow
and the orphan, in fact, all the imbe-
ciie idiots who had lost thoir savings—
vented their rago upen me. [ was
flagellated by the press, cartconed by
the comic papers, and verbally a3
gaulied at every street corner, so I
c‘ymn;;vd my rame aud disappeared.
Yoa wou'd be surprised at ths diffi:ul-
ty & young man iresh from a public
school experiences in obtaining em-
ployment In fact, thers is none for
him. It was then [ came across your
little treatise."
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