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I WEEP WHEN I REMEMBER THREE,

T weep when I remember thee,
My mothor fond and trae,
When fancy brings thy geatlo face
Qnce more before my view.

I weep swhen I remembdr thee,
No patient and so mild ;

So gentle with the stubborn will
OF e, thy waywand child.

Oh ! many a ook of petulance
hat kuit my youthful bros,
Many a thought, unheeded then,
Cotnes back upon me now—

Comes back, althe” long years have past
Jeong, busy, anxious years,

Sinee we npon thee looked our last,
Aund swept our parting tears.

Oh, mother, when I think on thee
And thy 2weet quict brow,

1 koow Tmust have loved thee then,
And feel I worship now.

I weep when [ retmember thee,
Upon thy dving bed.

When death, with slow but steady aim,
Advanced with noiseless tread.

We saw thy tixed unconscious gaze,
We felt ourselves unkuown,

Near thee, aud yet how far removed,
With thee, yet 50 alone,

Oh ! mother dear, “twould be a sin
_To wish thee back tome:
Yet, oft I think how I should feel.
{t" such a thing could be,

Qb1 it wonld seew so dear a hwon,
A bitss so neardivine:

Nought but a life's idelatry
Could show a love like mine, ©

HER RIVAL.

BY FLOKENCE B, HALLOWELL.

*“1 have written to Muriel Lennox to come
and pay me a visit.”

*¢Again ! Jack Forrester looked up quickly,
and set down the cotfve-cup he bad haif raised
to his month.

* Yes. 1fyon can have your friends here, 1
certainly may be allowed the privilege of having
mine."”

** Oh, of course.”

dack went on with his breakfusi, apparently
having nothing more to say ; but his wife was
not content to drop the sulject so easily. She
was & woman who possessed a most peculiar

temper, as Jack had found out to his cost. The'|

trath of the old adage, *‘Marry in haste and
repent at leisure,” had been tully exemplitied in
his case. .

_** Your dislike to Muriel seems very extraor-
dinary to me,"" said Mrs, Forrester, trifling with
the spoon i her cup of chocolate, * since it was
through her that you made my acquaintance.”

** 1 never smd 1 disliked her.”

 Your actions speak for you. Fvery time 1
have suggested her coming you have made some
sort of trouble about it ; while you may invite
Aildred Darreil as often as you please, and 1
must not say a word.”

*Yon kuow very well that I
Stacy down here in the Fall.,”

** Yes, because you like his wife.”

C¢ 1 confess it,” cried Jack, with some heat.
**She's pretty, pleasantani clever, and my own
cousin jnto tue bargain. However gréat your
antipathy to her, I couldn’t very well ask her
}luS})anfl down here without including her in the
iuvitation.’

¢« 1 think the correct reading of that wonld ve
that vou wanted Mildid, and dida't care
whether her husband came or not.’*

¢ As you please,’’ said Jack, now thoroughly
trritated. ** Your opinion does not alter the
facts of the case in the least.”

“ 1f che had any delicacy whatever she wonld
decline to accept an invitation which was not
seconded by the mistress of the house.”

¢ She is so utterly free from all jealousy and
ill-temper herself, that she does not suspect it in
others,’’ said Jack, rising from the table with a
clouded brow, and leaviug the room before his
wife could speak again.

He sauntered ont upon the lawn, where Hes-
ter Hayward, the governess, was walking with
his two children, aged respectively six and eight
Years.

Jack Forrester was a general favorite with
men and women alike, and his handsome face
and fine figare made him admired as well as be.
loved. Of uunsaal height and musecular build,
he possessed one of those fair, frank faces which
i3 the guarantee of a kind and generous heart,
He bad alwaysa pleasant word for every one,
and now, as he overtook the governess, he stop-
ped and spoke to her a moment, laughing
heartily at something she said in reply, uncon-
scious that his wife's eyes were jealously watch.
ing him from the window of the breakfast-room.
She could pot hear what he said, but she could
see the smiles which brightened his face, and
the apparent interest with which he listened to

Hester.

The wife’s heart was filled with rage and bit-
teruess. o

‘“To every other woman he is pleasant
enough,’” she muttered. * He saves his exhibi-
tions of temper for me,"’

Mr. apd Mrs. Darrell -arrived the next day.
He was a fine-looking youny man, good-tem-
pered, and very fond of his wife ; while she was
a decided Leanty, a blonde, with vivid coloring,
plump, white shoulders and #lashing dark-blue

always have

eyes. She was unaffectedly glad to see her ‘
cousin, and, much to Mrs. Forrester's disgust,

permitted him to kiss her on both cheeks, and

to hold her hands rather longer than required

for an ordinary welcome, But Mr. Darrell did

not, apparontly, see anything wrong in it, and

Regina did not dare remark upou it.

’%he evening was spent in eard-playing and
music, and Hester Hayward thought the master
of the house seemod brighter than for weeks
past.  He sang duet after duot with his cousin,
standing by her side at the piano, with an air
of the greatest enjoyment.

Mrs. Forrester sat apart, her hands cms]oyod

in some fancy-work, at which she made but
little progress, for her eyes were ever fixed upon
her husband and Mildred, and not a glance
passed between them that escaped her. Their
utter unconscionsness of her keen interest irri-
tated her, anil she was glad whea the time came
for retiring. She bade Mildred good-night
very coldly ; but Jack was exceedingly demon-
strative.
“You make wme fee! young again, dMildred,”
he said. **I have thoroughly enjoyed the even-
ing. 1 think [ must persuade Stacy to buy a
home somewhere near here.”

“Don't,” said Mildred, langhing. ** 1 should
lfose all my vivacity and become ns blue as a
whetstone if 1 were thrown upon his sole society
all the year round,” and she cast a rognish
glance upon her husband, whe smiled good-na-
turedly.

* You'd have mine, too," said Juck.

““Well, that might ¢ temper the wind to the
shorn lamb,’ perhaps ; but it would be a deu-
gerous experiment, nevertheless. 1 sha'n’t let
Stacy try it."”

*“1t is late,” said Regina, who was standing
at the foot of the stairs, candle in hand, and =
very disagreeable expression upon her face.
** Perhaps you will be willing to defer your dis-
cussion uutil to.morrow."”

¢ Certainly,” said Mildred, pleasantly ; and
she saatched her caudle from Jack’s hand and
ran gayly uy the stairs, humming a tune: bat
as soon as she was safely within her owun room,
the door closed behind her, she turped to her
husband with a very grave expressiou of coun-
tenanee.

‘Stacy,” she said, ** that woman is & perfect
shrew 1"’

** | agree with vou, my dear,” said Mr. Dar-
rell. “Poor Jack ! 1 think I'll go down and
keep him company in the smoking-room for a
little while.”

““1 hope he is able to smoke away his un-
gleasant thoughty,” saidd Mildred. ** He must

ave plenty of them,”

“ Not a donbt of it,” said Stacy, as he left the
room.

Three days later Murie] Lennox campe, much
to Regina Forrester’s delight.  Sha was a pale,
delicate looking little woman, with very insig-
nificant features.  Her large, duark, melaacholy
eves alone redeemed her from positive plaiu-
ness.  She dressed very soberly, in durk colors,
and wore 10 ornaments whatever, She was cere
tainly not the style of womau to csuse any onea
heartache, aud Regina Forrester's affection for
her was a matter of wonder to Mildred Darrell,
who leoked upon Muariel as a good, «uiet, harm-
lesslittle thing, who was tao shy and too stupid
to ever do anything calenlated to shueck, sur
prise, or intetest anybody.

Jack was in the liell when the carriage con-
taining his wife's friend drove np to the door,
and he weut down the steps and helped her out,
eaying something in a low tone, to which she
made no reply.  She dropped his hand as she
stepped upon the ground, and the next moment
was in Regina's armes.

tegina gave hera very different welenme from
that she ha-d bestowed upon Mildred. She kisy-
ed her repeatedly, saying over and over again
how glad she was to see her, anld then hurried
heraway to the pleasant room which had been
prepared for her reception.

Mrs. Lennox was not the only visitor who
arrived at Glen Haven that day. The dinner
was interrupted by the announcement that
Regina’s aunt, a Mrs. Markleby, whom she had
not seen for years, had just driven up ina fiy
she had hired at the station.

Mrs, Markleby was an elderly woman of severe
aspect and large and bouy figure. She had for
many years been obliged to make her hoine out
of England on account of her husband’s health,
and had returned now only that she might at.
teud to some business which required her per.
sonal supervision. She had felt that she ought
not to leave England again without seeing her
niece, and had, therefore, run down ‘o Glen
Haven for a few days.

Hegina was unaflectedly glad to see her, and
as soon as dinner was concluded drew berinto a
secluded corner of the drawing-room, and began
to talk over the ecvents of the past few yeurs.

Jut suddenly her auntinterrupted her.

*“ Who isthat person to whom your husband
is now talking 1" she asked.

‘¢That i3 my friend, Muriel Lennox,” answer-
ed Regina. *“Such a dear little woman, Aunt
Charity, as, I am sure, you will suy when you
know her. Jack doesn’t like her, and seldom
takes the trouble to be even civil to her.”

¢t | should say she was searcely civil to him,”’
said Mrs, Mnrk‘,eby. ¢‘She hasn’t so much as
looked at him since he began ta talk to her.”

“| don’t wonder she snubs him, and I can't
blame her,”’ said Regina. . * He makes his dis-
like {0 her so very apparent, that, though she
has never said so, I am sure she has noticed
it.”

“ Where is her husband 1" asked Mrs. Mark-

loby.

4 It royms to me he ought to bo here,
too."” . :
« He seldom, | might almost say never, makes
a visit,"" answored Regina, - * Hle is devoted to
scienco, and spends all his time poring over dull
books, and sorting stones and mosses."”
¢t Leaving his wife meanwhile to eat her heart
out,”* said Mrs. Markleby.
““Oh, no aunt! Muriel is quite devoted to
him, and though she would like to have him
here with her, of course, would not be so selfish
as to take him away from his pet pursuit.”

*“She isu’t pretty, aud she dresses badly,” said
Mrs. Markleby. ‘¢ She affords a great contrast
to your other guest—what did you say her name
was 17

¢ Mildred Darrell. She is Jack’s cousin. 1
think she dresses entirely too much, and is too
anxious to show her shoulders. The idea of
wearing that low-necked biack satin at a quiet,
home evening 1"

“You're jealous, perhaps,”” said Mrs, Mar.
kleby, bluatly. ‘

Legina's face flamed.

““VTam uot in the loast jealous,” she said, with
a short, contemptuons laugh. * But I don’t

like her. 1 confess it frankly, She is not here
onay invitation. It is Jack who always asks
her.  She isa flirt—always augling for the at.

tentions and admiration of every man within
her reach. See her now with Jack ¢ It iy simply
disgusting."

Jack had left Mrs. Lennox, and was leaning
over the back of the chair in which his cousin
aat, and Mildred was smiling up at him, her
eyes sparkling, her rich color coming and going.
She looked more than usually beautiful, asd ad-
miration could be plainly read iu Jack's candid
eves.

Not far from them sat the goveraess, engaged
upon some crewel work, from which she glanced
up occasionally to lovk at Muriel Lennox, who
seemed, in some way, to excite her curiosity.

Jack’s collogquy with his cousin ended in an
adjournment to the piano, where they sang
duets until Mildred declareid her throa: was
sore, and began te play a waltz,

Jack hesitated a moment, and then, going
over to where the governess sat, wsked lier to
dance with him.

Hester glanced at Mrs, Forrester as she rose
to comply with the request; but that lady's
eyes were bent on the carpet, and her face be.
trayed nothing.

‘Do you think I ought ¢ usked Hester, in a
low tone.

“ Certainly ; woubl 1 ask you if ! did not
think so 1" )

Another moment and his arm was about her
waist, anid they were gyrating round to the
strains of the ** Bine Danube.”

‘Do you permit that  asked Mrs, Markleby,
keenly regarding the pallid face of her niece.

Begine made no reply ; but rising abraptly,
crossed the room to where Murin! Lonnox sat.

“{ hape you Jdou’t think 1 have neglected
vou, dear " shesaid.  ** 1 felt abliged to talk
to my aunt.”

Muriel, with au evident effort, roused herself
to answer,

© Notat all,” she said. ‘I have spont o
very pleasant eveuing ; but my head aches, aml
[ think, if you will excuse me, Hegina, 1 will
retire.” . ‘

“ Is there nothing I can do for you 7

“ Nothing whatever. .\ good night's sleen
will set me all right again,” and she leit the
room without further remark,

Her departure was the sivual for a geperal
break-up, and sooun the howse was dark and
still.

Mrs. Markleby was an early riser, and it was
only eight o'clock when she came out of her
room the fullowing morning, aud took her way
down-stairs. She intended sitting in the library
until breakfast.time; but not being fawiliar
with the Louse, she made a mistake, and opened
the door of Jack’sstudy, iustead of that of the
library, which adjoined iz,

There was a sudden exclamation, the rustle of
a woman’s dress, and the seund of the violent
rlosing of a door ; but when Mrs. Markleby en-
terel she found the master of the house alone, a
gun in his hand, over the lock of which he seem-
ed exceedingly busy. The face he raised as his
wife’s annt came in wits Hushed—with bending
over, probably.

“0Oh, 1 thought this was the door of the
library,'’ said Mrs. Marklehy, in some eonfusion,
“1'm afraid | interrupted you.”

¢ Not at all,”" said .Jack, as he snapped the
lock again andagain. “Only too glad to have
you give me s call. I'm getting ready for to.
day’s sport, you see.”

** Are you going out to hunt "

“Yes ; Stacy and I expect to bring in game
enough to lust a week,’ was the answer.

“Was that Regina who just went out 27

‘ Regina !  No, she is never down until reun,
and she jsn't fceling at all well this morning.
She's caught cold, I believe.””

‘| thought | heard some oue go out ay |
came in 1"

¢ No, [ fancy not,” said Jack, pulling apen
the drawer of the table, and beginning a violent
search for something.

“ 1 will go up and see Regina at once,” said
Mre. Markleby, as, with compressed lips and a
face which apoke velnmes, she went ont, closing
the door behind her.

The door of the library closed sitnnitaneously,
and, to her surprise, Mrs. Markleby found her.
self face to face with Muriel Lennox.

“You are up early,” said the eller woman,

grimly,

% “ Yes, I could not sleep,” was the reply, in
a voice which shook strangely. *¢I have beon
looking for a book I left in the library last
evening.” . . ,
“ Perhaps you will find it in Mr, Forrester's
study,’’. said Aunt Charity, with peculiar em-
phasis, as she moved away in the direction of
the staircase.

Muriel made no veply, but her l:ule face grew

paler still, and she pressed her' ands “.xth a
quick motion to her heart. Then, with a
long sigh, she walked towards the breakfast.
room.
Regina did not appear at breakfast. She
complained of a pain in her chest, and great
difficulty in breathing., Bat she would not
listen to her aunt's proposal to send for a doe-
tor.

{t is only a cold, and will wear off in & day
or two,” she said, fretfully. * Plense dont
worty me about it, and don't give any one the
iden that I am sick.” ’

But, as the day wore on, she appeared togrow
worse instend of better, and lier aunt waited
with impatience for Jack's return.

Ho came iun with Stacy Darvell about fuur
o'clock. DBoth seemed agitated, and in Jack’s
hand was au ominous yellow envelope which
had been handed bim at the lodge by a mes.
senger who had ridden hot haste from the
station.

“Where is Mrs. Lennox " he asked.

Muriel came out from behind the heavy cur-
tains which hung before the window which
overlooked the avenue to the lodge. [ler face
was perfectly ashien, and she was shaking a< it
with a chill.

*¢ Soniething terrible has happened,” she said,
in alow, faltering voice. **Don't keep me in
suspense—tell me st once !t

He handed her the telegram without & word.

She opened and read it, a strange, rigid lock
on her face. Then, without speaking, without
even n look at the anxioux ecurtenances aboul
her, she turned away and walked out of the
room.

“ [er husband is dead,” explained Jack, ns
the door closed behind her. * Died of hesnt
disease this morning.”

His veice sonmded "hoarse and unnaturasl.
He seamed utterly overcome by the blow whick
had fullen upon the poor, pluin little woman
whom his wife had so often accused him of
hating.

i:.--g'mﬂ was horrfi-d at the sorrow which haid
come so sitddanly upon her friend. She wonld
have gone o her, bat found herselfl unable 1o
move without the mest intense suifering.

Do go and comfort her, Aunt Charity,” she
begged, ‘*She was devoted to the pacr pro-
fessor.”

“ lwenph U7 said Aunt Charity, ina tone of
incredulity. ‘1 fapey she'll survive the affte-
tion. Shbe don't want e, anyway.”

** Vou haven't taken adisiike ) her, surely,”

said  Negiar, fretfully. 10 you huve, 1's
Yack’s fauit. - Vdaresay he has been prejudicing
vou against her already.””
T« p'ye done nothing of the sort,” said Jack,
hotly, as he turned from the window, where he
had been stamding for some time looking out on
the bare flelds.”

“Then why won't you ga yourself and sy
something to comiart her 17

*“ What could 7 say 1" gloomily.

*“ Suy you feel for her, aud will do anything
vou ean to help her. Say-—oh, you'd find pleaty
to say if it was Milly Darrell who was in 15>
ble

¢ Perhaps <o, satd Jack.

“You didn't want her to come here,” went on
Bogiua, pesvishly, ¢ and sonare not genercis
enough to even frel sorry for her now."

 No, 1 didn’t waut her tocome here. 1 wish
to heaven she never had ! sabl Jaek, as he
stalked out of the room.

[

*“You hear him, auut?! lsn't he utterly
heartless 7 He has uo more feeling than a
stoue,”’

“In mv opinion he has far tno much,” il
Mry, Markleby 1 but she refused to give any ex.
planation of her woris.

¢ { hate mystery,” said poor Regina,  “* Now
that Muriel is feeling too wretched to come 1o
nze, I have no one who will talk pleasantly to
me.”

“ Perhaps 1'd better leave you alone a little
while,” said her aunt.

"1 wish you wonhl.
was the response.

As Mrs. Markleby left her biece's room sha
was surprised to sre Mra. Lenuox standing st
thie head of the stairs, listening intently to what.
wag going on below. She looked wild an-d
strange in the fust gathering dusk. Her hair
was unbonud and hung like an inky cloud abowut
her, aud she wore a loose black wrapper which
trailed on the floor behind her.

She started as she saw Mrs, Markleby, aud
before the latter could utter a word, slippsil
back into her voown, which was close at haud,
and qnickly closed and bolted the door.

“1 hate mystery, too,’ wmuttered Aunt
Charity, as sh» descended the strirs, “*aud
there's plenty of it in this honse, that's cer-
tain,"” .

+ There wax no sounid of mirth in the drawing-
room that evening. - Orndinary  occupations
scemed forbiddon, and no one could talk ap-
purently on any subject, save that of the blow
which had fallen on Mrs. Lennox, who was to
leave for her home the following day. Amd to
add to the gloomn, Negina was decidedly worre.

T might fall asleep,”

The phy«ician for whom Jack had sent had pro-

| nounced hier coudition one of great danger, axd




