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le under the above,
enting -in ecathing terms upon
and rode condoct of a certain
tenani Eeating,-a Oatholic’ officer in
mand of a regiment at Birr,
once of some remarks made
by a Catholio Priest on the Jand agitation,
ordered the men under his command to feave
the Church before the close of the service.
‘When reading your remerks my remem-
brapce went back to & few years ag0—
when serving in a volunteer regiment
duripg tbe Fenfan raid, Our Company was
stationed frst st St. Valentine and
afterwards at Cornwall under & Protestant
Captain, But Sir, mark the difference in his
condnct to thnt of Lieutenat Keating, & go-
called Catholic. Every Snndsy while at St.
Valentine our Cathollc members were or-
dered to parade for Divine service, and al-
though we might have beon sent in charge
of a Sergeant, our Captain marched to church
with usandthere reverently worshipped the
Great Father of All, and I am quite stre that
+he Rev. Father Perrault of 8t. Valentine and
Rev. Fatber O'Connor of Cornwall will long
yemember with pleasure our }iberal-minded
Protestant Csptajn. And Sir, although
@& etrict discipliarian he was careful
of our comforts and was frequently
to be heard addressing his men &8 follows :—
« My men, in addition to your duty to your
country, do rot forget your duty to parents,
wives or little ones at home, 8o save sll you
can and send it to them.” 80 thatby the
example and precept of a liberal-minded
‘Protestant officer the duty of his Catholic men
was rendered agreeable, and their families
made comlortable during thelr absence. This
officer, to bis honor be it said, i8 our well-
kpown and highiy respected citizen, ™. H.
Geddes, 1ate Captain commanding No. 7 Com-
pony, Hechelegn Light infantry (now Gth
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invited to dine on St. Patrick’s eve by the
Rnights of St Patrick ab the Astor House,

Y.

NWhen v Qur Native Land” wae toasted one
of the members said, # Mr. Ruesell, you are
an Irishmen,” he got up, in reply, and in-
formed us that he wes an * Englisbman born
in Ireland.” The New York Herald published
it next day, and American people could not
perceive how an Englishman could be “born.
in Ireiand, JXrishmen Lnow that Ireland
produces, feeds and educates too many of
that class. .

Mr. Rusgeil remained in Ireland until the
age of 16, when be went to London_and gota
position on the London Zimes, 1D whose
service he came to New York,

Would seme of your readers inform me of
the process sn Irishman must go ﬂ_:lrough to
become an Engilishman? :

Mr. Russell was the first to run from the
battle of Bull Rup, and first to arrive in
Washington, where he wrote his reports and
did his atmost to defame the character of
Captain Thomas Francis Meagher, by stating
tbat he showed the white feather. A bnser
falschood never was uttered. As & matter of
course it was proved that Meagher was most
reckless and led Lis men to the mouth of the
enemies' guns, and that his horse's hoofs wers
on the parapets. .

Russell koew what would plense his em-
ployers and bring him into royal favor.

Had Colonsl Corcoran and Meagher obeyed
orders and paraded the 69th Yrish regiment,
in bonor of the Prince of Wales, Mr. Russell
would have written a very different report.

The New York JMHerald christened him
wBygll Run.” When his false reports become
known, he, like Anthony Froude, had to leave
Waghington and the States, while Thomas
Francis Mesgher was made a General for his
gallantry, and finally Governor of Montana

Fusiliers.)
A Catiuouic Mempes of TiE CoMpaNT,

THE UNIVERSITY QUESTION.
T the Editor of Tug PosT arnd True WITNESS,

Sir.—It i8 no secrat that His Lordship
Bishop Bourget, up to the very date of his
resignation, bad constantly, and with all that
energy which was one of his chief character-
istics, labored to obtain for his Episcopal
Seo n Untversity, and that his eflorts met
with constasut, and unfortunately successful,
opposition from the authoritics of the Lnval
University, Quebec. Yet, the University of
Quebsc was founded with the destined ander-
_ standing that Laval was not to be a Pro.
vincial Institution, but that other cities
should have similar facilities for the spread
of higher educntion. On the 27Tth Apri],
1852, His Lordship the Archbishop of Quebec
wrote to His Lordship the Bishop of Mont-
real in the following terms:—

« The Seminary of Quebec does not desire
to grosp the monoply of higher education,
and ita only intention is to obtain the com-
Tencement of a University in obaining now,
privileges, whech later can be obtained by other
institulions.”

In 1869 the Bishop of Montreal was again
endeavoring to zecure s University. The
Rector of the Laval (niversity opposed the
application on the ground of inexpediency for
the time being, and on the 4th June, 1859, he
wrote to His Lordship the Archbishop of Que-
bec a letter in whick he made the following
doclaration :—« But the establithment of a
University, which at this date would be pre-
mature, will before many years become use-
ful, and even necessary, especially 88 we have
no intention to make of our Institution the
centre of a great number of students, le ren-

Bezvous Pune jeunesse bien pour breuse, We
know too well what those great assemblies of
young people have ever been, to wish that the
students at our medical and legal facultivs
should ever be more than one hundred. A
little patience, therefore, and tbe turn oi
Montresl will come, not only without incon-
venience to any one, but for the greater ad-
vantage of all.”

Weo cannot understand, after these declars-
tions, the persistency of the Laval authori-
ties in wisbing to eetablisb a branch at Mon-
treal. 'Their appeal to England to that effect
has been unsuccessful, and they have been
told that they bad no such right. Having
failed by ordinary legal means, they now ad-
dress themselves to the Legislature for aright
which it was nevor intended to give to them,
which they disclaimed themselves and which
the majority of our citizens refuse to grant

Territory.
Yours truly,
AN Ausricaw CiTizeN.

Montreal, May 10, 1881.

———————

t-Hair is plentifully supplied toall men by
a bountiful nature, but through the neglect,
which rarely attends our other gifts, it is
allowed to decay and lose its lustre; in fact it
turns grey. Art, however, suppliesa remedy,
as will be found by n few weeks use of Luby’s
Hair Renewer. Sold by chemists, 50 cents
a bottle. 20

THE MONETARY CONFERENCE

At the fourth meeting of the Monetary
Conference to-day Signor Luzzati, one of the
1talian delegates, replying {o the srguments
of M. Pirmizi in favor of monometallism,
made a telling speech, in which, after stoutly
disputing that gentleman’s assertion with re-
gard to gold monometallism, he said that
Prince Bismarck now seemed inclined to
abandon his gold theory. He paid an elo-
queat tribute to the greatness of the American
pation, and declared that it wonld be long be-
f.re the current of gold would set back to
Lurops, for the needs of the United States
and their enormous development of industry
and trade would necessitate am immense in-
crense in the gold circulation, s argned
that silver accumulated in the great Buropean
and American banks, not because the people
distiked that meta), but simply because there
was an enforced preference for gold owing to
the Legislatures of the great commercial
nations having made it the sole international
money. ©Oa Thursday M. Cernuschi and one
of tho American delegates will prohably ad-
dress the Confersnce on the same side as

Signor Luzzatl.

u« WOMEN NEVER THINK.”

If the crnbbed old bachelor who uttered
his sentiment could but witness the tntense
thought, deep study and thorongh investiga-
tion of women in determining the best medi-
cines to keep their families well, and would
note their sagacity and wisdom in selecting
Hop Bitters as the best, and demonstrating it
by keeping their families in perpetual bealth,
ata mere nominnl oxpense, he would bo forced
to acknowledge that such sentiments are bass-
less and false.—Picayuns.

i

LAND REFORM IX RUSSIA.
St. PuTersnurG, May 10.—The Ukase re-
Iative to peasaunts’ rents, the terms of which
have been settled, i8 expected to be issued in
a few daye. Melikoff and Dabasa have been
jts principal promoters. The experience of

Vialets steaped In dreamy odors.
Humble asthe Mother mild, .-

Blue as were her eyei when watchlng
O'er heraleaping Ohlld.

Strew white Lilles, pure and spotless,
Bendlpg on thelr stalks of green,

Bending down with tender pity,—
Liks our Holy Queen,

Lot the flowers spend thelr fragrance
On our Lady's own dear shrine,

While we claim her gracious helping
Nearher Son Divine.

Strew before our Lady's picture
Gentlle flowers, fair and sweet,
Hope, and Fear, and Joy, and Sorrow,
Place, 100 at ber feet,

Hark ! the Apgelus is ringing,—
Ringing through the fading light,

In the heart of every blossom
Leave a prayer to-night.

Al nlﬁhh long will Mary listen,
‘While our pleadings fond and deep,

On thelr scenied breath ave rising
For us—while we sieep.

Scarcely through the starry allence

= Shall one trembllntg!pelal siir,

I-Whlle they breathe thelrownsweet fragrance
And our prayer—io her,

Peace to every heart that loves her !
Al her ckildren shall be blessed ;
While she praysand watchea for ug,

We will trust and rest.

Next week will be commenced
in THE POST the Serial ¢¢ Charlie

Stuart and his Sister,” one of the
most charming Stories cver pub-
lished and written by one of the
purest and most c¢harming of
authors.

2EDMOND O’DONNELL

LE CHASSEUR &’AFRIQUE,

——

PART I

CHAPTER XXVII.—CoNTINUED,

Be laid her on the ground senseless, bleed.
ing. As he did so, a mighty shout aross,
then died away in a low moan of horror.
far up on the leads of the blazing building,
far beyond all human aid, appeared s wild
figure—the figure of a young man—with dark
streaming heir, white face, and black, maniac
eyeg. It was Gaston Dantree.

The flames shot lurid and crimson up
aronnd him, higher than his head. His wild,
mad crles of exultstion rang shrilly out—his
lnughter curdled the blood of the listeners.
tHa! ha” they heard him shout, +«1I told
her I'd do it, and I've done it. Here's fire,
and I'm tree, I'm free|”

The red flimes, the black smoke, hid him
from their view ; then with a dreadful roar
tho fire leaped up bigher than ever and the
roof fell in with a crash. The strongest, the
hardest there, turned away and covered their
eyes, sick with horror.

Six yenrs before, Gaston Dantree had shud-
dered withi vague nameless fear as he first
iooked on Bracken Hollow. That present-
iment was fulilled—strangely—teriibly. For
five years Bracken Hollow had been his pri-
gon |—this fearful August evening it was his
grave!

CHAPTERXXVIIL
L XOT i, BUT FATE, HAD DEALT THIS BLOW.”

TweLve! by the steepleof Castleford High
gtrect ; twelve! by the loud-voiced clock of
the Scarswood stables. In the intense, sultry
silence of the August night, the sharp, metal-
ic atrokes came even into that upper chamber
of the Silver Rose, where, upon the big, cur-
tained, old-fashioned four-poster in which
Alrs. Vavasor and Rose O'Donnell bad both
slepl, Harrlet Harman lay dying.

Dying ! No earthly aid could reach her
now. The blow of the heavy, iron-studded
door bhad done its work. Doctor Graves went
into learned modical details ot the injury done
the braip, and out of that obscure detail one
terrible fact stood clear—she was dying!
Katherine had apared her, and in that very
tour death had sealed her for hiz own.
Her life of sin, of plotting, of all evil and
wrong-doing was rapidly drawing toa close;
the midnight hour booming solemnly through
the quiet town, was ushering in the eternal

them. This practice of demsnding special | twenty years has shown that the payments | night for her.

powers from Parlinment when the ordinary
law refuses it, is a reprebensible practice and
should be stopped. Every little company,
every omall corporation or municipality, not
excluding great ones like Montreal, the
very moment they are thwarted in any of
their desires, rush off to Parliament like little
children to their mother, to be allowed to do
this, or that or the other thing, and ocur
Statutes have become a perfect labyrinth of
confusion, inconsistency and absurdity, in
which neitherlawyer or layman can fiud sense
or principle. The Laval University was estab-
lished for definite purposes, with definite
powers, and on its own showing with very
modest pretentions.

It was neverintended to become s Provincial
Institution ; it can never becomea Provincial
Institution., Were it to establish a branch
at Montreal, that branch would soon become
more important than the Upiversity itseif,
unless the asuthorities prevented such a con-
summstion ; this they would certainly en-
deavor to accomplish, for it would never do
for them to allow the tail to lead the head.
A branch at Montrea), if properly conducted,
if giving to students proper facilitics for
sludy, would certainly see upon its rolls
a more numerous body of students than Que-
bac can ever hope to count upon; the
{ees nnd revenues derived hrom such students
would be greater; if those fees nnd revenues
were justly distributed for the benefit of
Montreal, and if this city obtained its fair
share of other reventes our branch would soon
surpase its parent, The professorships would
be more numerous, and tho lectures likewise
better attended, hence also the fees would be
greater and the Professors would be entitted
to more remunerstion than their Quebec
confreres ; receiving more remuncration they
wonld 8ee that it would ba in their interest,
88 it wouid be in accordance with their pride
to devote more care, greater study and better

preparation to their lectures; a8 a consequ-
ence these lectures would naturally be sup-

grior to those given at Quebec, and would see
Laval in the humiliating position of being a

oreator less important that ita creaturs,

imposed upon the peasants for land received

at the time of the emancipation of the serfs
brought much more benefit to thelanded pro-
prietors than to the peasants,

In many cases these payments amount to
more than the whole tncome capable of being
derlved from the tand. The Ukase will decree
that the proprictors and peasants may come to
a voluntary agreement for tho complets trans

for of ownership to the peagants until Janoary
ist, 1883, when the period obligatory to
the transfer will begin. In therocantime the
annual payment will be reduced forthwith to
arate which the peasants are able to pay, and
arsistance will be aflorded them to redeem
their holding.s The Government will
sesume the payment of 9,000,000 roubles an-
nually to indemnify the proprietors for re-
duced payments received from the peasants,
which will be taken from the mccumulated
profits of the State Bank, now amounting to
about one bundred million roubles.

Neither the Syndicate, the Scott Act, or the
Irish question caugeg half the sensalional
commenct, that is caused by the popularity ot
Burdock Blood DBitters., This great
remedy is marvellous in its success in curing
Chronic diseares when other medicines bave
fniled. It is the best Blood Purifying Tonic
and Liver Invigorator known, A specific
for all diseases of Blood, Liver and Kidneys.
Sample Bottles 10 cents. 40-2

Five hundred acres of land around York-
town have been purchased by the committee
associntion formed to celebrate the centernial
anniversary of Lord Cornwallis surrender.
The land will be boautifully laid off as a
parade and camp ground fer the HFrench and
American soldiers. The new buildings will
be erected near the siteof the village. Vir-
ginla is antlcipating a lively celebration of
this anniversary.

The Stendard’s Newcastle, Natal, despatch
says the question of punishment for acts con-
trary {o civilized warfare was tho first subject
which came belore the Royal Commission.

s pavent inferior to ita offspring,|ys hesbeon docided to exclude repressnia.
Inforfor in the nattendance of t8| jyeg of the press from thesittings of the Com-

atudents, Inferior in the number of its pro-
fessorships, inferior in the excellence of its
Lat the gentlemen of Laval reflact
upon the prospscts before them, and lot our
people beware lest thelr rivals, to prevent
such a discomfiture, ehould use untair means
to check our advancs and crush out our legiti-

lectures.

mnate ambition.

Lax,

mission.

— -

The proprietor of Burdock Blood
Bitters challenges the world to produce the
record of 4 medicine that has achleved amore
wonderful success or better credentlals, in so
ahort a period of time as has this great Blood
turifier and System Renovator. !Its cures are
tha marvels of the age. Sample Bottles 19

Montresl, May 13, 1881,

Oﬂntﬂ [] 40’2

A smouldering heap of charred and burn-
ing ruins was all that remained of Bracken
Hollow. To-morrow, among the dsbris,
search would beinstituted for the bones of
the wretched victim of his own ineanity. It
had been his mania from the frst to escape,
Dozens of times hehad attempted to fire the
house, and old Hannah's constant vigilance
bad baflleed him. DBusied withthe care of
Mrs. Harman, he had been overlooked that
dny, and tho result was his escape from hie
room, and the consummation of his purpose.
The house was enveloped in flames before
Hanunah wag sware, She ‘had lsin down
to talte a nop, and it waz the cry of fire,
ard its dull roar around, that awoke her.
Bewlldered by sleep and fear, she lost all
presence of mind, forgot her two charges, and
rushed forth.  What she haa done with the
Loy of her latest prisoner’s room she could
not recollect ; the breaking in and fallof the
door did therest.

They were ull at the Silver Rose—Henry
Otis, old Haunah, Lord Ruysland, and—oady
Cecil Clive. She bad glided in among them
an hour before—a gray nsben palor on her
face, a deep strange horror iun her eyes, but
calm beyond all telling; she walked alone
from Scarswood ; she had heard every word of
Henry Otig's Interview with the earl; she
had neither fainted nor fallen ; she had only
sat down ou A primrose knoll, feeling stunned
and stupid. Inthat state she saw Otig mount
the groom's horse and dash away'like a mad-
man ; e had heard her father call his, and
dugh after ; she saw thered light in the sky,
and knew in :a vague dreamy sort of way,
that it was a fire. And then her mind, with-
out nny volition of her own, went back and
ropeated over and over the strange words this
atrapge man bad s\id ¢

« Lady Cecil Clive is not your daughter—
tier name is Katherine Harman. The child-
ren were changed at nuree—your daughter
wag Katherine Dangerfield.”

« Katherine Dangerfield | She repested
the name vaguely, pulling the primroses and
mechanically arranging them in a bouquet.
She falt no pain—mno terror—no disbelief—
cnly that stunned numbness, And still her
mind persistently took up the tale and re-
pented it. " Not Lord Ruysland's daughter |

~whose, then, was she? This Mrs. Harman
ke spoke of had been the nurse—and the
nurse had given Lord Ruysland her own
child. Tfs8o, then Mrs. Harman must be her
mother.  The thiead of thought broks here.
She arranged the primroses in a different fa—
shion, twisting a blade of grass about the
stems. Then like n flash memory pimioned
her thovghte, Her mether! Her mother, &

her. She was not Lord Buysland’s daughter
-—she was & usurper, and as such about io be
gshown to the world—no peeress of England,
but the child of a gullty, designing servant
woman, o i LS

She staggered as she stood, and grasped the

branch of a tree. Her kands flew up and cov-
ered her face—one heart-broken sob broke
from her. She was very proud—sweet, gen-
tle, gracions, all womanly she wag but even
that sweet graciousness arose out of her pride.
The daughter of & & belted earl ” can afford to
wear & smile for all less-favored mortals,
She bad been intensely proud of the name
and rank she boro—of the noble line of an-
cestry stretching back to the Norman Wil-
liam; every stome, every tree around dear,
old, ivied Clive Court, she loved like living
things. Her very pride had made her accept
what had galled that pride most—the formal
offer of Sir Arthur Tregenna. He bore a
name a8 0ld, noy older, than her own ; the
Tregenna’s had been barons and warriors in
the reign of Edward the Confessor—the old
glory of the housa of Ruysland would be re-
stored by this allinnce, Had the man she
loved asked her to be his wife, to po with bim
and share his poverty and obscurity—the
chances are, loving him with a desperate, pas-
sfonate love as she did, she might still bave
refugsed him. And now!

Her hands dropped from belore her face—
she stood cold, aud white, and still. It was
the righteous punishment of such pride as
hers, such selfishness—such an outrage on Bl
that was best and most womanly within her.
Of all the men the world hsid, she loved buf
one ; handsomer, nobler, more talented, had
nsked her to be their wife, but her heart had
been like a stoneto all. Redmond O'Donnell
ghe had loved from the first. Redmond O’-
Donnell she would love until she died, and
with heart full to overlowing with that pas-
sionate love she bad yet been ready to become
the wife of another man. That man's prideof
birth and station was equal to her own—what
conld he say to this ?

# Fire—fire!” The servants were echoing
the cry and rushing to the highest points,
where they could see it best. It was nothing
to her ; she drew back behind the tree, and
stood looking blankly, blindly befors her.
The child of a gervant ! a uaurper! The world
seemed rocking under her feet—the trees
swimmiug round. Why bad she not died be-
fore the truth wastold? The night fzll—the
dew with it ; she gtill stood there, heedless.
She heard with preternatural distinctness the
1ou? contending voices of the servants an-
nouncing the whereabouts of the fire. 'Che
aervantg | It came to herthat she should be
one of them—that her birthright had been the
servants’ hall not the drawing-room.
Strangely enough she had never thought of
doubting—she had seen Henry OMis' face——
heard his voice, and felt, she kuew not how,
that ho had told the truth.

TPresently came o messenger rushing
breathless from the town, full of the exciting

it might not betrue? Thesharpest pang she
bad felt yet plerced ber as she heard his quiet
words. With a sort of gasp ber head fell on
his shoulder and lay there.

# My poor little Queenie,” he gaid tenderly
n It is bhard on you. Confound Otis!] Why
the devil couldn't he keep the nefaricus story
to bimseelf? 1 was satisfled—where ignor-
ance is bliss ’tis folly to be wise. You
are the only daughter I want, and the other
poor girl is dead—can’t do her any good
now. Bui remember, Queenle, whatever
comes Wwith it, I look upon your still as my
daugbter—all the Otises and Harmans on
eartl: shall not geparate you and me. As Sir
Arthur Tregenna's wife we can afford to des-
pise their malice.”

She shivered slightly at the sound of that
pame—then she lifted her head and dxew her—
self away from hinz.

«Papa,” ghe said, « you know why I have
come here, If—I mean since she is
my mother—I must see her. Oh, papa,
I rmust! She has done & terrible
wrong, Lat she is dying, and—" the
agony within her broke inlo a wailing gob
here—"1 can’t belleveit-—I1 can't unless I
hear it from her own lips. Takeme to her,
papa—pleass,”

uI doubt it she will ever speak toany one in
this world again,still the doectors say she may.
(3raves and Otis are with ber. I'll ask them
if they’ll admit you,”

He tapped at the door.

The pale face of Henry Otis looked cut.
As his ayes fell on, the tall, slendsr, elegant
figure of the yonng lady, even he shrank.

« My daughter is here,” the earl said coldly.
4 She knows all, She wishes to see Mra.
Harman to hear, if it be possible for Mrs Har-
msn to speak—confirmation of your story
from her lips, I think even you will allow,
Mr, Otis this is no more than her right.”

# Tt ig her right,” Henry Otis said calmly.

He bowed to the queenly form, the lovely
face, and held the deor wide for her to pass.
wYou, tco, my lord,” he sald. *She is dy-
ing, but she is consclous, and she has spoken.
I must beg,” he looked at lady Cecil, «that
you will be very quiet. A moment’s excite-
ment would be fatal.”

She bowed her head and glided to the bed-
gide. In the dim light of the shaded lamp
she looked down upon the dying face. Even
to her inexperienced eyes the dread seal of
death lay there—the faint breathing was not
audible, the eyes were closed—the fingers
moved a littls, plucking at the shest. Op-
posite stood Dr. Graves holding her pulss i
oue hand—his watch in the other. ILord
Ruysland followed and stood beeide his
daughter. Henry Otis bent over her and
spoke.

« Mrs, Harman, Lord Raysland iz here,
can you gpeak to him ?”

.'The eyelids futtered—lifted—the great
dark eyes looked up outof the rigid face, and
fixed at once upon the earl's.

« Harriet,” he said, and at the sound of the

news, Bracken Hollow was burned to the
ground ; a man, nobody knew who—burned
to deathk with it, and a woman killed. They
had taken the woman to the Silver Rose ; she
was not quite dead yet, it seemed, and my
l01d bad gone after her, and was there now.
The woman’s name had leaked out somehow
—it wag Mrs. Harman,

Mrs. Harman! Her mother! It flashed
upon her what Mar. Otis had said-—Mrs. Har-
man had been imprisoned at Bracken Hollow
to confess the trath, and now lay dying at the

She started up—all stapor, all pride gone for-
aver. She walked to the house—ran up to
her own room—thrsw off her light muslin
and costly laces, replaced them by a dress of
dark gray, a summer shawl and bat. Then
five minutes after was walking rapidly toward
the town, She had told no one, Ginevra was
absorbed in her own troubles, and there was
no time for explanations, An hour before
nidaight she tenched the Silver Rose. .
A crowd of the fown people worae 8 till ga-
thered excitedly befors it. A man burned to
death—a woman killed—Bracken Hollow in
aghes—not often was Castleford so exercised
ag this, And the dying woman must be
somebody of importance, since my lord him-
self refused to leave the irn until her fate was
one way or other decided.

They fell back wondering and respectful as
Lady Cecil Clive drew near. Were they
asleep or awake? Lord Ruysland’s only
daughter, alone and ou foot, in Castleford at
this eur, She passed through them all—
ner -+seeing them—=seeing nothing, it seemed.
The soft hazel eyes had a blind, sightless,
aleap-waking sort of stare—her face was all
drawn and white. Inthe passage sho came
face to face with the landlord. The, dark,
solemn eyes looked at hir,

¥ Lord Ruysland is here,” the palelips sald.
“tako me to him.”

The man drew back a step—that nameless
eomething in her colorless face terrified him,

“Take me to bhim,' ske repeated, “ at
once,”

He bowed low and led the way. Who was
the dying woman upatairs, that Lord Ruys-
Jand and his daughter should trouble them-
gelves like thie? He had not seen her face—
probably he wounld not have recalled it if he
had. Hislordship wasnot in the sick cham-
er, but in the little parior adjoining—the lit-
tle parlor, where, one other night, six years
before, Sir John Dangerfield’s adopted daugk-
ter had waited to see Mrs, Vavasor. He wae
walking very elowly and softly up and down,
his brow knlt with a reflective frown—one
white, slender hand thrust ipside his coat.
He looked up, and saw, witbout warning of
nny sort, Cecil. He absolutely recoiled—the
sight of her, at that hour, in this place, and
wenring that face, 80 startled him that for a
second’s time, he had doubted if it were not
her writh,

“Queenis!” he gasped.

Y es, papa—Queenie.” She came forward
and stood before bhim. «1 was in the
grounds,” she continned, with perfact abrupt.
ness, “wvery near you, when Mr. Otis came
and told you bis story. I heard itall. Itis
true, I suppose, papa 7"

He stood silent—apeechiosa---looking at her
in wonder and doult.

« It is true, 1 supp-se ™ ghe repeated.

« What is true 7

“«Thuat Ism not your dnughter—that Ka-
therine Dangerficld was, That I am the
daughter of the woman dying in that room,”

He wss A wman erdinarily very chary of
careeses, but he was fond of the girl he hed
belisved his- daughter—he was fond of her
still, Her beauty and her elegance hed grati-
fied his pride; her gentle, tender, winning
ways had won hia heart—or, at least as much
beart as that noble lord had to win, He took
her in his arma now and kissed her.

% My dear” he eald very gently, I hope
you know me well enough to be sure that,
whether it is true or falee, you will still be
the same to me—the daugbter I lovo and am

do you not?”
lord, I—know you.
per died away-

truth now. Is Heury Otig’story true? Was
it your child—your own—ryou gave me twenty
years ngo, or mine? "

I kept yours.

Silver Rose. Her mother! Guilty or not— | 7ou8e. Sbe parted mefrom Lionel ! Lionel!”
lost, wretched, abandoned—etill her mother. | Lict face lit again—the old love of her youth
came back! The old love! mighty beyjond

all earthly passion, mighty to break prison
bars, to compsess the earth, to cross oceans,
to endure in the very throes of death.

hand.

face beside me.
—that I Jove.
and will judge you, is she yours or mine "

youtbinl face.
came very near that dying face.

judge me—mine, Eatherine Harman.

is1n Castleford churchyard, and ¥ saw her—
saw her—two nights ago.”

answered, with rigidly compreseed lips.

whispered again—the dying eyes turning
once moreto the earl.
child peemed to wake no emotion whatever in
her,
and 1 took it. I kept her child.

she never spoke again.
buried in ber hands—on the others dead si-

her from head to foot.

stood in the midst of them.

sion thnt had held her up 8o long gave way.
She fell back fainting in Lis arms,

over the house.
Rose two cofling stood on tressels,
the body of Farriet Harman lay—in the other,
what they bad found in the ruins of Bracken
Hollow,

ing day. Over Scarswood Park summer si-
lence and summer beauty reigned.
pond and fountains flashed like jewels in the
sunshine turfy lanes, emerald green—white,
pink, and crimson August rores nudded their
fragrunt heads in the sultry heat.
terraces—the great urns wers burnished like
gilver, the leaves of the copper beaches werg
blood-red rubies, and long lances of light
went shining in amld the waving greenery of
fern.
sun, bees boomed, grasshoppers chirped, but
no living thing was to b¢ seen around the
grand old mansion. Everywhere, white, and
without, S8abbath silence r.izned.

tuds and splendor of the drawing-ro
reflection 10 ihe many miriors meeting him
at avery turn, like a black.-robed ghost. He
was walklog up and down as Lady Cecil had
found him last night—the same thought-
ful frown on his brow, the same oxasperated
thought still uppermost.

his businese and let things alone? From all

uX was much hetter off without her. She was
neither handsome nor amiable ; she was pas-

old name the dying face lit. * Youknowme

4Yes,” very {aintly the word came; ¢ my
I am sorry—" the whie~

He bent close above her.
o Listen, Harriet speak it you can—teil the

« It was mino—I will swear it—if you like.
I hated my lady. 1 swore re-

Lord Ruysland bent closer and took her

« Look, Harrist,” he said; “look at this
1t is the child you gave me
Tell me again, as God bears

The dark eyes turped upon the lovely
She sank on her knees, and

#She is—mine—as God hears and will
Yours

gave to Bir John Dangerfield, Her grave

Lord Ruysland looked at Henry Otis.
«She saw Helen Herncastle,” Henry Otis

«] did you great wrong,” the dying lips
The sight of her

«]1 hated my lady—I swore revenge—
She parted
me from Lionel. He loved me-—Lionel!
Lionel "

The faintly whispering voice died away——
Lady Cecil's face lay

The eyes closed, n spasm shook
« Liopel” the lips
seomed to.form once, then there wans a mo-
ment's quiet, a etrong shiver, and with it the
Jast flicker of the lamp went out. And death

lence fell.

“Come away my darling,” the ear] whisper-
od tenderly in Lady Cecil’s ear,

Two sightless eyes look up to him,. blind
with dumb misery—then with a gasp the ten-

T'ho blinds were closed—a solemn hush Iny
In the parior of the Silver
In one

It was late on the afternoon of the follow-

The figh-

The stune

The peacock strutted unadmirea in the

The Earl of Ruysland was alone in the soli.

omag, hig

" Why the deuce couldn't Otis have minded

I bave heard of the other one,” he resumed,

slonate, headstrong, wilfull discbedient.

—and waited.

‘nor; and won't draw back, if I kn.
a1l ;' belleve hs will ouly prees his.
harder. S% po;r Queenie is
anycase. Egad ! I dida't know

was of her befora! Its a very ungﬁ:;gef:?g !
siness from first to last, and I conid 88 Otu.
at the bottom of the bottomless pit wity 1 Is
sure. It must be hushed up—-at any privs
must be hushed up-—for my sake, formF?' "
wife’s, for poor Queenie's, for Sir mﬁ i_tfa
The Devil take Otis | what was the jog] " "
tive, T wonder ? What—what if that démo'
lical Miss Herncastle hug had somathinlm.
do with this t00? On my life, she hag ! iy
thers ever an infernal piece of Mischief o
loose on the earth yet, without the wo. let
being the instigator ? I believe,"—pq stmen
bis hands together— it ic Miss Elermzusr?l.cEL
handiwork from first to last. Wel], Sopr >
what now ! + Donies,

« The post, my lord—letters fo.
ship.”

The bowing Soames placed a gil .
on which half & dozen letters werg t::'”i?ll:;,
before his lordship, and Lacked from Em;
b two f

€re were one or two for Lady Cecil.
from Sir Arthur Tregenna_tvzo ?glrl Lgse
Dangerfield and two for himself. The first oS;
these letters was on business from hig soljcj
tor, the other in a hand that was new tg him'
He broke it open. It waslengthy. He glay,
ed at thename—« Redmond O'Donnell”

# Now what does 0’ Donnell mean, by maj.
ing me wade through twelve closely writty
pages ! ” his lordship said in an nggrieve;
tone. * How little consideration some peoply
have for the feelings cf their fellow-beings!
1’11 look over it at least, I suppose.”

He adjusted his eye-glass, smoothed out the
pages, and glanced through them. i Mjg
Herncastle "— # Eatherine Dangerfield " —
what did it mean ? Everywhere these twp
names |

His lassitude vanished. He began at thy
beginning, and slowly and carefully read the
letter through. His face changed as it hai
not changed when Otis first broke to him the
news that his daughter was not his dsughter,
Goodness above! what was thie? Xathering
Dapgerfield not dead! Katherino Danger-
tield and Miss Herncastle one and the same!
Katherine Dangerfieid his daughter! Mig
Herncastle, whom he bad hunted down, whom
he had employed a detective to track, whom
he had driven from Scarswood like & felon—
EKatherine Dangerfield and Miss Herneastle
onel! He turned sick, He laid down the let-
tor—a creeping feeling of faintness upon him
The soit breeze ot tho sum.
mer's evening blew in his face. A carafe of
ice-water stood on a table. He drank a glas,
took a turn about the room, sat down sudden.
1y and read the letter over again.

It was plainly there—all the proofs, one

him o
! Buit the
Provided for 4,

T your lord.

after another ; no doubting—ne disputing

now. She had not died ; Otis knew it and

had not told him this. He recalled the pic.
ture of Lionel Cardanell in the possession of

the governess, her interest in the story, the

strong likeness to his dead wife that bad
struck him the first time he saw her.
ghost and the resewmblance to Katherise
Dangerfield were explained now, A wigad

The

dyed eyelrows were atl the disgunises she had

assumed. What a bold game she hed played
And Tregenna had fallen in love with her,
and he had separated them.—forced him to
proposge to Harriet Harman’s daughter.
daughter lived—had -relented at the eleventh
hour—had barned the confessfon—returned
Sir Pater his monsy—renounced her retribu-
tion—and pone into the world alone and ue-
aided to fight the bitter battle of life.

His

For once in his life, cynicism, philosophy,

Voltairism fell from the Earl of Ruysland;
for once all the creeds of his training and his
order were powerless to belp him from this.
Had Redmond O'Donnell ever asked for re-
venge—had heseen him then—even he might
have been amply satisfied.
eyes with his hand—struck to the very soul.

He covered his

#Oh, God)” he cried,  this is the hardest

to bear of all I”

OHAPT'SR XXIX.
HOW IT ENDED,

It was a brilliant April day.
That never-to-be-forgotten August, and all

the bright summer, the yellow autumn, the
chill gray winter montbs bad worn away.

March had howled and blustered through the
lenfless trees ot Scarswood DPark, and now

April, eoft and sunny, smiling and showering,
was hore, clothing all the land in livipg
green,

The brightafternoon was at its brightest, a8

Lady OCecil Clive took her seat in a rusilc
chajr, under the King's Qak, her sketch-book

in her 1ap, the Rickering lines of yellow light

slanting on her uncovered head. Pearl and
Pangy played at hide-and-seek along the ter-
rates and through the trees.

Lady Danger-
field, in the drawing-room, played waltzes ot

the piano; and Lady Cecil let book and pen-
eil fall listlessly, and sat “lost in memurs

mazes.”’
Eight months had passed and gono sinct

that August day whon Sir Arthur Tregennsa
Lad stood by her side at yonder sunny boo-
doir window and asked her to be his wifs
Eight months since, in the hotel parlor, he
had pleaded for ker to marry him—pleaded
while all his heart was another’s—pleaded,
and in vain,

They had metbut once since then, and then

how differently.

He bud gone abroad, and resumed his wno-

dering lite.*Before going, however, ho hud
called upon Katherine—e most unsstistsctory
and embarrageing meeting for both., Why he
had gone he could bardly have told; somo
u gplrit in his feet”—some spirit in his beatt.
He went becnuse he could not ieave England
for years without seeing her.
little to say on either side—a mutual restraict
held them—the iuterview had been silent and
short,
thoughtful face, into the sad, large eyes, and
knew, more strongly than he had aver kuown
it Lelore, that this woman, of all the womst
on earth, was the only one he evet had of
aver would lova.

There was very

He looked intoc the pale, grave

And kpnowing it he hnd left her. Was it

not wigest? Earl Ruysland’s daughter sho
might be, Injured beyond all reparation she
might be, but also, she had beon nn adventut-
e85 none the less.
proud of his old lineage, his spotless namé
his anstained descent.
beon breathed agalosi the women of his 800
should ho be the first to blot their escutch:
eon? She hed safferad greatly, but mlsc 8ne
bad stoned.  She had plotted and worked for
revenge.

been at th
less wretch.
superstitious Sir Peter's fears, to play the ghost
She had acted a lie, acted a doubly decefifnl
pert, gone in male attire to the masquerade
personated Frankland,an
wife. And last, and wors
and deadly summing up of crim

He was very proud—

No whisper had ever

She bsd heen an actress, She had
e very altar, the bride of & worth-
She had stooped to play upon

d separated manand
t of all in this dark
o, she had

proud of. I wish you nesd never have heard

Cecll is nons of thosa thinge ; she has been &

palmed berself off ngain, of oourse}

n malejat-
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