An Old Sweetheart of Mine,

A® one who cons aL eveningo'er an album all

r &z alone,

Aund muses on e faces of friends that he Has

known,

80 I turn the leaves of fsmey till in shadowy
design :
[ind the smilflmg featuresof an old :westhesst

of mine,

The lamplight seems to glimmer with o Nigker|

of surprise

As [ turn it jow to rest me of the dazzle in my
ayes,

Aud I light my pipe in silence, save a s'gh that
seems to yoke

Ita fate with my tobacco, and to vanish in the
smoke.

Tis a fragrant retrospection, for the loving
thoughts that stars

Into being arve like perfumes from the blossoms
of the heart

And to dream the old dream over is aloxury
divine,

When my truant faney waoders with that old
sweetheart of mine.

Though [ hear, beneath my study, like a flutter-
ing ot wiugs 4 v

The voices of my children and the mother asshe

siogs,

Irod:;lot.vmge of consetence to deny me any
theme

When care has cast her anchor in the harbor of
8 dresm.

Io faet, to speak i enrnest, [ believe it adds s
charm

To spice the good a trifle with s little duss of

For [ ind afi extra favor in memory's mellow
wine

es me drink the deeper to that old
aweetheart of mine,

face of lily hesuty and = form of airy grace
Float out from my tobacco as the genius from
the vase ;
Aud I thrill beneath the glances of a pair of
aznre eyes
As glowing as the summerand as tender as the
skies,

I see the pink sunbonnet aud the little check-
ered dress

She wore when fivat [ kissed her and she an-
swearad the caress

With the unwrittén declaration that ‘* as surely
a8 the vine

Grew round the stump, she loved me,” that old
sweetheart of mine,

And again [ feel the pressure of her slender
iittle hand,
As we used to talk together of the futiire we

had planned ;

When [ should be a poet, and with nothing else
to do

Bug to write the tender verses that she set the
music to.

When we should live together in a cosy little cot,

Hid in a nest of roses, with a tiny garden spot,

Where the vines were over fruitful and the
weather ever fine,

And the birds were ever singing for that old
aweetheart of mine.

Whenl should be her lover foraverand a day,
And she my faithful sweetheart till the goiden
hair was gray
And we shonid be s0 happy that when either's
‘_lips were dumb
8y should not smile in Heaven till the other's
kiss had come.

Bug, ah ! mv dream is broken by a step upon
the stair,
And the 4 r 1# 8oftly opened, and my wife is
 there.|
Yot Wit vngorness and rapture all my visions I
resign
To mest Lue lving presence of that old sweet-

heart of mine. |
—JAaME8 WHITCOMB RiLEY.

ESTELLES INFATUATION -

A NOVEL.

“You Delight ! he said, softly.  Mors
angel than womsn ! what have you done to
me ’  Have you come to redeem me. or to
make me despicable in my own eyea ?”

I 'have come to help her and to prevent
a-mistake,’’ ghe replieq, her voice faltering.

She made a movement to free herseif,
but he heid her a:ill pressed to him. The
voices of the Smythe Nmiths, dominating
the othars, came in from the yarden. The
guests were retarning from the orchids and
the viaeriea.

“ We must ¢o back to them,” said Lady
Elizabeth, whous smbarras~nent was ve-
coming painfal. Woman-like, she was the
iiras to rernember appearances and to think
of detaii..

“ Yes." said Anthony, with sndden cold-
nees, relemsing her and turning away.
* This world has to be considered. 1hey
must not remember that ~ He paused;
he waa yoing to add—" that [ am married
and von are nct my wife.” but staopped
himeelf in time. There was a suggestive-
ness in 1t that wounld perhaps offend her:
and harsh and even brntal as he had been
only so 4hort a time ago, he would not now
wonnd her for the wealth of the world or
for the whole glory of life.

“*Then good-by,” said Lady Elizabeth.
‘I shall leave Uplands to-morrow morning,
and shall not see yon again.”

* We shall meet,” he anawered, opening
the door for her to pass ount - but he him-
sel! went back into the room, and the
restraint of her presence now taken away,
he sat down by the table and sobbed like a
woman or a child. And his gnests, who
found Lady Elizabeth sisting alone in the
drawing. room, had to leave without formal
adieux to their host, whom they amused
themselves in vilifying for moss part ef
the way to their respective homes. ** Such
aboor !’ the women said,or “Such a

bear | ' Bus the men said, more fiercely,
* What a cad thas fellow ia '’

CHAPTER IX.
TOO PURE TO FEAR.

Even the Smythe Smiths followed smit,
and fell foul of their neglectful host with
more scrimony than was usual to them.
Iu gemeral they were good. natured encugh,
as folks are who have anything still to get
from sbe world, and who prefer to coax
rather than to compel. But now thas their
son was sbout to make a marrisge which
would ally them with the real aristooracy
—albeit with its elbows cooling in the sar—
they were disposed to stand a listle mors
firmly on their rights, and to resent the
slackness of any rope thas shouid be taut.

« It was most discoursteous—moast
gonusual |’ said Mrs. Smythe Smish,
geversly, ‘* [ wonder where he went—what
became of him ? Where were you, Lady

- Plizabeth 7 [ missed you when we wens

the orchids.”
‘o';‘efeaow him for a short time after then.”
said Lady Elizabesh. angel as she was.
fibbing a little. by impiication—by the
cuggestio falsi as well a the suppressio veri.
- He went into the library when [ left him,
and [ heard him lock the door.”

« Good heavens ! is the man mad '’
ssid Mrs. Smythe Smith, irrisably. ‘* He
is reslly very ill-bred. I assure you I feg%
joite insuited, it was so abominabiy rude.

Jhe was serionaly annoyed. To be,sure,
she had no dsughter for whom to find &
likely husband ; but she none the lees
desired tbe friendship, intimate aud
tamiliar. of Mr. Harford, and had rather

4

|

[

new-comers at Uplands, stood with the
oldBouse of Thrift.

‘*He wae im great trouble,”’ said Lady
Elizabeth. |

“He has bmd news of hispoor wife ; sox
hsve:I,”’ she centinued. '
. ' Good i

Symthe Smith, atartled into the vernacular
of her yoush. ‘* Where is she, my dear
What has he heard? Why has she kept
him <o long in doubt whether she was
aiive or dead ? My ' what an extraordinary
thing ! Wherever can she be? And
whas on earth has she done ” "

‘ She is if],” said Lady Elizabeth.

“ Bus wiers ?’’ asked Smythe
Bmish.

“ At Mentone,”’ said Lady Elizabeth,
with a reluctauce she tried to conceal and
did not.

** Then she did run away with some
one !’ cried the other. ‘‘ And it wae her
cld lover, that young (?m.atwhoml
shoughs better things !’

Shrewd womaa ss she was, she could put
her two and swo sogesher as acouraiely as
moss.

Lady Elizabeth was silent. Her love
snd pity for Estelle went as far as silence,
bus nos eo far as falsehood.

*Is is nos so, Lady Elizabsth? Did
she not yo off with Mr. QOsborne?”
repeated the young artist’s former hostess
and qussi-maternal friend.

“ Whas I know [ muat not repeas,’”’ said
Lady Elizabesh, very gently. ** My friend’s
secrets are rot mine.’’

** Bat I am going to-morrow to Mentone
:& see her,' added Lady Elizabesh. ** She

8 alwnyi one of my dearess friends, and
I cannot bpar to think of her ous thers
slone, withgut one belonging to her near
her.?t ;;

I3 she % alone’” asked Mr. Smythe
Smirh. {

* Yes ; one friend only is with her.”

“ Mr. Osborne ””' Mrs. Smythe Smith’s
curiosity was irrepressible
*No,” ssid Lady Elizabesh.
dead.” :

Huasband and wife looked at each other.
This admission was a listle rens in the
veil of mystery in which the whole affair
was shrouded.

*“And she is following?'’ asked Mrs.
Smythe Smith.

*Bheisill,”’ ssid Lady Elizabeth, mak-
ing a fine digtinction not lost on her hearers.
“ Bow very sad!” said Mrs. Smythe
Smith, with genuine sympathy, not stop-
ping to consider thas fracture of the wed-
ding-ring which was all toc certain, and
thinking only of the suffering human being.

“ Yes,” ssid Lady Elizabesh, whose eyes
were, ag 80 often before to.day, filling up
with tears. |

** And you are going, my dear ? ' asked
Mrs. Bmyshe Smith, a fains little accent of
surprige, that might mean almoss dis-
pleasure, in her voice.

* To-morrow,”’ was the answer.

* How will your people like that ? Will
vour mother and Lord Kingshouse approve
of it "’ ~

* Harely,” said the earl’s daughter,
emphatically ; * they know how much I
loved poor Estelle. Thev will think me
quite right in going to -ee her now, in her
time of trouble.”

* But if she went off with that young
man ? "’ asked Mrs. Smythe Smith.

** That does not make her sufferings less
painful nor his death less pitiable,'’ said
Lagglizabeth.

‘*-N4, not for herself ; but for you?
Thoss who| touch piteh, vou know . and
Laay Liizabetn i8 soo pure 1o be defiled.”

~if 1 am good for anything as all, I
need not fear defilement !’ she answered.
quickiv.  And defilement from Datelle
Dear friend? you do not know her asg [ do.
She 12 the purest of the pure—the sweetest
and bess of aill the girls [ have ever known.”

*Arnd left her husband and yone off
with another man?” said  Mrs. Smytue
Smith her eyebrows uplifted.

* Whatever she mav have done she
cannot be corrnpted.’’ said Lady Elizabeth
warmly, * Mistaken. 38; | bat not
corruptea.’’! ‘

*“ It doeg not do to palter with sin or to
Yive soft words to wickedness,” said Mra.
Smythe Simith. gravely. Between her
desire nos [to otfend Ladyv Elizabeth, and
that cariously strict propriety belonging to
the socially insecure, she was in a cleft
stick ; but jon the whole she inclined to
propriety as the more lasting condition and
the more stable foundation.

»1f you knew her as well as [ do you
would thini as I do,” said Lady Elizabesh.
‘ It would be impossible for Esteile Clan-
ricarde to be evil in heart.”

* Only in deed 7" queried Mr. Smythe
Bmith. making a neat point.

* 1 do nos defend all she hasdone. but
corrupt in heart she certainly is not,”
answered [ady Elizabeth. I know her
8o well! /[ have known her ever since we
were quite children together, and she can-
not have suddenly changed her nature.”

“ Sill, 7 do nos think I would go to her
under all/circumstances, if I were you.,
until you had your parents’ sanction,”’ said
Mrs. Smythe Smith, sensibly enongh.

“ 1 know they would not object,” she
snswered.

‘* Then, my dear young lady, let me
advise you, wait till you are confirmed in
your assurance,”’ said her hoss, in his hears
enjoying the new attitude he had suddenly
assumed of half-censaring mentor 0 the
earl’s daughter, his social superior.

‘ Perhaps it would be best,” she said,
sweetly.

"' Withent question,” was the rejoinder.
** Do noshing rash, and then you will have
nothing to repent. Your actions, remember.
Lady Elizabeth, while you are unmarried,
belong to your familyyourconsrol. Your
credis and your name are theirs, not your
own. Wait, and les my lord deeide.”

" I cau telegraph to.nighs, bus I am sure
of their cansent,” she said.

*In wiich case you can start, as vou
propose, t)-morrow, with a clean way bull,"’
be answered, with a strange smile. :

Bus Lady Elizabeth was right. My
lord's curt answer was simple and direcs.
Do as! you wish,’ it said—dictased
partly by real kindness toward this
desolated, misgunided young creature—this
Estelle, whom they had known in the days
of her inpocence, and loved in the heyday
of her beantv —and partly by the innase
pride of {he British nobleman. holding
himeel! and his toa high for any kind of
danger by contact with anyv kind of inferior.
HBad Eastelle been one of themselves he
mighs haye hesitated ; being George Clan-

‘“He is

ricarde’s child, his dear Dalighs might

counted on showing off to-(isy before the | throw over her the mantle of charity,
rest the good terms on which sliey, thef

gracions me!’’ cried Mre |

snowswhitesgurity wouald get newer a
stain im consequempe.
So thas litties Bitch was overcome.

'morrow for t iviera, where sheswes to
take the of her presences$o thas
: faifhful hesst half ai b wi
: 7 the soothing of
her speech to that guilty soul, beaten down
to worse than death by woe, yet too fall
of ber life-long love to have the sense of
either repentance or confrition.

And now, on the journey, Lady Elizabeth
had leisure to think. For the lass vwenty-
four hours all had been excitement and
turmoil and a confosion of feelings in
which desire to help Esteile had been the
she loved and admmred, and, ic spite of his
late defection from the nobler way, respected
Anthony Harford. She did nos quite know
how passionately che loved him. Girls do

wished to look at too closely nor to les
others see as all. She was consecious of a

of living use to him in any way. She was
remembered how he had held her in his
arms and she had felt the beasing of his
heart against her own. She: was
Dot accussomed to be held in the arms of
men, and yet it had simehow seemed
nasural to be in his. She said to herseif
that it was just the impalss of a brosher
conqusred by her prayer and yielding to
the victor. She knew that she was nothing
to him—not even his sister—while Estelle
was st1!l his all. Yes shas silent caress had
been more precious than she liked to own
or dared to think. Her father’s tavoriste
name for her aanced in her brain to the
music of Anthony's voice, not hs; and
* You Delight !’ was hammered out with
every beas of the piston, and swung through
the air in every tyrn of the wheels. She
did her best to get away from these
congcious, teo, of a strange sense of happi-
ness of which she was half afraid, ang of
shame for which she blushed, when she
thoughts, through which ran an unacknow-
ledged thread of disappointment in that
Anshony had not come to the stasion, as
she expected. But, clinging as they were,
they did not make her censral feeling—her
duty to Estelle—the less potent or clear.
8sill, tney distracted and disturbed her.
She tried to banish them: to fx her
thoughts on Esteile’s sufferings. herdespair,
her loss. her sorrows; but these faded
away into a vague kind of mournful clouad.
while * You Delighs ! rang ous between
the iron staves like sweetest music—that
gilent, strong embrace repeated itself in
her memory—and the thread of disap-
pointed hope in that she had not seen
Anthony at the station as she had hoped
waxed broader and thicker and deeper in
tone.

Then. wearied and overcome by all this
emotion, she burss into tears as she buried
her face in the pillow provided
for the night journey and with
a sudden conviction of unspoken
sin prayed for pardon. grace, and lighs
with the whole fervor of her throbbing
heart. And then she sieps. '

When she awoke the sun was shining ;
Estelle. was near; and Arthony was
banished from her thoughts. She had been
through the Valley, and the tire had
scorched and blistered her overnight.
To-day she was in the clear light of heaven,
and her pain had passed.

CHAPTER X.

THE SHEEP AXD THE G:OALDS,

S

Hard words break no bones. Ntither do
an.ry om-3 mend them when broken.
Anthony Harford proved this wnen he was
lying on the road with a snapped  tikia

—happily the fracture was simple. not
compound—because his fiery young horse.
with the hot temper and highly strung
nerves. had first shied at a traction engine,
then bolted. and finally smashed the trap
into match-wobd, and emptied its contents
by the way-sice, leaving groom, luggage,
and master in a mass of moving conglom-
erate. while he himself ran up a bank anc
snorted like & demon over the spill below.

Had it not been for this antoward acci-
dent, which  Anshony’s  fuil-Hlavored
Americanisms in no wise heiped, Lady
Elizabeth would not have gone to Mentone
alone. He had fully intended to go with
her, partly for her own sake, but in greater
part for Estelle’s. .The fire of his wrath
against his faithless wife had died down,
and that conversation with her dear ad-
vocate had left only infinite compassion for
the suffering woman. He had no love for
her now—as least so he assored himself.
Still it was exquisite pain to him to think
that Estelle should be in need of aughs
that he could give her. Thas girl, whom
he had so passionately loved—that fair-
faced, bashful, and reluctant maid, whom
he had held in his arms and called his own,
and who he had mads himself believe was
his own in heart and mind as well as person
—her reluctance counting for shyness—
that she, who bore his name and was the
mother of his son, should take from another
whas it was his daty to supply—whas tor-
ture! what degradasion! He longed to be
the hand to lift her above all forms of
wans; but in his own clear mind he wished
that she would die. He saw no good for
her should she live. He would not take
her back ; and for his son’s sake he did not
care to divorce her. He did nos wish to
pus her shame on the record forever, and
80 sear the mosher of his child with sach
an ineffaceable brand ; and if she were ill.
as Lady Elizabeth had said, he would nos
harm her, and he did not mean now to {kill
himself because of her. Bas he wounld for-
give her. He wanted to forgive her before
she died—to know that she sank into th
deep river of eternity with his blessing, his
pardon, and the sense and glory of his past
love about her. Then she would be as
peace with herself, and he would have
satisfied his conscience.

Had Charlie O:borne still lived he could
not have come to this state of mind. But
as things were, with his rival dead, all the
passiens roused vy the late bister tragedy
had faded into so many shadows, and the
only concrete fact that remained was the
physical distress and pecuniary need of
this poor simulacrum of her former self.
The essential Estelle had died when she

lets Thrift and her child for the evil ways
of unfaithfulness and dishonor.

and  Still, shongh. only shis. cimulaerum of
the womman

he bad so asdently loved, Am

Bat when a fan is Yyi om &

thony wouid have gone:to her hmd he beem
Lady Blizabeslic made ready to m&hamly*-mled road, with one%lq

fisfor mtwenty -fomeBours’ journeyby f:

th pand Ies the be ‘
o Sl desire be nemeR:£o 5. somg; |

never so pressing. Pasience. in

the form of splints and plasser of Paris,
‘has to bn taken instead, and fuil-ftavored
Americauisms do not heip masters one jos.
So this was the reason why Lady Eliza-

on Anthony's words was not jussified b

his deeds. Shtundanteoditdhdmnﬂmye

reached Mentun,amintehgnmmhu
A

all the details.

The arrival of Lady Elizabeth at the
first gave Estelle a spell of renewed mental
vigor. She recoversd her intelleetual tone
ag & slackened fire blazes up with a fresh
sapply of fuel. It was almost like the
shadow of her beloved thrown acrose the
darkness of her days to have Lady Eliza-
beth here—she who was so bound f‘i with
the earlier part of this grievonms history,
and who in & manner reprodaced the paes
and redeemed the presens. And oh, for
ingrasitude of the beloved who do not love !
—it was a relief beyond words to have some
one about her other than thas faithful slave
who did all that was necessary for her
material well-being, but who supplied no
element of personal i and no
spiritual sustenance. She could bear with
his queer awkward ways and irritating
devotion now that Lady Elizabeth was
there to, in & manner, share the bnrden of
hig_personality ; and she felt altogether
freer than she had done— freer, that is,
from the incubue of her dark depression,
and more able to understand herseif and
her surroundings. Thus it was that Estelle
rallied for the tirss days and even weeks of
Lady Elizabeth’s arnval, and cheated her
friends into the delusive hope of possible
permanent recovery. .

It was a curious psychological fact that
she seemed to have entirely forgosten her
marriage with Anshony Harford and her
motherhood of his child. Tho she left
off living on his grave, her whole talk was
of Charlie. She spoke of him, however,
more in relation to her girlish life—more
a8 the young lover forbiddem by the
aathorities—than as the dving hasband. of
thess later simes. Lady Ehzabesh did nos
know if this was a purely mental
phencmenon or an act of reticence for the
sake of morality she had outraged. She
never discovered which it was, for she was
too tender to bring the poor sinner to boalk,
and force from her the confession of & sin
she did nos regret and the expression of a
repentance she did nos feel. {
bone was knitting together as vigorously as
sach a man’s nasuraily wonld, with his
certain advent when he should be able te
move, supported on crutches and strength-
ened by splinta.

One day the three were sitting on the
seat outside the garden of the hotel where
they were staying. basking in the sun and
looking at the gentain-colored sea before
thern. Estelle was in one cormer of the
seat and Lady Elizabeth was next to her.
Screwed up as far away in the other
corner as was pcssible. and ~itting awk-
wardly, as beseemed his mod:sty, Cal:b
watched each breath of those parted lips,
stualed each expression of that flower- like
face—loveiv and tlower-like yet. for ail ita
comparative deadners —looking every now
and then at Lady Elizabethas 4 doglooks
to ite master, a deaf-mute to his instructor.
it was oue of Eastelle's favorable days.
when her brain was clearer than usual,
and the dulness of her senses was broken
1y, a8 it were, by lignt and the iree air.
She was almose the Estelle of jer former
Lappy and i1nnocent asys—had she ever
ceased t0 be intriomicaily innogeut  and
Lady Elizabeth, whose m:ssiin wus 1o
heal, not scanfy—soothe. not sting—
feit her own beart ail the lightar for the
temporary sunshine over her friend.

Buddenly volces only too well known
struck cu thar ears and the Meclicotis
came into view. They had been as far as
Florence. but bhad turned back on their
steps and had tak-n M-ntone on pheir way
home. 'This was aygainst the wish of the
husband, but by the wili of tne wife: and
thas will—quiet, persistent, unrelaxing,
undeviating— was beginning to make head-
Way againss the other's wish. One of those
unageressive women who are never in open
opposition, Anne knew how ta have her
own way without a quarrel aud wishouos
defeat. And as she was devoored with
curiosity to learn ail about those dread?‘nl
people. as she called Esteile aud her faifh-
ful slave, she was determined to gratify is.
It was the curiosity of ignorance jass
dashed by prudency, with the 'desire of
ousraged propriety to have its say on the
evil litany chanted between love and sin.
She had heard by now of Lady Elizabeth’s
lass craze, as Mre. Aspline termed it; and
she felt that she must see with her own
eyes how far that madness of sympathy
had committed the Lily of Kingshouse to
complicity with crime. She fcl§ s0 much
stronger and bigger in her perfect spotless-
ness than them all, even than Lady Eliza-
beth! BShe. Anne Aspline, the somewhas
snnbbed daughter of a decidedly snubbed
mother. now holding the ferule over the
heads of those who had formerly rapped
her knuckles! To be sure Lady Elizabsth
in her own person had never rapped her
knuckles, nor any other’s, bus she bel
to those who had ; and class solidarity is a
fact like any ather.

The persistency of Anne’s mind in her
eager contemplation of Estelle’s fault was
& strange study in human nature. For all
her strong condemnation. she could nos
forego the unwholesome fascination which
this naughtiness had for her. It was the
same fascination that a book of Zola's has
for his readers. They condemn it, and
call it shocking and horrible and monstrous
and depraved, bus all read to the end. o
one shuts the boox and puts it in the tire
unfinished—that fascimation being even
more absorbing than the condemnation is
strong. - So with Anne. This fearful cor.
rupticn, as it seemed to her, of & girl whom
she had personally known. and who had
been on a higher social platform than her-
self, was & page of living Zolaism which
she must read to the last words, that bad
taste in her mouth notwithstanding.

To herself her desire to still parsue and
| denounce this evil-doer made her no more

contens till the lester did arrive which gave -

cruel than was- the Jewish executioner
when hefiung the fillss stone as the sinners
againafimoralty, offered them up as
sacrifiggs te the d virtue of the race
and thie mutilated msjesty of the law.
s wWcAan Elizabetsh do such a
thiggg!” she spid, encugh to be heard,
wfiorced Her hmsband to halt within
ear-shot of the trioa. | wanted so mauch

‘“Hush, my dear! —eoftly, Anpette!"

eaid Mr. Medlicost, in a lawer voice.

He was not sa keen on this tessifying of

virtue as was his young wife, and he was
more pititul to Hstelle.

“ Why shonid I husk?” cried Anme,
* Do-yom shink. it..very. pleasans

for me to see Elizabeth: i

be with her.”

All this was heard with croel dissinos-
ness by the three on the seas. Such wind
as there set that way, and brought the
sounds y to the senses. Hstelle's
face first as her ears took in Anne's
words and their meaning hecame clear to
her mind. Then it fiamed with fover-and
excitemens, and her large eyes glistened
and shone with dangerous brilliancy.
Caleb stirred in his place like a hound held
in leash, looking now at Anne, with indig-
nation staring in his round red-lidded eyes,
now at KEstelle with half-terrified com-
passion, and again at Lady Elizabeth as if
for direction.

* Thas she ever could !I”" he kept on say-

this queenty lass—as she is not herself, as
one might say !"

** Thast fearful girl—she is like a ghonl '
said Esselle with a shudder. ** She helped
to kill my darling, He wonld have lived
longer if she had nost spoken as she did.
And now she has come to kill me, "

‘“ Do not mingd her, Estelle,” said Lady
Elizabeth. soothingly. ‘* She never had
much intellect, and what she has is all
perverted by false views. Do not care for
what she savs.”

** No, I do not care for what she says to
me,”” said Estelle. feverishly, knoeking ap
the dust with her parasol. ‘- Bus she
killed my dariing,’ she added ; ** and for
thas I can never forgive her.”

~ Yon are a clergyman,'’' then came
Anne's voice, speaking still more distincsly
to her retreating husband.  Yon oughs to
speak to them.”

“ My dear, | am & man and a gentleman
a8 well as a priest,”’ said Mr. Medliooss.
with firm rebuke.

‘“ But the priest comes first," amid Anne,
‘and you ought to speak both to Lady
Elizabeth and that infarous creature. She
should not be allowed to remain here. It
is too bad of these hotel-keepers—insulting
proper people like this.”

** Who maketh His rain to fall on the
just and the upjass,’ " said Mr. Medlicots,
in his parsonic voice. ;

“ We are not God,” said Anre: ** and
Lady Elizabeth no more than any one else,

1 must puta stop to this,” said Lady
Elizabeth ; and with the words she rose
from her place and went straight to where
the Medlicotts stoed, heé temporizing and
she testifying, while Estelle knacked up
the dunst with the end of her para<ol, and
Caleb stood so that she should not see the
group, which by now had mg¢ved away out
of nesring. But somethiry had come into
Kateile's face 1nat had not been there
befora, and she had a certain look 0! recoul
on herseif that might turn vo danver.

To be Continned).

Niagara Episcopual ¥ndowmncuat Fand.

The Lvangelical Churcioman suys @ There
seems to be a reasonable prospect that the
iong stanaing dizpute between the Dicceges
of Niagara and Toronto, with regard to
the Lipiscopal Endowment Fund of the
former, will be amicably settled at an
eariy date. The Synod of Niagara claims
that portion of the fund of the original
Diocese of Toronto which had been raised
1n the Niagara district of the diocese, and
valued at about 310,000. Upward of
twenty years ago a clause was adaed to
the by-law on Episecopal Endowmens, de-
claring that when the fund yielded
more than 34,000 annually she surplos
should be given to Niagara. Thus far-such
is practically the statement of the Toronso
Synod, the fund has yielded only %4 000.
and nothing more ; it anything, less. But
whatever be the exact state of the case, the
question in reality turns largely upon the
relative value of the investments airead:
made. It is understood thas as a resait of
caorrespondence between the two dioceses,
the dispute will be settled by the payment
to the Niagara Synod of abous $5,000. It
is to be hoped that, in the interests of
peace and good.will, some such agreement
will be arrived a$, and arrangements made
in order that the bone of contention may
be removed.

RoserT A. Grxy, M. D.. Dean and Pro-
fessor of Sargery of the United States
Medieal College, Editor of ‘ Medical
Tribune,” author of ‘“ Gunn's New Im-
proved Handbook ot Hygiene and Domes-
tic Medicine,” says over his own signasure
in addreseing the proprietors of Warner's
Safe Cure : * I cannot be true to my con-
victions unlese I extend a helping hand
and endorse all 1 know to be good and
trustworthy. Your graphic descripsions of
diseases of the kidneys and li\:: have
awakeved the medieal profession to the
fact of their great incremse. Physicians
‘have been experimentally treating this
f‘diseue. and while oasting about for an
'suthorized remedv, their patiente: have
,died on their hands.”

i

i A Slight Misunderstanding,

f

Minister {making out record of baptism
, and in doubt sbout the date; —Let me see,
; this 1s the 23rd, ien't it?
i Interested Msm—a+—No. sir: it's only the
. fifth, and two o1 shoge sre dead.

ing to himseif. * Thas she ever could—and
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