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Nor gold, nor gems; ner purple fins
Hf& failen te hisshare,

Yot doth he owm by righs divive
Treasures to us more fafr;

A meek and holy spirit set
A modest shrine witbin,

And sloguence whose pleadiog yet
Ne'er fatled our hearts to win.

A mantle of humility
That's never cast agide,

A heart where truth and dignity
Angd charityabide.

A soul in which a constant lame
- Of love for men burned clear,
In whose pure light & selfish aim
Ignoble must appear,

These gifts in perfect union blent
Have cast a wondrous spell

And many hearts to-day are rent
With grief too deep to tell,

But in tbeir voicelessdepths will sleep
One germ as strong a8 death

A merrory that will freshness keep
‘While love has life and breath.

The Hero of NStoney Creek,

The land of my song boasts no palaces olden—
No castles enchanted, no giants, no elves,
Buat meadows and orchards and harvest flelds

g0
And men with the skill to take cara of them-
gelves ;
A laund of broad lake and of deep rolling river,
Of rmountain and valley and vine-covered

strand,
Of cities that share in the trade of the nations,
And villages smiling all over the land.
The hill of my song isno mythical mountain
Of loadstone or magic where diamonds distil ;
And the rill of my song is no fabalous fountain,
Bl;:i ?i real stony oreek that is Stomey Creek

Myttheme is the deed of a bold Stoney Creekaa,
thhe year ecighteen-thirteen, the fifth day of
une,
When he bought the whole army of Winder and
¥» Chandler ‘ )
With a peck of green peas and a well whistled
tune,

Tom Jones was a Yankee and true to the British
At Tyconderago when troubles were nigh ;
His neighbors turned traitor and prayed Inde-

pendence,
A spread-eagle saint born the Fourth of July,
And often when Tom was at work in his garden
He! bore with their jeers till his anger would
ow,
Andgho'd dash at a thistle as though 'twere a
traitor,
And saap off its head with a stroke of his hoe.
When Britain gave up, aud the U, E. L. heroes
Were rudely compeiled from their homes to
depart,
Tom sought Stoney Creek, then a forest un-
broken, )
A Yankes by birth, but a Briton at heart.

The years passedaway like a dream of the morn-
ing,
B'a.rgx houses were built and the forests were

cleared,
And far through the wide-spreading, beautiful
us™ valley,
4+ White harvest flelds, meadows and orchard
e appeared, e oo
The {?!gd Stoney Creek leaping down from the
mountain $9r wHNG e Al ¢
Saug peace as it babbled o'er ledges and

ves

The people were healthy and humble and happy,
,- Loved God aund their neighbors as much as
“~ themselves.
And often wheu Tom was at work in his garden,
E.:nd quiou* m;)ning on ym lontg a.g:)o.r

'd smil chriren a ¢ e a traltor,
wAnd sna.:%t’r' its 1, :ad with a stroke of his hoe,

Y
In Juunse eighteexz- lirteen strange tu mult an
rattle

Caine up on the breeze from the valley below ;

Like a war horse that scents from the distance a
battle,

Tom started, stopped, listened, then threw down
i3 hoe

h E :
In a half-hour after Tom Jonés With a basket,
Half full of grsen peas, as on bn;ines’ intent,
Wquhu:tung the spread eagle tune, ‘' Yankee
oodle,”
And standing in front of the general’s tent.
Tom's whistle was charming—the tune and ths

whistle o
Had found him fres passage right into the
camp ;
The peas wera presented to Chandler and
Wender ;

Tom’s object azcomplished, he * rackoned he'd
LERD.” . ees Aii.

To hie to his maaiow and catch hig mare, Betty,
Was the work of a very few minutes at most ;

Tom knew that at Hamtlton Harvey was sia- | —said kindly, to give him pleasuare, the
poor omad’'haun, ‘‘ We have missed you,

tinaed —
The minutes wars pracious, and nos to be lost,
Ha leavad to Bat's bacg withoat saddle or bridle.

Bet kasw somothing weighty was moving his ‘ I am
miad, nuisansce
Aud gallopad away through the mud and the i

mira, )
As if the Old Harry was riding behind.

tarry ;
Bat m%t turned asida, then all foanai
And the sun was just slipping behi
mountain
Ag Tom galloped into the camp of Sir John.
The tale was soon told, and the dzumas wers soon

spedou ;

captured —

two wounded—a seore or two dead. | 500 0ut of the category of men of whom to
T, S be jealous, aud put him into that of sexiess
Tom Jounes won & namo that will not be for- | gaints.

tten —
Sir John won a fisld, losing hardly a soldier ;

Stonoy Creek won a hero—his name was Tom | Elizabes

Jones.,

Better Late Than Never.

On Tuesday Mr. Wilson received a package

by express from the State of Iadisna, and { Anthony, in his authoritative way.

upoun opening it he found the wasch along
wii?h f‘n cheque for the money stolen,
together with interess from the date of the
;obbory.
Nautical aud Genesalogical.
Snipkins—His pedigree i# as long as a
ard arm.
# Snifkins—Yes, ['ve heard his grand-
{ather was hanged as sea.

The late Dr. Austin Flins, Professor in
Bellevue Hospital Medical College, Fgﬂow
of ths New York Academy of hpdwino,
member of the State medical societies of
New York, Virginis, Rbode Island, Masss-
chusesss, etc., ssys in speaking of advanced
kidney disemse (or Bright's): ‘ Fatal ter-
mination is many times due to tis
(beart disesse), , difficuls bresth-
10g, dropsy.”’ [he foregoing are but symp-
toms of disesses. That being the case there
is pothing abeurd in the claim made by
the proprietors of Warner’s Safe Cure thas
they prevens spoplexy and cure hears dis-

- enge, e86., with Warner's Safe Care. Why?
Becsuse it removes the cause of disease,
and when she cause is removed the symp-
tom osiled a disease is cured.

power as Sam Jones without auy of Sam
Jones' siasng. A few years ago Smith was
a leader of the Romanys.

« Yasas, | know you-sh name. You-sh

ne of my '8 keep-
x&.‘h‘m I never heard that my

tasher looked sfter the monieys.”

\

blashing to she tips of his eara. ** I thoagh . .
I mighs be in she way, and 3o just took
A tavern looked tempting but Tom dare not | myself off thas you mighs bs shot of ma.”

the far |® Duisance or in the way,” she replied,

with great kindness.
we have done without you ?”

“] am going to bad.”

It was curious how rasional, alive,
herens eh;e had S o
flushed, her large oyes were feverishi
bright, her whole being seemed strung am’;
stirred. She was herself and yet nos her.
self. Her mind was no longer clouded and
oppressed, and yet it was not sane nor
bealthy. Nos the living log—the organized
statue—she was more like an incarnate
flame, self-consuming and self-destroying.
Yet none of the dear people aroand her—
dl'lovmg' her as they did, but all inex-
perienced in the phases of her malady—
tesregl the consequences of this sudden
reaction. On the contrary, they rejoiced
m.her renewed lucidity, and even Lady
Elizabeth did not read thesigns aright.

‘* But why am [ in bed, Liese ?’' she agked.
I am quite welp Let me ges up. Let
me goout. [amwell. Why am I keps
here ?n

" You shall get up, darling,” said her
friend. ‘* It is better for you.”

Lady Elizabesh did not remind her that it
waa by her ewn wilful refusal to rise and
dress that she was here to-day, as now for
some days past. She was too glad to see
the signs of improvement, as she read
them, o argue about responsibilities. So
Estelle’s new wish was gratified, and she
dressed and came into the sitting-room
before Anthony had got rid of the traces of
hig jqumeya(xim had refreshed himself as

en do.

All thas day Eastelle was in the same
state—vivid, alert, feverish—insane. But
with the presernasural cunning of insanity
she concealed her state with the skill of a
finished actress, and no one but an
would havs seen her real condition behind
her assumed brightness and responsiveness.
Her eyes, however, would have betrayed
her to those who could read them. Un.
steady, quick, suspicious, watchful, they
had in tnem all the well-known distrass
and slyness of her state, and belied the
more favorable symptoms of her lucid
speech. Hers only in shape and color,
they had not a trace of their former ex-
pression. They were the eyes of a maniac,
with just so much conscious intelligence as
enabled her to feign for bester concealment.
Bhe startled Anthony, and more than
startled him, by saying suddenly, abruptly,
with nothing to lead up to it:
~ ““When 1 left Thnft I went to Mary
Crosby’s, and hid there for years, I think.
She is Mrs. Latimer’s daughter, and gave
us money. They were cheating us at home,
and bribed me to keep the secret.” ,

Thert she laughed, in a mindlesa, foolish
way, with & note of maliciousness in the
diseord.

Nothing thas she conld have said would
have so disturbed her hearers as this ap-
parent cynicism. How changed she was to
be able to make this shameless confession !

‘*“ How long wers you there?”’ asked An.
thony, turning away his eyes.

She glanced at him fartively, and a look
of suspicion came over her facs.

‘*I do not remember,” she said, shortly,
aud for some time after this relapsed into
silence and would not speak. |
8o the day wore on, and nightfail came.
Anthony had not been able to speak to
Lady Elizabeth apart, and Caleb had
wander .d away into the hills, like one
whose work was done. He was no longer
wanted; and he felt himsslf an obstacle,
au encumbrance, where so lately he had
been the guardian and preserver. Baut
Estelle evidently missed him, and looked
roand the room and to the door more than

showing that she was uneasy about soma-
thing. When he resurned toward evening

Mr. Stagg, and so has oar dear invalid.”

telle gos up and wens over to Lady
i b.

dress like a child.
““No, Liese,” she aaid.
* Perhaps—"' began Lady Elizabeth.

was t0 be said.

his hopes had died down almost as soon as

had proved its bitterness. The lighs of his
lite was quenched; the woman he had
loved and still loved—the woman whom he
would have taken back in the face of the
world—was but a living death, whose
heart was in the grave of another. Never.
theless he would wasch by her to-night—
tenderly as a mother by the cradle of her
firss-born—carefully #s a miser guarding
his treasure—mournfully as one who
watches the dead. And when to-morrow
came he would decide on his plans. Ic any
oase, thess included an immediate resurn to
Enpgland and the advice of experts. He
would nos believe that her state was
irremediable. By judicious trestment her
mental health and moral sanity would be
restored, and years of happiness were yes
before him. If the neighbors looked coldly
on her, he would leave Thrift and go where
their sad story was not known. She should
never be reminded of her fault. It had
been grave and damnsble, but she had not
been to blame. She had been weak, not
wicked; that scoundrel who, fortunately
for himuelf, had died before vengeance had
overtaken him, was the only one to blame.

once, nov saying what she wanted, but | general stir which sent the pig over the

she lookad pleased, bus did not speak, and | the cat began to eas the ras, the pressure of
Lady Elizabeth —Anthony noswithstanding | eventa was too strong for the obstructing
i sentinel, and the Clanricardss had te be
communicated with. The letter was sent
¢ : % jusé utuethe txmemu when Mrs. Claaricarde,
ad t' s am not ouly a|her toilette finally completed, was prepar.
ady Illizabeth,” said Caleb, |ing to go over to Mentone, but was hfndg::d
hy the news of Estelle’s sudden death—
w.ith she wept over as hears-breaking and
characterizol as inconveniens.
‘ We owe you too much ever to find you | when she toand thas old Mrs. Latimer was
dangerously ill, the sense of hope and
“ Why, what should | relief which i brought went far to mitigate
her sorrow by reducing the weighs of its
basking “ I am main glad,” said Caleb; and even | inconvenience.
The army soon marching with Tom atits head ; Anthony had to recognizs the dog-like and
And long bafore moroing the Yankees wero |yngelfish devosion which litted the miner's | Mrs. Clanricards to her husband, speaking

in her sharp, peremptory way.

When the nighs had fally come amiably, turning his other cheek as was

aud the activities of the day were over,

Begopeoce to his memory, rest to his bones ! Es his wons.

they had grown up. His Dead Sea apple|{ man than I have found in you.”

become. Her fase wag|®Mile. She slid her hands in among her |consideration. But reslly even he thought

rapt ecstatic look, for there,
visible to her eyes, she saw the face of the
one she loved, beautified, glorified, freed
from all trace of suffering and disease,
looking at her with love, while his hands
were held out as if to receive her. Then,
still smiling, her eyes ssill fixed, & changs
came over her. Her heart ceased to beat,
her blood ceased to flow; what visions or
what thoughts pessessed her no man could
know, for the thing we call the life had
gone, and she lay on the bed motionless and
dead.

When Anthony awoke he found her stiff
and cold. Her eyes were still opened wide
and lips were parted with a smile. Her
curling hair fell over the pillow and her
arms like a cloud, and in her white hand,
with the long taper fingers still crossed,
was hidden a little bottle drained to the
last drop and ing of bitter almonds.

this she had secured the swift passage
desired and had meditated ; and by

bondage to the glad day of her release.
CHAPTER XIIL
UNMASKED.

of her resources. Mrs. Latimer had been
inconsiderate enough to have an attack of
congestion of the lungs, which necessitated
careful examination by the doctor,

it absolutely necessary for ome who was
only a servaunt to
and straightforward kind of behavior. A

and Mary was ordered to communicate her
state to Mrs. Latimer’s natural belongings.

was at the back of the fraud, and angry

older ? and why should the hands of one

and rough usage? A mystery was behind
these appearances, and he went to Mr.

give. As the clergyman who hadso fre.
quently paid his offical visits and adminis-

some clew. But Mr. Trotter was a student
whose books had given him lore, not know-

adjutant. Nevertheless, he was broughs to
& proper state of doubt and suspicion, and
Mary kmew that the net was closing roand
her. Not to send word to the Clanricardes

loaded dice of hsr game. To have them
here—even that foolish George—was to be

refused the responsibility ; and, like the

stile, and the old woman to her supper,
when the dog began to worry the oat, and

So that,

“ You must go at onoce, George,”’ said %

“ And you, my Louise?” he asked,

8
o]

on unconsidered trifies,
I

she made her husband I

“ Yes,” said Louise, as dryly. *“ A better

‘“ To my sgerow,” said George.

*“ To something more than sorrow with
me,” wag her reply, in her high-pitched,
French voice, with ise accent of complaint
and irritated inflection.

When they arrived as the house they
were met by Mary Crosby, who opened the
door to them and ushered them inta the
front drawing-room. Duels are none the
less deadly when conducted with courtesy ;

t

into different words. Hence she paid these |,
two enemies—greater enemies than they

court, and at a bound won thas foolish
person. Mrs.

cautions. She conld read far better than
could her husband ; and the hidden nature

the square jaw, compressed lips, searching
eyes, and general hardness of demeanor,

S0 he sat and thought, wasching her

palel Q
impassive fsce for hours into the night,ythe melancholy intelligence to give of
when, overpowered by the heat of the’ i extrems debility.

asksd George

By
she
this she had passed from the night of | said Mrs. Clanricarde, sharply.
her

demurely. ‘¢ Ladies like Mrs. Latimer tell

know no mere of my lady’s affairs than
Mary Crosby, for the most part ready you do. And not so much,” she added,

for any emergency, was rather at the end withont s hittsi,

carde, more and more uneasy and sus-
picious, seeing in this absence of costly art

. S Sl o e and e :rwntrea the ﬁ:::daﬁii”ot denudation. ¢ [

an above-board § oo g ingtruction,” said Mary. * She had
nurge was insisted on by the medical man, | ® 2\0F PBer® Lanon L

When he was told the old lady's reputed : . -
age the doctor gave the chronicler the mesipnm“ndrdﬂmg to the early lives
du““st;;e’ and docked off 20 years t“ m aught that should be of use or prove a clew
4 hem'dno morauupnteigh v, hat | 10 the presens condition of things not a
was, said, scornfully, wondering wha trace. Not even a check.book nor a banker’'s

book shed light on receipts, savings, or ex-
’:g“b:u;ﬁ;egh?ﬂ‘::nm i h‘;:tb:: stm:;;g:l; penditure, and when things came to be

Y. looked into, of the lass quarter's annuity
indignant that he should have been taken
for a fool. WI did it mean? Why not more than five pounds were left for

should this woman of 60 odd, and vigorous f:;rent expenses. But Mary’s house-keep-
for her age, seek to make herself 20 years |} & 500 C0 TUC AR TG 00PHoRt Ko the

. the amount ses down with scrupulous
presumably a lady ehow signs of hard work fidelity, ae, ‘ Received from Mrs. Latimer,

£2," or * £210s.,” sormetimes * £3,' and

Trotter for such insight as he ought to g;.longtxmeumuch as‘ £5," or even

i godly consolation, he mighs have g:;nwde, when she glanced over the

: said Mary, with consammase self.posses-
ledge, and he was of no use as a detestive gion. *They came and stayed here for a

couple of months or more.”
tion.

jas Yo confess to the packed oards and | ;33,10 decided on her line of agtion. She
g:dfnaver been quite sure what she should
¢ if this question were put to her—
fi"'."”:;‘gha" sure as fate. But tg:edocsor whether she should boldly confess, and so,
insisted, the clergyman exhorted, the nurse | .o ;¢ were, bribe the father and mother to
silence, or gloss it over
significant visit of indifferent people. She
did not xnow that Hastelle was dead, and
Mrs. Clanricarde's mourning might mean
any one besides a daughter. Aocting, then,
on half knowledge, she made a bold move,
and said, quiesly, ‘* Mr. Charles O :borne,
ma’am, and young Mrs. Harford.”

me, her mother, to my facs ! '’ cried Mrs.
Clanricarde, rising and facing the woman

standing there calm, a little sneering
malicious and trinmphant.

tossing up her head. ‘‘ They had no money,
and Mrs. Latimer took them in out of pure
compaasion. If their own deserted them:,
and left them on the streets, Mra. Latimor
was t0o kind to do 8o too. That was how

more to the back of the weekly bills, I can
tell you! Those two nearly ruined my
poor mistress, and took, to my koowiedge,
every halfpenny she had saved. And she

At firs she answered No, she would not ?:d m something that would have coms

g0. Thers was no necessisy for is. She mr—y
‘I am tired, Liese,” she said abruptly. | disliked the act of travelling, and there was r
nothing to be got by this journey. If Mrs. |
. *“ Very well, dear, I will go with you,” | Latimer died—she died, and they would
In 1873 & man named Wilson, who lives | waa the anawer. ‘* We do not leave her,” | come ‘in for the money ; but then she re-.
in Oshaws, was robbed of a gold watch and | she said, turning to Anthony. “* Either I or | flected thas perhaps the servant might lay
84 in oash sud the shie! was never detected. | the maid is always with her.” pilfering
“I will watch by her to-night,” said | which thas foolish George would never sse,
and which it needed a woman of perspicacity
Estelle clutched at Lady Elizabsth’s | to discover. So she suddenly resolved on go-
' ing too, and
understand how great the effort was and
how direful she felt the necessity to be, all
‘*1 wish it,” said Anthony; and no more | owing to his ingrained stupidity. To which
It was his will, and he | he answered, rather dryly : ** What a pity
had the right—was he not her master by | your mother blundered, my Louise! She
the law? His heart was heavy as lead, and spoiled the making of a man in you.”

put in prison as sure as you are alive.”
les the whole story come out in open court.

nothing to be ashamed of, and if you, a
mother, choose to bring the story forward,

to think twice before you do.
story at the best.”

and abominable woman!" cried Mrs. Clan.
ricarde ; and Mary, saying, as her parting
shot, *“ And this is the gratitude of the
quality ! beat a speedy retreat, glad to be
relicved from the heckling she had under-
gone. As she went ous of the room she
met the doctor and the nurse coming down

lady has gone.”

she said, passionately weeping. ‘ She was
always a good mistress to me!

and this was Mary Crosby’s thought if pus have liked to see her once more.

themselves yet knew—the most flastering said “Mary, sobbing ; and the doctor, with
; : ahaif-smile in his eyes, went into the room
George’s heart, and established herseif to inform Mr. and Mrs. Clanricarde, the
therein as lreﬂlygwdmﬂﬂwmrofkin,mdthadecamdhdy‘s
Clanricarde was more heirs, of the demise of their relation,

who passed for over 80, and was certainly 15

. o : years younger, and whose hands bore the
of thuruolm,hud,wdwomn,wyth traces of hard work and rough usage.

was scarcely in accord with her soft words ;:veben robbed |

and boundless attentions; and being in : stable
this disaccord, her cares awakened mors mm&%mhmm

ever, something that sonnded like pity and
condolence ; but Mary caught the pretence
in his voice and noted the silence of Mrs.
Clanricarde, and wondered, in a rapid kind
of way, whether she could escape detection
if she were to put arssnic in their tea and
throw them off the scent forever—that
scent which was now go burning !

‘ Has Mrs. Latimer left a will? "
asked Mrs. Clanricards.

“I don’t know, ma'am,' Mary answered ;
‘ she has never talked much to me abous
her affairs.”

“ Where are the bronzes old china
my cousin collected ?'"’ then #quired Mr.

“T lon’t know, sir,” was the glib reply. |

“ When we left London Mrs. Latimer had

them ail packed up and sent away. I know
nothing more of them."”

‘¢ Are they warehoused or at the bank?”’

That I re;l.ly can’'t say, sir,”’ answered

“ B'ut you were her confidential servant,”

‘“A servant is never reaslly in the con-
fidence of her mistress.,”’ answered Mary,

little things, but no$ great ones, and I

“Ti is very odd,” then said Mrs. Clanri-

‘“ Perhaps she has left some notice—

L In a box upstairs,”” said Mary.

Bo there were—old love letters, and
gone Latimers, but of

were plain and correes to the

“Why is this so high?" asked Mrs.

‘“ Mrs. Latimer had two young friends,”

‘“ Who were they ?"' was the next ques-

Mary hesitated for a moment; then she

into an in-

‘ Infamous wretch ! and you say that to

I could not let them starve,” said Mary,

he money went, Mrs. Clanricarde: and

now with all these expenses
“ Wretches!” asaid Mrs. Clanricarde,
trongly agitated. I shall give you in
harge of the police, Mary. You shall be
“ Very well, ma’am,” said Mary; ‘“and

am willing, I am sure. I have done

"Il not back out of it. Bat I'd warn you
It's an ugly

** Leave the room, you wretch | you sinful

he stairs.
‘“It is all over !” they said. ‘The poor

Mary gave a sharp cry.
** I should have so liked to see her again !”

I should
*“Too late now,’ said the doctor; and

‘She is in heaven,” added the nurse.
‘‘ Bhe deserved it, if any one ever did,”

Then eaid Mrs. Clanricarde, enlightened
by a sndden revelation, ‘* George, we
Call the police. This

CHAPTER XIV,

As mﬂmmhoa had nos bean sent for
mhl\ . Harford had beem sammoned

“ Now that mother has ne, I ocare
nothing about any of you,"m said Mary,
slightly snapping her fingers. ‘* I kept her
warm and comfortable for her lifetime,
and I candomy 7 years, or even 10, if need
be, now I am by myself.”

‘“ You are a shameless wretch '* gaid
Mre. Clanricarde, almost tearful from

anger.

‘* Shameless yourself!’ retorted Mary,
flinging back the words like a bullet. “ Ma
and mother didn't sell a poor young lady
for money to a man she cared for no more
than a sack of potatoes. We didn’'t make
a fine young gentleman dead when he
wasn't, and bring a heap of misery and
misfortune to every one all round.”

‘ Bilence, woman !’ thundered Anthony,
his face as dark as a demon's.

‘“ No, Mr. Harford, sir,”” said Mary;
!¢ it is no time now for silence. You ana
y have got to hear the truth. If I
have to fight for my lite I'll
all I know, as anybody would who'd got it
to do. I am sorry to hurt you ; but you'll
have to be hurt.”

‘* What exonse oan you make, yom
wretched creature, you thief, for cheating
us out of the money that belonged to ua
all these years!" cried Mrs. Clanricards,
still almost beside herself from the
morified rage of one who has teen balked
and dispossessed.

‘“ Whas excuse ? A sight better than
you can give for your i of your
daughter,” said Mary. “ We kept Maater
Charlie for years, did we ; and wekept Mr.,
Harford’s wife for nigh a year. It was we
as paid for everything—their food here,
Mrs. Harford’s very boots and under-linen,
and for their expenses out there. We
them, I say, and did better with the money
than any one of you would, I reckon.”

“ That does not make it less a thef$,
Mary,"” said George Clanricarde, mildy.

Bome one had to speak, and it seemed
his tarn.

“ That may be, sir,”’ said Mary, a little
less insolently ; * but it makes a difference
how you use the money. We lived poorly,
did mother and me, and all we saved
we gave to Master Charlie to let him marry
Mies Estelle ; or to Mrs. Harford when
she ran away."’

This was not true, but it served ita
purpose ag well ag if it had been. That good
fat saum at last taken out of the mattress
and invested in Comsols, the bonds whereof
deposited in the counsy bank, under the
name of Molly Dance, could have told &
different story had any one known it.

‘*“ How dare you speak of Mrs. Harford {"*
said Anthony, in white heat. ‘* Mrs.
Harford deperrdent on you ! "

‘*“ Truth is trush, sir,”” Mary answered,
sullenly. “ Your good lady had no one
else to see her through her troubls, and wa
did, mother and me. I don’t think we
deserve ballyragging from any of you for
that same,”’ she added, with a false air of
whimpering. * She ocame to us, poor
young lady, in her trouble. What were we
todo? Turn her ous into the streess, ar
take care of her ? Mother and me talked
i over, but we thought it would be a
treachercus sort of thing to do to turn her
back, when she trusted us. So we kept her
secret, and no one was the wiser. it's nos
every one would have done so much, though
I says it as shouldn’t.”

* No,” returned Mrs. Clanricarde, with
a virtuous scoff. ¢ It is not every honess
woman that wonld have harbored a ran-
away wife and her paramear.”

* They did kindly,” said thas foolish
George, his restless eyes full of tears.

‘“ They did damnably,”’ said Anthony,
warmly. ’

‘*“ And you would have had us betray
Master Charlie Osborne, who was like my
own ? " fired up Mary. * You would have
us send for you, and let you do with thas
poor young gentlemsn what you would,
and treat thas poor younglady like a Tory ?
No, Mr. Harford, sir, I know my dusy to
God and my neighbors bstter than thas ;
and I hope I shall always be done by as I
have done to others.”

“ Your duaty to God!' flamed ont
Anthony. * Your duty to the devil, you
mean.'

There was silence. If Mary's eloquence
had not reached the hearts of her hearers,
the father's emotion had at least shamed the
mother to quiescence, and Anthony’s large
words had removed from his bosom soms
of his own perilous stuff. For all his
momentary excitement against the woman
who had harbored his wife in her sin, he
was substantially softened to the deed.
Remembering what he had felt in the early
days, he knew that Mary and her mother
had kept him from committing a crime and
had saved two lives—if but for more
prolonged suffering. He felt, morever,
thas all this dirty linen had bess be washed
at home. To give Mary into custodyand to
have her committed for trial would be to
flood the world with scandalous details, at
once ridicnlons and naseous. It wounld be
better to compound the felony and les her
go free.

For all that he was a magistrate, and so
far bound to obey the law he ini
Anthony’s American experience had made
him more individual than social : and he
was 80 mafioso to the extent of liking to settle
his own affairs with his own right hand,
rather than have them settled for him by
judge and jury and afterward analyzed by
the press.

Hias cifficulty at the present moment was
not to les Mary see that he was inclined to

'her deliverance for fear of the world’s talk

and for the instinet of self-preservation,
but to wrap up the truth in an opaque
envelope of part gratitude for the oare
taken of his crring wife, part considerasion
for the woman herssif, qua woman, and so
recently afflicted. It was not possible for
him to show the truth. How often, indeed,
can any of us ?

Mary was the first to break the silence.
As astute as she was insolent, she saw the
situation clearly enough, and she would les
them know that she saw is.

(To be Continued).

According to Peter Henderson, ordinary
manure is yet almoss exclusively
used by the markes gardeners of Hudson
County, N.J., and that at the rate of
seventy-five tons to the acre. Very little

AT BAY.
The game was up, but Mary stood her

or other concentrated mannrea
are used on lands continually under tillage.
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