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. But to wait, Jike my heart, for thy footsteps,
AnLd a gush when thou drawest nigh,

Myself [ wonld dresa for thy presence :

Bat thers [ 1aust stagd and wee),
ZRinece the years that teach Love's value

His vanishing treasures sweep, ~

But words that are spells or magie,

And uerciful 150ks and ways, ’

Shall brighten the wasted features.

That faded wben nope did praise.

P

Thou graeions and lordly credttre.
Do the treee, when thou passest by, )
Let down their fair arins to embrace thes,
And the tflowers réach up to thine eye”
Do they wait, all athrill, wheh thou passest,
For a touch of thy life divine;
Do they told their meek bands when thou
{lestest, :
And die for a breath of thine?

My beart has leapt forth to embrace thée;
It clings,like a babe, to thy bresst;

And my blood is a storm-stirred ocean
That waits for the world of rest,

Time loses his paltry ineasars

Now that l,ove’s eterne Jraws near

And the lingering mowments that part us
Aye endless it lLiope aud fear.

Oh! what if, bevond rthy sunshins,
Some gathering storm shiould brood v

Thy rapture, forsaking, shall leave 1ne
Alone with (God's orpha.hood
The heart thou hast blest so ialy

Shall weit no inglorions breath ;
Come hither, then, ye who walk twinly |
So enter here, Love and Death! '
—Julia Ward Howe,

glad to go to Anthony Harford's. And
morethan one mother with a bevy of mice
od girlestill tacked toher maternal skigs
ighed with profound pity as she spole of
poor dearsMir Harfora’s desolate, and wozse

“fthan desgl$e, state. Lfhe did bar know
ghe truthig#t would be s much better for
*him | [ Mrs. Hariord Jiad been killed, or

hed.comrinitted suieide in a fit of mania—
she was always a little odd and abstracted,
was she not ?>—why then, you see, he would
be-free. . masry again. - And- resily thas
poor little boy of his would be so much’
better off with a lady for his step-mother
instead of & mere uneducated hireling as a
norge. And if <be had gone off with any
one else—but who could it be? No one
here, for certain ;"perhaps some one she

divorce, and thus also he would be free. In
any cas: it would be s0 much better if he
knew ; and he 'was greatly 1o be pitied for
his miserable state of uncertainty—neigher
married nor single—not free, yet not bound.

As letters are aslways like the unknown
tressures of Pandora s box.in the country,
the Smythe Bmiths stopped their casriage
and took their bag from the postman, Mr.
Smythe Smith distributing the contents.
To his wife were many of the most
profound unifmportance, though among
them was one which interested her greatly
—one from her son, annotncing his
engagement with Lady Venetia Lackiand.
To Laay Elizaveth came two only—one
from her mozher, the other, in an unknown
band, redirected from abroad. Love
conquering coriosity, she op:ned her
mother’s first, and read there tne further
news of Lkstelle's sad life. the death of
{Charlie. and Caleb 8tsgy's departure.
The owner was from Caleb nimself. telling
her of Esielie’s perilous condition, and
asking her to come ont to the Riviera at
once. Here. then, was a fresh turn of the

G IS " TN rope, and a new coil for ail concerned.
ESTI“LLEB L\FATUAT”];\ : . It was well for Lady Elizabeth that the

A NOVEL.

Tears came into Caieb's eyes, but he did
nos speak. His heart in it8 own selfishness
understood  thia  waywardpess, this
ingratitude of the sick brain and sore soul.

Still, it just for the moment stung him to

hear this woman, for whom he would
have died as patiently as he now served
her, long for the advent of another friend
who, she ssid, would be the Paraclete,
the Comforter, he had tried to be and was
not.

Estelle did not s2e his face. [f she had,
perhaps she would not have read it aright.

' But she isn’t herseif. My queenly
lags, she isn't herself,” said Caleb, in a
low whisper, a8 he shambled to the gate of
the cemetery for the carriage left standing
there. ** And I should be wrong to take
notice of a chance word like this, which
means naught bunt itself. And. it’s bus
natural, after all, that she wante one of
her own sex and kiad. For what am I
but a hodmadod, good only to fetch and
q‘ » l iR}

And with his round red eyes still full of
tears, he motioned the cocher to drive up to
the gate, and then went back for Estelle.

** Tell her to come—t0o come at once,”
said [latelle.

[t was the burden of her speech all the
way home.

1 shall be 80 glad to see her! She
will manage it for me. She would have
made him a far better wife than I did.
Perhaps she will marry him when he has
made himself free as well as me. Obnlv
let her coms! Ohn, [ wish she wasgh .o
now | "

“ A listle patince, a few nights’ sleep,
Mrs. Charles, and she’ll be over the door-
gtep,”’ said Caleb, encouragingly. - Don't
put yourself about. Sne’il come by the
first train she can get.” -

* And Charlie will be glad,"” said LEstelle.

As she said this she shivered and put
her hands befcre her eyes. The little
child she had left to its fate and had
almost forgotten snddenly seemed to rise
in she air before her, ag it had risen more
than once before. ** Bus she will take it.” she
said to Werself ; * and it never knew me,
and never will regret me.”” Then, with a
cry that was like something struck and
wounded, she flung uap her arms, and said :
« All ' All' I have lost all | Home, name,
my child and my beloved, and the world
says my virtne. Bus [ had him, and
he loved me. What do I care for the rest
—eaven for she child—in comparison to
bim !

But she broke into tears, and sobbed
with a passion Caleb had never seen before.

With an impulee he did not care to
commsand, he leant forward and took her
hands.

-+ Mrs. Charles, I cannot have this,” he
gaid, a little more tirmly than he was wont
to speak to her, but with infinite tenderness
and respect toc. ‘' [t's just foolishness,
this looking back. You'll do yourself a

- mischief by carrying on like this. What's
done is done, and there is no good in griev-
ing over spilt milk. Your true friends
stick by yon. whatever the world says; and
yon have never vet been slighted by them
as knew. Let the rest pass.
they to you?"

“How good you are ! said Estelle, after

a pause. * What should I do without you.
Mr. Stagg?”

“ Bus poorly, I doubt,’ said Caleb,

gimply, feeling amply rewarded for all his

hesart-breaks, all his sacrifices and outlay,

. by this one brief acknowledgment of his

services.
By that evening’s post the letter to Lady

Elizabeth was written, and Caleb took it

to the office bimself to make sure of its
safety.

Truly wae Estelle a fated woman—{fated
to work evil to men by her love and theirs
—ag Helen of Troy, or that Serpeat of old
Nile whose kisses lighted tlame and fire.
and slew like sharp-edged swords—fated to
work evil to herself, and to build her. own
faneral pyrs out of the hearts she had

broken.
CHAPTER VIIL

THE BLOWING UP OF THE <TORM.
A lancheon party was on hand at Thrift.
Renily made up in Lady Elizabeth's honor,
though apparently for the Smythe Smiths,
1t was one of the few entertainments which
Anthony Harford had given since Estelle
hsd ceased to exist {or him—how many
months ago now'—months thas
lengthened into years, if sensation may be

'Thuleofthe neighborhood who were in-
vited were giad of this break in the mono-

tony of their ocountry lite, and especislly foare, with Esteile's

What are

Smythe Smiths were so much preoccupied
with their o wn aifairs they haa no time to
study her face. It would have betrayed
too much if they had. Not that she had
any longer the perplexity of choice which
had disturbed her conscience in the first
instance. Now that Charlie was dead, and
Estelle in need and sorrow, Anthony muss
know the truth. He could not kill the one,
a8 he would have done had he come up
with him ; surely he would not harm a
hair of the head of the other. In any case,
he must be t>ld, and she, Lady Elizabeth,
his friend throughout, must tell him. [t
was one of the most painful moments of
her life, but it had t2 be gore through.

As 1t chanced, the Upperfold party were
Y the tirat tc arrive at Thrifs.

They were sitting about the rcom—NMr.
and Mrs. Smythe Smithfull of happy babuble
undertoned, Lady Elizabeth siient but
speculating on what Estelle had cared for
most in this stiff and desolate-looking
chamber—when Anthony came in. Iven
more visibly than with Lady Elizabeth he
bore the impress of something amiss on
his face. His dark eyes were aflame with
that tflerce yet sombre light of a man’s
concealed passion. He looked at [ady
Elizabeth with a wistfulness as if he
wished to speak to her; and found in her
face consolation —of a kind.

No private talk was, however, pozsible to
people who knew their proper bearings.
and the two whose souls were 30 heavily
laden had to bear their respective fardels
for the present nnshared.

After the luncheon was over and the
guests bad risen, a number of them :pread
rhcmeoelves over the garden and in amoby
;e oms=s. Anthony and Lady Elizabern
j were lefy togetber. He had said 5 her in
a low vuice. © [ want to speak to you.” as
she passed him at the table, and she had
therefore held herself apart. For she,
too, wanted 10 speak to him—io tell him
what she knew. Thus the thing waseoon
arranged. and what people might choose
to say of this private meeting did disvarb
neither of them. Helaid his broad hand on
her arm and said, for any one to hear who
could or cared : * Come with me into my
study, Lady Llizabeth. [ have something
to show you —and say to you.''

* Yes,”' she answered. * So have I
something to say and show you."” -

** About the same thing 7' he asked.

* I imagine 8o, ’ she answered.

strong, athletic, brave as he was,
Anthony quivered like a hysterical woman.
His forehead and upper lip were wet with
those drops which bespeak a man’s agony.

+ My God! if you did but know what [
have heard ! '’ he said. fiercely.

* What ever it 18, you will bear it with
patience and mnobleness,”’ returned Lady
Elizabeth, in her soft steadiaset way.
claiming masgnanimity because believing
in is.

He grasped her arm ag if his fingers haa
been a vise. and, with the action of a jailer,
opened the study loor.and. asit were,
thrust her in.

It this is srue. I have but one course
before me,” he said. a8 he shut the door
with a claug, and touched the revolver in
his pocket.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE STRUGGLE.

* Read this,” said Anthony, thrusting a
letter into Lady Elizabeth’s hand. ** Can
is be true’ My God' it seems impossible
of rer—that woman of all | =o pure and
saweet as she was | "’

He turned away to the window. The
passion of wrath and grief that held him
was almost more than he could bear. He
felt as if he must die under it ; and he did
not wish Lady Elizabeth to see his agony.

The lester, which bore the Kingshouse
postmark., was anonymous and written in a
feigned hand, though Ladv Elizabeth
faiucied she could detect certain well.-known
scratchy characters through the disgnise.
Whoever wrote it was thoroughly up in the
later history of the unfortunate fugitives,
for the letter gave the whole story
clearly and suoccinctly ** up to date,” as
people say, without a mistake anywhere,
save in color. It told of the discovery by
Mra. Medlicott of Estelle and Charlie
Usborne on the Riviera : of their passing
as man and wife under the name of Mr.
and Mra. Charles; of the young bride's
virtuo{is indignasion at the cheat which
somehbw seemed to lessen thelegalsanction
of hegr own estate, and the brave way in
which' she stripped this false mask from
those shameless faces : of the man sdeath ;

had [ of Caleb Stagg's subsequent protection of

the abandoned female left to poverty and
ghame. This last scene in the sad drama

had met abroad—then he could get a i

acceptance, was- treated as an act of ayni-
?31 protligaey on his part and of nameless
intamy cn hers. This was te false note
whigh gave its worst aspect to the whole
atiair. and made the firss crooked step so
anpardenable. One lover was usspeakabls
abomination for a married woman ; but
immediately after the death of tuat ome,
to pass into the hands of another, to be
cared {or. supported, ** protected "’ by him
—what shame of strange disgrace ever
equatled this ? And this wasthe life and
deed of Estclle, she. as Anshony had said,
of all women the most sweet and pure !

» Can it be true’ " asked Anthony,
comiug back to the table by which Lady
Eiizabeth was standing, still holding the
letter in her hand. j

It is true, and false,” she said, ina
low voice, but (aitzdistinctly.

“ Yes ! said anthony, as a spur, when
she paused.

* Est:le did live with Mr. Osborne, as
the letter says,’”’ she continued ; ** but Caleb
Stagg is simply her friend—she stop-J4ap
bet ween her and starvasion. He is not her
lover.”- - -

 Not her lover ? —anly a platonic¢ friend,
full of zealoue philanthropy and Christian
charizy ? " sneered Anthony.

» Yeg, ' said Lady Elizabeth.

* You speak confidently, my dear lady,”
he returned, wich a bitter laugh ; * more
confidently than I should dare to do. You
are a bold moralist to get the limiis of a
woman's degradation when she has once
begun. I never found those limita yes, and
I have seen something of life.”

[ know Estelle, and [ love her.” she
said, as gently anda as firmly as she had
spoken before.

“ and I neither know nor love her 7"’ he
replied, with the same sacer.

« [f yon believe her capable of
infamyv, neither,” she said in answer.

* Then you think a man's love is
measared by his lachete !’ he said, fiercely.
sfter a pause, coming back to the table and
confrontviny her, much as if she had been
the cause and origin of all.

¢ No, indeed not! indeed not!”’ she
angwered ; ‘“ but by his magnanimity —
his ability to understand all the circum-
stances, and to forgive those which offend
himself—yes : that [ {5 think is the
measure of a noble man’s true love.”

 Desertion of husband, home and child—
silence for months, leaving the deserted to
ail the agonies of suspense and iznsrance—
seltishness added to profligacy—and now
the second fatal plunge into a still lower
depth of d1shonor —all this to be accepted
by a husband as a venial offence—a slighs
departure from the strict lines of daty —to
be condoned and forgiven withous much
difficulty 7 And then Lady Elizabeth
Inchbola would sav a man had lovad his
wife as be shounld ; and that self-respect in
repudiation would have been harsh and
bratal !’

1 do not say tbis, Mr. Harford. You
are scarcely just to me,”’ she answered.

* Not jusj to allow that you make guilt
interesting, if less than admirable? Do
you want me to confess that it is also
admirable. and that our prosaic old notions
about fidelity and honor and all the ress of
it are mere lumber 7"’ said Anthony. * [
must be under vour tutelage some time
longer, Lady I[llizabeth, before | can pass
in your achool.”

~ If you will discuss this matter with me
without anger against me—or her—we may
come to a better traderstanding.’”’ answered
Lady Eilizabeth, with her well-known
patience and self-suppre:sion. ** If you will
not—or cannot—thiere 18 no use of my
gtaying here.”

» Kleine =orgen machen zartlich, grosse
machen hart und wild,” say the Germans.
Andthe saying was true now with Anshony.

1

this

His whole nature seemed to have
become both soured and  warped,
and for the moment no good im-
pulse was possible—no good intluence

could touch him. Had an angel from
heaven been standing there in Lady Eliza-
beth's place, he wounld have been no more
soothed, no more ameneble to reason, than
now. Donbtless it was an unrighteous
impulsz, bat it was sadly human.

» 1 gm quite calm and willing to discuss
any szi‘bjecn on any basis you may desire,”
said Anthony, by way of reply. His calm-
ness, by-the-way, wag shown in his fiery
eyes aud the sneer on his uplifted lip.
“ What anger can [ have against you’
If your ideas of & man’s honor differ from
mine. that is my misfortune. [ obj=ct to
my wife's passing from me to another man,
and from that man to yet another. It
does not seem to me qnite the right thing
for a woman to do. You uphold it 1n yonr

friend, and blame me shat [ resent it.
We are not agyreed, that iz all. But why
anger U’

For a moment Lady Elizabeth tflushed
and quivered with pride aes much as
indignation. To the humblest-minded, the
most democratic lady, come these moments
of pride when a man’s touch is rough and
a man’s word i rude. Then she remembers
the inheritance of her birth, and stands on
her superiority, This indignation of pride,
however, lagted only 2 short time with
Lady Elizabeth. With an effort she
controlled hers:zlf, and again thought only
of the work in hand.

*“ You do not put it any the more fairly,
Mr. Harford," she said, more coldly than
she had spoken before ; * fof, in the first
place, she hag not passed into other hands.
I tell you again that Mr. Stagg is no more
to her than her servant. He is, indeed, to
all intents and purposzs as much to her as
her servant !

* Who will have to settle accounts with
me,"” said Anthony.

“Ifin any other way than by your
rendering him respect and gr&titude, your
gccounts will go wrong,” said Lady Eliza-

eth.

“ \nd hereagain we differ,’ said Anthony,
in the same manner as before. ‘* Accord-
ing to your code I have not only to forgive
the first lover, but to be grateful to the
second. Your sliding scale is pecaliar,
Lady Elizabeth. It scarcely suits a man
who has learned the rougher side of life in
auch a school as mine has been. We are
not taught thess subsleties.”

 Yes, vou have to forgive the dead and
be grateful to the living.” repeated Lady
Elizabeth, ignoring the latter half of his
speech. ** And you have to be meroiful to
the dying,”’ she added. tears coming Into
her eyes. ‘ )

« When she is dead I will forgive her,”
said Anthony. ]

« She may be dead now,’’ said Lady

wa# laid out on the same lines as the first ;
and the faithful omad’haun’s unseifish
haif-unconscious

“kedo

Elizabeth. He turned on her ﬁerﬁz.
« What do vou know about 2" he

“ Evervthing," sheranswereds

She had Caleo s lester in her hand, that
awkward, stifflv worded lester, with the
pure snul shining through like the moon
shromgh fog and vapor.

the eonfidant my ransway wife?' he
ashed, with dangerous quishmess. »

"« She has nos confided in me at all, but I
have konown for some days now thav she
was alive; that he was dead, and she pec-
haps dving enly to-day.”

Anthony strode across the space which
had bcen between, and took her by the arm,
harshly rather than rudely.

*You are my friend?"” he said, in &
hoarse voice.

““ Yes,” she answered, [ am.”

“And you have known for gome days that
she was alive—you knowing what a hell
my life has been to ma since she left me—
how I would have kissed the hands and fzet
of my worst enemy who had told me she
was alive—and you kept it from me—jou,
Lady Elizabeth Inchbold ?"

“ Yes, [ did,” she answered.

Her perfect calmness and the steady look
in her soft eyes seemed almost to-paralyze
Anthony. He unclosed his hand from her
broised arm. ‘

“ My God ! you women are fiends sent to
torture us !"' he said, wildly.. * Ali alike !
The best and the worst faithless and
untrustworthy alike !”

«Ts it faithless and untrustworthy to
keep back a thing like this when the one
"to whom it would else have been told is as
wild and unreagonable as vou ?"’ she asked.
 With that reyoiver in your pocket, and
all your hot anger; with Mr. Osborne
dying, and she,] poor girl, in her agony ;
could [ tell you, to add to her miszry the
greatest pain af all—your sudden appesar-
ance, your violence, and who knows what
else ! Ask yourself, how could I? Tam
her friend as well as yours, and I would
not have her hurt by any deed of mine !’

“ How do you know [ would have hurt
her ? " he asked, fiercely. ‘*Am I a brute
ror & man ? \Why shoutd I not have been
gentle with her 27

* Becaus: ybu are not always reesona-
ble,” she answered. * If I could have
trusted you Ii would have told you. As
things were, [|dared not.”

“ A wild beast "’ he said, savagely.

“ Too mach like one at times,”’ she re.
turned, her vc?ice and eyes more gentle than
her words

For the first time during this painful
interview the expression on Anthony’s
passionate lace changed. Some of the
tierceness died out of it to make way for a
‘human look ¢f blank amazement. It was
80 strange to him to have thissoft and
sympathetic 'woman stand thers as his
ABBEHBOT. IIe“ had betn so used to her
sweetness, t0 the conscicusness of her
atfection and her sympathy, which was
like a satin cloak in which he wrapped
kimself luxnriously, that this sudden
change to unwavering condemnation struck
him as something strange and unnatural
in her rather than as injurious to him.
Anyway, it/ gave a new turn .to his
thought+, and swept back some of that
rolling tlood ofanger agaist others,

+ You are not tue Lady Elizabeth | knew
at Kingshouse,” he said. .

“ Nor are vou the Mr. Harford I thought
I knew,” shd retorted.

“ No! This is reaily interesting,” he
sneered. ‘* Where is the change ? In what

am [ differens ?

“ [a nobility of nature,”’ she answered.
** The man I thought | knew three or four
years ago ut Kingshouse was brave and
nnselfish, mpgnanimons, gentle to weakness,
courteous to women, reasonable, high-
minded. The Mr. Harford I find here at
Thrift is unreasonable, uvforgiving, uble to
gee a thing from his own point of view only,
unable to |judge bevona the mere fact,
revengeiul wnd cruel. I am right to say
that he has changed —at least from my
ideal.” |

“Oh, [ never posed for an ideal,” said
Anthony, cdntemptuously.

 Perhaps not; bat this does pot say
that you were not a better mau than vou
are now. You have been tried =igge then,
and you have Lov ssood the west.”

** Which brings us round to our starting-
point,” he said ** Yon advocate the base-
ness of condonation, I the self-respect of a
man of hduor who reiunsesto shaks hanis
with sin, or tolower himself by sympathy to
such a depth of degradation ag that to
which yoar friends have sunk themselves.”

“ No; yau inean you refuse to forgive a
woman wno has sinned much, and saffered
ag much &8s she has sinned, smd who has
paid the full penalty of her fault—the
woman ‘ol say vou love. (iceater men

“And for hdw leng, pray, have yom been |

broke through the.interlacing of his fingers.

Weeping with less restraint, and all her
tears in her veice, Lady Elizabeth went up
tg him, and with a woman's true instincs,
laid her handsom his shoulders.

« T™am going to her to-morrow,” she
said, her brokem voice heving in it the
aecent . of & caress, like a peari on a quiver-
ing golden string ** Let me carry her your
forgiveness ; lat me tell her that you

and pity her! Tell me that you do,
Mr. Harford—Anthony—the man I once
thoaght so noble, and who was s0 noble ! "

For a moment thers was nereply. The
silence in the room was broken only by a
faw half-strangled sobs—ygroans rather
than sobs—while Lady Elizabeth’s stender
hands resied on those massive heaving
shouiders with a touch as terder as an
angel’s. She locked like the typical angel
as she stood -there, her fair face pale with
emotion, her eyes full of pleading love and
pity. her body siightly thrown forward,
her whole attitude and bearing as instinct
with dignity™ as with pathos, as pure as it
was tender—sahe, the friend, pleading for
pardon of the wife with the man she her-
self loved. A strange revulsion of feeling
took possession of Anthony. He suddenly
forgot himself, and his thoughts went only
to Estelle’s sufferings. He pictured her
ill, in want, dying—that woman he had
loved so madly nezding help, and he not

there to give what he was 80
grandly able to give! Perhape the gentle
touch of those white hands on his

shoulders, the soft breath that just swept
over his hair as if from a feather fan. a
subtle perception,not so strong as a thaught,
that the world held another woman beside
Estelle—perhaps all this helped to soften
him ard to quench the fires of his wrath.
Whatever it was, he was overcome, and his
mood changed suddenly. Heuncovered his
disordered face, thrust his right hand into
his pocket, took out the revolver, and laid
it on the table.

¢ You have conquered,” he said. 1
forgive her. Shall [ give this to you!'—
again taking up the revoiver - or can you
trust me?”’

* I will trust you,’ she answered, scarce
able to speak. ** You will not break your
word.”

He took her hands from his shoulders
and held them in one of his; the other he
put round her waist and prees:d her to him
How long it was since he had held a woman
in his arms ! How the touch of that supple,
slender form seemed to give him new life,
to subdue him to the strong man’s tender-
ness, conquered in his strength and brought
back to his better self | At the first he did
not speak, nor did she try to free herself.
Both were too moved to remember what
significance that embrace might have--he
with her hands held up to his breast, his
arm round her waist, and she with her face
turned away and her eyes fixed on the sky
seen through the window. At last Anthony
spoke.

(To be Continued}.

Definitions,

Time—The servant of cternity.

The future - An eternity of to-morrows.

Now—l‘he crown jewel in the coronet of
endeavor.

The past—The mighty urn of countless
to-morrows.

To-day—A drafy on the bank of Time
that is always cashed on sight.

Yesterday—Our demon or our good angel,
a8 we neglected or improved it.

Moments—The plavthings of forever,
broken and casy asi:e as soon a8 tried.

Different Views.,

Jones 5o yo1 are from sSalt Lake City,
Mr. Brigham * Could you tell me what
became of younyg Jags that moved out there
awhile ago

Mr. B.—Why, that young feller was
lynched only just afore I left for bigamy.

© Bigamy ! I den’t  undersiand. I
thought "' —

* Waal. ve cee, he wudn’t take mor'n two
wives, =0 the avengin’ angels nabbed 'mm
Nice young chap, too "

1

Well Represented.

Young Man (applving for situation)—I
have had considerable experience as a
commercial traveiler, sir.  Would you like
to enysageé me to push your products ?

Manufacturer—Your services will hardly
be required. There are already about
g ven mdllion men engaged in pushing our
I products in this country. We manufacture
baby carriages. —Duclington L'ree Press.

Extreme wakefulness, distressing ner

than you, Mr. Harford, have iorgiven even
worse oifences, and the >Master forgave
more than ail. t is neither brave ncr
strong to stand out a& you are aoing for the
sake of yourself againstber—vour honor.
as you call it, against herssuffering. | wili
not cail it gocd, for I do nol think it 18.”

' “Iam sorry I cannot please Lady Lliza-
but with less intensity of insoience and
wrath.. |

It i8 not whether you please me or not;
it is whether vou do righv or wrong,' she
answered. very gently. )

‘ Frankly whas would you have me do /"
He spoke with the air of a msm lowering
his sword, but ztill on guard.

%« Forgive her.” she answered - forgive
her frankly, fully, heartily. Remember that
gshe loved Charlie Osborne long before she
knew you. Remember, too, that false
announcement of his death, which you
knew on your wedding day to be false. If
she has left you, think how you and her
mother deceived her. Cannot you bring
all this to bear for her pardon ! Divorce
her if you| will; but why’ She is not
hergelf ; her mind is evidently unhinged.”
Here her saft voice broke, and her eyes up-
filled with tears. * Let her be in peace, Mr.
Harford. Fate has already aveuged you.”

* And you knew she did not love me ’
And yeu did not tell me this either 7 Oh,
false, false, like all the rest !’ he said
bitterly, passionately.

« How could I " she answered. ** You
kmew it in vour heart vourself, but you
would not acknowlelze it. If all the worid
had told you, vou would have married her
jast the same.”

b ¢ God helpme ' T would. for T loved her,”
he said, covering his face in his hands.

«« And because yvou loved her, for~ive

fels, feel for her.
forgive her.”
Anthony did not speak. His wholestrong

Tell me that you will

frame was quivering, and one heavy tear

~

beth,” said Anthony, still contemptuousiy, |

her,” she pleaded. ** Think of her sufferings |
rasher than her sin. By all thaé you have

| vousness, chronic rheumatic pains, sciatica
' nedralgia ; any of the above disorders are
| »vmptoms of advanced kidney or Bright s
thisense. Prof. Wm. H. Thompson, of the
U riversity of the city of New York., say-:
[+ More adults are carried off in this country
| by cnronic kidney disease than by anv
tother one malady except consumption.”
 The late Dr. Dio Lewis, in speaking of
{ Warner’s Safe Cure, said over his olwn
signature,
}of a serious kidnev trouble I would use
your preparation.”
———— i
An esteemed contemporary prints the
following advertisement, apropos of the
sale of the old Poe house: * Wanted. by
an author about to me famous, a sinall
house, rent free for life, in consideration of
the large price which may afterward be
obtained for said house from some admirer
of the author.”

The Chicago capitalista interested in the
removal of the famous Libby Prison from
Richmond to Chicago have begun the pems-
ing down of the building, and its transpor-
tation to Chicago. Onehundred and thinty
cars will be employed in making the trans-
fer at a cost of nearly %10,000. The
purchase price of the old prison, the labor
i neceesary to preserve the identity of each
! particular brick and the transportation and
' re-erection will cost the projectdes fully
| 275,000.

i While the west-bound Grand Trank
| freight train was taking on additional ca
| at Dorval station yesterday it was raif into
by an east-bound freight. but as the moving
| train was going slowly the damage to roll-
ing stock will not exceed 36,000. .
Willie Uglow, a boy of 7, son of Mr. J.
,,Ugiowz of Newca:tl_e, N.B., wus drowned
| by falling from a bridge into a pond while
fishing yesterday afternoon, shortly after
school.

Christian Sciemtist—Do yom belisve in
spirits > Kentuckian— Thagks; don't
keer if I do.—Epoch.

i

© If I found mygeM the victim _
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