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CHAPTER XIV.—(Continned.)

“1 mean to.appropriate Mrs, Gilbert
for the whole of thils day,” he said,
choerlly: “and 1 shall give her a full
account of Waverly, looked upon from
an nrchaelogical, historical and legen-
dary polnt of view, Never mind your
flowers now, Roland; it's a very charm-
ing bouquet, but you don't suppose Nrs,
Gilhert Is golug to enrry It about all
day? Take it into the lodge yonder, and
nsk them to put it In water; and in the
evening, If vou're very good, Mrs. Gl
bert shall take it home to ornnment her
parlor at Graybridge.”

The gates were opened, nnd they went

in: Isabel arm-in-arm with Mr. Ray-
mind,
Roland placed himself presently on

one side of Irabel; but Mr, Raymond was
so very instructive that all Mrs, Gil-
bert's attention was taken up in the ef
fort to understund his disconrse, which
was very pleasant and Lvely, in spite of
Its instructive nature,

It wus 0 very pleasant morning alto
gether. There was n strangely mingled
fecling of dissatisfnetion and annoyance
in Woland Laosdell's mind, as he siroll
ed beside Isabel, and listened, or appear-
ed to ligten, to Mr. Raymond’s talk. He
would like to hayve had Isabel's little
hand lying lightly on his arm; he would
like to huve those wondering black eyes
lifted to his face; he would like her to
have heard the romantic legends helong-
ing to the ruined walls and roofless ban-
quet chambers from him.  And yet, per

hinps, it was better ns It was. e was
going nway very soon, and it was het
teér not to lall himself in soft delights

that were so soon to be taken awny from
Lhis barren life. Yes, Lis barren life.

He had come to think of his fate with
bitter repining, and to look upon him-
self ns, somehow or other, cruelly il
used by 'rovidence,

The sun was low when they left the
ruins of the feast, The moon had risen,
so pnle as to be scarcely distinguishable
from a faint summer clond high op in
the clear opal heaven. Mr., Raymond
took Isabel up by a winding stairense to
the top of n high turret, heneath which
kpread green meads amd slopes of ver-
dure, where once had heen a luke, Ro-
land went with them, of course, and sat
looking out at the still night., Soon the
volee of George Gilbert sounded from
below, deeply =onorous nmong the walls
and towers, cncing to Isabel,

“I must go,” she said. *“I dare sny
the fly is ready to take ns bhack. Gooid
night, Mr. Raymond; good night, Mr,
Lansdell,”

| “But 1 am going down with you to the
gate,"” manid Roland; “do you think we
could let you go down those slippery
stairs by yourself, to fall and break your
neck, and haunt the tower by maoonlight
forever afterward, n pnle ghost in shad-
owy muslin deapery? Here's Mr, Gil
bert,"” he added, as the top of George's
hat made fitself visible upon the wind-
ing stairease; “but I'm sure 1 know the
turret better than he does, and I shall
take you under my carve.”

He took her hand as he spoke, and
led her down the dangerous winding way

. as carefully and tenderly *as if she huad
been a lttle ¢hild,  Her hand did not
tremble nx it resgted in his: but something
ke a wmysterions winged cereature that
had long been imprisned in her breast,
geemod to break its bowds all at once,
and flont away from her  toward him,
Bhe thought it was her long-imprizoned

" ssonl, perhaps, that so left her, to be-

come n part of his. If that slow down-
ward journey could have lnsted forever!
But the descent did not last very long,
careful ns Roland was of every step; and
there was the top of George's hat hol-
bing about in the moonlight all the time,

“Remember tosmorrow,” Mre, Lausdell
said, generally, to the Graybridge party
as they took their seats, "1 shall ox-
pect you as soon as the afternoon serviee
i over. 1 know you are regular churel
goers at Graybridge, Couldn’t you come
to Mordred for the afternoon service, by
the bye¥—the church s well worth see
ing.” I’here was a little discussion; and
ft was finally ngreed that Mr. and Murs,
George Gilbert and Sigismund should go
to Mordred chivreh on the following uf
 ternoon.,

Mr, Lanadell and Me. Raymond walk-
ed nlong the lonely rond under the
shadow of the castle wall, and for some
winutes neither of them spoke, Mr, Ray
mond was rather puzzled how to com-
mence the conversation; when he did be-
gin, he began very abruptly, tasing what
one might venture to eall a conversation
al header.

“Roland,” ke said, “this won't do."

sWhat wou't do?"’ asked Mr. lLans-
dell coolly.

“Of course, I don't set up for heing
your mentor," returned Mr., Raymond,
sar for having any right to lecture you,
or dictate to yon. The tle of Kinsman-
ship between us is n very slight one;: as
far ns that goes, Heaven knows that |
could scarcely love you better than |1
do If 1 were your father, But you are
doing mischief; you are turning this silly
giel's bead. It Is no kindoess to lend
her books; it I8 no kindness to invite
her to Mordred, and to show her brief
glimpses of a life that never can be hers,
If you want to do a good deed, and to
elevate her life out of its present dead
level, make her your almoner, and give
ber a hundred a  year to  distribnte
amongst her husband's poor patientd, The
weak, unhappy child is perishing for
want of some duty to perform upon this
earth, some unecessary tusk to keep her
usy from day to day, and to mmke a

link between her hushand and herself,
Roland, 1 do belleve that vou are ag good
and generous-minded s fellow as ever
nn old bachelor was prond of. My dear
boy, let me feel prouder of you than I
have ever felt yet, Leave to-morrow

morning, It will be easy to Invent gome
excuse for going,. Go teemorrow, Ro
land."

“1 will,"” answered Mr. Lansdell, nfter
a bhrief pause. **1 will go, Raymond," he
repeated, holding out his hand and elnsp-
Ing that of his friend. *1 suppose I have
been going n little asteay lately: but 1
only wanted the voice of o troe-hearted
fellow like you to call me back to the
straight road. 1 shall leave to-morrow,
Raymond, nnd it may be a very long
time before you see me back ngain”

The watehdog's honest bark-—or rather
the bark of several watchdogs—made the

night clamorous presently, when Mr,
Lansdell drew rein before the porch; but
there was no eye to wmark his coming,

and be brighter when he eame; unlese, ln-
deed, It was the eyve of his valet,

“Nou may set to work at onee with
my portmanteans, Jadis.,” he said, when

he met hiz gervant in the hall,  “1 mnst

leave Mordred to-morrow  morning in
time for the T o'clock express from
Warneliffe,. You ecan go to bed when
youve finished packing, I've some let-
ters to weite, and «hall be Iate.”

The letters which he had to write

turned oot to he ll!lI)‘ oue letter, or, rath-
er, n dozen varlations upon the same
theme, which he tore up, one after an-
other, nlmost as soon ns they were writ
ten. He wins not wont to be so fastidi-
ous in the wording of his epistles, but
tonight he conld satisfied with
whit he wrote. wrote to Mrs, (il
bert, yves, to her! Why should lhie not
write to her when he was going away
to-morrow morning-—when he was going
to offer up that  wvagoe, bright dream
which had lately beguiled him, a willing
sncrifice, on the altar of duty and honor?

“Dear Mrs, Gilbert—I much regret
that cireumstances which only eame to
my knowledze after your party left Inst
uight, will compel me to leave Mordred
enrly to-morrow morning. 1 am, there-
fure, compellel to forego the pleasure
which I anticipated from our friendly lit-
tle dinner to-morrow evening: but pray
assure Smith that the Priory is entirely
at his dispoeal whenever he likes to come
here,

“1 hope youn will convey to Mr. Gil-
bert my warmest thanks, with the ae
companying check, for the Kindness and
skill which have endeared him to my
cottagers, [ shall be very glad if he will

not bLe

e

continue to look nfter them, and 1 will
arcange for the earrying out of nny
sanitary improvements he may suggest

to Holgson, my stewnrd,

“The library will be always prepared
for you whenever you feel inelined to
rend and study there, and the contents of
the shelves will be entirely at the service
of yvourself and Mr. Gilbert,

“With regards to your husband, and
all friendly whkhes for Smith's prosper-
ity and suceess, [ remain, dear Mrs, il
bert, very truly yours,

"ROLAND LANSDELL.”

CHAPTER XYV,

Mr, and Mrs, Gilbert went to ehureh
arm-in-arm, ax usunl, on the morning
nfter the pienie; Sigismunl staved at
home to sketeh, The day was very fine
—n real summer day, with o hlazing sun
and a clondless blne sky.
seemed like a good omen, Mrs, Gilbert
thought, nx she dressed herself in the
white muslin robe that she was to wear
nt Mordred

She was thinking of the wonderful hap-
piness that lay before her—an evening
nmong pictures and hothouse lowers and
marble busts and teailing silken coartains,
and with glimpses of 0 moonlit expanss
of lawn and shrubbery glaneing throngh
every open window, when a bell rang
loud and sheill in her ear, and lovking
roumd suddenly, she saw a man in liv-
ery standing outside the garden gate,
The doctor’'s wife turned the key in the
lock and opened the gate; hat
only wanted to deliver a letter.

“From Mr. Lansdell, maam,” he sadl.

Bhe read it very hurriedly twiee, and
then all at once comprehended that Ro
land wag goibg away for some years—
forever—it was all the same thing: and
that she would never, never, never, never
—the word seemed o repeat lixell in
her brain like the dreadfnl clanging «of
o bell=—=never see hiin again!

Bhe knew that Rigismund was looking
at her, and asking her some question
about the contents of the letter, *“*What
did Lansdell say? was it a pat-off, or
what?" Mr, Bmith demanded; but Isabel
did pot answer Lhim. Bhe handed him
the open letter, and then, suddenly turn-
ing from him, ran into the house, up
stairs into her room.  8She locked the
door, flung hersell face downward upon
the bed, and wept as o woman weeps in
the first great agony of her life. ‘The
sound of those passionnte sobs was stiflml
by the pillows amidst which her face was
puried, but the anguish of them shook
her from head to foot, It wus very
wicked to have thought of him so much,
to have loved bhim so dearly. The pun-
ishiment of her sin eame o her all at
once, and wnas very bitter.

Mr, Gllbert went upstaris. by and by,
and finding the door of her chamber
locked, knocked on the panel, and nsked
Igabel if she did not mean to go to
churech. But she told him she had a
dreadful headache, and wanted to stay
ut home,

The sunshine

the man

Mrs. Gilbert got up by and by, when

the western aky was all one lurld glow
of light snd color. Bhe got up becanse
there wan little peace for A weary apirit
in that chamber, to the door of which
some considerste creature came every
half hour or wo to ask Isabel If her
head war any better by this time, If she
would have a cup of tea, If she would
come downstnirs and lle on the sofa, and
to torment her with many other thought-
ful inquiries of the like nature. She
was not to be alone with her great sor-
row. Booner or later she must go out
and begin life again, and face the blapk
world in which he was not. Better,
gince it must be wo, that she shonld begin
her dreary task nt once. She bathed her
face nnd heand, she plaited her long black
hair before the Jittle glass, behind which
the lurid skies glared redly at her. Ah,
how often in the sunny morning she hnd
ktood before that shabby, old-fashioued
glass thinking of him, and the chance
of meeting him beside the mill stream,
under the fHickering shadows of the onk
lenves at Phurston Crag! Aund now it
was all over, aml she would never, never,
never, never see him agnin,

Bhie went downstairs by and by, in the
dusk, with bher foce ns white ag the tum-
bled muslin that hung about her in lmp
aud fablhy folds. 8Bhe went down into
the little parlor, where George and Bigis-
mund were walting for tea.

Bhe told them that her head was bet-

ter; and then began to make the tea,
sconping up vague quantities of congo
and  goanpowder with the little silver

seallop-shell which had belonged to Mrs,
Gilbert's grandmother.

“But  you've been  erying, lzzie!”
Goeorge  exelafmed, preseutly, for Mrs,
Gilbert's eyalids loked red and swollen
in the Light of the candles,

"Yes, my hend was 20 bad it made
me ory: but please don't ask me any
maore ahout it,” Isabel pleaded, piteonsly.
“1 guppose it was the p—picnie”—she
nearly broke down upon the word, re-
membering how good he had been to her
all through that happy day—"yesterday
that made me ill."”

“T dnre say it was that lobster salad,”
Mr. Gilbert answered briskly, 1 ought
to have told you oot to eat "

Sigismuand Smith watehes his hostess
with n grave countenauce, while she
ponred ont the tea and haonded the cups
right and left. Poor Isabel managed it
nll with tolerable steadiness; and then,
when the miserable tark was over, she
gt by the window alone, staring blankly
out nt the duosty shrobs distinet in the
moonlight.,

CIHAI'TER XVI.,

All through the autumnal months, all
through the dreary winter., George Gil-
bert's wife endured her existence, and
hated it. The days were all alike, all
“dark, and eold, and dreary;” and her
life was “dark, and cold, and dreary,”
like the days.

Mprs, Gilbert did not forget that pass-
age in Roland Lansdell's letter, in which

he had placed the Mordred library at
lier disposal.
The first visit to Mordred made the

doctor’s wife very unhappy., Was it not
a reopening of all the old wounds? Hav-
ing broken the ive, however, she went
very often to the Priory;: and on one or
two oeeasions even condescended to take
an early cup of tea with Mrs, Warman,
the housekesrper,

One day in March, one bleak day,
when the hig fires in the rooms at Mord-
red seemed especially comfortable, Mrs,
Gilbert earried her books into an inner
apartment, half boudoir, half drawing
rootm, at the end of a long suite of spien-
did ehambers,  She took off her bonnet
and shawl, and smoothed her dark hair
before the glass, She had altered a lit-
tle sminee the automu, and the face that
looked out at her to-day was thinner
and older than that passionate tear-hlot-
ted face which she had scen In the glass
on the night of Roland Landsell's depart-
ure. Her sorrow had not been the less
real because it was weak and ehildish,
and had told copsiderably upon her ap-
pearance, Hut she was getting over it
Nhe was almost gorey to think it was so.
She was almost grieved to find that her
grief was less keen than it had been six

months ago, and that the gplendor of

Roland Lansdell's image was perlinps a | a8 he

trifle faded.

The Priory elocks struck three sue-
ceeding hours, but Mrs. Gilbert sat in
the same attitude, thinking of Roland
Lansdell,  The thought of going home
and facing her dally life again was une
utterably poainful to her Onee mmore
Igabel Gilbert flonted away upon the
wings of sentiment and fancy, into that
unreal reglon where the young squire of
Mordred reigned supreme. beautiful as
n prince in o fairy tale, grand as a dewmi-
god in gsome clussic legend.

The French elock on the mantel-piece

GOOD

Short

tories

If Nelson was not an nuthor he at
st enriched the Innguage with one
great,  though diversely - reported,
phrase, He wns one day tulking to
Mrs, Bwinburne, of Hamsterly, and the
ronversation turned on Frenchmen, 'l
never see a Frenchman, Mrs, Swin-
purne,” sgald Nelson, “without shiver-
lng from head to foot.”

A colored undertaker was requested
to embalm the body of n colored mun
T'he wife of the decensed asked what
the cost would he. He named his usual
sharge, to which she quickly replied:
“1 think that's too muech." “But it is
the regular fee,” protested tlie under-
taker, *“That may Dbe,” assented the
widow, “but this nin't a regular corpse,
My husband had a wooden leg.”

A red-headed man one night raked
up encugh cournge to propose to o girl
with whom he was very deeply and sin-
serely o love, 8he replied to his sult
In n sad volee: “I'm very sorry,
Greorge, but T could never marry any-
one with red hair.” *“That 1s nothing,"”
gald her sultor, “my barber telis me
thut at the rate my halr is falllng out
I'll be completely bald fn two yenrs™

Bishop Bloomfleld, of England, dis-
covered one day, as he entered the pul-
pit, he had forgotten the manuscript of
hix sermon, He was obliged to préach
extempore, taking for his theme the
exlatence of God, As he waolked home
he overtook one of his congregation,
whose opinlon of the he In-
vited, “Well, 1t were o very goml ser
mon,"” was the reply, bt [ don't agree
wi' it. I belleve there is a G,

The number of Joneses In Wales s
Hustrated by a story told of a certaln
Oxford much resorted to by
Welshmen, A man from another eol
lege went Into its “quad”™ In search of
a friend, and called “Jones!” All the
windows looking on the “quad” tlew
open., 1 want John Jones,” sald the
man. Half the windows closed. *l
mean the John Jones who has got o
toothbrush.,”  All the windows closed
but one,

Bermon

'

college,

A Christlan Brabmin was preaching
the gospel In the Decean, when a Hin-
oo In the congregation hegan vehe-
mently to contradlet,  In gowd Oriental
fashion the sermon was innnediatels
suspended, and the disputants retlred
to a garden to settle the point at thelr
lelsure., The substance of the debate
wis this: “You declare God 1o he in-
finite,” suid the Hindoo. "Yes," “What
& the meaning of Infinlte?" It means
Hmitless,”  “And wlut part of gpecen

s good?" “"Good Is an adiective.”
“And what Is the grammatical fune
tion of an adjective?' *To limit a

noun,” “How then do you apply an
adjective to God, calling Him good,
and thus holting the Hmitless?"

In the early days, when the people
sent thelr wisest men to make the puly-
He laws, a man of peenliar traits, huat
of sterling worth, was sent to the State
Legislature from a small  Eastern
town, He wore an old-fashioned rustle
costume, which was sadly out of place
in the leglslative hall, where some of
the fastldious statesmen  vied with
ench other in the correctness of thelr
attive,  Soon after hig arrival one of
the representatives called out to him:
“Have you no smarter men than yvou

chimed the half hour after four, and
Mes, Gilbert looked up aroused for n,‘
moment from her reverie,

“Half past four,” she thought: it will
be durk at «~ix, and I have a long walk
lulllll'."

She pauvsed snddenly, The door of the
boudeir was ajar; all the other doors In
the long range of rovins were open, and
she heard fooisteps coming rapidly to-
ward her: o man's foatstep!

Her heart beat wioleutly, her hands
clasped, her lips apart and tremualous,
Aud in the pext moment the step was
¢lose to the threshold, the door was

pushed open, and she was face to face
with Rolowd Lansdell
whom never thoaught to see again
wpon this earth! Rolond Lansdell, whose
fuce had looked at her in ber drenms by
day and nlghr any time within these
list six months}

“Isabel—Mra, Gilbert!” he sald, hold-
ing out both Lis hands, and taking hers,
which were ar cold ns death,

she

Rolpnud Lansdell, |

She tried to speak, but no sound came |

from her tremulons Lps.  She counld ut-
ter no word of weleame to this restless
wauderer, but stood before him breanths
less und trembling. Mre, Lansdell drew
a chair toward her, and made her ait
down,

(To be conticued.)

to gemd to the Legislature from
disteiet?” The man smiled Innocently,
replied:  "There’'s a heap o
smarter men up my way, bt the devil
of it is they haln't got no clothes good
enough to wenr down here.”

your

POPULAR BELIEFS.

Ignorance nax to the Low In
dny Occurrences,

Everys-

It Is an American predilection to be-
leve the outre and freakish
that are based solely on henrsany testl
mony aud to reject often the
monplace matters of fact, A list of
the cheerful that are commonly
believed would fill a volume, Ouly a
fow of them are given below;

How often have you been Ionflieted
with the story of the man who was
pverpaid when cashing o check at the
bank, and the cashler telling him that
no mistakes would be corrvected aftey
the customer left the wlndow? A
sording to the story, the cashler Iald
lown the mandate before lie knew the
mistake was in his favor. It mukes nan
gxeellent yarn, but diligent seareh (s
rloges that It never had suy founda
tion In faet., Banks have no such rule.
If a customer s underpaid or overpaid
the mistake will appear when the bal
anee s struck ot the ewd of the dny’'s
business, and the error will be chiver
fully rectified. But the majority of the
public believes the fletitlous story of
“how the fellow got the best of (he
bank™ simply becuuse It Is a good story
und they like to bhelleve It,

Probably the most common error on
the part of the public is the bellaf thut
when a dead body Is found no one has
& right te touch or move the remalus
‘until the coroner comes,." There never
wos oy such law, ls not bow and

stories

ol

les

| probably never will be. The
. who I8 of an Inquiring turn of mln1
bas a perfect right to examine deng
bodles he runs across in the course of
hig travels, to move the remnins and
[pwn search the pockets of the de-
| cenged, provided, of course, that his
| motives are honest. That is all that s
‘ HECCRSATY,
There ig also a prevalent hellef that
n note signed or contrnet entered into
on Sunday {5 vold and that elther par
ty can plead the fact of the sacred day
to get out of a bad bargaln. ‘This s
| not true. If a man enters into a con-
traet or kigng a note on Sunday he |s
legally bound and can have no de-
fenser that he would not have If the

transnction had occeurred In the mid-
dle of the week,
“I had my back agalnst my own

housge when I struck this man,” says
the defendant In pollee court, He bo
lHeves that his proximity to his castle
gives him more rights than he would
have Iif he were in the street. This
belief has been the cange of much can-
tankerous ltigation, and it has ever re-
sulted In the rullng that a man has a
right to defeindd himsgelf in a reasonable
manner if he Is attacked, whatever
muy be his geographieal positlon, and
the incldental contiguity of his home
“euts no lee” in the case,

Doctors agree that the public s
wrong in the popular conception that
burglars sometimes chloroform the in-
mateg of 0 house before commmitting a
robbery. “T'he usual story s that the
unnesthetic was squirted into the steep-
Ing room through keyholes, X Kansas
Clty surgeon who has had oceasion to

ndminister chloroform or  ether 50U
times says that chloroform adminise
tered in this manner would put &

quivtus on the burglar, as well as the
inmates of a home. IMhiysicians have
tried many times to adminlster chiloro-
torm to sleeping persons, and have mol
with very poor results. "T'he first effect
of an anonesthetie |8 not to lull to -
sensibility, but to arouss all the men-
tal and physical vigor of the person to
whom it is glven.

The public hias great eonfidence in
the magie Noo 8, nnd without any roa.
sonitble basis for the belief, It Is com-
monly believed that if a drowning per-
son sinks for a third time he Iz gone
for good amd ail. The facts contradict
this, Many persons dle on the first
sinking, and if one has the strength
amd the vitality to rigse to the surface
of the water twice it furnishes an ex-
cellent presumption that he will be
able to do so again, In an eddy or
ropidiy - moving waters people have
sunk from sight a half dozen tlmes
and lived to tell the experience to thelr
grandehildren.

Then there Is the third congestive
chill, commonly believed to be fatal,
Most people who die from this cause
succmmb to the first or second attack.
I n man suceeeds in weathering two
of them the odds are In favor of his

coming out victor in the third, Almost
CVery community possesses a eltizen

who boasts the fact that he has o sil-
ver plate in his skull, Surgeons say
that very few attempts were ever
made nt such an operation, and all of
them were failures.  There does not
exist a man who hasg a silver plate in
his skull, although many men honest-
Iy believe that they are carrying thiy
species of paraphernalia In thelr cranl-
nms,  The bone of the skull cannot
lve and be healthy in the presence of
o forelgn body, It s sald by surgeonsy
to be a physioal Impossibility, but thiy
serves o uo way to overcome the com-
mon and erroneous hellef,

The medical fraternity has another
false bellef to combat In ecases of
sahifngles,”  The disegse consists of a
skin eruption always followlng affect-
el nerves, nnd commonly appearing on
the body, It Is a very common bellef
thut If the “shingles” completely sur-
roumnd the body and strike a meeting
point the patlent will die Instantly,
The belief Is untrue, Kansas City
Journal,

No Smoke For Him,

There I8 a clever young physleian
in Philadelphia who
ible 1o smoke a
polsons me,"

has never
cigar. “Just ono
says the youthful doctor,

Recontly the doctor was Invited to n
lnrge dinner party glven by a New
York friend, At the conclusion of the
repiast, when the women had left the
tnble, cignrs were pecepted by all tus

'Iwr-in

men execept the physiclan from Palil
ndelphin,  Beelng his friend refuse tha
clgar, the host In astonishment ox-

clalmed:
“What, not smoking? Why, my doag
fellow, you lose half your dinner!™
"Yes, I know [ do meekly repliod
the doctor, “but 1f T smoked, T wonld
lose the whole of 11"

————

John May's Homaor,

It is sald that the lute John Hay
was once the subject of a cane presen
tution, and stood while the gpokesmian
of the donors made o speech that rap
Ilnto an elaborate oration.

A friend afterward eommented to the
diplomatist on the length of
speech,

“Yes" replled Hay, “he didn't want
me to have the cane till 1 really need
ed 1" '

tiw

Nm-urljmlge il \\'umuu's‘hbnuly by
her make-up.

citizen.




