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BY MRS. M.

ARAFTER XVL - Cuatinned

E. HOLMES,

Geoffrey Armistead looked up from

The moments of excitement and | his note-took.

anxiety while the borglars were cap-
driven is from his mind; but
Bow he remembered all that Sir Hum- | left the station.

tured

| “Newton has returned (rom Nestley
Noone auswering our dcm—r:;-flun L=
1‘rwy bhave lele

hrey had waid, snd, even wnile his | graphed up o London for more men.
was torn with fear that she, per- | and  have sent some pollee o Mord

chance, was lost o him forever,atheiil
::kpridn went through him for her |
.

sSir Humphrey was pmcing the flvor |

©f the library as the Earl entered.

“You have no picture of your wife
W show me, have yous" he asked |

abroptiy.

Hoy volored with pain. for, in the ac-
no
memento of Aliee, no bad o own 10
the past feelings of coldness, unjusts |

knowledgement that he possessod

ness, and contempt,
I have none,’
but Sir Humplirey read bis face,

“Plonse God you will need none, " he
“Surely she must be lourd

observed,
to-night, Darrell. ™

Their hanls unconseiously tightened

In each other's grasp.

*I dure pot think of f1." muttered
Roy hoarsely, *“The old woman hus
confessed that—that Jurn loved her,

She is in his hands,
this [ feel mud!™

When |

“Tuke me to your mother,' tho older
“It s but right you
should both know the history of this
girl who so stroseely bocame {uur

man sald gently.

wife. AL, Darrell, wuth is indesd

strangor than fiction. and this clild’s

slory s & proof of that,"
oy turned and led the
mother s room,

Lady Darrell rose, with outetriote had
hands, ss Sir Humphrey ontered.

“Welcome home, old friends * she
waid warmiv. “How many years have
passed since we met, and W meet now
at such a time! Koy hus brietly t1old
me how it comes Lhat you nre here: as
yet |l am in a maze of astonishment!”

*1 will not lawve yon there long,
doar ludy,” Sir Humphirey placed hor
carafully in her chair. 1" will make
my story s short as possible,  You
may remomber yoars ago, when the
Abbey was not the ruined place it s
now, that occasionally iy son, wnd
sotmetimes | mysell, came to it (o the
sutumn, and despite {tscheerloss chae
acter managed to e very comiortable
with a few guny intimate friends, who
found the sport around smple com-
pensation for the solltary grandeur of
the domicile.

*“The sutumn your husband died 1
believe you spent abromd, this man''—
putting his hund on  Jloy's shoulder -
wus then an lafaut, lor some resson [
forget what now, business | think 1
wius unable o visit the Abbey.  Fulke,
my son, departed without we. |
thought him surrounded with his
friends, but after & few weeks had
elapsad 1 soon discoverea this was not
80. Toexplain briefly, Fulke had pur
poscly visited the Abbey aluns save
tor his servants, drawn thither by a
woman. This was o girl, & governess,
whom he had met and protected from
some insult, and attracted by her groat
beauty, fullen madly in love with,
The governess, Margaret Dornton,
soon aier this meeting left her situs-
tion. Fulke disvovered she lad re-
turned to the tnly home »I;m knuw, an
old maiden aunt, living in the wwn of
Neatley, and without & word he ol
lowed hor. The rost was simple; his
love bore down all her scruples, she
was a dependent, unhuppy young wo-
man. -

“Fulk soon won his way: she bocame
his wife. Judge me harshly if you
will, but on recciving the news 1 re-
fused to gee them, o soknow.cdge her
a8 my daughter, or assist Fulke W pro-
vide for the low-lorn wife he H:wi
chosen, a8 1 then culled her. Since
then [ have discovered that she
tho daughter of anoffleer, o brave, gal-

lant wan, in every way my son's equal, |

but phinded ws | was with rage and
pride, I doubt if, even bad 1 known [t
then, it would have svalled much,

Two years qd, all letters that
reached mo [ burned unovened. My
fricods tried W reconclle us, | was

firm. Theno came the news sudden,
awful, torrible” Sir Humphrey paased
his hand over his brow "F'l&k(! Wil
dead, 1 read It in a newspaper. He
had had an aceldent, and i
taneously. Then m

hf' He was buried when | arrived.
His wile had disappeared, taking her
child with hor. For yoar after year |
hive searched without avall, when =
fow woeeks ago fats flung mo aguinst a
farmer 1n Amerilcs, & man named
Brown, who had (ived in this neighbor-
hood., Without knowlng me he guve
vent to a grumble st the country, stat-
ing wh’\i. ho had come away from Eng-
Jund. The nameof Margaret Dornton,
the girl you had marrled, wild me at
once my search was ended. Then with
throsts and cujulln({ I gou the truth out

of the man and his wife. My wson's
wife had died undor their roof, Broken-
hearted, sick unto desth, she had

dragged horsell from Italy to place
Fulkew child in my arms.  Hor sunt
was doad. She was udterly adone.
Feoling thut her own end was ap-
roaching, she truveled to Nustley,
1earing | was stthe Abbey, but before
she could rench me she passad swuy.
Brown confesses now that she loft a
stm of money in tholr nands, with her
dying command that the child was to
be taken to me. How they kept that
command you know. On every hand [
have heard of their oruclty and neg-
lect of my grundehbild, snd their rob-
bery of the mopey that should have
been herw. I hisd given my word that
they should go unpunished If they told
all, but I confess w having lelt n de-
sire tognete them oil the justice they
When | knew all 1 hast-
enod to Nestloy. traveled down with
Geoifrey, and learnt that my search
waa fur from endud, and that the child
I'loved was found, wus ruthelessly torn
from my srms. perhaps forever,
Lady

Darrell stretehod ont her thin,
white hand.
“Hawe cournge, dear frinnd,” she
sald gen Iy tishe will bo found —1 sm
sure of jt."
Rov bpnt and  kissed his mother, his
hf to and -ﬂmml.
hall bo found (f she is alive,"

noarsely. | will bring her

i h .l.

et word, . hrods
m sod down the lhln to
whenever you like," he

he replied quiectly,

kunow

way to his

whs |

instan- |
remorse began. |
I st out for Italy, where my poor son |

| town, which place | propose we visit
ourselves. ™

Frank got up eagerly, while the Far
buttonel his riuing gioves inanervou
| manner.

Geoffrey Armistesd slone was culm
—he was o used o trickery and de-
|eeit and his qulet ranner was asu
rock of strength to the other twormen
who were trembling with exciement

“We wili tnke Newion and another
man with us,” he declsrsd: and in a
fow moments the whole party wers
UnNce or« on huhwlln'l wnd u\\'l],\'.

- . . - - -

Alice sat peside Myra as the pony,
urged by the whipaimost flew througrh
the dark puth.

She also g odsped the side of the cart
and clutehed [t as 1! its firm hardness
were the bBarrier between her and
worse than aeath,

Ovcaslonnlly herapprehension woslo
be s preat that a sigh escapoed hor
trat beyond that she made no =igh.

As they ratt ed on, the pony
Kﬂ!d lJ.l“.F Alstressoil,
“"He can't go much further," My
sild, suddenly Ureaking the sllence
“We must get out in s few minutes and
wilk the pest.”

“What will you do with him?*"
a=ked hurrledly.

“Nothing, Just leave him boesids
the road. some one will find bim and
take him home. Now, jump down
we've got 8 rood mile to go yot."”

Alee stopped W pat the good lirle
animal who had helped hor so wiell
then clasping the hand Myra hold out
they hurrled on over the rough rowd
Himos! a4l 8 run.

It was now quite dark; the stars
shone hers and there, but the moon r
fused to lHghten the gluom

“Now we can  rest,” Myra sald
breathlessly as they approached the
town: “we must make some Iihlll.-i. It
Is o Inte w got W London to-night
wo must take o room et the Inn

“Yes, " murmored Alice almost spont |
with latigue, sinking to the ground

“Then tue fimst thing In the morn
ing we can creep out, get W the ~ta
tion. go up to wwn  onee there, | know
uf @ sa'e corner o hide Wl you can let
your friends kouw.'

Alice shuddered: the imuge of Va- |
levie's dark revengeful face clouded |
out the vision of the Earl's as she hod
lust beheld 1t.  She only remombered
how Val rie hated  her, and she
drewded her,

“No, no,” ghe sald falntly; “T shall
not let them know 1 am best lost) |
will work, beg —starve—but [ will not
ko back.™

Myra looked at her curiously. |

"You have s husband.” sho sald
abruptly: *do you not love him?™

A blush covered Alice's pale face,

crawv

Al

MAN AGAINST WOMAY, |-i=roizmz

"I:lu he wronged you™ sbe whis-
cred,

 “Wronged® aye, most shamefully.
Hhut now «at, and then w0 sleep.”

Alice swallowed & few mouthfuls of
oread - she could do po more then
with feeblo stops ¢ her way to the
e, sod fung ﬁ:rmll onit. Ina few
Tinntes she wus asleop,

Myra lolued her arms and stood gaz-
ng st her lor some time., The (fair,
pale bomuty of the young fsce touched
| ber gredt womsnly heart with plity;
she read the traces of sorrow round
the sweet mouth, and from the few
words Alice had uttered, she knew
tnat some grief had entered this other
2irt's life too.

“=he s o frafl o bear much,'” she
murmured; “what shall [ do with her?
[ wth pot 1t to live with her, besides, 1
ive now for revenge:” she clenched
tier hand, *Whao ls she, | wonder, and
why will she not sesk her f{riends?
Ferhaps she may thiok differently in
tho morning.  Now 1 must rest.™

Myra Sung nersclf into a chsir, She
wauld not disiurb Alice

“She can sleep,” she muarmured:
‘my brain refuses to be stilled, She
| has done no wrong, while [—Oh,
Goeorges Goorge, bow croel you have
twen wnd How [ loved you!™
She covered her face with her hands,

Alige stirred uncusily in her sleep,
| but her fatigue was too great; she dad
| not waken, and
paroxysm of griet  died awuy and she
Loy slept,

. .

* . . . -
The two girls were safely away be
aro tho ehloro'orm  began W  leave
Count Jura's birain, then he gradoally
ciate 10 hils senses.
tle und moved nneasily 'on the ground,
then us his brain grew clewror, he
atiggrered to his feot und leaned against
a portion of the broken wall to think.
“What happened?”  he mused, piss-

inga hand over his brow. I was
stitled - rell to the Ah. I remom-
| ber. Tt was Myra, curse her! Where

i£ sho now?  Can they be gone?"

He stood upright and peered into the
dirkness; not 8 m-.mif met hix ear,
“Curse hor, she §s gone, and the other
with her! Now what to o hint
s thi=*" His foot struck the box on

the ground: he stooped. “The dis-
monds.  Great Heaven ! they have left

them. Good. | will take them.
Which way will they have gone:

ulck, let me think. 'ﬁh(« pony cart.
To Morswown, of course; then tw Lon-

fon,  Curse thit woman! | eould

| wring her neck °

He Lifted the dismonds and staggered
SO

The enrt wis gone bs he feared. He
stood still aud thought what 1o do.

e must walk: there was no other
way. [t would be madness to stay io
the vaults.  Paul Hoss was growing
suspicious, and the Count felt that
Pruul’s fear ahout the Granze robbery
coming o wrong wis well founided.
Not he must get away,

e tew steps he ok seemed milos;
the perspieation trickled trom his brow;
sthll he went o,

Just s he was growing altogether
spwent, hisquick ear cauczht the sound
of something moving towards him. He

but the darkness hid 1t

“] have no Husband,” she sald in low
tones, 'l am nothing w him. He
ho is nothing W me. here s anothor
who huos groster olsim oa him than |
| have ™

Myra rose o her feet again.

"'e'nu wre tivel and 11 lat us et into
the town and find a room.”

“"Have you money?" gaked Alles, ris-

ing with ditleulty,
| “Yes™ Myra answered brielly
| Yenough to last tll we gotsalely away. |
| Here is theinn, Now them, stand be-
! hind me; I must tell some lle or we |
shall not get in."'

Allce shrank back into the darkness

of the portico, while Myra rang the
bedl loudly.
Moretown was an early place, and

the inn was closod for the night

“We want & room,” she said boldly,
#s the sleopy lundlord appenred —a
rpom  for my mistress and myself
We've lost the last train to London.
My mistress was telegraphed for, her
brother s very (Il We start by the
first train in the morning,"

The man rubbed his chin and looked
doubeful for & momnet,

My milssus s abed,” he sald alter o

while. “Has you gotton money?"”
“Money: yes," Myrs chinked hor
purse.  “Make haste and don't uskany

more questions, or my mistress will
just go off to the other inn.

“Lawks oo, Come ye in, I darosay
ivs all right: but its maln queer to
gue two young women out this time o
night. "

“Hold your tongue and lead the way
up," Myrs commanded; and ns the man
1t & candlo, she drageed Alice in, who
wis  half falnting with fstigue and

drew his revolver, and, creeping  into
the bushes, walted. The nolse came
nearar, his eye saw the outline of
sumie objeat,

He strode forward a !Httle with an
exclamntion of dallght, put away hie
revolver and went tr-w“rtrn it

It was the pony sud cart hly!‘ﬂ hnd
duserted. The pony walked onslow!ly,
browsing the grass us he went.

Count Jura conld have embraced the
wnimul.

e thought for  moment, then drew
tha poay back from the road, unhare-
ne sed Lim, tethered him to s tree,
then hiding the dismonds under the
struw  of the
wrnpped himself in the cloak

tin had

hirusel! a5 comfortable as clrounmstances
would permit. |

He wus thoroughly worn out with
futigne, and in 4 very fow minutes wis
fust nslovp.

i [ L] - .

The landlord of the innwas up enrly.

It was market day st Morelown, and
he would do good business, [t wantid
u few minutes to 5 o'clock, but alrawdy
the market people were coming inta
the town and he would have to gel
breakfast lor soma,

His wife,was busy io the kitchon.and

found many un opportunity toexchange
greetings with his friends,

So qufckly did the time pass in this
congenial occupation, that the clock
struck o betore he remembercd the
duty he hwd to  perform in wakoening
Myra und her supposed mistress. |

'O BE CONTINUED, |

I-'la:n-_r_- hy_t_h:-. Waynide.

tear.

“Lawks, she do look 111 1, exclalmed
the man. *'Be she going to dlo, missus”
It 80, she can't come in hord, "

“IHe! No, fool! She's upset, s you
would be if your brother were as i1l us
hers, There, goon! Feteh us =ome
food, and be quick about 14"

The man tolled up the old-fashioned
stalreass, and Myra followed with some
difficulty, for she supported Allee,
whose strength weas going at every
step. .

(nee inslde the sweetsmelling bod-
room, Myra put her gently intoa chalr.
and with one fuint slgh Allce's head
sank boack, and she becume uncou-
Clous.

CHAFTER XVIL

As soun ss the food came, Myra
busdnd herself in restoring the poor
gl:illwlm luy before her so white and
voli.

“Her strength ls gone,” she mur
mured, wotting the pals Hps with some
brandy she hwl ordered: “she wants
the fire of revenge sand jealousy
keop hoer up ng | am kept, "

Her  efforts wore soon  rowarded;
Alice s durk eyclashes wore Lifted, un
she lnoked round.  She smiled faintly |
#s she met tne glance of Myra's grout |
dark vyes, and tried to rise,

“Ilent you must eat some food, and
then you must e down on the bed
and slesp, 1 have told that tool to esll
us at six- the traln goos st half-past;
we are elose 1o the station.” i

“But will be not reach us before
then?" gaspod Allce.

“We must risk that," Myra said
gloomily. “He will bo lnsensible for
some time, and then the cart bas gone,
90 wo have s varkrmd start, But be

"

mvn.yo;:daiu .thm
us or
will amawer for it. He shall not get

No doubt we owe many plant
names to the Inventive genius of our
torefathers, to whom the shape or
hauviv of a flower suggested the name
chosen for it as 1 the case of the
dandelton. This name I8 not at all
fur-fetched, for It 8 but a rendering
in the vernacularof the French words
dent de-llon—tooth of the (lon—re.
ferring to the toothedeed plant. A
common and useful herb 8 tansy,
which word 18 a shortening of thi
French Sain Athanaste,. The name
nettle comes from  the Anglo->axon
word netel, meaning o needls, and
from tho same source we get scrob, i
shruty, and geardin, or garden or en-
closure.  Solomon's seal way =up-
pased to bear a seul on th - root, which
wias vislble on its belng cut through,
but the real reason s a diderent one
The plant Is a rbizgome, and In creep-
ing, underground stems send up
# new growth every year, leaving the
sear of last yedr like the remalns of a
minlature extinct voleano, or a
deeply-indented seal. The name po-
tato probably comes from the native
niue of the sweet potal., biatiata, ns
1o Lato comes from tamyte, the Malay
name of the piant.  Foxglove—lolk's
glove—1s suguestive of it name, and
50 15 wall lower, snapdragon, kidney
beans, acarlet runners, and many
others. [iorse chestout Iy so called
because the turks used to griod the
nuta and glve them to such of their
horses as were broken winded. Sweet
William is quite & puztler. Some
say it is & corruption of Baint Will.
iam, and It has even heen suauestad
that It refers to the divine Willlam,

the bard of Avon. i

and shoking sobs broke from her Hps. |

by und by Myra's!

He groaned s 1t

bottom  of the cart, he |

placed before under the seat, and made | Wotmst—father and daughter.

| that

away from her sharp eye the landlord
| emaciated,

CALLING THE COWS.

——

BT EERNLF BAVE

1 dom't know why, I_:m't know how,
Hut lll-fi"‘.ﬁ oo parm st all
To stuj s ute at the

And o o ber wilkluy eall |
| u_ﬁ.. Lo |*
11 sonnded o
Across ths ye low-tauselsd corn |
Purely, (b a0 wee Dever o
Woo wonid not jesve his team and come
To el Lr drive the cadtle Lotue

Thae ald folk Hved scross the kil
Bus suraly, twas 00 hari st wdl
Tu kles bew, whi.e the neids wore still
A llat nley v hee milking call
“Lap— one - Q]
It sounded so,
Tt made the “ardy robin start,
Thw squirin) beat the los o spary
T se ue two s-wailing down
Tower) the sle-py Hitie town

I don't kuow how, | don't know why,
Hut sueely, “Cwns 10 b st all |
The «1ars were (o Lhe suiuer sky
Huefors |he cattde resctied thetr stall
"o - Hoss—Lo !’
It rings om &0

Haw U owsmd 14 back Into the fBeld,
And w1l the whi-j ring e-hoes coine
And Wllow we s walkivg botue,

'BACK FROM THE TOMB.

The guests fllled slowly into the
hotel's great aiplng-hall and took
their pluces, the walters began 1o
#erve Lhew lelsurely, to give the tardy
ones time Lo arriveand Lo save them-
sclves the tother of brionging lack
the courses: uud the oid vathers, the
yearly habltues, with whow the sea-
son was ar advanced, kept 4 close
wWialch on the dour each vLime It

18088,

The mi=n. fwoni off bis great ;"hlu shieid, |

opened, hopiug for the coming of new |

New facea! the single distract on of |

all pleasure resorts.  We go todinper
chie 'y to canvas the daly arrivals,
| Lo wonder who th y are, what they
do and what they think. A restless
desire seewms to bave taken pussession
of us, a looging tor pleasant adven-
tures, for Irlendly uc juain ances
perhaps for possibile lovers  In this
elhu!-b—en.n.;w itfe  our unknown
nelghbors become of parawount m-
portacoce
pathy on the aiert and the social lo-
stinet doubly active,

We have hatreds for a week, friend-
ships for & month, and view all men
w.th the special eycs of wuter ng-
place Intlmacy.  Sowetlnes during
an hour's chut after d noer, under

heal g spring,
superior  Intellect  and  surprising
merit. and a month later have whoily
forgottan  these new  friends, so
charwing at .rat sight

There, wo, more specially thano
elsowhere, serlous and lasting tles
are formed.  Weser each other every
day, we learn to know each other
'mun, and in the ailection thit springs
up so rapldly between us there s
mwingied wuch of the sweet. aband n
of old and vrled intiwates And
later vn, how wnderare the wmemo-
ries herished of the trat hours of
this trieodslup, of the it commun-
loa in which the soul came to light
of the first wlances that uestioned

and Interrogatories the lips have not
dared yet o ulter, of the irst cor-
dial coutldence and dellc ous sensa-
tion ol opening ung's heart to  some-
one who has seemed to lay Lare to
you his own! Tne very dullness of
the hours, a4 It were, the monotony
of days all allke, but render more
cowplete the rapd
| blooming of frien ship's Hower.

| That evening, then, as on every
e ening, wae awal.wd the appearsnce
ol unfamiliar races

There caise only two, but very pe-
cullar ones. those of a man and
They
peemed 10 have stepped from  the
pages of some weird legend: and  vet
there was an attraction atout them,
albely an unpleasant coe, that made
me set thew down at once as the vie-
tims of sorme ratallivy.

The rather wus tall, spare, alttie
bent, with hair btla «ched white: oo
white for h s still young counte: ance
and in his manper und about his per-
son tho sedateo austerity of carriage
bespeaks the purltan. The
daughtor was, posalbly, some 24 or 25

ears of age. She was very slight,
her  exceedingly pale
countenance bearlng a lanquid,
spiritless expression: one of those
people whom we sumetlmes encount-
er, apparently too weak for the cares
and tasks of life, too feeble to move
or do the things that we must do
every day. Neverthless the girl wus
pretty, with the ethereal beauty of
an ayparition. It was she, undoubt-

waters.

They chanced to be placed at table
immedlately opposite to me; ana I
was not long in poticing that the
futher, too, had a strange aflection—
something wroug about the nerves,
it seamed. Whenever he was golog
to reach for anothing his hand, with
8 jarky twitch, described a sort of
flottering zig-zag ! ofure he was abe
to grasp what he was after.  Scon
the motion disturbed me 80 muc, |

the trees o the park, where ripples a |
we dis uver men of |

and dsughter co r1ug toward me with
sl wsteps 1 bowed Lo thew (o that
pleasaut continental fashion with
which one always salutes hs  hotel
companiops. The genticwen ha.ted
&t onc

may I ask if you can dir ¢t us w a
short walk, easy and pretiy, If possi-
ble-"

fered 1o lead them myselfl to the val-
ley throogh whkich the swilt r.over
Nuws—a deep narrow cleft between
two great decl vitles, rocky and
wooded.

I'hey a cepted. and as we walked
we paturally dlscussed the virtue of
the mineral waters. They had. us 1
surmised. cowe there ou his daugh
ter's zocount

vshe has & strange malady,” said
he, *‘the scar of which her o ysicians
cannout determwiine.  she sutters from
the most ine plicable pervous symp-
thms Sometimes Lhey declure her
ill of heart disease sowetimes of a

liver com laint again of a spinal
troubie. AU preseot they attibate it
to the stowdchi—Uhat gredl wotor
and regulator of the body—this pro-
tean diseawse of 2 th usand forms @
thousand modes of attack. It Is why
we are here. 1, myself, think it her
Oerves In uny case It Is very sad

This retinded me of his own jerk
lug hand.

It may be heredita y," says I,
“your own uerves are a litde dis-
turbed are they oot*”

“*Mine:" he answered tranqguilly.
“Not av all; T have always po-sessed
the calinest nerves " Then, suddenly,
as 11 bethinking himself

“For thig" wuching h s hand, *s
not nerves, but the resuly of a shock,
@ terrille shock that I suffered once
Faney it sir; this child of mine has
been buried alive!"

1 could tud pothing to say; I was
dumb with surprise

“Yea,'" hecontinved, *‘burie | alive:

curlogity s plgued, sym- | hut hear the story, v I8 not long

For some thwe past Jullette bad
scemed affected with p disurdered se-
tion of the heart. We were finally
certain (bat the trouble was organic
and feared the worst. One day it
cume, she was brought In lifeless—
dead. She had fallen dead while
walking in the garden. FPhysiclans
came |n haste, hut n thing could be
done.  She was gone  For two days
and two nights | watehed beslde her
mysall, and with my wn hands
placed her Jn her cotin. which 1 rtol-
lowed o the cemetery und saw placed
in tbe tamily vaulte This wae In
the country, In the Provines of Lor-
raloe

It had been my wish to, that
she should be buried in her jewels,
br.celets, neckiace, and rings, all
pre ents that 1 had given her, and In
her first Lall dresss  You can im-
agine, sir, the state of my heart in
returniog home. She was al] that 1

' had left. wy wife had been dead for

budding and |

and responded Lo Lhe secret thoughts |

many years. 1 returoed, lu truth,
half mad, dhut myseif glone in my
room and fell Into my chalr dazed,
unable to move, merely a miserable,
breathing wreck,

*coon wy old valet, Prosper, who
had helped we plac: Jullette in her
coMn and lay her away for her last
sleep, came in noiselessly to see if he
could not Induce me to eat 1 shook

my head, 1oswerlng nothlog. lle
persisted: |
ttsMon-leur Is wrong; this will

make him 1. Will monsieur allow
me, then, o put bim to bed?

*No, no,' 1 answered. ‘Let me

| alone.’

' blagty charged with

“He ylelded and withdrew.

“How maoy hours passed I do not
know. What a night! What a night!
It wis very cold; my fire of logs had
long since burned out. in the great
fireplace. and the wind, a wintry
an lcy frost,
howled and screamed about the house
and stralped at my windows with a
curlously sinlster sound.

“l.ong hours, 1 say, rolled by, I
sat still where 1 had fallan, pros-
trated, overwhelmed; my eves wide
open, but my body strengthless
dead: my soul drowned In despar.
Suddenly the great bell gave a loud
peal

] gave such 8 lea) that my chair
eracked under me. The slow, solemn
sound rang through the empty house
1 looked at the clock

1t was 2 In the morning. Who
could be coming at such an hour?

“I'wice agaln the bell pulled

| sharply. The servants would never

edly, who came for the benetit of the |

kept my head turned In order not W |

son 1L,
served that the young girl kept her
@love on her left band while she ate,
Dinner snded, 1 went out as usual
for & turn .n the @r unds Iel nging
to the e tablishmer L A sort of
park, 1 might say, streteh ng clear
to the little staviin ol Auverg e
Chatel-Gzuyon, nesuling ina gorge at
the foov of the high mountain  (rom
which rowsd the sparkling, bubtling
springs, hot from the furnace of an
ancient volcana  Meyood us there,
the domes, sinall extinet craters—aof
which Chatel-Guyon is the sturting
polot— alsed thelr serrated heads
above the loog chaln; while beyond
the domes came two distinct reglons,
one of them uneedle-like peaks, the
other of bold, precipltous mountalnms
1t was very warm thatevening and
1 contented myrel! with pacing to
and fro under the rustling trees. gaz-
ing at vhe mountains and listening to
the stralns of the band, pourlng from
the Casino, situsted on a kool
oyeriooked the grounda

bat not efore I had also ob-

answer, perhaps never hear It |
took up & candle and made my way
to the door. 1 was about to demnand;

* ‘Who & there?' bhut, ashamed of
the weakness, nerved wmyself and
drew back the lwltss My heart
throbbed, my pulse beat, 1 threw
back the panel brus uely, and there,
In the darkness, saw a shape like a
phantom, dressed In whits,

1 recolled, speechless with an-
guish, stamie 1og:

2 Who—who are you?'

YA volee nnswared:

“oIu Is 1, tavher.'

vit was my child, Jallette.

“Truly, I thought myself mad, 1
ghuddered. shrinking ba kward le-
fure the specter a8 it advanced, gesti-
calating with myv hand w ward off
the apparivion.  IU 15 that gesture
whicli has never left me.

*Agaln the phanto o

“ojrather, father, See, I am not
dead. >ome one came W rob me of
my ewels—they cut off my fHnger—
the I wing blood revived me’

“And I saw then that she was
covered with bLlood. 1 rell to
my knees pantiog, sobbing, lasughlog,
all in one  As soon as I reguined wy
senses, hut sbll 0 bewildersd I
scarcely comprehended the happiness
that had come to me. I took her In
my arms, carrled her to my room, and
rany frantically for l'rosper to re-
kindale the fire, bring & warm drink
for her and go for the doctor.

‘"He came runming, entered,

that & moment at my daoghter In the

chair, gave & gasp of [right and hor-

Preseotly, 1 perceived the mn-!nrm fell back —dead

“Pardon me, sir,” sald he, *“but

+ertainly.” I answered, and 1 of- |

1
| *“Itwas he who had opened the
vault, who bad wounded and robbed
my child and then abaodoned her:
fur he could not efface all trace of
his deed: snd he had not even taken
the trouble to return the coftin W
its niche sure, besided of not Leing
suspecled by me, who trusted him so
fully. We are Lruly very unfortunate
| people, monsieur.”
He was silent
| Meauwhiie night had come on, en-
veloplug o the gloom the still and
foiitary ltile valley; a sort of mys-
terious dread seewed to fall upon we
in presence of these Alrange belnygs—
this corpse come to lite and this
fathv'r w th bis painfal gestures

“Let us retorn,” sald I; “the ol ht
has grown chil."

Aud. still in siience, we retraced
ourste & ba k to the howl, aod [
shordy afterward returned o the
city. 1 lost ail further knowledge of
Lhe two peculigr visitors W my fa-
vurite sumimer resort. — hicago Post

FEW BOOKS LIVE.

To Be Forgotten In the Fale of 8 Gréat Ma-
Jority of Writers,
| The day is far distant when such
"poets 48 Homer, cante and - hoke.
sbeare, such historians as Glooeon
Huwue, Macaulay, 1rescort, ant
Parkmao. and such novelists as Sir
| Walter scott, Bal ae. Thackeray, and
| Hawtho ne wiil cease tn Dpe read,
writes A, H. Spoflord in th: Forum.
| The coustant onsum tion by the
reading world of new ed.tions of
standard authors In ever more it-
tractive styles of printiog, bineing,
and illustration is [ roof o. the ulti-
wate suundnoess of the public Luste
‘ Cur ieadl @ putilishers of the con-
servative cluss are coniinoally bring-
ing out, and working over in dlifer-
ent stvles of manufacture, the bnoks
of their best writers, thus tending
both to create and to supply the de-
mand for the cholcest literature
| which all should delight io fostering.
| J'ulilishers who neglect this perma-
, nent mwive cf 1 rofit, and are contin-
uistly on the alert for the newest
books, often find soch euverprises
more productive of exjerience than
of pecuniary profit. The publisher
who 18 ever ewser for o great hig”
commonly mwakes maoy costly mis.
tukes, and reaches his aim but sel-
dom, |’ ever.

I the publication ol any period,
how many ever arrive at the honor of
republication? How many are found
worthy of a reprint by the genera-
viom lmmediately succeeding.: And
will any one learned io the history of
lHtarature tell us how maay, out of
all the caddidutes for immortallty,
ever resch it Ly the su rage of suc-
veediog centuries alliog for new edi-
tinns? T4 It not the fare of at least
ninety-nine in a bundred writers to
find a place amuog the myriads of
forgotten solumes that slumber upon

| the shelves of the great librarles of
| the world?

It Is ttie melancholy fate of most
write 8 to survive thelrowa literary
reputation. Not the le2st among
the e: ll4 of that eagerness to be seen
in print which a . lots 57 many writ-
ers, Is the utter uncops fousness of
its sub ects as to the ephemeral  hur-
a ter of the r produtions

‘ An Old Lawyer's Bluff.

“Please tell me whiat you consider
th best way to win a case,” said the
young attoruey to the old lawyer in
a confdential way.

‘Well,” sald une latter, as he
| leaned back In his chalr and let his
memory dwell on the past, “‘as you
4 @ youoy and inex erienced and a
friend of mine, 1 will tell you with-
out the expectation of a 3500 or 21,000
fee.

“The blege<t blut to win a case
when jou have a fairly gomd one, or
perhaps a fulrly bad 0 e s to make
the olfer o the oppousiog counsel to
submle It without arguwment., Thls
ciatches the Jury, and, perhaps, the
Courty every time. You know how
irresiat ble the lnclination Is to make
# spresd-eagle speech, and especially

' in young attorneys.  The latter will
| Imagine that even though their cause
is bad, vhey cun win uver the jury by
a burst of vioquence. 'Che conse-
quence 15 that their nppuneats, by
| vhelr Interruptions. calling on the
" Court vecaslonally for asaistunce, con-
fine them i yhe polnt at Issue, and
before they wet through they spoil
what Httle boge they had of success.

*“The jury, who are prejudiced in
your fa or from the time of jour
blutl for they think a man must
have a good case who will d pr ve
himself of the chance. to make a
spreid-cagle 8 eech, bringin a verdict
for you almost before leaviog the
box. 1have won many a case by that
blaff, and put many a good fat oDill
in my pockel, but the Llull musy be
exarcl ed with care  He careful how
you use it with old and wiry attor-
neys and courts who huve erlzad  vou
up to every thought of your shrewd
bruin It goes nine times ont of ten,

| however. —. incinoat! TimesStar.

Cons'sient.

A young Scotchman ol stronyg relig
jous tendencies lett Bdinburgh sowe
years a0 o seok hs fortune lo
America, He soon found employ-
ment o 8 mercantile hoose, and
proved o be notonlyugood vlerk, but
ubliging to his [riends When the
annual plonle was planned, he |ro-
pwsed to save his fellow-clerks the
expense of printing thelr prograuiimes
hy typewr.ting them himself. When,
however. the llet of diversions for
himy, the day's leasure was handed
and bhe found that dancing was
awong them, be exclalmed vlolently:
“I'll nne print that ungodly word
aanciog’ vn (8pe. Fil typewrite
the reat of It, and leave & biank for
that wicked word, which some of you
woridly men can put la for your
selvea.”

Do xor trust.a bird out of yowr
haod as louz as there ars any feath-
| ers on 1ts wings.




