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NEVER qrarreled with wy broth-
I wr John upntil we came 1o settle up
busisess (0 the year of 1865, We
Lad beeu partiiors ten yenrs, ever slice
we bad been Weat, indesd, but some
changes made It at length advisable
that we should separate, e hnd made
his fortune and wanied 1o return Hast
I, nlwo, wis able to Hve with less care,
and so we sold every acre of our land-
ed property, and were settling up the
books, when there arose lssension.
John was warcied and had had & famlly
to support, wirle 1 was unmarried.
His expenses Pad been three tites as
wuch as mine. Moreover, | had tnken
the burden of the lnbor and responsi-
bility —this haviog been tacitly agreed
upon, | belng the youngest man, While
he had lived comfortably with hils wife
and children among the farms, with |
horses, men and money st his hand,
and absolute control of the farming
Interesta, | had been beating about
over the country, from the Denver to |

the Florida glades, buylng and selling |

land, timber and stock—living anyhow, |
amd sacrificing all personal comfort to
our mutual advantage, It Is rough
traveling In the Weat Twice | bad |
swam the Missoyri when every stroke
endangered my life; once I had been
captured by hostile Indlans, and es-
caped by strategy. [ was overtaken
by a prairis fire and nearly burned
to death, when taking up claims In
Nebraska, and my periods of wearl-
oeas and discouragement were Inde-
scribable. [ grew gaunt, ant pale, and
bard, making money, while John wazed
fat and merry. 1 bad all the bard-
ships, and | bad decided [ ought to
bave more than half the profits, taking
everything Into conslderation. John
refused this; and it waa trus, as he
said, that this had not been the con-
tract

“John Marle,” sald L, “look at the
difference between ua, All the trouble
you have bhad In getting this money s
to take It from my hand. You have
never loat & night's sleep In getting It;
you have had full sway 4n making
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these farms as profitable as you please,
and when you have made 8 miscalcu-
lation In & tenant or & crop, 1 have nev-
er blamed you, You have had a com-
fortable roof over your head, while I

did not belleve that he would make
charges againat me on the books, but 1

knew he would reckon that tve hun- |

dred and slxty against me on the gen-
ernl account, nor belleve my story that
these outlnys were never made with
lils money, or moneys on which be had
0 elafm.  Nothing burns up contidence
like the love of gold. John and | had
never before had a4 word of difficulty

of & bard thought, and now here we |
wure, ready to call each other thieves |

aud llers 5

In the first place, 1 felt lusulted by
his suspicion. I meant ne lnjustice; |
merely wanted what I consldered my
right—what I thought 1 had well earn-
ed. Then this movement of his, which
had the look of outwitting me, 1 men-
tally anatbhematized. It was a4 wean,
aly thing to do.

Of course he would transfer the ac-
counts to bls own possession and re-
turn me the books, There were five
of them. If he had worked all the
night befors, he could pot have thor-
oughly examined more than one. This
privats account of mine was entered
on the latest. Bo the thought came to
me, finally, to regaln Immediate pos-
neaslon of this one at least.

It was not the mere five hundred and
odd dollars [ cared for the loss of; It
was the right which this gave John to
infer that | spent more than | acknowl-
edged, and that my personal expend!-
tures were not so inferior to his that 1
could clalm more than half the contest-
ed profita; and more, It was the disa-
gresable ldea of being defeated.

That very night I started for Marle-
ville. [ arrived the next day. [ went
srraight to John's house, He recelved
me alone, his face set In unusual lines,
and his eye meeting mine burningly.

“John Marle,"” said I, “you have done
a mean thing. You have insultad me."

“You refer tan my taking the booka In
which our accounts have been kept?
he sald, quietly.

"1 do.”

“]1 bad a right to see them If | wish-

ed,” he sald.

“Hut you had no right to come llke &

|um-r In the dark and take them, untll
1

told you they were prepared for you
to examine.”
“What preparation did they peed?”

have langulshed with yellow fever In  sald he with a sneer.

the Bouth and slckenad with ague from
exposure in the Weat., Two-thirds of
this money Is justly mine. You have
spent more than |, and you have n right |
only to one bhundred thousand dol- |
larn."™

“I' will have one hundred and Afty,™
he sald, doggedly.

“You never shall!” I stswered

office of a lfe Insurgnce cowmpuny, for

This was too much. Before | knew
what | was doing [ struck him. He
win o large man. But he reeled and
clutehed at the plane to save himself
from falling. His alm missed and he
grasped only the rieh crimson cloth,
and he deagged It with him as he
dropped Into & seat. He was very pale.

| I was almost ready to beg his forgive-
I had the books, They were In the |

ness when he looked at me with such
A gaze of hatred that [ turned Iostead

tender and quiet.  Bhe looked gulte
bappy In a sllent way. As she swayed
back und forth, the lamplight and then
the firelight wuched her forebead, and
cheek, snd sweet mouth, sud white
oeck, with their different tinting - -the
frelight making ber rosy and rodiant
the lamplight showing the lovely face

I this were my bhowme ¥

| aud forth there, trying to think 1o sotne
'hilrjnnw.

In & paler guise. 1 thought, “What 1f
What if that was
the darting wife 1 had longed for all
these years. and that my child* What
It I might move pow, and she would
turn her bead and listen for my step?”

The thought wade me tremble 1
retreated 1o the road, and walked back

Of course 1 could not enter
the bouse, though It would probably
not be diMealt to do so, I might get
the books with little diienlty, for mml
young girl was probably all the person
under the roof: bot somehow 1 did
not want them; the earrent of my
mind had changed. 1 walked half a
mile down the starlit road and came
back. Once wore | went to the win
dow

The ol was nwake and erylog
Rhe was wialking the flosr with It
agaln, 1 forgot ta be cautions, she wis
so unconsclous, and guite leaned on
the stone elll as 1 stowdl. Turnlng In
her walk, she hulllh'[l"" tis gl:mv-- Tioaw-
ard the window, saw my fuce as the
Hght fall upon i, and, uttering o seream
uf terrar, fell to the floor.,

I rushed o the door; It gave way 1o
my hand, and I went In oand rolsed
her.  She was quite senseless, but she
wtlll clasped the ehlld, who sereamed
frightfully. 1 lald it In Its eradle and
tried to revive her. Bhe scarcely seem.
ed to breathe before she broke ito
hysterienl sobbing,

“Don't ery, don't ery!™ 1 sald, nwk.
wiardly., 1 did not mean to frighten
yvoun. Look up! [ am David Marle
You must have heard of me, I mennt
no harm In the worl,. 1 was only
looking at you because you looked w
pretty,™

She did not seem o see the ludicrous
ness of this explanation. Bhe caught
her breath and looked at me with dl
Iated eyes and the ntmost anxlety for
some time.

“You are Uncle John's brother?*

“Yes." And then I knew whbo she
was—Aurella May, a favorite nlece of
my brother's wife, whom [ had never
seen.

“l was very foollsh to be so fright.
ened,” she sald at last; “but you looked
like a ghoet.”

“Bhall you tell them 7" aaked I.

“Uncle John and Aunt Busan? No;
and don't you,” she said, with a bluah.

#he bad taken the poor baby from
the cradle, and, as it soon hushed |ts
criea, we coneluded that it was npot
_burt. _ Before' the family returned,
Aurella had regained her natural col:
or and composure, and I had reason to
be thankful that it was so.

John started when he saw me, and
Inoked bewildered when 1 arose and
offered him my hand; but he took It
and bade me sit down again, cordisally.
Perhaps some good word which he had
heard In the house of God had softened |
him; certainly the pure face of that
girl had changed my heart. We sai
together, & pleasant party, that even.
ing. and the next day John and [ en |
tered into ealm discusslon of our busi
ness. He waa finally willing and even
anxions to give me two-thirds of the
money, but I would not accept It.

“No, no, John," said I, “we will 4l
vide evenly, and, If you want to do
anything more for me, just try to make'
Aurella think that I'm not & monster.”

“Aurella?" repeated John. "“Why,
ghe don't know that there has heen a
word of trouble, and doesn't dream of
such & thing, If you want her, go In
and win; the coast Is clear, and may
God bless you!"

1 was not much used to wemen, but
she llked me, and fnally T got her, It}
frightens me to think how wretched 1
should have been If T hadn't, I have
only 1o add that she I8 just as good ne
1 thought she was when 1 first saw

|

CHAPTER XIL

{Continued.)
Krill the wealthy widow held on sur
prisingly, but after this second atiac k. me-
eavery wus very slow, nud the doctors
eomplained of want of vitality,
All this time, in gray fogs
Marsden's wooitg prospersd, and
grew quite secostomed 1o his dally pres

¢ Laomdon,
Norn

oL,

He was bWimself enutious and self-re
strained. Hao tooll care not agnin 1o star
e her by such a pussiopate outhurst os
Lindd disturbed her on the day she bad e
eopted bim.  He watehed with infinite
eare and taet his opportunity for winning
a cnress, nnd fattered himself he wis

duily advaneing in her affection, and be |

roming more necessary, yet there cume at
futervals torturing spasms of doubt, when
it was burne in npon bim that he was ouly
liked, endured and slightly fenrml; such
moments wmde him savage, exacting, b
reasonable, He strove hard to resist
these moods, knowing well how much of
what he had built up with infinite care
they undid.

Through all, Nora was so sweel, #0 pa
tient, so compliant, that he grew more pas-

wionately foud of her day by day, even |

while he longed for her to show him some
caprives, some little tyraunies indicative
of plensure In her sense of power over
him. She did not love him yet—not yet
but she would be true to him, and love
him, and love would come.

On one point Nors was steady; whe
would not marry till she had sttained her
twenty-first year, and on this Maraden
was obliged to give way., As their mar-
riage was not to take place immediately,
he was auxious it should pot be talked
about. There was no use In bringing a
storm of congratulations and questions
upon them before the time, but he prom-
ised to speak to Lady Dorringtou on the
subject as soon aa he could intrude on her
duties to her sick guest.

“You ought to tell her before anyone
else, Cliford,” urged Nora.

A fortnight had slipped away, and as
yot no whisper of Marsden's engagement
had got abroad.

There was bo ooe in town, and Mr.
and Mise [’Estrauge were scarcely
known in Marsden's world.

Mrs. L'Estrange was much and most
agreeably occupied with her little daugh-
ter, and pleased with her surroundings,
making quletly the meanwhile prepara
tions for the anticipated event, and had
little time to notlce how pale and thin
Nora had grown, that her face looked all
eyes, that she started nervoualy if sud-
deuly spoken to, and that her hands beld
nothing very steadily. All
promise falr and well.
this contentment Winton arrived from
Florence, graver and gaunter than ever.

It happened that the day he first called
Marsden had received from his sister an
earnest request tn go to her at once, and
he had started, intending to visit Eves-
Jeigh on hls wey back. Mrs. L'Estrange
bad been a little puszled by Marsden’s
wish to let Eveslelgh: she had no idea that
retrenchment was so becessary to him,
Htill, peither she nor her step-daughter
saw anything to objeet to in the proposi-
tlon. Indeed, Nora thought she would
prefer travellng with him to settling down
in the country; she was moreover most
anxious that he should clear his estate
and retrieve hia fortunes,

It weemed to her, she knew not why,
fortitnate that Cliford should have been
called away as Mark Winton came. Bhe
longed to hear him talk with her step-
mother, onee—just onee—in the old, quiet,
senaible way, without interruption. When
Maraden was present she Wis never quite
uat eawe; sbe felt he wos watching her,
that he was ever on the lookout for her
notice or her avoldance. Bhe dreaded

seemed to
In the midst of

whom [ was agent. This business had | and walked out of the room, kicking
been privately my own, 1 had worked | an embroldered stool out of my way
It In with other pursults and It pald | as 1 went

me well. I had dealt In It only for the | This Interview had not been xatis-
last year, but during that time T pur- | ¢aotory, and | was at 8 loss what to do
chased for myself, out of Its proflts, A | ;.vy  An amleable settloment of the
fine Hbrary, ond bad made seversl | pooner was now out of the question,
valuable presents to a favorlte old | g . pussing the house that even.
mald sister, ving In the East "l'hu-m'! ing when | saw the family ecarciage, |

Bber through the window: and If God|alightiog him, aud feared the prasionate
prospers us, | may, before another|delight which uny fictle show of kinduexy
year, see h{:r mr'klmlz a baby that (x| 90 her part excited. To be still nnd tran-

. : ., lquil for an evening or two wus very
mine, the liruligfnt and the '1"‘""1‘]_"‘]"'l-hlrming; though she wan distrossed to
ngaln op ber sweet face.—Pennsylva | gog what pleasure it gave her to hear
nin Grie | Winton's deep, somewhat harsh voice, to
| Uwton even to his most teifling remarks.
i\\‘hw:- when would he speak to Helen,

An Editor's Correspondence.

Bditors especiully Enow how heavily

expenses were In the books of the firm |
—four hundred dollars for books, fifty |

for maps, seventy for a set of furs for
Margaret, and forty for an easy-chualr
for her. | knew [ must take these off
the books before John saw them, or he
would elatm that they had been pald
for out of the general fund. As [ have
sald, they were In my private room url
the Insurance company’'s bullding, 1n|
8t. Joseph. When I left my brother's
house In Kansua | started directly for

this polut; but at Atchison a dispateh |
met me requirlng me w wait there un- |

til T recelved further directions from
the directors of the Phoenix. [ saw no
actual danger In walting, and so re-
mained In the oty pearly a week. |
received some policles then to be car-
ried Into the country. As woon as they
were dellvered to the specified parties
I returned to Bt, Joseph.

I hurried to the office; somehow, I
folt as It something was wrong., As [ |
unlocked the Inner door Major Hawley
looked up from his newspaper and
sald:

“By the way, Marle, your brother
came yesterday and got some books
from your desk.”

“Home books!" 1 sald. And I felt
myself growing pale.

“Yea. ledgers, you know, 1 knew
he was your partner, and so 1 let him
take them. Nothing wrong, ls there,
Marle?

“No,” 1 sald, and went into my office
and shut the door. My firet movement
was to open my desk burriedly. Yes
they were gone. John bad the books.
1 denounced him for a villaln.

dome. It was pot llke bim. It was
plaia that be thought 1 meant to cheat
bim i some

|!uwn two miles distant

| witting-room,

contuinlug my brother, his wife and
his four children, drive away from the
gate, 1 declded Instantly that they
were going to evenlng meeting In the
Then the
Lotise was left alone, comparatively—
and  the books— were they there?
Could 1 not enter, ind them, and take
possesslon of them as unceremonlous-
ly as John had done?

It was growing dark. There was no
light In the front of the house, but 1
saw one gleaming from one of the low-
er ones At the back. 1t was the family
I approached It and
looked In. *

It was & large, comfortable apart-
ment, with a fire upon the hearth; and
before the fire sat & young lady rock-
Ing an Infane, |

The child was probably the last-com-
or, the Hitle nnmeless one | had not be
fore seen, and which John wrote me a
month before was to be called David,
It I approved. But who was [ts
nurse?—thls aweet-faced girl who han-
dled It so dexterously, feeding It from
a sllver porringer, and then laying It
over her shoulder and patting Ita back
with her pretty, ringed hand, to make
It o to nleep, as she rocked back and
forth before the dancing blaze? I
could see the gloas on her braided halr,
and the glittering buckle upon her little
alipper.

The child seemed uneasy. It walled,
and she rose and walked the floor with
it, soothing It in & low, coolng tone of
endearment, now and then singing a
lullsby. At last it was asleep, with Ita
bit of & face hidden in her neck, and
she sat down agaln before the lr.u‘ll

:

the tnx bears upon one's strength and
tlme, In earller duys, when the otd
uette of (‘llrrlmlmlll]!'hlt' demandml a
good deal of clrenmlocutlon, the weit-
ing of a letter was often a formidable
msk. N. P. Willls, the poet, and one |
of the founders of this paper, abridged
this task by Inelosing lo bis burry-
gmaph letters the following printed px-
planation of thelr brevity: “Men in this
land of never-let-up are ever laden with
labor In as many different ways as
there are vocations by which they got
a living; but to an editor the ‘last ounce
which breaks the camel's buck’ Is the |
writing of a private letter. Not that
his brain Is drudged beyond a sense of |
the luxury of writing for one reader
{on the contrary, the value of It Is en-
hanced by rarity); but he looks upon It
ns the leg-weary postman looks upon
the luxury of an evening walk. Now,
here |s your letter to answer, FElther a
cheerful and appropriate letter to you
or an artlele for my paper would be
as much of a morning's pen-work as
would be agreeable; but both together
would dwindle the latter of the two In-
to fiat-footed plodding. In choosing
Detween those which to negleet, you
seo, of courss, that It In a cholce be-
tween minding my business and writ-
ing to you; and you will forgive me,
therefore, If In the least words possible
1 jot down what must be said, and
trust to this printed explanation to ex-
plain my brevity "—New York Home
Journal. |

Obarles—What makes you look so
glum, Harry? Harry—Maud Bweetser
has threwn me over, Charles—Ob, |
wonlin't mind that; a womaa Dever

Sbe bad soft brown eyes; 1 don't|hits where she mesns te when abe|
kBow any other word 10 Use; they were | throws.—Bosten Treaseript. |
oy A At “ .I e .‘I ‘_ :.. -"*.;" X _. ... ‘! e

and put another final barrier hetween
them? The all-absorbing topic of her
own engagement had prevented any ani-
mudversion on Winton's letter; moreover,
an Helen did not make any remark re-
specting it, Nora did not like to broach
the suliject.

It was late, and Bea waa beginning to
say good-night—a process which usually
Inated wome time—when Winton mppear-
o, He had only mrrived that evening,
and apologized for intruding wo lnte.

Bentrice, of course, greeted him rap-
turously, and her departure to the realms
of sleep was postponed, When ahe had
disappenred, and they were quiet, Winton
lopked round the room and said:

“It is mimost like being at Brookdale,
only 1 miss some of the furniture and
orpaments.”

“And the room is smaller,” added Mrs.
L' Eatrange.

“Have you been i7" were his pext
words, addressed to Norn, with an earnest
look.

“No! Why do you nsk?

“I think yon do.
with you."

“1 have a slight cold, searce worth men-
tioning,"” she returned.

Winton slowly withdrew his eyes from
her; and, after looking down for & minute
in silence, began to talk of Mre, Ruth-
ven and ber illness, her relapse, and her
final recovery. Then he spoke of going
to see his uncle In Yorkahire: and they
glided easily from one mubject to another.

On rising to say good-night he asked
Mra. 1.'Estrange at what hour he should
find her next day.

“1 don't think I shall be In much before
noon. [ bave a dreadful business before
me in a visit to the dentist with poor little
Bea, and we are to ransack Cremer's for
some reward to encourage her drooping
lplrtu!_ But, about four, you will ind ne
AL %oa.

Do 1 look ¥

London does not agree

*Very well,” he returaed, and bid them
A .
“l do not think you are »o I,
Noea,” said Mre L'Estrangs, be
had gone.

no!  Is was only Mr. Wiston's
luney. There is nothing renlly the matter
with e

Ax soon g8 Mra. L'Estrange with Bea
and her governess hind departed, after an
early luncbeon, Nors ook a book and a
comfortable corner of the sofu. deter-
miwed to think only of the story, which
was Juteresting and well told,  She felt
unaccouutably weney, snd was pot at sl
surprised  that Winton shonld  have
thoueht her looking i1 What an ungrate.
ful. nnaeeountable creature she was! How
liappy most girls would be, in ber plaee!
But she was going te read, and not think
wbiout berself, So, with an effort,
fixed her attention on the page before her
She had not read long, when the unexpect-
wed announcement of “Mr., Winton™ made
her heart stand still. Why—why had he
come &6 early ? She started up in hoste,
aud went to meet him, reading in his ob
servaut eyes the same guestioning ex
pression which had struck her the evening
hf-fnn-,

“I wm ufraid Helen will not be in just
ol suid Nory, with a friendly smile.

“Yes, | know I am rather early, but,
if 1 don't interrupt you, 1 will wait,” re-
turned  Winton, speaking more rapidly
than usunl. He drew s cbair near her
sofu, laving his hat ou the fAoor, but still
liolding his stick, with which he seemed
to trnce the pattern of the carpet. “How
is your cold—better

“Yes, thank you"

“When do you return to Brookdale

“Our plans are very uncertain,” return-
¢d Nora, coloring, for she knew it was
Marsden's wish they should remain in
town and have & very quiet wedding,

How she wished some one would tell
him she was engaged to Chfford! There
wins & pause while Nora sought in vain
for something to say.

“Iid Mrs, L'Estrunge tell you I wans
inclined to go off straight to India with
Colonel and Mre. Romer 1"

“Yen, she did.”

“But I feit I could not go withont trying
my luck In London, May [ tell you why 7"

“He in going to confide in me,” thought
Nora.

“Cortalnly, Mr. Winton,” she said very
kindly., *“PPerhape I have some idea why
already."

Winton looked at her steadily, with sur-
prise,

“You may have, though I doubt it."
Another pause, then with an evident effort
Winton began, groming more composed
and collected aa he went on. “You may
think me a presumptuous ass, but 1 will
not lose the faintest chance for any false

sl

pride. Miss L'Estrange, though we have
always been good friends, especially when
I first knew you, | acknowledge you have
never given me any bope that you would
ever let me be more than a friend. And
Ilntely I have imagined, or rather felt, that
you were changed in some way; perhape
that ought to have been enough to silence
me, but, you see, when s man's future
hangs on ‘Yes' or ‘No,” it Is hard to be
content with uncertainty, and there Is a
degree of sympathy between ua on some
subjecta. In short, I cannot leave with-
out asking If there ls any hope for me,
for,"” lpoking straight at her with sol-
emnity, "l love you well."

“Me!" exclaimed Nors, who had listened
In increaning amazement. “Are you sure
you mean me?"”’

“Whe else eould I mean ¥’

“Mr. Winton," rising to her feet in the
agony of that terrible moment, and white
even to her lips, “1 have promised to
marry Clifford Marsden in February,”

Winton also rose and stood before her,
n grim, dark expression gathering in his
fiie.

“I never anticipated this"—he broke off
abruptly. “Then I have only to apologize,
which I do most humbly, for having in-
truded myself and my feelings on you. 1
shall trouble you no more."

There was a moment's silence,

“I wm grieved to grieve you,” said Norn,
in n volce so low and trembling that she
serce heard herself,

“1 believe it, you have a kind, true
heart. 1 was presumptucus in hoping to
win it.  God grapt Marsden may make
vou happy! None ean wish you all possi-
ble prosperity more waimly than 1 do,
Pray forget that T have mementarily dis-
tresseld youn”  He paused, and looked at
her intently.  “Norn, you are faint? You
tremble, you cun hardly stand.”

He made s movement as if to cateh and
support her.

“No, no!” she excluimed,
—you must leave me!"”

“I must indeed,” returved Winton, e
took and gently kissed her hand, said soft-
Iy, “I will never intrude on you again.
Good-by, dear, good-by!" seized his hat,
and waws gone. Then Nora sunk upon the
sofn and buried her face in her hands, her
heart filled with the blackest despair. 1If
he had come but three weeks, even a fort-
night ago! What wans to become of her?
Waa there no escape? Could she bring
him no comfort? The pain in his voice
stlll vibrated on her ear. Iven if she
conld break with Clifford—he, too, loved
her well, and she would not willingly
hurt him; but oh! how her heart ached
for Mark Winton! There wus no music
in his volee, but what a ring of truth and
sincerity! Hin words were fow and sim-
ple compared to Clifford’s eloguence; but
what earnestness they expressed! How
did she come to believe so implicitly In
Winton's attachment to Helen? Surely
Clifford Marsden, who knew both before
Helen wan married, he onght to know the
real facts,

Could Mark Winton have forsaken
Helen for her? No; that was impossible!
And various imporgant trifies, indicative
of bis Interest in herself from the very
beginning of their ncquaintance, recurred
to her painfully excited memory. Why—
why did ahe allow hernelf to be so easlly
minled? How did Clifford come to be so
deceived? Did he indeed believe what
he aaserted? Was she not base, to sus-
pect hor afianced husband of trickery be-
cause she was miserable herself? And
if, as she belleved only yesterday, Helen
was attached to Winton, the ronnd of
wretchedness would be complete! Why
had she been so precipitate? Turo which

“You must go

|
| Turssnoe.

| mame friendly ierms with Winton, per-

thonght atother was preferres by the
twnn whe loved!  Where could sbe turn for
canonel or comfort? Nowse could gre 8
to her. Her wisest, justest course, wotld
I strictest silence as o Winton's amas
e avowal, Then thers wonld be no dis-
Helen would remsin on the

Laps he wight learn to love her. Al any
rate, she Lad always heard that men
uever suffered long from such disappoint-
ments.

It was all, all tow cruvl! To thiunk that
through 8 mistake so slight, wo easy to
have avoided, she hud missed the road
that led 10 huppiness—happiness full, com-
plete, soul-satinfying—and made him zhe
loved so well suffer as bitterly as she did
herself!

It wus an hour of intense. blackest de-
spuir, & night of muguish to which there
would be no suceeeding dawn. To the sor-
rows, us to the joys of youth there are
no to-morrows,  In grief it indiguaotly
rejects the idea of cousolation, of being
w0 boartless ss to forget, while the sug-
gestion of prodence in pleasure, lest dark
days may come, is resisted with seornful
cortninty of permunent bliss. To Nora
the only possible mood that could suceeed
her present suffering wonld be the numb-
ness and indifference of mental death! In
the bitterness of her remorse for her own
hinsty aition, she wrung her hands, und
the  splendid  engagement-ring,  which
Marsden had placed upon her hand in ad-
dition to the signet he still wished her to
wenr, fell to the ground unnoticed.

At length she tried to think what she
tind botter do to hide herself from the
kindly inguiriug eyes of her step-mother.
She vonld think of nothing more originsl
than the inexhaustible excuse—hendnehe;
but it would not do to lie down in the safe
solitude of her own room. No: she dared
not o Indulge herself. She would go ont
and shop, There was plenty to do in that
way. Bhe rang and called for the ever-
rendy Watson, and explained that she
thought the air would do her good, and
sallied forth, leaving a message for M,
L'Estrange to the effect that Winton had
called and could not come to ten,

It was dusk when she returned, feeling
utterly worn ont.

“My desr Nora," cried her stej-mother,
“here s a letter from Mr. Marsden. 1
wonder what he would say if he know that
you had let the beautiful ring he gave
you drop, and hed not takeu the trouble
to pick it ap?”

“I¥d 17" with a bewildered look.

“Yea! Bea trod on it as she came In.
1t is fortunate she is so Hght.”

“Ah! my fraulein, it is not & good
omen!” cried the little German governesa

“Dh! we must not talk of omens! How
did Bea behave at the dentist’'s Helen

“Like a little heroine,” cried Mrs, L'Es-
trange, proudly, “and she has chosen a
proportionate reward —a  monstrous
Noah's ark, with the most accurately cor-
rect animals ever made out of wood, and
for, and papler-mache. But, Nora, were
you wise to go out”’

“Yoq, quite. My head ached fearfully,
now it ls better."”

“It may be; but you look wretched. I
do not know what Mr, Marsden will say
to me when he comes back. I wish yoo
would read his letter. [ am anxioos to
hear what Lady Dorrington says.”

“Nothing very pleasant, 1 fear,” said
Nora, with a »igh,

“Why couldn’t Mr. Winton come this
afternoon T’

“Oh! he was obliged to go somewhere
elne. 1 imagine he I going away to see his
uncle to-morrow."”

(To be continued.)

CHAMPION SWEARER,

He Was Cured of the Habit by a Bimple
Stratagem.

Among the outre characters of Ayr
more than 100 years ago there was none
s0 remirkable nas 8 little oldish man
who was ordinarily called the “evil
Almighty.” He had acquired this ter-
rific sobriquet from an Inveterate habit
of awearing, or rnther from that phrase
being hin favorite onth, He was no or-
dinary swearer, no mincer of dreadful
words, no ellpper of the King's curses.
Belng a man of violent passions, he bad
a habit when provoked of shutting hia
eyes and launching headlong into A
torrent of blasphemy, such as might, if
properly divided, have set up a whole
troop of modern SWeArers,

The custom of shutting his eyes seem-
e to be adopted by him as a sort of
silve to his consclence, Hé seemed to
think that provided he did not ™ #) with
his eyes open” he did not sin at all; or
it was perhaps nothing but a hablt,
Whatever might Le the cause or pur-
pose of the habit it was once made the
menns of playing off upon him a most
admirable hoax, Belng one evenlug in
n tavern wlong with two nelghboring
country gentlemen he was, according
to a concerted plan, played upon and
Irritated. Of course he soon shut his
eyes, and commenced hisusual tirade of
execration antd blasphemy, As #oon as
he was fairly afloar and his eyes were
observed to be hard shut his compan-
fons put out the candles, ko as to in-
yvolve the room In utter darkness.

In the course of a quarter of an hour,
which was the common duration of his
paroxysms, he censed to spenk, and
opened his eyes, when what was his
amazement to find himself o the dark.
“How now? Am 1 blind?' “Blind"
exclaimed one of the company; “what
shonld make you blind?' “Why, 1 can
see pothing,” answered the sinner.
“That s your own fault,” coolly ob-
gorvidd his friend; “for my part I can
see well enongh,” and he drank s toast
as if nothing had happened. Thls con-
vineced the blasphemer that be had
st his sight, and to add to his horror
it struck him that Providence had In-
fileted the blow as a punishment for his
intolerable wickedneas. Under this Im-
pression he began to rave and cry, and
he finally fell into praying, uttering
stich expressions as made his two com-
panfons ready to burst with retrained
laughter.

When they thought they had punished
him sufficlently, and began to fear lest
his mind be affected If they continnsd
the joke any longer, one of them went
to the door and admitted the light. The
old blasphemer was overwhelmed with
shame at the exhibition be had Besn
compelled to make, which had such aa
effect that from that time forward be
entirely abandoned his abominable
habit—Kllmamock Standard.

It is sald that good musieians exoenie
their music, while bad coes murder i




