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ROF. KINGSLEY, the neronaut,
P had been wy clhumn at college,

Fifteen years had passed sinee
then. He had wmade rapid strides In
hin chosen field of sclence; | bad en-
tered the army and become sn offievr
of the Royal Englueers. Clrcumstances
had now brought me luto his neighbor-
bood and 1 declded to visit him.

I found bim in & state of enthusiasm
over a new inventlon of Wis own to
enable human belogs to breathe the
rarefied alr of high altitudes. 1 wan
made acqualnted with the detalls and
learned that arrangements wers about
completed for a balloon ascent, by
which u practieal test of the Invention
wan to be made. He was confident that
It would eclipse all previous alr voy-
ages In practical results,  Desplte my
Ignoranee of 1l prictical detglls of the
favention, | was lnvited to become the
professor’s cotipnnlon on this voynge
through spuce, unil for the novelty of
the thing 1 had never beon in a bal-
loon—acceprad the Invitation und con-
sentnd to act as nmAteur asslstant

One moming & few weeks later 1

found myself at the alde of Prof. Kings-
ley manding o the midst of an admie-
Ing crowd, whn were sagerly wilting
for the ascenslon of the great alrship,
which, fastensd to the ground by a net
work of ropes, plunged and stealned
ke some Uyving anlmul. Five minates !
later wo had smbarked In the enr, and |
In another minute thers was o sudden |
shout. Without for & moment under-
wtanding the reason, 1 found that the
people and the place had somehow slip-
pad away from us and disappeared. It
was the mowt slngnlar sensatlon 1 had
ever felt, and an | Inoked over the sdge
of the car | was astonished to obhaerve
that In one minute, or less as It appear-
el to me, the trees and sarging crowd
of upturned faces hnd grown & smaz-
ingly wmall and distant, The motlon
was almost lmpercaptible; Indeed, It
took some time to grow accustomed Lo
the Idea that we were moving at all.
Yot there conld be no doubt about the
fact that we were moving, and moving
At A surprising rare of progress, oo,

Up, up—and ns we rose we were
traveling to the enstwand, Towns, vil
Iages, conntry —the browd sllver stripe
of the widening Thames, dotted here
and there with quivering specks which
wa knew to be sialls, nmd fHecked with
Httlocolling wreaths of darkoness which
At hnve represented steamers; and
then the grent silver shileld of the clhinn
nel, glittering In the blage of the san.,
passsd under our eyes In one  vast
moving dlornma, the detalls of wihileh
grew fal ter and faluter yet as we as-
eeenled,

Then Klugsley began to thlk. He was
always a brilllant tulker, but now he
wecmed to to talk maore hrilliantly than
ever, [ felt & sense of exhillaration my-
qelf that was new to me—au sart of wild
wense of froodom—a Hghiness of body

and mind that had the effect of strong
But In splte of

wine on the nerves,

Y you MURT Go ot

this I vas surpelsed at lts effoct on iy
companton. He talked like 8 man i
spiredd. In n atraln of exaggerated elo
quence—u rhapaody of sclenes made
poetry which struck me as the finest
thing of the kind I had ever heard.
Yet | found mywself glancing at bhim
from time to time a lttle uneaslly. It
soemed to me, excited as [ was, a little
extravagant, and for the moment |
wasn't quite sure how far the excited
pnervous condition might be consistent
with the safe travellug of our balloon.
1 was wrong, however, for 1 soon ob-
served that the professor kepl & wary
eye upon the movements of the bal-
loon, and was noling each change in
the condition of his delicate Instru-
ments that were fixed to the sides of

sbowlng something llke the same gen-
tly rounded surface. And all the time
Kingaley talked on. Bometimen, Indeed,
he would panuse for an instant to im-
part some practical Information, and
almost ut once go back to hls declama-
tion and his theories.

“Five thousund feet,” he apnounced,
“Ah!now we have risen above the puny
mountaln tops of our Mrtle {sland.”

Aftera thine he anoounced 10,000 feet,
and then 15000, 1 looked below, and
It seemed to me that the slender thread
of twistlug silver, darkened on both
sldes by puny excrescences that might
be bulldings, must represent Paris and
the Selne, There was hardly any wind,
yet It was growing colder, and T felt
some Httle oppression in bresthing, |1
saded this to the professor. He similed,
and, stooping, tlhirew ont twoe of our
sindbags that served for ballast. My
eye followed them, and 1 wondered
where they would fall. 1 even asked
my companlon I It wisn't dangerons

he didn't answer me, but | stooped
and threw ancther over, We were now
rising rapldiy,

“I'wenty thousand feet,” he exclaim-
e, rubblng his hoands together, “Ha!
What are the Alps? Mere molehills
dignified with the name of moontaln.”

This was all very well, but now 1
began to tind that breathlog was mo-
mentarlly hecoming mors and more a
Inbor, and thut the cold was Inereasing
every mionte. 1 asked Kingsley If It
wis not thie to try his new apparmtus,

“Not yet!" he exclalmed.  “Not yet!
I must see how high we ean go withouot
It first"

1 lpoked noxlously at hilm, but T sald
no more, He went on talking by fits
and winrts, and I was relleved to see

| that the rarlty of the alr was affecting
| i, o,

He must have suffered as 1
did, and yet he wat still looking from
one of his Instruments to another. 1
writpped o leavy sealskin cloak around
me and walted as well as I conld. 1
begnn to feel half stupid, and it was

Fwith a start that T heard him way In

a thick volos, 25,0000 feet., Ab! Thit
will do!” Then he put oue of his new
respirators Into my hand, and as [ look-
ol at o half stuphdly he added: “Now
these will tale us up to 50,000,

The professor's Invention worked ke
magle. In two minutes 1 eould breathe
freoly ngnin.  As the thonght passed
Hirongh my mind with a certain satlxs

| factlon the professor stooped and threw

out finother sandbag.  The sun was

r et birlght, but suddenly there was n

falnt ernckling sound Hke the breaking
of glass

transparent leleles. T put my hand to
my motith and found that my mustache
was bristling with lee. “Thirty thon-
gand feet!” Kingsley announced In a
volee that sounded muffed and distant.
Thirty thousand! And yet the man
talked of fAfty. Ah, well, T could see
that we had only one more sanidhagz.
Even Kingsley by his enthosinsm

conldn't overcome the luws of pature |

He stooped and threw out our lnst bng
as the thonght passed through my
mind, Agaln we rose rapldly. Like the
professor himself, my eyes were fixed
on the barometer. [t was cold ~ileadly
cold. After a pause he exclalmed:

“Phirty-five thousand, Ha! We have
broken the record now,"

I locked at Kingsley, His face was
blue and pinched, but his eyves shone
with a light that was new and alarm.
ing In 1tg wild brilllancy,

“Haven't we gone high onongh¥* 1
mannged to articulate, though witl
diMoeulty.

“Enough?* he returned In a strong
volee: "enotigh? Are you crazy ? Fifty
thousand, or we don't go back, 1 tell
you-—i), man!"

The man's face had changed; his
eyes glittered and sparkled with a
strange shifting light—good God! He
wax going mad! After all, 1 thought,
the last sandbng s gone; mad or sane
he ean't rise higher without lghtening
the balloon more, [ glaneed at the
barometer—It was statlonary. The pro-
fessor's eyes were fixed oo 1, too—
then he looked round him—then he
glared at me!

“We don't rise,” he muttered to him-
welf; “but we must. We must!” He
rose and made a step toward me, He
luld bis band on my shoulder. He
pointed to the barometer. “We don't
rise,” he repoated with a strange six-
aificance, I nodded. “Somebody must
go!" he sald.

“(3ood God, man!" I exclalmed. "What
do you mean?”

He gripped me on ths shoulder—he
brought his face to the level of mine -
he glared flercely Into my eyea.

“H$he won't rise,” be muttered. "You
must go out!™

I looked at him. The man was clear-
Iy mad—it was in bis eyes and in his
volca. ‘

I looked at my feet and saw l
| that the floor was covers] with small

“No™ | suswered angrily, "no. Geo
yourself!”

He looked at me with s half guestion.
Ing eXpression.

“You ecan't take the olservations™
he sald

I shook his band from my sboulder
angrily. Suddenly he looked st the
barcweter agalin “Only 35000 Le ex- |
clalmed in g despairing tone. “1 prom. |
laed SO0 He turned sway with o
wild gesture. He gripped one of the
ropes and swong bimself on the seat |
of the car. By & suprewe effort 1 man
aged o rouse myself

“Stop!” | shouted. He lovked around
al wa,

“WHI you do 117" he sald. “Somebody
must, you know." He was in the very
act of overbulancing hlmsslf when the
terrible emergency seemed to restore
some of my vigor. 1 selged him and
dragged him back. He struggled wild. |
Iy. aud in his madness he was stronger
than I. There was nothing else to he
done—1 raised my hund and wstrock |
with all my foree. Klngsley fell sense-
less to the bottom of the car.

I stnggered. 1 looked feebly around
I felt as If 1 were falllug asleep, Some
thing touched my hand and [ grasped
It—it was the string that opensd the
valve of the balloon. Aw I grasped It
I grew unconsclous, As | clung to I
1 sank on the senseleas body of the
professor.

1 know nothing of what happened af
terward, The pext sounds 1 heard

were the sounds of human volees; the
next thing my eyes opened upon was
the interlor of a small cottage room.
There was a poor French print of a
Madonna on the wall opposite me—the

I SEIZED HIM AND DHAGGED HIM BACK.

voices that 1 heard spoke In the rough
patols of French, 1 hind been rescned
hy a miracle.

It was months before Kingsley re-
covered, and to this day [ pever sec
| htm without his lurroducing the sub
Jeet aof the balleon Ascent we are to
mike together, when we will certalnly
reach 50,000 feot. Poor fellow! That as
cension unbalanced nls brilllant mind
for le.~1tiea Globe.

An Originnl ** Ad.™

Rleyele repalrers are s$0 numerots
thnt startling ndvertlsements are nee
exsary to secure busloess. A handbil]
of this purport has been widely circu
Iatedd within the last few days on the
Houth Slde:

“Hicycle surgery,

“Acnte nnd chronle cases treated with
assurance of suecess.

“Languld tlres restored to health and
vigor,

“Tires blown np without paln. Wind
fri.

“We understand the anatomy. phys!-
ology und hygiene of wheels and give
bomeopathle or allopathie treatinent ns
Individual Bure cure
guarantecd,

“Testimonlals:

My wheel L three ribs fractured
and you cursd It In one teatment’

UMy tires were suftering with a cnse
| of aeute aneurlsm which had been pro- |
i' nounced fatial by other bleyele doctors,
| but you cured the disorder and I did
| not lose a day of my tonr,'

U1 was tronblisd with varlcose tires,
involving froquent ruptures and Indon
tinenee of wind, You cured me’ ]

“Thousands of testlmonials ke the
above sent on application.”—Chleugn |
Ieeord.

CASes  reqguire,

Charles Dickens” Fault,

A book might be wrltien aud Lo
less much hias been printed on the orly n
of certaln alang phrases which deo
from the lips of nlmost everybody ns
the eant expression becomwes popuiar, |
says the Boston Globe, “A fine day, |
dop't think,” says my friend who is
quick to enteh on and approprinte any
thing new In a line which distingulshes
the vernncular of the day. Of course, |
somebody otiginated this seml-sarcas
tie and wholly ridienlous by perbole of
gpeech, nnd that person was no other
than Charles Dickens. In “Martin
Chuzzlewlt,” simple, trustful  Tom
Pinch ruminates: “I'm a nlee man, |
don't think, as Johno used to say,” ete,
wlilch only goes to sliow that there i=
pothing so very new In certain of the
popular slang phrases of the thoe of
ter all.

|

Stranger—Do the people do  mihich
hnnting around bere?  Natlve—-They
do, for a fact, Dead loads of |t
Stranger—What do they hont—deer and
quall? Natlve—Nope, Money to meet
thelr notes In bank with-Florida
T™mes-Union.

Clara—1f Mr. Castleton succowids In
kissing a girl he tells all the rest of the
men abont it. Maude—That accounts
for it. Clara—For what? Maude—The
crowd of fellows that have called upon
you lately.—New York Herald.

Curry—Carson seems to be very
friendly with everybody all of a sudden.
Yokes—Yes; be ls going to get married
soon, and he wants to bave as many
friends as be can to invite and get pres-

oats from.—Truth.

| ugain,

"tirenth of suspicon agalnst yon,

CHAPTER XV —Coptinued )

“1 know 1 lost this stud,” said Marsden,
very deliberstely, “on that unlucky even-
ing. aud never could find it: but why
should not the rubber have picked it up,
If he found it, an he most probsbly did,
in the tent 7'

“You are a brave man to face me as you
do!” shé excluimed. “But I hold you in
wy haud,” sod she clinched it. *1 will
tell you who found it, and where! Your
sweet, beloved fluncee, when payiug we
a private visit in my room, admiring my
bull-dress, espied the glitter of that dia-
mond among the lace on the body, where
it had dropped when you struggled to
stupefy me with your horrible cholurform.
Me, the woman you have been making
luve to ten minutes before—who was
ready to give you all xhe hud—you base
midnight thief!"

“Da not be so positive.
have fallen among your lice as we danced
together, or when 1 was asalsting to lift
’Du?"

*No, no, no,” she eried, us if carried out
of herself, und speuking with immense
rapidity. I saw It on your breast when
you left me, and Nora, your Nora, told me
you never touched me! It is veeless de-
nying your guilt. Waite, the detective,
knows you. He saw you here, here with
me, before he sturted to pursne you. He
wis with you at Amsterdam, in Paris, at
Chanluire, when sou went to your sick
friend, D¢ Mendon, He tracked you, he
cun swear to you. [ have pald humirﬂi:
to prove it, nnd 1 have you in my grosp!

She stopped, pauting.

Might it lmtl

ihoughtfully, remsembering bis last inter-
view with her. “Be that gs it may, | shall
uever marry ber now!”

“And wmy great sacrifice, will it not
draw your heart 1o me!" she cried. “Oh!
I have been wild with love aud hate for

"you #od I feel how madly foolish and

despicable | am to nct as [ do!”
burst inte a passiouate 6t of sobbing.
The light came back to Marsden's eyes.
“You are a woman any man might
luve,” he said, “and as you wisely admit
thut men can love two or more (we are
generally bronder than women. some wo-
wen), you shall have all the love left in

Bhe

me, of my life-long gratitude you may be |

sure. You are making 1 sorry hargain, [
wurn you. | shall pever be the same
again, but if you care to be Mra. Muarsden
of Evesleigh, so be it!"

“Ah! you sre simply selling yourself!
And what & price [ pay!™

“No! by henven! [ am grateful, and I
nlways admired you! Even that night,
when I unclusped your neckince [ felt
inclined to kiss the pretty white throat
that was so velvety soft to my sacrilegious
touch!"

“And why did yon not? Had you
brought back consclousness by kiases and

| confided your difficulties to me, all would

have been well!” cried the infatuated wo-
man, throwing herself Into his arms.
What could a eriminul wo respited do
but piny the tribute demanded with liberal
Lipu ?
For the moment Marsden was moved
o really grateful, though a bitter sense

ol being sold iuto slavery tinged hin feel-

Marsden rose slowly, his eyes fixed up- |

on her, She was frightened by his silenes,
his desperate look.  She, too, roke; but
her fury seemoed to evapornte. »

“What are sou going to do, Marsden?
she #aid, quivering. *You would not mur-
der me

e Inughed a strange, diseordant qugh.

“l am blackguard enough,' he witid ;
“hut T wonld not hurt a bair of your head.
No! It is useless 1o contradict your as-
sertions. You have me, indeed, in your
grisp, nod there [a but one way of e
cupa.”

He moved to the door, but she waa too
quick for him. Berting her back unh!ut
it, he stretched out her arms to Keep him
off.

“You shall not kill yourself! 1 forbid
you! You are bad, and buse, but you be-
long to me—you belong to me! No, Maurs-
den, you shall not leave mel”

“What in life to me?' peked Marsden,
with n calm despair. “A dishonoring
ahnekle! The sooner 1 gm rid of it the
better., 1 cannot struggle with you. If
you huve any pity, let me gol”

“1 will not] 1 cannot! Oh! Marsden,
how 1 have hated you! You have been
so unspenkahbly false. To rob me, that you
might shake me off and marry my rival,
Yot." nnd her eyes softened as they rested
on his fine face, so rigid in its despalr, on
hie attitude, gennd even in its expressive
abandonment, “with all, I cannot let you
destroy sourself! 1f T could hope lilmt
gratitude would awaken auything like
affection, tenderness!” .

“1 am not worth saving,' interrupted
Muraden, speaking more eollectedly. He
Legun to enleulnte chanees. *1 know 1
have done o dasturdly deed. 1 never saw
its full baseness till 1 wia found out.”
ll"rﬂlllll"lllili!"'l‘.f'_"lli('ll!lll.li.ll‘_ *Thutdoes
not show tch of & moral nuture to work
upon; but I have so much decency Jeft thut
it Is torture 1o be nnder yonr exe, to hear
your just reprosches. 1 do not ask for
ey, If yuu chnose to eall & [H‘i!il'l'llillll,
do g0, You will be in your right. 1 will
pol resist.”

o folded his srms aod stood quite still,

“And o you not know I should tear wy
own heart to pieces if 1 lnjured you?" she
eried, in n passion of anger and love. !
I enn snve you! 1 will save you! if you
prowise to give me the love 1 long for!
Ciin 1 ot win you by guch service as man
pever had offered him before? 1 enn
kave more than your life”

1 have no love to give!” snid Marsden,
inalow tone. 1 have done with love and
friendghip: nnd, however generous yon
mny be, how enn sou silence your de-
tective 1™

“1 have bound up his interest with his
diseretion,” she sald, eagerly, still keop
ing betweoen Marsden and the door,

“1 tell you, your bitterest revonge Is to
prevent my escaping life nnd its lutolern
hle pangs"

“and 1 otell von” she eried, hardening
“that if you kill yourself I will
the story of your felony, yonr
shiame, to the whole world! 1 will my-
self deseribio to Nora 1 Estrange your dis-

hlazon

| gullges, youtr creopiog to and fro to sell

your piunder.”

“qenee!” Interrupted Marsden, fieree-
Iy, making a step forward, then recover-
ing himself. "1 is not probable T ean do
anything to atone, 10 compensate. 11 1
caun—"""lie broke of.

Mrs, Huthven pansed and clasped her
bande tightly together,

“If 1 hold my tougue none need ever
know of your—infamy,” she said, slowly.
“It swill be n mecret boetween our two
selves,  Ought not thut to be an indis-
soluble bond of union? There in not a
Walte's
Intereat 18 distinetly to be silent, 1f 1
choose to submit to so great a loss, that is
my affnir.”

“Inin n tremendona if.” sald Marsden.
“How am | to repay so huge a debt ¥

“Hy giving mo your lfe,” whe returned
in quickly resolute tones, “by giving me
your name,"

“Do yon remember that [ am not only
In lave with Nors, but epenly engaged to
her?"

“I do, and Lreaking with her will be &
ronslderable part of your atonement, |
know men tolerably well; you are quite
t‘l?lbl! of loving two,"

"You are right] My love for Nora la—
I cannot T- of It to you—it has hith-
erto hui the most, the only, spiritnalised
passion 1 ever knew| there has besn no
time as yet for it to besome Inearnate.
Now there Is In you an undertens of dev-

T o b Yoo tr

"ﬁ{'-uuunu."nm

| “Tell me,”

I'yon now,” he gaid.

| “But yon will eome back?

ings of relief,

“How could you be so fascinated by
Nora L'Estrange?" asked Mrs, Ruthven,
still leaning angainat him and looking up
in his face. “Bhe never conld under-
stand you an 1 do, she never could share
your feelings ne I ean.”

“Sho in what she is,'"" suid he, shortly,
"un.:_l has been an infinite misfortune to
| HITEN

“1 am giad you see it." Mrs. Ruthrven
snt down on the sofa und signed to him to
wit beside her, “Can I trust you, Mars-
den ¥ looking intently into his face,

“I think so. Dictate your own terms—
settle everything on yourself—everything
of mine that i available. 1 shall pever
feel more than a dependent on your char-
Ity."

“You must not say that. You will see
that, together, we shall command society.”
resumed Marsden, after a
moment's panuse, *before we drop this ac-
cursed subject forever, how did that de-

tective fellow see me?"”

“Io you remember an engineer, 8 Mr.
Colville;, ealling here and speaking to me

| of his having a little girl, whoe was my
| god-daughter 7"
“Yen, Bhirley wan here,”
“That mun was Walte. I wauted him
| to see you. | wanted to test the complete-
ness of his dinguise by defying Shirley’s
recognition,  Shirley found him for me."

“Crood God, has Shirley any suspicion ¥

“Not the faintest. Do not doubt; 1
took every precaution to shield the name
I might possibly bear, 1 waited, oh, how
fmpatieptis! hoping you would avow your
love and difficulties to me, then I shonld
have hidden my knowledge even from
you; but when I found you were going to
marry Norn L'Estrange, to expose me to
the contemiptuous pity of all your world
and mine, I was on the verge of getting
a warrunt of commitinl against you. My
relnpse saved you. Ay, and sived me.
Does not Nora love you intensely 7' with
keen curionity.

Marsden understood the drift of the
fuestinn.

“It would be unchivairous to boast,™
sald ho, with u significunt smile.

A look of delight in the sufering she
hoped to infliot gleamed in Mes. Ruthven's
Inrge durk eyes.

“1 must let you go, dearest,” she said,
Inying her hand caressingly on his shoul-
der, yet bie fancied with a touch of pro-
prietorship. *“But you will be sure to re-
turn to dinner, and be sure youn do not
go to the L'Estrange’s. A letter will da
mwueh better than an Interview.”

“An interview?  God . forbid!" he
elnimed, with anmistnkable gincerity.
“How plensed Lady Dorrington
be,” said Mrs. Rotheen, meditatively,

“oh, charmed,” returned Muarsden,
while he thought how eruel fate had been
in permitting his affectionate interlocutor
to leave Cledworth alive.  “] wnust leave
“I feel 1 must he
nlone, I wm still dizzy and unhinged with

with the sense of your great goordness.”
You will not
do yourself any harm 7" —anxionsly.

“No. I dun’t think 1 have pluck
enough left to blow my bLrains out, or
rather vou nve given nie o frosh zest for
Ite. You nre looking awinlly extinusted.
You mnst He down and rest.”

“Tho yon enre coough for me to wish [
phonld rest @

“How ean you doubt?  Good-by for the
present. A Hitle further tribute, sud he
fed from Ler, half mod with roge, de
spiir and sell-contempt,

His roling motive for the last flew
minutes hnd Leen to escape from Mrs
Ruthven, to be alone with his erushing
gense of discovery and defeat.  He bad
been utterly ont-witted, he was at the
mercy of n deeply injured woman—a wo-
man from whom he shrunk revolted, all
the more because he had injured her.

The foree of degradation could no fur-
ther go, and he hiad Yeen such n doulily
dimned fool ns to helieve himself safe!
That he could defy this keen, subtle,
tenncions womnn, nud hug himself in the
helief that by &0 base, a0 shabby a erime,
he econld wecure an adoralile eronture like
Nora! Ile bhad said teuly that failors, de-
tection, showed lilm the depth of shamie
Into which he had fallen, Hod he st
coecded, It wonld not have ocvurred to him
fo repent.

Btill nglow with the passion Nora had
Inapired, It wan torture to give her np;
yot he hnd so much senne of right left, or
rather reatored, that he felt it would be
equally torture (o meet her eyes, to hear
her voles, knowing he was a despleabls
outeast, from whom, was she but aware
of his trye character, she wonld turn with
scory and loathing. Why, If he had mur-

a man In anger, he thought, as he
E&d his room, or sat with locked
head buried in his hands, he
faoe the

~X-

will

Nm ;n'l eomparative bd:i
whe - witheut m

pot robilud ber of any comfort or secos
wity, wr of woney of lands. Why had be
bt o utilieky as fo bhave taken such an
overpewering fauey to a girl like Nors,
nnupproschabie suve by the tremendous
serifioe of marrigge? This was really
the wainsprivg of bis wisfortunes.
As to the future, he shuddered to think
of it Wby should be not escape it? As
| to his solemn promise to Mrs. Ruthven,
| that weighed Lut lightly on his soul
| What stayed bis buod was partly the de-
moralization which seemed to paralyse
| b, but chiefly Lis dread of being hope-
| lensly disgraced in Nors's eyes. Bhe had
| immense power over him, and he had
| said truly, that all of good in him was
linked with his feelings for her. No! he
might bave had resclution to end his
ruined life, had he not felt convinead that

Mrs. Ruthven, furivns at beiug robbed of

her prev, would tell all end make the

worst of all to Norn, No; the one shred
| of comfort in the hell he had created for

himself, wan to remain unblemished in
| Nora's eyes. He would affect to release
her by noble effort of welf-denial, and per-
haps she would give him a kind thought;
perhaps, when wearied of a monotonous
life with Winton or some other prig, a
regretful thought.

What & sham life wis altogether! Was
Nora as true, us renl, as she seemed?
Yes, now, he would swear, but bow long
would her truth lust the wenr and tear of
the world?

Well, he had escaped detection, and for
Nora's sake, for his sister’'s, his name's
suke, he hud better drift with the tide
which seemed sittivg in his favor, His
only way of enduring existence was to
furget there wus & yesterday or & to-mor-
row.

But dise with that wowman, who was
his mistress in the cruelest sense, be
could pot—at lesst, to-day. No; to-day
he must be alone; he must be free to swal-
low, unchecked, such an amount of bur-
guody, champagne, brandy, as might
drown the intolerable rage and remorse
thet maddened bhim,

His lncoherent note of excuse, however,
only brought Nemesis upon him, in the
shape of Mrs. Ruthven herself, wrapped
in shawls and furs, who sent up an urgent
message, and nat in her carriage at the
hotel door till her captive joined her, and
wus taken off in trinmph.

{To be conutinned.)

FATALITIES AT SEA.

Luarge Increase Bhown by the Report
of the lanspector General

The records of the Unlted States
stenmboal tnspection service, which
during the last nlneteen years has been
under the direction of Gen. Dumont
as Inspector General,show that during
the last fiscal year the number of lives
lost on steam vessels was approximate-
Iy 868, This was an Increase over the
average of the preceding eighteen
years of 128, ‘This great Increase was
cauned by the large loss of 1ife by the
foundering of the steamship Colima,
recently, off the Pacitic coast. This
makes the average for the last nine
teen yeurs 247. ‘The highest previous
annunl loss was 580 in 1874. The low-
est was 188, In 1884. Notwithstanding
the great Increase In the number of
vessels since 1870 —over 100 per cent.—
there have been but 7h0 disasters to
atenm vessels, with a loss of but 5057
Hves, the number of passengers car
ried per annum having increased from
122,580,130, carrled In 1870, to not less
than 050,000,008, carried In 1802,

The nverage loss of life under the law
of 1862 was one person to every 250,181
passengers carried, while nnder the act
of 1871, which greatly lmproved the
efficlency of the service, there was
only one life lost In 2,708,533 passen-
gers carried, or a reduction in the
number of lives lost of nearly 11 to 1
in proportion to the number of passen-
gers carvled.  The serviee consists of
about 1756 officers and clerks, one su-
pervising fuspector general, ten super
vising Inspectors of distriets, under
whom are loeal Inspectors, divided
among the various customs collection
Aistricts of the United States. One of
the most stelking instances of the ben.
efits derived  from the powers econ.
ferred upon inspectors under the law
is the almost entire absence of lutem-
perance at the present time upon the
part of Heensed officers.

An alleged defect In the laws. and
one which has eansed much eriticism,
18 fn the local inspectors’ power to In-
vestignte the eause of boller explosions
i casunltles o steam vessels, thos
glving the inspectors the right to pasa
judgment upon thelr own acts. The
present head of the Inspection service,
Gien. Dumont. shares in the opinion of
the opponents of such power, and has,
nnsueesssfully  however, endesvored
te have the laws amended to correed
the evil. As long ago as 1550 he called
attention o his annoal report to the
matter, aud sugrested o remedy In the
form of a bill, whiclh, however, neves
beeawe a law. The bill provided for
a court of nguiry, to be appointed by
the Secretary of the Trefsury, to Ine
vestigate acts of local Inspectors in
granting lHeenses, ete., such court to
ennsist of three supervising inspectors
of other distrélets than the one in which
the inspector belongs. It 1§ very lkely
that this matter will again be broughit
before Congress at the next sesalon,

No Song, No Bupper. X

hose men that undertake to traln
birds how to sing the ootes of musical
fnstruments usually teach thelr puplls
in classes—seven birds to a class, for
ingtanes., Girls and boys that have
stiudied under the best of masters, at
the best of schools, hnve nn enviable
time compared with the poor birds
who are shut up In a dark room to
start with, and are, moreover, half
starved If they are too long ln begin.
ning their task of Imitation. On the
other hand, If they get on nlcely and
are falrly “guick at the uptake,” the
light will be gradually admitted and
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