(2 1T don't you think,” sald |
B to Miss Hewitt, “that the end

Justifies the means 7"

Blhie shook ber head, "“Oh, no,” she
sald; “that's Jesuitienl™

“"Well, vow, here's an example” |1
soggestedd,  “You are anxlous to sell
the conutents of this stall, aren't yon ¥

O yes" responded Miss Hewite

“And you would be delighted If some
ole were to come and buy It all up?
It would be of such use to the chari
ty.”

“Certnlnly,”
promptly.

“And wonld vex Miss Chudlelgh over
the way 7" I added.

Miss Hewlitt looked at me with sus
picion, but I'm sure I wan very de
mure.

“Ob, It would be nice, of course, to he
muceessful,” she assented, "It would
mean £M)."

“May I trouble you for another lce?’
fald [, feellng that I was bound to do
something after that. “Thank you
strawberry. Well, an | was saying, If
you could find & means of getting rid
of all thia, and thereby benefiting the
charity by se much, you would feel dis-
posad to take it, even If It wasn't quite
—well-quite, you know ¥’

*I wouldn’t do anything dishonest,”
pot in Miss Hewitt quickly.

“Oh, | wasn't talking of anything dls-
bhonest,” 1 protested. “I was only
thinking that there might be other

sald  Mins  Hewlitr,

means, not dlahonest, you know, but |

Just a little—well, not quite convention-
al, you know."

“What sort of means?' asked Mims
Hewltt, curlously.

“Why, now,"” sald I, “you have sold
very little all the day, haven't you 7

Mixa Hewltt bit her lipa, and a dis-
consolate look eame into her face.

“While I've been here,” I sald, “you
have only disposed of two palrs of
wtockings, ane woolen comforter for the
bot weather, und A sort of —a kind of —
1 dido't quite see, but 1 thought It
lookoed like a—"

“I know 1 haven't sold much,” broke
In Miss Hewltt hastily, and with a
slight accession of color,
only bought a few loes,"

I looked meditative. “So I have," I
gald, feellng that another call was
made upon me. "1 wonder If T might
~nio; perhaps better not

perambulator, Miss Hewltt 7
Miss Hewirt was not amuosed; slie

hiad only nn eye to & bargnin. “No,”
she  sald,  eagerly, “I'm afrald |
aven't; but I've got a very nicely

dressed erndle, aod some rattles—and

YAl sald I, shaking my head, “I'm
afrald It's not old enough for those
things."

Bhe sighed and glaoced across the
way, where Miss Chudlelgh was en-
gaged In 4 roaring trade,

“I think T might have one more lce,”
I mald, very bravely. It was not so
vary hard, after all; the heat was very
great and they soon melted,

Miss Hewlitt was very nlee about It
“Are you sure you ought to?' mhe
anked, doubtfully,

“Miss Hewite" [ sald, “you are much
too scrupulous. That is the reason
of your failure. And yet you would
have sold me a cradle and rattles with
perfect equanimity, knowing that I am
& bachelor. The inconalstency of your
sex s a puzzle,” | remarked, shaking
my head.

“Oh, but I didn't think about that,”
sald she, with a blush. “I only thought
you wanted —"

“Come, then,” I aald, “"what would
you do to get rid of all your articles of
commepce "'

Misa Hewltt's eyea opened. “Obh, If
1 could only do that” she exclalmed.

“Well, how far would you be pre.
pared to go for T’ sald I, insinu.
atingly.

Bhe paussd. “I'd-I'd glve up the
ball tonight,” she exelalmed, Impul-
slvely,

I shook my head. “1 have no means
of gauging the value of that renuncia-
tlon,” I sald, thoughtfully, “but poasi-
bly it Is greater than the one I know
which would enable you to sell your
stall"”

“Oh, do you knew & way 7" cried nhe,
breathlesaly.

“Why, certalnly,” 1 sald, still reflec-
tively.

“Mr. Randall, tell me,” she pleaded,
clasping her hands and putting her
elbows on the stall, Bbe looked eager-
Iy Into my face. [ really bad no notion
until that moment, but somehow her
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Miss Hewitt legned, stariog at me
for 4 moment, and then a look of lntel
lgenee enme into ber face.  Her color
started and she moved away. *1 doo’t
think you should make that Khnd of
Jesta," she remarked, disdalofully,

“It's not a Jost,” 1 oanswered, reas-
suringly.

“Then you're all the horrlder,” she
returned, felgulng to be busy with her
COtunerce,

“Hut" 1 sadd, In perplexity, *1 don't
gsec--1 only asked youn If you remem.
bered the Ducliess of Devonshire—the
one that what's-hls-name puloted, you
know ¥

Misk Hewitt was much embarrassed;
her face took on many expressions,
“HBut you " mhe began and stopped.

“Ido you remember her?" | asked.

“Of course,” sald Miss Hewltt, snap-
pishly.

“Well, then,” I sald, “why am [ hor-
rid ¥

Bhe paid me no attentlon, but began
ahifting the things upon the stand In a
recklossn way,

“Oh,'" | exclalmed suddenly, “1 see
whnt you were thinking of—-you
thought I meant—1 we¢ now., You

thought 1 was advising you to sell

Mins Hewitt got redder than ever.
“1 didn’t think anything of the sort,”
she execlaimed hurriedly, and dusting

“"You have |

I supposm |
you hpven't sueh n thing ag a lm!;y'n:

awny at nothing, “and I wish you'd
go away If you're not golng to buy
anything."

" *] should llke another lce, please ™
mald 1.

| Misa Hewlitt was somewhat taken
| aback, and look+d us 1f she would like
| to speak, but she only frowned and
dumped another lee upon the counter,
| “Hut now you have suggested 11" 1
went on, consldering, *“it's not at all a
bad ldea.” Miss Hewitt moved to the
other end of the wall, and sold an-
| other palr of steckings. “It's quite
worth thinking of," 1 sald, when she
wias within hearing agaln. “I'm glad
yon mentioned ("

“1 pever mentloned anything,” she
rotorted, hotly.

“No, of course you didn't mention I,

I agreed, “but 1 don’t see why yon
| ghould be angry, because we are s
cussing enlmly "

“I'm not discussing anything," she
observed, tartly,

“No," sald I, “but If the Duchiess of
| Devonshilre thonght It a good deed to

purchase what she consldered the wel.
| tare of her country by allowing voters

to kiss her, I don't think you should
| be offended If for the sake of an excel-
lent charity—"

“1'm not the Duchess of Devonshire,
anld Miss Hewltt shortly.

“1 don't muppone,” aald I, “that It was
was much of a kiss.”

Miss Hewltt's nostrila curled with
ROOTTL.

“Good people are always so partieu-
lar,” 1 said phllosophically.

Miss Hewlitt's Indignation
forth.

“Do you suppose, Mr. Randall,"” said
she, surcastically, “that one would al.
low any one that wished to—"'

*“0Oh, 1 never sald any one,” 1 Inter-
rupted, hastily. “No, certalnly not
any one."

She looked at me with undisguised
hauteur. [ glanced about the stall

“] should like to have & lot of those
things," 1 sald. "I could send them to
a children’s hospltal, you know."

Miss Hewlitt's face relaxed slightly.

“They would be very useful,” she
sald.

“It would ba £560 wouldn't (7" I aak-
od, ans if entering on a calculatipn.

“Yea" sald Miss Hewitt, with a 1t-
tle show of excitement, “forty-five if
one took the lot."

I fingered my pocketbook and hest
tated.

“l am afrald—"mid I. “You wee |
forgot | had promised to buy a quan-
tity of flowers for the Infirmary,” 1
retnarked, glancing at Miss Chudlelgh's
winll. Miss Hewitt's face fell, but she
auld nothlng. 1 took out my pocket-
book and extracted some notes, divid-
Ing my looks between the two stalls In
a hesltating way.

“] think the children In the hospital
would llke the toys very much,” mald
Miss Hewitt, nervously,

“Yen, they could play with the stock-
Ings nicely, counldn’t they 7" said 1.

Bhe paid no heed to this remark,

“1 wander If Misa Chudleigh would
do whiat the Duchess did,” 1 observed
pressatly,

®Perbaps you had better ask ber"

broke

“1 don't belleve she d4d et them =t
them kiss her.” remarked Miss Hewint
after u pause, and contemplating a
wooden horse. |

“Don't you?' 1 asked, looking up. |
“What did they do, do you think ¥ |

Mins Hewitt examived the toy care
fully. “Oh,"” she sald Indifferently, ~1
should think she merely pretended.” |

“Pretended ?” | echoed. |

*Yor, they only kissed-just -not
quite 1 mean they didn’t really touch
her,” ghe explained with more interest
In the horse.

I considered this. “But some of
them,” 1 objected, “would pot have
been content to be put off in that way
They must have really—*

“Oh, If any one llked to be rude and
take advantage llke that" she rald,
disdainfully, “she couldn’t help It, poor
thing.”

“No, 1 assented, *I suppose she
couldn’t, and she must have hated it
all the time.™

“Of course ghie A14," sald Miss Hew- |
ity, now inspecting & doll.

“But she did it out of a sense of duty

to benefit her country,” | concluded

“A man would never have boen so |
unselfish,” sald Miss Hewitn

“Never,” 1 sald emphatically. “But
do you think that women are capable
of such an act of self-sacrifice in these
duys? 1 asked.

“Of courne”  sald  Miss Hewltr,
watching some people go by with great
Interest, “if —if they only—only pre-
tended 10"

“Hut If there wan an accldent?* |
ventured, Miss Hewlitt apparently did
not hear this. “Do you really think,”
I persisted, “that & womun—a girl,
would do n thing Hke that?”

“Khe wonldn’'t —she ecouldn’t—of
course, the Duchess did not let It pre
tend to be done—lo—before any one
elwe.”

“Not, for example, In a room llke
this,” I sald, leoking around the bazar.
“How then?"

“Afterward,” murmured Miss Hew.
itt, bending down to plek up & pin, 1
BUPPOBE.

“Oh," 1 sald, *she wonld only prom-
Ine then?”

Miss Hewitt sald nothing. 1 rose,

“Well, I am afrald I must be really
golng,” | sald, bolding out my hand.

“] think If she were really honest she
would have to keep her promlse," sald
Miss Hewitt In a low volce,

1 looked at her, but she was not look-
ing at me. "l think you have given
me two waltzes to-night,” I observed.
“It Isn't Yery generous usage.’”

“I'm sure It's quite enough,” sald
Misa Hewltt, Armly.

“Well, at any rate, let ua sit out the
pecond,” 1 suggested.

Miss Ilewitt looked at me o sur-
prise, "I thought you lked dancing?”
she sald, Innocently.

“Oh, sometimen,” 1 sald. “But we
might have a talk in the conservatory,
It's sure to be very hot”

“Do you think it (87" sald she,

“Certain.'

“Oh, we'll see,
antly.

I turned to go.

"By the way,” sald I, leaning on the
stall confdentially, “shall 1 leave you
the £8) now? And then you can send
the things to the hospital at once, you
know,"

Misg Hewltt avolded my eyes

“[ didn't know—" she began, and
broke off. “Perhaps It would be bet-
ter,” she murmured

I offered my hand.

“To.night then,” 1 sald. She did
Inok at me at Inst, but 1t was quite by
accldent- Just the sort of accldent that
happened In the conservatory.—Black
and White,

sald she nonchal-

Excellent Advice.

A young mun just strting npon his
work in the ministry was one doy talk-
Ing to un aged minister In London, who
had spent n lifetime o the service. The
young mnn sald:

“You have hud & great deal of exper]-
ence; you know many things that I
ounght to learn. Cuan't you glve me some
adeice to curry with me in my asew du-
tos?"

“Yeu, T cun,” wus the respouse. 1
will glve you a plece of advice. You
know that In every town In Eugland,
po matter how small, In every villuge
or humlet, though It be hidden in tha
folds of the mountaln or wrapped rotind
by the far-off sea, In every clump of
farm houses, you can tind & road which,
If you follow It, will take you to Lon-
don. Just so every text which you
ahall cheose to preach fram In the Blble
will have a road that leads to Jesua.
Be sure you find that road and follow
it; be.careful not to misas It once. This
Is my adrice to you."

Highly Honored Women.

Two lllustrious Engllsh women who
celebrated this year the seventy-fifth
anniversary of their birth are Flor-
ence Nightingale and Jean Ingelow,
The herolne of the Crimea Ia a tall,
gray-haired woman, with fine, epen
face that has & nun-like serenity, Bhe
In Inclined to be atout, while Miss Inge-
low, the poetess and novellst, Is amall-
er and less robust of physique. Each
In the object of much attention, though
from the nature of her career Miss
Nightingale has been the reciplent of
more public honors.  Perhaps the most
remarkable event of her lfe, to regard
it from & worldly point of vlew, was hor
refusal of the testimoniul of £50,000
offered her after the Crimea war.

Adirondack Forests Disapoearing.

‘I've Adirondack forests are belng
slnughtered for the raw matorial for
producing wood pulp of spruce. About
1,200,000 corda of spruce wood, the
equivalent of 125,000,000 feet of lum-
ber, will find their way Into the wood
pulp mills of northern New York In the
course of the current year. This Is
abworbing the forest growth of many
thousand acres sach season.

Whea a physician hits o man's @i
ease of the third goess, the people feal
that be lo the smartiest men alive
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CHAPTER XVIL—(Continued.)
Mre. Ruthven was successful slong the
whole line she had marked out for her

self. If she was & little sore respecting
the feelings Mursden so frankly avowed |
towsrd Miss L'Estrange she had the con-
solativn of believing that she was inflict-
lug the cruelest disappolintment on that |
detested rival. Then, she Lsd the man |
she loved wo utterly at her mercy; and

| this, which would have been paln aund

humilintion to u womsn of resl heart and |
delicnecy, gratified her crude love of power,
while the certainty of accomplishing the
wurriuge ou which she had set her soul,
of fulsitying Bhirley's spiteful prophecies
of defeat, Alled ber with exultation. There
was 8 very ugly reverse to the medul, but,
for the wowent, slie wasable to put it aside,
if not to forget it. With Ler wealth, and
Marsden's positlon and popularity, the
world was 8t Ler feet. As 1o bis craze
shout Nors L'Estrange, that wonld pass
over. e would find that an experienced
women of the world must be a lnuﬂ'|
wiltable wife fur bhim than o mere school-
girl like Nora,

Fur wevers! days after she had come to
a distinet understauding with Marsden,
Mri. Ruthven denied berself 1o every one
—saven to her faithful Bhirley, who was
by uo means pleased with the aspect of
things.

He had not been mecustomed to be thus
debarred admittence, and he scented mis-
chief. Though the day was gone when
he hoped to rekindle Mrs, Ruthven's pass-
ing caprice for himself, he objected very
strongly to her marrying Marsden, who
had pnconscivusly wounded his amour
propre, and insulted him by his oppressive
superiority. When, at last, Mra. Ruth-
ven, was st home to him, he was in a
very bad temper, Indeed, which was not
Improved by the carvless triumph of her
manner. "I thought you were golng to
cut me completaly,” he said, when they
had exchanged greetings. “Why, It Is
wore than a week since | was admitted "

“You have no right to complainj 1 have
not seen any one.”

“You have not been unwall, I hope 7

“No; I have felt remarkably well; bat I
have been busy with these tiresome pa-
pers;" and she waved her left hand to-
ward them. Bhirley started, for on her
finger sparkied the double-heart device, of
rubles and diamonds, he had seen om
Nora's. .

“l ean scarcely belleve my syes he
exclalmed., “Am I to conclude that Mars-
den has traneferred his alliance, with the
betrothal ring, from Miss L'Estrange to
yon?"

“He has,” she returned, twirling the
ring round and round, and smiling softly.

“Aud how—how did Marsden contrive
to break off with Mlss L'Eetrange

“I'hat 1 do not know; but he has done
so, and ue [ have alwnys found you capa-
ble of keeping silence when necessary, I
o not mind telling you, that Mr, Marsden
lias made some rather entous discoveries
which, In short, render his marriage with
Miss I Esatrunge imposnible,”

“Discoveries, ¢h?' in & peeunliar tone;
“and will you not trust me completely ¥

*“Nao, my good friend; 1—in short, 1 do
not exactly know mynself."

“It Is all very mysterious, and dencedly
hard for Miss L'Entrange.” -

“1 don't suppose she i In a very en-
vinble state of mind,"” returned Mres. Ruth.
ven, with an air of quiet enjoyment.

Rliirley looked st her curiously.

“And have you given up all hopea of
tracing your ruliea?” he anked,

“Yen,” she suid, sharply; "what suggest-
el them to you't"

“l don't know; perhaps an idea that
Mnraden lins not hitherto bruonght you
liek," ¥

“He will replace tmy rubies by the Mars-
den dimmonds, Now, Captaln Bhirley,
you sald you thought 1 was going to cut
sou completely; you are mistaken; I am
not goiug to cut you, but | am going to
drop you s an intimate friend. Mr. |
Marsden, for some reason or other, would
not ba pleased, | know, if 1 continued on
the same terms with you, and he is natur-
ally my firat conslderation. You have al-
ways been friendly and useful, and [ may
add, prudent; for you have wisely agreed
with me in letting by-gones be by-gones.
But before entering loto a new phease of
iy existence, I ahould l{ke to look through |
a few acknowledgments of yours, which |
you have given me from time to time,"
and she drew from a Rusaian leather dis-
patch box several slips of paper neatly
fastened together.

“Mra. Ruthven!” cried Bhirley, coloring
erimaon, *'if you mean that I am to clear
up with you, previous to your entering on
your ‘new phase’ you Intend to reward
my prudence hy ruining me."”

Bhe looked at him a moment in amused
nilence.

as she began to uuderstand i1uatters
without questioning, and grew auxious
that the two she heartily loved should not
spoll each other's lives for a puncriliv, *1
must write and ask bim to luncheon or
dinper."

*No, po, dear Heleu! Promlse me,
promise me faithfully you will not,” fm-
plored Nora, with soch a distressed ex-
pression of countenance that Mres. L'Es-
truuge promised.

This last duy was bright and crisp,
there had been u light fall of snow aod
the grass In the park was pretuily pow-
dered.

No exterior brightnesa, however, could
cheer Nora. Bhe kept a brave face, but
her beart folt as (f it must break; for the
moinent life was to her llke one of those
wretched dreams, where the dresmer, all
burning to attaln some joy almowt with-
In touch, is kept back by impapable bar-
rlers, vague cbstacles, gossgmwer to the
eye, lmpreguable to the starving spirit,

It wha, wbe told herself, useless, un-
maidenly, to grieve o about a man who
waa evidently resolved not to renew his
proposal to her. Bhe had begged to join
Bea and her governesss in their enrly
walk; anything was better than sitting
still.

Bhe talked kiudly and cheerfully in
fGermuan to the little frauleln sbout her
home nud ber people, every now aud then
falling luto sllence aud birter thought,
und then with the restlessness of paln,
she wanted to go home and read, & tough
book of some kiund would draw her out of
herself. Hhe compluined of fatigue, and
they returned to the house

Nora went listlesaly upstairs, opened
the drawing-room door and stopped for a
moment. Helen was speaking to some
one, another step, and she saw her step-
mother seated on & low chalr looking up
to Mr. Winton, who stood on the hearth-
rug leaning his shonlder against the chim-
ney-place. Whe lnstinctively tarned her
face from the light, and assnmiug by an
effort an air of composure, advanced to
shake hands with him—a charming figure,
as the reflection of the fire played on her
dark-gresn, close-fitting cloth cont, edged
with sable, and & pretty cap of the same
fur crowning her golden brown curls. o
wpite of her will and firmly exerted self-
control, a vivid blush rose to her cheeka,
which left eolor enough even when It had
partially faded,

“Where s Beal' asked Mrs. L'Hs-
trange when the others had bid each other
good-day,

“Gone to take off her things.”

“l must bring her to see you," sald
Mre. L'Eestra with rather a signif-
cant look to Winton.

“He s going then,” thought Nora, too
mueh taken up with the ldea to heed her

her learing the room.

“I thought yon were to sall to-day?"
she sald, taking off her cap and parting
the fringe on her brow; the room was
quite too warm, after the cold air, and
she drew a chalr forward, wtill keeping
bher back to the windows.

“I have postponed my departure for a
week or two,” returned Winton; and
there was an awkward pause, while Nora,
with uosteady fiugers, drew off her gloves
aud rubbed her hands gently together.

*You seem tired of your holiday ¥

“No," sald Winton, taking a step nearer
to hier, and looking strulght into ber eyee.
"1 must tell you the truth, even though [t
may seem bad taste to do so, at least so
soon. I am not tired of my hollday, but I
wanted to throw myself into engrossing
work, to deaden the pain of disappoiut-

| ad hope—hope that probably I had no right

to entertain, yet which I could not resist!"
Norn was allent. I may seem p tiresonie,
persevering blockhead—but, ouce more,
Nora, | offer you my future lfe! Aud I
promise, with all my soul, to be your

truest friend, as well as your true lover!
Bhall I go, or wtay "

And Nora—the tears welling over and
hanging on her Iashes—naid softly, but
moat distinetly: “Stay!" Then she lost
bold on herself and burst loto a fit of
weeping.

“Good heavens, Norn!" eried Winton,

| dismayed, “you do not accept me agalnst

your will?

“No, no,"” she returned, recovering her-
solf & little, “but I have been so miser-
able and so foollsh.”

“Tell me," said Winton, bending one
knee on & footstool beslde her, and taking
her hand gently In his, “why did you ae-
cept Marsden 1"

“Becanse 1 thought he loved me very
mneh; and—"" with a quick glance from

or aweet wet eyes, and a frank pressure

the band, “that no ong else did."

“How was that?' eried Winton, his
heart beating fast. “You must have felt
bow msoon you grew dear to mel—dearer
than anything else on earth or In heaven,
sither.”

“Why did you not tell me so before?"
asked Nora, amiling, though her lips still
trembled.

“Because, my love, my life, I wan
afraid! Do you remember, one day, you
bid me good-by at the door, at Brookdale,

“] am not quite so hard a creditor, Bhir-
Iey: partly, perbaps, because I do not for- |
get by-gones, quite. No; 1 Inaugurate |
this new phase of my existence by return- |
ing you all these promiasory notes. I
wiah to hear no more of them—lat us part
friends. I wish you good luck in what-
ever way yon would best |ike it."

Bhirley's dark face changed. “You are
kind, and—and most liberal,"” he sald. “I |
winh our old—let me say frisndship—was |
not to be ended.” He took the papers
xhe held ont, and twisting them up, throst
them f{uto his breast pocket. “1 ghall
never mieet your mateh sgain; you have
shown me what can be dared and done |
by a woman, blessed as you are with u
heavy purse and a potent will."

“And nll's well that ends well,"” re-
turned Mra. Huthren, Bhe gave him her
hand with & slight Inclination of the head,
and he felt himeelf dismissed.

. L] L] - L ] - .

The days flew fast, and that fixed for
Wipton's departore had dawned.

Nora dared not bope that she still held
the same

and I dared to hold your hand closer and
longer than I ought? The words, ‘I love
you," were on my lips at that moment, but
it was no time or place to speak them:
and ever after, in some nameless way, you
put me from you, and virtually told me
you would have nothing to do with me.”

“Yes, | remember It, and 1 was told
that—rthat you had been engaged to Helen,
and ware now hoping to marey her!"

“Who told you thin? Marsien?' be
Anked, sternly, catching her other hand
and holding both tight.

“Yen," faltered Nora.

“Then he ls an Infernnl linr!
rou belleve him 7"

“Why should I doubt him 7"

“Then you should not have doubted
me."

“You would not have me so conceited as
to fanoy a man must be-—very, very fond
of me—when he never told me so ¥’

“While I thought every one must see I
was making a fonl of myself.”

“Oh, it you wish to keep up a character
for wisdom—"

“1 don't suppose you belleve moeh in my
wisdom! Bot, Nora, will you really come
with me to India?—to & wild, remote sta-

to refuse! But

Why did

.i.-g"
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solemnity,

80 when Mrs. L'Estrange was called
bark it was all wettled . & vory happy party
| met ut dinner that evening—at which pe
past Miss Bealrice, to her great
was allowed to be present, and dm
service by promoting genersl sod very
discursive couversation.

The soclety papers soon added to thely
usual paragraphs mysteriows hints as to
broken engagements, and the falss in-
formntion dissemivated by their contem-
poraries respecting the approaching nup-
tinls of & certain popular member of so-
clety, whose domaine lay oot a hundred
miles from a well-known cathedral town
In the Midlanda, ete,

Nora L'Bstrange and Winton were toe
much strangers and pilgrims io the world
of London to share the stteution be-
stowed on Mms. Ruthven and Marsden.
The noise made by the extraordinary theft
of her Jewels hnd given the pretty widow
i certain stunding in the estimation of so-
lety, und her marriage with so well-
kuown 8 man as Mursden made her posi-
fioen secure.

Little remains to tell of this {1l-bal-
anced tale, where, though virtue ls fairly
rewarded, vice is by no means chastised
us it ought to be. Juftlce, complete jus-
tice, I8, however, rarely visible to the
nuked eye; let us beliese there in 0 secret
awnrd which brings unerring punishment
to the evil-doer, even though he “flourish-
vs s & green bay tree’ in the eyes of his
neighbors,

A vouple of yenrs after what Nora con-
sidered her grest delivernnee, Mrs. 1'Eu-
trange, in her tranguil home gt Brookdale,
which it was arronged was to be ler resi-
denee so long as Mr, wid Mrs, Winton re-
muined In Lndin, wrote as follows, in one
of her monthly letters to her wlep-daugh-
ter:

“You will, | am sure, be sorry to hear
that Clifford Marsden had a bad full, oot
hunting, last week., They tell me be rides
most recklessly; indeed, he I much
chunged suince his marrisge. Mrs. Mare-
den, 1 must say, makes a capital ludy of
the mapor, snd is decidelly popular,
though somewhat exacting; but Mr. Mars-
den is either sllent and moedy, or in
flerce high wpirita. He Is very thin, and
not pearly so handsome an he was, There
is & curious, glazed, staring look in his
eyes. that distresses me, for | always
liked him; and be always shows the ut-
moat friendliness to Bes and to myself.
I never heard that he drinks too much,
but it s whispered that he eats oplum.
He s often away, and when at home
seems to take no interest in snything.
Madame los master and mistress, and peo-
ple appear to consider her rather nsglect-
ed by her husband. Mre. Maruden shows
me all proper civility, but 1 feel she doss
not like me; and I dare not encourage
Clifford to come here as often as he
would like. 1t {u reported that Mm. Mars-
den |s trying to bribe Colonel Marsden,
the next heir who is a bachelor, and
rather out at elbows, to join her hnsband
In breaking the entail, and then the estate
i# to be settled on her. This may be mere
gomip: | eannot help feeling grieved for
Clifford; he seema so broken and hopelesa.

“The mall has not come in yef, so [
shall send this off. [ eannot tell yon what
pleasure your descriptions of your delight-
ful life up-country give me, and Bea, too,
looks eagerly for your letters. My kind
love to Mark, who, 1 am sure, is & pat-
tern hushand. What & narrow escape
you had of losing each other!”

(The end.)

BATTLE WITH ACOLONY OF RATS

It was & hardearned victory that
Walter Carter won over an army of
rats In Camden, says the Baltimore
Ameriean It was a cuse of fight or
perish, and Carter fought When the
flurce battle was finished he countad
the heaps of fallen enemnles. There
were 102 of them. Oarter s & member
of the irm of Hoberts & Carter, pro-
vislon dealers, on Becond atreet, above
Pearl. Hor & long time the firm suf-
tored severely from the depredation of
rats, which seemed to grow in boldness
as they Increased In numbers. They
were into everything. elimbing all over
the store and gnawing Into boxes, bar-
rels and bing to such an extent that the
owners were appalled, 4

It was the junior partner's hablt to
open the wtore iy the worning, and he
Invariably heard o great scaumpering
over the place as he entered by the dim
lght. He concluded at last to have it
out with the little beasts, and began
an Investigation to locate thelr rendes-
vona. This he bad no difficulty In find-
Ing. As he opened the door of a small
brick smoke-house In the rear of the
store, now little used, he saw fully a
dogen rats run Into holes in the floor
and walls. They quickly recoversd
from thelr fright, however, and emerg-
e to glare viclously at him out of thelr
wicked little bluck eyes. Carter walk-
ol out, got a short, thick club and &
lantern, and re-entered the smoke.
house. Thin time he closed the door
behind dm. The dim Hght of the lan-
tern served to half dase the rats, and
Oarter had no dificulty in killing three
big fellows As they gave vent to dy-
ing squeaks, however, scores of other
rats emerged from seemingly nowhere,
gurrounding the young mun with the

‘ﬂudﬂr. with a t

fight to & finlsh. Oarter's retreat was
cut off, and he started in to fight.

keeping up & hoerible din of
that nerved Oarter to his
after another of the soft, ngly things
struck him as he stood dealing blows
right and left, and felling & mt at ak
moat every blow. Btill the numbers
multiplied, and the courageous
began to fear that he would bave to
fall before the horrdd foe. Hs had
been bitten several times on the hand,
but had managed to keep the fangs of
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