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BY A C. GUNTER.
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detectives that we employ and who 'dg,d
every step of your way &m Paris to Nice,
must go on the stand. Their evidence

Ol
id ‘hardly be pleasant to Miss An- [
- Tyhm Ii od,

struther. rothing you Anglo-
Sexon Puritans fear so much as scandal ;
and one would lose her to you forever;
therefore 1 am rrn.dod you will say
pothing, my dear friend.”

Barnes thinks this over and kmows tha$
she Count is righs. ‘Nevertheless,” he
says, ‘I shall speak to Mademoisle Paoli.”

“Certainly, if you insist,” returns Musse,
with a gracious book, unlocking the door.
Nothing you can tell her, I am confident,
will ever cganp Marina from her purpose,”
and he laughs  little silvery laugh that 18
mot becoming in him, and calls out after
the American, ‘‘Au tevoir, old comrade §
yust over and bave a game of Baccarat this
evening.”

®] have other business, thank you,” says
Barnes.

“Ah, I see. Love’s young dream—third
door to the right, first floor ¢’ follows him
in Danella’s soft hanco-[talln voice, a8 he
goes up stairs to mest Marina. 4

The Count steps back to his room in great
appsrent good humor, and looks at & memo-
randum from the detectives who have fol-
lowed Barnes. He reads it over and wond-
ers what that gentleman and the young
English girl had to interest them in the
English navy. Meditating upon this, he
pemembers that Miss Anstruther herself
had been curiously impressed by the picture
of the duel ; and after turning the matter
over in his mind, he goes out for a walk ;
and chancing to wander down to the harbor
and the Hotel des Anglais, asks some rather
pertinent (uestions, and obtains some in-
teresting 1nformation which sets him to
thinking deeply ; and in the end produces
peculiar results, for Musso Danella reasons

on the ltalian principles of Machiavelli,
which are derives direct from Satan him-
self.

Barnes takes the Count’s advice, as re-
ards directions ; and the door is opened
or him by Marina herself.  She is still in
deep black : in fact she never wore any-
thing but mourning,from the day of herjbro-
ther's death until some time after this the
great change came into her mind. Her fig-
ure, that the close-fitting dress displays in
a serics of curves of beauty, is perhaps a
little fuller and more rounded than a year
ago. If so, it has lost no charin of grace or
suppleness,  Her face has a tinge of sup-
pressed sudness upon its mobile features,
save when some wave of varying passion
sweeps actoss it, and then it is the imper-
sonation of that passion itself, without a
trace of any other to weaken its intensity.

As Barnes contronts her he notices the
superd vigor of her manner and excitable

chinges ot her emotion.

“On ! ghe cries, “‘at last I have waited
for you, you have for me the last words of
my brother—No, 1 have his last—his cry of
welcome to me—Marina !—that was all for
me— that was his adien to earth, was it
pot ' ‘I'he question av the end is asked in
pathetic sadness in complete contrast to
the excited l‘u?i(]ity of har first exclama-
sions, )

“It was,” replies Barnes softly.

“But his other words, the mcssage from
she decad —and you did not tell it to me be-
fore- -long agos—you could let a sister
wait \”

““When I left Corsica, Mademoiselle, you
were delirious from brain fever and would

not have understood me.”
“True!” the girl says slowly—and then
suddenly, “Forgive me. The cruel disap-
ointment of to-day has made me thought-
ess ; but to have sought that assassin, for
ene long year,day by day and night by night
over haif the world and never found him—
and this morning when I was blessing God
for having given him to my hand -to again
find — nothing — nothing ' —=NOTHING ! 1"
In an ecstacy of disappointment the girl
throws herself upon a chair, and after a
moment makes an effort and says to Barnes,
who has been watching her in silence, “You
cannot understand ; you are of u race that
thinks and does not feel; be thankful that
Heaven has blessed you with no heart, only
a brain.”

“But you have not heard the message I
bring. It may temper your disappoint-
ment.”

“Then don’t give it to menow. It is
what T feared. I forbid you tosay it now!
First see what I have done—How faithfully
I have struggled to perform my oath—How
1 have labored to find the man upon whom
my hand shall fall—then if you think that
even Antonio's words could change the con-
secration of my life, deliver my brother’s
message.” This last she speaks as if in-
spired, but not from God ; and, as Barnes
does not answer her, brings him a large
book of memoranda compiled with the sys-
tem and accuracy of a detective, showing,
that with all her hate, her pursuit has been
ocarried out with a logic that indicates some
subtle mind has been brought to bear upon
the matter. Barnes concludes wisely that
it is that of Musso Danella. He is delighted
to have the opportunity of studying her
investigations, as it may help him to judge
if Enid’s brother is in immediate danger
of discovery. The first document before
him is,

LIST OF OFFICERS.

H. M. 8. VULTURE, 1882.

John Lenox Ward, Commander.
HenElc'( Lawson,
T, Edgerton Reede,
Walter Montrose P‘hmipl,
Nelson Trowbridge,
Hon. Matthew Lennox Haye.
@George Hodspur, Navigating Lieutenant.
omas F. Fearing, Chief Engineer.

Mortimer N. Dougiu, Paymaster.
Woellington Elenwood, Surgeon.
Arthur William Herrick, Assistant Enginesr.

And then follows the names of abeut
eight midshipmen, junior engineers, ete. i

“That list was obtained from the office'of
the British Admiralty,” says the girl, “‘and
is absolutely correot, like other official
statistics.”

Barnes notes here to himself that Edwin
Anatruther joined the *‘Vulture” at Gib-

Lieutenants,

raltar as & Bupernumerary, consequent!
his name docs not appear on the list sent
#rom England; and now knows how Marins
has failed to discover him.
The mext thing that meets his eye
startles him. Itis an elaborite description
of each officer on the list, with his phote-
graph utmcged.
“How did you get these ?” cried th
American in llll'pl‘il‘:. .
“Time and money did it—but what use?”
says the girl sadly. ‘‘Any being.of reason
would say it must be one of these menm
whose faees I look on in this book ; gaze
upon them with me ; you saw his face that
fatal day, and know it is one of those whe
is the murderer that I seek.”
::gow doII know that?”
ow? I have seen every man on this
list, but thal engineer whoywn suddenly
ordered to China ; this one who is on the
Qold Ooast of Afrioa, and Reede who was
detached to the ‘Ruby’ in the South Pacific,
I have talked with them as I have with you
to-day, and they all said that they were too
busy with official duties for any of them te
2: leave the day the ‘Vulture’ {eft. Ajaccio.
dithen I went to the captain, a olose-
mouthed Scotchman, who prompily told me
$hae no officer of ‘his left his ship’that day
—4Qatch me giving leave on tlic morning of
ul\lu'—’xxot to a royal prince, by Heaven !
Madam '—and then I knew that there was
R *epiony g them, evad SN

§ = nedan scaseh

1 centinues, °*
ot r
3« the and did

poo!
listl —for th id I was gen
‘and 'm me ‘the ol of the Hocpiy:lkl‘

sud one, s sunny-hsired BSax b,
Vhore pels e ks’ kind'es (o L',
and who, they told mie, 'was' b ave a8 he
was gentle—for he had a’ cross upon

heart—the one so many of them die to gain.
When they brought him in wounded —I—

I said ‘H Lo lhklknpn‘u‘
home ; petha e i y poor.
brot#, wip is whitraf Yor hifn ip that
far-off tand ;’ I y I'saved his
Jife—and he—he used to call me his—his—"

Barnes, whose eyes have been ugon the
floor, raises them and sees before him, in-
stead of an angel of vengeance, an angel
pity, and, perhaps, of love ; for the girl has
now a blush upon her

She concludes after a moment’s pause of
emotion, with a little effort—‘He called
me his Princess of Merey—and used, after
he was stronger, to_walk with me in the
moonlight in the Khedive's gardens, and
tell me he owed to my kind hands his life.
And when he was well he grew to look like
s god—Edwin—"

“Edwin !” cries Barnes.

“Yes, Edwin Gerard An—the last 1s &
ourious English name difficult for a south-
ern tongue to pronounce—but I have his
eard.” and she produces for him the name
of Enid's brother, and cries, ‘““You know
him too! Is he not glorious !” for she no-
tices some sign upon Barnes' face, that
makes her think this.

“No, I have only met his sister.”

«Yes, she is beautiful, like him—I saw
her, too, in Paris before my picture—you
love her, don’t you?’ and Marina looks
ouriously at him.

To this Barnes makes no reply, but
changes the subject back to the original
one, saying, ‘‘And afterwards?”

«Afterwards *—Count Danella took me
away from lgypt almost by force ; he said
the climate was killing me. And then I
painted the duel—it was a work of love and
a work of hate. I thought perhaps some
one in the vast multitude that throng the
Paris Salon might give some sign before it,
and by that I might discover. A private
detective stood, night and day, near by,
but all that it has brought me was the pur-
suit of you—"

“And after all this?’

T should have gone to China to sze the
lieutenant who is there—but lately the
Count has received some curious informa-
tion from Gibraltar that makes us think
shere were other officers on board the ‘Vul-

ture,’ whose names are not upon that list—
Oh, I pray Heaven that he may not have
died before I reach him! I want him to
know that Antonio Paoli has a sister!”
The girl is now once more a picture of in-
tense hate.

Barnes, who has been studying Marina’s
face and pondering how to bring her
brother’s noble words home to her, here
says, ‘“When you were thinking of their
noble work in the Egyptian  hospitals, 1

should have given you the message from
the dead.” Then he tells her earnestly but
quietly the story of how her brother died in
his arms, and that his last solemn words to
him were, ‘I had sooner my sister forgot
me than that the memory of my death de-
stroyed her life,” and asks her if she, with
all her talent and all her beauty and good-
ness, has no better work in life than seeking
that of another.

The girl answers him calmly, “I have
thought of that so often, buv I am a Cor-
sican. Old Tomasso would despise me and
1 could not look my neighbors in the face
in my dear old land—for they know my
dead brother was murdered. Y{)u talk to
me just like de Belloc did.”

““Ah, you have asked him ?”’

“Of course. I took all these pictures to
him .’nd begged him te point out tke guilty
man.”

«“And he ?” centinued Barnes, for Marina
had paused and is beating the floor with
her foot in petulant passion.

«He !” cries the girl, ‘‘he | the pretended
friend of Antonio, refused to even look a%
them to aid my vengeance. He said the
duel was as fair a one as ever fought, and
the young English officer was a gentleman
of great honor and buvo:*.”

““So it seemed to me alsd.”

“Ah! you agree with him!— Fair?
Brave?! when the mam who killed my
brother wore armor.”

“Who told you thatt” s Barnes.

Mateo, the .innkeeper.  The man was
shot in the side and would have died like
his victim but for his cowardly protection.”

Barnes here explains to her the incident
of the lucky penny, telling her she painted
is in her picture.

Upen this'the girl interrupts him with a
oruel little laugh, and says, “I had no idea
my painting was 80 bad ; I meant it to re-
tmgnn@ooﬁm&& ken off by the

: g
brings the American the broken pistol and
, “Is :{m with his bloed,” and

from her bosom a little leaden ball

that gs about her white neck, cries, her
lips srembling with sorrow, ‘‘The bullet

. “Seme day you'wm kn;w i is
happler'te lave thén to hate.”
ut she answers, rising as if to end dis-
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, not f'all the u
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of if, in the en of the Kh

Edwin Amnlhorg:akod yout” gy 7

Marina starts and staggers as if he had
struck her, a great wave of blood rushes
over her face and-then leaves it deadly pale
with misery, and sinking down she utters a

ery of agonized longing.
And't:umnnu eaves her, his own

m matic merves a little shaken, for he

ad more surprises than he cares for
this day, and meditates in a startled, dazed
wort of way: ‘‘Great heaven- ! * If those twe
moet, and she should ever know I”

OHAPTER XL
THE OTHER ONE.

After using three matches to light his
oigar, in a monotonous, listless nortug! man-
ner, Mr. Barnes takes his way towards his
houltltgming over in his mind the various
possibilities mﬁining to Enid’s brother,
and decides that that young officer must
leave Nice. “They couldn’t.fail to eome
toﬁhor if Edwin here,” he medi-
ta “Marina would be sure to diseover
bim sooner or later. Tho

on, “While I live I s k but
ln«# w and_that is hqh:“ Until thisvis
' ask

Alobeginl ‘ ?

| emits a prolon

the affair he finds hi
E:M duties at every point.
ve to disclose to the chap that he hus'

taken s man's life, and that from now on he.}

must look to his own as carefully as' the
Czar of Russia guards his precious imperial
welfare.  And then, how much shall |dis-
close to Edwin? tell him his angel
:: ill hin ight; he vonlj%’t
believe id. f chance te
sho love" Mariia” r. Barnes
ged whistle and turns the

blem over again in his mind, and, having
y this time entered the Promenade des
Anglais, which is now full of foreign visit-
ors that have nmot as yet fled from this
winter city, he suddenly finds his medita-
sion ended and his problem solved in the
pleasantest wanner imaginable.

A victoria is comin "é)nrd him in the
street ; in it” a yoing lady of radiant
beauty, in the dgtesll’-t of white summer
dresses, coloréd By & corsage bouquet of
blush rosebuds and a sash of shimmering
satin of the same delicate tint, making &
vision 'whose loveliness attracts “"{ mas-
culine eye on the promenade except that of
the American, who is in deep brown study.
Beside her sits a plain, round-faced girl
with a long, lankey form, big enough to be
sixteen and dressed short emough to be
eleven. This child is & mass of gnudy col-
otihg from heét bronze boots and cardinal
itdokings to herblue hat and red feather,
thie parts coming between being clothed in
bright yellow dress and purple sash. As
Barnes comes near the carriage the young
lady makes a sudden sign to the coach-
man, the horses are pulled up and a soft
voice says in playful piteousness, ‘‘Are you
not going to speak to me?”

The gentleman addressed, who has a
gloomy scrowl upon_his countenance and is
at that moment meditating that he has not
gseen Enid Anstruther for a whole day, and
that twenty-four hours is a little eternity,
awakes from his apathy with a start ; the
frown upon his face becomes sunshine ; he
takes off his hat and answers, ‘‘Speak to
you ? of course. So lon* as I’'m out of the
deaf and dumb asylum.” Then seeing that
Miss Anstruther has & hand held towards
him, seizes it.

His speech makes the gawky girl laugh
and say, ‘‘Why, you're funny, ar'nt you!?
You're the c¥lebrated Mr. Barnes of New
York?” ‘““And you, I presume, are the
equally illustrious Miss Maud Chartris?”

“Yes, I'm the little girl,” here she grins,
¢“that you're going to give candy enough to
%o kill her. Enid told me. She’s been
lookins all over for you, haven’t you,
Enid ?

This brings a wonderful color to Miss An-
struther’s face, which Barnes thinks is very
becoming. He watches to see how she will

arry the innocent’s candor, which she does
y saying promptly in a very matter-of-fack
way, ‘“‘Yes, [ have been looking for you ;
there is a note from e at yourmobel,’ and
then with a sudden asperity of manner she
turns on the offender at her side and dis-
charges. ‘““Maud, if you don’t stop suckin
the end of your parasel Mr. Barnes wi
forget he promised you the candy.”

«“He dars'nt,” returns Maud, with a gria

of conscious power.  ‘The other one tried
to slip out of giving me a bonbonniere he
said I should have, and you know how I
fixed him.”

“The other one” jars on Barnes, as well
as on Miss Anstruther, who has become in-
tensely interested 1n the coachman in front
of her.

“How did you fix him ?” mutters he,
savagely.

«1—I got him to ask—"

Here his divinity’s face becomes so dis-
tressed that Barnes cuts Maud short by
saying, *‘You run into that candy store half
a square down the street and buy what you
want and I'll come in and pay for it.” A
rush and Maud is gone ; she wants no sec-
ond invitation.

“What did you make that rash offer
for ¥’ says Miss Anstruther, innocently:

«Because I wanted to relieve you of the
innocent’s candor,” says Mr. Barnes, lying
glibly, with a laugh.

“T'm rather afraid your diplomacy will
cost you dear ; you have no idea of her ca-
pacity for bonbons ; but you have made her
your friend, and 'she is a vindictive and
aggressive enemy. Now, why didn't you
caﬁ upon me last evening? I was quite
lonely.”

“Lonely with your brother here?’ re-
joins the American.

“My brother had but half an hour with
me. {[is ship was suddenly ordered te
Gibraltar, and sailed at sunset yesterday.”

Barnes gives a sigh of relief ; Lis problem
is solved. Edwin Anstruther is out of
Nice, so there can be no trouble for the
present. While he is thinking this Enid
continues, ‘‘I could not ask you to call last
night because I was alone, though had you
come I should have pardoned your in-
trusion, but now Lady Chartris is here, and

rotected by her matron wings I shall be

Aappy to receive you at any time—this
evening, I hope—Oh ! what a greedy girl!”
This last is addressed to Miss Churtris, who
comes te the carriage followed by the shop-
man, who is laden down with numerous
packages of sweets of every kind, and is
proportionately polite and cringing.

o reason 1 took 80 much was because
D've a hungry brother and sister ; the rea-
son I took so little is because it gets stale,
Thank you till next time, Mr. os, of
New York.”

“Don’s you get enough to eat at home 1”
questions the gentleman.

“Not of marrons glaces,” replies Miss
Maud, with her montE full, and as the car-
riage drives away she cries out, ‘I like you
better than ‘the other one.’—What are yeu
looking so cross atv me for ¥’ The first is te
Barnes and the second to Miss Aastruther,
who colors and laughs a little, leaving that
gontleman savagely pondering over ‘‘the
other one,” which is a new distraction for
him. Who the deuce is ‘the other one,” and
how did Maud fix him1—if she only fixed
'him 80 that he won't eome to Lime again I

her a very handsome present.” With
this maliciens reflection Barnes pays the
oandlndulor, and wonders if a poor man
oouldn’t live op his bonbon bill through
several long atrikes. ' Going to his hotel,’io
finds a little nete in her handwriting thad
nn:kd:. the sun seem a little brighter as he

“Thursday.

“Dear Mr. Barnes,—Lady Chartris has
argived ; w0 now I ask you to call se
that I m{ thask you again, ~We shall be
at home this evening afier eight.

““Yours very sincerely,
“ENID A. ANSTRUTHER.

Hotel des lais, Nice.”

His valet and baggage having arrived
from Paris, Mr. Barnes slips into a dress
suit and feels the better in it—as men geu-
erally do—thongh most of them detest the
trouble of the change. After dinner he
won wisdom by inspiration imported from
Havanna, and decides on two tg?ngl; ﬂn&
not to give any hint to Miss Anstruther
his suspicions in rd to her brother have
ing fought his duel and killed his man—
‘“gshe had better mever know that,” he
thinks; second, to make himself absolutely
certain that Edwin Gerrard Anstruther was
the English officer who met Antonia Paoll
on that morning in Corsica. This can be
essily done he in.g.nu. o:{ a little judi-
oiou’ pumping ; Jbl athhil sweet-
heart’s photogra um; perhaps, alse,
he will r.. 'y ure of ‘“‘the ot.llxa:z"m
This turns his thoughts to a different chan-
nel, and he wonders how long it will be—
before he buys the ment ring: aad if
“‘the other one?t’—Here he jumps up sud-
dullxand marches t for the
des Anglais, for a idea has flas|
throu, g his mind. ‘“What if ‘ the other

Mr. Ba
‘| whose windows

od | relieved

one L 8 h Nh "
‘The other one is gertainly not present as

pTTS

side, and the Public Gardens on

the ather's =£f"&mrﬂwuctu Ririen
tsl-ivh X

bhas al-
ts.are. &wr,d m he thinks there
is no one in the a nt. After a meo-
ment, & voice comes (o liim from ons of the
light that streams ‘without™ upon her,
and ?t-_mthoriud new semsation. Ho
beholds the girl he loves, forthe first time,
in full evening dress. A light, gauzy robe
seems to float about and .en elop her, per-
mitting some lovely views of her. neck and
arms, that are uqu'il;i}qli_ fdir, white and
lished {luuning shining'in the sub-
dued light s if they had “béen stolen from
the lost Venus of Praxiteles and given to the
{l:: to complete and enhance the bednty of
face. She does not rise to meet {.i-,
but says, ‘‘Please sit- down here by'me in
the window ; the night is’ oo 'perfect to
speil it by gas. y Chartris will be here
in & minute, and then I presume she will
expect us to.call up conventienality, in
{.ihe {:mn of the waiter to light the chande-
er.

Barnes says nothing, but awdaciousl
walks up to his goddess and takes her hand,
holding it perhaps a little too long, or pres-
sing it perchance a little too fervidly, for
Miss Anstruther gives out a little feminine
“Oh !” and says rather wickedly, ‘““Am I to
thank you for making this parlor a rose-
garden for me ?”

Barnes looks around and sees an immensi-
ty of cut flowers all about the room. He
has not seen them, and though he curses
himself for not doing so, he anathematizes
the man who sent them more ; being satis-
fied it is ‘‘the other one.”

“No !” hesays slowly. ‘‘Youmust thank
somebody else for these; I am a man of
business; and, shall I tell you the truth,
have had more practical interests of yours
to look after to-day, than flowers.”

This is a much greater stroke of diplo-
macy on his part than he guesses ; his only
idea was to palliate not being as attentive
as “‘the other one;” hut he ias given the
girl sometiing to be curious about, and
that curiosity linked to him,

Miss Anstruther is now a blaze of inquiry
—¢For me? More practical interests?
What do you mean? Isn’t my luggage
ali richt ? Have I losta box? DidIleave
anything behind me in the railway carri-
age ?—or, is it those awful men?’ the
last in a tone a little tremulous.

“None of these; you need fear the men
no longer; they were following me. At
present, at least, I can tell you no more,”
says Mr. Barnes, who sees he has made a
lucky hit and does not propose to destroy
it. “I suppose you have noidea who these
flowers came from?’ he has a little in-
credulity in his voice.

“Qh yes, 1 have! I think they were

seut Ly-—guess ¥’ *“The other one!” he
mutters in such a gloomy and morose tone
that Miss Enid gces into a spasin of laugh-
ter as she gasps, “No !—They came irom
Edwin—my brether, of course!” Then
blushing a little she says, ‘‘There is no
other one !"—and gets embarrassed as she
gees Barnes' face gleam at her uninten-
tional but most suggestive remark. But
pulling herself together finishes —“There is
no one at all, and of course there can be na
other one !”

«Ah, then the soomer you get oame, the
better!” returns Mr. Barnes, very tenderly,
whohas a theory that when a womnin blushes
at a thought, she generally thinks it;
and wisely judges that his darling has been
meditating abvut him in the position he
wishes to assume; which is that of the im-
petuous lover.

“What do you mean by that!” replies
Enid, who hardly catches his drift, though
she is a pretty quick thinker herself. is
answer leaves no room for doubt.

“I mean,”—he says this very slowly—*‘1
mean what a beautiful hand you have for a
wedding ring.”

The cool insinuation of this remark tfivel
Miss Anstruther a chill. She hardly likes
to say that she hasn’t a beautiful hand,
which her vanity tells her would not be
true; and if she admits that she has —what
next’—Americans are a rapid people, and
this is apparently the flectest greyhound of
the lot. He has known her thirty-six hours,
and has implied more than many men would
after a year’s worship.

A bright idea strikes her. She crusaes
him by saying ‘“That depends upon who
would place it there!” Then seeing that she
has hit Barnes harder than she wishes to,
she loses her head and palliates it by an
impulsive ‘“Oh, I didn’t mean that—te
you?”’

“To me!” Barnes has got her hand, and
might have proceeded to extremities and
peen toolish, for Miss Anstruther was a
young lady whose pride would have resented
such an assault upon the citadel of her af-
fections, and woquo have never permitted a
surrender to a thirty-six hours’ siege. But
here a small voice, that is not conscience,
breaks upom her ear. It says, ‘I am in
the next window sisting quietly! I thought
I would tell you, Enid, as you always like
to'know if I am near when you have gen-
tlemen visitors !”

The intense silence that follows is broken
by Miss Anstruther saying sternly ‘“Maud,
do not tell atrocious stories!”

«It’s true ! you know you didn’v like i#
when ‘the other ene’ used to come !”

Enid rises in dignity, & flush of anger on
her face, a tear of vexation in her eye, her
mouth very firm but trembling with annoy-
ance, as she says determinedly : ‘‘Until you
can learn to respect me and the truth also

ou must leave this room !” f

«I sha'n’t I replies Miss Maud, coming
in from the window, ‘‘and if you go %o
ballying I'll tell him——" She gets no
farther, for Miss Anstruther has thrown
open the door, and remarks, “If you do
net leave the parlor and stay out of it:all
the evening I shsll tell your goverress—
you know what !” this last very signifi-

Miss Maud Ohartris
“Don’t please !” and bolts
abject terror.

#Mind over matter |” remarks Barnes.
“Yes,” says Miss Anstruther, who ri
the bell and orders the waiter to light the
room, and does not return to the window.
“Ialways keep one undiscovered crime of
Maude’s in abeyance, oyer her head ; and
in desperate cases threaten to deliver her
to justice, Were it not for that, I could
not live in the house with her. And now
vi‘l.l ou dolqo”s favor ?”

i !

“Then te
journey has cost

Some men would have replied ‘‘Nothing?*
and never got asked for another favor. Bu$
Barnes, o is ah American, as regards
business, and a gentleman, as regards habit,
pulls out his et book and mentions the
amount,

Th:i gir} ﬁlhqhh hand full of bills, and
says simply, ‘I can repay you your mone
but yonrpkyindmu-l’ keep that, if yo’n'

ease, to remember you by. My brother

oesn’t recollect meeting you, but asked me
to thank you for him also !”

This is precisely the opening that Barnes
wants.

“If you have a picture of him,” he sug-

ves a pitaoil
the room in

me how much my, railway
u 1’

“] can tell you with more certaint;
““Yes—here is my locket—that was
win's two years ago !” says Enid with &
little smile of pride, and hands him the ar-
ticle, which contains the face of a dark
man of about thirty.
“Do you think he looks like me!” the

Barnes, very much
, for he sees that this is not the of-.
ficer of the duel, “‘He is a8 dark as night,
and are fair 4
. “Impossible | Let me sep I’ She takes

e | o

|

_ome is

i 4 i e \ h
next hlﬁ her face
eyes beam ‘With
and says, “This
o -of that fearful 1
Chartris has-taken out m brother’s

that of a triend "
un":&m :ly: ¥ l;me}l rather

pointedly, for he has become very jealous
of the man in the looket. 2 ~
«H'T'had "a—s lover desr encugh to me
to' wear"his likéness upon my heart, 1
should mot submit it to'thé gise of others s
I should want it all for myself. Of ‘éourse
it was'not n fotneto‘lvo any 6%
planation to you the matter ! 4
«Qf ' course not !” mutters poor '
humbly, who feels he is being whipped T
Mau ’s tault, “You are sure the
girl did it ¥’ :

inly! Lord”—she checks herself
—%the person whose face was in this lockes,”
for she has already removed the picture,
“is a genti€wian 1” : :

«Qh1 & lord is ‘the other ‘one,’” thinks
the American, *‘it’s lucky she's an English
girl ; i ‘Edid Anstruthér ciime from niy side
of the water I shouldn’s have one chance in
s thousand!” He forgets his anxiety for
the brother in ‘his interest for the sister,
and Lady Chartris coming in, the conversa-
tion takesignother subject.

Lady Chartris is fat and ﬂftl.{‘,:hough she
st '{u for a youth that one from
her into the distant past ; she s of her
early widowhood, and of being a young
woman and alone in the world, with only
her babies. ‘‘This is my oldest,” she says,

tting Maud’s hand, for she cannot_ reach
g:r shoulder ; thas yonng lady having
taken courage and followed her mother into
the room.

«Ah ! a sweet child !” murmurs Barnes,
sympathetically, for he has many good rea-
gons for making the mother his friend—
«How old ?—eleven ?”

«Yes, nearly twelve,” replies Lady
Chartris. ‘“‘How wonderfully you giiess
ages?’ : _

«QOh ! I knew she couldn’t. be older than
that, by looking at you,” says Barnes, and
doesn’t even blush at hisremark. “A well-

rown child for her age.”

«Qh, I was as big as I am now when
1 was thirteen,” says Miss Maud, who
has been waiting eagerly for her chance
to speak.

At this distressing contretemps a silence
falls on the group, ouly broken by a some-

what malicious laugh from Miss Anstra-
ther, who has not entirely regained her
teimnper.

“Ten, you mean, my

little one,” ejacur

lates her mother. ““You confound ten and
tiirmn. Youer geverness must glive you
longer lessons in arithmetic—1 shall speak
to her.”

At this prospect of increascd tasks, the
youshtul prodigy’s countenance falls im-
mensely.

Here Enid takes occasion to mention that
they think of going te Monte Carlo the
next day.

““Yes, we are going to Mente Curlo,” re-

eats Lady Chartris, but doesn’t invite
Burncs to join the party. Wiicreupon that

entlen...1 suggests that the ladies permit
gim to siiow them the beauty f the Public
Gardcus by moonlight, as this is their last
day in Nice.

Enid half assents, though Lacy Chartris
t$hinks it is rather teo late, and the subject
drops for five minutes, when Lady Chartris
in speaking of Americans, mentions the
name of the Countess of Morington. *‘She,
I believe, is an American ; do you know
her ?”

“Pretty well,” says Barnes, ‘‘she is my
gisver.”

“Oh 1 remarks the wfow, somewha;
impressed, tor Lady Morington is a very
great swell in Londen, “I'm glad I have
met one of your relatives ;—but as we are
g:ing into the garden with you, we had

tter put on our wraps at once.”

As the ladies leave the room to prepare
for their walk, Lady Chartris suggests that
Mr. Barnes shall accompany them %o
Monte Carlo, and that gentleman is very
happy to accept the gracious invitation ;
a fgw moments after they are in the beau-
tiful gardens—and Lady Chartris being em-
ﬁgod in pursuing the eccentric rambles of

iss Maud, Mr. %arnos finds himself tete-
a-tete with Miss Anstruther, who is hang-
ing on his arm.

“l went to that wretched child,” says
the young lady, perceiving her chaperon is
not in ear-shot, “‘and demanded my broth-
er's picture, Maud confessed her crime,
bus declared she had lost the likeness, and
now I have nome to shew you; but you
you ceuld hardly forget Edwin if yeu had
met him. He is fair like me !”

“And very tall ?” suggests Barnes, whe
remembers that Marina had called hil

on glant.

“Not very tall for an Hnglishman, bu$
tall for a Frenchman.” This description
might be that of the officer of the duel.

“‘Has your brother any marked peculiar-
ity ?”’

“No, except that he is very noble look-
ing.”

q‘Thst would be the descriptien of m
sister,” replies Barnes. ‘‘Now my sister,
have no doubt, thinks me very noble look-

m .’.

q‘Do‘l she 1" the incredulity of h~:. voice
and astenished expression of her eyes are
pet complimentary, but after a second Enid
Isaghs and says, “‘I don’t think I am pre-
judiced. My young brother Arthur is de-
oﬂodly”ignoblo ; he bids fair to be a perfeot

y

rmes can get no infermation in regard
to Edwin that is absolutely satisfying, so he
turns the talk into another chaunel and tries
te bring it back te a more personal nature,
but here he finds himself baflled and de-
feated. Miss Amstruther fights very shy,
and is, as he expresses it to himself, ‘“a
g{v;'ﬂybird in matters of sentimen$”
evening. ' Try how he will the girl
$wists romance inte merriment, and sad-
dealy remembers that they have lost y
—&fter’ ‘a short, fruitless search,
ss Enid suggests that her chaperon hav-
in probt‘bzu torned to the hotel, .she
must immediately follow her. As  they
Jeave the garden they psss two figures
walking ' fogether, whom Barues salutes ;
useo Danella and the other Marina.
“T have seen that girl before,” says Enid,
“ghe is the young lady who painted that
:lful picture of the dumei in the Paris
m’.‘

“Yee,” says her escort, ‘1 stood beside
you while you studied it.”

“Indeed! T did not notice you ; but per-
haps thas is excusable, as I hardly knew
you from any ether man then.” %

¢‘Let me prove to you I was near you,”
yeplies Barnes. ‘‘Are you very much in
love \vitli”thc gentleman who pitied in the

painting ?”

Altlﬁi Miss Anstruther gives a merry
litsle laugh and cries, ““No, I hated him, he
" henay did

en why ou say you loved him?
You might.raise h{n ho;{eay.”

¢“What ! in a man on canvas ?”’ cries the
girl in a gasp of astonishment.

“No—in his earthly representative.”

At this extraordinary remark the girl
m her eyes and says, ‘‘Yes—if he eover

me.

“All the same, you should be careful
aboutgsuch statements,” continues Barmes
in solemn pathea. “You girls should be
very particular. If he had heard you, the
?n might have broken his heart for yom.

did you do it ?”
e girl gives way to & strain of musical
:u:l::‘r ‘:uotin o8’ m-—-—wl:iichhm those
mp- parson—and then stuns
him with those cgtrlbrdinry'words :

e 2 the das Anglaa ;i maght, M

! e is ; night,
g_l'_ll., of New York.” Then she]

(20 be continued. ]

—o————

I WILL SELL

Organs&Pianos

to customers who come direct to my office
On Wednesdays and Saturdays during the
holidays at extremely low prices.

as I will not be able to drive out to canvass, Your choice of any inst t
or the United States. B itenins aude fs Osanty

J. J. WETHERUP,

Over Neill's Shoe Store, Kent Street,

e ——

Climbing Our Back Again

But not up to our boot tops yet. It is & poor way to advertise one’s business by gy,
ferring to another, but yon find that quite in style here; but we shall refeain,

Business is our motto, Treat every msp fairly and the same. You will find oy
stock complete and prices right. Good stook of millinery, the very latest. Dreg
and mantle making done in shop, and the very latest styles.

Grocery stoock complete, Give us s call.

E. Z. YEREX.

Little Britain, May 26t}, 1892.—1804-t¢

T —————

HELLEBORE
PARIS (> INSECT

GREEN =~ POWDER

AT

HIGINBOTHAM S

FARMERS, ATTENTION.

Having secured the Agency at Victoria Road for the MASSEY and HARRIS Companies, ]
am prepared to supply Farmers with the best.

Farm Implements at Prices and Terms which Cant be Beaten

A tull stock of Repairs always on hand. I will also keep on hand Organs, Sewing Machins,
Washing Machines, etc. Insurance effected in the best English companies. I am also agest
for the sale of monuments and headstones, both marble and granite,
Call and see me before purchasing elsewhere.j

JOS, V. STAPLES, Victoria Road
Victoria Road, Nov. 4th, 1891, —7-26

FOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers,

Call and see our stock. No trouble to show it.

ANDERSON. NUGENT & CO.

City Harness Shop, Lindsa}j

JAMES LITTLE, -

PROPRIETOBR:

Having extended businees, the last move being to purchase from MR.J AMES LOYALL hir entira#éo

and the good will of his business who now retires, I am prepared to give all my o/d customers, and 5 0%
ncwonuuhvenmewithﬁxdrpnmnm,n on in all orders with which I ma£ be en

My Stook of Harness, Collars, Whips, Trunks and Valised

wumﬂ. Hand made collars s specialt

none other employed. This is mosey ¥¢

be convinoed that it is the largest to choolt

xpenses being 1w

g‘huh your orders at once and don’t mis thlf
Don't forget the piace. Give me a esll.

JAMES LITTLE.

e e ——— mpp—
[ J L
Binder - Twine
Having contracted for a oarload of the leading brands of

PURE MANILLA, SISAL AND
FLAX 'BINDER TWINE,

Wegare infa position to furnish

BLUE RIBBON, RED CAP, CROWN.
SILVER COMPOSITE

and other brands at close prices.

A fall stock will"be kept on hand during the season, Orde
solicited.

HOGG BROS,

O AR WOOD

Lindsay, Dec. 13th, 1888:—1619.

- June 15th, 1892.—1598,

ratifica
finger ¢
the fing
ing
overtof
vox hu
line in
minglin
in}_-,'v the
all cat}
tion of
The (¢
four le
Himsel
ter, the
to Hin

spell o
ﬂﬂ lette
Omega.
and the
of the t
First
our p
books o
world
clergyn
germon
mgst efi
forth CI
the «
cial, po
why »
ona 1
think tl
have fre
tificatio
ol grace
ly evang
a dis
but und
say tl
realm
treas
and t!
we hav
discussic
illustrat
ers, |t
fowl, thd
the s«
pose i
1n our
limits
I knov
our 1y
wel
the;
the
Aln
d
w
Olive
strike
univers

light
W

hra
ﬁa.:- nt
all the
come to
Conquer
fro
thing =
navy
mak
can put
combn
th(‘>
into co
everlast
who are
Christ,
and unli
present

Jonat
the sen
John Bu
limest
Payson,
against
eut his
with th
of an ac
would
Jonatha
dream
eslestia
od an
\::n thi

per

themes.

ghgrist
> Hij
His te
interce
exercis
h‘e 3 0
fondn
died fo
is begg
the o
"Oh
Luthe
The fa
dent b
him q
him o
throuig]
he wrg
and j()
by the
& slenc
the md
such
the m
Can i
egotis
rate SH
of the
!cll‘l
8 a |
Bible.
and b
he&d {]
and I
And t
up all
and t}
Ang
Tows |
Btance
Tade
that &
hﬂ&r

After
out,\ t;
brii\

and a,




