MR BURNES O AEN YOBK

BY A C. GUNTER.
——

struggles; tor she 15 giving up Wnay 111}
l:'nh“of her fathers and teachings of
her race have made it her holy duty te per-
orm.

: But it is all or nothing, she knows that ;
and as she takes her brother's picture, and,
covering it reverently, places it where is
cannot remind her of the past, she gives a
kiss and & tear, but says toit, ‘“Now 1

your murderer stood before me, helplesd
and in my power, he is safe ! The wile of
Gerard must be no criminal; even if nl‘u isa
Corsican, whose neighbors cry out, ‘Shame
upon you ! \ :
in his grave—his sister xnlt@ud of avenging
him, marries ene of the nation from whom
his murderer came !'” ’

8o the night came; and, at the end, in
tears and prayer she has cast out the thin
that has been a blight upon her life, an
thinks, ‘I am Gerard’s now, and mvst
holy for his sake.”

And here another joy comes over her; she
is a Catholic; she can now confess and re-
ceive the consolations of her .religion; for
since the day she has made her dath of:
vengeance she has net dared te face her
church; with that in her heart she knows it
would condemn and anathematize, even
though all the traditions of her island said
murder was just.

She has several times seen pass her at the
hotel a priest, going on an errand of mercy
%o a sick boy brought here, when too late,
that the balmy air of the Riviera may keep
consumption from claiming his life.

This holy man, she remembers, is ene ot
the kind to whom she could lay bare her
heart; one in whose face there are the traces
of a struggle andp victory over sin within
himself; one who causes us to know that a
true Christian makes the truest man.

It is by this time early morning; she
gends to the office for his address, and word
is brought her that Father Enrique is now
in the house, having come to administer the
last rights of the Church to the dying boy.
She waits in the corridor; and, as he re-
turns from his mission, says te him,
«Father, you have just been giving consola-
tion to one who is to die, teash me how to
live.” Then, drawing him to her reom,
she tells him the story of her life. The
good priest looks at this beautiful sinner in
some astonishment ; for, though he has
had some curious confessions from penitent
ladies at Monte Carle, still he has had none
like this; but fortunately for. her, beini a
man of common sense, after showing to her
the enormity of her crime, and that all the
customs or habits or passions of a country
er a race could not make wrong right, nor
pullify the law of God, whose law is the
law of all who live upon this earth, nay
more, of any who may exist within the uni-
verse, he begins to comfort and console her
and lift her up and show her that Heaven
has kindly given her this great love for
Gerard, in order to turn her from her sin
before she has consummated it, and the best
and safest course for her is to marry as
soon as possible and leave behind her the
awful passions of her other life.

“And my penance ?” ghe asks.
piation !

‘‘Penance !'—Repent ! Expiation ?!—Be a
good wife to this heretic yeu love ; and if
{ou can’t make him a good Catholic, make

im a good man.”

This perhaps is net very orthodox, but
very human. He leaves her consoled and

nitent; and, the contending passioms im
er soul being calmed, sleep comes to her
and gives her rest.

Mr. Anstruther having no yendetta on his
mind, has a very comfertable night’s slum-
ber without confession, or evea prayer for
that matter ; but is disturbed in the early
wmerning and thinks he hears a knocking ;
ke grunts out some unintelligible exclama-
tien and rolls over for another snoeze.
From this, however, he is awakened by a
very sharp, vigorous and imperative attack
uwpon his door. He springs out of bed
and cries, ‘“‘What is up? hat’s the mat-
ter?”’ :

Enid’s excited voice answers him from
without, “Up! You're not up! That’s
the matter! We've only twenty minutes
to catch the train. I had youn called an
hour ago, Edwin ; dress quickly.”

At this he gives a prolonged whistie and
mutters, ‘‘Cursed awkward; I for‘ot D4
then yells through the panel, ‘I won't,be
a minute, Enid !” and thinks of the rage of
his fair sister when she discovers that he
will not take her to England that day.

His mind is net made more easy by such
exclamations as ‘“Hurry ! Hurry! We'll
miss the train ! You’re not going to him,
I am!—Be quick for my sake!" which
come to him threugh the door as he
dresses.

Thus adjured, he makes a hasty teilet,
throws open his portal, and Miss Anstruth-
er confronts him in a very pretty travel.
ing dress, a look of expectant hepe on her
face, and eager anxiety in her movements.

“Come |” she cries, ‘‘only ten minutes
now. No time to bid Lady Chartris good-
bye.”

y“But my breakfast !’ he suggests.

“‘Breakfast? Breakfast at Nice | —Come!”
She turns to two porters behind her and
says, ‘‘Bring down his luggage,” and then
in a little scream of despair utters, ‘“Why,
you've not packed !”

“No. Didn'v I send word I was not go-
ing to-day ?”

“‘Not going to-day:” Description would
fail to give an idea of the surprised disap-
pointment of the girl. Enid sinks down
and mutters, ‘‘I have telegmphed him. He
will be at Dover to meet me!” then springs
up and cries, ‘“What does luggage matter
to a sailor. Come!”

“No! I!—ah!—you see!”

I see nothing but we have nine minutes
to catch a train upon which my happiness
depends—Edwin! as you love me, come!”

“No! it's impossible,” remarks An-
struther with rather a hang-dog air; for he
sees, withfjconcern, there are tears ®f dis-
appointment in his sister’s beautiful eyes.
“‘Knid 1 would go with you if I could -but,
ah—1 didn’t like to tell you before—the
doctors thinks it's best for me not to exert
myself too much, You know—my wound
in Egypt!”

“Your wound! You frighten me?”

“Ah!—Yes—You see I'm not up te
travel.” With this he gives a little pant
or two, aud to work his case up, sinks ap-
parently exhausted into a chair.

“Edwin, you are not fainting !” she
screams, giving him a glance of horrer that
makes himjashamed of himsalf; but he has
to keep to his role, for he feels he cannot
tell Enid the truth just yet; and te leave
Marina, until he recives her answer, is of
course out of the question. “You are not
well enough to travel.”

“‘Yes!” he replies. It is because I was
wounded in Egypt I do not leave Monace
to-day.” And with this wretched prevarica-
tion he tries to suit his conscience; but
here Enid gives it another twist.

She whispers, “You are very ill? Oh!
that awful wound! Will it never heal ? Go
togbed, darling; I will bring up your break-
fast and stay here and nurse youl”

“But ‘Burton, darliag? ”

‘‘Burton mustJwait ; you are sick ; he is
well”

‘“What a dear little angel you are, Enid,”
says her brother, taking 8lux' in his arms
and ki-hi her, as she deserves, ‘‘I’m not
80 ill, but T’ be round all right to-morrow;
and, when I do take you to England, you
shallhavethejhandsomest trousseau you ever
dreamt of, . Now don’t grieve me by being
%00 much disappointed at not seeing Barnes

‘“My ex-

Your brother cannot rest withs"

‘well,” S

5 above all, don't
!-o:k.o‘;,o mﬁ b.y‘db’oiu anxious about
»

But shis shew of affection increases her
oon:crn. She whispers, ‘‘You are T‘
to make me forget you are very ill ow
fortunate I am here with you. "“For how

many kisses will you ge to bed ?
“gﬁt for ten Jolllﬂ e
«You won't go to bed ?”
«Not till midnight.” |
«“Then ] will see that you do now. Yes,
and that you have proper advice and at-
tendance—until we make you strong
in ! and Enid darts from the room, for
she has just remembered there is a cele-
brated English surgeon in the hotel, snd
has rua off to find him and send him'te
her dear imvalid. Though the physician
does not come, someone with greater power
to soothe him does. . In her pursuit of the
doetor Bnid rums across Marina, whe has
come . déwn to ‘eas a little' breakfass, for
aature has resumed itd sway and she has
remembered that she had no dinner the
night before. ‘‘What has happened te
make you so happy.?” cries Enid idly;
and stares in astonishment, for the Corsi-
can is as radiant as the sun. - *You haven't
left yet, dear ; I feared I had missed you.’
«No, I shall remain a few days. 1 hope
te see a great deal of you, now Mr. Barnes
h.. N” . R o ¥
shall whea my brother gets

““He is ill ?” :

“Very! He almost fainted in my arms
a minute ago. 1 must find the doctor,”
and Enid hurries off, not noticing that Mar-
ina Las staggered and almost fainted too.

Mr. Anstruther has threwn off the hasty
toiles made for his sister, and 1s now, in
dishabille, preparing an elaborate get up
with which he hopes to daszle his Corsican
sweetheart, when there comes a faint
knock. He eries, “Don’t come im! That
you, Enid ?”
24No ! It is I !” says & trembling voice.

«Marina ?’ There is a noise of scattered
bedroem articles as he springs to the door.

«Yes—come to murse you, as I did be-
fore. You are ill, Gerard?”

“Never better in my life.”

“Impossible !  Your sister gald you
fainted ! She said she woula nurse you ;
but, Gerard, I claim that right.”

«‘And you shall have it when I am sick,”
he cries with a merry voice, for her last
words make him very happy. Then he
hurriedly explains the deception he has
practised upon Enid, and oreniug the door
a little, says, “Dear one, if you don’s be-
lieve me put in your hand and feel my
pulse.”

Here there is extended into the room a
little palm, with groping fingers, which is
seized upon ; and, instead of a throbbin

ulse, feels a long mustache and a pair o
ips.

pA moment of bliss, and Marina cries,
“Gerard, let me go ! If your sister saw me
thus, what would she think ?”

“If she sees you thus, show her this !
And keep it, dsrlin\s, till I can replace it
with a better.!” and, fimally, withdrawing
her hand, Md¥ina finds Gerard’s seal ring
slipped upon her finger.

"Eow, when will you meet me ?”’

“Whenever you like,” whispers the girl,
looking at the ring, and feeling it makes
her his. i

“Very well. Rum away now, dear onme,
and in a few minutes I wall call upon yeu in
your parlor,” says Mr. Anstruther, in a
very ocenfident and commanding voice to
this eaptiye of his how and spear.

And he does so ; and finds the girl wait-
ing for him, more beautiful and more bash-
ful than the evening befove, " ]

Happiness has perfected her charms, bus
made her timid, compared to last nighs,
whea. she thou,:s never to-see him aguin
and had the boldness te despair,

She is in & dead white dress, a little out
of ‘the fashion, perhaps, as it has deme
duty fer over .a year; but she feels any-
thing is better for her this happy morn-
ing tham the black she has wora, that re-
:undl her of the vow she has cast eut from

or.

Anstruther enters the room and pounces
instantly upon his captive's hand, for he is
in mo mood to dally with his will-e’-the-
wisp sweetheart who has made him suffer
so long, and says, ‘‘Yeu have not takea off
my ring !’

“No,” whispers his slave, ‘I did not care
to. I—I was afraid you might not like
it.

“Quite right.” And mew you recellect
that I teld you thatto-day you must pro-
‘mise to make me ltrpy. or tell me the vow
that prevented you.”

‘‘Yes, but there is mo necessity of my
telling you the vow, Gerard—it is gome.
1 do’szroyod it last might, fer love of

ou.”

“You, darling !—And you, will yeu mar-

me ¥’

“That is for you te say ; light of my ex-
istence, my life is in your hands.”

After half an hour of rapture, the twe
wander off from the hotel to pass the day
together ; for Edwin knows his sister is in
pursuit of him with her docter, and will, if
she finds him, foree him to an explanatien,
or to the bed of aninvalid.

Twice during the da
rina, The first time, he says suddenly,
“Why did you never answer any eof my
letters that followed you from Egypt ?”’

““I mever got them—where did you direet
your correspondence :”

“Number 147 Boulevard, Montmartre,
Paris.”

Marina says mothing, but does a few mo-
ments’ meditation upon this curious fact, as
the address he gave her was the correct one.

Somawhat later in the day, he surprises
her again. ’

She bas just told “him that Count Dan-
olla is her guardian.

*“Musso Danella 1 he asks.

‘Yoo ” | ' i

“That is ma&nilunt. I met him twe
weeks ago in Gibraltar ; we became greas
chums. He is one of the most entertain-
ing men I ever knew. I'll write to him of
eur engagement to-morrow.”

“That will be wnnecessary; he wil] be
here to-morrow.” ;

‘8o much the better—it will shortea the
time.” ; ;

“What time, Gerard ?”

“The time that stands between me and
the day you will be my wife. You see I
have been unhappy so long that somehow I
fear that I may wake up to-morrow to find
{{ou flown, as after that evening im 'the

hedive’s gardens. How could you make
iour heart so crmel to me? Cou{d you not

ave destroyed what kept us apart then, as
you did last nighu ¢~

“Yes !” Marina answers,

‘“Was it a fear that dreve you from me ?”’

“No! It wasa duty!”

‘**And is the duty perforined now ¥’

(lNo !!’

““Then tell me what it is and we will do
it together.”

This Guestion is what Marina has dreaded.

The priest to whom she has confeased hua
shown her the awful nature,of her vow of
vengeance, und has lashed and condemms.i

he surprises Ma-

in words of anathema the sin ig which sne
has lived while plotting the murder of a
fellow creature, but she dreads Edwin An-
struther’s condemnation more. In Egypt,
when he had become strong enough for
light duty, and had beea appointed to com-
mand the Provost Patrol of Alexandria, she
had once seen & wretched camp-follower,
captured in the act of looting an Arab
house, brought before him, She remembers
now her lover’s_ mercilessly-just, cutting
voice, and the terrible glance he threw upon
ﬂm criminal, and trembles for herself.

What if ke should think her unworthy of
him and put her from his heart ” And she
shrinks trom her punishment parade like a
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child would fromthe rod.

“Don’t you think,” he says, after a pause,
‘‘you owe to me the knowledge of what has
made us unhappy ?”

“Yes !” she gasps,

“Then what is it 7—Good heavens ! You
are ill !—You are fainting !” and has her in
her arms,

" “No! But—as you love me, don’t ask
me my-¥ow.—Some day when I have made

u thigk that [ am very : good—some day
when as your wife I have tried to show you
that I am better than you might think me,
T'll tell you—all. Gerard—for my sake—
don’t ask me now.”

After a little pause he says very slowly,
but very tenderly : T thin{ I understand
you, dear one; you have made some oath of
renunciation of the world ; 1 have often
wondered, why so young and beautiful a
creature, not even of our mation, did such
noble, gentle, Christian work in all that
misery and death of the English hospital at
Wlexandria. You are a Sister of Charity
without the garb—You fear I will condemn
you because you have given up your vow to
God for your love for me. am Catholic
enough to res‘i)eqb that vow, and when I am
your husbaud, dear one, will help you to
keep its spirit. There’s suffering enough in
Euagland ; and you shall be the Lady Boun-
tiful of Beechwood—Your vow has made
you dearer than ever to me. Did it not
give e woman’s nursing and woman’s sym-
Ea.thy when I wag far from home? God

less you !’ and he gives her a kiss of rever-
ence as well as passion.

Marina shudders in his arms. Dare she
tell him mow !—she had gone into that hos-
pital not as an angel of mercy, but an angel
of death.

She can only gasp, *‘Don’t! You make
me ashamed of myself—Gerard, will God
ever forgive me ?”

“For loving me? Of course He will
But it distresses you, and I shall say no
more about it—until you ask me to help
your work in dear old Hampshire.” From
this he goes off into a description of the

ood she can do in his KEnglish counmtry
jome ; and how she will be the toast of the
county, and the bell of the meets at coun-
try side and race balls, when she is the lady
of the Manor at Beechwood.

She listens to him, at ease again, for she
knows he will keep his word, and some day,
a long way off, when she has shown him
how great her love is for him and that she
has repented, she will confess to him and
get his pardon.

Continuing, he asks her, ‘‘When shall
the wedding be ?” Here she surprises him
and makes him very jovful, for she says,
hiding her head in his breast, ‘“The sooner
the better.” This he thinks is because she
wishes to please him, when Marina’s great
thought is to get away from her old life as
quickly as possible.

““Will a week be too short a time ?"" says
this sailor, who believes in rapid action.

“No, Gerard, if it is your will and will
make you happy,” she answers simply, giv-
ing him her hand. Soon after they return
to the hotel and he goes to tell his sister
the news.

As Marina passes up to her parlor, Tom-
ass0, who has been waiting for her in the
ball, enters after her ; and, taking off his
hat very respectfully, mutters with an em-
barrassed air, ‘‘Mademoiselle Marina, will
you permit your old attendant, who iz also
your foster-father, to ask you a questiomn?’

“Certainly,” dear Tomasso,” says the

irl, holding eut to him a hand which he
:‘i:m in a stately, reverential manner,
standing before her in his native, pictur-
esque costume like a feudal servitor making
) %glro that Meissonier might have im-
mortalized with his brush and called the
portrait ‘‘An Old Corsican.”

8o he begins, in his patois, “This Eng-
lish officer who has been ' with you so muc
these last twe days—the one you nursed
when I was with you ia Egypt—is he a sp
that is to betray hisfellow who murdere

our brother and my foster sem, into our

aads ?”’

“No,” replies Marina, very faintly, ‘‘mo,
Tomasso, he is the manI love.”

“He is English. Impossible !”
“Impossible ? When I marry him?”’ sa;
the girl, sharply, for she will have mo dis-
respect shown to the man she honors, evea
by ?omuu, who has dandled her as a child

on his knee and is very dear to her.

*“You marry one of the blood whe mur-
dered him? Your brother’s picture! It
has gone from the wall. You no longer
dare look it in the face.” This he utters as
if astonished, and then gives a great cry of
wee, ‘‘Maledicta! You have forgotten
your vow.”

Every word of his has stung Marina like
a lash,

““Don’t repreach me,” she cries, ‘“Tomas-
so, don’'t reproach me. The Church has
taught me revenge is a crime.”

‘“A crime? o slay your brother’s mur-
derer’ Antenio, your sister has betrayed
you. But I, your foster father, will re-
member.” Then this old man hisses a$
Marina, ‘‘Love has turned your blood to
water. You, a Paoli, have forgotten you
are a Corsican !—and for this scum—!"

He gets no further; his mistress turns
upen him, a blaze of fury in her eyes, cry-
ing, ‘I am still Corsican enough not to take
imsult frem your lips! Though you are
dear 1o me as one of my family, one word
of disrespect to him I adore, to him, who is
my lord, and therefore your master, and
you leave me forever.”

At this the old man falls at her feet,
whimpers like a dog, kisses her hand and
begs her to forgive him, for he is a blood-
hound that has grown old in service ; obe-
dient to his mistress’ whip ; but face to face
with his prey his eyes will become red ; and
then all the lashes and lashes in the world
ceuld not keep him from flying at his quar-
ry’s throat—and killing.

“Very well,” says Marina, relinquishi
to him her hand, ‘I love you Tomasso, .I:S
I pardon—but if after this you utter one
word thas is nes honor to him, I forgive no
nor.'”

So he goes out from her and stands as if
stricken with despair, muttering to him-
self, ‘‘Danella will have a word ‘e say im
this. A Paoli not a Corsican ? Heaven will
turn her heart that such dishonor de not
eome to us.”

From this time he treats Edwin as his
master ; for he kmows a sign of disrespect
would cause the girl he worships to send
him from her, but at times, when lookin
at Anstruther, his eyes have a peculiar an
not kindly glance.

As for his mistress, she looks after her
servitor’s wating form, and thinks,
“The st fallow, faithful in his loves,
faithful i es—he is a better Corsican
than 1. .¢ laughs a little to her-
gelf, and . « must send him to Father
Enrique, to make him repent like me,” them
suddenly becomes very pale, and mutters
with white lips, “My God, what will Dan-

ella do 1"
CHAPTUER NVIIL
SATAN ENTERS PARADISE,

Mr. Anstruther strolls into Lady Chag
tris’ parlor, and asks, ‘‘Where's Kuid ?”

“‘Searching the hotel for you,” says thai
matron, wit§| a serious voice; ‘“‘Kdwin
you're to go to bed at once.”

“To bed, mamma !” cries Maud, 1n 28
tonishment, “Has he done a’n{thinl
naughty *” Bed in the day time, to her, is
a synonym of punishment.

“‘Of course not. He is ill.”

“Qh, ill?” Here the girl turns her eye
on the supposed invalid, and diagnoses hij
case in an instant., ‘“He looks too awfully
jolly to be ill I

“Maud, you're a very clever youn§ lady,’
remarks Anstruther. Looking at the girl
a little sea-dog pleasantly comes to him
and he gives Lady Chartris this shot
“What are you educating Maud to be ?”

A lady, of course ! Why do you ask ¥
«Oh ”"—here he put a critical eye on the
irl’s abbreviated costume, and re.lies, ¢ ]
ad a suspicion you were bringiug her uj
for the ballet.”

«Chestnuts !" screams Maud, merrily,

«T don’t like sailor jokes before children,’
says the widow, with a very red face, and,
«What do you mean by chestnuts, Maud ?
for Maud has learnt this Americanism fron
Mr. Barnes.

«I n.ean I’ve heard that thing before I"
laughs the miserable infant, rushing to her
fate : ‘“Von Bulow asked me how old 1
was the other day, and I told him I was
only eleven, but that I had had three lirth
days that you had said nothing about, ané
on which you gave me no presents !” She
emphasizes the presents with a very sav
age glance at her mother, who says iu s

rembling voice, “Well ?” for Buron Von
Bulow’s foreign airs and graces have mad:
a cruel breach in her ardent old heart.

“Well, then he said, ‘Mamma makes yor
a ballet girl because she 18 too ancient to b
one herself, petite 2™’

Anstruther who has looked on, slightly
amused at all this, is now astonished un
somewhat shocked.

Lady Chartais becomes a pale saffron sal
low, save her twu rouge spots that are now
streaked by a couple of trickling tears ; she
says to Maud in a voice that permits no re
ply, ‘“‘Leave the room !”

“You're not going to punish her for m
fault, I hope, Lady Chartris?’ asks Ed
win,

“Certainly not ! but I am going to take
my child to England to-morrow, away from
men who teach Ler to despise her mother !
She says this with some dignity, and leave
him, her resolution having more effect os
Edwin’s fate than he tuown of at th
time.

He is scarcely by himself a moment whes
Enid, running in, says in an anxious voice
“Where lave you been? You have mad¢
me so miserable. Doctor Sandwich and 1
have been looking for you all day. He

rescribes immediate rest. Now go te
ed, dear, and I'll bring him up ce see you
at once.”

*‘No doctors for well men, Enid.”

“You are not illY’ She gazes at him as-
tonished.

“‘Never better in my life!” and he em-
phusizes his remark with a hearty guifaw.

At this she suddenly cries, ‘“Why! you've
got back your old laugh®”

“My old laugh?”

“Yes! the one you told me you had left
behind you in Egypt.”

“QOh—uah! Yes—of course! I'm feelin
up to a prize fight now. This morning has
you brought ferce to compel me to go to
bed, the fainting invalid would have as-
tounded you.”

‘‘Astounded me!”’

““He would have knocked out every Fran-
co-Italian waiter in the hotel.”

“Then you are not sick this morning?”
and he gets a reproachful glance that makes
him ashamed eof himself, but he says dog-
gedly, ‘*No!”

On this Enid’s face become angry, and
she cries, ‘‘So you caused me, your sister,
a day of anxious misery by pretending te
faint—oh! what a heartless, practical joke.
Then you disappear ; and this afterneon,
coming back in your genial quarter-deck
manner, with some other of your vulgar
sailor witticism send Lady Chartris in hy-
sterics to her room, and poor Maud inte de-
spair. She is hewling new at the theught
of being drs“od back to England to school
—infamous!” But this invective ends sud-
denly with a shudder, and the girl sobs,
“You must be delirious, dear one—I'll call
the doctor.”

Here Edwin gives another peal of merri-
ment and asks, ‘‘Is that a maniac’s laugh?”

“No! but what sane reasem could yew
have for torturing ene whe loves yeu, by
pretending illneas?!”

““Monaco is a plessant loitering place
and ‘Burten, darling,’ could wais.”

“So that was your reason. You pre-
ferred those frightful roulette tables te Sak-
ing me to him. Oh!ho!” Rage stops her,
but women are mot eften speechless long,
from any cause; and, after a second, she
exclaims, ‘“No! you meedn’s pretend te
love me and try te pull me upon the sofa
beside you ; and embrace me in your grea$
brutal sailor captain’s way—let me alone
She gives a vicious stamp of her little food
and then shoots at him, ‘‘Is this your duty
$o your sister in the hazard of her life "

‘““‘Hazard of yeur life? What de yem
mean !’

“Don’t you think as my brother and my
guardian you ought to take me to England
and investigate the character of Mr.
Barnes ; to discover if he is worth. before
you entrust my life to his keeping.”

At this cunning appeal to carry her back
to the absent Barnes, Mr. Amstruther gives
a grin, and having all the |winning cards
in his hand proceeds te play them in a ve
lazy and nonchalant way. “‘Oh !—ah !
am sorry you don't think ‘Burton, darling,’
worthy of you. Perhaps I had better
break off the match by letter, Enid !”

‘‘Heavens ! Do yeu want to break my
hears? He is the dearest, noblest fellow
upon earth! But, then, as a matter of
form, you know it is your duty to investi-
gate him.”

“Ionuibh, for a fow days. I have a
reason.”

“Then why didn’t you tell it this mora-
ing instead of frightening me so unkindly?”

“I did not like te speak of the mattes
then.”

“Ah!” Miss Anstruther is suspicious.

“But will tell you now.”

“Darling !” Miss Anstruther is curious

“] am going to be married !”

‘‘Married | Edwin! Te whom?’ and
Enid is questioning with eyes and tonguwe
together. ‘It can’t be Mildred Lawrenoe ?
8he’s the only English girl here.”

I have not the homor ef that young lady’e
acquaintance.”

“You know ne ome! Great Heavens!
Lady Chartris is agitated; she fears to meet
me—Oh ! it is she! My poor brother, the
designing woman is old emough to be yous
mother !’

This is uttered im such
suggests, ‘‘Guess again. hat do you sa;
to Maud? She was alse excited when
last saw her.”

“‘This is too serious for fun.
lish people do you knew here !”

‘“None ! But what would you say te
Mademoeiselle Paoli ?”

“Edwin! 1t is she! You love her !”

“With all my heart!—and you "

“‘She is the dearest creature in the world
but I.wish she was net a foreiguer,” IIJ
Enid’s face is a little treubled.

“Yes, it is hard,” says Mr. Anstruther
rimly. ‘‘Barmes is eme, teo, I am told.
id I ebject te him ?”

‘“No, darling, and I hope you will be as
happy as I am; I can’t wish you any
more,” murmurs Enid. Then she suddenly
cries as if struck by an idea, ‘‘Why, yeu're
the man she's beem breaking her heart
about. That’s the reason she used to kiss
me nearly to death ; she thought I looked
like you ; you were her love that was hope-
less. Oh my! How romantic! She hasa
vew.”

Yes,” says Edwin, very happy at these
revelations.

“You know ?”’

“Of course.”

“Oh, tell me all about it.”

“She was to be a nun. She prayed all
last night before she gave it up for me.”

“Why, at one t.ime% thought she was a
Nihilist, or somebody that went about kill-

in le.”

"B::?t talk nonsense, Enid,” Mr. An-
struther says very sharply.

“But I am sure she did sa lomething
abou? assassination,and then, Burton—

“I don’t think you had better tell me
what Burton said,” remarked Anstruther,

ny that Edwia

What Eng-

fiig in his voice, “Buty

!
“Step !” cries Enid, with a listle tremeg?

in Her veice amd growing very pale; for
though every drep ﬂlﬁ«f in her vody is
thoroughbred, she is mortally afraid of set-
ting these two men she lovesat each other’s
threats by any words of hers. ‘‘Mr. Barnes
invariably spoke to me of Madamoiselle
Paeli in the M’M terms and with the

greatest
“Se I m ‘presumed. Marina told me ke
introduced you te her.”

““He did !” 3

“De you imsult him by supposiag, e
would make you, his future wife, wt}:ult-
od with any ene unworthy of your end-
ship ¥

“‘Certainly mot.”

«“What did he say abeut her ?”

“He said that he feared she was breaking
her heart, and i, was a pity that one 80

oung and beautiful would net let herself

“A’ll:’uiblo fellew. I endorse his remark
—but remember, I must have ne prevarica-
tiom in'this. If Mr. Barnes has made l::i
charges against Mademoiselle Paeli he s
bave a chance te prove them, and if he
doosn’t, by the Lord 9

“Remember ] am yeur sister, and never
feared you or any ene else sufﬁcientl{ to lie
te them. Now what de you want te knew?
says Miss Anstruther with dignity,a bright
n‘ spet of anger in either cheek.

o t was the worst thing Mr. Barnes
ever said about Marina ?”

“Well, when she disappointed me about
being my bridesmaid, he said—"

““Ab ! What !’ b

] presume you kmow some girl in Eng-
land who can take her place.”

““Was that all ?”

“Yes !’

A# this her brother loeks at her contempt-
wously a second, and says, “Well-I'm
d—!" He catches the naughty werd be-
tween his teeth and goes on, ‘“What do you
mean, any way !’

] mean,” says Enid, who is perfectly
content to take all the blame so leng as the
absent Barnes does not share her brother’s
wrath, ‘I mean foreign girls are sometimes
queer.”

te try, on nothing, to poison a brothef’s
mind against the woman he loves. Enid, I
am ashamed of you.” .

“You can say what you like of me!”
returns the youmg lady, “but don’t you
dare te utter a word against the manI
love.” =

«Of course mot. Mr. Barnes, apparently,
has common sense; I am only sorry that
his future wife has so little,” remarks An-
struther caustically ; and then he begins
to pace the room and look indignantly and

hfully at his sister, whose meekness,
to tell the truth, rather astonishes him,
as Enid has a way of generally going into
the frent rank of the battle and staying
there.

“Why don’t you answer me !’ he breaks
out, facing his sister and looking like a
weannded lion. ‘‘What have I done to you
that you should try to make me unhappy ?
Whea you wrote to me saying you loved,
did I retort, ‘He is a fereigner—perbaps a
dymamiter and an asrassin?’ You had only
known Mr. Barnes one week. I took your
werd that he was a gentleman and worthy
of your love.”

‘‘Yes, dear, you were kindness itself,”
and there are tears in Enid’s' eyes, as she
remembers her brother’s letter.

“Yet, when I come to you and say: Here
is the woman I have worshiped for a year—
ene who did!a saint’s work nursing the
wounded and dying—who beat death from
my couch, and when 1 awoke from delirium
said, ‘It shall be my office to make you well,
00 that your loved sister that you raved
about shall see her brother’s face agsin en
earth.” ;

“O—eh ! The darling !” ecries Enid, run-

te the door.
t Edwin, catching her, sternly de-
mands, ‘‘Where are you going ¥’

*‘Te give Marina a sister’s iils, dear 1"

He detains her for a moment in his arms
and says, “You are very dear to me, but
don’t you think you were a little foolish te-
day ¥

“Den’s b-b-bully me any more,” whispers
his sister, choking. *‘Can’t you see I am
e-c-erying mow.” She breaks from him and

oing to Marina’s rooins, salutes that young

y a8 her sister, and means it, for, after
that hupit:}:f»ch. not even Mr. Barnes
could have e her believe amything Put
good of her brother’s nurse.

After a few moments Marina saye,
your eyes are red.” “Enid,

““Yes, I've been scolded for you, dear.”

*‘Impossible.”

“Yes, I told him of your vow.”

““Not what I said to you,” falters Ma
rina.

“Oh, he didn’t let me.”

‘‘No—what did he say?”

‘““He commenced to strut amd hector
about and look like a lion at bay, and cry,
‘By Heavens, if that Barnes says anythin
against my ange!’ ” and Enid laughs ans
gives a little pantomime of her brother’s
rage; then suddenly says, ‘“Afarina, dou't
tell him what Burton said to you about
not associating with me, it would make
trouble between the two men we love.”

The Cersican considers a moment; then
takes Miss Anstruther by both arms, looks
her straight in the face and replies very
gravely, ‘‘Certainly not. Mr. Barnes was

rfectly right; I have taken his adviee.

y vow is a thing of my past; there is
nothing now thuo can preven. my making a
good wife to your brother. Do you belieye
me?”’

“Don’t I'” cries Enid, emphasizing her
words with a tender embrace. ‘‘What a
curious vow it must have been.”

‘“Some day I will tell you,” whispers the
Corsican, ‘‘but not now-—now it is too sad
a remembrance; but never doubt me or my
love for (our brother.”

“As if I could !” returns Enid. ‘‘Come
down, my sister, and make him happy as
well ag me.”

At this the two girls go together to Mr.
Anstruther, when 1t is settled that Enid is
to be Marina’s bridesmaid ; and them, the
wediling over, they are 21l to go to England
Yor unother.

Miss Anstruther leoks at the billing and
miniof the two lovers, until she feels like
an unhappy Peri stauding at the gates of
Paradise, then wanders og' to write a long
letter to the absent Barnes, containing
much unexpected and curious ncws.

Late at night, as Enid is going to bed, a
Knock comes to her doer. ‘‘Whe is it?”
she cries.

‘““Marina !”

As the beautiful Corsican enters, Miss
Anstruther asks, ‘““Anything the matter

“No, but I thought you might like to
talk about him.”

¢“Come in bed with me, dear, and we’ll
devote the night to Burton.”

“No, 1 mean Edwin,” murmurs Marina,
with a laugh,

“Of course ! How selfish I am. We'll
halve them; I'll talk of one, you of the
other.”

And whispering of their two Adams,
these two beautiful Eves sink into blissful
slumber; while the early morning train
\mnrl into Monte Carlo, the Serpent, in
the form of Count Musso Danella, with the
:3510. of knowledge, which is the reot of

, in his hand.

CHAPTER XIX.
SATAN LAUGHS.

Lady Chartris having wasted the devo-
tion of her ardent, but aged heart om the
youthful fascinations of that volatile at-
tache of the German Embassy at Paris,

(T be continuied.]

“‘Queer, perhaps ; but not queer enou,l

I WILL SELL

Organs&Pianos
to customers who come direct to my office

On Wednesdays and Saturdays during the
holidays at extremely low prices.

I not drive out to canvass, Your choice of any instrument made i
ekt s or the United States. 5 Oninta

J. J. WETHERUP,
Over Nefll's Shoe Store, Kent Street,

i

Don’t take our word for it
but ask John Ashmore of
Emily what
HIGINBOTHAM'S
Rheumatism Cure will do.

BUTTER WANTED

We want a quantity of

G00D DAIRY BUTTER,

and daring the hot weather will furnish Tubs
and Crocks to pack in, and pay highest market
prices either in cash or trade.

HOGG BROS,

OA R WOOD

August 18th, 1892.—1598.

City Harness _Sho;; Lindsay.

PROPRIETOBR.

JAMES LITTLE, -

Having extended business, the last move being to purchase trom MR. JAMES LOYauL hir entire ste
and tllli‘o good wﬂlﬂhh business, who now NM'W to give all my old customers, and as ma
new ones as favers me with their patronage,ss on in all or with which I maf be entrusted.

My Stock of Harness, Collars, Whips, Trunks and Valises

selected, guaranteed, eaper than lnce in town, Hand made collars a specialty

. 't.llllnt all my work is ﬂnl.h;jngy?xperlonoed wmsl:om other employed. This is money wel

invested. All I ask is an on of my stock and you will convinced that it is the largest to choof ¢

from, best workmanship, and prices really cheaper than any place in tewn. ly-xpnmb’eln; lowes

therefore I give my customers {ho benefit. Gemtleman, placein your orders at omoe and don’t miss this
opportunity, Repairing promptly done. Don't forget the place. Give me a oall,

JAMES LITTLE.

Lindsay, Dec. 12th, 1888:/—1619.

__FARMERS, ATTENTION.

Having secured the Agency at Viotoria Road for the MASSEY and HARRIS Compsnies. I

== am prepared to supply Farmers with the best)

Farm Implements at Prices and Terms which Cant be Beaten

S

A tull stock of Repairs always on hand. I will also keep on hand Organs, Sewing Machines,
Washing Machines, eto. Insurance effected in the best English companies. I am also agent
for the sale of monuments and headstones, both marble and granite.

Oall and see me before purchasing elsewhere.;

JOS. V. STAPLES, Victoria Read.
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 & COG.

ADVERTISE in the WARDER

The largest Circulation of any Paper in thé
Midland Distriot.
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