- we saw the grave of Anice Vune, marked

‘expect to see the stars fall from heaven than

{E MYSTERY OF

THE HOLLY TREE

CHAPTER VIL—(CoxTINUED,) t  ““You may meet your fate, as-the novel

¢ Tell me, Philippa,” he said—** I do not
ki tosmam cu ivus—but dees the squire
SPa Y 1T k]}'l]. e
AERaties i most unjustly for it;
or b wll acquaintance even between
Or wad hiwself is broken off.”
Does He & ¢ 8aid, looking at her ear-
For the ,
Who rt:a rosim innocent,” she replied,
{hv‘g nape MIdH.E:
n it.
I[ﬁﬂli uauchntﬁn
All the § puiley 1"
Theq her beautiful face to the skies.
w;.'ﬂiu-ihuwu " she replied, with sim-
aes'ness, “* We shall know in the
He, if not in this,”
n we reached the pretty, quiet church-
« "Iy one corner, where the grass was
Jreenest, ‘underneath a large cypress tree,

g. But, Philippa,

by a plain white cross., Arthur Brandon
took off his hat and stood for some minutes
in silence. His face was pale with emotion,
and his eyes were full of tears,

** Poor Anice, poor Anice '” he repeated
softly. “‘ All her beauty, wit, and pretty,

ly. *I would
q%mj;kl}'u would !

ists say.” I spoke jestinglyy but his face
grawl}!;lﬂ, and his lips dry,
‘** How you startle me, Miss Ayrton! 1

.\ wish my fate were to lead my beautiful | .

cousin to the altar. I am so desperately in
love with her that I shall do something ex-
{ travagant some day,"”
I held up my hands in warning.
““I rcfuse to hear another word on that
point, Mr. Brandon,”
“You are very patient ; but there are li-
mits to your endurance, I see.”
i .-"nuf there ought to be' limits to your
confidence in straugers,” I replied.
Many times afterward I thought of that
conversation,
In the meantime, autumn passed and win-

ter came. The squire’s anxicty grew quite
uncontrollable, He would come to me and
say :

*“Only a few weeks now, Gladys, and my
daunghter loses one of the noblest fortunes
in England, \What can I do with her?
will break my heart.

He watched her with an anxious face,
pitiable to see. He was always talking to
me or Arthur Brandon about her,

Im;iinp;. graceful ways, to meet with such an
ﬂn !ll-
w We remained there for some time, and
when we went away,. Philippa’s cousin
{}mught with him a few blades of the thick
on
“gl shall keep these,” he said, *‘in mem-
ory of Anice.” Then, lnnkin%]nt the stone,
he said : *“ Philippa, why is there only one
name here "
‘‘ Because,” replied Miss Carleon, ‘ we
did not know whether she was really mar-

grass, l

““Three hundred a year! It will be star-
vation for one brought up with every lux-
ury, as she has been.” \

Philippa never mentioned the fortune she
was to lose, but, as time passed on, she grew
thin and pale ; a shadow camme into those
dark lustrous eyes. Very often, on enter-
ing her room I found her weeping bitterly,
and as yet there seemed for her no dawn of
hope, no ray of light. December came, and
the squire’s face was drawn with great lines
of care.

“Six weeks,” he said, despairingly—

ried or not ; nor, if really married, ‘we did
not know to whom,”

‘1 am sure it was not Guy,” he repeated,

Philippa’s face flushed, and a clear light
sshone in her dark eyes,

““ So am I quite sure,” she said, gently.

““Do you not think the squire will re-
lent ! he asked. “I do not see the justice of
punishing an innocent man.”

*“Hewill never relent, I should sooner

for my father to change his mind.”

““But if he found out Guy’s innocence,
Philippa "

‘““ May heaven grant it ! But time passes;
the man who has kept his secret so long will
keep it now while he lives.”

Then, Mr, Branidon, perhaps to cheer us,
spoke of other matters, and we reached
home.

I watched him intently. e did not seem
to care about going ont ; he was quite con-
tent to spend the whole of his time with us.
He would read to wus, wander with us
through the woods, drive us out—do any-
thing, in short, to please us. He was al-
ways good-humoured ; nothing ever ruflled
him ; F:::aver saw him in the least degree
out of temper. He was always cheerful,
gay, animated ; he had always something
amusing to say or propose.

When he had been some time with us, he
found me one morning in the conservatory
alone. I was arranging some bouquets that
Htss Carleon wanted to send away. He be-

n to assist me.

* That was a terrible story of poor Anice

‘ane's,’” he said, suddenly. * It has made

yreat difference to the home here at King's | &

'rton, Have you ever seen this Sir

ooklyn, Miss Ayrton "

[ told him that I had not. |

‘Itis very h#d on him; and Iam very

'ty for him—he was fond of Philippa, and

: liked him. You do not think there is
il d hink

giprobability of the squire’s relenting, do
Miss Ayrton ?”

g hat I do not, Mr. Brandon.
ope of it.” ~7 ° i

E}*::E.d’ unless she is married by the

Guy

There is |

*“ only six weeks more, and she is no nearer

being married than she was six years ago.”
R * * - - * *

One cold snowy morning I saw Mr. Bran-
don and the squire leave the housg together;
they were deeply engrossed in conversation,
and a presentiment of coming sorrow for
Philippa Carleon filled me, It was a true
one, Some two hours afterward, when we
were sitting in the drawing-room, the squire
and his nephew came in.

‘I am glad to find you here, Philippa,”
said the squire. “I want to talk to you.
Nay, do not leave us, Miss Ayrton, K'tm
are a true friend of my daughter’s—help us
to bring her to reas>n.” ,

The squire tried to speak firmly ; but his
voice trembled, his hands shook, and his lips
quivered with emotion,

“ Philippa,” he resumed, *
only child ; I have loved you
great love.  All my hope, all my pride, has
been centered on you. To have you mis-
tress of King’s Norton has been my dearest
wish. Child, I was disappointed in my
early love—l have been sorely wounded—
let me turn for comfort to you,”

She went up to him and  knelt down by
his side ; she caught both his hands in hers
and kissed them.

“ You know my love—my devotion—my
obedience.” i

‘“I wish to test them,” he interrupted.
“You areaware that my whole heart is
fixed upon leaving you here to succeed me.
You cannot succeed me unless you are mar-
ried by a certain time. This year, to my
reat regret, you have jsent away two most
noble and loyal gentlemen—I bring you a
third, Arthur Brandon has begged me to
intercede for him. He is a nuﬁ e, honest
gentleman, Philippa ; he will make you very
happy, and my last years will be “spent in

ce. You say you love me and are obed-
lent to me, Prove it Philippa—prove that
you love me, by making me happy—prove
that you are willing to obey me by ful lling
my command—for I command you, by your
love and your allegiance, to marry your cou-
sin,”

She raised her face to his, and its beauty

you are my
with a very

wo :_’.,Euxt January, she will lose this

yudid es “ What a erui’ “"Wing for |
41 !H 4 e

—

her.”

“‘She is siLgularly noble and disinterested.

must confess it would troable me very

tch, I cannot bear the idea of its going
s that strange man.”

Then there was silence between us; Mr. |
Brandon came close to me.

““Miss Ayrton,” he said, ‘““my cousin
geems much attached to you,”

““ That is another proof of her disinterest-
ed goodness,” I returned, '

“ Perhapsso. Youseem to have her con-
fidence. } want you to help me.”

“ In what, Mr. Brandon "

“ Unless she marries by the seventh of
next January, she loses King's Norton., She
has dismissed Lo-d KEscourt and Captain
Norman. Will you try to persuade her to
marry me?”

“To marry you!” I repeated. ¢ Why,
you do not love her, Mr. Brandon !"

‘“Indeed I do, I havealways loved her,
but I dare not say so.”

Looking at him, I saw that his lips were
white, and that his words seemed to come
with a hissing sound.

“It would nct be of the least nuse,” I said
shrinking from him. * Miss Carleon will
never prove false to this one true love of her
life.”

“T'hink of the property,” he said. ““What
a grievous thing for her, so beautiful, so
fitted to adorn society, to lose all this !”

He had deawn so near to me in his ecager.
ness that his hot breath seemed to burn my

cheel., 1 shrank from him with instinetive

diglike. : ,
“1 cannot interfere, Mr. Brandon,” 1

said,  ‘fIt is not my busiacss ; you must

lllli.' ul for _‘.,‘li!:ll‘::llll".”
“Phat T will, and force her to  listen. 1
shall have all the less to thank you for, Miss

Ayrton,” he added, with a laugh,
SSRE i

CHAPTER VIII,
“ Bach drop unconnted in a shower of rain,

Math its own mission, and is duly sent
Ta its own leaf or blade.”

One morning in antumn I had just writ-
ton those “‘lll'ttl underneath a drawing, when
Arthur Brandon came to look at what 1 was
doing. He read the lines after me,

‘" Ei‘.lu you believe that ! he asked,

““ Yes," I replied, *“ most devoutly ; some.
times the most trifling actions may lead to
the greatest results.” ;

He looked thoughtful for some minutes,

“I wonderif it is so—1 wonder if this
mall incident of my having come home for

[months’ leave o absence \'.;ill'l have any

prof.on my life, Miss Ayrton? \

for a minute dazzled me—the beauty of no-

¢ She does not ;e'bm-t’& minl it in* .= bility, of truth, of self-sacrifice.
anst,” I said. **The estate does not trﬂuhlﬂl

“If you asked ms for my life, father,”

she returned, slowly, “I would give it to
you in a momenv. V' ., commanded me to
give up the love that wiade my heaven on
earth, and to please you I did'so. I have
given you my solemn promise never to marr
without your consent, and rather than brea
that promise, I will go unwedded to my
grave ; but I can do no more. Even to obey
you, I cannot break my solemn troth-plight
cannot marry a man I do not love
—I cannot break the most solemn pro-
mise ever given. Do not mistake me,” she
cried, for the squire’s face grew pale with
rage; ‘I shall not marry Guy Brooklyn ;
but I believe in his innocence, and I shall
carry my troth-plight to him unbroken, un-
stained into another world,”

The squire’s only reply was an impreca-
tion so loud and deep that she uhmhﬁ:rml;
then he sat for some minutes in gloomy si-
lence. Turning to me, he cried, ** Can vou
say nothing that will help to bring this
stubborn girl toa sense of duty, Gladys
Ayrton ¥’

“What can I say, sir? She has given
you her happiness ; she cannot give you her
troth,”

Then Arthur Branden came up to the
kneeling girl.

“ Cousin,” he said, ** trust me + I will do
my best to make you happy. 1 will give
my life to your service. T will do any-
thing to please and content you, if you will
only consent to be my wife, Think of your
father’s gray hairs; of his life-long devo.
tion. Think of your wasted life—your lost
fortune j think of the ruin—the desolation
—your refusal will cause, and think of the
]l{l.[:l]!lilu.'.'i-ﬂ your consent would give,”

She was, indeed, sorely tried, for the
squire bent his white head before her,

“ Philippa, I pray you consent,” lhe en-
treated. ** Look at me ; think how old and
sorrowful I am, You can brighten my lat-
ter days ; you ean give me peace. 1 shall
close my eyes with a smile, if I leave you
here in my place. Say ‘ Yes,’ Philippa, my
dearest child—do not refuse the only prayer
I shall ever make to you,”

Her face grew white, and the dignity of
despair seemed to clothe hier with a mantle,
She roge from her knees and stood erect be-
fore nim,

““1 cannot, father,” she said; “I must
keep -my promise,”

““Then you refuse me ! interrogated Ar-
thur Brandon,

“* Most decidedly., You must have known
that before you nafmd,”

‘“ Nay,"" he said ; “ I thought your father's
wishes all-powerful with you.

The squire stood up, but his limbs  trem-

—

e -

bled so that he was compelled to lean ona
chair,

‘‘Let us understand clearly,” he said.

‘““ In defiance of me and my wishes you re-

fuse to marry at all "

‘* I must refuse," she replied.

““Then there is no more to be said, 1
meet the usual fate of a father who has
loved his child too well., Arthur, you need
! say no more—all reason and persuasion are

wasted here,”

After that interview we became very un.
The squire showed his anﬁer and
disappointment more keenly than he had
ever doue before. He would hardly speak
| to his daughter, and, when he did so it was
_in the coldest of terms, Discomfort, unhap-
piness, and misery prevailed at King's Nor-
ton. Philippa was very unhappy. My
heart ached flur her, Between father and
lover her lot is too hard, Christmas came
at last ; and a most unhappy Christmnas it
'was.  Tne squire would keep it up, though,
in the same grand old fashion. Philippa,
remonstrated with him,

““* You are not happy, father; neither am
I. Why should we keep up all this sham of
festivity ¥

“Ishall not live until another Christmas,”
he said. *‘It will break my heart Philippa,
| t> have to write to a st:anzer, and give him
what would be yours, When Christmas-tide
comes round, I shall be in my pgrave—
brought there by you ; and you will be liv-
ing somewhere in poverty.”

““We must hope for better things, papa,”
she rejoined, quietly ; but I know she was
thinking that in her death-hour she would
have the comfort of knowing that her troth
was unsullied,

So Christmas Fve came, and the grand
old hall once more resounded with Christ-
mas mirth aud welecme. I went into Philip-

s dressing-room, She wore a superb
hreas of rose-colored satin, profusely trim-
med with jewels. A coronet of pearls on
her dark hair gave her the air of a queen,
sShe smiled n.s!i' entered.

“I may say adieu to all my magnificence
to-night, Gladys,” she said, ‘I shall cease
to be heiress of King's Norton in two weeks
from this,”

“ Philippa,” I asked slyily, ““shall I go
to the Im}l:,'vtrm: for you to-night #”

“* Yes—it wi'l be for the last time, Gladys.
I shall write and tell him so, and, Gladys, 1
shall not meet him again.”

“But you will keep your promise to him?®”

““ Unbroken, until I)' die,” she replied ;
and, to my excited fancy, the crown of such
great constaucy was already on her brow.

Suddenly, as we stood in that warm,
beautiful
snow beat upon the windows. A strong
gust of wind seemed almost to shake the old
house to its foundations.

“ What a; night I said Philippa.
““Gladys, how can you go to the tree?”

““1 would go if the snow and the wind
were twiceas bad.”

She drew aside the blind, and said, with
a shudder :

‘““I hope Arthur has not attempted to
walk home over the cliffs,. He could not
possibly find his way on sucha night.”

““ Then he is gone " I asked.

““He is gone to Aberdare. The squire
begged of him to ride or come home through
the woods ; but he was obstinate, and said
that on such a fine starry night nothing
would please him so much asto walk home
by the cliffs. Hewas to have been here at
five, and now it is seven.”

The safety of Arthur Brandon did not
causec me much uncasiness. He seemed to
be a gentleman well able to take care of
himself. We went down stairs together,
and in a short time Philippa was engrossed
by her numerous guests. The squire, I
found, was in a state of great alarm about
Arthur Brandon, At ten o’clock he came
to me, and said he was alout to send out
men to search for him. ‘‘Something has
happened,” he whispered. - *“ Do not let our
guests perceive that we are uneasy, but
there is something wrong with Arthur.
He was to have been here to open the ball
with Philippa. Come with me, Gladys.”

I went with him into :he servants’ hall,
and he sent four of the men with torches
and dogs. They were to alarm the coast
guard, and seirch until some trace of Arthur
was found.

I tried to console the squire.

““So many things may have happened to
detain him,” I said: but he only looked
graver.

‘““ Gladys, child,” he cried, *‘there is no
blessing for me or mine.”

As we passed through the hall, I looked
at the clock—it was just eleven. There
was plenty of time for me to run to the
holly-tree and back before the grand ban-
quet, at which I knew I must be present.
The squire had returned to the drawing-
room, so I hastened up to my room, and se-
lecting a dark, thick cloak, wrapped my-
self up in it.

1 have forgotten &) say that amongst
the guests were Lord Estcourt and
Captain Norman ; they came this time as
friends of the squire, not as suitors for his
daughter, Lord Estcourt had been unusual-
ly kind to me, and, to speak truthfully, it
was somewhat of a sacrifice to leave him—
to leave that brilliant room with its light,
the bright Yule-log, the Christrias . ever-
greens—to go out into the cold snow and
wind. Once outside the hall, I found the
night a terrible one, The snow fell thick
and fast, and the wind blew go that I feared
it would uproot the great trees; the warm
light from the windows streamed ruddy and
bright on the ground. Whenever there
came a lall in that terrible tempest, I could
hear the sound of musie from the ball-room.

The wind was so strong that it was im-
possible to hurry with any speed; but at
length I rem:hm{thu holly-trece. The wind
had been busy with it; some of the branches
were broken, and the great cleft was con-
siderably widened,

““ Now for the bag,” I thought. ‘“and my
dear Philippa’s one gleamn of sunshine —the
letter.”

I put my hand into the opening, where I
had found the bag before, but it was not
there. Fora moment I was bewildered,
How could I return without it? *The bag
must have fallen to the very bottom of the
cleft.” I thought. I put my arm in, even
to my shoulder, but I could not reach it.
Still I was determined. Ielimbel into the
hollow of the tree, tearing my hands and
wounding my arms,

After a great struggle, my hand reached
the bottom of the cleft at last, but there
was no bag. A little ery of dismay escaped
me. What would Fhilippa say? What a
dreary Christmas would it be for her, after
all | Was Sir Giuy, whom she loved so dear-
ly~=to whom she had kept such unaltered
faith—false to her, after all,

| happy.

there was

I felt again, It was uselesa ;

L]

\

A

L

no bag, 1
was somet
With som
damp, as
time, In tl

& dﬂi}r. md|
3 had braced

clasped it jped in.

back to t ught I must run over to see how

room, er last might,” he said,
Before ret biaove,

at the packet,.

the hollow of that holly-tree; it was green

with mold, 1 saw something written on it,

with

ragrant room, a great storm of |P

and holding it to the light, read the words,
“To my dear friend and sister, Philippa
Carleon, They were written in a delicate
girlish hand,

What had I found * I was frightened, as
though it had been something living, 1
placed it in a drawer, and then hastily ar-
ranged my dress, for the supper-bell had
rung. I was just in time to join the pro-
cession, To my surprise, Lord Escourt was
waiting for me,

I dared not look at Philippa during that
long banquet ; it seemed to me that it would
never end. When the merry crowd of guests
had gone back to the ball-room, I went up
to her.

“ Philippa,” I said, *will you come at
once to my room ¥

Her face grew white as death. ¢ Have
you no letter for me, Glady's,” she asked.

“I have found something that concerns
you, I am sure ; but no letter,”

1 was trembling with excitement, and she
looked at me in wonder.,

* Come, then, Gladys,” she said ; and we
went together.,

When she stood inside my room, I placed
the packet in her hand. She gave a terrible
cry when she saw the writing.

I *“ Gladys,” she said, ** where did you find
this.

‘“ At the very bottom of the cleft,” I an-
swered,

“This is Anice Vane's handwriting. It
was like a voice from the dead.”

She brought the packet to the lamp, and
carefully enough we unfastened it, There fell
from it a golden curl, and alittle pearl ring.
Then we opened the letter,

‘* Read with me, Gladys,” said Philippa,
““or Ishall think that I am mad.”

And together we read :

“My DEeAREST SISTER AXD FR1END, PHiL-
1'PA,—Where shall I be when you find this?
I know the secret of your post-office, and
have used it for myself, you see. I dare
not leave a letter at the house for you, lest
the dear squire should find it; and he must
not know yet. So I shall write this; and
ut it in your post-office—the holly-tree.
T'he next time you leave a letter there for
Sir Guy, you will find this from me. Where
shall Ibe then? Ah! Philippa, I amso
happy but so frightened ! You must not
tell the squire ; he will know all but not yet.
You will keep my secret '—your heart is as
true as your eyes. I trust you, and you
will not betray me. Arthur has forbidden
me to tell anyone, but I must tell you. You
will keep my secret. Oh, Philippa, I am
so happy—so happy that I am beside my-
self with joy ! Arthur loves me and wants
me to be his wife. I have promised, and
keep wondering whether any one on earth
was ever so happy. I have loved him ever
since I first saw him. He is my hero, 1
would die for him I love him so dcarly !
I used to grieve, thinking that he loved
you ; but he saysthat it was all nonsense
and pretense ; he loves me—only me. Oh,
happy girl! What have I cver done, Phil-
ippa, that I should be so blessed ? You must
keep our secret, darling. Arthur says the
squire will be so angry if he knows. It
seems the squire wants him to marry some
one el-e who is rich. Arthur says that if
he knew of our love he would be angry, and
would refuse to help him any more.  That
is a sorrow tome for Ilove the squire. Ar-
thur has asked me to go away with him,
and I am going, The squire will not be
angry wher he knows how happy I am.
When Arthur goes I shall go with him
—that will be to.day, Philippa—and to-
morrow I shall be his wife. I ought to feel
regret at leaving my home—grief for the
sorrow I shall cause you and the squire ;
but in all the wide world I see only my love.
No one will guess that I havearranged to
join Arthur, for he will start alone, and I
shall go by a roundabout road to St. Hilda's
Bay, near Dover, and there, in St. Hilda's
Church to-morrow morning he will make me
his wife. When we have been married six
months, we shall tell the squire, and he will
forgive us, I want to teI{ him now, but
Arthur says he would prevent our marriage
—and that must not be, Dear Philippa, I
kissed you this morning—it was for the last
time until Arthur bringe me back as his
wife. I am writing my letter in my own
room, and I can hear your voice in the
garden. When it is finished I shall g) and
putit in the holly-tree—the only place
where it*will be found by you unseen by
any one else, Oh, Philippa, where shall T
be when you find it and read it? You will
be married pechaps, when I come back ;
but you must not tell my seeret, not even

—wear it for my sake ; and here is a loc
of my hair. It may be long before you visit
the holly-tree but when youdo you will
know that Anice Vane is Anice Brandon,
the happiest wife in the whole wide world,
Keep my secret, for its hetrayal would ruin
Arthur, and 8o ruin me. Farewell, my sis-
ter and my friend ; Heaven keep you and
bless you !

“YANICE VANE"

TO BE CONTINUED,)
......_—+___...-._.__
A Clever Eﬂcil'lultl from a Paris
il

An escape has been made from the Mazas
goal under most extraordinary circumstan.

n the study) a double knock sound-

{ultu the unhappy

himself to confront at

t ' etective from Scotland yard, the

It was ““PF':HI and Justinian Jaypen's jolly
|

that s recep for stolen m
ou | but, with their custom ant of
4 a l\hﬂ? had 4 Hl '

“ By Jove ! how seedy

1 ! lain 1 I FﬂTtEﬁ oyl % ﬂ e |
tl v ! S prn A .
t must have lain long th :~iula h;‘n uﬂﬁf w“?ﬁl e a_,“ u Lase

Just been intormed of the treatmnt of the

young women present from the ligher fe-
male medical course.

cal students in the. academy wre takem
from them, so that they could notunaway, -
and then the real arrests began. Kighteen
of the girls wle wer: at the cemerey have
already been sent off out of St. Bbtersburg

least notion whither they are to bitaken or
what is to become of them.
bably be compelled to live in out-u-the-way
piaces, under the eyes of the polce, their
lives embittered and careers ruinee

popular to protest against the tredment of

yet arrested belong to well-knownor well-

to-do families, it was thought hat this

might have some cffect ; but in viev of the |

inexorable determination of Couni Tolstoi

to continue his policy of al'solute ad unmi. \

tigated suppression, this would Ix wseless, )

It would only bhe another demormstration,

and more arrests would follow,

and temperate behavior of the Prefed, Gene-

to Sir Guy. I give you my little pearl rinE ;'nlt h; Il'us:ier, ila mu;,-h nimkeu of and
ut the havsh, mnhenc

Minister is known to be immovable, In

fact, it is stated that General Groser has A

ever been called to account by Countolstoi b

for nos having acted more

spot.

burg has long Leen considered as a rursery
of Nihijlists, and attempts have been made
to close it altogether,

deed for some time past been qﬁ&tr on
probation, A epecial MNvial from liliuv
| 1ster, naturally called by the young women
‘a sy, has for zome thine been in attendance

duously to their studies and left politics and i . .
political '

ing morning at the Hammersm:th police sta
Ar witness to the rupﬂuhﬁu :

of h » At the police
whole story came out, thm“ o

8aid the police had long hndt!di:r ‘

arrested the,

i
ing coal pits, and the taird day they E‘d
quite close to o small creek from w husulzr thT
huge columus of dense and lack sm had
were being vomited forth, wh

Une of the range riders, Hugh Conn
by name, proposed that the party rjde over
and inspect the burning pits. is was
agreed to, and the cowboys were soonspeed-
ing on an errand from which Counelly him-

L&rr

self was never to n,
Arriving on the creek bank they found
that the heaviest smoke proveeded from the
summit of a long, hizh ridge which ran pax-
allel with the stream and only a short dis-
tance from it. Riding to the foor of this
ridge, over ground calcined and broken with
heat, the boys dismouuted, and leaving
their horses began to ascend on foot. Ar-
riving at the top of the ridge, they found
themselves face to face with the fives of the
bowels of “the earth, The ridge offered to
their gaze one suceession of pits, from which
iasumfbhluuk smoke, shot with lurid streaks
of lame, The hot air of the pits almoss
parched the flesh and took the Lrath as is r'
came steadily toward them, The party had
turned to leave, unable to stand the close
heat, when Connelly exclaimed : ¢ Roys,
yonder is the biggest hole of themall; I am
ing to look down and see how fir it is to
ell,” at the same time pointing © a large
opening a short distance away, fivin which
}mm ed a perfezt column of smoke md flame,
lis companions in vain tried to dissuade
him from his foolhardy purpose. Kesprang _
away from them, and in a moment was | &
standing on the brink of the frightiul crater.
He turned and waved his hat at his com-
panions, shouting something wheh the
failed to hear, and the next ingant the
carth on which he stood gave wvay, and
Conrelly disappeared forever in he abyss
of flame and smoke, His horrifiedcompan-
ions beat a precipitate retreat, anc gaining
their horses, never broke the swit prairie {
lepe until many miles lay between shem and
the scene of their fellow cowboy's frightful
death, He wasa Texan, anc bitween 21 5
and 22 years of age. | {
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Beauties of Russian Civilzation.
&t Petersburg Dupaich to Tre Lindam Times,

The other day—Ilast Monday, 1 believe—
the usual winter student troulies again
broke out here, resulting in the arest of a
large number of young people of loth sexes,
A demonstration under the pretet of a re-
ligious service was attempted atihe grave
of a certain Bogolinbofi, a one popular
poetand critic, in the Volkoff Cenetery, on
the outskirts of the town. It ppears to
have been on the occasion of ths twenty-
fifth anniversary of Bogolinbofs death.
Some 500 students endenvored tcenter the
church and cemetery. Many of thin carried |
tlowers and wreaths, The gendemes and j
police surrounded the place and febade the |
meeting. General Grosser, the Pnfect, was
on the spot and stood before the gates for {
an hour and a half, trying to perniade the
crowd to disperse, but in vain. % last the
Cossacks made theirappearance, ud a num-
ber of arrests were atlected. Soae of the
prisoners were subsequently releasd. :
I have not yet heard of the ultnate fate
of the captured young men who articipat-
ed in the affair, though it is no loubt the
usual one in such cases—expulsior or depor-
tation and police supervision; bt I have
women. There were about on« hundred
The day after the
event the passports of all the ferale medi-

by an administrative order, wihout the

Manywill pro-

It has been suggested that the rst of the
100 girls compromised should go it deputa-
tion to the Prefect, who is very aniable and

their sister students.
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As many of ;hese not

The polite 5 A
piaised, f
ing character of the 1

severely pn the

L

The female medieal course in St. Peters- 8

The college tas in-

PN

to sce whether they applied themselves assi- |

agitation alone,  "The entrance of ;

ces of unheard-of daring and skill. A pris-
oner named Altlnn_'.'er. tlmlurguing a termof |
imprisonment for embezzling a swin of near-
ly 510,000 from a Paris banker, forged in |
his cell a letter of dismissal, and obtained f
his liberty by showing it to the warders and
hall porter.

It is supposed that while he was being ex-
amined in the Judge d'Instruction’s office
he contrived, while the Judge’s back was
turned, to stamp and mark a sheet of writ-
ing pn{:er. In his cell he imitated with
marvellous skill the magistrate's hand writ-
ing, which he had leisure to study during
his confinement of two months and a half.
The letter wasan order, signed by the Judge
in the name of the wrocurator, to set free
t e prisoner, He mmllusml this in an offi:ial |
envelope, stolen, no doubt, from the Judge's |
offices,and on leaving this before entering |
the van he handed it to his warder, with
r quest to take it to the prison director.
Arrived at Mazas the prisoner, afterlre.
maining for five minutes with the other tow

inmates, was called up and sent away fth'l}\

fresh students ha

in the establishiment, there was considerable
. ]llI["l' llf i;i 1'1a111;i:lt‘r:L1'-‘.

incident, however, is o fresh blow,
turn out to be a death blow,

l;:II'l?-LIII}‘ lrurll !tﬂ[! H:"d,
but as many influential ladies, headal, I be-
licve, by the Empress, are greatly inlerested

This unfortunate
and may

T
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A Point Whieh Kitty has Learned,

A resident of Norwich has a cat that will
follow him when he goea out with his gun
like a setter dog. Thiseat is an obsey Vit
creature, when she discovered that
every time the head of the house went out
with a gun she was feasted with a BParrow,
she took to I‘r:]frn".'iu_:; hitn, She li['['.]m L.
hind him, and when he shoots stops at hi
heels.  When the bird falls she rung a
retrieves like a dog. Most cats will
upon hearing firearms discharged,

s e s et <SG f—

Silence may be golden, but it doesn't
¢assarily make gawillionaire out of & mute] ¢
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