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COMIN' THRO’ THE RYE

BY HELEN B. MATHERS

*“*No, no, honey! Maybe he's busy or
bothered; tis not the man who loves
warmest that is the best hand at writing;
many & man as is a fine fellow at his pen
is & poor hand at courting. There was s
young fellow once came courting my sister
Susan; his letters were bsantiful, a perfeot
ghow, and when he came to see her, he
was a4 miserable little sparrow of a creature
that i1t'd make vou amile to look at. Some
does it well on paper and some does 1t weil
on their tongues, and I think your lover,
Bliss Nell, is one of them lasg.

“"Nurse, [ say,"" watching her asshe alts
darning the bovs” socks, ““do yoeu remem-
ber, you used to say I was certaln tohavea
deal of trouble some day, because I am
a!way=so merry and langh so much®’

* Did I¥" she asks, peering anxiously at |

me over her spectacles; “I can't eall it to
mind, Miss Nell. Why should you be
worse off than other folk? Rain and sun-
sliine come procty much alike to all, and
vou' ve gob such & ﬂp:ﬂt "twould take a
great deal to make you givein. You're
terribie iond of Mr. Vasher,' ghe SAYE,
shaking her head. ** ¥ather used to say
‘twa= wonderful the difference there was
i people when they fell in love: with some
't went tothe head and was safe, for pride
protected it with others it went to the
stomach, and, if things turned out con-
trary. zot dangerous, and sometimes kill-
eil.  Now, 1 think yours is the last, Miss
Nell. Not that you've any eall to look ont
for sorrow that wiy things'll go straighs
enouch, never fear, for he loves you as the
very apple of his eye, *

© Dowes Jove RKeep off misfortune®” | ask,
ag [ zet up from my sent: “it seems to
me that those who love least come off
bias |
* My restless feet bave brought me into
the nursery, amd now they carry me out
All day lonz | wander hither and
to il fro, and ean settle to noth-
=ave Paul. 1 go down-stairs and
i newspapers of the past week
through, and through those nscless, papers
that cotine every day regular as the cloclk,
while my eageriv-looked-for letter comes

ACIn.
thither
ing,

serciy The

never,  How [ doesad the sound of the post-
man'= knork amd ring, how I shiver as
Siapsing place= the bag upon the table he-
siire 1w, how plainly [ see his alert look at

*as he leaves the room (he knows what
L am lookicz for as well as 1 know my-

beart sinks as I unlock it
abidl tia. omt the letters some for mother,
one or 1wo for e, welcome enongh at any
of e time, but s bateful morkery to me
now D (kher people’s letters come zafely
enouzh—why should not his? In to-day’s
paper 1 come upen the account of an Eng-
isaman murdered at Florence. Perchance
worsan leoked ont long and vainly

gt e How ¥
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for news of him, as 1 am looking now,
Perimps her soul sickened within her with
drivad, just as mine does, only God Erant
the swakening  from my night of dresd
iy not Y oven a8 heors!

Lletel my hat and jacket and go out
Into the gacden, lenfless, sodden, miser-
looke] ot t‘ht'urflll ".'n']l.t"n
Panl and Twalked in it aweek ago. Round
amcd reind I go “vizsiting every haunt in
whick he amd I have z=at torether. poansing
W tendl the memories that hoane about
Cvery nook and corner,. standine st1ill at
=t in the place where he stood that day
Dyreley caome upon us with his nntimely

alvie,  vhn

Nosvziny. Yes, it was just here, and I hold
Ut Juy arms to the empty air, with a bit-
ter yoeurning of body and s ul. He was
fore only o few days ago, but where is he

ill'..,' vl 1T |"1I
e sdote the geavel path behind
whose the are—George

Py
=Leps Con
T I kpow
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I shake my L
Then he mins=t be on his way back.” ' he
by my side. “*XNo doubt
been  voneluded mors
ht" 1.I:i|.1 FhikE

and?* he asks, eagerly.
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AT, T
il = RIS
il el L X peeciedd, ol
think vrth while to welt- "

I conad not have been thar, George, for
B wiazid ot have Enown Marseiiles,
Pt rofn b= to weite fror thee ™

3 voul know, Nell,™ he _vs looking
¥ owan faoe, "trﬁ VOoul are
ont of a mole-hill?

Pk ic i e nankain
RS 0l =u" Waki]) 8

) Lol & 3 R
vl Linve Dot s uad m JOCTET, FOU  Linu
Tl 1

i your mnd that something dresud -
ful ha= happnesd. 1 wonder what Vasher
will =ay, wher he walks in and finds vou
have oven frotting yourself into a sha-
LI

When Vasher walks in!—how comfort-
able and safe the words sonnd !

'l try and nets be foolish,” 1 say, my
spirit= rising s they a'ways do when I
havve someone tospeak to; **but,oh ' George,
this past week has been so wretched I thin L'
if I

| 1
REEY TN IMlgdd

vl such anether T should po madg,
fave barned the length and breadth, and
depi s and helght of that uely word “on-
daee* ™
“*Have von

LY

dear™” he surs.,‘#m'-ﬁ‘_

man that he iz, he dose e oypey oAy

bave i."" ard to the . van
ARG RTATE iy when o bR Ol

lover 1av frlemdl & s ke akb-

1% ¥ 3% many men,
¥ post with such
. single-hearted-

senice of MY Dew one, 2
I wonder, who could fis
nunselfishness, dignity, arg
ness, 5= he does?

**How near Christmas is!"* I say, look- !

13 the Saming searlet berries that close
rouidl the greem stalks with such prim,
glo==y precizion: ‘' Omnly think thas to-mor-
row week isthe 2ith! He is sure to be
back then, Is he not, George?*”

“(juite sure!”’ say< the young man: “ he
InAy come any <iay now."*

*“We meant to have shich a merry Christ-
mas-eve,” "1 say, half alond—**snap-dragon
with the children, and—George, what are
you going to do this Christmas?® - Will fou
be dull ot the Chase? Come and spend it
with osdo!” I add laying my hand on his
T o % -

% :"‘E*- Ly dear!"” he says looking down on
me with fovidden bitterness of word and
tone: ' FoRan pat want mo. Afterall *”
!!4.- -;I-;r;-i, r- H !k];“ -.-H!_ at t-hﬂ RHHHII. F'kr thﬂt
has given overy mins bot gives ample
promise of plenéamors dropping, *“I am
i radid we shall t hate whae you are
fond of, a white Cli stmas I
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Georze's prophecies preg ag fallacions
as those of most other pgople hope on earth,
ard the night after his assuragees of dirty
weinther the snow comes dogn, g lemtlv

and delicstely covering the fas of the
enrth with a gleaming white m le, that
makes my e¥es prick and burn w ta px-

veciing purity,as 1 look ont ag it from the
dining-room windew. The postman s
coming up the carriage drive. How aloweir
he walks,  nd what ugly marks he makes
on oGT 50l less, dazzling carpet! I do not

for it is not

-

walch Lim with any interest -
aletter [ am looking for now, but the
sound of a step in the hall, the sound of o
voice in my ear. Will they not be better -
hunidrisl-fold than a few hasty words o1
paper. And yet [ should have loved to haye

& love-letter from him. I have flung all
my Dxdish fears away in abundle; smiles
have crept back to my mouth, lightness to
my foot-fall. Does not George say that
Paul may come in any day, ang would he
like to find me pale and wretched-looking?

For the first time since he went away I
bave made myself look smart, ] have put
on the gown he liked me in hest— Quaker
gray. with crimson ribbons- and a ecap
which he liked too. thongh it DEVOr wWis
straight when he was with me: and one
day (we had both forgotten jt) I Zave
=impking some orders with it perched rak-
ishly on one side, andd, alas! his hl‘t‘fﬂlng
was not equal to the ocension, and ha dis-
graced himself by a amile.

At present it is straight enough, bnt
when he comes back—1 am langhing soft-
I¥ to myself when =Simpkins comes in,
bringing my breakfast, the post-bag and
the Times,

There are two letters, one from Allce,
one from Dolly, both for mother. I send
them upstairs, and begin my breakfast.
Then—for 1 have fallen into bad WAaYys
during my lopely morning meal, day after
day—I open the paper,and proceed to look
at the ** Births, Marriages, and Deaths:™
not that I know anybody who is likely to
be married or dead, but becanse they intér-
est me.  Many a sad story is told here in
three lines: many a bitder trageds chron-
jcled that moves me _far- more than the
fictitious woes of gtimaginary man and

L]

woman, whose misery lasts through the
regulation three volumes of a novel.

I glance through the agony coluomn,and
find it in my heart to smile at its fustian
pathos I wonder is it true that most of
thess heart-broken mavnderings are sig-
nals from the greatess thieves in Looden
to ench other.

Turning to the births (for I am reading
in a purposeless desultory fashion), I see
that Lady Fatacres has adaughter,and the
Rev.James Poormgn a son. I observe that
maost of the happy fathers are either clergy-
men or officers, and I wonder for the fiffl-
¢th tlme why Providence ‘sends such an
abundance of children to the men who ean
barely flll their own mouths, and  with-
holds them altogether from those who
could bring up a dozen handsomely, and
never feel the shoe pinch,

Now for the marriages,. How jolly the
first one looks—two slsters married on the
same day to two brothers! Douglas marreis
Ruby, and Donald marries Violet, What
a big wedding it must have made, and
what fun the four young people will have
when they meet (as I dare say they will)
on their wadding tour, Rather awkward,
though, if the sisters ever quarrel; there
will be a serlmmage, hnshands and wives,
all in & lump. This one looks maore sobar,
plain Joha James mmrries Eliza Ann: her
name is Prodgers, his Trimmins. Here
is & male Brown marrled to a female
Brown, which must have been Very con-
venient in the matter of marking her
clothe:, though one would have thought
that, when she did change her name, she
would take a prettier one.

Iwongler why a familiar word, Iying be-
fore one in a newspaper, always catches
the eye so smartly, seeming to leap up
into one's face?* Thus, ““Silverbridge, '
and the “Rev. Thomas Skipworth," look
up at me in larger type, seemingly, than
any of the other words. Who on earth
coulil have been married in Silverbridge
without my knowing it, or considered their
admission into the holy state of matri-
mony sufliciently important to demand an
advertisement of the same?

A scuille in the court ontside makes me
turn my head. Larry and Walter are snow-
belling each other with admiratle vigor
and skill. No quarter is given or taken;
and I watch them for some time with keen
interest, remembering the days when Jack
and I indulged in the same recreation, al-
though we were not so fortunate 1n getting
the court; we had to walk a mile or two
before we got a nice quiet corner to shout
in to our heart’s content. Presen tly they
vanish in a whirlwind of snow and laugh-
ter, and I plek up my paper and sit down
to read this marringe comfortably. It was
near the Browns. Here it is: “On the
16th instant, at the parish church, Silver-
bridge,—shire, by the Rov. Thomas Skip-
woth, George Dalrymple Tempest, only son
of Lawrence Tempest, Esq., of the Chase,
to Helen, third daughter of Colonel Adair
of the Manor House Silverbridge—shire,
No cards. ™

Yes, there it Is, word for word, line for
line, and for a full minute I sit staring at
the paper. The words are there, but my
brain does not seem ta be able to ETasEp its
meaning ; no, not even when my tongue
repeats the announcement aloud as though
the sound of my voice might re-assure and
convince me. I am married,
and here [ give my head an impressive
little nod as much asto say **You area
poor creature, Helen Adalr, and you don't
seem to know exactly what you are about:
but one thing you may be sure of—vyou are
married.”” 1 feel something like the old
woman who left it to her little dog to de-
cide whether she was perself or somebody
else.  The little dog decided agninst her:
the paper decides against me. Here I sit,
without the ghest of a wedding-ring on
my finger, and yet I am George Tempest'a
wife; clearly there must be a slight hitch
somewhere. My stiff hand relaxes. and
the paper flutters to the ground. If it
were qnly out of sight, I might get my
breath back, but with its respectable,
commonplace front facing mine. how can
I possibly treat it as a myth? I take my
eyes away from it, and glance round the
room. There is the breakfnst table: there
are the canaries peekingsat each other from
contiguous cages; there is the old family
prayer-book, high and dry, among Blair's
ST on the book-case: there is the cat
asleep ©n the hearth-rug. It all looks fa-
miliar and real envuags, but nevertheless I
am asleep and I know it just as one may

{

hav a dream within a dream and in the
last ond"Cilieve that one is-awake. I lift

rousing pinch (not thag people ungsF the
influence of had dreams usually hhve the
sense to bethink themselves of that home-
Iy remedy ), and expect to ses all m¥ :
rouacings dissolve; but mo, there théey ¢
stilk #1d here am . in ®» Zray gown, .
robyre nuit. That T am broad ayvake
thigy can be no reasonable doubt, butfthat
the paper is o very evident fat the=~" in
be ™ douht vither, Oxddly enopsin tho fipst
ides that enters my head ise™* What will the
gvernor say™" The T.mes is read in Now
fm_r]"z;_l}_uj_.,ﬁfmumy we; and a vision of his

" D lonnded face, as he comes across the

Inrelligene, tickles me into sudden laugh-
tir. Ihave heard of sueh tricks being
played before, practical jokes people call
them, but I never belicved any one could
do anyshing so fonlish ; where could be the
good of it? Why did they do it, these other
people? For fun?® A sorrier jest, surely,
melther man nor woman ever perpetrated.
For mischief. It eould not work any.

Let me try and think. I do not seem to
be able to follow up any one thought. Did
those other people ever do it-—not in sense-
less wantonness of folly, hut to try to work
a girl harm?® When her lover was away
from her, was it ever done that he might
see the paper,and belicve her false to him®
He would only leugh at it: it looks like a
lie; he would know it is a lie. He wonld
be angry at my name being coupled with

Georgo's, but of course he could not belleve
it. I wonder who wrote It We hatve no
friend=, we Adairs, to trouble themselves
about our affairs, or to play us tricks; and
no enemies, that I know of, who hate us
heartily enough to try and do us mischief.
A thought'suddenly strikes me: Silvia!
And yet why should she? How can this
absurd ruse benefit her in a ¥ way? My
belng married to George, even if it wore
true, could bring ! er no nearer to Panl.
And yet how can it be Silvis, who has
never been here in her life? How does she
know about George Tempest, or Mr.Skip-
worth, and all the names? The traitor
must be some one in our midst.

Well, T must go and tell mother: and
have just reached the door, when it opens,
and George comes in.

“Good-morning!”* I say, making him
a courtesy. ““And do you know that you
are my bridegroom "’

But he does not smile; he looks Yery
grave. He does not seem to see the joke in
quite the same lght that 1 do.

“Nell,”" he says quickly, ““this is a very
sorious matter. Can you guess at all who
i at the bottom of 17"

Y'Serions!”” I echo. *Pray how can it
be that? Some one has taken a most in-
solent liberty with our names; but seri-
ous—"

" Vasher will probably see it," says
Gmrge_l u'll'm&i]]', “ﬂ'l]ﬂ.——“

I thought,"" T say, indignantly, *‘that
¥ou said he was sure to be on his way
home—that he might walk in any min-
ute. He may come this morning, even,

and probably he wan't see the paper until
I show 1t to him "™

1 did think he was on nis way back: I
think so still,” says George; “but sup-
posing that he has Dy delayed, and he
does sce this announcement, of course he
will belleve it
“You mean to say, George, chat he wounld
really suppose you and I had got  married
the minute his back was turneds* 3
I don't know. 'Tell me, Nell was
wmw l‘}n the least jealous of me?
nows he need not not have beag *
ndd?rhalf to himseif. e S
“Yes, he was,” I say. prom S
always Inughed at martdgn." i %
“Did yon
There is a paunse, In which my short,
blessed span of two days' content slips
away from me,and the old presentiments,
doubts. and fears, creep upon me like liv-
ing, cruel shapes, grown rational by the
sustenance of fact—for he has been gone
nearly ten days; he has sent me no word
or tidings, good or bad, since he set out; if
he was alive and well and my own troo
lover, he would never have left me to watch
and wait like this. God only knows what
treachery has been worked between ns—
Yes, I see it all now, it is Silvia’s doing.

““Do you remember my telling you that

married! |

my sleeveand give my arm a good nipping, .

he wonld néver come back?" I say, trem-
bling violently. *‘He never will!"
“ Nonsense!" George, hastily. “In

saya
all probability he is on his way back; but
in case he has been detained in Rome, 1
shall set out at once—orat least assoon a8
I can got off. " -

“You will ger' I ask, taking his hand
between both mine, “0, George! but you
will be too late. Something tells me that
it Is all over now. If you do find him, and
he asks who did it all. tell him ‘Silvia,” "’

“Impossible!”’ exelaimed George, start-
ing. *‘Can she be such a wretch as that?"’

*=he loves him. Women will do » great
dleal to got & man they love, will they
not?’

“Of & very different sort to vou, dear,
Will you give me Vasher's address?"’

I write it down for him—yes, I can ac-
tually write,—and in no hour of my life
have T known the breathless agony that I
know in this one.

“If ho merives here in the next three
days yon ‘ﬁl telegeaph to me, Nell

“Yes. And if you come back—if you
‘both come back, I mean—when will it
bes*

‘1 cannot be quite sure, but I sbould
think abwut Christmas morning.*'

1M onot come back without him,”™ I
&y, in my so'fish mi ery; “only if he i=
thevl you eannot bring him.**

Oy he is nothing of the kind,' says
Gieorze, cheerfully. * Keep up your spirits,
il amd and put all these fancies out of
vourr hel. As to that Silvia, he's no more
likelr to fall in love with her than Iam."”

In another minute he is gone, and I am
gtanding st the window looking after him
as he =trides over thoe snow. This iz his de-
parture. [ wonider what will his return
be?

As inn dream, I goand tell mother;
Lear her exelnmations of horror and anger,
sl the letter she writes to the editor ef
the Times, asking by whose authority the
madvertisement was inserted ; as in adream,
feteh my hat and jacket, and wander out
over the ficlds amd meadows, walking
stiffly and slowly throngh the deep snow-
fall, on and on for miles and miles, my
feet carrving me where they will. Why
did I let bim go without a warning? "™ -
For I know ns sureiy as L am 1ving tnag
it iz she who has done this thing, 1 was
so confudent, s0 sure, when he was with
me, it was so impossible to fear. I shonld
have spoken when he went away. Did not
my good angel call upon me to speak
when I wished dim good-by? Supposing
George has an aceldent on the road! sup-
posing Faual is not at Rome when he gots
there! Somehow I feal in my beart that
anyway he will get theee too late. It was
a sure hand and a strong that struck that
bold and open blow through the newspaper.
That the same hand has reached him in
Bome in some different way [ eannnt
doubt. And Panl was always o little joal-
ons of ticogre. Bug here I stand still §p ask
my:e il it is likely that he will eredit 50
monsirous & #tory. Granted that [ had
played him false, conld I be so horribly
quick in my treachery? In the deawing-
room [ find mother, and standing bufore
her with a perturbed countenance is Simp-
kins,

**You should have told me this before, ™
she is saying, with an ususual severity in
her voice; and T sicdown, idiy wondering
what that foolish old man has been doing
I,

*I Eknow it, ma'am," he stammors.
“When I eanght the young woman med-
dling with the post bag, she said she only
wanted to get out o letter of her own she
haul written, but did not wish 1o have poSt-
il 1 believed the story, ma’am, and did |
nas tell youg, ™'

**What is all thiz about?*''I ask. ** Mother,
who has been tampering with the post-
bag®’

*Iane, the under-housemaid,' AAVA |
mother. ** It #0ems she ran away from here

wo ahall never forget that we owe It ail to
you, for if you bhad not gone to Rome in
time—""

*“I know,'"he says, shivering. ‘' Vasher
Is walting for you, Nell."

‘“What a hurry you are in!"’ I say, ns I
tie thestrings of my cloak. “"Now do you
know that I mean to scold him—perhaps he
was afrald Ishould, so did not come up
to the house? Perhaps! And I shall be able
to see him wherever I please now, you
know, for he has come to stay.”

George groans.

‘“*Are you il 1 ask, turning round
from the lovking-glass, where I am putting
on my hat. “I must try and make my-
self look nice mow Paul has come back.’

But George does not anwser,

“And I have been so wretched,' I say,
laughing softly, **though youalways told
me there was nothing in that presenti-
ment, or the dream! Do you know you
bhave not wished me a merry Christmas,
sir? But never mind, yon have brought me
the best Christmas-gift »f all. "

He has turned his back to me, and is
looking out of the window.

“Good-by,"" I say, pausing at the door.
““I shall not go to church this morning. "

In the hall Dolly and the children crowd

about me; but I just tell them Paul has
come back, and break away from them
all.
I wave my hand to George through the
window. How terribly pale and strange he
looks! Then I go away over the snow with
hurrying, dancing feet. Have I got my
Chrisimas-morsing at last—real, golden,
perfect? In the whole wide world does
there beat such a happy heart as mine? I
have not asked George how it happened
that Panl never wrote: he shall tell me
that himself, and I shall be so angry with
him, lazy, naughty, varcless follow! As 1
turn the cormer of the meadow, I see him
standing with his back to me, leaning over
the stile; and for a moment I stand still—
the absolute delight of seelng him in the
old familiar place Is so keen, that it leaves
me no immediate longing to touch his
hand or hear his weico. Then I walk quick-
Iy on. He does not turn his head, and
he used to hear my footfml quickly enough,.
Perhaps the snow dulls it. I am close upon
him when he looks round and faoes me.

**You have come back," I say, thrusting
both my enger hands into his; "and I
have been so frightened, so miserable—""

He does not answer, only, as I Iny my
head down on his shoul der, he 1ifts his arms
and folds them about me, pressing my head
close against his breast,

“‘Do you know that I thought you would
never come back, that you were dead, or
that some one had come botween us and
even nowlcannot believe that you are here
—you ought to have written,darling. Did
you not guess what a miserable time ip
would be to mef Inm golng to scold Fou
for it by and by sir; but I shall have
plenty of time for that! And I was wicked
enough to doubt you, Paul—as though I
might not have known better! I had all
sorts of queer fancles. But I will never
be afrald again, Paul—never again. I
could even let you go away from me and
be quite sure you would come back safe-
Iy."

How silent Paul is! because he 1s so
happy, I suppose: and how quickly he is
breathing, as though he had been running
hard!

‘“*And you have come back to me on
Christmas-morning,*’ I say, dreamlly, ‘‘to
give me the whitest, happlest. merriest
Christmas. Do you know I asked George
Tempost to wish me a merry Chrlastmas
just now, and he turned away. I suppose
he is very tired, as you mast be, darling.’”

Llift my head to look at his face, but he
presses my hoead back in its place, stroking
my face with his hand with a passionate
tenderness that fills to overflowing my
hungry heart.

thiz morning without a word, and fimp-
kin= tells me that he caueht her meddlimng i
with—""

**=he must have meddled with it..ylnrt-
than onee,” I say, putting my hand ¥ my
head. **Why did roun not speak of this be-
fore? * 1 cry, turning upon the man in 3
fury. ** Do you know what you have done?
Go out of my sizht. "

He =tare= at me for n moment : then, as
I stamp my foot, he turns ard flees,

“Mother! mother!' 1 say, Sroping my
way across thoe room to he ¢, I see it all

now. He never got my ]n't:;m I never gt
hiz. Tha woman was Sieia's spy. "

" Pooa Tt damhtehs ohe <nva, and
Br tears fall fast and heasr on my uplift-
ed face. If only T could weop! 17 only tils
terrible tightness about my heart would
relax!

“Mr.Skipworth," announces Simpkins,
tromblingly, half an hour Iater: ana I es-
cape by one door, as he enters hy another,
He has come to task about my marriage.
no doubt. In my present state of mind,
his voice would send me straight into Bed-
lam.

All night long T lie awnke, hearing ghost-
Iy steps coming up the carriage-drive;
heasing ghostly hanids beating against my
window-pane—ghostly volees that whisper
in my ear. My cars are strafned to the
faintest echo of sound in the world without.
=hall I not "hear him toward the maorning
coming lightly over the snow to tell me
be has returned? I know that he is not
dewd or he would have come to me in that
supreme wrenching of soul from body, as [
shonld go to him straight if T died to-
night,

The morning breaks, gray and chill,
“How shall I bear it"" T ery alond, as I
sit up in my bed, and rock myself to and
fro In my restless agony—**with all these
long days and nights to live through before
Christmas morning comes !’

CHAPTER IV.

It i Christmas morning,and I am 'ean-
ing out of the open window of the dining-
rcom into the cold, oleare alr, looking at the
«lean white world, that during the night
has been coversd over freshly, so that she is
fair and spotless for the great, high festi-
vial, as a bride coming out of her chamber
to mest her bridegroom. . It is splendid
enowuzl, but a little crael, perhaps, if ono
happens to notice thas lttle dead robin
yonder, whose erimson brenst shows prei-
tily enough against th» snow. He hes
struggicd gallantly through the bleak days
anil bitter mights, but to-day—on Christ-
nas morning, the time of feasting and
plenty—his poor, slender, starved little
body has fou:d death!

Behind me the house is all alive and
merry with bustle and noise. They are all
at home now, save Jack: and they have
decorated the whole place with holly and
mistletoe, which gleams brightly red and
white from every corner and cranny. The
church eclock strikes ten: in another P
church will begin, but I shall not go* ith
the rest,

What u noise the boys are making! I shall
never be able to hear the sound of the car-
ringe coming over the snow Hark! What
is that? My heart stands still, avery pulse
pauses, then bounds maidly on,asa sound,a
certain dulled, mufiled sound, comes to my
ears from a distance. It is the sound of
wheels—it is coming this way. Is thata
carriage coming toward me? The snow has
blinded my eyes, 1 cannotsee— I look up
seeing, and here see George, alone. I do
not move or speak as he comes over to me
and looks into my face.

“Heisdead? say I gently, looking away
from him to abird parched on a bough
near, who is singing, absolutely singing—
starved and bitter cold as he is. Why do I
not ]aiing too?

“Not dead!” I shriek, recolling from
him with parted lips and wide eyes—'‘not
dead, did you say? Thank God!"
And the frozen blood in my body stirs
nimbly in my veins, and circulates once
again; and, whereas a minute ago I wasa
dead woamn, now I am quick.

“*But why did you not bring him?’ I
ask. “'There could be nothing to detain
him."*

‘“He is hers,"” says George; “‘he bade me
tell you," he goes on slowly and palnfully,
“‘that he was waiting for you at the old
place—yes, at the old place,and you wers to
Bo at once, he sald.” .

“He will have to wait a listle, then,”’ I
vo¥y with a delicious, happy laughter bub-
bling straight up from my beart to my
lips. O, he has kept me walting for hin
long enough! I dom' seem to be able to
take 1t all in at onece,” T add, putting my

d to my head; ““but by and by, yes, by
and by I shall be perfectly happy. How
tired you look, fFearge, how pale. How
¢an I ever thank you enough for bringing
him back home! Wy shall never forget

“How qulet youare!" Isar: “butl do
not want to hear you talk—its quite
enough for me to know that I have you so

| near me. What ean come betweon us now

that we are togethery”

He draws my hand across hislips, How
het they are! how they quiver!

The church-bells ring out sweet and
cheerful acress the fields: the peal rises and
inlis garly. Can any sound be sweeter
than Christmas-bells when one is happy?

““Paul,”" Isay in a whisper, “‘did you =ee
that wicked paper? I mght have known
vou would not belleve i,

‘It is cold here,"’ he says; and I lift my
heaad suddenly and look into his face.

Is this my Paul—gaunt and worn, and
pale as death, with deep, burning eyes?

He looks ke a man just rlsen from a bed
of Ulneas.

“You have been 1'1!"’ I cry. “‘That wos
why you stayed so long away and never
wrotal''

““No,"" he says, slowly, ““not ill. We can
not talk here. Let us go to the old
place. "’

But as we go I look at him agaln and
agnin, and see plainly enough that he is
ill. I should scarcely know him again for
the man who went away from mo a fort-
night ago. As we cross the field I slip and
stumble on the uneven, snow coversd
ground, and hold out my hands to Paul to
help me, but he does not seem to heed me:
he walks forward, alone,

In our snow-parlor I sit down on the old
log of wood ; but he does not—he stretehes
himsalf out at my feet and lays his head
against my shonlder. His face is hidden;
he does not move or stir, or speak. Ishe
only weary, or in actual bodily pain? I
have so much to tell him, he has so much
to tell me, I think that if I were not so

fectly happy In merely knowing that

@ is with me I should be piqued, and a
little angry. I nmever noticed until to-day
that Paul's hair is streaked with gray— 1
always thonght it was raven black; and it
is full early for the color to change. He is
but little past thirty. I pull the short
looks out between my fingers, and he shiv-
ers under my touch. Yes, he Is {11, and
it is madness for him to be out herse in the
oold.

“Paul!" I say, stooplng over him, “‘you
must not stay out here; come with me to
the house, "'

He 1ifts his eyes to my face painfully
glddy; then his head falls heavily hack
and he clasps his arms tighter about me.

“Can you not wait a little while?'’ he
eays, and his voice is strange and harsh.

“Yes, I can walt,"” Isay, gently, looking
out at the wide stretching sweep of white,
just as I Inoked at it a fow days ago, when
I came hither alone: only then my heart
was heavy as lead, and now it beats under
the head of my lover.

I fold my arms abont his neck, close and
warm: it is such a new delight to me to
know that he is all my own. If he had
been given back to me from the dead I
could not look at him with greater wonder
snd thankfulness. And yet it is altogther
unacoountable. But though Paul has been
with me all this time he has not kissed me
once; no, nor seemed to think of such a
thing! It never happened so before.

‘'Hark at the hells!"' I say, as they ring
out, now loud, now clear, across the fields,
I wonder will they sing as sweetly as that
when you and I are wed, Paul® And I
actually dreamed that vou wers married
to somebody else, dear; was ever anything
more foolish and senseless!"’

He lifts his head, suddenly rises and
stands before me. Tha minute-bell has al-
most done ringing as he begins to speak;
it veases, and with the last stroke vVeTy
joy and good hope the world contalns has
dled out to me for ever and ever—and this
ls my white, merry Christmas morning!

Not a sound breaks the sllence as weo
look in each other’s deathly faces: then his
mouth opens and a terrible curse breaks
from his llps and wanders out over the
desolate, stirless land; and my heart he-
gins to move in, and sluggish life to
ereap into my . His words do not
shook mo—do not even seem strange to
me. I listen to them as idly as I used to
hearken to the frozen brook yonder when it
ran its summer course between the green
banks. »

““And why then did you come back®®
I asked, and my volce is mnch the same
as usual, only maybe a little slower.
““Why are vou not with vour wifal'

““My wife!"" The werds leave his lips as
though he cast a foul stain of leprosy from
him. *“*Why did you let me go without a
word of warniug?’ hecries, with clinched

s_ " ¥1 you know all the time that

ﬁ B hittﬂ enemy? Did you

know-tl -+ Years 1 have been spied on,
dogged, foll and that here, in your
very home, one of that woman's

spics to H“r'-"wr;' ur every word and act®"’
I koew an enemy,” I gay, sit-

Paul nnd..'f;'-m_'rhmmm

H"'-.. 3
3 »-
\‘,prd.‘-li- "

ting with s y-folded hands and eyes
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Elllltﬂlll“‘r lift themselves from tha blank,
nding . of my lex,
thought umt no pnwarp::hum us."
“*And that has undone us,” he cries,
with a despair and fury in his volce that
makes it sound like nothing human. *If
you had only warned me that morning be-
fore I left you—"" He stops. “God for-
give me for hlaming yon when my own
mad folly has bronght us to this. And
bo think,'" he cries,smiting his brow with
bis clinched hand, ‘‘that I have lost youn to
get that vile—thing! After parting with
you the day I set out for Rome, T walked
some distance; and then, reproaching my-
self for having allowed you to return home
alone, i retraced my footsteps. Turning
the hend of the meadow, I saw you in
George Tempest's arms, your head against

his shoulder; and, actlng under I don't
know what impulse, instead of walking
boldly forward, I turned sharply, and in
another moment was out of sight. I re-
turned to The Towers, just caught my
train, and at Marsellles sat down to write
to you. My first hot anger had passed by
then: your parting words of love and sor-
row had coms back to me with the stamp
of their own beautiful truth upon them:
and, though I could not understand the
situation in which I found you, T felt sure
you gould explain it. And though I did
not like it—what man would?—I was not
at that timoe actively jealous of him or
doubtful of you; that was to come after.
In my letter I asked you how it was you
came to be with him, and whether you
had been i1l or miserable when I saw him
holding you. I reached Rome gafoly, and
on the day after my arrival I looked for
the letter that you had promised to post to
me the day I left Silverbridge; but there
Wis nono—no, nor on the next day, or the
next. Can you wonder that by degrees
there grew up in my heart a terrible fear,
a slckening doubt: with my absence had
your love grown so faint and lifeless? And
if I could have hurried back I should have
done so: no word of mine should ever seek
to determine your wandering allegiance
Only I conld not suppose such a thing poss-
ible—you had seemed so honest, so true:
your love-words were so freshly In my I
ears. But sometimes I remembered that
R0 others hal sounded spoken to other men
by women who had betrayed them. =

“And did you never recelve a letter from |
me?’ I asked, slowly, remembering the
dainty knot of fowers that I had gathered
s0 carefully and kissed so tenderly.

“I reccived one,” he says, ‘‘later.
“Meanwhile I was detalned by buslness
beyond the time 1 had fixed to return to
Silverbridge; and on the 21st a lotter and |
& newspaper wers brought to me.

The
former was in your handwriting, and your
seal with your name ‘Nell' on it, looked
me in the face 8o naturally and sweetly, |
that my doubts forsook me on the spot, |
and I kissed it like a fool, child, I opoened
the letter, and out fell a tiny withered |
nosegay of flowers, that seemed to have
been plucked many days and had little '
seont; and for your sweet sake, I kissod
them, too, Nell, many times. Then I read
your first love-letter. I took it in my hand :
s0 carefully, remembering that it had |
touched yours, and started as I read the
first words—' Dear Mr. Vasher." With all
your wilful ways I eould not understand
that. Well.it wns a simple ¢; istle enough.
It was only to say that, after macure con-
sideration, you had come to the conclusion
that you would be happier ns George Tem- |
pest’s wite than as mine, and that you had |
alroady married him, and were going
abroad immediately with him and his
father. You sent a NeWspaper to corro- |
borate your statement : you asked forgive-
ness from me for any disappointment you
might cause me: and you signed yourself
‘Helen Tempest, ' ™

““Have you it heres' 1 ask; and he
takes it out of his pocket-book and hands
it to me, and I sit looking at it much as &
man may look at the knife that has stab-
bed his nearest and dearest to the heart, |
The writing on the enevlops is mine, that
on the sheot inside is not: but the forgery
i5 so excellent that, were this letter a COpY |
of one I had ever written, I should pro- |
nounce it to be my own. I give it back to |
him without a word. |

“The sight of your handwriting,”" he
goes on, “‘had so routed the jealous demon |
that had for the past ten days mrmunt-edi
me, that the letter itself came upon me
like a rude, violent shock. Then I grow |
angry, and thought how unlike von it was |
to play me such a triek, and iknowing my |
weoakness about Tempest) how unworthy |
of you! The joke seemed to me to be the |
worst possible taste. I pushed your lotter |
and the flowers aside, and mechanically |
opened the paper—not that I expected to |
find there the announcement ¥ou bades me
look for, but because I thought some curi-
ous simllarity of name t6 yours and Tem- |
pest’s had suggested the sorry jest. And I
found no less than the actual annonnce-
ment of your marriage. I was still star-
ing at it, incapable of any reasonable
thought, when Mills knocked at the door,
and asked for orders about something or
other. As he was going out of the room, |
I asked him if he had heard any  Silver- |
bridge news since he came away. He hest-
tated for a moment, then took from his
pocket a letter which ne laid on the table, |
then went away without a word. Like all
the other servants, he knew pretty well |
how matters lay between vou and me.
The letter was addressed to him, and the |
inclosure was from a housemald (appar- |
ently) living in your house. She said that
you ware married to young Mr. Tempest,
to everybody's surprise, that people said 1t
was like a stolen marrlage, even thongh
Mrs. Adalr went to church to see you made
man and wife and Mr. Skipworth read the
sorivee. Nell, T bad treated vour letter as
a bad joke, I had doubted the newspaper,
for I knew mistakes sometimes oceur, bat
this third piece of evidence I counld not |
and did not doubt; none but a madman
would. The gross improbability of the
whole thing; the unlikelihood that vou
should be in so indecent & hurry to marry
another man the moment my back was
turned; the strangeness of your mother's
abetting your rash act by her presence,
when she had eountenanced your engage-
ment to me; yeur father's absence, and
the tacit disobedience displayed to him by |
tho marriage in his absenco--all these
unnatural circunmstanees I reconized clear-
Iy enough, bat they vanished before the
one great fact that you were married : how
or why, or where, mat- tered Uttlo enough,
¥ou wore Tempest's wife, '

And then? Lask, lifting my dull eyes
to his bleached wild face,

“And then I went mad-—as utterly mad
for the time being as any wreteh in Bed-
lam; as drunk with grief as any senseless
beast on the pavement: as incapable as
elther of accounting for or guiding my ae-
tlon. Well, I wandored about all that day ;
at night I found myself back again in my
rooms; and, as I sat there, my despair at
losing you gave way to a flerce fury—that
you should have dared to so trick and
shame me; you, who had known of the
disappointment I had found in my first
love; you, to stab me so suraly to the
heart, who knew how entirely my whole
life and belief in all things rested on the
trust I had in your honesty and falthful-
ness.  In that hour my love for you seem-
od to pass away even more utterly than it
had done for Silvia, when I foungd out her
falsehood, for, be her sin what it might,
she had been true to me, while you had
deliberately left me without a pang, with-
ont o care,

“*As T sat there, out of the darkness sud-
denly came clinging arms and stole round
my neck, drawing my burning head down
to & soflt embrace; a tender voice, gentle
a5 & mother's whispered words of comfort
in my ear. I did not know whether I Was
actually mad or dreaming. Had an angel
d opped from heaven to tend me, or wos
iy unknown consoler some earthly cron-
ture, like myself, who could care for so
hoart bar., desolate & man as I# And some
wuch of the hand, some tone in the whis.
pering voice, by and by Informed me that
this woman, who could lay aside;l] pride

and thought of self, to come to mein my
hour of agony, was Silvia to whom I had
dealt out such bitter mercy, and who, it
now appeared, had loved me through it
all, ay!from the first day to the last, while
you, whomn I had loved a hundredfold
more than I ever did her, had cast mo
from you as unhesitatingly, as cooly, as a
withered flower or a soiled glove. I did
Dot quostion how she knew my story. I
asked no reasons for her coming; and she
gave none. She had only fled to me in my
misery, I.'Ht:l:léﬂg. minI g nothing for
hame or reputation—so I thought then—
good God! e

, each other—the days will be empty and

' prove that she is not!"’

““The night wore on; her love, her ten-
derness, her clinging beauty, her great love
worked on me like o charm. I have told
you that In that hour I hate? youfor your
falseness; well, in that honr T loved that
woman for her truth. Had she not through
good and evil report clung t¢ me? Did not
her own siln show white as snow beslde
your black, barefaced desertlon? And re-
member that I was mad, child—utterly
mad! My higher, better naturs was dead
within me., Al reas nable, thinking power
had gone out of me, and so—God knows
the rest!—the maddening wiles of the wo-
man, the rage that filled my heart against
you—and the morning found us st.nding
together before o priest, and, later on, at
the British embassy, man and wife. 4

Even then the madness had not passed.
I did not know what 1 had done, did not
know what I had married. The darkness
still lay upon my eyes. She wasto me
simply a woman who had been faithful:
Fou a woman who had betrayed me. My
thought never went any forther than that.
I did not love her, and did not hate her: I
slmply had no feeling for her whatever.

“We went to Florenco immediately.
Tempest was at that moment in the town,
it wo had known it. With the usual fatali-
ty where one's llves are concerned, there
had been no less than three break-downs
on the road, and he had arrived too late.
Afterward I found that, half an hourafter
we set out, he had reached my door, but
no message had been left, and he had no
clew to our whereabouts, so he had a long
search before he found us. At that time
I never thought. Tt did not oceur to me
strange that Sylvia should be in there
alone and unattended, I never asked my-
self or her how she knew of your marriage,
or how she could dare to marry me know-
ing what effect the news had upon me. I
folt something like a man under the influ-
ence of an opiate that has not made him
perfectly unconscions—everything passes
around him in a dream, but he knows that
by and by he will awake, and see things
a8 they really are.

““On the morning after we reached Flor-
ence, my scnses came back to me; for the
firat times I saw face to face this thing
I had done; knew that, married though
you were, I loved you madly as ever; knew
that the woman I had made my wife was
less to me than one sound of your volee,
one touch of your hand. And strangely
enough, youn had not scemed lost to me
when I knew yon to be the wife of another
man, as now that I found myse!f the hus-
band of another woman., I walked out of
the house in the still bright, early morning,
and the first man I met wnas vonr hus-
band, George Tempest. There must have
bean murder my eves as 1 looked at him,
for he said at once, ‘It is all & mistake,’

“1 don’t know what happened after
that. In that hour we had set out for
England. You know the rest."”

Yes, I know the rest, as I look upon the
face that 1s now no more than a shadow.
The featurcs are there, but where are the
life, the glow, the spirit, that filled it in
bravely a fortnight ago—only a fortnight
ago!

And we stand looking, looking Into
each other's haggard countenances, and
dare not put out so much as the tips of our
fingers to each other—'twixt him and me
a great gulf lies. I wonder if 1 ghall al-
ways be this dumb, senseless stone—will
the spirit ever wake in me and ery, and
rend mef .

“If I had to choose between dying now
this minute and living over again the last
hour, I would choose to die,”” he eays,
slowly. *I have suffered emough, God
knows,since you and I stood here together,
but never half of what I did when I heard
your footsteps coming over the snow, and
dared not turn to face you and then, when
you clasped your arm round my neck, and
ran on in your loving woelcome—when I
think of the future. of how I shall never
watch for your coming, never see you step-
ping across the rye to meet me: never, in
summer or seced-time, or winter or har-
vest, listen to your steps and the sound of
your gentle voice—wao shall miss each
other's morning kiss, child—at eventide
we shall hold out our despalring arms to |

dreary—we shall call upon each other
across the silence that gives back no
answer. "

His words enter my ears,but do not stir
my heart; by and by they will come back
to me, perhaps. I shall have plenty of
time after he is gone to muse over and be
sorry for them—yes, all the rest of my
life.

“*We need not have quarreled abount the
books—need we!' 1Iask, with a faint
smile. *“‘I shall never have a chance of
throwing any more at you."

“Don't, he says, sharply. ‘‘You were
right, child, when you used to say we were
too happy.™

“Paul," Isay, shivering, ““when do vou
go back to your wife:"

‘'Go back to her?"" he says, frowning.

“Did I hear you arights'’

“Yes, Of course you will go back to
her—you are bound o,

“Am IF' he asks, between his teeth.
**1 think not.""

**She could not force you to marry her,"’
I say, steadily; “you did it of your own
free-will.  What reason would vou give to
the world for casting her off ' »

**What reason¥'' he asks, witha deep,
stendy blaze in his exes.  *“She Is no wife
of mine, and it shall be my¥ business to

“Sho loves you."

“Loves me!" he ecrivs, with a flerce
=corn in his wvolee. “*She would have
shown her love better by stabblng me to
the heart! And you would send me back
to her:''

“Yes, I would send you back'’

"AF!" he says, below his breath, I
will go back to kill her!'”

“Will yout Was Paul Vasher born to be
& murderer?’

“Yes, ' he says, doggedly, ‘‘even that!"

‘*No, you will not. That weak, =inful
woman hag no power to plunge your soul
into guilt.  She has ruined your life, but
she can do no more. Shameful though
she is, she is yours. You took her not for
& day or a week, but for better for worse.
Yol must bear the burden of the rash act
You committed; remember that any dis-
credit you lay upon her will recoil upon
yoursell; for she iz in the eyes of the
world, your wife and the bearer of your
name, ™’

“In the sight of God she isnot! Did
you ever love me?' he asks, bhitterly.
“After all, T do not think you ean know
what love means, to wish to send me back
to that woman. Do voun think that if yon
hid been cheated into marrying another

man, and you came to me, I wounld =end
¥ou back to him? I would hold you—keep
you—hind you in my arms so safely that
no one shonld wrest von from me—my
love, my darling!" He covers up his face,
he trembles in a strong man’s agony, and
atill, still I can look at him and fes] abgo-
lutely nothing.

‘“As you will not take up your burden
and bear it like a man,'" I say—and at my
words he lifts his head—""1 must take it
up and bear it for you. I will never live
to have people pointing at me and saying:
‘That is the girl Paul Vasher loves, and
who loves him—the married man!" It 1s
on her account that he does not live with
his wife." Do you think that I conld bear
t? If you will not go back to her, I will
leave Silverbridge and go far away, where
the prying finger of scandal cannot reach

mﬂ_‘ in
“ And why should you? Who will know

the story?"’

“Emrfmun. Do you think she will keep
gllonce?’

““There can be no possible reproach to
you in it.""

“*None if you are with her, much if you
are apart. She who is known to stand be-
tween hushand and wife recelves but seant
merey from the world.™

“ Ask me something less hard, ’he says,
and the velns in his forehend stand out
like cords. "' Even for you | eannot do this.
Set me some task that body and soul do
not utterly forbid. Iam not mad, Nell:
but I know my own strength, and I could
not do It What do you think I am made
of,that I conld see her flll your place, bear
your name, stand by my side usurping
your rights—she! Do you think I ecould
ever let my vyes rest on her false face with-
out yours rising up beforsa me? ever hear
her called Mrs. Vasher without longing to
strike to earth the man that said it? ever
endure to 80 much as touch her hand,
when I was wearying, aching after you—
you think I could do all this and live?

see that there iz no safety elther you or
me if you are not by #he side of your wife?
For the sake of all the bore me,

j you

in recompenss for all the misery you have
brought me, I ask this one mercy of yom!
Live with her as a if you will;
hwﬁ'n. !._u the ayes of the world, be man and

A shiamed streak of red comes into my
cheek as I speak: then I bow my head and
walt, and a terrible doubt crosses mny mind
as to whether I am acting for good or evil
in demanding this supreme expiation of a
life. The sllence is so long and unbroken
that time seems to stand still; and when
he spaaks his voice seems to come from &
long way off. T lirt my eyes and look at
him, and in his thers is the beaten, broken
look that never comes into a man'e face
:mt.i.lthulﬂ.st. hope is gone—the last stake

ost,

“You have conquered, '’ he Baye. “‘Iwill
do it for your sake. Could any man do
more? You must give me a little while to
get used to the idea, a little while to get
rid of some of my prejudicss’” {(he laughs
harshly), ““then she ghall be offered a place
in my house as the mistress of it, to be
treated by me a5 any other stranger with-
in my gates, if ghe refuses, she can live
alone."

A slek, jealous pain, the first that
begun to stir my dull heart,
look at him. What if he grows to love her
again? Is ghe not fair as the day? and do
men remember forever? And I am send-
ing him back to her. There is a little bit-
ter sllence, and then Paul kneels down in
the snow and looks into my face; but I do
not look at him: my heart is waking from
its torpor, and I dare not, Yesterday he
was my lover, to-day he is Silvia's hus-
band. Notin one moment can I pass
from the familiar 1 riendship to the new,
:&nntumI nnsition we hold toward aach

er.

*You have fixed my lot, child; what is
to be your own¥'*

“I shall live."

“Will ever any one fill my placa®*

" Never, "

“*No one man more than another®"’

“No man."

“1 was alwars a solfish brute,' he gays,
slowly: “T am selfish still, and T tell yon
I would rather see you Iving in your coffin
with violets in vour pale hands than
know you to be another man's wife. And
that is my love for you, Nell. T wonld
have you love me to the very last beat of
hour heart. I would have the last thought
of your sweet sonl, the last call from your
lips; as your name will be on mine when
I die, sweetheart: as I shall love you to
the day of my death—and after And
when we meet as we shall meet. in another
world, where there are no marriages will
you come to my side with lips as pure and
untouched as they have ever been, save to
me? ag on mine no touch of living woman
shall rest between now and then—so help
me, (zod!"

I will come to you,''I say, simply.

The calm that lav on me, heavy as the
snow on the once throbbing earth at my
feet has broken up now, and a wild fever of
AZODY posesses me—a breathless longing
to touch his hand, to speak one word af
love and comfort to him—and I may not,
dare not, though we are young, loving, ta-
gether, though not a yard of space lles be-
twean us. We are separated, not fora
week or a year. but forever. Sines he lift.
ed his head from my shoulder when the
bells were ringing, there has been space
between us—Death himself could not get
us further from each other. I must et
away soon—soon, or I shall break down
utterly. Istand up. “Good-by," I ay,
in a whisper; “Iam going now."

“‘So0 soon®" he says, and his voics is al-
most as faint as mine; “shall we not be
apart all the rest of our lives®"

“Will talking give us back our murder-
ed bappiness, Paul? will talking about
our beautiful yesterday quicken onr dead
to-morrow? We can never be any more to
each other than we are now: we can never
be any less. Let me go now while I have
the strength.'

“Strength!" he repeats, hoarsely, as he
peers into my face; “‘and I have brought

¥ou to this, my poor broken lttle white
flower. It is my mad, senseless sin that

has driven the color from vour cheaks, the
gladness from your sweet eyes! Nell,
Nell! Icannot let you £0; Fou are my
real wife, not that other—my life, my
lily "'

**=hould I be your lily, then#' I azk
trsmblingly. But he who has been so
chary of touching me since he has told me
his evil tidings, comes closer: weuld fold
his arms about me.,

“Back!" I cry, springing aside: *““what !
would you be the foulest traitor on God's
earth "

“*To her!” he cries, with a flerce gesture
of loathing.

“To me!"

“To you,” he mutters, then an ashen
eray replaces the fire of 4 moment ago: his
nands fall to his side, and so, with &
hand’z breadth between u-, wagtand look-
ing on aach other's wild faces, thep—

{T0 BE CONTINUEDJ

Good Time to Buy Fars.

This is & capital time to buy furs. ¥
sounds rldiculons, doesn't it? when the
sun is blazing away in the heavens and
muslins are the only wear. but it is trye,
I realized it myself yesterday, when a
charming girl conflded to me that she
had hovered between getting her life in-
sured and purchasing a sealskin coat. She
had finally declded on the former, but to
my notion a good sealskin often insures
ono's salety, and, therefore, one's lifa, in
a much plensanter way than does a Mers
policy. At this season there isa great
reduction in the price of furs, apd it is
ensy to leave an order and save money
when cold weather comes and the gar-
ment is needed. As for the fashions in
fui, believe me, they are pretty well settled
by thiz time. Broadly speaking, seal-
skin eapes wlil be waist-longth, jackets
are moderately £ ori, and sleeves slight-
I¥ more reasonal: @ than ther were Ingt
year. Volvet, tripnined heavily with fur,
will corrinue to be worn, but for more
definite 4 formation a trip to any first-
class furrier's will suffice. 7Tam only
suegesting the cconomic possibility of the
season, and do not venture to outline the
fashions so far abend.

The lRarest State in Yankeedom,

It is not surprising that people r-ﬂl:*ll'fiﬂg
divorce courts never go to South tarolina.
U nder no circnmstances nor for any cause
whatever are divorces granted in that
sliate.

Upper Canmds (Co Nege,

Mr. John Martland, formerly so well
kEnown in connection with Upper Canada
College, Toronto, has just returced from
England where he rendered valuable aid
to the Board of Trustees in selecting a
suitable candidate for the prireipalship
of the college, to be placed lefore the
Government of the province. The ser-
vices of Dr, Parkin were not secured be-
fore many econsultations had been held
with Sir Oliver Mowat in London. Many
very eligible candidates offered them-
seives, but no one but Dr. Puarkin had
any knowledge of Canada and Canadians.
A= his claims in other respects were not
inferior, it seemed to the Board that Dr.,
Parkins was best suited for the vacant
oftice.

Dr. Parkin graduated with distinction
at the University of New Brop-wick in
1567 and subsequently studisd ‘or thyee
terms, at Oxford, England. Uy to 18388
he was Head Master of the Collegiate
School of Fredricton. and latter v has de-
voted himself to literary pursyits—hay-
ing published several works—ind been
a writer for the London Times, the New
York Century Magazine and othar period-
icals. Dr. Parkinis a popular lecturer
on literary subjects and on the colonies,
and hasfrequently addressed the different
Chambers of Commerce of ths United

hmﬁil-um.

The Board of Trustees are very anxious
that Old Boys and the friends of the egl-
lege should cordially weleome Dy Parkin,
on his arrivalin Canada,early in Septem.
ber, and shounld co-operate with him ip
his endeavors to build up the good Ol4

School, and make it the bast residential
school in the Dominion. .

- - ..I '.-- a .T-. qil
necessiry to sorrect yiews e

by some persons respecting the form of

treatment for aleoholism given at Lake- & —e

hurst Institute, Oakville. This week we
desire to dispel from the mind of EVEry
interested reader the idea, that only be-
sotted degraded drunkards are to be found
under our care, No grosser mistake .
could be made than this. While many of
our patrons have been desperately heavy -

drinkers, a large percen of those who
undertake the treatment have done so,
while yet ing the respect and con-

fidence of their business assceiates and be-
fore home, influence, wealth and honor
shall have been sacrificed to the insati-
able demon—aleohol. The example of
these is well worthy of imita:ion v + hoa-
ands of business men who are daily mak-
ing fresh couce=sions to the growing fond-
ness for strong drink. Take the core
wow, and head off the inevitable results
of delay. Toronto office 28 Benk of Gom-

merse Building. .
A;?'ll-a.tllhh In the world of

P ?ahm
medicine has necn  its very sounl ;;E"

gress, as in politics and religion—the
[-.;:Il,iw- u}-l’ opinion and the individualities
ol men have been parent to the di

ments by which the standard m
bodies have been elevated. So with most
of our famous preparations—foremost in
Hlustration of which truth stands the
world-famous remedy to general debility
and langour “*Quinine Wine,” and which,
when obtainable in it genuine '
15 a miraculous ereator of appetite, vital-
ity and stimulant, to the general fertility
of the system. Quinine Wine, and its
lmprovement, has, from the first di

of the great virtues of Quinine as a medi-
zal agent., been one of the most thoroughly
discussed remedies ever offered to the
public. It is one of the great tonics and
natural life-giving stimulants which the
medical profession have been compelled
YW recognize and prescribe.  Messrs.
Northrop & Lyman of Toronto, have given
to the preparation of their pure Quinine
Wine the great care due to their im-
portance, and the standard excellence
of the article which they offer to the pub-
lic eomes into the market purged of all
the defects which skillful observation and
sclentific opinion has pointad out in the
less perfect preparations of the past. All
druggists sell it.

“STRIKE A
LIGHT ”

YOU NEVER “MISS
FIRE” WITH E. B.
EDDY’S MATCHES NO
MATTER H)W DAMP
THE WEATHER.

IT IS INVARIABLY

100 MATCHES
100 LIGHTS

And no matches wasted.

Gold in the Head

AND
HEADACHE

OURED IN FIVE MINUTES.

Catarr

R. HUNT'S
MAGIC SNUFF

IN BOXES 25 Cents st all drygzists, or

Cared 1m . .
A Week, by using

by mail on receipt of prim:'-"‘ndd.m-_.
THE MILLER EMULSION (0.
Kingston, Ont.

Belting
Shafting
Pulleys
Hangers

Order your Supplies of

Oak Tanned o
. Leather Belting

from us. We supply four grades, suit-
able for all classes of machinery, Every-
thing iu above lines at Manufacturers'
First Cost Prices.

S Lowest Prices
»” For Cash.

TORONTO TYPE FOUNDRY.
44 Bay btreet, Toronto.

Ore of Life
Found at Last

Vitie=-Ore is very projperly called Ore of
Life. Tt was direoverd !rLl.' Professor Then
Noel, of Chicage, Geolosist.

This ore makes an elixir which is Watures
Great Remedy for the cure of human ills
It will reach the ~idus of human dlgeases wien
drugs and doctors” nostrums fajl. It Ie maturs's
greal reatoralive, to which pothinge is aifelasd,
It is pore, as it comes from natnre 8 iaborataory .

Saold only an o 'rect arders or throuch loea! o
etueral agents, Priee 2] 5 fuicleage, or throe
for 8250, Sent propaid to any part of the globe
on reeettd of riee. Send for elreolars and full
Adelaids
J. JOHNSTON, General

particulars 19 Vite-Gre Depot, 40
BIreael Wkt T"l""llrl'l.
At

/ ,cf‘i(,?f""

Cor.Yongeand Gerrard =trects, Toronto, ot
Canada’'s Greatest mmercial School; advan-
tage= bes §m the D ominiog = stundents pasisted 1o
I8 B ' e weaply,  Moderate rates, Write
for catslzue  Shaw & Elliott, Principa’s

TN U " No.27
“Salada.”

I can supply you with Salada Ceylon
Tea in one pound lead packages at 35-‘:
perib. 1 will ship 10 1b. to one ad-
dress and prepay freight. If ordered
with other gnods will’ shag an uantity
Fou wi-h.  Wrily for price list! buy
Yyour supplies at wholesale prices.

A. H. CAXNING,

3 Wholesale Grocer,

57 Front St. East. Toronto.

DO YOU WANT :'"'“ to the NoxTwEms
51 Cor Crwen
TO LEARN IT ? Sound Onr if ves

Sound, Ont., If WeaRL
a THOROUGH Course
i Shorthand or a practical Business Education,
Circulars {ree. C. A. FLEMING, Prin-"=.
SYFIYTHING FOR THE PRIXNTIR
Type, Presses, Inks, Rendy=105] ¢
Newspajpers, Stereotype Matter, Floe .-
ing, Engraving. RONTO TV:':
%ﬁ DRY, Toronto and Winnipes.

e
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