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His Unele’s Heir.

CHAPTER VIL—CoNTINUED. :

Frank lifted the small trembling band
that tMﬂEh'ﬂ mhwy to kis
‘How sboald he ever be gratsful enough for,
!.:r“ “FE the loyal love that dared so much

his :

“Heaven bless you, my darling!” be whis-

fervently, and n turned to her

: - some terrible explosion

of wrath, and fervently hoping that it would
fall upon his bead alonse.

Bat none came. Mr. Verner stared blank-
ly in the girl’s face, then tarned his head
aside with a smothered groan. :

“Oh. child, you h-k—ﬁ?[ beart!” he
cried below his breath. *‘Go, Esie with
your sister. Iam not angry; 1 sbhall not
quarrel—all that folly is forgotten; but I
have some business with—some bad news for
—Frank!” |

*‘For me!” the young maa broke in won-
deringly, while Essie crept oaly the closer
to him, and . held her ground wita that
str. new oourage that love had given.

“If there is bad news, I must help to
bear/it,” she said; and her soft syes met her
father’s fcarlessly. ¢

““What is it’hﬂ;d Frank u:lnd, hm;g
run every possible impossible calamity
over in his mind and fﬂﬂnﬂp:;H that could
effect him very nearly. ‘‘No bank can break
and ruin me, and I'm =0 nearly alone in the
- world that, all being well here, death can
hardly touch me,” :

“Death!” Mr, Verner echoed the always
terrible word with an emphasis that made it
more ghastly than ever; his bloodshot eyes
rested on the young man’s face, as though
they would pierce to his soul. ‘‘Dazath can
harm every man—and you have—relatives,
if not friends,” . _

¢:Relatives and friends too, I hops,” Frank
broke in warmly; ‘*bat they are all well at
De Walden Court.” _ -

*All1” the other repeated, with the same.
straoge tone and look. )

““Yes, all. At least, I left them so this
morning.” He paused, and grew very pale,
suddenly recalling Anita de Walden’s sor-
rowfully spokénwords—*‘The shadow comes
nearer and nearer, and it means harm to
‘those 1 love, or to me.”

Had that wild, dreamy terror been pro-
phetic?. Had harm come in any strange and
terrible shape to the graceful girl wife or
her gray hairedlord ? His heart throbb-
ed with an unselfish dread as he said hur-
riedly— :

*QOb,whatisit? You speak of them,
I know. Is my uncle—is Lady de Walden
il?” -

There followed a brief pause—then Mr.
Verner asked sternly— :

‘“Is there no one else at de Walden
Court?” S

“The lad —little Georgie? Yes; but surely
1t 1s not he who & .

““Is dead? 1tis.” - :

Frank stared at the speaker almost in-
credulously. - It was so impossible to asso-
ciate tre grim and terrible ' idea of sudden
death with the bright faced noble little lad
who had trctted beside - him tbrough the De
Walden meadows twenty-four short bours
ago. He could #till feel about his own the
warm close clasp of the fat baby fingers,
could hear the merry gractle of the baby-
voice, and meet the frsnk glarce of the baby
eyes that were as cleaily blue as the summer
heavens. Something rote in his throat
with tte recalled remembrance, and  almost
choked him, while t2ars of which he was all
unconscious rose thickly in his eyes,

‘ Liuvtle Georgie! Oh. it is borrible—it
seems impossible!” he cried at last, while
. Essie cried softly at his side, partly in pity
for the lit‘le lad who was but a name to
her, partly in sympathy with her lover's

ain.
e - Horrible indeed!” Mr. Verner said with
a strong shudder. *“Mcre horrible than death
in its ratural shape can ever be, for the
child was muordered!”

_E sie ecto2d the wcrd with a shrill scream
and May Lurself, - trembling violently and
very pale, drew instinctively nearer to her
sister’s side.

Buat Essie did-no: see her, or feel the
touch of her cold hand; she had eyes and
thoughts only for Frank, who seemed liter-
ally sturned by what he had heard. and
stood staring stupidly before him. Lord
Crexford was the only perscn sufficiently
master ¢f himeelf to take in the full terror
of the situalion, and venture a question
Tow, '

*Sir George de Walden's son is killed, you
say?”’ he a.uieed, twning his gold rimmed
glasses keenly on Mr, Verner’s face, and
speaking in the slow sensible tones that
seemed to introduce a reasonable element
into the phantasmal horiors of some hideous
dream.  “Well, tbkat’s very terrib'e, of

covr:e! Bat, pardon me. why use £0 shcck-
ing a word &8 ‘mrrder” here? :

May flished, ore paesiorately grateful
glance at the lover who was so little wont
to shine with an independent lustre, and
wordered wrat cratorical outburst could
equal in effect that plain and pregnant
speech,

But Mr. Verner, wiping the great drops
of a mcrial terrer from his wrinkled {ore-
head, shcok bis gray head rdespairingly as he
answered the young man—

*‘Ucrfortunately, that is the only word to
use, Tre poor child was found by his un-
tortunate mother this morning, strangled,
and quite dead, with the little sash the
nurse had tied on rot an hour before tightly
kpotted rouud his throat.” .

A dead silence fcllowed; even Lord Crox-
ford diew back, turning faint snd giddy,
and May felt the room whirl 10und so wild-
ly that she canght at the nearest table for
suppoert; but Eseie clung to her lover still,
though the face that grew paler and proud;
er every instant grew also more indistinct to
her strained vision, and when he spoke his
voice sounded faint and far away.
~ Yet it was clear and even stern; and he
stood like a rock before the man who he

kne;:?u ;adﬂl:im in his heart. =
- 0 suspect—do accuze
may one of this fgnl crime?” qr

Mr. Verner held the chair before him
with a tighter grip, and looked away from
the proud ago thoee keen eyes.

‘‘They sy the child was last

i}ufort for ﬂ“’t-ﬂﬂ. Awp, _'

‘#'___-—_—#_

«Oh, F ank, poor Frank!” May
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You oan fetch up sucha
which you have never had
during the ssason, and
ly set yours:lt to Spencer,
really instraotive writers,

You can see a
unpresentable
tea, and advise them as to the b,
of their children, and otherwiy
the duties of consanguinity,
cannot think how my) |
oy a country hol;
you omit taking one in 1884; bey;,
when your friends return to
have s0 much more leisure to
their parratives of travel,
bore them with in return,

| A gang of Italian laborers nesr Sy,
were recently cat down ten centy,
stead of striking, they cut an
stovel blades at night, T
what it meant, and one of the meq rmi:
‘ Not 80 much pay, not 8o much diﬂ
all right, job last the more long, - Ity
fool like Irishman ; he no strike ”
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Men Ig'!iornut of Fire,

I do not know of any bat a sings p,
where natives of a newly discoversd,
did not know the use of fire: that g
was on Island Fanua Loa, or Badwitsj
land, discovered on the 29th of J,
1841, by W. H. Hudeon, of the [
States Sonth Sea Surveying and Epyy
Expedition.

Capt. Hudson relates: *‘The nativy
at tirst very shy of the boats; bat t
waiians who were in them roon jni
them to approach, and to enter int g
and finally enticed them alongaidethe i
Oa coming reir they began a song oreiy
paddles and mag
‘kafilou tamatau.’
the natives of Oatafu, or Dake of Yalj
laud, wore the same kind of mat
shades and ornaments, and some were &
-ed in the sam> manoer.
were tatcoad in a different style, being
namented with a variety of arrows o §
forehead and cheeks.
formed and manly in appearance w
pleasing countenances that exprested p
nature, .

“‘They were eage: enough for trads
syon disposed of all they hai to ‘exhuy
few prosents were made them, but al |
indacements failed to eatice them onl

ney. apoearel cheeriul, laughing b

at anytbing that struck them as ridico

populatioa of the island is estm
to be abount sixhundrad eouls, most of
dwell in tke town.

*“Taera was no signs of places for com
-nor avy appearance of fire, and it is be
that all their provisions are eaten!
thened this opiaion wa
alarm the natives felt when they s
sparks eminating from the flint ands
and the emission of smoke from the m
‘of those who wers smoking cigprs,”

The writer of this article wa3 on Is
the Peacock, and can vcuch for tl:w :
of Capt. Hudson’s acc)unt of ourinie
with the natives, and also that they
their entire food without cooking, but
had the greatest dread of fire in any i
We Higl no traces of cha:-lcua.l fu:ﬂ ashe
their vi or town, and we fully o
stood ttml:lfo as to their food and how #
taken. It consisted entirely of coo
aud pandanus froits; fish, echini, and &
products of the sea; the few birds m
seen there, were not regarded as food,
even if they were, could no’ have bee

or relied on for supplies.
population beiag large in proportion to
18'and’s size,
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added slowly—‘‘But how

he is a fool for his
Croxford brokein, with all the
genuine feel

would as soon

a blank face;
if he thioks

pains,” Lord '|
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me guilty?
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“Then e

etsence of chivalry, the one thing that could
eam of comfort now.

" the girl cried, with such
on.1n hersweet voice Tnd
¢t the young man's pulses
¢‘Go and bring Frank back to us,

sor Essie’s sake, and m ne.”

give them a gl
““Yes, go, dear,
a:l_gu._r grateful fa

throbb

lstg 1

-#You gnilt?’ !"mk '
hl?l-ng Jiong

ieve 1n my own guilt.

Frank answered only by a grateful look;| ;
and the other went on hastily— -

¢ Of course, I will act as your deputy, and
Keep up your
These mad mistakes can
never last long, you know; and—and Heav-
en bless you, and good

And, with a warm

bring my report to-morrow.

spirits, old fellow. mnoh of ¢

Sir George
under
rushed hotly
eyes emitted
a cruel langh—

‘“Yes, you can take some com
friend—can t3ll him his crael vengeance

is complete—Lady de Walden is dead !”

CHAPTER IX.

“Frank I'—*“My darling !”

It was a very worn and
bowed itself over Easie Verner's dark head,
Confinement and watchin
stolen the healthy bronze
and traced some sharp lines on the smooth
brow—nay, even drawn rome gleaming sil-
ver threads through the close crispness
the brown gold corls : but the eyes were still
clear and steadfast, and the lips kept
brave aweet smile,

That smile, thoug

CHAPTER VIIL

It was a terrible story that the next day’s
paper set forth, a terrible story tha.!; May
Verner read by her unconscious sister’s side;
it, the brave and loving girl

hat her heart might break.
Mr. Verner’s report had been substantial-
ly correct. Lady de Walden, following her
husband’s instructions, bhad instituted anin-
stant search through the extensive grou
of De Walden Court.

‘him at first ; then the blood
over the gray face, and the

-byel” ]
. one vivid flash ss he cried, with

hand clasp, the good
oung Viscount harried away, hor-
ashamed of the tears that dimmed his
d were an bonor to his _m:nhond,
he had had but the sense to zes it.

" It was late when he arrived at De Walden
Court; but only the faintest glimmer of
light _brokefﬂ:;zngh the massive ivy-grown
frontage o great
mnmg;nll wasall in shadow, and the kind-
ly messenger, already sufficientl depressed
felt bis heart sink
ntong in that
ing Sir George’s permission

‘{t was hard to get and 1
and only obtained at last by a desperate use
of Frank de Walden’s name.
ford winced to see how even the man who
took his message and ushered him finally in-
to Sic Geerge’s presence stared and colored
angnly at the sound. |

The great library, in which the stricken
‘man sat, was as dark as all the rest of the
Croxford could not see the bent
shaking figure that raised itself from the
at arm chair at his entrance, nor the
erce swollen eyes that turned angrily to his
till his attention was drawn in tbat direc-
tion by the sound of a harsh querulous voice,

“‘Well, sir, you have thrust yourself upon
' What excuse have you to

and, reading hearted fort to your
almost felt t ] =

The servants. explor-
ing in all directions, had foand no trace of
the missing child; but presently there had
gcream issuing fiom
the direction of the shrabbery: and all crowd-
ing theie had found the unhsppy mother
olasping the murdered baby in her arms and
frantically calling to Heaven to give her
‘back her child.

They were stolid, unimpressionable folk
who looked upon that scene of utter agonv;
but not oné among them will forget it tall
The baby figure had been
so full of life and health an hour back, all
rigid and dreadful now,
back from the blackened swollen
face and wildly staring eyes, the girl mother
in the tragic majesty of an agony that drove
her really mad. They tried to take the little
victim from ker, for the burden was far be-
; but she struck their
hands flercely away, and staggered back
through the brilliant morning sunshine that
gleamed on her bare golden head and blazing
‘eyes and on the pitifol[y altered face that lay
upon her breast.

“My lady, my lady, cry for Heaven's
sake!” her maid had implored, kneeling at
her feet, while the tears ran like rain down
her own honest ruddy face;but Anita did not
even seam to hear her or -feel the tcalding
ps that fell upon her white hands.

She bad placed
o#n bed, and sat
her het eyes from the _
the women could not look upon without a
fresh burst of choking tears,
suffer sany cne to touch the child until Sir
There was something
apralling in the utter calm with which she
kept her waiting watch; and by-and-by the
women crept one by one away and left her
alonewith her dead. .

- Aud presently Sir George came in, his
face gray with pain, the veins on his fore-
head swelling and standing out like knotted
whip cord, his breath coming in great gasp

He brushed pass the pale and.
frightened servants who clustered together
on the stairs and about the bed room door,
and, going straight to the bed, gathered the
pale little figure to his breast in a very agony
of rage and pain. '

““My Loy, my Georgiel” he cried, his

agony, his strong frame
shaken with the tobs that seemed to rend
his massive chest. .‘‘My little murdered
child!”

Even this did not move Anita, - She heed-
_ ntly no more ,than she had
heeded the servants as they came and went,
the only difference being that shesuffered
him to touch the child. Her eyes still blazed
with the same flerce lustre, her hands were
still locked in a rigid clasp. |
~ And for once Sir Gecrge had no thought,
‘| no word, no look, for her.
course she did!
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Lord Crox- their

h she met it mornin
after morning when she and her sister pa
their daily visita to the prisoner, fully com-
mittad foc trial as Frank was now, was al-
ways a little more than May’s nerves could
stand ; it always sent her to the grim
curtained window that looked out upon the
equare paved priscn-yar
fiercely and impotently against the crue
of a world tbat could mistake Frank de Wal-
1en for a murdeier, '
‘“‘Aad yet they
girl would cry

his dying day. holiing up

shouting

the golden hair They rea

ficatin
P house.

d—there to rage Some,

yond her strength They were all f

will convict him !” the
frcm time to time, as the
plack and bitter watera of an utter despair
surged over her struggling soul. *‘There are
only those who know and love to trust him
still, and it rasts with the others to con-

demn.””
It was strange

~my Imisery.
make?” .
Lord Croxford was certainly not accus-
towedl to such an unceremonious style of
address; but be did not resent it now. He
was not thinking of himself or his own dig-
nity; his heart ached for this broken, deso-
lats old man almott as much as for his in-
‘jured friend. : |
‘““‘Forgive me, Sir George”—he spoke, atter
a little hesitating pause, with infinits g
tleness and unfeigned sympathy,
kaows I would nof intrude upon
but I come to tell you that Frank——'
“That they have taken him, that he is
cavght?”’ Sir Gezorga broke in, his voice
es ablaze with savage ex-
me that and I will thank
and bless you, sir, as you were never thank-
ed and blessed before.”

Lord Croxford was silent.
pity for the misery
him could keep the an
face, the angry sparkle
listened to that cruelly unjust s
by a migh
words; an

to see the traunsformation
wrought in the character of the sistars by
this time of cruel trial. I*was bright brave
May, hitherto the guide and leader in all
who broke down utterly now, who
lost faith in the justice of man and the mercy
of Heaven, who was hysterical and miser-
presénce of her morbid
fears —gentle, timid, E:sie who touk up the
her, and bore it bravely
and patiently, who cheered her lover, father,
and sister in the moments of darkest despon-
dency, and tried to chase then growing

terrors with the light of her own serene

little Georgie cn her
e him, never moving
poor little face that

““Heaven

your §riaf 3

She would not ably weak in the

What streng
George came home, burden laid upon
trembling, his e

ultation.

Not all his
myddened man before

7 blood from his
his eyes as he

“‘Frank is innocent |” she would say, her ' ndhmum .I
blue eyes lighting with .the fire that gave
her worn young face a strangely spiritual
‘“We know that ; and we know that
wne truth and justice must prevail at last.”
_ Whereat Mr. Verner would eye his favor-
-ite child with sorrowfal amaz:ment, and
groan aloud in bitterness of heart. He no
longer controverted ths irnoocence, though
his reason told him that the evidence brought
forward in the case was overwhelmingly
strong ; some instinot str
waged war with it and bore it down,
He could not think Frank de Walden a mar..
derer—the ciu:l destroyer of sn inmocent
helpless child. |

But though he believed him
believed aleo that he must die, T
no feehle link in that terrible circumstantial
chain that wound itself about him,
him nearer and ever nearer to the s -
His death might be a judicial murder, but
such had been perpetrated in Mr, Verne
memcry, and mig

The doubts and terrors,
herror and remorse that

s line ﬁ?mab]y

ing »obs. peech, bat,

effort, he did keepback all angry
his silence wiought the other to

Is Frank de Wal-

“Is that your newas?
den in safe custody?’ he broke out violently
striking his band with cruel force upon
massive table; and his blood shot eyes shoae
with a cruel fire. :

‘*Yes, that last injustice has been done
the man you wrong so foully!” Lord Crox
ford answered, with a sort of bitter calm.
*Frank has been arrested for a crime which
it is simply monstrous to associste with his
nsme. He is absolutely incapable of
to any one, and he loved your child.”
| George gave a cry that was like the
roar of a wild beast in fiercest pain.

‘“Loved!” he echoed savagely, ‘‘the child
who robbed him of his heritage, who sto>d
between him and his promited wife!
we were mad to trast the innocent ¢
in his power!
r:signation meant.’

““You might
Lord Croxford

voice hoarse with €s ascending

wabie ; descending |

.than reason depleti.q;_

ly obtain

ed him appare ——— - —

| A Cheap Beeliire.'_

E. L Congar of Maple Creek hasa®®
of swarms or bees which came into b
session under peculiar circumstances. £
two years ago, late in thefa'l, a swarms
to his place, taking refuge between t*
ing and wall of a little addition tohis¥
_ roagh a koot hole in the®
Coming so late in the season ey W
able to lay up enough honey to keep
and they all died during the winter:
week Monday, about noon, anotber
swarm cams in exactly the same WaY, ~
few hours later another and larg¥
followed euit, all going in though the
knot hcle and making themsel

between the walls
The last swarm would ®

about a half bushel. They are nﬂ'
ring to settle down I0r

The instinct of
is one of the ¥
of for a long b1m*

—-——-m-*”_-'"'f"-
 Fish-Eating Planis.
Prof. Baird, of the National M

land a sp

ch has been di¥

uilﬂm, "he

cruelty ors seemed

She suffered, of
Was not his very
riven, his very soul on fire with & wild crav-
ing for revenge onthe coward whoteruthless
hanr's had taken tkat sweet child life?

Presently his voice rang out, a shrill harsh
note that it bad never known before mingl-
ing with its dee per tones and giving a straoge
possionate intensity to his words,

** And this is his work, his vengeance—the
coward, the——"

‘“Whose work
broken through at last.
her feet, and scmsthing,
a comprahension that had not been in them
yet, seemed to leap suddenly into her shin-
ing eyes; her rigid lips uncloeed, her breath
came thick and fast.

“Whose work—oh, G.orge,
work?”’

Sir George’s gray face and tear reddened
eyes were slowly raized.

““Who but the one man had cause to hate
ling—my nephew Frank de Wal.

nt creature
qht bave known what

We mi | going ia th

have known your nephew,”
_ said, with a restrained pas-
sion that was fall of dignity,
known him as man and boy; and I know as
&8 I know that the sua shines in the
eaven, and you and I bothlive and
| that, whatever the eviden
Frank is innocent.,”

Even Sir G
pressed by the

Croxford and May,
the true friend and
them almoat shun the

paralysing the efforts of
loving sister, and making
man they wers power-
but they never touched Essis :
pierce the dark

‘*T have

surely

breathe,
ce against him,

eorge seemed momentarily im-
the passionate c.nviction of the
young man s speech. He stared stn
» then broke in

her clear eyes seemed to

clouds akout them and rest with tran
surance on the lignt bayond,

(To Be CoNTINUED )
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of | States,. and it lhoni:dﬂ in the
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seen in our charge, that he stood in your | f

way, and—and—— .

*That I murdered him!” Frank finished
almost calmly, as, exhausted by the tezrible
gcene through which he had the old
man d hea into & drawn up
against the table and bowed his livid face on
his outatretched aams.  ““Thank you, Mr,
vw I know the worst now; and 1can
“t . a




