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What have I to de with either?
pime is telling—I grow old.
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Gather on the farthershore,
re it Ot the best to join them
Ere | feel the bleod runcold 1 ]

Ere I hearit sald $00 harshly,
« ggand back from us—you are old I”

GTURM AND SUNSHINE

CHAPTER VI.—(CONCLUDED )
Bat the first words I hear distinctly put

[ ] #

that pmj ect ont

&’ 'Ehﬁrp lﬂd ﬂlm.
:;;ect something. Even yesterday on the

sland you Saw how vexed she was—the
child is not & fool, Errull, though you SoaIn

think she is.” ‘
tﬂlu (Of conrse it is our ﬂb]ﬂﬂt to kﬂp her in

the dark as long as possible. But any one
pat a fool woald have guessed our secyel

long ‘Eﬂ'" 1]
« Your mother does not guess it. :
i« Because she has persuaded herself tha
] am in love with Lisle.”

ot Poor little Lisle ! :
It is she who pities me, and not him !

Ciend as I think her, I remember that. And
yet I loved him 20 much better than I loved

l. -
hafiiw'.mder how she can imagine fer a

soment that any man would look at her
while you were ia the room,” Erroll laughs,

wSch AFREHEGsRt 3| RERREERIRIREISEATH SRRED
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amused. G
“You act very Wﬂll," Jﬂd.lth 8 ?DIEE an-

gwers, with & gshadow of reproach n
« Perbaps you are also amusing yourself at
: my gri_jen!nﬂ T“ 2 :
- « You think that J “dlﬂ,l. 1

« No, I do not think it. Iknow you love
16 ag far a8 you are capable of loving any

gomaz.”

 Judith !”

“Jiove you,” shesays simply.
events ] am sure of that. K

wA~d Ilove you! Ah, give me omne,
judith! You know i love you with my
whole heart and soul.”

Tosreis & quick kiss, and Judith says

burriedly— ' _

“We must go in, Erroll. If they think
we are togethec all this time " _

“ But think of how dearly I pay for theee
few stclen moments with you, darling!”’

o] thiok it is Lisle who paysfor them,
Ah, poor Lisle ” 5 ' .

Lisle has pever even dreamed of such
love a8 we feel for each other, Judith.”

“I hope not, poor child 1”

Psor child ! She calls me poor child ; but
ke never utters one single word of pity for
me {rcm first to last,

‘““She will marry somebody else before
the year is out, and forget all about me.”

“We have treated her cruelly between
us, Erroll,” .

“It could not be helped—we could meet
inpo other way. If you had let me go to
the Vicarage——" £ .

“Don't you think my enemies, persecu
wrs, and slanderers were bitter enough with-

out iving them any real cause for com-

plaint "

“Well, I acknowledge that you were

ngnt abont that,” he says a little sulkily.

“vudith, sometimes I think you do mnot

love me as well ag I love you.” .

“Why do you think s0?”

- You think of what people will say. I
ok of nuthing but you,” '

: Uf‘nuthin.g but yourself, you mean.”

Judith—I who have never cared for any
¥oman but you, who never forgot you in all
Rese years—I wish you loved me even balf
u:‘e}lu-l lu?ﬁ-j'ﬂll &

"1““ Need not doubt the quality of my
o t0e anawers, her quiet tone contrast-
"8 ctionaly with the passion in his. I love
iﬁ%mu, and I shall love you till the day
L »

Iﬂ:‘m.h you will, I do not think it could
Poeeidle for two people to love each other

o e doand forget. Thatis the only com-
et T by _

e "

At all

m;f“ﬂm I must go now. No ; yeu cannot
& “?mﬂ :11 have to remind you of that
uy,. —and gshe la ha.
It““i“u:i' hnrdulg’ he answers impa-
ty, :
m};':]?“mp passing up the alley to-
Wﬂ; house, He will probably come
e zgy _Way, _ I straighten myself from
28 Stitude in which I have been
By of
.,:__ “rent, ang
%
¥hya great dog,
- CHap
HT“

Mg]:m’ Lisle 1” Erroll exclaims, the

of my head at once and for- .

8 for what has seemod to me an infin- | <
turn to meet him like ‘& .
by Biserable wild animal brought &

TER VII., AND Lasr. 1l

* Yes—if you choose $o call it s0.”
“ With the ueusl result 1" he asks, with
the first sneer I h““"“ﬂhhm.
some mouth. - |

* I certainly did not hear any good of my-
self —or of you.” :

“ Perhape it wasjust as well thas you did
hear,” he goes on, recovering his composure.
“ for one am tired of this little game.”

Ith' Emﬂl”—iti: m’lﬂt d-m‘
cry—*‘ how could you have pretended to
love me? How could you be s0 eruel, so—
80 base ?” -

¢ ] never loved you !” :

"I_kno‘l:'ﬂl_ltlli'. But I was 80 young
and foolish, and—and I loved 'you so much

“Pshaw!” he exclaims, turning on his
heel. ““You know no more of what love

really means than that little white cloud
floating up there is the aky !” :

I stand looking after him, but he never
turns his head. “I1 never loved yeu!”
The words ring in my ears, the green alley
swims round me, the hedge bobs up and
down ; I cover my eyes with my hands with
one despairing mosn, and sink down ina
heap upon the mossy walk. -

They find me a fow minutes later, Mrs,
Rutherfurd having sent them all to search
for me, alarmed by my non-sppearance at
luncheon. At first they think I am dead,
but the Doctor, who is sent for immediately,
pronounces it to be a fainting-tit only, prob-
ably brought on by the heat of the sun. I
do not rave at all, or betray my miserable
secret in any way as I return to oconscious-
ness, and I am glad of it. Bat I will not
have Judith near me, which surprises Mrs.
Rutherfurd, or would have surprised her if
she had not accounted for it by the disorder
of my brain. Neither will I remain a single
hour longer than I can help at Velfry,

Mrs. Rutherfurd is exceedingly anxious
that I should stay quietly in my own reom
there for the next day er two at least, prom-
ising that no one shall come near me but
herself. But I will not have the cairiage
countermanded, and Mrs Rutherfurd is
afraid to thwart me, Before five o clock I
am lying in my own bed at Osierbrook, with
the curtains drawn and auut Theodosia =it-
¢ing silently knitting in.the big old-fashion-
ed arm-chair at the foot of the bed. Here I
can weep and weep and weep, and no one be
the wiser. tere I can groan deep in my
misery, for dear old aunt Theodosia is too
deaf to hear, Judith has had her revenge
on Mrs. Rutherfurd ; but she has broken

my heart !

It is three months before I leave that bed
again—during some of that time a great
many people thought I should never leave it
again alive. But youth anda good con-
stitution pulled me through—that and the
care those four good women bestowed on
the graceless child who had defied them

| wheai she was strong and well.

They never grow weary, they are never
impdtient ; they bear with me.as my ewn
might—they seem to me like angels, with-

“wred and-old and homely as they are, when

they. bend over me through the long weary
night-watches, putting cool bandages on my
hot miserable forehead, lumps of cold deli-
cious ice on my parched tongue. They are
always there, one or other of them ; in the

‘dead of the night I see them, sitting in the

big chair, the candles throwing their shad-

ows grotanqnalf upon the opposite wall,
their spectacles on their noses, their Bibles

_open on their knees, their placid old faces

so calm and peaceful, sheiding an answer-
ing peace into my soul. :
It I get well, I will be- good to them al-
ways—never laugh at them, never call them
odd, or old, or ugly, never disobey them in
thought or word or deed.
IfI get well! Butif Idonot? If I die—
I, Lisle Warburton—if I die, and am putin-
to a coffin and buried besidemy mother in
the shady old church-yard on the hilll I
thiok perhaps that will be better—better
even than to live to show my gratitude to
my aunts. e
They will soon know how grateful I am
to them. They must soon die, all of them
and in Heaven I can tell them—my mother
too—she will tell them —
¢ This is some nice lemonade, dear. Wen't
ou try to drink it ?”
> A:n{ Theodosia is bending over me, Aunt

" Anchoretta is standing at the foot of the bed, -

wiping her spectacles. Aunt Emily is ory-
ng silently near the fire.

¢¢ What is sunt Emily erying for? Aml
going to die ? Tell her not %o cry. I—Idon'

%“'iﬂhtofma,mding up side mmd-

_over again afterwards. :

‘says gravely. _
‘| esteem. I do not wish to speak unchara-

———

tod for me. My lap is full of Sowers, 1ate | came 0 Oulerbrosk oo dlten 7

Theedosla's garden, whish I am arranging |
into bouqusts for the school-children to wear
8% some fele or other $o-mevrow. My fingers
are not of much use %o me yet, they areso
stiff and fesble; butI love o touch the
flowers, aad sunt Emily will tie each bouguet

:w"lﬂ-kht-rh-:.hr"'
Indeed were—till it would
all ot ﬂu-:ht

I lnugh feebly at my own joke. Aunt An-
ﬁm“h“h-ym.

* Do you remember Judith Irving, Lislet"

“Yes—quite well.”

My heart dees not bea' faster; I am not
consclous of any pang of recellection—only
of & vague, numb, curious feeling, such as
one sometimes experiences wheman old
wound is teuched which has long since been
healed. . '

.ﬂWﬂmiIkdhﬂ.n sunt Anchoretta
‘‘ She was net a girl we could

tibly of any ene, but I always had an idea
tha$ she would not tura out well.”
® 'What has she done I” ;

‘* You r.member Erroll Rutherford 1"

““Yes,” I answer, in the -same dreamy,
scarcely interested way, |

Aunt Ancheretta, looking at me, sighs a
sigh of intense relief. - ,

‘‘ He was anether person of whom I had
a poer opluion, though at one time we all
thought he meant to turn over a new leaf
and—and marry a girl who would have pull-
ed him up imstead of dragging him down,
But now, it seems, thess two have put a cli-
maXx to all their foolish doings by running
away with each other !”

4By running away?”

“Soit seems; This letter is from Mrs.
Rutherfurd, whe is heartbroken about it.
It seems that Erroll has nothing, and Miss
Irving 1-ss, How they are tolive nobody
knows but themselves. ’

¢ Aunt Ancheretta, de you like pink
roses and mignonnette together—so ?”

I hold uphe little bouquet for her inspec-
tion, smiling; and she, approving of it, pro-
ceeds to make two or three after the same
pattern. I do not ask another question, nor
does aunt Anchoretta allude to her letter
any more, so completely has my old love-
dream faded away—so completely have I
forgotten the lover whose |

. *Honour, rooted in dishonour, stood,

Whosa faith, unfaithful, kept him falrely true,’
! [ ]

¢¢ What brings Ralph Rutherfurd: here so
often ?”’

It is aunt Theodosia who asks the ques-
tion. And she asks it of me, looking at me
aver the edge of the wheelbarrow as she
atoops to gather up the pile of weeds she has
raked together on the garden walk. '

¢¢ How ahould I know, aunt Theodosis 1"

¢¢ I thought you might, that was all !”

Do I know ? I stand by the wheelbarrow,
looking down dreamily at the clean-swept
path. It is just a year sinoe I came te Osier-
brook —a year this very day. The May sun-
shine lies warm on aunt Theodosia’s flower-
beds, on the overblown evening primroses.
on the budding lily-of-the-valley. I bave
got on a fresh brown linen gown, prettily
made, with big pearl buttons, and a Zalu
hat, My hair has grown again; but only
into a crop of babyish short curls, And I
feel quite strong and well again, and have
grown brown and sunburat, riding my pony
over the breezy hills and through the long
green winding lanes ; but, though my wings
that were clipped have growa again, I never
feel in the least inclined to fly away. Ilove
Oaierbrook—the peace, the serene quiet, the
quaint, formal, sunny days, the sweet calm
nights through which I sleep so soundly,
tired by the loving attendance to give which
is the one great object of my life, Those
feeble hands shall do nothing that mive can

do instead; those faltering steps shall al-
ways be ateadied by my strong young arm.,

They may be peevish sometimes, and ob-

stinate, and apt to think their own old way-
the best; but I can bear with them—no
sharp word shall ever pass my lips, no slight
hint that their monotonous, often-repeated
stories are not as fresh and delightful to me
as the very newest number of my favourite
¢¢ monthly ;” no yawn shall "betray how
their late hours weary me, no smile show

| that I am conscious of the quaint mistakes

they make, or their still quainter correction
of each other. I lovethem, and I count my
servioe nothing for the love I bear them—
they are so good, so old, to near the awful
verge of -that eternity of which they do not
mhbontnﬂ'._\ :

¢ T gueased he was comiog here 1"

The words rouse me fram my reverie, |

Ralph Rutherfurd has turned in s$ the 1&:
-white gate—is riding up the avemus, Af

¢ I have—sometimes.” :
¢ And what reason did you give yourself?”
“1 thought you came o aak for

firet, whea I was 1lL." -

“ And afterwards ™
- “I thought you tock an interest in me be-

oause I had been 80 very near death.”

“ I took an interest in you from the very

firsk day you came $o Vellry, Liale."—
“You?l -

“Yes, I. Bat I thought—then—that you

cared for some one else.” _ -

“Se 1did!” I answer, amiling.
“ You have got over that ?"—** Quite.”

¢ So I thought—long sgo. But] am

old and grave, Lisle—so much older than
you, Il mean. Could you ever care forme?”

Have I not been caring for h m ever sinoce

those convalesocent days whea he had ridden
over to Osierbrook, and sat on the low aill
of the drawing-room window, holding his
horse’s bridle over his arm and talking %o
me in his grave, pleasant, curiously diffident

*¢ Lisle, could you ever care for me enongh

to marry me?” .

*1 might—some day.”
“ Lisle, my darling, do you care for me

now "

. Aunt Theodosia isa Bttle deaf, but she

is not at all blipd. And I suppose she dis-.
tinotly sees Ralph Rutherfurd put his arm

round me and draw my head downto his
breast. Perhapssheeoven sees him kiss me !
But I am so happy that I deo not grudge her
the satistaction I know she derives from

the proceeding, absurd as it must look to a

¢But I cannot leave my aunts, Ralph,”

‘¢ You shall come $o them every day, dar-
tling, as long as they live.” _ 3

And, with this assurance to comfort me,

I plight my troth.

: ' THE END,

Degeneration of the Arteries.

The arteries convey the blood from the
heart to every part of the body. They are
not passive tubes, but have a repulsive ac-
tion of there own whereby they aid that of
the heart. They consist of thres coats, be-
sides au enclosing sheath, The middle
coat consists of elastic muscular rings, by
the contraction and dilatation of which the
vessels are sucoessively narrowed and en-
larged. The nerves regulate their action.
It will be seen that a healthy condition of
the arteries is of prime importance. But
the arteries may become diseased,

One of their most frequent and serious
diseases is a peculiar degeneration of their
inner coat. It shows itself at first in thick-
ened patches, causing a bulging toward the
interior— the result of some inflammatory
action. Later these patches soften and
become paste like, whence the name of
the disease, atheroma, from a Greek word
sigaifying ‘meal.” This pasty mass may
be washed out into’the blood ; or it may be-
come calcitied, and studded with little hard
po!nts extending into the blood current.
These atheromatous patches may be of dif-
ferent sizes, vary much in number’ and be
confined to a few arteries, or be extensively

Where the inner coat is thus destroyed,
the weakened vessel, under the arteria
pressure, may swell out into pouches (an-
eurisms), or may even burst. When the
patch becomes calcified, the blood, flowing
against the jutting points, may form fibrin-
ous clots, just as we may form them by stir-
ring blood in a vessel with a st’ck. This fib-

rin msay fill up an artery, and shut off the
flow of blood to a part. This is one of the.

caus«s of senile gangrene—the desath of, per-
hape, the foot in an old man. Or bits of
the clot may be carried to remote small art-
eries, say of the brain, and cause embolism
(a plugging), with fatal consequences.

These atheromatous changes may also
cause softeping of the brain, by merely re-
tarding che flow of blood to it, and thus in-
terfering with its nutrition, acd may oause

‘enlaygement of the heart--the left veatricle

—by the greater labor imposed on it. The
calcification of the coronary artery is one
‘cause of angina pectoris. : '

Intemperate habits, violent exertions,
gout, excessive anxiety and mental labor
are some of its causes, and these also sug-
gest the habits which tend to "prevent the
disease,

Thhilthtmwhun the mercury, as
well as the atudents, takes dégroes.

« Captait, I'am thinking of going t0.sea.
ina whaler. I wonld like to have your.

| 7 on the step.”
opines

“Asa
“ w Agafriend.” “Then I wonld

advise you to commit suicidd; Bufers $oipg.”

Thes siood wa on the top Shep bhadu,
My amesiears aod Rmyeel! veodher,

I gased up % the bright bive sky, .
The wind from the West was goatly blowing ;
And, on the Selds of waving rye,
. The noonday sun was warmly glowing.
I could nol tell, indend, 20t I ;
I sndd ‘o knowisdge past my knowing ;
There might be rals, there might be shime,
Or mérrow's iroubles pasi wadolng
Bs ofy, I whispered, eve-y sign
Dotis fall {or shiad ows eloge proresing.

He med my lips ae there L otood ;
Alas what eouid I do for blushing |
Thea eried [—" Oh, my pretly snoed,
You are most rudely erushiag | ™

‘Mo kissed my lips ; I knew “twas wroag,
Yot joy weat shro’' my heart swift rushiag ;
He beld mae in his arms 9o strong,
My peetty snood quite crushing.

The motrow brought ite wealth of beams
And strewed them all $he meadows over,

And %0 my bears brought brighter gleamas,
For O, it broughs %0 me my lover.

He kissed my lips; whatoculd Ido?
And swere me love heart-ir.e {orever;

““ Sines shadows all 20 close pursue,”

Said he, ** Now iist my prayer unio,
And let us haste the wedding over.”

The Funny Han’'s Baby.

The fanny man wens 10 hiedesk so write.
Mo had watched all day, he would wrise all'night
And fiaish his work, 00 he srimmed theligns.

In the room adjoining his baby lay,
And shey said she was slowly passing away,
And would die ere the light of anosher day.

80 ha wrote, with his heart in the other room,

And shoughs of the babe going ous in the gloom
To the shadowy land beyond she tomb.

It was hard %0 write with death 90 nigh,
Bat ha ground ous jokes as the hours went by,
And cluend each page with a grief-born sigh.

1$ was hard $0 write bus the world mustlaugh,

80 he penned the rhyme and the paragrapa,
And even a humorous spisaph |

His pen flow fast and the hours went on
Till hus nighs of toil was almost gone,
And the east showed the firet faint streaks of dawn,

Then he dropped hispen and raised his head,
“*Now she coiuwn isflnished,” the fuany man said,

Aud thenurse, comingin, said, **The baby isdead [

=i _J

Righting An O1d Wrong, -
A singular proet of the old proverb, ‘‘Mur-
der will out,’ is given in a suit before the

or as &

English House of Peers for possession ot the
title and estates of the Barony of Lovat.
Lhe suit is on behalf of an engineer in the
mines of Caernarvon, and the story brought
to light by him begins two centuries ago. -
The famous Simon Fraser, when the Bar-
on Lovat of that day died without issue,
knew th.t the rightful heir was a hot-head-
ed young cousin of his own, - Alexander
Fraser., .Simon brought forth a false charge
of murder against him, and thelad fled to
Caernarvon, and there became a miner.
Simon then assumed the title of Lord Lo-
vat, and took possession of the estates. The
daughter of the late Lord Lovat, Amelia,
was at the time on the eve of marriage with

| a young nobleman. She claimed o be the

chief of her father's clan, and fheir to the
estates, Simon Fraser, with_a body of his
retainers, took the young bridegroom prison-
er, dragged him to the foot of a gibbet, and
forced him to take an oath never to claim
the hand of the heiress of Lovat, .
Simon then kidnapped the young lady
- himselt, intending to make her his wife, but
with the help of her maid, she escaped to
the mountains, Determined to have some
_claim to the Lovat property, he made the
mother of Amelia his prisoner in her own

men, bagpipes blowing, and pikes and hal-
berds pointed at her breast, compelled her
to marry him, : ;

death, a sentence which never was revoked ;
‘but his power and keen wit kept him safe
during a long life, which he spent in per-
petual treacnery. He betrayed the English
to the French, and the French to the Eng-
lish ; he professed devotion to the House of
Hanover, while he was supporting the ex-
iled Ssuarts, His name was the synonym
for traitor for seventy ycars.

At last he drove his son, a quiet, timid
boy of nineteen, into the field, with the

haste to complain of the lad to the Govern-
ment, and to swear to his own fidelity. The
boy, however, was. pardoned, while Lord
Lovat at the age of eighty was beheaded.
After his death, a starving woman was dis-
_covered in a dungeon in his castle, who
; pré¥ed to be his wife,whom he had imprison-
ed there for ten years, .

Now, after two centuries, the heir of Alex-
ander Fraser, the miner, whom he robbed
-of his title and estates, comes. forward, to
prove the guilt of the usurper and his own
claim to the peerage. ‘‘Justioe is slow,”

: saysthe Arab proverb, ¢ but miore inex-

.~ Ahy man who can umpire apase ball game
and please both sides, has in him the main

qualifications for & suocessful politician.

L
i

.,.'1_.{ : Imlir . ]w m’" ‘p __ . I| l

oogpeiporary, “1s going to be- the’ coming

castle, and surrounding her with armed

~ For this outrage he was sentenced to.
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