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BOOK & JOB FEINTING
E S T A B L IS H M E N T .

^  L j  . I
Orders for jauy of th e  underm entioned des- 

r  c rip tion  of * ' *

Plain t& Colored Job W ork
4 a i  be p rom ptly  a tten d ed  to  :

i  Fancy Bills, Business Cards, Circulars, Law  . 
Form s, Bill H eads, B lank Checks, D rafts, 
B lank Orders, Receipts, L e tte r H eads,F aiicy  
Cards, Pam phlets, Large and  Sm all Posters, 
and every o ther k ind  of X e tte r-P ress  P r in t-  
-ng.

H aving m ade large additions to  th e  p rin t­
ing m aterial, we are b e tte r prepared  th an  
over to  do th e  n ea tes t and m ost beautifu l 
p rin ting  of every description.

A U C T I O N E E R S .

F R A N C IS  B U TTO N , J r .,

Licensed A uctioneer fp r^ th e  C ounty of 
Y ork . Sales a tten d ed  t< |pn th e  sh o rt­

est notice and  a t  reasonable rates. P . O. 
address, B uttonville .

M arkham , J u ly  24, 1868 497

JO H N  C A R T ER ,

T icensed A uctioneer for th e  ‘Counties of 
I j  Y ork, Peel and O ntario . Residence— 
L o t 7, 6 th  Con., M arkham : P . O. address, 
Unionville. Sales a tten d ed  to  on th e  short- 
sh o rte st notice and on reasonable term s. 
OrderB le ft a t  th e  H era ld  office for M r. Car­
te r ’s service w ill be p rom ptly  a tten d ed  to. 

Ju n e  27, 1867

I  m t J G t t i s x s .

H . SA N D ER SO N  & SON,

PBOrRIKTORS OF THE

R i c h m o n d  H i l i . D r u g  S t o r e ,

Corner of Y oung and  C entre s tre e ts  E ast, 
have constantly  on hand  a good assortm ent 
of D rugs, P a in ts , Perfum ery, Chemicals, 
Oils, T o ile t Soaps, M edicines, V arnishes, 
Fancy  A rtic les, D ye Stuffs, P a te n t M edicines 
t id  all o th e r articles k ep t by  druggists 

generally . O ur stock  of medicines w a rran t­
ed genuine, and of th e  best qualities. 

R ichm ond H ill, J a n  25, ’72 705

TH O M A S CA RR,

Dealer in D rugs, M edicines, Groceries, 
W ines, and Liquors, T hornh ill. By 

Royal L e tte rs  P a te n t has been appoin ted  Is ­
suer of M arriage Licenses.

D E N T I S T R Y .

A . RO BIESO N ’S, L . D. S .

New m ethod of ex trac ting  te e th  w ithou t 
pain, by th e  use of E th e r Spray, w hich 

affects th e  tee th  only. T he to o th  and  gum 
surrounding becomes insensible w ith  th e  
ex ternal agency, w hen th e  to o th  can be ex­
tra c ted  w ith  no pain  and w ith o u t endanger­
ing th e  life, as in  th e  use of Chloroform. Dr. 
Robinson w ill be a t  th e  following places 
p repared  to  ex tra c t te e th  w ith  his new  ap ­
para tu s. A ll office operations in  D en tis try  
perform ed in  a w orkm anlike m anner :
A urora, 1st,. 3?d, 16th and 22d of each m onth
N ew m ark et............................. 2d “  “
Richm ond H ill, 9 th  and  24th  “  “
M t. A lb e r t.............................15th “  “
T h o rn h ill............................... 23rd “  “
M ap le ... ......... 26th “  “
B urw ick  .........................28 th  “  “
K le in b u rg ............................. 2 9 th , “  ‘
N obleton ................................30 th  “  “

N itrous Oxide Gas alw ays on hand a t 
Aurora.

A urora, A pril 28, 1870 615-tf

f  W . H .  & P U G S L E Y *
(SUCCESSORS TO W.. W. COX,)

fBUTCHERS, R IC H M O N D  H IL L , H A V E  
> always on hand th e  b est of Beef, M utton , 
amb, Veal, Po rk , Sausages, &c., and  sell a t  

th e  low est prices for Cash.
Also, ‘Corned- and Spiced Beef, Sm oked and 

D ried Hams.
T he highest m ark e t price given for Cattle, 

Sheep, Lambs, &g.
R ichm ond H ill, Oct. 24, ’72. 745-ly

F A R M E R S ’ BOOT A N D  SH O E  S T O R E

JO H N  B A RRO N , m anufactu rer and  dealer 
in a ll k in d s ' of “boots and shoes, 38 W est 

M arket Square, Toronto.
Boots, and  shoes m ade to  m easure, of the  

best m ateria l and w orkm anship ,ra t the  low- 
estjjrem unerating prices.

Toronto, Dec. 3, 1867.

‘ P E T E H  S . G IB S O N ,

PR O V IN C IA L  L A N D  SU RV EY O R, 
Civil-Engiheer and D raughtsm an.

Orders by letter should s ia te  th e  Concession, 
Lot and  character of Survey, th e  subscriber 
having th e  old F i eld Notes of th e  l a te  D. 
G ibson and o th e r surveyors, w hich should 
be consulted, in  many, oases as, .to original 
monuments•, &c., previous to  commencing 
w ork^;■«, jy  ’ j  • ‘ ; ,

Office a t  W illow dale, Yonge S tree t, in 
th e  Tow nship of Y ork.
J a n ’y %  JL$73.. . 735

J .  S E G S W O R T H ,
D EALER IN FINE GOLD AfcD Sil­

ver W atches, Jew elry , &c., 113 Yonge 
S tree t, Toronto.

September 1, 1871.- 664
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P A T E S l'-  X
Ir*  H  O C L  V  M  A T  I O N .

MUSTARD’S Catarrh Specitiu Cures Acute 
and Chronic eases of Catarrh, Neural­

gia, Headache, Colds, Coughs, Croup, Asthma, 
Bronchitis, &c., it  is also a good Soothing 
Syrup.

MUSTARD’S Pills are the best pills yeu 
can get for Dyspepsia, Sick Headache, 

Billiousness, Liver, Kidney Complaints, &c.

HAVE yoii Rheumatism,W ounds, Bruises, 
Old Sores, Cuts, Burns, Frost Bitea, 

Piles, Painful Swellings, WThite Swellings, 
and every conceivable wound upon man or 
beast ?

T H E  KING OF OILS
Stands permanently above every other Rem 
dy ai'<fcwjn'usc. I t  is invaluable.' ?*-. ...

ALSO, TTie Pain Victor is infallible for 
Diarrhoea, Dysentery, Flox, Colie, 

Cholera Morbus, Pain and Cramp in the 
Stomach and Bowels, &c.

Directions with each bottle and box.
Manufactured by JI.wMUSTARD,

Proprietor, Ingereoll
Sold by Druggists generally.
. j h e ’Dominion Worm Candy is the medicine 

o expel worms. Try it. 700-y

J . H. SANDERSON,
T T ETE li IN A RY SURGEON, Graduate of 
V Toronto University College, corner of 

Yonge and Centre Sts. East, iiichmond Hill, 
begs to announce to the  public th a t fie is  now 
practising with H, Sanderson, of the same 
place, where they may be consulted person­
ally or by letter, on all disoases of horses, 
cattle, &c. •

AH orders from, a distance promptly a t­
tended to, and medicine sent to any part of 
the Province.

Horses examined as td  soundness; aud also 
bought and sold on commission.

Riehmond Hill, Jan. 25, 1872, .'07

S. JAMES,
(L A T E  J A M E S  &  F O W L E R ,)

I RCHITECT, CIVIL ENGINELR, AND 
J\_ Surveyor, T rust and Loan Buildings, cor­
ner of Adelaide and Toronto streets, To­
ronto. 719-tf

ADAM II. MEYERS, J r .,
( L a t e  of D u g g a n  ft M e y e r s , )

Ba r r i s t e r ,  a t t o r n e y - a t - l a w ,  
S o l i c i t o r  i n  C h a n c e r y ,  C o n v e y a n c e r ,  

*tc., ko.
Of f ic e  ;—No. 12 York Chambers, South­

east Corner of Toronto and Court Streets, 
Toronto, Ont.

January 15, 1873. 756-ly

WM. MALLOY,

BARRISTER, Attorney, Solicitor-in-Clian 
eery, Conveyancer, &c.

Of f ic e — No. 6 Royal Insurance Buildings, 
Toronto street.

Toronto, Dec. 2, 1859. 594

D. a  O’BRIEN,

ACCOUNTANT, Book-Keeper, Convey­
ancer, and Commissiou Agent for the 

sale or purchase of lands, farm stock, i c . ,  
also for the collection of rents, notes and ac­
counts. Charges Moderate.

O f f ic e — Richmond srreet, Richmond Hill.
700-ly

F. WHITLOCK,

CHIM NEY SW EEP, AND DEALER IN 
old iron, rags, &c., &c., Richmond Hill. 

All orders promptly attended to.
November 12, 1872. 74T-W

A child wishes to know why tlio 
dolls are all girls.

Who w ill get in liis crops if  he 
leaves his farm to head the Grangers.

A Chicago clergyman preachod a 
sermon in a billiard saloon last Sun­
day. He made nineteen points.

APortland editor spoaks of an alder­
man of that city as “ the wooden­
headed fool from the Fourth Ward.”

The majority of the hands on Texas 
ranches are Mexicans, who are good 
and steady workers. A  Mexican will 
notallowhis wifo or daughter to work.

The Liverpool (England) D aily  
Post has now a special wire for the 
exclusive transmission of its new8 
from London, tho centre of intel­
ligence. .

Eli Love, of Wayne County, Ohio, 
elimbed a tree to shake out a coon. 
The hogs heard something drop and 
went for it, but it was not the coon. 
It was Eli.

“ May heaven cherish and keep you 
from yours truly, &c.,” was the some­
what ambiguous closing of a love let­
ter recently received by a certain 
young lady not a thousand miles away 
from Syracuse.

Somo young men in Green Bay pre­
sented a preacher with a horse and 
received his heartfelt thanks. Two 
days after the presentation the horse 
was taken away by the farmer from 
whom it had been stolen.

A gentleman going up Sixth avenue 
New York, met a laborer, to whom he 
said : “ Will you toll me if  1 am half 
wayt® Central Park?” “ Faith, an’ 
I w ill,” was the reply, “ if you tell 
me whoie you started ftom.”

On the occasion of tho reception 
of the Duke and Duchess of Edinbor- 
ough at Windsor Castle tho poet lau- 
reaute, Tennyson, published a bridal 
hymn. Of course it must have con­
ta in ed  a nice bit.of sentiment.

We like the style of the maiden re­
ferred to in the following clipping : I 
clasped her tiny hand in mine ; I vow­
ed to shield her from the world’s cold 
storm. Sho sot hor beautoous eyes 
upon me, and with her littlo lips she 
said, “ An umbrella will do as well."

Dr. Douglass, who assaulted a little 
girl at Troy, Ala., was taken from jail 
in that place on Tuesday night - by a 
party of men, earned to the woods, 
severely whipped, and his body mutila­
ted. He was thon turned loose. He 
ia an Englishman by birth, a doctor, 
and also a singing school-teacher. He 
is forty-five year* of age.

A WIDOW INDEED.

I am not going to deny at any time 
of life,‘and iu this age of the world, that 
women are changeable. It has come 
to be one ofthe fixed facts that no one 
wastes argument upon; nearly all wo­
men acknowledge it at once, as L do ; 
but what we do contend for, with one 
voice, is, that we never change without 
good reasons.

When my friend Isabel Deane sud­
denly sank from a pinnacle of proud 
and happy wifehood into a desolate and 
heart-broken widow, it was a change 
quite proper,, and to be expected, that 
she should turn her face to the wall and 
refuse to be comforted for many days. 
John Deane had been her lover, as well 
as her husband, as long as he lived, and 
all the world quoted them as a model 
of married happiness. His death was 
so sudden, and all the moro overwhelm­
ing, to the wife who had lain so serenely 
on his strength that she had never need 
to put out her own.

I am au old maid myself, but I can 
dimly imagine what it might be to lean 
one’s heart and soul on a good man for 
many years, till one’s bones were all 
bent that way, and then how long it 
might take, when the support was 
snatched away, to grope tamely about 
the world till one could learn to stand 
upright again. I offered Isabel no con- 
sslation, because I knew of none ; I 
just sat down with her and her children 
day after day. When she gave long 
wistful looks at the portrait of her hus­
band which hung always before her, I 
made her look at the baby’s smile; but 
when I saw her needle go hard through 
her work for falling tears, I could only 
let tho baby go and cry with her.

As week dragged after week, Isabel 
began to talce up the stitches she had 
dropped in mother-love, and the real 
strength that was in her, hitherto dor­
mant, sprang up full-armed for her chil­
dren. She had been wounded well 
nigh unto death, but half a dozen soft 
littlo hands did much to soothe and 
stroke away the pain.

“ Isabel will come round at last. She 
must have some idol, and since the big 
one is broken, she will set up three 
littlo ones in its place, and the worship 
will go on in her temple all the same,” 
I said to a friend whom I was visiting 
for a week, when Mr. Deane had been 
dead for about three months. I had 
liked John Deane very well myself. If 
Isabel must marry at all, which secmc d 
strangely necessary to her happiness, as 
it does to many other women, I rather 
preferred him to any one else as her 
husband. Ho was wholly devoted to 
her, which was no more than she de­
served, and for a man he was very 
little in the way. Nevertheless, I  re­
turned to her with a certain inward 
comfort in the thought that she would 
be more than ever my friend, when she 
had fairly settled into ,the new groove 
that widowhood would make for her. 
To my blank surprise and consterna­
tion I found her urging forward all pos­
sible preparations to go abroad with her 
children for an indefinite time.

Her eyes were hard and cold as if she 
had no more tears left, and the corners 
of her mouth were sharply drawn as of 
one in the fixed habit of enduring pain 
without mentioning it. Her manner 
had a brisk abruptness that I had never 
noticed before. The household habits, 
which had become a little demoralized 
by the presence of sorrow, had suddenly 
straightened into the utmost order. The 
servants eyed me curiously to see if I 
would notice the change, and made 
many furtive attempts to talk about it. 
I could not have been more bewildered 
if a soft, pink baby had suddenly hard­
ened under my hand into one of those 
grim old statues that keep guard over 
Egyptian tombs. She did not seem to 
manage it, but I  could never see her 
alone, and she carefully ignored my 
hints at the change in her.

Her beauty had always been warmed 
and hightened by hapjiiness ; sho need­
ed sweet excitements to keep a flush in 
her naturally pale cheek and dewy 
brightness in her large gray eyes. 
When the sun is saying good night to 
the snow peaks of the Jungfrau, she 
colors like a blush rose ; but when the 
sun is gone she turns pale and gray, and 
is nothing but a cold rosk after all. This 
was precisely tho change in Isabel 
Deano. Her face was like a transpar­
ent picture, softly glowing when the 
light of happiness was behind it, but 
without that light it was no picture at 
all.

She had let her house on a long lease, 
and all her afiairs weoe as carefully set­
tled as if she wero going out of the 
world.

“ You behave as if you had received 
sentence of everlasting exile,” I  said to 
her on her last day, when sho could no 
longer escape me.

“ I hope it may bo so,” she replied, 
looking straight at the w all; “ I have 
suffered so much here that, but for tin 
children’s interest, I  should be glad to 
see this house burnt to the ground."

I looked at the wall, too, and perceiv­
ed that Mr. Dean’s portrait had been re­
moved.

“ You will take it with you, of 
course,” I said, by way of making talk.

“ Oh, no; it would be a troublesome 
package. I have sent it to Mr.'Deane’s 
sister; she always admired and wanted 
it.”

Had grief turned the woman to stone ? 
I took her chin in my hands and made 
her look at me, while I entreated her 
with tears to tall me what blight had 
fallan oh bar.

“ Don't yon remember the day .when 
John sent home that portrait to sur­
prise you on your birthday, and you 
went on your knees to it with delight, 
as if it had been an altar? You wero 
distracted with joy that day.

“ Since then I  have known what it 
was to be-distracted in other ways, and 
only for the children’s sake I would 
have died and made no sign, You soo 
a change in me, but I feel it; and 1 
assure yon I do not find any more com­
fort in it than you do, but it cannot be 
helped.”

“ That is nonsense. It can»be helped 
if you will look at it in the rigljjj way.”

“• I have looked at it"ift all ways, and 
theie is no right way but to take up 
my cross and bear it to the end. I can 
bear it better if I  am away from all that 
can remind me of the old days. I shall 
not come home till I have outgrown 
even the memory of them.”

That memory was your dearest trea­
sure when I left for that short week, 
Isabel.”

“ Yes, but you forget that tho world 
was made in a week. It is long enough 
for moths to corrupt or thieves to break 
through and steal our dearest treasure. 
Do not speak lightly of a week,” she 
said, with a woeful smile that had better 
have been a sob.

“ Isabel, you break my heart,” I cried 
out.

“ Do 1 1 Then you will bo in the 
fashion. Women’s hearts were made 
to be broken. The crack comes late to 
some and early to others. I  had a long 
probation, but it came at last all the 
same.”

She went away across the sea next 
day with all her flock, but the dregs of 
her bitterness staid witli hie. I had 
believed iu her, and been disappointed; 
it is not an uncommon experience be­
tween lovers, and I  am assured that the 
sensation is very uncomfortable. I cer­
tainly found it so in my own case. 
There must have been leaves on leaves 
folded away in her character, that I  had 
never found or suspected, to account for 
the savage change in a woman who had 
been “ all womanly.”

It injured my digestion and disturbed 
my sleep ; for it forced me to tako to 
pieces all my pet theories about women 
and make them over again.

Her infrequent letters told nothing 
of her real lifo ; they were full of glit­
tering generalities about pictures aud 
cathedrals, and now and then a bitter 
jest on the holiowness-fljievfo! -

Married happiness seemed to provoke 
her to special wrath. The trail of the 
serpent was over all her thoughts. 
When I pressed her about her own 
health she wrote, “ I am always well 
enough to bear my own burdens such as 
they are. Nothing can kill a woman 
you know.”

But one or two travelers who saw 
her at Heidelberg (whero sho had fixed 
herself, to he near her brothers, who 
wero in the university) brought word 
that she was white and wan, and only 
the shadow of her former self.

“ I  have been bored to death, lately,” 
she wrote once, “ with the devotion of 
cousin George and his new wife. They 
may be called vagabonds, having no 
visible means of support; but love is 
to be food and drink and lodging, to 
say nothing of clothes. The deluded 
woman thinks she has power to keep 
him always at her feet, and it would 
not surprise me at all if he were already, 
in his heart, a little weary of her. 
Women are so easily deceived that I 
wonder men have taken so much pleas­
ure in doing it through all ages. I begin 
to favor the French enstom of selecting 
wives and husbands for .one’s children, 
instead df leaving them to their own de­
vices, in the most important matter of 
their lives. The only objection lies in 
one of old Fuller’s nutshells: ‘ ’Tis to 
be feared that they who marry where 
they do not love, will love where they 
do not marry ;’ but people will do that 
any way, and after all love is only the 
right side of grief.

When George Deane and hia “ delu­
ded wife” came home I charged them, 
on their honor, to give a true and un­
varnished account of Mrs. Deane’s con­
dition of body and mind. They had 
been so wrapt up in one another that 
they had not seen much change in her 
as to manner, but they had somehow 
got it into their foolish heads that she 
had not lived happily with her husband, 
as she would never talk of him oven to 
her children. I speedily disabused their 
minds of that notion, for, as I have said 
before, Isabel and her husband had 
never ceased to live in their honeymoon 
till his death.

Isabel had been abroad five years 
when she sent me a golden curl of her 
daughter’s hair, braided with iron-gray, 
which she insisted was her own. I sat 
twisting it about my finger with my 
heart full of rebellion against the evil 
fate that had taken her clean out of 
my sphere) when I had counted on a 
double share of her society for the rest 
of my life.

“ This is the conclusion of the whole 
matter,” I said to myself for want of 
anybody else to say it to. “ Blessed 
be those who expect nothing, for they 
will not be disappointed.”

And on that instant the postman, 
darting up the steps in the rain, held up 
a letter to my window. It was a very 
thin letter and held. only these words : 

Miss Dennison: If you will como 
around to the Russel Street Infirmary 
as soon as possible after receiving this 
note, you may do somo good, and greatly 
oblige, yours truly,

M a r ia  S t o n e ,
Matron »f Imflriaary.

Doing good in hospitals had never 
been my forte, and I was morally cer­
tain that I  had never laid eyes on a 
woman of the name of Maria Stone.

Besides all this, it rained as if it were 
tho first day of another deluge, and 
most likely the letter was meant for 
another Miss Dennison; Dennison 
being a common name, and the prefix 
Miss commoner still, and growing more 
so.

I am ashamed to say that I  hesitated 
some minutes with my rubber shoes in 
my hand; but curiosity, rather than be­
nevolence, finally earned the day, and 
I went’ forth on n long, wet walk to 

Russell street.
“ Are you Miss Dennison V  said a 

woman, who seemed to be wailing to 
let me into the infirmary.'

“ Yes.”
“ Miss Eleanor Dennison V
“ Yes.”
“ Then you are tho lady wanted.”
It was comfort in my soaked eondi- 

tion to hear even that, though I put no 
faith in it.

I was led through a room containing 
seven or eight beds, all occupied by con­
valescent patients, into a small one, so 
dark that I could not distinguish any­
thing for a moment.

“ Is she here ?” I heard a woman’s 
voice ask faintly, and guided by the 
sound, I saw a woman lying on a nar­
row bed, propped up with pillows.

“ I am Miss Dennison,” I said, “ but 
I am very wet, and may give you a 
chill.”

“ It don’t matter,” she returned, 
after waiting for a prolonged coughing 
fit to pass. “ Nothing can hurt me, and 
I must say quickly what I have to 
say.”

Even then I felt a certain impatience 
that I had been dragged out on suoh a 
day, to hear the dying confession of a 
stranger, who probably intended it for 
some other person.

How often, but for our hard working 
guardian angels, wo should pass by 
with a sniff, and miss forever the most 
blessed opportunities of their livss !

I sat down by tho woman's bed, and 
she grasped the cape of my “ water­
proof’ as if to be certain that I  should 
not escape her. She was much emacia­
ted (her cheek bones stood out like 
rocks at low water), and having been a 
very dark brunette in her best days, 
her coal-black hair and extreme sallow­
ness, made a ghastly contrast with the 
white pillows at her back.

“ Are we alone?” she asked, when 
the matron went out and closed the 
door, without Noticing my silent en­
treaty for her to remain.

I  glanced over the room and perceiv­
ed another bed, in which the outline of 
a human figure was visible under tho 
coverlet.

“ Not quito ; thore seems to be some 
ono asleep in the other bed.”

“ Yes, she’s asleep fast enough, and 
she won't trouble us with her dreams; 
it’s the only kind of sleep worth hav­
ing. She died while the matron was 
down stairs.”

“ For mercy's sake, let me go and 
tell her,” I  said, horrified nt her care­
less manner.

“ It is for mercy’s sake to the living 
that I  have sent for you. Never mind 
the dead.”

The woman was not in the least wild 
in her manner, and paused only to 
cough at intervals.

“ I am Madeleine Dejoux, a seam­
stress who worked threo months once 
for Mrs. John Deane, making up the 
wardsobe for one of her babies. I think 
it was the second boy. I  used to see 
you, Miss Dennison, every day, and 
you have changed very little. But I 
was handsome then, with a brilliant 
Spanish sort of beauty; you would not 
suppose it to see me now ?"

“ I have given no thought to the mat­
ter at all,” I said, a little sharply, recog­
nizing her at last as one whom I had 
formerly disliked, and suspecting she 
was about to confess the theft of Isabel’s 
gold thimble, or something of the sort.

“ I suppose not, but you must give 
both thought and understanding to the 
rest of what I have to say. Mr. Deane 
and his wife, as possibly you have no­
ticed, were the most perfectly happy 
married people that I ever saw. Being 
so long under their roof, I had every 
opportunity to observe it. I  always 
sewed in a little room adjoining their 
bedchamber, which Mrs. Deane used as 
a nursery ; indeed, she usually sat there 
with the only child she had then.

“ She treated me kindly, after a fash­
ion, but somehow she seemed to mako 
no difference between me'and the ser­
vants. I was just a person who 
served her purpose, and she wanted no 
more to do with me. I had been taught 
that my good looks were to be my for­
tune, and she never noticed them at 
all.

“ She was a plain looking woman, at 
times when she had no color; but if 
she had been a full-fledged angel, Mr. 
Deane could not have been more con­
vinced of her beauty. He fairly wor­
shipped the ground sho walked on, and 
when I could hear them billing and 
cooing over their boy, I would grind my 
teeth with sheer envy of her happiness.

“ I tried in every way to attract Mr. 
Deane’s attention, even to lacing his 
wife’s boots after she found it difficult 
to stoop ; but he had eyes only for her 
foot, and never saw the scarlet flower 
in my hair. I held his boy till my 
arms ached, aud tried to magnetize him 
with m j  tou«h ; kat I might as wall

have been so much empty air ; for him 
there was but one woman in the world

“ It is not a safe occupation for a 
young girl to try such experiments, 
had not been in the house two months 
before 1 loved him with all my heart, 
and lie scarcely know me by sight. He 
had a habit of reading aloud to his wife 
for an hour or two every day, and one 
book, in which they were much inter- 
esled, was James Greenwood’s ‘ Seven 
Curses of London.’ Mrs. Deane pre­
tended great sympathy with the poor 
wretches that it described and talked 
very lovingly of the fallen ones of her
o.wn sex, of courso Mr. Deane loved her 
for it more than ever, if that were pos­
sible.

“ They gave it up, however, after 
roading a few chapters, because she said 
in her mawkish way that it was too 
painful to be true. I hope she has 
found out by this time that because 
things aro painful they are all the more 
likely to be trne. I got the book out 
of the library again as soon as they re­
turned it, and finished it by myself. If 
you have read it (and if you have not, 
I recommend it to you and all other 
stfirhed-up women, who have seen 
nothing but the white side of this sepul- 
chrc-. of a world)—I say, if you have 
read it, you eannot fail to remember a 
certain chapter which, after describing 
many forms of villainy in the way of 
anonymous letters, goes on to detail a 
vory ingenious method of getting money 
out of widows and orphans, called the 
‘ dead-lurk.’

“ After a man dies somebody writes 
a very familiar letter purporting to 
come from his mistress, or an accomplice 
in some piece of wickedness, asking for 
money according to promise, as if they 
had not heard of his death. The odds 
aro that tho poor woman, hoping to pre­
serve her husband’s name from the 
stain and disgrace of an investigation, 
will send the mcney. Women are so 
credulous that they will believe one 
story as soon as another. I admired 
the talent and acuteness of such a trick 
it was to me the cream of tho book, and 
I did not think it was too painful to be 
t.iue.

“ About a month afterwards Mrs. 
Deane happened to hear me use a vul­
gar word before her little boy, who re­
peated it at onco. It was just a slip of 
the tongue, not worth noticing; but 
she could not make fuss eneugh about 
it, and sent me away directly. She was 
too self-righteous to give me any recom­
mendation to her friends, nnd I had to 
go into a strange place, with very little 
money and no certificate of character. 
But never mind that now; she has had 
her reward 1

“ I soon found people enough to look 
at ray black eyes and the flowers in my 
hair, and I came to grief of course. You 
have been looking all along as if you ex­
pected it. I came to grief without delay, 
as I  said, but I got some pleasure on the 
way, perhaps as much as my betters in 
the long run. I got on well enough till 
a slight cold turned to a cough, and I 
began to grow sick and poor equally 
fast. I  had one child to support; he 
was then about five years old, the only 
creature who ever loved me. But I see 
you are not interested in him ; nobody 
ever was interested in him except his 
mother.

“ I had no prospect before me but a 
lingering death in the poorhouse, while 
my lovely, blue-eyed boy would be cuf­
fed about some orphan asylum till he 
was old enough to work. In this evil 
case, when I was in sore extremity, I 
saw tho death of John Deane in a 
newspaper, and all my old wrongs at 
his wife’s hands rushed over me like a 
flood; at the same moment I remem­
bered the ‘ Seven Curses of London,’ 
and the trick that I  had admired so 
much. I  don’t pretend to make any de­
fense (you are too hard-hearted to admit 
it if  I did), but I was desperate, and I  
could not see my boy starve.

“ With the utmost care and delibera­
tion I put together a letter, addressed 
to Mr. Deane, which would have car­
ried conviction, even to your mind, that 
I had boen near and dear to him. It 
was long and affectionate, and signed 
by my own name. It referred to those 
first days when he had spoken kindly 
to me in the sewing room, and to my 
moeting him more and more often after­
ward away from home, and how wiser 
than a serpent he had been in never 
letting his wife suspect it . . It spoke of 
our blue-eyed Johnnie—how proud he 
would be to show papa, on his next visit, 
his first jacket and trousers. It spoke 
of my being wholly dependent on him 
in my ill health, and how blessed I had 
been in gaining the love of so good a 
man. It reminded him ever so deli­
cately of a certain allowance that he
had promised to make me from the be­
ginning of tho current year; but the 
one thing that carried -conviction to 
Mrs.. Deane’s mind, and I knew it 
would when I thought of it, was my 
telling him in the letter how Johnnie 
had seen his back in the looking-glass, 
and had discovered a mole, ‘just like 
papa’s,’ on his shoulder.

“ I happened to be aware of this
mark on Mr. Deane’s shoulder from
overhearing his sister say that all her 
family had it precisely in tho same spot, 
and she had looked for it on her ne­
phew as ho sat on my lap.

“ 1 studied every sentence of that let­
ter as one studies the face of a sick 
child, looking for hope in it. My love; 
for Mr. Deane had never gone out of 
my heart (for love never dies, I  think), 
and in all these years I  had kept ac­
count more or less closely of his habits 
and welfare. I knew that he was often 
driven from komo by his business, and

t i ia t  he was obliged to  be aw ay  m any 
days at a time. I seut the letter in  
fear and trembling, and bided my time. 
In a few days I had a notice from a 
banking house in New York that a cer­
tain sum would be paid me every year 
by order of Mrs. Isabel Deane, It was 
precisely tho amount of the allowanco I 
had mentioned in my letter—not an ex­
travagant sum, but just enough for tha 
support of my boy and me decently.

“ She could spare it well enough, and 
after all, I  don’t know why I should be 
sorry for doing it. She had more than 
her share of happiness, but I  have often 
wondered how she took my little thun­
derbolt I  heard she went to Europe 
with her ohildren.”

Madeleine Dejoux. had said all this 
in a high, constrained voice, as if she 
had been wound up to run just so many 
minutes. She now shrank down among 
her pillows, and seemed to bo bracing 
herself to receive my wrath in what­
ever form it might break upon her.

For ono black instant I had a savage 
longing to clutch her throat and shako 
out of her what little life she had left, 
but the great joyfulness of the tidings 
that I  could send to Isabel swept it 
away. I should have been a pagan in­
deed to give another turn to the rack 
on which reixorse and diseaso had long 
bound her. I felt only contempt for the 
working of such a mind, when she look­
ed into my eyes again.

“ I see you have been furious," she 
said, reading me as if  I were printed in 
the largest type ; “ but now you have 
turned scornful. You used to be a de­
vout admirer of Mrs. Deane, who, with 
all her tameness, could fascinate men 
and women both. I  know all tho wires 
that men aro pulled by, but I  never had 
a female friend unless yon consent to 
bo that one.”

“ I ! I, your friend 1” I said with a 
shudder that I  did not try to hide.

“ Never mind,” she said ; ‘" I  can do 
without it as I have done always. I 
see your interest in me ends with this 
interview. You would trample me un­
der your feet if you could help Mrs. 
Dcano by it.”

“ That is of oourse. I may think of 
you in connection with Mrs. Deane’s 
sorrow as one thinks of the serpent in 
the ruin of Eve—we follow her fortune 
ever after, but I  don’t know that any­
body cared what became of that par­
ticular serpent.”

“ I was sore tempted,” she pleaded, 
“ and I could uot see my boy starve.-',.- 

“ Where is your boy now 1”
“ Oh, he is dead. I never repented 

till then.”
“ And if he had lived you would 

never have undeceived your victim ; 
you would have let her drag out her 
life in torturing doubt of her husband’s 
faith’!”

“ Yes, I think so.”
“ And I think so, too,” I said, draw­

ing my cape, which she had never let 
go out of her hand. ‘ You are mistak­
ing remorse for repentence ; but at least, 
to give you your due, you have done 
ono good thing before it is too late.”

She turned her face away from me 
with a movemont of impatience, as if  
she half grudged even that one white 
thread in a whole life woven out of 
evil, aad I went out of the infirmary 
and ran all the way to my own house.

While Madeleine Dejoux’s words 
were fresh in my memory, I wrote every 
one as she had spoken them ; but they 
sould not reach Isabel in less than a 
fortnight, and I  would not prolong her 
pain even that length of time.

I wrote half a dozen telegrams before 
I could hit on a form of words that 
satisfied me.

One was : “ Madeleine Dejoux has 
confessed her deception.” And another: 
“ The woman who wrote a lying letter 
to you is dying;” but I  feared tho tele­
gram would be opened by a stranger, 
or by ono of the children, before it 
should reach Isabel, and the questions 
and surmises as to its meaning would 
be endless, > At last I  settled on th is: 
“ Glad tidings of great joy. Look for a 
letter.”

Then I made three copies of Madel­
eine’s confession, and sent them on suc­
cessive days to Heidleberg, that Isabel 
might be nearly sure of getting one of 
them if the others failed.

Then I sat down and folded my hands, 
so to speak, feeling myself the center of 
a great stretch of peace and calmness, 
as people do after a troublesome piece 
of work is fairly finished and folded up 
and laid away for future uso.

In less than twro months Isabel came 
home, bringing her children. She looked 
worn and altered, but the sweet, soft 
dew of happiness again brightened her 
eyes and flushed her cheek. Her talk, 
as of old, was full of simple, innocent, 
womanly matters, untouched by the 
sarcasms which had come over the sea 
in all these years, and had pricked-me 
like arrows. We spoke no word of all 
that had come and gono between us. 
We just buried the ugly skeleton, and 
put -no stone to mark the place. But 
when she was again settled in her old 
home, with her work-table in front of 
Mr. Deane’s portrait (which she had 
begged from his sister,, I sometimes 
caught her returning glance as sho 
gazed long upon it, and I constantly 
read in her face. “ Forgivo me, forgivo 
mo, O my husband !”
To hear w ith eyes is part of love's fine wit,

And ours was not a woman’s friendship, 
but I loved Isabel Doane well «nough 
for that.
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