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COMIC BUDGET.

—In -ce n ts—coppcr.,
— Sets th in g s  l ig h t— the  hen .
— T he ties th a t  b in d —advertise.
•—F ree  of c h a rg e —an  em pty  gun.
*—B ad buy w ords—“ C harge i t  to m e .”
— C ham pagne frappe is called a  frozen 

sm ile.
—In  m ak ing  w ills, som e aro left ou t and  

o the rs  a re  left tin .
— A sensitive rep o rte r ia th e  w rong m an  in 

th e  w rite  place.
— F ly  (im e— when you h e a r  h e r fa th e r’s 

heavy cane th u m p in g  along th e  hall.
— T he old m aid  who exclaim ed, “ My lifo 

h a s  been a  deserted  w aist,” can  read ily  be be
lieved.

— W hy is fashionable society like a w arm 
ing  p an  ? B ecause i t  is  h ig h ly  polished, b u t 
very hollow.

— An exchange s a y s : “ Yery few h e n s  l&y 
a t  th e  p o in t of d ea th .” P erhaps  th e y  would 
if  they could see the  poin t.

—Bicycles a re  to be propelled  by steam . 
T hen  they  will be ru n n in g  in to  each  o th e r 
and  nobody w ill be to blam e.

— A M ichigan m an  was a rre s ted  and  fined 
$10 for hugg ing  a widow. Is  th is th e  boasted  
freedom  of th e  A m erican pres3?

— W hen  a  Leadville  m an  m erely  passes in 
h is  checks on account of delerium  trem en s 
they  say he died a  n a tu ra l d eath .

— I t ’s a  poor ru le  th a t  w on’t work bolh 
ways. A M ilwaukee g irl m arried  a barber 
and  he  tu rn e d  ou t to  be a  rich  baron  in  d is 
guise.

— W h ite  n e c k tie s  are so cheap th is  s easo n  
th a t  m any  a  B ad-faced m an has se c u re d  a 
ra i l ro a d  tic k e t at h a lf price on  th e  s tr e n g th  
of h is  t h r o a t  gear.

— An exchange speaks of a  m an  who “ is 
b u t one step rem oved from  an  a ss .” H e had  
b e tte r m ake i t  th ree  o r four. T h e  an im al has 
a  long reach  backw ard.

— A ugustus D abble (a rtis t)— “ D on’t you 
th in k  i t  is  abou t tim e I  exhibited som eth ing .” 
Severe critic  (exam ining D abble’s la te s t p ro 
duction) —“ Yes a  little  ta len t, for instance.

— T he word “ dear” is one of th e  greatest 
inven tions of th e  E n g lish  language. E very  
m arried  m an  can  say “ m y dear wife” and 
no  one can  te ll ju s t  exactly  w hat he  m eans.

— W h en  an  Ohio m an  gets in to  th e  woods 
for a  couple of days, on  a  fish ing  excursion, 
th e  first question  he  a sk s  on h is  re tu rn  is :
“  H ave  I  been nom inated  for any  office while 
I  was gone ?”

— If th e  P res iden t of th e  U n ited  S tates, says 
th e  B oston C ourier , fe lt in  p roportion  to  h is 
place as big as a  policem an in  h is  new u n i
form , h e ’d grow round  shouldered  try ing  to 
dodge th e  clouds.

— A dealer iu  hosiery  in  Chicago m arked  a 
p a ir of s to ck in g s : “  Only $10,000,” and 
m ore th a n  one h u n d red  ladies stopped a t th e  
window and  cried o u t: “  D ear m e! how 
cheap—I ’ll a sk  m y h u sb an d  to buy th em  1”

— “ Do n o t know com m as when you see 
them  ? said th e  village school teacher to the  
book-keeper of a  bank ing  house, whoso educa
tio n  h ad  been neglected. “ W h a t a re  these  
(,, „  „) on your g rocrr’s b il l? ” “ B eers,” 
said he.

— P ersp ira tion  never ra in s , i t  s im ply pores 
— [N. Y . Express. And a  boil never flies, b u t 
sores.— [Oswego Record. And apples never 
fa ll w ithou t cores.— [Boston Journa l o f Com
merce. And a book agen t is  no  g im let, b u t 
he  bores.

— T echnolog ist—Som e friends  and  yourself 
w ish to  know  th e  quickest w ay of becom ing 
p rac tical m iners . W ell, tak e  you r fr ien d ’s 
m oney and  you r own and  invest i t  in  m in ing  
stocks ; in  a  few weeks you m ay  find y o u r
selves m inus.

— A badly-sliaven gen tlem an , suffering from  
general debility , consults a  celebrated  pliysi- 
e ian . “ D o y o u  shave you rse lf? ” asked th e  
doctor, glancing  a t his slashed cheeks. “ Y es.”
“ Stop it. You are  losing too  m uch  blood. 
T h a t’s w hat’s  th e  m a tte r  w ith you .”

— A t a recen t Sunday-school session the  
superin ten d en t was ta lk ing  abou t idols, w hen, 
to  ascerta in  w hether th e  ch ild ren  w ere u n 
d ers tand ing  w hat he  w as saying, he asked, 
“ C hildren , w hat w as an id o l? ” “ B eing 
lazy ,” was th e  loud  and  quick response  of one 
of th e  juven ile  class.

L i v e s  t h e r e  a  m a n  w h o  i s  n o t  p l e a s e d  
T o  s e e  h i s  h o n o r e d  n a m e  i n  p r i n t  ?

H o w  m u c h  m o r e  i s  h i s  j o y  i n c r e a s e d  
W h e n  p r a i s e  i s  g i v e n  w i t h o u t  s t i n t !

B u t  t h o n  t h e r o  c o m e s  a  t i m e  o f  f e a r ,
W h e n  o t h e r s  w i l l  h i s  s t o r y  t e l l  ;

H i s  f a u l t s  w i l l  t h e n  g l a r e  i n ' b r e v i e r ,
H i s  v i r t u e s  h i d e  i n  n o n p a r e i l .

— T h e m am m o th  s team er G rea t E a s te rn , 
w hose v is it to  th is  coun try  some years ago ex
cited such  lively curiosity , is  abou t to  revisit 
A m erican  w aters. T h is  tim e she will be em 
ployed in  conveying beef from  G alveston to 
E ng land . H e r capacity  is 20,000 h ead  of c a t
tle , and  she is expected to  m ak e  fou r voyages 
in  the  year.

— D undas S tandard  : T h e  Scott A ct cam 
paign is now in  full b last in  H am ilton . 
T here  have been two lively d iscussions be
tw een M r. K ing D odds and  M r. G ibson, by 
b o th  of whom  th e  sub ject w as ab ly  hand led . 
T he prevailing  opin ion  is th a t  M r. D odds is 
too heavy a  card for h is  opponent and  th a t  
th e re  is litt le  chance of th e  Act becom ing law 
in  H am ilton .

— Young ladv—** W hy, Jam es, you’re  spoil
ing  th a t  h ed g e !” G ardener— “  Ah ! T um - 
m us L apham  he  cam e along th is  m orn ing  a n ’ 
h e  says to I, says he, * W hy, Jam es , thee  
heist a  sp ilin ’ th ick  hedge 1’ ‘ Thee be ist a 
big lo ia r,’ says I ,  ‘ T um m as, th e  m ore thee  
do trackle  a n ’ cu t thom eu  hedges, th e  be tte r 
th ey  b e ! ’ ” — Punch.

— “ B ridget,” said  a  lady to  h e r servan t 
“ who w as th a t  ta lk ing  w ith  you so la te  la st 
n ig  b t a t th e  ga te  ? ”  “ M y oldest b ro ther, 
m a ’a m .” “ W h a t is h is  n am e?  ” “  B arney  
O ctoolan, m a ’a m .” “ Indeed  I H ow  comes 
i t  h is  nam e is n o t th e  sam e as y o u r s ? ” 
“ T ro th , m a ’am ,” says th e  unfa iling  B ridget, 
“ h a sn ’t  he  been m arried  once? ”

— X., having been offended by a  friend, 
sends him  a  challenge to  fight w ith  m others- 
in  law. “ W ith  m others-in -law  ? ” says th e  
o ther, perplexed. “  C erta in ly . I  will send 
m y m other-in-law  to stay  w ith  you, and  you 
send yours to spend th e  tim e w ith m e, and the  
firs t m an  th a t  begs for q u arte r w ill be a s 
sum ed to havo been ru n  th ro u g h  th e  body.” 
“ N ot m u ch ,” said  h is  a n tag o n ist, “  I  apolo
gize hum bly  and  respectfu lly .”

— Y oituro and  A rnau ld  were one day  am u s
ing  them selves in  guessing th e  x>rofessions of 
the  passers by th e ir  dress and  b earing , when 
a carriage passed, th e  occupant of w hich  was 
oddly a ttired . Q uoth Y oitu re— “ T h a t’fa a 
Councillor of th e  C ourt of A ids.” A rnau ld  
wagered th a t  th e  passe r w as n o t, and , to  de
cide th e  bet, V oiture  approached  th e  carriage, 
and , exp lain ing  to  tho  gen tlem an  th e  c ircu m 
stances, asked if he were n o t such  a fu n c tio n 
ary. “ M onsieur,” sa id  th e  gen tlem an  coldly, 
“  go ro u n d  and  b e t you are  an  ass ; you will 
never lose. D rive on , coachm an .” T h c  bet 
w as decided a draw.

— A m erc h an t in  a  p rovincia l tow n in  S co t
lan d  had  a h ab it of saying , “  I t  m ig h t hae 
been w aur” to  everyth ing  th a t  w as to ld  h im , 
how ever sad  tho  story  m ig h t be. A neighbor, 
th in k in g  th a t  he  would knock th e  w ind ou t of 
h im , one m orn ing  said, “  M au, I  had  an  awful 
d ream  la s t n ig h t.” “ Ay, w hat d id  ye d rea m ?” 
“  I  d ream ed th a t  I  was in  h e ll.” “ I t  m igh t 
h a e  been w aur.” “ How could i t  hae  been 
w a u r? ”  “  If  i t  had  been a  re a l i ty /’

— M rs. Gov. Lew . W allace, in  describ ing  a 
ride  in  New M exico, says th a t  the  M exican 
d rive r occasionally leapeH from  h is  seat for a 
pocketfu l of stones, and th row ing  th em  a t th e  
h ead s  of th e  m ules, “  a t th e  sam e tim e m u tte r 
ing, on th e  ledger lines below, sacred words 
m ixed w ith nam es of sa in ts .” T he  M exican 
in s ists  a m ule canno t be m ade to  u n d e rs tan d  
w ithou t such urg ing , a n d  th ey  have a proverb, 
“  A n ass’s ears  a rc  m ade long  in  order to catch  
o a th s .”

F O ll  Lt E S T  H O U S E .
BY MARY J . H O L M E S.

“ M arried ,—to  whom  ? N ot E v e ra rd ? ” 
“No-o,” th e  doctor answ ered co n tem p t

uously, annoyed a t Jo seph ine ’s m an n e r. “ I  
hope she h a s  m ore sense th a n  to  m a rry  th a t  
m ilksop,,w ho has grown to be m ore like a  
M ethodist parson  th a n  an y th in g  else. You 
called h im  a m ilksop y ourse lf, once,” he  con
tinued , as he saw th e  flash  in  Jo sep h ih e ’s 
eyes, “ and  you m u st n o t b lam e m e for tak ing  
m y cue from  you, woo knew h im  b e tte r th a n  
I  do. I  believe, on  m y soul, you h a lf feared 
he  was going to  m a rry , and  were so rry  for it. 
H e is n o th in g  to  you. A w om an canno t have 
tw o h usbands ; th a t’s b igam y.”

T he doctor was growing irritab le , and  
Joseph ine  knew it, b u t she eould n o t fo rbear 
answ ering h im  ta r t ly :

“ T here  a re  worse crim es th a n  b ig am y —a 
grea t deal—and  they  are n^ne the  less worse 
because th e  w orld does n o t know  of th em .” 

“ W h at do you m ean  ?” he  asked sharply , 
and  Joseph ine  r e p lie d :

“ N othing in  pa rticu la r ; only  you to ld  me 
once th a t you had  broken every com m and
m e n t except th e  one “ T hou  sh a lt do no  m u r
d e r,” and  th a t  you m ig h t b reak  th a t  under 
strong  provocation . Of course th e re  are 
sins a t your door no t generally
know n. Suppose som e one shou ld  be in 
s tru m e n ta l in  b ringing  th em  o r th e  w orst of 
them  to lig h t ?”

“  T h en  I  m ig h t b reak  th e  on ly  com 
m andm ent you say I  have n o t b roken ,” 
he answ ered, an d  in  th e  eyes b e n t so 
searchingly  on  Joseph ine’s face th e re  was 
an  evil, th rea ten in g  look, before w hich she 
quailed.

She m u s t never lot h im  know of th e  le tte r 
h idden under th e  carpet, an d  w atched by h e r 
so carefully . E very  day she w ent to th e  spot 
to m ake sure  i t  w as thero , and  every day  she 
read  i t  a ea in  u n til  she knew  it by h ea rt, and  
had  no  need to read  i t  except to  see if sho 
had no t by som e chance m ade a  m istake and  
read  i t  w rong. B u t she had  n o t ; th e  proof 
was th e re , of crim e, and  gu ilt, and  sin , such 
as m ade h e r te rrib ly  a fra id  of th e  m an  who 
fondled and  caressed h e r now m ore th a n  he 
had  done in  weeks, and  who a t  la st welcomed 
Agnes, w hen alio cam e, even m ore w arm ly 
th au  she did herself, though  in  n o t quite  so 
d em onstra tive  a  m anner.

Agnes had  gone stra ig h t to h e r s is te r’s 
room , w hich Joseph ine  had  n o t left since the  
day she took th e  foreign le tte r  from 
th e  office an d  h id  i t  under th e  carpet. 
She had  becom e a  m onom aniac on tho  subject 
of th a t  le tte r  and  dared  n o t leave, 
lest som e one should  find it, b u t sa t a ll day 
in  her easy-chair, w hich had  been draw n in to  
the  bay window, and  stood directly  over her 
secret. And thero  she sa t w hen Agnes camo 
in , an d  th en , a s 'if  all her rem ain ing  nerves 
had  given away, she th rew  h e r a rm s a round  
h e r  neck  a n d  sobbing out, “ Oh, Aggie, I  am  
glad you have como ; I  could n o t l i v e  borne 
it m uch  longer,”  fa in ted  en tire ly  away.

C H A P T E R  X L Y II.

AGNES FINDS THE LETTER.
If th e re  was one th in g  m ore th a n  ano ther 

w hich Agnes detested , i t  was c a rp e t-b u g s ; 
those  little  black  pests , w hich w ith in  a  few 
years, have crep t in to  the  houses in  cer
ta in  sections of th e  coun try , carry ing  
w ith them  ru in  to w hatever they
fas ten  upon , and  dism ay an d  w retchedness 
to those who will persist in  h u n tin g  for them . 
A m ong th e  la tte r class was Agnes, who, from  
tho m om en t th e  cry  of carpet bugs was 
ra ised  in  H o lbu rton , h ad  spen t ha lf h e r  tim e 
upon  h e r hands  and  knees, searching  for 
them  on  th e  edges of th e  carpets, and  the  
re s t of h e r tim e h u n tin g  th em  in  bundles, 
and  boxes, an d  draw ers. T hey seem ed to  owe 
h e r a  special sp ite , for they  had  ea ten  h e r 
woollen shawl, an d  h e r fu rs, an d  h e r  best 
delaine dress, and  life was becom ing a  burden 
to her, w hen she received Joseph ine ’s le tte r 
begging h e r  to  come a t once to th e  F o rrest 
H ouse.

Always ready at a k ind  word to  forgive h e r 
s iste r for any  am o u n t of unk indness, Agnes 
decided a t once to  go, feeling th a t  it would 
be som e com fort to  escape from  th e  d readful 
bugs. S he did n o t th in k  th<?y had  yet 
reached R othsay  ; bu t she m ean t to  m ake it 
h e r first business to h u n t for th em , and 
equipped herself with all th e  ingred ien ts  
n am ed  in  th e  category for tb e ir  ex tirpa tion . 
P e rs ian  pow der, red  pepper, Scotch snuff, cut 
tobacco, P a ris  green , hellebore, and  even 
P russic  acid  form ed a  portion  of h e r luggage 
w hen she reached th e  F o rre s t H ouse, and  
found h e r  s is te r so ill and  weak th a t for a 
tim e she had  no  th o u g h t for carpet bugs, and  
had  th e re  been a n  a rm y  th e re  they  
w ould have revelled in  perfect security  for 
all of her in terference. B u t a fte r a  few days, 
w hen Joseph ine  seem ed be tte r an d  was sleep
ing  quie tly , th e  desire fo r research  and  b a ttle  
cam e upon  h e r again , inc ited  by th e  softness 
of th e  velvet c a tp e t in  h e r  s is te r’s room , 
w hich she th o u g h t fu rn ished  such a  rich  
field for th e  m arauders. As i t  happened, th e  
bay w indow was th e  p o in t a t  w hich she com 
m enced operations, as i t  was fa rth es t from  
Jo sep h in e ’s bed.

“ T hey  have been here, to o ,” was h e r  w his
pered exclam ation , as  sho cau g h t s igh t of th e  
fam iliar sign, th e  carp e t loosened from  th e  
floor; a n d  eager in h e r scarch  she tu rn e d  th e  
carpet back fu rth e r and  fu rther, u n til she saw 
th e  corner of th c  le tte r ju s t p ro tru d in g  in 
s ight. To draw  it  out and  glance a t  th e  
nam e upon it, “ J . E verard  F o rre s t,” was th e  
w ork of a  m om ent, an d  th e n  she w ondered 
how  i t  cam e th e re , and  if i t  were som e old 
th in g  received by E v era rd  years ago, and  left 
ly ing  abou t as som eth ing  of no  in te res t to 
h im  or anybody. I t  looked old and  w orn, as 
if i t  h ad  been read  m any  tim es. Surely  th e re  
could be no  h a rm  in  h e r  g lancing  a t  th e  con
te n ts  ju s t  to  see if i t  were of an y  value.

T h u s reasoning , Agnes opened tho  le tte r, 
saw th e  s ignatu re  and  th e  date , and  th en  
w ith  lig h tn in g  rap id ity  read  th e  whole, and 
Joseph ine ’s secret was h e rs  no  longer, for 
A gnes h ad  it, and  th e  effect on  h e r a t  first 
was a lm o st a s  g rea t as i t  h a d  been  on Joseph
ine. T h a t a  g rea t w rong had  been com 
m itted  she was certa in , ju s t as she  was ce r
ta in  th a t  th e  le tte r  was being  w ithheld  from  
its  rig h tfu l ow ner. B u t by  w hom  ? T h a t 
w as th e  question  sho asked herself during  
th e  m orn ing  she  sa t m otion less upon th e  
floor, unab le  to  m ove, o r scarcely th in k  
clearly, in  h e r bewildered s ta te  of m ind . She 
did no t qu ite  believe i t  w as Joseph ine, an d  if 
not, th e n  i t  m u s t be D r. M atthew son, and  he, 
if th e  le tte r  were tru e , w as capable of a n y 
th in g  wicked an d  bad  ; and  th e re  cam e over 
h er a  g rea t fear of h im  ju s t as i t  h ad  crept 
over Jo seph ine  w hen she first knew  h is  sin. 
Agues m u s t n o t le t h im  know  w hat sho had  
found, and , believing Jo seph ine  innocen t, 
she m u s t n o t d is tu rb  her, and  add  to  h e r  n e r
vousness. E v era rd , she  h a d  heard , w as out 
of tow n fo r a  little  vaca tio n , w hich he usually  
took  a t  th a t  season, and  M iss B elknap was 
therefore  th e  only person in  w hom  she could 
safely confide.

“ She will lmoW just, w hat to do ,” Agnes 
though t, and , h id in g  th e  le tte r  in  h e r pocket, 
she a rran g ed  th e  carpet and  cu rta in s  
very carefully, p u t th e  easy-chair in  its  place, 
and  w as a t h e r  sew ing by th e  w indow when 
Joseph ine  awoke, a fte r a  sleep of n e a r  two 
h o u rs ’ duration .

She was feeling be tte r, and  w as disposed to 
be very k ind  and  in du lgen t tow ard  Agnes, 
who, she saw, was lo o k in g 'tired  and  pale.

“ W hy, A gnes,” she said, “ you are  a lm ost

as w hite  as I  am . W h a t is th e  m a tte r ? You 
have been sh u t up  too  closely w ith  m e. You 
have n o t been ou t since you cam e, an d  you 
are  so accustom ed to  th e  a ir aiad exercise. 
Suppose you go for a  w alk. I  am  sure  i t  will 
do you good.” Now was A gnes’ opportun ity , 
a n d  saying th a t  she  th o u g h t a  w alk would do 
h e r good, she h u rr ied  from  th e  room , and  
w as soon on h e r  w ay tow ards E lm  Park .

B eatrice  w as going to  be m arried , and  n o t
w ith s tan d in g  w hat D r. M atthew son  had  said 
of h e r  faded looks, she h a d  never been  so 
beau tifu l and  sweetly a ttra c tiv e  in  h e r  fresh 
g irlhood as she was now a t  tw en ty-n ine, w ith  
th e  g rea t happ iness  sh in ing  in  h e r  face and  
showing itse lf in  every action . Poor, 
nervous Mollie was n o t forgo tten , for her 
m em ory lived in  h e r lovely ch ild ren , T rix  and  
little  B unchie  ; b u t T heodore h a d  fe lt i t  r ig h t 
to claim  a t la s t h is  early  lovo, who w as no t 
asham ed  to  confess how dear he w as to  h e r 
and  how  glad sho was to  bo h is  wife an d  tho 
m o ther of h is  ch ild ren .

T he wedding, w hich was to  be very p r i
vate, w as to  tak e  place th e  15tli of Septem ber, 
now only tw o weeks in  th e  d istance, and  
B eatrice w as exceedingly busy  w ith  h e r  p re 
p a ra tio n s ,— so busy th a t  she  had  n o t found 
tim e to  call upon  Agnes, as  she in tended  to  
do, w hen she h eard  of h e r a rriv a l a t th e  F o r
re s t H ouse. She alw ays liked A gnes, and  
w as glad w hen h e r  ma^d cam e to  h e r room , 
saying  th a t  she w as i u N th e  pa rlo r w aiting  to  
see her.

“ Ask h e r  to  come u p  he re ,” she said , and  
in  a  m om en t Agnes was w ith  her, seem ing so 
ag ita ted  an d  excited, th a t  B e a tr c e  guessed a t 
once th a t  som eth ing  was wrong, an d  asked 
w hat was th e  m a tte r.

I t  was n o t in  A gnes’ n a tu re  to  keep 
one in  suspense, and  she answ ered  by 
p u ttin g  th e  le tte r  in to  B eatrice’s h a n d  an d  
saying :

“ I  found  i t  under th e  carpet, and  because 
I  dared  n o t show i t  to  h im ,—th e  doctor, I  
m e a n ,-w h o  I  am  sure  p u t i t  there , I  
b rough t i t  to  you. B ead it quick, an d  th e n  
we m u st act to g e th e r ; b u t never le t h im  
know  I  h ad  a h and  in  i t  ; he  would k ill m e if 
he  d id  ; th e re ’s m u rd er in  h is  n a tu re , o r he  
never could have done th is .”

Agnes was speak ing  to  ears  w hich did  n o t 
h ea r w hat she was saying, for Bee h a d  tak en  
th e  le tte r, pestm ark ed  a t ‘W ien,’ and  ad 
dressed in  a  h an d w rittin g  she knew so well, 
and  th© very s igh t of w hich m ade h e r  h e a r t 
th ro b  w ith  p a in  as she rem em bered th e  dear 
little  g irl w hom  she believed to  be dead in  th e  
far-aw ay foreign tow n. B ut, w hen she glanced 
a t th e  date, a  vague te rro r  seized h e r  an d  held 
her fa s t while she read  th e  le tte r, w hich I  
give to  th e  read er :

“  H a e l d e r -S t r a u c h se n , A ustria ,]
Ju n e  10th, 18—. j 

“ D ear  E verard  :—Aro you dead ? Is  every
body dead in  A m erica, th a t  I  am  fo rgo tten ,— 
deserted ,—an d  left here  a lone in  th is  d re a d 
ful place ? N ot d readfu l because th ey  are u n 
kind  to  m e, for they  a re  n o t. O nly th ey  say 
th a t  I  am  m ad , and  tre a t m e as such, and  I  
alw ays have an  a tte n d an t w atching  w h a t I  do, 
and I  canno t get away, though  I  have tried  
so m an y  tim es. W here m y b ro th e r is, I  do 
n o t know ; h e  left m o here m ore th a n  a  year 
ago, to  go to  V ienna for a  day o r two, he  said , 
an d  I  have never seen h im  since o r heard  
from  h im ; an d  th e  h ead  of th e  ho u se ,—D r. 
V an Scho isner,— 3ays th a t  he  is undoubtedly* 
dead ; an d  I  m ig h t believe h im , perhaps, if ho 
did n o t in s is t th a t  I  am  h is  niece, M yra Van 
Schoisner, a n d  n o t R osam ond H astin g s  a t  all. 
H e says she died la s t A pril, a  y e ar ago, and  
was bu ried  by  th e  rive r w hich I  can  sec 
from  m y  window, and  th a t  h e r b ro th e r, D r. 
M atthew son, le ft soon afte r an d  has n o t re 
tu rned .

“  Oh, E verard , i t  is  all so dreadful, and  
som etim es m y h ead  buzzes an d  feels so big 
th a t  I  am  afra id  I  shall go crazy , a s  they  say 
I  am . I  have w ritten  and  w ritten  to  you and 
Bee a n d  L aw yer R ussell, and  even to m y  
bro ther, hop ing  he  m igh t bo liv ing  ; b u t no 
answ er h a s  come, and  now I  do n o t th in k  
m y le tte rs  ever left th is  M dison-de-Sante , as 
they  call th e  in s titu tio n , w hich stan d s  sev
e ra l m iles back  from  th e  D anube. Tako th e
boat a t  L in tz , and  get off a t  , and
come quick , an d  get m e aw av from  here 
before I  die. I  wonder I  have n o t died 
before th is , it is  so awful to be sh u t u p  and  
called som ebody else, and  h e ar on ly  a  foreign 
language, of w hich a t first I  could n o t u n d er
s tan d  a word, and  they  tried  n o t to  le t m e 
learn . Only th e  doctor speaks E n g lish  
and  a  w om an called Y ulah  V an E isn e r, 
who cam e as a tte n d a n t two m o n th s  ago, 
an d  who has prom ised  to  get th is  le tte r  off 
for me.

“ I  spoke b ro th e rs  nam e to  h e r ,—D r. 
M atthew son,— and  she alm ost foam ed a t  the  
m outh , and  actually  sp it upon  m e because I  
was h is  s is te r ; b u t I  m ado h e r  know I  w as 
good, m ade h e r lis ten  to  m e ; and  she becam e 
m y friend , and  ta u g h t m e to speak w ith  her, 
and w ill he lp  mo to  ge t aw ay if she can . She 
says m y b ro th e r is n o t dead  ; he  is a  villain , 
and  w ants m y  m oney ; and  th a t  
M yra V an Schoisner is in  th e  grave 
w here th ey  say I  am  ; and  i t ’s all h o rr i
ble, and  I  am  so sick and  frigh tened , and  
so a fra id  I  shall go m ad  if you don’t  come 
quick.

“  D ear, dear E v era rd , com e to  your poor 
“  R o s s ie .”

T h is  was a ll R ossie h ad  w ritten , bu t a 
postscrip t h ad  been added in  a  cram ped, 
uneducated  han d , and  broken  E n g lish , to  th is  
effec t:

“  I  open th is  p aper to tell w hen com es come 
to  H o te l R other K rebs , in  L in tz , w here I 
is work zu  hause , and  w ait for die Amcri- 
ltaner. A sks for Y ulah  V an E isn e r. I  ha tes  
h im  m u ch .”

To say th a t  B eatrice’s nerve3 were shaken 
by th is  le tte r would be p u ttin g  in  very m ild  
language ju s t  how  she  felt. W ith  h e r  usual 
quickness of percep tion , she saw and  u n d e r
stood th e  diabolical p lo t w hich hack been so 
long successful, and  h e r first im pulse  was to 
ru sh  th ro u g h  th e  streets  of R othsay, an d , p ro
claim ing th e  docto r’s perfidy, have h im  a r
rested  a t once. H e r next and  soberer 
th o u g h t was to  proceed in  th e  m a tte r m ore 
qu ietly  and  surely , and  to  th is  end she 
questioned  Agnes m in u te ly  as to  w here and  
how she found th e  le tte r, an d  if she could 
throw  any  lig h t upon th e  way in  w hich it 
cam e there . B u t Agne3 could n o t ; she only 
knew she had  found it, an d  th a t  she be
lieved D r. M atthew son h im self h ad  by some 
foul m ethod  ob tained  possession of i t  and  
h idden  i t  away for safe keeping, though  
w hy he  h ad  n o t destroyed i t  and  so 
m ade its  discovery im possible, n e ith e r 
she n o r B eatrice  could guess. H e r 
s is te r, she said , was in  a  very s trange, n e r
vous sta te  of m ind, b u t she could no t connect 
h e r w ith  th e  crim e in  an y  way, for, u n scru 
pu lous as she m igh t be, she would n o t dare  
m ake herself am enab le  to th e  law by being  a 
p a rty  to  h e r h u sb an d ’s gu ilt.

T h is  w as A gnes’ view of th e  m a tte r, and  
B eatrice  coincided w ith  he r, b u t bade h e r be 
very w atchful a t th e  F o rre s t H ouse an d  see 
if any  search was m ade for th e  m issing  le tte r, 
and  by  whom.

B eatrice’s n ex t in terv iew  was w ith Law yer 
R ussell, who, in  h is  su rprise , bounded from  
h is  ch a ir h a lf way across th e  room  as he  ex
claim ed :

“ L ord  bless m y soul, RoEsie alive 1 Rossio 
n o t dead 1 b u t h id  away in  a  • private  m ad 
house 1 I t ’s th e  m ost hellish  p lo t I  ever heard  
of— ever—and  it  is  S ta te  p rison  for h im , the  
villain  ; b u t we m u s t move cautiously , Miss 
B elknap, very cautiously, as we have th e  very 
Old N ick to  deal w ith  in  th a t  doctor. I ’m  
glad th e  boy is gone, ju s t  now, as  i t  would 

! have been like you to  have  b la ted  i t  out to

h im , and  th e n  a ll creation  couldn’t  have 
stopped h im  from  th ro ttlin g  th e  ■wretch 
in  th e  street, an d  spoiling every 
th ing . T h is le tte r  was w ritten  long ago, and  
th e re ’s no  know ing w hat m ay  have h appened  
since to  ou r little  girl. She m ay be dead 
sure  enough now , or, w hat is worse, m ad in  
re a l earnest. So don’t  go to kicking  up a  row 
ju s t  yet, till we ge t m ore proof, and  th e n  we’ll 
sp ring  tbo  tra p  so t ig h t th a t  he  canno t get 
away. I ’m  h onestly  afraid, though , th a t  he  
has done som eth ing  worse w ith  th e  little  g irl 
since he  h ad  th is  le tte r, w hich th e  L ord  only 
knows how h e  got. H e m u s t have a  key to 
E v e ra rd ’s draw er ; b u t we’ll fix h im  1 and, 
M iss B elknap, I  say, you or som ebody m u st 
go to  E u ro p e  a n d  h u n t  up  poor little  Rossie. 
I ’ll be hanged  if i t  do n ’t m ake m e cry  to  th in k  
of h e r  sh u t up , an d  w aiting  and  w aiting  for 
u s  to  come. Go on  you r wedding trip . You 
and  th e  parson  will do be tto r th a n  E v era rd , 
whose nam e th ey  have  heard , and  for whom 
they  m ay  be on tho  w atch . M orton is new 
to  them , an d  will excite no  suspicion. T h is 
girl,— w hat’s h e r  n am e,—Y ulah V an E isn e r, 
m ust be found  first, of course, if she is ncft 
already p u t ou t of th e  way, and  w ith  h e r help  
you’ll fe tch  h e r, poor little  girl. You o ugh t to  
go r ig h t away, and  we’ll say n o th in g  to  E v e r
ard  till yo u ’ve found  h e r. Suspense and  th e n  
d isappo in tm ent would kill h im  o u trigh t. And 
he  m u s t n o t g o ; th a t  hou n d  would 
tra ck  h im  sure, an d  every th ing  be spoiled. 
You m u s t do it, an d  you can, be tte r th a n  an y 
body else.

B eatrice  fe lt th a t  she could, too, a n d  had  
rap id ly  concocted in  h e r m ind  a  denouem ent 
bo th  s ta r tlin g  and  novel, and  h igh ly  sa tis 
factory . B u t th e re  was one difficulty to  be 
su rm oun ted . T heodore’s people m ig h t no t 
be w illing  for h im  to  bo gone so long, in  th a t  
case she s a id :

“ I ’ll postpone th e  wedding an d  go a lo n e .” 
B u t th is  was n o t necessary , for, in  response 

to  th e  long le tte r  w hich w ent th a t  n ig h t to  
B oston , th e re  cam e a  te legram , “ I  can  go j” 
and  th e n  a ll B ee’s th o u g h ts  were tu rn e d  to 
th e  work she  h a d  on  han d , an d  she  grew so 
restless an d  nervous and  im p a tien t for the  
day w hen she could s ta r t th a t  people no ted  
and  com m ented  upon h e r changed looks and  
m anners, w ondering greatly  w hat ailed her, 
a n d  if h e r  h e a r t w as n o t in  th e  m arriage.

E v era rd  w as in  R othsay  now, a n d  w ith  h e r 
every even ing , ta lk ing  alw ays of R ossie, 
whose g rave he  bade h e r  be su re  and  find, 
and  b rin g  h im  som eth ing  from  it ,  if only  a 
blade of grass. Once h e  s ta r tled  h e r  by say 
ing  he  h ad  h a lf  m ade up  Lis m ind  
to  jo in  h e r party , and  go w ith  h e r, so 
g rea t w as h is  desire  to see w here Rossie 
was buried . B u t Bee tu rn ed  upon h im  so 
fiercely, declaring  th a t  she p referred  going 
alone w ith  Theo, th a t  he  abandoned  the  
p lan  a ltoge ther, an d  fe lt a little  h u r t  a t th e  
vehem ence w ith  w hich h is  com pany h a d  been 
rejected.

T h e  w edding was very qu ie t an d  sm all, and  
th e  bride very  ab sen t-m inded  a n d  non-com 
m itta l in  h e r  answ ers to  th e ir  in q u iries  as to 
w here she w as going, and  how long she ex 
pected  to  bo gone. B u t w hatever they  m igh t 
have th o u g h t of her, th e  bridegroom  was 
perfectly  satisfied , an d  seem ed suprem ely 
h appy  as h e  bade h is  friends good-bye, and  
followed h is  im p a tien t w ifejinto th e  car w hich 
was to take  th em  to  New Y ork, an d  th e  sh ip , 
w hich, on  th e  15 th  of Septem ber, sailed aw^y 
for E urope, w here th e y  hoped • to  find poor 
R ossie.

Agnes w as ?.t ,th  ?. weth* th e
exception  of L aw yer R ussell, was th e  only 
one who h ad  th e  sligh test suspicion  of th e  
reason  w hich h a d  tak en  th e  newly-wedded 
pa ir so sudden ly  to E u ro p e . B u t Agnes 
was safe as  th e  grave, though  often  a t  her 
w its’ end  to  know  w hat to m ake of h e r  siste r, 
who grew w orse in s tead  of be tte r, and  who 
som etim es ta lked  and  acted  as if she h a d  lost 
reason . S he h ad  m issed  th e  le tte r 
from  its  h id ing-place, and  gone nearly  
wild in  h e r  excitem en t a n d  anx ie ty  as  to 
who h ad  found  it. B u t as h e r h u sb an d ’s 
m a n n e r was. unchanged , except as h e  fretted  
a t h e r  con tinued  illness, she gradually  grew 
m ore quiet, th o u g h  th e re  was co n stan tly  w ith 
h e r  a  p resen tim en t of som e g rea t evil w bich 
was to be b rough t abou t by  m eans of th e  lost 
le tte r.

C H A P T E R  X L V III.

LA MAISON DE SANTE.
J u s t  w here i t  w as situa ted , how fa r from  

V ienna, how  fa r from  L in tz , or how  fa r from  
th e  D anube, does n o t m a tte r  to  th e  reader, 
who needs only to know  thero  was such a 
place, em bowered in  trees, and  flowers, and  
sh rubs, an d  seem ing to  th e  casual passe r
by like a  second little  E den , w here one 
h ad  n o th in g  to  do b u t to  en joy  th e  b righ tness  
of th e  A u strian  skies, an d  th e  beau ty  of th e  
p rem ises around . B u t every door was barred , 
and  every window h ad  a  net-w ork  of iro n  in  
fro n t of i t, th ro u g h  w hich w hite, haggard  faces 
looked w istfully , and s trange, w ild laughs, 
m ing led  som etim es w ith  cries of rage, were 
heard  to  issue  a t a ll h o u rs  of th e  day. F re 
quen tly  th e  inm ates of th a t  house, o r those  
who were on th e  “  good lis t ,” w alked in  th e  
beau tifu l grounds, b u t never w alked alone. 
An a tte n d an t was always w ith  them , w atchful, 
vig ilan t, w ithou t, how ever, seem ing to  be s o ; 
fo r the  ru le  of th e  house was k indness, w hen 
ever i t  would answ er, an d  as m uch  freedom  
as was com patible w ith  safety. E xcep t in  ex
trem e cases, w here th e  pa tien t was poor an d  
obscure, i t  was n o t a  cruelly  conducted house
hold w hich B aron  o r D octor V an Schoisner 
had  in  c h a rg e ; b u t in  all th e  w orld th e re  was 
no t, perhaps, a  m ore avaricious, g rasp ing  m an  
th a n  th e  baron, who would have sold h is  soul 
for th ir ty  pieces of silver, and  for fo rty  a l
m ost have consented  to  a  m urder. If , for 
purposes of th e ir  own, people w ished to  in 
carcerate  th e ir  friends, an d  pa id  h im  well 
for it, th e ir  secre t was safe w ith h im , and  
th e  vic tim  was in san e  as long as he  lived, 
if necessary. B u t th e re  h is  w ickedness 
ceased, an d  h is  pa tien ts  were generally  
m ade as happy  and  com fortable as it 
was possible to  m ake them . H e, alone, held  
th e  secrets of h is  em ployers. N ot a  w hisper 
cf th e  t ru th  ever escaped h is  lips, and  to  h is  
a tte n d an ts  everybody was crazy, an d  m u s t be 
w atched and  trea ted  as such, no m a tte r w hat 
th e ir  p re tensions to th e  con tra ry  ; so w hen 
poor littlo  Rossie awoke one m orn ing  to find 
herself deserted, she  becam e a t once a lu n a 
tic. All liberty  of action was gone ; even h e r 
n am e was taken  from  he r, and  she  was to ld  
th a t  th e  R osam ond H astings  who she p ro 
fessed to  be was dead, and  ly ing under th e  
grass w here th e  wild violets were growing, 
w hile she was M yra, th e  niece of th e  baron , 
who h a d  com e to  th e  house th e  sam e n ig h t 
w ith th e  beautifu l A m erican g irl who was 
so sick, and  who had  died in  a  few days. 
No w onder if for a  tim e  h e r  b ra in  reeled, 
and  she w as in  danger of being in  rea lity  in 
sane.

Poor little  Rossie had  enjoyed m uch  and  
suffered m uch  since th e  day w hen we la s t saw 
h er, w aving a  farew ell to  h er friends from  th e  
deck of th e  steam er w hich bore h e r  away. 
H e r b ro th e r had  been un ifo rm ly  k in d  and  a f 
fectionate  to  h e r, b u t m any  th in g s  h a d  arisen 
to  shake  h e r  confidence in  h im , and  to  m ake 
h e r th in k  i t  possible th a t  ho was no t th e  h o n 
orable, u p rig h t m an  he professed to be. T hen , 
as th e  year wore on, and  th ey  got fa r th e r  and  
fa rth e r from  hom e, h e r le tte rs  were u n a n 
swered, an d  th e re  began io steal over h e r a 
longing for A m erica w hich she could n o t con
ceal, and  w hich took all tho  color from  her 
face and  roundness from  h e r form , u n til at 
la s t she was rea lly  sick w ith  hope deferred, 
a n d  an  anx iety  to  know why none  of h e r  le t
te rs  were answ ered.

A t F lo rence she  was very  ill of a fever con

trac ted  in  R om e, and  from  th e  effects of w hich 
she did n o t recover, a lthough  she  was able  a t  
la s t to  go on tow ard  V ienna, th e ir  u ltim a te  
d estination . A t Salzburg  th ey  ha lte d  for a 
few days, an d  th e re  h e r b ro th e r b rough t to 
h e r a  s tranger,' w hom  he  in troduced  as a 
friend  an d  old acquain tance, D r. V an  S cho is
n e r, to  w hom  ho said he  owed h is  life, and  
who had  a  k ind  of S an ita riu m  for people d is
eased in  th e  body and  m ind , upon th e  R iver 
D anube. V an Schoisner, who spoke E n g lish  
very well, was exceedingly k ind  and  tender 
in  h is  m an n e r tow ard  R ossie, w hom  he 
questioned so closely, an d  in  such  a  pecu
lia r way, th a t  she first was annoyed, and  
th e n  confused and  bew ildered, and  finally 
con trad ic ted  herself tw o o r th re e  tim es in  
h e r s ta tem en ts  w ith  regard  to  h e r  re 
cen t illness, a n d  w hen h e  asked how  she 
would like to  go to  h is  beau tifu l place on  the  
riv e r and  stay  a  few w eeks' while he  trea ted  
h e r, she sh ra n k  away from  h im , an d  bursting  
in to  tea rs  said  she would n o t like i t  a t  a ll— 
th a t  she did n o t need  to be trea ted , as there  
was no th ing  th e  m a tte r  w ith h e r  b u t hom e
sickness, and  only A m erica could cure  th a t.

V an S choisner laughed , and  stroked h e r 
ha ir , a n d  said  he  would soon have h e r  all 
righ t, and  th e n  w ent to  h e r  b ro th e r, between 
w hom  and  h im self th e re  was a  long confer
ence, d u rin g  w hich bo th  sold them selves, 
body and  soul, to  th e  E v il One, and  were 
pledged to  do h is  work.

“ I f  she would only abandon  th a t  nonsense 
of hers abou t giving h e r  fo r tu n e  to  th a t  F o r
re s t, as soon as she comes of age, an d  would 
sh are  i t  w ith  m e, I  w ouldn’t  do it, for, by 
Jove, I ’ve a  k in d  of lik ing  for th e  g irl,” D r. 
M atthew son said , as th e re  cam e a  little  p rick  
of conscience, and  a  draw ing back from  th e  
th in g  h e  proposed to  do, w hich was n o th in g  
m oro or less tb a n  bu ry ing  Rossie alive inside 
a  m ad-house, w here, so long as the  p rice was 
paid, she would be as really  dead to  th e  world 
as if tho  g rass  were grow ing over h e r, and  
w here th e  chances w ere th a t  she  would e ithe r 
die a  speedy death , or, w ith h e r  tem peram en t, 
becom e a hopeless lunatic .

M oney he m u s t have, and  a s  he believed in 
n e ith e r God n o r D evil, he had  no  scruples as 
to how he  got i t ,  only  he  would a  little  
ra th e r  n o t m u rd er one ou trig h t to  ge t it. 
E very  a rgum en t w hich he  could th in k  of h ad  
been b rough t to  b ear upon  Rossie, w ith  a view 
to inducing  h e r to  keep th e  fo rtune  willed 
he r, b u t she stood firm  as a  rock  in  h e r  deci
sion to  m ake th e  whole over to E v era rd  as 
soon as she cam e of age, an d  so he  had  
recourse  to  th e  h o rr id  schem e of w hich we 
have h in ted .

H e knew V an S choisner well, an d  knew 
th a t  he  was th e  m an  for any  deed, however 
d a rk ,—provided thero  was m oney in  it, w ith  
little  chance of detection  ; and  he  sen t for 
h im  to m eet them  a t Salzburg  to confer on 
im p o rtan t business. So V an Scho isner w ent 
and  found w hat th e  business was, and  ta lked 
to  Rossie abou t h e r h e ad  an d  b ra in , and  
cerebellum , u n til she lo s t h e r  w its and  said 
she  h a d n ’t  any  cerebellum , and  never had . 
She was hom esick, an d  th a t  was all. 
T h is , of course, w as proof conclusive of a 
diseased s ta te  of m ind . A. g irl who 
h a d n ’t  any  cerebellum , an d  who persisted  
in  throw m g away hu n d red s  of th o u san d s  of 
dollars, m u s t be in san e  and  dealt w ith  
accordingly. So th e  barg a in  was m ade, 
an d  R ossie’s fa te  was sealed. A nd th en  
arose  th e  question  of friends a t hom e. W h at 
should  be said td  th em  to  quiet a ll su s 
picion  ?

“ S he m u s t be dead , of course,” V an Schois
n e r said. “ N oth ing  easier th a n  th a t .  A 
notice  in  th e  p ap er ; a  le tte r co n ta in ing  p a r
ticu la rs  ; crapo on you r h a t ; a  te a r in  your 
eye, and  th e  th in g  is  accom plished .”

“ Yes,” re tu rn ed  tho  doctor, “ bu t suppose 
th a t  chap who is in  love w ith  h e r takes i t  
in to  h is  head  to  come spooning afte r h e r 
grave, and  in q u ires  abou t h e r  d eath , and  
w ants to see th e  very room , and  all th a t— 
and  i t  would be like h im  to  do i t—w hat 
th e n ? ”  *

V an Schoisner rubbed  h is  forehead th o u g h t
fu lly  a  m om ent, and  th e n  s a id :

“ T h a t’s th e  h a rd e st p a rt to  m anage, b u t I  
th in k  I  can do it, only give m e tim e. I  havo 
a  niece in  the  coun try  a  few m iles from  here, 
very  sick w ith  consum ption—in  th e  la st 
stages, and  poor, too, w ith  no friends b u t m y
self. I  pay h e r board w here she is, and  v isit 
he r som etim es. Sho w as bo rn  in  London, 
h e r  fa th e r was an  E n g lish m an  ; S o  she speaks 
E n g lish  perfectly, an d  m ig h t be your 
s iste r. I  have ta lked  of tak in g  h e r 
to H aelder-S trauchsen , a n d  will do so a t 
once, th o u g h  th e  jou rney  will sho rten  her 
life. B u t th a t  w ill n o t m a tte r, as she m u s t 
die soon. Once a t H aelder-S trauchsen  she is 
y ou r siste r, an d  your s is te r is m y niece. T he 
a tte n d an ts  never a sk  questions n o r ta lk . Do 
you com prehend  ?”

D r. M atthew son th o u g h t he  d id, b u t left 
th e  m a tte r  w holly to  h is  ally, who had , if 
possible, d ran k  deeper from  th e  cup of in iqu ity  
th a n  him self.

As th e  re su lt of th is  conversation  th e re  was 
b rough t to  th e  hotel a  few days la te r a  w h ite 
faced, fa ir-haired  girl, in  whose g rea t blue 
eyes and  abou t w hose m o u th  a n d  nose dea th  
was p la in ly  written!. Th«y called h e r  M yra, 
and  said she  was V an S cho isner’s niece, 
whom  he w as tak in g  to  h is  hom e for b e tte r 
care th a n  she could have in  th e  coun try . No 
one a tten d ed  her. H e r uncle could do all 
th a t  was necessary, he  said , and  he  seem ed 
very k ind  to  h e r, and  stayed  by 
h e r co nstan tly  upon th e  boat, w hen 
a t  la s t they  s ta r ted  for hom e accom panicd  
by D r. M atthew son an d  R ossie, who was 
grea+ly in te res ted  in  th e  eick girl. I t  was 
n ig h t w hen they  reached th e  land ing  w here 
they  were to  stop , and  from  th e  windows of 
th e  close carriage Rossio saw  n o th in g  
of th e  co u n try  th ro u g h  w hich th ey  passed  for 
a few m iles, b u t was conscious a t la s t th a t 
th ey  w ere en te ring  spacious g rounds, and  
stopping  before a  large, square  bu ild ing , w ith 
two w ings on e ith e r side.

T he room  assigned h e r  w as in  one of tho  
w ings on th e  th ird  floor, as  was M yra’s also. 
I t  was very  p re ttily  fu rn ished , and  th e  w in
dows looked o u t upon th e  g rounds, b u t th e re  
was s tre tched  before th e m  a  gauzy  net-w ork 
of iron , w hich Rossie noticed  a t  once, and  
asked for th e  reason . T h en  h e r b ro th e r ex
plained  to h e r  th e  real charac te r of th e  house, 
b u t said  th a t  as  they  w ere t ra n s ie a t  v isitors 
i t  would n o t affect th em  in  th e  least, 
an d  all she  had  to do was to re s t and  get as 
well as  possible, so th ey  m ig h t go on  to 
V ienna.

A nd Rossio tr ied  to  re s t and  enjoy th e  
b eau tifu l place, b u t th e  occasional s igh t of 
som e of th e  p a tien ts  w alking in  th e  d istance, 
th e  s trange  sounds, like h u m an  cries, w hich 
reached h e r  in  th e  n ig h t w hen every th ing  was 
still, and , m ore th a n  all, a g rea t langour and  
desire to  sleep w hich  she could n o t shake 
off, wore upon  h e r  so fa s t th a t  in  a  few days 
she was seriously ill again , an d  lost a ll con
sciousness of tim e  o r w ha t was passing  a round  
her. H ow  long she rem ained  in  th is  cond i
tio n  she  never k n ew ; on ly  th is , th a t  she 
awoke one m orn ing  to  find V an S choisner 
w ith her, apparen tly  w atching  h e r  as she 
slept, and  adm in is tering  som e pow erful s tim u 
la n ts . H e  was very k ind , indeed, and  to ld  
h e r D r. M atthew son h ad  been obliged to  go 
to  V ienna  on business, w hich m igh t detain 
h im  a  few days, b u t he  would soon be back, 
and  she was to  bo as happy  and  qu ie t as pos
s ib le  till  h is  re tu rn . H e r n ex t question  was 
for th e  sick girl, w ho, he  said, had  died a 
week ago, and  th en  he  bade h e r  try  to  sleep 
again , a s  perfect re s t was w hat she  needed 
m ost.

“  And I  w en t to  sleep,”  Rossie said, a fte r
w ard, w hen te llin g  B eatrice  of th a t  awful

tim e w hen  she was kep t a  p risoner a t 
H aelder-S trauchsen , w ith  no  hope of escape.
“  I  w ent to  sleep, and  s lep t so heav ily  and 
long th a t  i t  m u s t have been  days before I  
awoke, an d  w hen  I  did, m y  head  ached so 
ha rd , an d  ev ery th ing  seem ed so confused, 
and  I  could n o t u n d e rs tan d  a  word th e  
w om an said , for sho spoke only G erm an, 
w hich  I  never could m ake out. I  tr ied  to 
m ake h e r  know  th a t  I  w anted  m y  b ro ther, 
b u t she shook h e r  head  and  p u t hor finger 
to  h e r  lips, an d  finally  w ent ou t and  
looked th e  door a fte r h e r. T h en  I  got 
u p  and  w ent to  th e  window, and  leaned  m y 
head  a g a in st th e  bars , an d  cried  fo r hom e, 
and  you, and  E v era rd , till  I  fe lt so sick and  
d izzy  th a t  I  w ent back to bed, and  lay  th e re  
till V an S choisner cam e an d  to ld  m e 
n o th in g  had  been h eard  from  D r. M atthew 
son sinco he  le ft th e  S an ita riu m , two weeks 
before.”

“ ‘1 certa in ly  expected h im  to  re tu rn ,’ he  
said , ‘and  am  afra id  some evil h a s  befallen 
h im . I  havo w ritten  to th e  ho te l w here 
he  in tended to stop, and  they  have n o t seen 
h im .’ ”

“  H o called him  D r. M atthew son a ll the  
tim e, a s  form al-like as  if he  had  n o t been m y 
b ro th e r, and  once he  called m e M yra, and 
w hen I  said  he  was m istaken , fo r I  w as R os
sie H astings , he  sm iled k ind of p ityingly, and  
said  :

“ ‘P oor little  g irl, be a n y th in g  you like to 
yourself. To m e you are M yra. R ossie died 
ju s t across th e  ha ll, and  is buried  in  such  a 
p re tty  spo t.’ ”

“  I  th o u g h t ho w as crazy, and  fe lt a fra id  of 
h im , b u t had  no  suspicion  th e n  of th e  real 
s ta te  of th ings. T h a t cam e gradually , 
as days and  weeks w ent by and  I  heard  
no th ing  from  m y b ro ther, an d  seldom  saw 
any  one b u t th e  doctor and  the  a tte n d an t, 
M argo tte , who never ta lked  w ith  m e except 
by signs, so I  had  no  opp o rtu n ity  to  learn  
th e  language, w hich I  greatly  desired  to 
do, in  order to m ako m yself understood, 
a n d  convince h e r  th a t  I  w is  n o t M yra, an d  
was n o t m ad, as I  knew she believed m e to  
b e .”

“ Oh, i t  was so ho rrib le  th a t  tim e, an d  m y 
head  got so confused, and  I  used  to  pray  con
s tan tly , ‘ God keep m e from  going really  
m a d !’ an d  H e did, th o u g h  I  was very n ear it. 
A t first th ey  would n o t le t m e have paper or 
ink  to w rite  to  you w ith , bu t I  begged so hard  
on m y k n e e s , c linging to  th a t  m a n ’s feet, th a t  
he  consented  a t  la st, an d  1 w rote  to  you, and  
E verard , and  Law yer R ussell, a nd  m y  b ro th e r, 
too, th o u g h  I  did n o t know  w here he  was, and  
M argotte took the  le tte rs , w hich I  know  now 
were never sen t, b u t were b u rned  to  aBhes, 
for Y ulah  told m e so ,—good k ind  Y ulah, 
w ho cam e to  m e like an  angel from  H eaven.

“ M argotte was sick, and  Y ulah took h e r 
place. She had  been th e re  once as a  p a 
tien t, m ad  herself, from  som e g rea t wrong 
done to  her by one she loved a n d  tru sted . 
H er baby h ad  died there , and  been buried 
in  th e  g rounds, and  she was a tta ch e d  to 
th e  place, an d  after h e r euro, stayed from  
choice, and  was nu rso  aud  a tte n d an t both, 
and  th e  m ast fa ith fu l an d  v ig ilan t of th em  
all, an d  the  one tho  doctor tru s te d  th e  m ost. 
So he  p u t m e in  h e r charge, an d  th e  m om en t 
I  saw h e r  sweet, sad  face, and  looked in to  h e r 
eyes, w hich seem ed always ready to  ru n  over 
w ith  tears, I  loved he r, and p u t m y tired  
head  in  h e r lap . and  cried like a  child.

“ Q u'avez vous, pe tite  M yra  ?” she said, and 
th e n  I  knew  she  spoke F ren ch , and  m y  h eart 
gave a  g rea t bound , for I  knew  I  could  ta lk  
w ith  h e r  a  little , and  I  m ustered  a ll m y  know 
ledge of th e  language and  to ld  h e r  I  w as no t 
M yra a t  a l l ; I  was R osam ond H astin g s , from  
A m erica ; sh u t up , de ta ined  th e re  unlaw fully , 
for w ha t reason  I  did n o t know  ; th a t  I  had  
w ritten  and  w ritten  hom e an d  nobody had  
answ ered m e, and  tho  docto r said  m y  b ro ther, 
who cam e w ith  m e, was dead, b u t I  d id  not 
believe i t ; and  a  g rea t deal m ore, to  w hich 
she lis tened  pa tien tly , as one m igh t lis ten  to 
th e  m eaningless p ra ttle  of a  child .

“ B u t w hen I  m entioned  b ro th e r’s nam e, 
she sp rang  to  h e r  feet, and  shak ing  m e off 
asked fiercely, '■votre jr e r e ,  comment s'appelle- 
t - i lV  I  to ld  h e r  again , ‘D r. M atthew son  ; D r. 
Jo h n  M atthew son, from  A m erica ,’ an d  for a  
few m om en ts sho acted  as if she w ere per
fectly insane , and  g laring  a t m e w ith  h e r  te r 
rib le  eyes, she sp it upon m e and  dem anded, 
‘You are  su re  you are  h is  s iste r ? You are 
n o th in g  e lse  to  h im , though  th a t  is bad 
enough ?’ ft

“  1 m ad  h«r believe a t la st, and  th e n  she 
asked m e so m any  questions th a t ,  before I  
knew it, I  h ad  to ld  h e r  a ll abou t th e  F o rrest 
H ouse, and  th e  w ill, and  E v era rd  and  every
th in g , she  a ll th e  tim e looking s tra ig h t a t m e 
w ith  h e r g rea t b rig h t eyes, w hich seem ed to 
be read ing  m e to  seo if I  w ere te lling  the  
t ru th .”

“  ‘I  see, I  see, I  u n d ers tan d . P oor child , 
God sen t m o here  to be your friend , an d  I  
w ill 1’ she  said , w hen I  had  fin ished  ; and  
th e n  she broke o u t an g rily  again st m y 
b ro ther, w hom  she  called a  v illa in , a  m u r
derer, a  ra sca l and  said  he  h ad  done h e r a 
te rrib le  w rong, w hich she had  sw orn to 
avenge,and  she saw a way by w hich she could 
Keep h e r word.

“  ‘I  go to  A m erica m yself, b u t w ha t your 
friends sh a ll know ,’ sho said , an d  to  m y 
g rea t de ligh t she spoke to  m e now in  E ng lish , 
bu t w hispered  very low. ‘I t  is  b e tte r  they  
n o t to  know  I  can  ta lk  in  your tongue, 
a n d  they  n o t suspect ; an d  I  m ust 
be very s tric t, w atch you  very m uch  is m y 
order, because you  dangerous, you  try  
to k ill yourself, he  say, aud  I  never let 
you from  m y sigh t. B u t I  fix ’em . I  cheat.
I  have m y revenge m uch . You will see w hat 
I  do .’ ”

T h is  w as in  p a rt th e  s to ry  to ld  afterw ards 
to  B eatrice  by Rossie, who did  n o t th e n  know 
th a t  Y ulah V an E isn e r was tho  girl who had  
once pleaded so p iteously  for justice  a t the  
hands  of D r. M atthew son, and  been by h im  
spurned  w ith  con tem pt, w hich h a d  tu rn ed  
h e r  love in to  b itte r  h a tred . She saw  no 
reason  to  d iscredit R ossie’s story, and  u n d e r
stood readily  why sho h ad  been im m ured  in  
a living tom b, and  guessed th a t  to  h e r  friends 
a t hom e she was supposed to  be dead, and  
th a t th e  knav ish  b ro th e r h a d  th e  inhe ritance. 
She did n o t, how ever, com m unicate  all h e r 
suspicions to h e r charge, as  she did  no t w ish 
to w ound h e r  unnecessarily , b u t she m ea n t to 
get h e r away, and  set herself stead ily  to  th a t  
object. T h ro u g h  h e r influence w riting  m a 
te ria ls  were again  fu rn ished  to  Rossie, who, 
acting  upon Y u lah ’s advice, wrote two le tte rs  
to  E v era rd , one of w hich w ent in to  V an 
S choisner’s  hands  an d  was bu rned  as u sual, 
w hile th e  o ther was secreted  abou t Y u lah ’s 
person  an d  found its  way to  A m erica, b u t 
n o t u n til som e tim e  h ad  eiapsed, and  Y ulah 
h a d  given u p  h e r s itu a tio n  to  M argotte, with^ 
th e  u n d e rs tand ing , how ever, th a t  th e re  was 
alw ays a  place for h e r in  the  M aison de San te , 
e ith e r as a tte n d an t o r nurse , w hen she  chose 
to re tu rn . ♦

C H A P T E R  X L IX .

THE ESCAPE.
T here  w ere n o t as m any  v isito rs  as usual 

th a t  season in  L in tz  an d  those  who d id  come 
w ere m ostly  E n g lish  o r F ren ch , who did  not 
spend th e ir  m oney as freely as  th e  Am ericans 
were accustom ed to  do, so th a t  i t  was a  m a t
te r  of re jo ic ing  to  tho  m a ste r of tho  R eth er 
K rebs w hen one a fte rnoon  in  October the  
stage b ro u g h t from  th e  station  two 
passengers w hom , w ith h is  quick eye, he 
set down as A m ericans, and  bustled out 
io  m eet th e m , deciding th a t  they  were peo
ple w ho would n o t s tan d  for a  few tha le rs  
m ore or less. B eatrice was very tired , 
for th ey  had  n o t stopped a t a ll since land ing  
in  L iverpool, b u t had crossed at once to the

C on tinen t, an d  trave lled  day  an d  n ig h t Q n til 
they  reached  L in tz , whero Y u lah  was w a it in g  
fo r th em . S he h a d  so u g h t a n d  ob ta ined  th o  
s itu a tio n  as cham berm aid  iu  th e  ho te l, a n d , 
like th e  m aster, h ad  w atched im p a tien tly  foe 
A m ericans, th ough  from  a  very  d ifferen t 
reason. A nd w hen h e r A m ericans cam o, 
she knew th em  as if by in s tin c t, tak in g  Mr, 
M orton, however, for E v era rd , aiad f e s l in g  
greatly  d isappo in ted  w hen she  lea rned  that 
i t  was a  M r. and  M rs. M orton, who were oo* 
cupying N o.— , th e  g rea t room  iu  th e  house 
w here princes h ad  dined aud  slept. S t i l l ,  
so m eth in g  to ld  h e r  th a t  B eatrice was th e  lad y  
she was looking for, and  w hen th e  la tte r  r e 
tired  to  h e r  room  afte r d in n e r she found t| 
sad  faced w om an pre tend ing  to  be busy  w ith  
som eth ing  a b o u t th e  w ashstand , thought 
every th ing  seem ed in  its  place. S uddenly  
she faced about, an d  th e  eyes of th e  tw o  
women m et an d  looked in to  each  o th e r w ith  
an  eager, question ing  gaze.

“ You are  Y ulah ,” B eatrice  said , in  Oter- 
m an , an d  th e  g irl answ ered w ith  a  cry of joy, 
“  Yes, an d  you aro  L ady B eatrice  she  talfca eo 
m uch  abou t, and  he is  n o t M r. E v e ra rd .”

“ No, m y  husband , M r. M orton. W o were 
m arried  ju s t before we sailed. W here is sh e?  
W hen did you see h e r last, and  how  soon  c an  
we have h e r. W ill they  let h e r  ge w ith o u t 
any  troub le, an d  w hat are we to  do ?”

B eatrice asked h e r  questions so rap id ly  a* 
to  confuse an d  bew ilder th e  girl, who shook 
h e r  head , and  answ ered in E n g lish :

“ You ask  so m any , I  do n ’t  know q u ite  all* 
B u t I  go to-m orrow  and  te ll he r, and  see how 
we can  do best. H e  will never let h e r  go, 
thero  is too m uch  m oney in  her. T h a t doctor 
pay  big sum s. W e m u s t take  her, th a t’s all, 
and  be so careful. You s tay  here  till I  cam e  
or send som e word ; n o t to-m orrow , b u t next 
day, perhaps. I  not ta lk  m ore now. I  b$ a t  
m y d u tie s .”

Sho le ft th e  room  th e n , an d  Beatrico saw 
no m ore of her u n til  the  day b u t one follow* 
ing, w hen abou t dark  she cam e in to  th e  room , 
flushed an d  excited, and  evidently  a  littlo  
shaken  ou t of h e r  u sual q u iet, com posed m a n 
ner. She h ad  been to  H ae ld e r-S tra u ch sen ; 
she  had  seen Rossie, b u t h ad  no t told h e r  of 
her friends’ arrival.

“ I  did n o t d are ,”  sho said, “ she’s so waak 
an d  sick, no  h ea rt, no  courage, b u t s tan d s  
by th e  w indow all th e  day, looking to  th o  
wost, and  w hispering  som etim es, ‘Oh. E v e r
ard , why do you n o t come and  I  w aiting  bo 
long ? ’ B u t we’ll ge t h e r sure. God fixed 
i t  for us, an d  h e ,— th e  docto r I  m ean ,—is  
awful w ith som eth ing  they  [ th in k  is  cho lera  
an d  all is  frig h t and  confusion, for th e  nu rsea  
is afraid and  leaving, and  M iss R ossie’s a t
te n d a n t is glad to  havo m e take  h e r place. 
So I  am  going back to-m orrow , a n d  you m u s t 
go w ith  m e and  stay  in  th e  tow n a  m ilo aw ay, 
u n til I  send you w ord w hat to  do next. You 
a re  no t afra id  of cholera ? A m ericans m ostly  
is. ”

Bee was m ortally  afra id  of it ,  b u t sh e  
would have faced death  itse lf for th e  sake o f  
recovering Rossie, and  i t  was a rranged  th a t  
they  should tak e  tho  boat th e  n ex t day  for th a  
littlo  tow n near th e  M aison de San te , w here 
Y ulah to ld  th e m  th e re  w as a com fortable  
in n , whero th ey  could rem ain  in  q u ite  as long 
as they  likod. T ravellers, especially A m eri
cans, often  stopped th e re , she said, and  th o ir  
being tho re  would aw aken no  suspicion , 
Accordingly, th e  n ex t afternoon found th e m  
occupants of a  p leasan t cham ber in  tho  in n , 
w ith  an  outlook to  th e  river and  an o th e r to  
th e  road  which led ou t to  L a  
M aison de San te . Y u lah  h ad  come w ith  th e m  
on th e  boat a s  second-class passenger, an d  
had  he ld  no com m unication  w hatever w itli 
them , lest suspicion m ig h t in  som e way bo 
a ro u sed ; and  im m edia te ly  a fte r land ing  h a d  
taken  th e  road  to  th e  S an ita riu m , while B ea
trice  tried  in  vain  to  keep com posed and  q u ie t, 
and  aw ait th e  tu rn  of events. T h a t she  
should  actually  see Rossio th a t  n ig h t slid 
could n o t realize, an d  w hen abou t dark  a  
no te  was b rough t h e r  by  a  little  boy, h e r  
lim bs trem bled  so violently , and  she  fe lt ed 
fa in t and  giddy, as  to bo scarcely able  to  r e a l  
it.

T h e  no te  was as follows :
“ H ave a  big carriage a t  th e  so u th  gate , on<J 

little  ways off, a t eleven to -n igh t. G e t 
M ichael F a h e n —he  m y f r ie n d ; th is  hi§ l i i t l i  
b o y ; he  keeps th e  carriages.”

T h a t seem ed to  b rin g  R ossie very near, a n d  
Bee’s face was w hite as ashes a s  she  ques* 
tioned  th e  boy, who said  M ichael F a h e n  wa* 
h is  fa th e r, and  ren ted  carriages to  people, 
an d  if she liked he w ould b rin g  h im  to  tli«i 
room . M ichael was a  pow erfu lly-built m a n , 
who looked as if lie could  keep a  whole a rm y  
a t  bay by  th e  sheer s tren g th  of h is  fists, a n d  
w hen  to ld  w ha t was w anted  of h im , oc 
ra th e r  th a t  he  was to  w ait w itli 
th em  n e ar th e  sou th  ga te  of th e  M aison du  
S an te  a t eleven th a t  n igh t, sho t a t th em  n  
keen, qu ick  glance of intelligence and  com 
prehension  w hich m ado B eatrice  s in k  w itli 
fear, lest, a fte r all, th ey  should  fail. B u t h i * 
w ords an d  m a n n e r wero reassuring . H o  
could guess w ha t th ey  w anted , an d  he watf 
th e  m an  to  do it. H e d id  n o t believe in  th«l 
p la c e ; th e re  were m an y  th e re  who ought td  
be ou t. Yes, h e ’d  he lp  h e r ; he ’d drive th e m  
to V ienna, if n e c e ssa ry ; he  knew th e  soutlz 
gate, in  th e  re a r of th e  house, opening on  a» 
lonesom e and  unfrequen ted  road.

“ A nd I  shall succeed,” h e  said . “ M ichel 
F a h en  never f a i ls ; a rm s s trong , horses fleet,
and  Y ulah cunn ing  as th e  very  •”

H is confidence in  h im self in sp ired  th e m  
w ith  confidence in  h im , an d  a t  th e  tim e ap 
po in ted  th ey  were in  h is  carriage, a n d  en te r
ing  th e  narrow  road  w hich lay to  th e  rea r o f  
tho  M aison de S an te , and  m ore th a n  a  q u a r
te r  of a  m ile  d is tan t. T h a t portion  of t h s  
g rounds was filled w ith trees and  shrubbery* 
and  was n o t o ften  used  e ith e r fo r conven
ience o r p leasure  by th e  inm ates of th e  h ouse, 
th e  chim neys of which were by  day ligh t ju s t  
perceptib le th ro u g h  th e  ta ll, th ick  trees.

Bee could see n o th in g  in  th e  darkness ex
cept th c  occasional g lim m er of a  lig h t m ov
ing  from  p o in t to  p o in t, as  she sa t h a lf-fa in t
ing  w ith  nervous fear an d  im patience, w hile 
tho  clock in  th e  tow er firs t to ld  th e  h o u r of 
eleven, and  th e n  th e  q u arte r, and  th e n  th e  
ha lf, and  th e n ,—sure ly  th e re  w as a  footstep 
in  th e  direction  of th e  gate, and  a  voice she 
recognized as Y ulah’s called softly, “ M ichel, 
M ichel, are you th e re  ? H e lp  m e lif t h e r ; 
she  is dead or fa in ted , and  I ’ve b rought her 
all th e  w ay.”

“ C an any  of you ho ld  m y ho rses ?” M ichel 
asked, and  in  a n  in s ta n t  B eatrice  was a t 
th e ir  heads, p a ttin g  and  caressing, and  ta lk 
ing  to th em  in  th e  language all bru tes re 
cognize, w h e th er E n g lish  or G erm an, w hile 
M r. M orton  and  M ichel were a t  th e  gate, 
w hich w as h igh  and  locked, and  over w hich 
they  lifted  bodily a  figure w hich lay perfectly  
m otion less in  th e  a rm s of M ichel, who 
bore i t  to  th e  carriage and  la id  i t  
dow n gently , b u t n o t u n til B eatrice , w ith  
a  w om an’s fo rethough t h a s  m ade su re  who i t  
was.

She had  risked too  m uch  to  be d isap 
po in ted  now, and  b idding M ichel w ait a  m o 
m en t, she s truck  a  m a tc h  w ith  w hich sho 
had  prepared  herself, an d  holding  i t  close to  
the  inan im ate  fo rm  in  h is  a rm s, saw th e  
face she knew, b u t so w hite, and  w orn, 
and  still, w ith  tho  long, curling  lashes resting  
on  th e  pa llid  cheeks, w here tea rs  and suffer
ing  h a d  left th e ir  traces  in  dark, p u rp lish  
rings, th a t  w ith  a  gasping cry she said, “ Oh, 
Theo, i t ’s Rossie, b u t dead ; I  am  su re  she  
is dead .”

“ Now, M ichel, drive for your life 1” Y ulah  
exclaim ed, as she sprang to  th e  box beside 
h im , after having  seen Rossie carefully  lif ted  
in to  th e  carriage, w here she lay, supported  
m ostly  by M r. M orton, th ough  h e r  h ead  was 
on B eatrice’s lap, and  B eatrice’s h an d s  w ere 
busy unfasten ing  th e  w ater-proof hood, an d  
her tea rs  were flowing like ra in  on h e r face, 
which, even in  th e  darkness, looked g h ostly  
w hite and  corpse-like.

T he  m an n er of escape h a d  been  as follows 
The doctor h a d  died th a t  afte rnoon , an d  aa  
h is  disease h a d  undoubtedly  been  cho lera  in  
its  m ost m a lig n an t form , g rea t co n ste rn a tio n  
h ad  prevailed in  th e  bu ild ing  am ong th e  em 
ployees, som e of w hom  h ad  le ft, a n d  m ost of 
whom kep t as  fa r as  possible from  th e  w ing 
w here h e  h a d  died, an d  whero R ossie’s room  
was situa ted . Y u lah  alone w as fearless, and  
cam e an d  w ent as  u su a l, in  h e r  capacity  of 
a tte n d an t in  p lace  of M argo tte , who h ad  fled
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