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Q U E E N I E  H E T H E R T O N .

I t  w as, possibly, a  gen tle  h i n t  for R ein e tte  
to a s k  h e r  to  ta k e  th e  v acan t sea t opposite 
th e  tw o  yeung  lad ies ; and  if so, i t  w as n o t 
n o tic e d , a n d  th e y  passed  sw iftly  on  and  left 
th e  w om an sittiD g  th e re  alone, w ith  sw im 
m ing eyes, an d  a p ecu liar expression  on  h e r 
face , as she looked afte r th e  fa s t receding  car
riage. T h is  w as in  O ctober, an d  n o t long a f te r
ward M argery  s ta r tled  R einette  by  te llin g  her 
t h a t  she w as going fo r th e  w in te r to  Nice, 
an d  possibly to  R om e.

“  M other has n o t seem ed herself for several 
weeks.” she  said , and  I th in k  sbe  needs a 
change  of a ir ; besides, I  am  m ost au x io u s  to 
see I ta ly .”

A nd so, tw o weoks la te r th e  friends  bade 
each o th e r good-by, an d  a f te r  one o r two 
le tte rs  had  passed  betw een them , R einette  
w rote a s  follows :

“  Come hom e, M argery—com e back to 
P aris , w here  I  can  see you face to  face, for I  
m u s t n o t w rite  you an y  m ore. P a p a  h a s  fo r
b idden it .  H e  says  I  havo p len ty  to  occupy 
m y m in d  w ith  m usic, an d  dancing , an d  society, 
w ith o u t keep ing  up a  p rom iscuous  co rres
pondence ; and  w hen I  to ld  I r m  you w ere m y 
• n iy  co rresponden t, and  you w ere n o t p ro 
m iscuous, h e  said  i t  d id  n o t m a tte r , I  was no t 
to  w rite  even to  you. I  n ev er saw  h im  so 
decided a b o u t a n y th in g , and  w hen I  rebelled 
a n d  grew  angry , as  you know  I  d id, and  said 
I  would, he  grew an g rie r, and  said  I  
sh o u ld n ’t ; and  so I  p rom ised h im  th a t  th is  
shou ld  be m y la st. B u t w hen you re tu rn  I  
sh a ll m anage  to  see you a gain . So com e a t 
once, th a t ’s a  d ea r old M argery . P a ris  
is  so s tu p id  w ith o u t you, and  M adam e Isaac s  
fits  m e h o rr ib ly . Com e, M argery, com e.”

B h t M argery  n e ith e r  cam e n o r w ro te , and  
th e re  was silence betw een th e  tw o friends, 
w ho knew  n o th in g  of each  o th e r’s w herea
bou ts  u n til each  was s ta r tled  to  h e a r  th a t  th e  
o th e r  was in  A m erica.

Such wan in  p a rt th e  h is to ry  of M a rg e ry  
up  to  th e  day  w hen M iss E th e l R ossite r e n 
te re d  th o  room  w here she  was sewing, and  
a fte r m oving ab o u t a  little  a nd  inspec ting  the  
tr im m in g  of h e r  dress, began h esita tin g ly  :

“  B y th e  way, M iss L a  R ue, m y b ro th e r 
h a s  been  te llin g  u s  ab o u t our cousin , M iss 
R einette  H e th e rto n , who h a d  ju s t  com e from  
E u ro p e , a n d  she says she knew  a  M argery 
L a  R ue in  P a ris . I s  i t  possible she m eans 
you ? D id you ever know  any  one of th a t 
nam e ? ”

** Yes, oh  yes !”  a n d  M argery’s face w as a ll 
aglow w ith  excitem ent as she looked quickly  
up . “  ^ e s ,  M iss R ossite r ; y ou  m u s t excuse 
m e, b u t th e  door w as open, an d  I  could no t 
he lp  h earin g  som e th ings your b ro th e r said 
— he ta lked  so loud  ; and  I  know  it  is  my 
Q ueenie. I  alw ays called h e r  th a t  because 
sh e  bade m e do so. She is  th e  dearest 
friend  I  ever h ad , a n d  I  h ave  loved h e r  since 
th e  w in try  a fte rnoon  w hen  she b ro u g h t so 
m u ch  su n sh in e  in to  m y life—w hen she cam e 
in to  ou r d rea ry  hom e, in  h e r  scarle t and  rich 
erm ine , an d  sa t down on  th e  h a rd  old chair, 
and  acted  as if I  w ere h e r  equal, and 
sa id  how m uch  she  liked  m e, an d  m ade be 
lieve I  was she, Q ueenie H e th erto n , an d  she 
w as I ,  M argery L a  R ne, and  I  wore her 
•c a r le t cloak, and  she m y  poor, p la in  plaid, 
as  we drove in  th e  C ham ps d ’E lysees. And 
she  h a s  been  m y good angel ever since. She 
persuaded  h e r fa th e r to  send  m e to  th e  E n g 
lish  school w here she w as a pup il. She got 
m e a  s itu a tio n  a s  governess, and  w hen  I  re 
belled a g a in st th e  confinem ent and  tho  d e 
g ra d a tio n —for I  was only as a  block in  th e  
fa m ily —she persuaded  mo to  take  up  d ress
m ak in g , fo r w hich  I  h ad  a  ta len t, a n d  e n 
couraged an d  stood by  m e, an d  b rough t m e 
m o re  work th a n  an y  four of my o th e r  cu sto m 
ers . O h ,I would die for Q ueenie H e th e r to n  !” 

M argery h ad  ta lked  rap id ly , a n d  h e r blue 
eyes wero a lm ost black  in  h e r  eagerness and  
excitem ent, w hile E th e l lis tened  to  h e r  in 
ten tly , a n d  th o u g h t how  beau tifu l she  was, 
a n d  w ondered, too, w hen  o r w here  she  h ad  
seen  a  face like  th e  face of th is  fa ir F ren ch  
g irl, w hose accen t w as so p re tty  an d  whose 
m a n n e rs  were so perfect.

“  A nd she is  y ou r cousin ,”  M argery s a id ; 
“ th a t  is s tran g e , fo r I  alw ays u nders tood  th a t  
her m o th e r w as a n  E nglishw om an - o n e  of 
th e  nob ility , Q ueenie th o u g h t.”

E th e l colored a  little , and  re p lie d :
'* Y e s ; h e r  m o th e r  and  m ine  w ere sisters . 

M r. H e th e r to n ’s old hom e was in  M errivale. 
D id  y ou  ever see h im ? ”

“ Once, on  horseback , in  th e  Bois. I  was 
driv ing  w ith  h is  d au g h te r, and  she m ade him  
s to p  an d  ^peak to  us. H e  was very fine-look
ing  a n d  g en tlem an ly , b u t I  th o u g h t him  
proud  an d  reserved , a n d  I  believe h e  h ad  th a t 
n a m e  in  P a ris .”

M rs. R ossite r h ad  re tu rn e d  by th is  tim e, 
a n d , en te rin g  th e  room , jo ined  in  th e  conver
sa tio n , a sk ing  m an y  q uestions  of th e  H e th e r
to n s  an d  th e ir  life  in  P a ris  a n d  a t  C hateau  
des F leu rs , w bich M argery described  as a  p e r
fect palace of beau ty  an d  a rt.

“  I  was so happy  th e  su m m er I  sp en t th e re ,” 
she  sa id— “ h appy  in  m ak in g  believe i t  was 
m in e  in s te ad  of Q ueenie’s. T h is ‘m ak in g  be
lieve ’ was e u r  favorite  play, w hen I  was th e  
m is tre ss  an d  she  th e  guest, an d  I  wore h e r  
d resses  and  she w ore m in e  and  called  herself 
M argery . W e could h a rd ly  do th a t  now, for 
I  have grow n so ta ll, and  she  is a  wee b it of a 
c re a tu re .”

“  Is  she p re tty , as P h il savs she  is ?” G race 
asked , and  M argery  replied  :

“  You m ig h t n o t th in k  h e r  very p re tty  
w h en  she is qu ie t a n d  h e r  fea tu res  in  repose, 
b u t w hen  she is excited  an d  a n im a ted , she 
spark les, an d  glows, an d  flashes, and  shines, 
a s  if th e re  were a  b laze  of lig h t encirc ling  
h e r, an d  th e n  she is m ore  beau tifu l th a n  an y 
th in g  I  ever looked upon , an d  she takes  your 
b re a th  away w ith  h e r  b rilliancy  and  b rig h t 
ness.”

“ You m u s t have h ea rd  h e r  speak  o ften  of 
h e r  m o th e r, m y s is te r ,”  M rs. R ossite r said, 
a n d  M argery  replied  :

“  Y es, m any  tim es ; an d  a t  C h a teau  des 
F le u rs  th e re  was a  lovely p o rtra it  of M rs. 
H e th e r to n , tak en  in  cream y w hite sa tin , w ith  
pearls  on  h e r  neck  an d  in  h e r wavy h a ir . She 
m u s t have been beau tifu l. T here  is a  re 
sem blance, I  see, betw een you all an d  th a t  
portrait.”

“  D o you know  w here th a t  p o rtra it is  now ?” 
M rs. R ossite r asked ; an d  M argery  rep lied  by 
te llin g  h e r th a t ,  nearly  six  years  before, 
C h a teau  des F le u rs  w as b u rned , w ith 
a ll  th e re  was in  it ,  a n d  she  believed there  
w as now no  p o r tra i t of M rs. H e th e rto n  in  th e  
fam ily .

I t  seem ed so s tran g e  to  th e  R o ssite rs  th a t 
th is  fo reigner shou ld  know  so m uch’m ore  th a n  
them selves of th e  H e th erto n s, an d  fo r a  long 
tim e  th ey  con tinued  to  p ly  her w ith  questions 
concern ing  th e  new  cousin  w hom  th e y  had  
never seen.

A lte r a  tim e  P h il cam e sau n te rin g  in to  the  
room in  h is  u sual indo len t, easy m an n er, and 
was presen ted  to M argery, w hose blue eyes 
scanned him curiously  and  questioningly . 
She h a d  h ea rd  enough  of h is  conversation  to 
guess th a t  he w as a lready  fa r gone in  love 
with Q ueenie, a n d  she  was anx ious to  know 
w hat m a n n e r  of m an  he  was. S om eth ing  in 
his m a n n e r an d  th e  expression  of h is  face 
fa sc in a ted  h e r  s trangely , w hile he , in  tu rn , 
was equally  d raw n  tow ard  h e r  ; and  w hen a t 
last h e r  w ork w as done  and  she 
s ta r te d  for hom e, he  exclaim ed, u n d er his 
b re a th , as  h e  w atched h e r  going dow n th e  
street :

“  B y Jove, E th e l, if I  h ad  n ev er seen 
Queenie, I  shou ld  say th is  d ressm ak er of 
you rs  w as th e  loveliest w om an I  ever saw. 
Look a t  her, w iil you ? L ook  a t  th a t  figure, 
a u d  th e  w ay she  carries h e r  head , as  if ‘ to 
Abe m a n n e r  b o rn .’ I  don’t  w onder Queeni< 
irave* over h e r  ; such  eyes, an d  ha ir , and  com 
p lex io n — only  a  little  too m u ch  like th e  F ergu  
.so n s ; and  now  I  rem em ber Queenie said she 
was lik e  m e, I  m u s t be confounded good 
lo o k in g !”

“ O h, P h il, w hat a  conceited, va in  coxcomb 
ycea a re  ; b o th  h is  s is te rs  exclaim ed ; and  yet 
-there w as a  resem blance betw een th e  h a n d 
som e, fa ir-haired  P h il and  th e  yoang  g irl who 
was w alking  rap id ly  tow ard  th e  cottage w hert 
ghe a n d  her m o th e r h ad  room s.

"  Oh, m o th e r ,” M argery began, as she took 
©fi her hat an d  scarf a n d  began  to  a rrange

he r h a ir  before th e  little  m irro r, “  I  have such 
new s to -day  t Q ueen ie— M iss H e th e r to n —is 
h e re  !”

“  H e re  ! R e in e tte  H e th e rto n  h e r e ! and  
h e r f a th e r? ” M rs. L a  R ue exclaim ed, sp rin g 
in g  to h e r  feet as suddenly  as if a  b u lle t had  
pierced h e r.

B u t M argery’s back  w as tow ard  h e r , and  
she  d id  n o t seo how ag ita ted  she w as, o r how 
d e a th ly  w hite  she grew  a t  th e  reply .

“  H e r fa th e r.d ied  on  sh ipboard  ju s t ag they  
reached  New York, an d  Q ueenie is all alone 
in  M errivale.”

“  M r. H e th e rto n  dead  ! dead !” M rs. L a  
Ruo repeated , as she  dropped back in to  h e r 
chair, w hile th e  h o t blood su rged  fo ra  m om en t 
to  h e r  face and  th e n  le ft i t  pa llid  an d  gray as 
th e  face of a  corpse.

S om eth ing  u n n a tu ra l in  th e  tone  of h e r 
voice a ttra c ted  M argery, w ho tu rn e d  to  look 
a t  h e r.

“  W hy, m o th e r, w h a t is  i t?  A re y o u s ick ? ” 
she c r ie d , crossing  sw iftly  to h e r a n d  passing  
h er a rm  a ro u n d  h e r  as she leaned  back heavily 
in  th e  chair.

“  I ’ve been d izzy-like  all th e  m o rn in g . I t ’s 
n o th in g  ; i t  w ill soon pass off,” M rs. L a  R ue 
replied.

B u t w hen  M argery in s isted  th a t  she  should  
lie dow n and  be qu ie t, she  d id  n o t  re fu s e , 
b u t  Buffered h e r d au g h te r to  load h e r to  th e  
lounge and  b ring  h e r  th e  h a r ts h o rn  an d  c am 
phor.

“  C over m e u p , M argery ,” she said , as  a 
sh iv e r like  an  ague ch ill ran  th ro u g h  h e r  veins. 
“  I ’m  bo cold an d  shaky-like . T h ere , th a t  
will do ; and  now  s it down beside m e, an d  let 
m e ho ld  y ou r h a n d  w hile you  te ll m e of your 
frien d  and  h e r fa th e r, an d  how  he  died, and  
who to ld  you. I t  will in te re s t m e, m ay  be, 
and  m ake m e fo rget m y bad feelings.”

So M argery sa t down beside he r, a n d  took 
th e  h o t h a n d  w hich he ld  h e rs  w ith  a  grasp  
w hich was som etim es actually  pain fu l a s  th e  
na rra tiv e  proceeded, and  M argery to ld  a ll she 
had  h e a rd  from  th e  R ossiters.

“  A nd to  th in k , h e r  m o th e r was an  A m eri
can , a n d  th a t  th e  R ossite rs  a re  h e r  cousins, 
and  h e r  fa th e r’s old  hom e is  M errivale, 
w here I  have th o u g h t of going  ! Oh, if I 
could on ly  go th e ro  now  !" M argery said  ; 
b u t h e r  m o th e r  did n o t express su rp rise  a t 
an y th in g .

O n th e  co n tra ry , a m oro suspicious person  
th a n  M argery would h ave  said  th a t  th e  story  
was n o t new  to  h e r , for she occasionally  
asked som e questions w hich show ed Bomo 
know ledge of Q ueenie’s an teceden ts. B u t 
th is  M argery did  n o t observe. S h e  only 
th o u g h t h e r m o th e r a little  s trange  an d  sick, 
an d  w as g lad  w hen from  h e r  closed eyes and  
perfectly  m otionless figure ehe a rgued  th a t 
she w as sleeping.

Covering h e r  a  little  m ore closely an d  d ro p 
ping  th e  shade  so th a t  th e  lig h t should no t 
d is tu rb  her, she sto le softly  o u t, leaving th e  
w retched  w om an alone w ith  herself, fo r ehe 
w as w retched—was alw ays w retched even 
w hen th e  sm ile w as b rig h tes t on  h e r  lips ; 
and  now w ould seem  as if eome lig h tn in g  
shaf* ba^  s truck  to  the  dep th s  of h e r  con
science and  la sh ed  i t  in to  frenzy. C lenching 
ber fists toge ther so th a t  tho  na ils  le ft th e ir  
im press in  h e r  flesh , she w hispered :

‘•Dead 1 dead  ! F rederick  H e th e rto n  dead  ! 
and  she sole he iress of H e th e r to n  ! D ead  ! aud 
does th a t  re lease  m e from  m y  vow ? D o I 
wi3h  to  be released  ? No, oh, no , a  thousand  
tim es no  ? And ye t w hen she was ta lk in g  to 
m e I  fe lt as  if  I  m u s t scream  i t  o u t. Oh, 
Alargery ; oh , m y daugh te r, m y d au g h te r ! 
Dead ! And will h is  face h a u n t m e as hera 
ha s— th e  sweet pa le  face of h e r  w ho tru s ted  
m e so?  T h e re  su rely  is a  hell, and  I  have 
been in  i t  th is  m any  a y e a r ! M argery ! 
M argery 1”

“ D id  you call m e, m o th e r?  I  th o u g h t I 
h ea rd  m y  n am e ,” M argery said, open ing  th e  
door, and  looking  in to  th e  room .

“ No, no  ; go away. You w aken m e w hen 
I  w an t to  sleep ,” M rs. L a  R ue  said, a lm ost 
angrily , fo r th e  s ig h t of th a t  beau tifu l young  
face, and  th e  sound  of th a t  silvery voice n e a r
ly m ade h e r m ad  ; so M argery w ent away 
again , an d  left h e r  m o th e r alone to  figh t the 
dem ons of rem orse, w hich th e  new s of F re d 
eric H o tlie rto n ’s d ea th  had  a roused  w ith in  
her.

C H A P T E R  X V III.

OLD LETTERS.
R einette  was up  an d  a t h e r  w indow  on  the  

m orn ing  w hen  P h il le ft M errivale, an d  had  
h is  sea t been  on  th e  opposite  side of th e  car 
from  w hat i t  was, an d  h ad  h is  pow ers of v is
ion been  long enough  an d  stro n g  enough , he 
m ig h t have seen  a  little  p a ir  of w hite p lum p  
hands w aving k isses a n d  good-bys to  h im  as 
she tra in  sh o t u u d er th e  bridge, ro u n d  th e  
curve, an d  off in to  th o  sw am ps and  p la ins of 
E a s t  M errivale.

“ I  sh a ll m iss h im  so m u ch ,”  R einette  
th o u g h t. “ H e is ju s t  th e  n icest k in d  of a 
boy cousin a  g irl ever had . W e can  go all 
leng ths  w ithout th e  sligh test danger of falling  
in  love, fo r th a t  would be im possib le. F a lling  
in love m eans g e tting  m arried , an d  I  have 
been educa ted  too m u ch  like a  R om an  
C atholic ever to  m arry  m y cousin . I  would 
as soon m a rry  m y  bro ther, if I  h ad  one. 1 
th in k  i t  wicked, d isgusting  ! So, M r. P h il, I 
am  going to  have ju s t  th e  b e s t tim e  flirting  
with you th a t  ever a  g iri had . B u t w hat 
sh a ll I do w hile you are  gone ? M r. B eres
ford is  n ice, b u t I  c an ’t  f lir t w ith  h im . H e ’s 
too old an d  d ignified, and  h a s  such  a way of 
looking you  dow n.”

T h is m en ta l a llu s io n  to  M r. B eresford  re 
m inded  R ein ette  th a t  he  w as to com e th a t  
day fo r a n y  papers of h e r  fa th e r’s w hich she 
had  in  h e r  possession , and  th a t  she  m u s t look 
th em  over first. R ing ing  fo r P ie rre , she bade 
him  bring  h e r  th e  sm all black  tru n k  o r box 
in  w hich  h e r  fa th e r’s p riv a te  p ap ers  were 
kept. P ie rre  obeyed, an d  w as abou t leaving 
th e  room  w hen R ein e tte  bade h im  bring  a 
lighted  lam p an d  set i t  up o n  th e  h e a r th  of 
th e  open fireplace.

“  I  m ay  w ish to b u rn  som e of th e m ,” she 
said .

T h e  lam p  was b ro u g h t and  lighted , and 
th en  Queenie began h e r  ta sk , selecting  first 
all the  legal-looking  docum ents w hich  she 
knew m u s t p e rta in  s tric tly  to  h e r fa th e r’s 
business. A few of these  were in  E n g lish  
and  re la ted  to  affairs in  A m erica, b u t th e  
m ost w ere in  F ren ch  an d  p e rta in ed  to m a tte rs  
in  F ran c e  an d  S w itzerland , w here h e r fa th e r 
h e ld  p roperty . T hese  Q ueenie knew Mr. 
B eresford  could n o t well decipher w ithou t h e r 
help , an d  bo she  w ent carefu lly  over each 
docum ent, find ing  n o th in g  objectionable 
n o th in g  w hich  a  s tra n g er m u s t n o t see— 
n o th in g  m yste rious  to  h e r, though  one paper 
m ig h t seem  bo to  o thers . I t  w as da ted  abou t 
tw en ty  years before, an d  was ev iden tly  a  
copy of w ha t was in tended  as an  o rder se tting  
ap a rt a  c erta in  am o u n t of m oney, th e  in 
te rest to  be paid  sem i-annually  to  on e  C h ris
tin e  B odine in  re tu rn  for services ren d ered  ; 
th e  p rin c ip a l was placed in  th e  h an d s  of 
M essrs. P olignac, w ith in s tru c tio n s  to  pay 
the  in te re s t as  th e re in  provided to  th e  party  
nam ed, who, in  case of M r. H e th e r to n ’8 
d ea th , was to  receive th e  whole un less  orders 
to  tho  co n tra ry  shou ld  be previously given. 
T h is  p a p er R einette  read  two o r th ree  tim es, 
w ondering w ha t w ere th e  services for w hich 
h e r old n u rse  received th is  an n u ity , an d  
th in k in g , too, th a t  th e re  was a  chance  to  find 
her. The m oney m u s t have been paid , if 
she w ere living, and th ro u g h  th e  M essrs. 
Polignac she oould tra ce  h e r  and  b ring  h e r to 
Am erica.

“  I  o u g h t  to  h a v e  s o m e  s u c h  p e r s o n  liv in g  
w ith  m e, I  B uppose,”  she sa id , “  a n d  I  h a te  
a  m a id  a lw a y s  in  m y  ro o m  a n d  in  m y  w a y .”

T he business papers disposed of, an d  laid 
aw ay for M r. B eresford’s in spec tion , Q ueenie 
tu rn ed  n ex t to  th e  le tte rs , of w hich th e re  
were n o t very  m any. Som e from  M r. B eres 
ford on  b u s in e ss—one from  h e r fa th e r’s 
m o ther, M rs. G eneral H e th e rto n , w ritten  to 
h im  w hen  he w as a t  H arv ard , and  showing 
th a t  th e  w rite r w as a  lady  in  every thought 
and  feeling, and  one from  herself, w ritten  to 
her fa th e r  when he  w as in  A lgiers, and 
she on ly  ten  years o ld. I t  was a  perfect 
c h ild 's  le tte r, fu ll of d e ta ils  of life  a t th e  E n g  
lish  school.

“  Q ueenie’s  first le tte r  to  m e ,”  was w rit
te n  on  th e  label, ana  th e  w orn p ap er showed 
th a t i t  h a d  been  often  re a d  by th e  fond,proud 
fa th e r.

Over th is  R e in e tte ’s tea rs  fe ll in  to rren ts ,

for i t  to ld  how  m uch  sh e  h ad  been loved by 
th e  m a n  w hose h a n d  she seem ed to  
to u ch  as Bhe so rted  th e  le tte rs  h e  h ad  he ld  so 
o ften .

“  D arlin g  fa th e r ,”  she B obbed, “ th e re ’s 
n o th in g  h e re  th a t  a  s a in t from  H eaven  m ig h t 
n o t see ,” and  lay ing  aside th e  envelope w hich 
bore  h e r ch ild ish  su p ersc rip tion , sh e  took  up  
a  packet w hich to  h e r aris tocra tic  in s tin c ts  
seem ed ou t of p lace w ith  th o se  o th e r 
papers, in  w hich  th e re  lingered  s till a  fa in t 
odor of th e  costly  p erfum e h e r  fa th e r  alw ays 
used.

T here  were th ree  le tte rs  in  envelopes, in r 
closed in  one la rge  envelope, on  w hich  R e in 
e tte  recognized  h e r fa th e r’s  m onogram . T ak 
ing  o u t th e  la rgest one firs t she stud ied  i t  
carefully , n o tin g  th a t  th e  p ap er was cheap, 
th e  h an d w ritin g  cram ped an d  uneduca ted , 
and  C hateau  des F le u rs , to  w hich i t  w as d i
rected , spelled wrong.

“ I t  looks c o arse ; i t  feels coarse, and  i t  
sm ells coarse ,” Q ueenie said , e levating  h e r 
littlo  nose as sho cau g h t a  whiff of som ething 
very  d ifferen t from  th e  delicate perfum ery  
pervad ing  th e  o th e r papers. “  W ho sen t th is  
to  papa, an d  w h a t is i t  a b o u t? ” w ere th e  q u e s
tions  w hich passed  rap id ly  th ro u g h  h e r  m ind , 
as  she he ld  tho  w orn, soiled m issive betw een 
h e r th u m b  and  finger, an d  inspected  i t  cu ri
ously.

Once som eth ing  p rom pted  h e r to  re tu rn  i t  
w hence she  found  i t —to  p u t i t  aw ay from  h e r 
sigh t, and  never seek to  know  its  con ten ts. 
B u t w om an’s cu rio sity  overcam e every scruple, 
an d  she a t la s t drew th e  le tte r  itse lf from  th e  
envelope. I t  w as qu ite  a  la rg e  shee t, such 
as R ein e tte  knew  lad ies seldom  used, an d  th e  
fou r pages w ere closely w ritten  over, w hile 
th e re  seem ed to  be som eth ing  in s ide  w hich 
added to  its  bu lk

T u rn in g  h rs t  to  tho  la s t page Q ueenie 
g lanced a t  th e  s ig n a tu re , an d  saw  th e  two 
w ords “  F ro m  T in a ,”  b u t saw no  m ore, for 
th e  som eth ing  inside  w hich, slipp ing  down, 
d ropped  upon  h e r han d , a ro u n d  w hich  it 
coiled like a  liv ing  th in g , w ith a  g rasp  of rec
ogn ition . A tr e 3s of long, b lue-black  h a ir—a 
w om an’s h a i r —w ith ju s t a  tendency  to  wave 
p ercep tib le  a ll th ro u g h  it.

S hak ing  i t  off a s  if i t  h a d  been  a  snake, 
Q ueenie’s cheek paled  a  m om en t w ith  a  sen 
sation  she could n o t define, a n d  th e n , a s  she 
defined it ,  crim soned  w ith  sh am e  and  re 
sen tm en t ; re sen tm en t fo r th e  dead m o ther, 
who, she le lt, bad in  som e way been wronged, 
and  sham e for th e  dead fa th e r  to  whom 
som e o th e r w om an h ad  d a red  to  w rite , and  
send a  lock of ha ir.

“ W ho is th is  T in a  ? ” she  said , w ith  a  no t 
g leam  of anger in  h e r  black  eyes, and  hew  
d are  she send  th is  to  m y fa th e r—th e  bold, 
bad c reatu re  1 I  h a te  he r, w ith  h e r  vile 
black h a ir  1 ”  an d  she  g round  h e r little  h igh  
heel upon  tho  unconscious tre ss  of h a ir  as  i t  
had  been T in a  herself upon  w hom  she was 
tram p lin g . “  I ’ll b u rn  i t ,”  she said  a t  last, 
“  b u t I ’il never touch  i t  again .”

A nd reach ing  h e r  tongs, w hich stood upon 
th e  h e a r th ,  sbe took up  th e  offending h a ir  
an d  held it in  th e  lam p , w atch ing  i t  w ith  a 
g rim  feeling of satisfac tion , and  ye t w ith a 
sense of pa in , as i t  h issed , and  reddened, and  
charred  in  th c  flam e, and  w rithed  and  tw is
ted as if it h ad  been som eth ing  h u m a n  from  
which th e  life was going ou t.

T h ro u g h  th e  open w indow a  b re a th  of th e  
sweet sum m er a ir  cam e s tealing , and  catch ing  
up a  b it of the  b u rn t, crisped h a ir  carried  i t  to 
Q ueenine’s w hite  m orn ing  w rapper, w here it 
c lung  tenaciously  u n til  she  shook i t  off as if 
i t  had  been po llu tion .

“  T ina  ! ” she exclaim ed again . “ W ho, 
I ’d like to  know , is  T in a  ? ” T hen  
rem em bering  th e  su re st w ay to  fiijd o u t who 
she was, was to read  th e  le tte r, she  took i t  up 
ag a in , b u t h e s ita ted  a  m om ent as if he ld  back 
by som e unforseen  influence ; h e sita ted  as 
we som etim es hesita te  w hen s tand ing  on  the  
th resh o ld  of som e g rea t crisis of d anger in  
o u r lives. “  I f  i t ’s bad ,” she said , “ I  do n o t 
iw an t to  th in k  ill of h im . “  Oh, fa ther, it 
s n ’t  bad ; i t  m u s t n o t be b a d ; ”  and  th e  
h o t tea rs  cam e fas t, a s  th e  d au g h te r who had  
believed h e r  fa th e r  b o  pure  an d  good tu rn ed  
a t la s t to th e  firs t page to see w hat was writ* 
en  there .

I t  was dated  a t  M arseilles tw en ty  years  be
fore, and  b e g an :

“ D ear M r. H e th e rto n , a re  you w ondering 
w ho you do n o t h e a r  from  y ou r little  T in a  ?

“  M iss H e th e r to n , y ou r g ran d m o th er is 
h ere  ask ing  fo r y o u ,” cam e from  th e  door o u t
side w hich P ie rre  stood knocking, an d  s ta r t
ing, as if caugh t in  som o g u ilty  act, R einette  
p u t th e  le tte r  back  in  its  envelope, and  w ent 
dow n to  m eet h e r  g randm other, who had  
come over for w ha t she called a “  re a l sit- 
down v is it,” and  b ro u g h t h e r  w ork w ith  her.

T here  was no th in g  now left for R ein ette  but 
•to leave th e  le tte rs  and  devote herself to h e r 
guest, who s ta id  to  lunch , so th a t  i t  was no t 
u n til  a fte rnoon  th a t  Q ueenie found an  oppor
tu n ity  to  resum e th e  work of th e  m orn ing . 
M eanw hile h e r th o u g h ts  had  been busy , and  
over and  over again  she rep ea ted  to herself 
the  words, “ Y our little  T in a ,” u n til th ey  had  
assum ed  for h e r  a new  and  en tire ly  d ifferent 
m ean in g  from  th e  one she  had  given th em  in  
th e  first h e a t of h e r discovery. T here  m ig h t 
b e—nay , th e re  was no  sham e a tta ch in g  to 
th e m —no sham e in  th a t  b lue black tress  of 
h a ir  w hich  she could feel c u rling  a ro u n d  her 
fingers still, an d  see as i t  h issed  and  w rithed  
in  th e  flam a. T h e  le tte r  was w ritten  a fte r 
h e r  m o th e r’s d ea th . H e r fa th e r was h u m an  
— was like  o th e r m e n —and h is  fancy  had  
been caugh t by som e da rk -ha ired  girl of th e  
w orking class w ho called herself h is  “  L ittle  
T in a .”  She h a d  undoub ted ly  bew itched h im  
for a  tim e, so th a t  he  m ig h t have th o u g h t to 
m ake h e r h is  wife. H is  f irs t m arriag e  was 
w hat they  call a  m esa lliance ; and  here  
Q ueenie fe lt h e r  cheeks flush  h o tly  as if a 
w rong w as done to  h e r  m o ther, b u t she  m ean t 
n o n e ; she w as try in g  to  defend h e r f a th e r ; 
to save h is  m em ory  from  any  evil doing. If 
he  stooped once, he m ig h t again, and  th e  la st 
tim e T in a  was th e  object. H e had  m ea n t 
honorably  by h e r alw ays, an d  tir in g  of her 
H te r a  little , h ad  b roken  w ith  her, as  was 
o ften  done by th e  best of m en, Of a ll th is  
Q ueenie th o u g h t as she ta lked  w ith  h e r  g ra n d 
m o th e r, answ ering  h e r num berless questions 
of h e r  life in  F ran ce , and  h e r  p lan s  for 
th e  f u tu r e ; and  by th e  tim e th e  good 
lady  was gone and  she free to  go back to  h e r 
w ork, she h ad  changed  h e r m in d  w ith  regard  
to  T in a ’s le tte rs , an d  a  s tran g e  feeling of ha lf 
p ity  for th e  unknow n  g irl h ad  tak e n  posses
sion of h e r , m ak in g  h e r sh rin k  from  read ing  
h e r  words of love, if they  were inn o cen t and  
pure , as she fa in  w ould believe th e m  to  be, 
fo r th e  sake of h e r dead fa th e r  ; an d  if they  
were n o t innocen t an d  pure , “  I  do n o t wish 
to know  it. I  shou ld  h a te  h im —h a te  h im  
alw ays in h is  grave 1” she said, as she picked 
up th e  le tte r  and  reso lu te ly  p u t i t  back in  th e  
envelope w ith  th e  o th e r two.

Once she th o u g h t to  b u rn  th em , as she had  
th e  h a ir , and  th u s  p u t tem p ta tio n  away fo r
ever ; b u t as  often as she  he ld  th em  tow ard 
the lam p th e  had  ligh ted  again , as often 
som ething  checked he r, u n til  a  k ind  of super
stitious conviction  took possession of h e r th a t  
she m u s t n o t b u rn  those le tte rs  w ritten  by 
“ L ittle  T in a .”

“ B u t I ’ll never, never read  th e m ,”  she 
said ; and  d ropp ing  on h e r knees, w ith  th e  
package held tig h tly  in  h e r h an d , she  reg is
te red  a  vow th a t  as long  as she lived she 
would n o t seek to know  w h a t th e  le tte rs  con 
ta ined , un less c ircum stances should  arise 
w hich would m ake  th e  read ing  of th e m  a 
necessity.

T h is  la s t condition  cam e to h e r  m ind  she 
hard ly  knew  how  or why, for sbe h ad  no  idea 
th a t any  c ircum stances could arise which 
would m ake the  read ing  of th e  le tte rs  neses- 
sary.

Searching th rough  h e r  tru n k s  and  draw ers, 
she found lo u r paper boxes of d ifferen t sizes, 
and  p u ttin g  the  envelope in  th e  sm allest of 
them , placed th a t  in  th e  n ex t la rg e r size, and 
so on, w riting  upon th e  cover of tb e  la s t one,
“  To be b u rned  w ithout opening  in  case of 
my d ea tb .” T h en  ty in g  th e  lid securely w ith 
a strong  cord, ehe m ounted  upon  a ch a ir and  
placed th e  package upon  th e  topm ost shelf of 
th e  closet, w here  n e ith e r  she  n o r any  one 
could see it.

“ T here , little  b lack-haired  T in a ,”  she said, as 
she cam e dow n from  th e  c h a ir  and  ou t in to  her 
cham ber, ‘‘y ou r secret if you h a d  one w ith  
m y fa th e r, is  safe—n o t for your sake ,though ,

you b lue-black  haired, jad e  !”  an d  Q ueenie 
set h e r  foot dow n v iciously  ; “ n o t for you r 
sake, b u t fo r fa th e r’s, who m ig h t have been 
silly  enough  to  be c au g h t by your p re tty  face, 
and  to  be fla tte red  by you, for, of course, you 
ra n  a fte r h im , an d  w id o w e r r r "  f - >ls, I ’ve 
h ea rd  say .”

H av ing  th u s  se ttled  nae u . i ^ m a , a n d  
dism issed  h e r  from  h e r m in d  for th e  tim e 
being  a t least, Q ueenie w ent b.iok to  th e  r e 
m a in in g  package in  th e  bo x —th e  one tied  
w ith  a b lue ribbon , and  labeled  “ M argaret’s 
le tte rs .”

“  M other’s ,”  she said , softly , w ith  a  quick, 
gasping  b rea th  ; “ and  now I  sh a ll know 
som ething of h e r  a t  la s t ;** an d  she kissed  
tenderly  th e  tim e-w orn envelope w hich held  
h e r  m o th e r’s le tte rs .

T h e re  were n o t m a n y  of th em , and  they  
h ad  beeu w ritten  a t  long in te rva ls , an d  only 
in  answ er to  th e  h u sb an d ’s, i t  would seem , 
for she com plained  in  one th a t  he  w aited so 
long before rep ly ing  to h e r. Q ueenie fe lt no 
com punctions in  read ing  these  ; th ey  were 
som eth ing  w hich belonged to  he r, an d  sbe 
w ent th ro u g h  th em  rapid ly , w ith  b u rn in g  
cheeks, an d  eyea so  fu ll of te a rs  a t tim es th a t  
she could scarcely seo th e  delicate  h an d w rit
ing, so d ifferen t from  th a t  o ther, th e  blue- 
black h a ired  T in a ’s, as  she  m en ta lly  d esigna
ted h e r. A nd as Q ueenie read , th e r8 cam e 
over h e r a  feeling  of re sen tm en t and  anger 
tow ards th e  dead fa th e r, who, she fe lt sure, 
h a d  o ften  grieved a n d  neg lected  th e  young 
wife, w ho, though  she m ade no  com plaint, 
w rote  so sadly  and  dejectedly , and  begged 
h im  to  come hom e, and  n o t stay  se  long in 
those  fa r  off lands, w ith  people w hom  M ar
gare t d id  n o t like.

“  D ear F red erick ,”  she  w rote from  Rom e, 
“  pleaso come to  m e ; I  am  so lonely  w ith 
o u t you, and  th e  days aro so long, w ith  only 
C hris tine  fo r com pany , fo r I  seldom  go ou t 
except to  drive  on  th e  P in c ia n  o r C am pagna, 
and  so see scarcely any  one. C h ris tin e  is a 
g rea t com fort to  m e, an d  a n tic ipates  m y 
wishes a lm o st before I  know  th a t  I  have 
th em  m yself. S he is  as fa ith fu l an d  ten d e r 
as if she were m y m o th e r, in s tead  of m aid , 
an d  if I  shou ld  die you m u s t always be k ind 
to  h e r  fo r w hat she h a s  been to  m e. B u t 
oh, I  do so long fo r you, an d  I  th in k  I  could 
m ake you very  happy . You used  to  love m e, 
F rederick , w hen we w ere boy and  g irl in  dear 
old M errivale. H ow o ften  I  d ream  of hom e 
and  th e  shadow y woods by th e  pond w here 
we used  to  w alk  to g e th e r, and  th e  m oon
lig h t sails on  th e  river w hen we rowed in 
am ong th e  sw eet lilies, and  you said  I  was 
ovelier a n d  sw eeter th a n  they . You loved 
me th e n  ; do you  love m e now  as well ? I  
havo som etim es feared  you d id  n o t ; feared  
som eth ing  had  come between n s  w hich was 
w eaning you from  m e. D on’t  le t i t ,  F re d 
erick ; p u t i t  away from  you, w hatever it m ay 
be, an d  le t m e be y ou r Q ueen, your D aisy, 
your M argery ag a in  ; for I  do love you, my 
h u sb an d , m ore th a n  you can  guess, an d  I  
.want your love now w hen I  am  so sick, and 
tired , and  lonely. C hris tine  is w aiting  to  post 
th is  for m e, an d  so I  m u s t close w ith  a  kiss 
rig h t th e re  w here I  m ake th e  s ta r .  (*). P u t 
your lips th e re , F rederick , w here m in e  have 
been an d  th e n  we shall have k issed  each  o ther. 
T ru ly , lovingly and  longingly , your tired , sick 
M argery .”

“  M argery, M argery ? T h a t was th e n  her 
pet nam e, th e  nam e I  like th e  b est in  a ll tbe  
world, because of m y M argery ,” Q ueenie cried 
as h e r  tea rs  fell fa s t upon  th e  le tte r , w hich 
seem ed to h e r  like a  voice from  th e  dead. 
“ Poor m o th er, you  w ere n o t so very happy  
were you ? W hy d id  you  d ie ? I f  I  only  had  
you now, how  I  would love and  p e t y o u ,”  she 
said, as she passionately  kissed  th e  place h e r 
m o th er’s lips had  touched , an d  h e r  fa th e r’s 
too, she hoped, for how  could he  re s is t th a t  
touch ing  appeal. H e  m u s t have loved the  
w riter of th a t  le tte r, an d  y e t— and  y e t—th ere  
was a  c loud—a som eth ing  betw een th e  h u s 
band an d  wife w hich  cas t its  shadow  over 
th e ir  ch ild  an d  m ade h e r  weep b itte rly  as she 
w ondered w ha t th e  som eth ing  w as w hich had  
crept in  betw een h e r  fa th e r and  h is  tired , sick 
M argery. “  W as i t  th e  b lue-b lack  ha ired  
T in a ,”  she said , as  she  c lenched h e r fists to 
g e ther, a n d  th e n  beat th e  a ir  w ith  th em , as 
she  wotild have beaten  th e  blue black ha ired  
T in a  h ad  she  been  th e re  w ith  h e r. “ Poor 
m o th e r,” ehe said  again , “ so tired  an d  sick, 
w ith  no  one to  care  for h e r  b u t C hristine ,w ho  
was eo gocd to  h e r . I  know  now  why my 
fa th e r se ttled  th a t  m oney on  h e r ; i t  was be
cause she was so k ind  and  fa ith fu l to  m o th e r, 
who know s now , perhaps, th a t  fa th e r  d id  love 
h er m ore th a n  she th o u g h t ; for h e  did, I  am  
su re  he  d id  ; and  he  loved m e, too, an d  I  
believed h im  so noble and  tru e . Oh, fa ther, 
fa ther, forgive m e, b u t I  have lost som ething . 
I  canno t p u t i t  in  w o rd s—b u t—b u t—I  d o n ’t 
know w ha t I  m ean ,” an d  stooping  over th e  
package w hich held  h e r  m o th e r’s le tte rs , 
R eine|*e cried o u t loud, w ith  a  b itte r  sense of 
som eth ing  lo s t from  h e r fa th e r’s m em ory 
w hich had  been very sweet to  h e r. “ Oh, how 
m uch  has happened  since I  cam e to  A m erica, 
and  how long i t  seem s, a n d  how  old I  feel,and 
th e re  is  no  one to  te ll i t  to —no one to  ta lk  
w ith  a b o u t i t . ”

J u s t  th e n  th e re  was a  second knock a t  th e  
door, and  P ie rre  announced  M r. B eresford 
w aiting  in  th e  lib rary . H e was a  p rom pt 
business m an , an d  h ad  com e for th e  papers, 
R einette  knew , an d , b a th in g  h e r flushed 
cheeks, an d  c rum pling  h e r  wavy h a ir  m ore 
th a n  i t  was a lready  crum pled, she w ent down 
to  m eet h im , tak in g  th e  papers w ith  her, and  
try in g  to  seem  n a tu ra l and  gay, as if no tress 
of blue-black h a ir  had  been burned  in  h e r  
room , no  le tte rs  from  T in a  were h idden  away 
in h e r  clo83t, and  no  s ting  when she th o u g h t 
of h e r  fa th e r was h u r tin g  h e r  cruelly.

Q ueenie was a  perfect little  actress, and  
h e r  face was b righ t w ith  sm iles as she en tered  
th e  room  and  greeted  Mr. Beresford, who, be
ing  a close observer, saw th a t  som eth ing  nad  
been a g ita tin g  h e r, an d  guessed th a t  i t  was 
the  exam in ing  of h e r  fa th e r’s papers, w hich 
n a tu ra lly  would bring  b tc k  h e r  sorrow so 
freshly . T here  was a  g rea t p ity  in  h is  h e a r t 
fo r th is  lonely girl, a n d  h is  m an n e r was very 
sym pathetic  an d  gen tle  as he took  th e  box 
from  h e r  an d  said  :

“  I  am  afra id  th is  h a s  been too m uch  for 
you, going over th e m  bo soon.”

In s ta n tly  th e  g rea t te a rs  ga the red  in  h e r 
heavy  eyelashes, b u t did n o t fall, an d  only 
m ade  h e r  a ll th e  sw eeter and  p re ttie r, as  she 
sa t down beside h im  a n d  said :

“  I  m u s t read  som e of them  over fo r you, 
for I  do n ’t  believe yo u  u n d e rs tan d  F ren ch  
very well, do you  ?”

“ N ot a t a ll—n o t a t  a ll,” he  replied , 
g lad to  be th o u g h t ig n o ran t of even th e  
m onosyllable oui if by th is  m eans h e  could 
s it close to  h e r  and  w atch  h e r  d im pled  hands  
so rting  o u t th e  papers, an d  h ear h e r  silvery, 
b ird-like  voice, w ith  its  soft accent, t r a n s la 
tin g  w hat w as w ritten  in  th em  in to  E n g lish .

E sp ec ia l p a in s  d id  she tak e  to  m ake h im  
u n d e rs tan d  abou t th e  m oney  paid  to  C hris
t in e  B odine an d  why i t  w as paid.

“  She w as so k in d  to  m o ther, who req u est
ed h im  to  care  for he r. I ’ve been read ing  all 
abou t i t  in  m o th e r’s le tte rs  to  h im ,” she said, 
w ith o u t lif tin g  h e r  eyes to  h is  face, for in 
sp ite  of herself an d  h e r  avowed confidence 
in  h e r  fa th e r’s honor, th e re  was in  h e r  h e a rt 
a  feeling of degradation  w hen she rem em ber
ed T in a , as if th e  sham e, if sham e there  were, 
w as in  som e way a tta ch in g  to h e r and  rob 
b in g  h e r of som e of h e r self-respect.

B u t M r. B eresford had  no suspicion of T in a , 
o r an y th in g  else, and  on ly  th o u g h t how  love
ly she was an d  w h a t a  rem arkab le  ta le n t for 
u n d ers tan d in g  business she  developed, 
as th ey  w ent over th e  papers to  
g e th e r and  form ed a p re tty  fa ir  e stim ate  of 
the  value of th e  H e th e rto n  esta te ,

“ W hy, th e re  is over ha lf a  m illion , if all 
th is  is good,” she  said , looking up  a t him  
w ith  p leased  su rp rise . “ A nd I  am  so 
g lad , fo r I  like a g rea t deal of m oney.
I  have always had  it, and  shou ld  not 
know  w ha t to  do w ithou t it. I  w ant a g rea t 
deal fo r m yself, and  m ore for o th e r people.
I  ara going to give g ran d m a som e, because— 
w ell,” and  Queenie hesita ted  a  little , “ be 
cause I  w as m ean  to  h e r  a t th e  s ta tio n  when 
she claim ed m e ; and  I ’m going to  give some 
to  A u n t L yd ia , s© she  can  afford to  sell out 
h e r business, w hich is so obnoxious to  A nna, 
and  if th a t  girl down a t  th e  V ineyard  proves 
to  be m y M argery, I  sh a ll give h e r  m oney to 
buy  A u n t L yd ia  ou t, and  th e n  I  shall have 
h e r  a ll to  m yself, an d  you’ll b e fa llin g  in  love

w ith  h e r—rem em ber t h a t ! Y ou’ll be in  Jovq 
w ith  M argery L a  R ue th o  second tim e  you 
see h e r !”

“  M argery L a  R u e  I W ho is  she ?”  M r. 
B eresford  asked ; and  th e n  eam e o u t th e  sto ry  
of M argery m ixed  w ith  bo  ex trav ag an t praises 
of th e  young lady  th a t  M r. B eresford  began 
to feel a n  in te re s t in  h e r, a lth o u g h  th e  idea 
of fa lling  in  love w ith  h e r  w as s im ply  p repos
te rous. '

Splendid  as he  was, au d  sensib le , too, he  
h a d  a  good deal of foolish  p rid e  a n d  would 
have scouted  th e  th o u g h t of a  d ressm ak er 
ever becom ing M rs. A rth u r B eresford . T h a t 
lady w as to  be m ore  like th is  little  dark-eyed 
fairy  beside h im , who ch a tte red  on , te llin g  
h im  w hat she m ean t to  do w ith  h e r  h a lf m il
lion, w hich  i t  seem ed was lite ra lly  b u rn in g  
h e r  fingers. S he w ould give som e to  every
body who w as poor a n d  needed it ,  sem e to  a ll 
th e  m issio n aries  an d  chu rches , an d  even 
som e to  h im , if he  was s tra iten ed  and  needed

M r. B eresford  sm iled , a n d  th an k ed  h e r, and  
said  h e  would rem em ber h e r  offer ; an d  th e n  
she a d d e d :

“  I ’ll give som e to  P h il now , if  he  w an ts  it, 
to  c a iry  on  h is  b usiness. D oes i t  take  m uch  
m oney, M r. B eresford ? W h a t is h is  business 
— h is  profession ? I  d on ’t  th in k  I  know .”

“  I  do n ’t  th in k  he  h a s  a n y ,” M r. B eresford  
replied , and  R einette  exclaim ed :

“  N o business !. no  p rofession  1 T h a t’s 
sm ar t 1 E v e ry  young m an  o u g h t to  do so m e
th in g , fa th e r used  to  say . P ray , w ha t does 
P h il d o ?  H ow does he  pass h is  t im e ? ”

“  B y m ak ing  h im self generally  useful and  
agreeable,”  M r. B eresford said, an d  in  h is  
voice th e re  was a  tin g e  of irony , w hich Q ueenie 
detected  a t  once, an d  in s ta n tly  flam ed up  in  
defence of h e r  cousin.

“  Of course he  m akes h im se lf u sefu l and  
agreeab le—m ore agreeable th a n  any  person  I  
ever saw . I ’ve on ly  know n him  a  day  or two, 
an d  yet I  like h im  b e tte r th a n  anybody in  th e  
w orld except M argery .”

“ P h il o ugh t to  feel com plim ented  w ith  
y ou r opin ion , w hich , I  a ssu re  you, is well 
.m erited ,” M r. B eresford said , w hile a ho rrid  
feeling  of jea lousy  took  possession of h im .

W hy would g irls alw ays p refer a n  indo len t, 
easy-going, good-for-noth ing chap  like Ph il 
R ossiter, to  an  active, energetic , th o ro u g h 
going m a n  like h im self ? N ot th a t  h e  had  
heretofore  been  tro u b led  by  w h a t th e  girls 
preferred , for h e  cared  n o th in g  fo r th em  in 
th e  a b s t r a c t : b u t th is  restless , sparkling  
F ren c h  g irl was different, and  he  fe lt every 
nerve in  h is  body th r i l l  w ith  a  s trange  feeling 
of ecstasy  w hen a t p a rtin g  she la id  h e r 
soft, w arm  h a n d  on h is , a n d  looking  up 
a t  h im  w ith  h e r  b r ig h t e a rn es t eyes, sa id  to  
h im  :

“  Now you w ill w rite  a t  once to  M essrs. 
iPolignac and  inqu ire  abou t C hristine , and  I 
shall w rite , too  ; for I  must" find  h e r and 
b rin g  h e r  he re  to  live w ith  m e. G ran d m a 
says I  o ugh t to  have som ebody, som e m iddle- 
aged, respectable  w om an , as  a k ind  of g u a rd 
ia n —b ut, ugh  1 I  h a te  g uard ians  !”

“  Oh, I hope n o t ?”  M r. B eresford , said, 
laugh ing ly , m an ag in g  to  re ta in  th e  h a n d  
la id  in  h is  so n a tu ra lly . “ In  one sense I  
am  y e u r g uard ian , a n d  I  hope  you  d on ’t h a te  
n e . ”

“  C erta in ly  n o t,”  R einette  said. “ I  th in k  
yeu  are  very n ice. You are  fa th e r 's  friend , 
an d  lie said  I  m u s t like you, a n d  te ll you 
every th ing , a n d  I  do like you ever so m uch , 
t; ugh n o t th e  w ay I  do P b il. I  like h im  be- 
c :i«e liv is so good and  fa n n y ,a n d  m y  cousin , 
uiiu - well, because he  is P h il .”

“  H appy  P h il !” M r. B eresford  said . “  I  
w ish I  was good, a n d  fu n n y , and  your 
cousin ,” and  giving a  little  squeeze to  th e  
h an d  he  could have crushed , i t  was eo sm all 
an d  so ft,he  bade h e r  good a fte rn o o n ,an d  rode 
away.

“ I  hope he  is n o t fa lling  in  love w ith m e, 
for th a t  would be dreadfu l. F a llin g  in  love 
m eans m arry ing , and  I  w ouldn’t  m a rry  h im  
any  sooner th a n  I  would P h il . H e is too  old, 
and  dignified , and  poky,”  R einette  th o u g h t as 
she w atched h im  going  down th e  h ill, 
while he  was m en ta lly  reg iste ring  a  vow to  
en te r  tho  lis ts  and  com pete w ith  th e  young 
m an  who was so m u ch  liked  because he  was 
Phil.

C H A P T E R  X IX .

THE LITTLE LADT OF HETHERTON. 
W ith in  a  week a f te r  P h il’s d ep artu re  th e  

whole tow n w as fu ll of h e r, an d  ru m o r said  
she was ru n n in g  a w ild career, w ith  n o  one 
to advise o r check h e r  except M r. B eresford , 
who seem ed as c razy  a s  herself . E verybody  
th o u g h t h e r  w onderfully  b rig h t, an d  fresh , 
and  p re tty , b u t h e r  ways aston ished  th e  sober 
people of M errivale, w ho, neverthe less, were 
g rea tly  in te re s ted  an d  am used  w ith  w atching 
her as she  developed p hase  a fte r p hase  of h e r 
Yariable n a tu re —vis itin g  M r. B eresford a t  h is  
office tw o o r th ree  tim es a  day , ostensib ly  to  
tra n s la te  foreign  le tte rs  a n d  papers for h im , 
b u t really , i t  was said  by th e  gossips, to  see 
th e  m a n  h im s e lf ; galloping off m iles and  
m iles in to  th e  co u n try  on  h e r  sp irited  horse , 
w ith  th e  little  ©id F ren ch m an  in  a tte n d a n c e ; 
w orrying M rs. Je r ry  by hav ing  chocolate in  
h e r  room  in  th e  m o rn in g , b reak fasting  a t 
twelve, d in ing  a t  six , w ith  as m uch  cerem ony 
as if a  dozen people w ere seated  a t th e  tab le  
in s tead  of one lone g irl, who som etim es n ever 
touched  th e  d ishes p repared  w ith  so m uch  
caro—din ing , too , in  all so rts  of p laces as the  
fancy took h e r ; on  th e  n o rth  p iazza , on  th e  
sou th  p iazza , a n d  even in  th e  sum m er-house  ; 
giving h e r m oney away by th e  h u n d re d s  to 
th e  F ergusons, and  by th e  te n s , an d  fives, 
an d  ones to  a*ybody  who asked for i t ; s in k 
in g  a  little  fo rtune  on th e  g rounds a t H e th e r
ton  P lace, w hich she  was en tire ly  m e tam o r 
phosing , w ith  fifteen or tw en ty  m en  a t work 
th e re  a ll th e  tim e, w hile sho superin tended  
th em , a n d  gave th e m  lem onade o r root-beer 
two o r th re e  tim es a  day, an d  once h ad  trea ted  
th em  to  ice-cream , as an  incen tive  to  sw ifter 
labor.

Such  was th e  s ta te  of affairs w hen  P h il , 
im prov ing  th e  very  first opp o rtu n ity  for leave 
of absence, cam e back to  M errivale. I t  was 
10 a .m . w hen  he  reached  th e  s ta tio n , and  
exactly  ha lf-p ast te n  to  a  m in u te  when he  
found h im self a t H e th e r to n  Plaoe, h is  h and  
locked in  th a t  of Q ueenie, w ho, in  h e r  big 
garden  h a t,  w ith  trow el a n d  p run ing -kn ite , 
led h im  all over th e  g ronnds, 
w here th e  fifteen  m en  w ere a t work, 
p o in tin g  ou t h e r  im provem ents, and  
ask ing  w ha t he  th o u g h t of th em . A nd PhU, 
who h ad  p rom ised  h is  m o th e r to  check h is  
cousin if he  found  h e r  going on recklessly, 
as th e y  h ad  h ea rd  from  A nna , proved a very 
flunky, a n d  in s tead  of checking h e r, en te red  
h e a r t and  soul in to  h e r  p lan s, an d  even m ade 
suggestions as  to  how th ey  could be im 
proved. So useful, in  fac t, d id  he  m ake h im 
self, a n d i o m uch  skill and  ta ste  d id  he  dis 
play, th a t  Q ueenie forgot en tire ly  to  chide 
h im  for h is  lack of a profession . In d eed , ehe 
w as ra th e r  glad th a n  o therw ise th a t  he  had 
no  profession , as  i t  le ft h im  free to  be w ith 
h e r  all th e  tim e , an d  to becom e a t la s t the  
su p erin te n d en t of th e  w hole, w ith  th is  d iffer
ence, how ever, th a t  while he  d irected  th e  
m en , Q ueenie direoted h im , a n d  m ade h im  
h e r  very slave.

Q ueenie never sh ran k  from  a n y th in g , bn t 
p lunged h e r  w hite , fa ir  h an d s  in to  th e  d irt 
up to  h e r  w rists, w hile P h il took off h is  coat 
and  worked p a tien tly  a t  h e r side, tr a n s p la n t
ing  a  rose  bueh  o r geranium  to one place 
in  th e  m o rn in g , an d  in  th e  even ing  to  an o th e r, 
if so th e  fancy took  h is  m istress. She could 
n o t alw ays te ll w here she w anted  a  th in g  
u n til  she stud ied  th e  effect of c er ta in  posi
tions, and  th e n , if she d id  n o t like  it, if i t  did 
no t h a rm o n ize  w ith  th e  p ic tu re  she  w as form 
ing, i t  m u s t be m oved, she  said. A nd eo the  
m oving and  chang ing  w ent on , an d  people 
m arvelled  to  see how  rap id ly  w hat h a d  a t  first 
seem ed chaos an d  confusion  began  to  assum e 
proportions u n til th e  grounds bade fa ir  to be
com e m ore beau tifu l a n d  artis tio  th a n  any 
place w hich had  ever been seen in  th e  county . 
W hat h ad  been done  before Q ueenie’s a rrival 
was fo r th e  m ost p a rt unchanged , b u t th e  
rem ainder of th e  grounds were en tire ly  over
tu rn ed . T h e  p la teau  an d  sum m er house, on 
w hich Q ueenie had  se t h e r h e a rt, were m ade, 
and th e  terraces, and  th e  new walks, and  th e  
pastu re  land , w est of th e  house, was 
robbed of i ts  greensw ard  for tu rf  to  cover th e  
te rraces and  p la te au , w hich w ere w atered 
trwicb each day u n ti l  th e  w ell a n d  Cisterns

gave o u t, an d  th e n  th e  heavens, as if in  sy m 
p a th y  w ith  th e  w ork poured  o u t p len tifu l 
showers, a n d  so, n o tw ith s tan d in g  th a t  i t  was 
sum m er, th e  tu rf , a n d  th e  sh ru b s , a n d  th e  
vines, and  flowers were k e p t g reen  and  fresh , 
an d  scarcely s topped  th e ir  grow ing. E v e ry 
th in g  w ent on  beau tifu lly ,Q ueen ie  said ,as  she 
issu ed  h e r  o rders , an d , busy  as a  bee, w orked 
from  m o rn ing  till n ig h t, w ith  P h il alw ays in  
a tten d an ce , w hile even M r. B eresford  a t  la s t 
sau g h t th e  fever, an d  w ent h im se lf in to  th e  
b usiness  of p la n tin g  an d  tra n s p la n tin g , and  
w orking  in  th e  d irt. T he H e th e r to n  g a rd e n 
ers th e  people called th e  tw o young m en, 
P h il being  th e  head  an d  M r. B eresford  th e  
sub ; b u t lit tle  d id  th ey  care  fo r th e  m erry 
m aking , so long  as th a t  little , b rig h t, sp a rk 
ling  g irl worked w ith  th em  iu  th e  d irt , an d  
th e n  a t  n ig h t rew arded th e m  w ith  a  bouquet, 
w hich she  fa s ten ed  to  th e ir  b u tto n  holes 
s tand ing  up  on  tip to e  to  do i t ,  and  looking up 
a t  th e m  w ith  eyes th a t  n e a r ly  drove them  
crazy.

N or was H e th e r to n  P lace th e  on ly  spo t 
w here Q ueenie was busy. A few days a fte r 
P h il w ent to  th e  seashore  th e re  had  com e to 
h e r  a  le tte r  from  M argery , who w rote :

“  M y D a r l in g  Q o e e n ie ,— You do n o t know 
how  su rp rised  a n d  deligh ted  I  w as to  h ear 
th a t  you were in  A m erica, o r how  so rry  I  w as 
to h e a r  of y ou r loss. You m u s t be so lonely 
an d  sad , alone in  a s tran g e  co u n try . W h a t 
is M errivale like ? a n d  do you th in k  i t  would 
bo a  good p lace for m e ? Is  i t  n o t fu n n y  th a t  
I  h ad  th o u g h t to  com e th e re , and  h ave  a c tu 
ally  w ritten  to  a  M rs. F e rg u so n , w ho tu rn s  
o u t to  be y ou r a u n t ? B u t sho asks m ore for 
h e r business th a n  I  feel able  to  pay , and  so 
th e  p lan  h as  h een  a b an d o n ed  fo r th e  p re sen t. 
B u t I  m u s t see you, an d , rem em bering  a ll tb e  
k indness in  th e  years p a s t, you w ill n o t th in k  
m e in tru s iv e  w hen I  te ll you th a t  before th e  
su m m er is  gone I  am  com ing to  M errivale 
ju s t  to  look in to  y ou r dear eyes ag a in  and  
see if you are  changed . I  like y ou r 
a u n t a n d  cousin s so m u ch  ; th e y  a re  
genu ine  ladies, and  I  am  glad they  belong to  
you .”

T he first th in g  Q ueenie d id  a fte r read ing  
th is  le tte r  w as to  m o u n t h e r  ho rse  a n d  gallop 
in  h o t h a s te  to  th e  village, w here she  a s to n 
ished  M rs. L y d ia  F e rg u so n  by offering h e r  
m ore fo r h e r  business th a n  she h ad  dem anded  
of M iss L a  R ue.

“  I t  is  m y  M argery—m y friend , a n d  I  am  
going to  have  h e r  h e re  if I  tu rn  m y  ow n house 
in to  a d ressm ak er’s shop ,” she s-.id, an d  she 
ta lked  so fas t and  gesticu la ted  so rap id ly  th a t  
M rs. L y d ia  grew q u ite  bew ildered, b u t m a n 
aged to  com prehend  th a t  a p rice  was offered 
h e r  w hich  would be well for h e r  to  accept, as 
St m ig h t never be offered h e r again .

I TO BE CONTINUED.]

P L K V I tO -P iM E U lT I O lV lA .

A lca n a  f t  b e  A d o p te d  to  E x t e r m i a a l^  th e  
C o n ta g io n .

Specia l to  th e  B o s to n  H era ld .
W a s h in g t o n , Sep t. 12 .—D r. C harles P . 

L y m an , of Springfield, M ass., a  m em ber of 
th e  v e te rin a ry  staff of th e  a g ric u ltu ia l d e p a rt
m e n t, w ho re tu rn ed  from  E n g lan d  la s t week, 
left la s t n ig h t fo r B oston, w here  he  proposes 
to conduct h is  inv estig a tio n  in to  th e  origin of 
tho  p leuo -pneum on ia  he  discovered whii§ he 
was in  L iverpool, in  w estern  ca ttle  exported 
from  Boston. H e  will labo r in  h is  in v estig a 
tio n  u n til  O ctober 1st, by w hich tim e  he hopes 
to  conclude i t ; if n o t, he  w ill re sum e  i t  in  
N ovem ber, w hen  h e  has fin ished  som e o th e r 
specia l work. To your corresponden t D r. 
L y m an  said , ju s t  before he  left, th a t  he  begins 
h is  investigation  w ith  a  belief th a t  p leu ro 
pneu m o n ia  does n o t ex is t in  th e  W est or in  
M assachuse tts . T h e  investigation  will be a 
com plex an d  difficult ta sk . D r. L y m an  has 
th e  addresses of th e  bhippers of th e  cattle  
found  to  be infected  upo n  inspec tion  in  L iv er
pool, an d  will trace  th e  in spec tion  up  w ith 
th e ir  aid . © uring  h is  residence in  L iverpool, 
w hich ex tended  over fo u r o r five weeks, D r. 
L y m an , in  com pany w ith  th e  E n g lish  in sp ec 
to r, exam ined  every day  th e  lungs of A m erican 
cattle  landed  a t th a t  port. N ot a single  lung  
ou t of m ore th a n  10,000 p a ir  escaped th e ir  
rig id  in spec tion . T h e  lesions w hich ind ica te  
th e  presence of plearo -pneum on ir, w ere found 
upon b u t six  lungs. T hese  D r. L ym an  
b ro u g h t hom e w ith  h im . T hey w ere u n 
doubtedly  affected w ith p leuro-pneum onia . 
P ro fessor W illiam s of E d in b u rg h , who h as  
alw ays m a in ta in ed  th a t  p leuro-pneum onia  did 
n o t ex ist in  A m erican  cattle  b rough t in to  
E n g lan d , ad m itted  upon  exam ination , th a t  
th e  c a ttle  from  w hich  tho  lungs in  question  
were ta k e n  were in fec ted  w ith  th e  contagion . 
E v en  if  th is  em in en t v e te rin a ry  surgeon  had  
no t so expressed h im self, th e  E n g lish  au th o r
ities , upon th e  rep o rt of th e ir  in spec to r a t  
L iverpool, would have proclaim ed th e  infection 
of th e  cattle  exam ined. H av ing  ascerta ined  
by perso n al observation  th a t  tho  proposition  
th a t  B oston-sh ipped  W este rn  ca ttle  ure no t 
infected  w ith  p leuro-pneum onia  was u n te n 
able, D r. L y m an  w as obliged to abandon  h is  
a tte m p t to  secure a  m odification  of th e  E n g 
lish  re s tric tio n  so fa r a s  such  ca ttle  were 
concerned H e  could  n o t m ake a n  effort in 
behalf of New Y ork, P h ilade lph ia , B altim ore  
o r an y  o th e r E a s te rn  c ity , because p leu ro 
pneum on ia  ex ists  in  th e ir  v ic in ity . D r. L ym an  
th in k s  th e  only way a  m odification  of th e  
irk som e E n g lish  re s tric tio n  can  bo secured is 
th ro u g h  energetic  action  on th e  p a r t  of our 
G overnm en t d irected  to  m ake one o r m ore 
E a s te rn  p o rts  and  th e  rou tes lead ing  from  th e  
W est to  th em  en tire ly  above suspicion  of 
p leuro -pneum on ia  infection . T h ere  wili be 
no  re lax a tio n  on  tho  p a rt of G rea t B rita in  
u n til  som e m easu res a re  adop ted  by o u r G ov
e rn m e n t w hich will assu re  h e r  th a t  A m erican 
ca ttle  sh ipped  from  one o r m oro A m erican 
p o rts  are free from  th e  dreaded  contagion.

T h e  n u m b er of Amorioan ca ttle  im ported  
in to  E n g la n d  is abou t 30,000 per m on th . 
U n d e r ex isting  q u a ra n tin e  re s tric tions , these  
a re  all slaugh tered  on  th e  docks w ith in  a 
lim ited  n u m b er of days. Could th ey  be taken  
in lan d , th e y  would b rin g  $20 m ore per head  
th a n  they  do a 3 dead m eat. T herefore th e  
average loss per m o n th  to  th e  A m erican agri 
cu ltu ris t, upon  th e  w hole loss falls, is  about 
$60# 000. T h is  m ig h t be saved to  h im  and 
ou r p re sen t trad e  doubled and  quad rup led  if 
a ll c a ttle  sh ipped from  any  p o in t could b6 
sen t to  E n g lan d  free from  contagion. I f  Dr. 
L y m an  finds upon investigation  th a t  h is  six 
cases of p leuro-pneum onia  o rig inated  in  any  
one place heretofore  supposed free from  it, 
he  will recom m end its  ex te rm in a tio n  by p u r 
chase and  s lau g h ter of a ll infected  ca ttle . I t  
is  considered  possible to s tam p th e  disease 
out, w herever i t  ex ists, in  th is  m an n er. If  
C ongress au th o rizes  i t  and  app rop ria te s  the  
m oney i t  w ill be dene. T h is  would solve th e  
proplem  of how to  secure a m odification  of 
th e  E n g lish  re s tric tio n s  a t once.

— N aval dem o n stra tio n s  are w orth  abou t 
eighty-five cen ts  on th e  dollar.

— A head line  in  one of th e  m o rn in g  papers 
says : “  A utum n  leaves -’ F u n n y  she leaves 
so soon ; th o u g h t ehe h ad  come.

—T h e  P a rliam e n t of Jersey , w here som e of 
th e  F ren c h  Jesu its  have settled , is to  be 
moved to expel th em  from  th e  Is la n d , u n d er 
an  un rep ea led  s ta tu te  of George I I I .

— A n a tu ra l re s u lt of h a rd  tim es in  Ire land  
is a  decrease in  th e  n u m b er of m arriages . In  
1879 th e  n u m b e r was 23,213, or 3,596 below 
th e  average of th e  tw elve preceding years, and 
149 less th a n  th e  to ta l for Scotland, w here the 
popu la tion  is below th a t  of Ire la n d  by 1,802,- 
297.

— M. S agnier w rites in  th e  Econom ists  
F ranca is , th a t  each in te rn a tio n a l exposition 
since th a t  in  L ondon  in  1862 h a s  proved the  
g rea t advance in  th e  m ethods of v ine cu ltu re  
iu  Spain . T he consum ption  of w ine per 
in h a b ita n t in  Spain is  scarcely h a lf th a t 
of th e  indiv idual F ren ch m an , and  the 
exports  h ave  of la te  years  increased  enor 
m ously . In  1869 th e y  reached  1,857,842 
hecto litres ; in  1874, 2 ,i> 7 ,298 ; in  1878, 2,- 
672,168. W hile  S pa in  sends im m ense  q u a n 
titie s  of w ine to  F rance , F ran ce  sends scarcely 
any  in  com paiison  to  Spain . Of th e  w ine 
sen t by S pain  to  F ranoe , F ran ce  h a s  herself 
consum ed  about ha lf. Of th e  rem ainder, 
ih e  U n ited  S ta tes  and  S ou th  A m erica took 
th e  bulk . M uch of th e  so-called F ren c h  c la re t 
d ru n k  here  is rea lly  Span ish , and  sen t to 
F ran ce  w ith  a  view of g e ttin g  th e  B ordeaux 
Cnston House brand.

B io v r  E L iv iu sa loa ’s  W if e ’s Brittle P o i i o n i u g  
£*u «e W o r k e d .

S h o rtly  before 1 o’clock F riday  m orn ing , 
C harles L iv in g sto n , th e  youug m an  who n in e  
days previously  h a d  s ta r te d  in  on a  fo rty  two 
days fa s t a t No. 5 W illoughby s treet, B rook
lyn , sought o u t a  S ta r  repo rte r. To th e  scribe 
L iv ingston  delivered  h im se lf as  follows :

“  I  w an t th e  p ress to  set m e r ig h t w ith the  
public . I  q u it m y  fa s t la s t  n ig h t because I  
was to ld  th a t  m y  wife was po isoned . She is 
all r ig h t now , an d  in  tw o w eeks tim e  I  shall 
a t te m p t to fa s t again  in  New Y ork so as to  
prove to  th e  pub lic  th a t  I  am  n o  h u m b u g .”

“  How  m u ch  h ave  you e a ten  d u rin g  th e  la st 
n in e  days ?” th e  re p o rte r inqu ired .

“  I  d id n ’t  e a t an y th in g  u n ti l  abou t h a lf an  
h o u r ago. I  took  a  b iscu it a n d  tw o o r th re e  
glasses of beer, an d  I  w on’t  eat u n t i l  m orn ing . 
I  d o n ’t  feel a  b it  h u n g ry .”

“  D id  y o u r wife take  poison  ?”
“  I  do n ’t  know . S h e ’s all r ig h t now , a n y 

way, an d  I  guess she  w on’t in te rfere  w ith  m e 
th e  n e x t tim e .”

T h e  w a tch ers  who ea t up  w ith  L iv ingston  
n ig h t a n d  day  fo r n in e  days expressed  th e ir  
d isgust yeste rday  over w hat they  were pleased 
to  te rm , “  L iv in ^ sto n ’s foolishness in  g iv in ’ 
u p  fo r h is  w ife.” I t  appears th a t  w hen th e  
G erm an , w ho b ro u g h t th e  new s th a t  M rs. 
L iv in g sto n  was poisoned, induced  th e  fa s ter 
to  leave for hom e, one of th e  fa ith fu l w atch
ers , L o u is  G assert, a  G erm an  nob lem an , 
whose b an k  a cco u n t is a  trifle  sh o rt, chased 
L iv in g sto n  hom e. E n te r in g  th e  house w ith  
th e  faster, G assert satisfied  h im se lf th a t  M rs. 
L . was n o t dead , o r even dy ing . T h en , w ith  
a  keen  eye to  business , w hile L iv in g sto n , ha lf 
frig h ten ed  to  d eath , h u n g  over h is  wife, G as
se rt said , reproachfully  :

“  M r. L iv ingston , a in ’t  you  g o in ’ back to  
go on  w ith  th e  fa s t ? I ’ve got o rders  to  w atch  
you, and  I ’m  h e re .”

“  B u t m y  wife 1” exclaim ed L iv in g sto n .
“  I  a in ’t  got n o th in g  to  do  w ith  h e r  ; i t ’s 

you  I ’m  looking o u t for,”  replied  th e  zealous 
w atcher.

W h en  L iv in g sto n  declared th a t  h e  would 
never, never leave h is  wife, G assert, re p re s s 
ing  a  stro n g  in c lin a tio n  to  knock th e  fa s ter 
dow n, le ft in  d isgust.

M r. T h o m as F ie ld s , an o th e r  w atcher, was 
w ildly d isgusted  : “  I t ’s all L iv iu g sto n ’s
wife’s ia u lt ,” said  h e . “ W hen  th e  fa s t was 
begun  she w as crazy  for i t  to  go, th e n  a  day 
o r so ago she took i t  in to  h e r  h ead  to  b reak  
th e  fa s t u p .”

“  H ow  ?”
“ W hy  she  com es to m e and  says she  : ‘1 

can  b u s t th is  fa s t by say in ’ one w ord .’ ‘And 
w ha t is th a t  word, m adam e V says I. ‘I  can 
say  th a t  C harley  a te ,’ says she. ‘My good 
lady ,’ says I ,  ‘w h a t is th a t  word ?’ Says s h e : 
‘H e a te .’ ‘M y good lady ,’ says I ,  fo r I  d id n ’t
w ant to  bo d isrespectfu l, ‘th a t ’s a  d  lie ;
he  d id n ’t  e a t n o th in ’ sinco I ’ve been  w a tch in ’ 
h im  th ese  e ig h t day s.’ ”

“  D id  any  doctor exam ine  L iv in g sto n  ?” 
“ Y es; D r. V a llian t of T w enty-seven th  

s tree t, New Y ork. T h e  D octor said  L iv in g 
sto n  was a  fu n n y o n n y  m a n , o r som e such  b ig  
Ph ilad e lp h ia  word. H e said  he  w as s tro n g er 
for a fa s t th a n  D r. T a n n e r .”

“  D id M rs. L iv ingston  ta k e  poison ?”
“ N ot as m uch  as I  tak e  every day. She 

had  a little  cup  w ith  som e bedbug poison and  
w a ter in  i t  alongside of h e r bed , b u t she  d id n ’t  
sw aller i t .  I  d o n ’t  w an t to  be  lie-bell-vous, 
b u t i t ’s m y  op in ion  she could tak e  a  pailfu l. 
W hy, she to ld  us she h ad  th e  h e a r t disease 
(you seen  h e r, she  w eighed n e a r  200 pounds) 
an d  you’d  th in k  she h ad  th e  h e a r t d isease if 
y o u ’d  a-seen h e r  a -k issin ’ C harley— h e r 
C harley . She used  to  be a p red estr ian  w alker 
u n d e r th e  n am e  of M m e. W alden .”

“  D oes L iv in g sto n ’s m an ag er lose m uch  by 
tho  fa s te r’s fa ilu re?”

“ T h a t’s one of th e  th in g s  th a t  b o th e rs  m e. 
M r. M urphy  took  ho ld  of L iv in g sto n  and  
w ent to g re a t expense. H e fitted  up  th e  hall 
w ith  th e  m ost valuable  p a in tin g s , b o u g h t a 
p iano  and  p u t B russels  c arp e t on  th e  floor 
A nd he  was on  th e  p o in t of h irin g  G ilm ore’s 
B and . M rs, L iv in g sto n  is to  b lam e ; sh e ’s a 
nice, respectable  lady , on ly  a  little  too  
c ran k y .”

M rs. L iv in g sto n  is recovering , an d  h e r  
good-natu red  h u sb an d  is  h a p p y .”

FRO.TI ISIS FAST.

W t t ¥  H E  W A S  G K A l £ F D I i .

T h e re  w as q u ite  a  hubb u b  in  th e  p riso n ers  
pen  a t  th e  T om bs Police C ourt yeste rday , 
w here a  voice like a  Sandy  H ook  fog h o rn  was 
sh o u tin g  “  R ah  1” in  an  e ssen tia lly  cheerfu l 
and  e n th u sias tic  m an n e r, an d  p resen tly  a 
bald -headed  m a n  was pro jected , who bo re  up  
against th e  ra ilings , w inked p lea san tly  a t  th e  
m ag is tra te  and  bawled “  R ah  I”  ag a in  w ith  a ll 
h is  m ig h t.

“  You do seem  to  be jo lly , a t  a ll e v e n ts ,” 
said  h is  H onor, eyeing th e  new  com er from  
h ead  to  foot.

“  Jo lly ’s no  word fo r i t , ” cried  th e  o ther, 
rap tu ro u sly . “  I ’m  b ilin ’ over. I ’m  ju s t  a- 
b u s tin ’ an d  c an ’t  be held  in  nohow . H e a r  
th e  new s ?”

H is  H o n o r’s face becam e dark  as a th u n d e r
cloud, an d  he  toyed th rea ten in g ly  w ith  a  
five-pound in k s ta n d  and  som e o th e r  p ro 
jectiles as he  asked, w ith  seem ing  care less
n e ss  :

“  News 1 W h at new s ?”
“ T h e  new s from  M aine .”
T h e  jud ic ia l h a n d  closed upon th e  n eares t 

m issile , b n t, con tro lling  h im self w ith  a n  
effort, h is  H o n o r sa id  severely :

“  Tako care  th a t  you d on ’t  rep ea t th a t .  T h e  
consequences m ay  be fa ta l. T h e re  a re  cases 
when m en m ay  n o t be responsib le  for th e ir  
actions. Now, as to  th is  d ru n k , y o u ’re  fined 
$10 fo r i t . ”

T h e  p riso n er w as th e  p ic tu re  of a m a ze 
m e n t. “  T en  do lla rs  !”  he  said . “  P lease  
te ll m e, is su m m at a  m a tte r  w ith  m y  b e a r in ' 
or is  th is  a  dream . T en  do lla rs  for celebrat- 
in ’ a  even t in  th e  n a tio n ’s h is to ry  ! W ot 
a re  we co rn in ’ to  ? Is  p a trio tism  dead, I  
w ender ?”

“  Oh, I  guess p a tr io tism ’s all r ig h t ,” said  
th e  m ag is tra te , “  b u t th e  price  of d ru n k s  h a s  
n o t d im in ished  in  th is  cou rt. Y ou do n ’t  look 
as if  politics h ad  dona m uch  fo r you  anyw ay, 
a n d  I  th in k  i t  would s tan d  y ou  in  to  look up 
a job  in s tead  of going ro u n d  a n d  h o o tin g  
ab o u t M aine.”

“  P o litics  done n u th in ’ fo r m e ?” said  th e  
p riso n er, and  h is  voice was low and  sad. 
“  Jedge, w us you over a t a  S ix th  w ard  p rim  
a ry  ?”

“  I  never w as.”
“ A nd never go t jam m ed  a ro u n d  and  

k n o tted  up  and  s tra igh tened  ou t ag a in  a s  we 
used for to be in  th em  g ran d  old tim es now 
passed  aw ay ?”

“ T h a n k  H eaven , n o .”
“ Oh, you k in  afford te r  be cool an d  no t 

give a  cuss,” said  th e  p risoner, b rig h ten in g  
up. “  B u t h ad  you b in  a ro u n d  in  th em  days 
yo u ’d lig h t o u t now  yerself and  h u rra h  fo r 
every spo t in  M aine from  M attaw am keag  to  
M oosam aguntic, if i t  give you th e  lockjaw  
o pronounce them . I  was a ro u n d  in  th e m  

days, Jedge, and  you k in  b e t I ’m  a  g ra te fu l 
m a n .”

— L ord  G ifford, who d is tin g u ish ed  h im se l 
fo r g a llan try  d u rin g  th e  A sh an tee  war. an d  
won th e  V ictoria  cross, h a s  been appo in ted  
C olonial S ecre ta ry  of W estern  A u stra lia , and  
S enior M em ber of th e  L egisla tive  C ouncil. 
A poor peer is a  difficult person  to  he lp  now 
adays. “  P a te n t p laces” a re  of th e  p a st. 
T h u s th e  M arquis of N orm ndy  h a d  to  accept 
a  th ird -ra te  C olonial G overnorsh ip  som e years  
ago, an d  L ord  Gifford, a lbe it a  g a lla n t and  
d is tingu ished  officer, is  re lega ted  to  th e  poor- 
lest place in  th e  an tipodes. L o rd  Gifford'* 
g ran d -fa th e r, son of a  g rocer a t E x e te r, w as 
M aster of th e  R olls. T h e  p re sen t peer is n e a r 
ly re la ted  to  L ad y  S a lisbury .

— T h e  to m b  of M r. P ercival H a i t ,  of J.u l- 
lingstone  castle , E n g lan d , ancesto r of S ir 
W illiam  H art-D yke  (L ord B eaconsfie ld ’s 
“ w h ipper-in”  in  th e  H ouse of C om m ons), is  
inscribed  : “ T he  cu rious in sp ec to r of these
m o n u m en ts  will see a  sh o rt accoun t ef a n  
an c ien t fam ily , for m ore th a n  fou r cen tu ries 
c o n ten t w ith  a  m odera te  e sta te , n o t w asted  by 
luxury  no r increased  by avarice. M ay th e ir  
posterity , em u la tin g  th e ir  v irtues, long  en joy  
th e ir  possessions.” T h is  in scrip tio n  b e a r i  
th e  d a te  of 1738.


