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At the sound of her voice the same tremor
which had runthrough Margery’s frame when
Grandmu Ferguson came in, returned, and
this time with greater intensity.  There was
a faint, moaning cry, which sounded like,
“ Queenie, oh, Queenie !” and, stepping for-
ward, the physician said:

“ Speak to her again, Miss Hetherton. She
»eems to know you, and we must rouse her,
or she will die.”

Thus importuned, Beinette knelt beside
her friend, covering her face and hand with
kisses, and saying to her, softly:

“ Dear Margery, do you know me? | am
Queenie—little Queenie.  Speak to me Mar-
gery, if you can, and tell me what ie the
matter? What made yousick so suddenly?”

“No, nol oh, nol Go away1l | can’t bear
itl You hurt?” Margery said, as she tried to
disengage her hand from Reinette. And those
were the only words she spoke for several
days, during which she lay perfectly still,
never moving hand or foot, but apparently
eonscious most of the time of what was pass-
ing around her, and always seeming happier
when Grandma Ferguton was with her, and
agitated when Beinette came in, with her
caresses and words of sympathy and love.

It was a most singular case, and greatly
puzzled the physician, who said once to Bei-
nette :

“ 1t seems like some mental Bhock more
than a bodily ailment. Do you know if any-
thing has happened to disturb her, which,
added to over fatigue, mightproduce this utter
and sudden prostration ?”

Queenie hesitated a moment, and then re-
plied :

“ She did hear something whioh surprised
her greatly, but I should hardly think it suffi-
cient to affect her so much.”

" Temperaments differ,” the doctor replied,
while Queenie thought to herself :

“ Can it be possible that Margery takes her
mother’s silence so to heart, and does she
fear that if will make any difference in my
love for her ? Itcannot; it shallnot;and I will
prove it to her.

After this Queenie took np her abode, for
the time being, at the cottage, of which she
was really the head, for Mrs. La Eue seemed
to have lost her senses, and did nothing but
sit by Margery and watch her with a pertina-
city and earnestness whioh annoyed the sick
girl, whon she came to realize what was pass-
ing around her, and made her try to escape
the steady gaze of those strange eyes always
watching her.

“Don’t look at me she said one day.
4 Move back, please, where | cannot see you.”

W ithout a word Mrs. La Rue moved back
into the Bhadow, but did not leave the room
except at intervals to eat and sleep, and thus
the whole charge of the cottage fell upon Bein-
ette, who developed a wonderful talent for
housekeeping, and saw to everything. Much
of her time, however, was passed with Mar-
gery, on whom she lavished so much love
that her caresses seemed at times toworry the
sick girl, who would moan a little and shrink
away from her.

“ Whatis it, Margie, darlingt Do I tire
you ?” Reinette asked her, one day, when they
were alone for a few moments, and Margery
had seemed uneasy and restless.

For a moment Margery did not answer, but
lay with her eyes shut while the great tears
rolled down her cheeks ; then, suddenly rais-
ing herself in bed, she threw her arms around
Beinette’s neok and sobbed out:

“ Oh, Queenie, Queenie, you do not know, |
eannot tell you, how much | love you, more
than | ever did before, and yet | am so sorry ;
but you will love me always, whatever hap-
pens, won’t you ?”

" Why, yes, Margery. W hat oan happen,
and why shouldn’t | love you ?” Queenie
asked as she held the beautiful golden head
against her bosom, and kissed the quivering
lips. “Margery,” she continued, “do you
feel so badly because of your mother’ssilense ?
She has explained it to me,and | am satisfied.
Don’t let that trouble you any more. No
others besides ourselves need know who she
i>, and thus all talk aud comment will b
spared.”

“ I know, | know,” Margery replied, “but,
Queenie, you told me you believed there was
something else—some other reason, and you
meant to write to France ; do you mean it
«till 1 Will you try to find it out ?”

“Yes, | think so,” Queenie answered,
“just for my own curiosity. | shall make no
bad use of it. | shall not harm you.”

“ No, no ; you must not seek to know,”
Margery exclaimed, with energy. “There
was something, Queenie. I have wrung it
from her. She offended your father, who for
bade her coming near him or you. She did
right to keep silent. She ought not to have
spoken. And, Queenie, if you love me, pro-
mise me you will nevertry t o find it out—
never write to any one in France. Promise,
or | shall certainly go mad.”

She had disengaged herself from Queenie’s
embrace, but was sitting upright in bed,
with a look upon her face like one who was
really losing her senses. It startled Beinette,
who answered unhesitatingly :

“ | promise. | will not write to any one
in France, but maybe you will tell me some
time. Will you Margery ?”

“ Never—never, so help me Heaven I’ was
the emphatic reply, as Margery fell back
among her pillows wholly exhausted.

For a moment Beinette stood looking curi-
ously at her;then seating herself npon the
tide of the bed, and taking Margery’s hand,
mhe said:

“You make me half repent my promise,
made without stopping to consider, for my
curiosity is very great. But | shall keep it,
do not fear; only tell me this- was it any-
thing very dreadfal whioh your mother did to
make my father angry ?”

“ Yes,” Margery replied; “it was very
dreadful—it would make you hate her and
me, too, if you knew. Don’t, Queenie—dont
talk to me or any one about it. Don’t men-
tion it again, ever.”

“But tell me one thing more,” Queenie
persisted; “ | have a right to know. Was my
father at all to blame 7 Was he involved in
it?”

She held her breath for the answer, and
looked earnestly at Margery, whose eyes grew
larger and brighter, and whose face was scar-
let as she answered at last:

“ At first he was in the wrong, some would
«ay, while others would wink at it, but for
the last, the part where | blame mother most,
he was not to blame.”

“ Thank God for that,” Queenie exclaimed,
joyfully, while her tears fellin torrents. “ Oh,
mMargery, you don’t know what a load you
have taken from me - a load | did not mean
any one should eversuspect, because—because
—Margery, | don’t mind telling you—I've
ha Borne dreadfal thoughts about papa and
Christine—thoughts which dishonored him
in hie grave and insulted you through your
mother, but now they are all gone. Forgive
me, Margery, do,” she continued, as she saw
a strange look leap into her friend’s eyes, a
look which she construed into one of resent-
ment toward her for having harbored a suspi-
cion of her mother, but which arose from a
widely different reason, and was born of bitter
shame and a great pity for herself.

“ I've nothing to forgive, at leastin you,”
Margery said, as she covered Queenie’s hands
with kisses and tears, which fell so fast and
so long that Queenie became alarmed, and
tried to comfort ana quiet her.

“ Don’t, Margie, don’t,” she said ; “ it dis-
tresses me to see you so disturbed. If father
was not to blame I do not care for the rest—
do not mind it in the least, but I could not
bear disgrace through him whom 1| have loved
and honored so much.”

“ You shall never have it to bear, darling;
never, never,” Margery exclaimed, and
Reinette little dreamed how much the girl
was thrusting from her, or how terrible the
temptation which for one brief instant almost
overcame her.

But she put it down, and in her heart
registered a far more solemn vow than her
lips had uttered that never, through any in-
strumentality of bers, thould Queenie know

what she knew and what had affected her so
powerfully, taking away all her strength and
seemingly all her vitality so that she did not
rally or take the slightest intereit in any-
thing about her. Every day Grandma Fer-
guson came to the cottage to inquire after
her and ascertain the probabilities of her
being able to make the brown silk in time
for the grand wedding whioh was to come off
soon, and was the theme of so much gossip.
At last, finding there was no prospect that
Miss La Rue could make it, she took it to
West Merrivale, but before doing so ques-
tioned Margery closely as to how it should be
made and trimmed. She had the utmost con-
fidence in Margery’s taste, and weak and list-
less as she was, Margery entered heart and
soul into the details ot trimming, and told the
old lady just wiiat to have done and how, and
when Reinette protested against it, saying it
tired and worried her so much, she replied:

“It neither tires nor worries me. | like to
tell her—like to please her—like to have her
here in the room with me. I wish her to
come every day.”

So every day grandma came with Her knit-
ting work and some little delicacy for the sick
girl, who would smile so sweetly upon her,
and sometimes draw the old face down beside

own aud kiss it lovingly.

At last the physician said Margery must
have a change or she would not rally, and
then Reinette insisted upon taking her to
Hethorton Place, whioh would be change
enough.

“She will be so quiet there, with nothing
to excite her, and | shall take care of her all
alone. You, | suppose, willhave to stay here
and see to the cottage,” she said to Mrs. La
Rue, who assented in silence, for she knew
that her presence was a constant source of
pain and excitement to Margery, who un-
doubtedly would improve more rapidly away
from her.

But she doubted if Hetherton Place were
the spot to take her, and Margery doubted,
too, and shrank from going there with a per-
tinacity which almost offended Queenie, who,
nevertheless, carried her point, and bore her
off in triumph, leaving Mrs. La Rue alone in
the cottage to combat her remorse and misery
as best she could. Everything which love
could devise or money do was done to make
Margery happy at Hetherton Place. The sit-
ting-room and sleeping-room across the hall
from Reinette’s, which were to have been Mr.
Hetherton’s, were given to her, and all the
rarest, costliest flowers in the greenhouse
were brought to beautify them, and make
them brightand summery. And there the
two girls took their meals, and sat and talked
or rather Queenie talked, while Margery lis-
tened, with her hands folded listlessly to-
gether, and her eyes oftentimes shut, while
around her mouth there was a firm, set ex-
pression, as if she were constantly fighting
something back, rather than listening to
Reinette, who chatted gayly on, now telling
how delightful it seemed to have Margery
there, and how she wished she could keep her
always.

“You ought to have just such-a home as
this. It sifits you, or rather you suit it, better
than the cottage where it is work, work all
the time, for people who are some of them
sniffy enough to think you beneath them be-
cause you earn your own living,” she said,
one afternoon when they sat in the gathering
darkness, with no lightin the room, save that
which came from the fire in the grate. “Yes,”
Reinette continued, “ | do believe you would
make a fitter mistress of Hetherton Place
than | do. You are always so quiet, and dig-
nified, and lady-like, while I am hot and im-
pulsive, more a child of the people, and do
and say things which shock my high-bred
oousins, Ethel and Grace.”

Margery did not reply, but her fingers
worked nervously, and she was glad her com-
panion oould not see the pallor which by the
faint, sick feeling at her heart, she knew was
spreading over her face. Just then lights
were brought in by Pierre, and in a moment
the supper which the girls took together at
that hour appeared, and was arranged upon a
little round table, which was drawn near to
the fire and Margery’s easy-chair.

How cheery and pleasant the tea-table
looked, with its snowy linen, its decorated
china, and the silver urn from which Reinette
poured the tea.

“ This is so nice,” she said, “ and carries
me back to Chateau des Fleurs, when we were
little girls, and used to play at make-believe.
Do you rememoer it, Margie ?”

“Yes, yes; | remember; | have forgotten
nothing connected with you,” Margery ie-
plied, and Reinette went on :

“ 1 made believe so much that you were I,
and | was you, that | used actually at times
to feel as if it were real, and that my rightful
home was up in Number Forty, in the Rue
St. Honore. And once | dreamed that| was
aotually there, alone with tbe cat, and had to

sweep the floor and wash the dishes as you
used to do.
“ And how did you like it?” Margery

asked, while something arose in her throat,
and seemed to be choking her, or rather to
be forcing out words which she would sooner
die than speak to that young creature whose
face was all aglow with happiness because she
was there, and in whose eyes there was that
strange light which so dazzled and bewildered
those on whom it fell.

“ How did I like it ?” Queenie repeated,
and the color deepened a little on her cheek.
“ To tell you the truth, Margie, | did not
like it all. I rebelled against it with all my
might. | thought!| was wearing the apron
which you wore the firsttime | ever saw you
—that coarse linen which covered your neck
and arms, and | dreamed | wrenched it off
and tore it into shreds, and was going to
throw myself out of the window, when my
maid woke me up and asked what was the
matter that | cried out soin my sleep. |
told her | was Margery La Rue, living in the
Rue St. Honore, and wearing coarse clothes,
and she could not pacify me till she brougnt
my prettiest dress, and showed it to me, with
my turquois ring, papa’s last present to me.
That made it real—made me Reinette Hether-

ton again, and | grew calm and quiet. It was
very foolish in me, was it not ?”
Margery did not answer at once, but sat

looking at her friend with a queer expression
in her great blue eyes, while the lump in her
throat kept increasing in size,and threatened
to thrust out the fatal words which she must
not speak.

Turquois rings and pink silk dresses
trimmed with real Valenciennes were far
better suited to the proud, dashing Queenie
than coarse aprons and coarse fare in the Rue
St. Honore. These last were for her—for
Margery, who was accustomed to them and
oould bear it, while the high-spirited Reinette
would indeed dash herself to the ground, as
she had thoughtto do in her dream, if sub-
jected to suoh degradation.

“ No, no, | must never, never speak ! God
help me to keep my vow I” Margery said to
herself, while the drops of perspiration stood
thickly on her forehead and abouther mouth,
and at last attracted Queenie’s notice.

“ Whatis it, Margery?” she said. “ Are
you too warm Letm a screen between
you and the tire.”

The screen was brought, and, wiping the
drops of sweat away, Margery rallied and
tried to seem cheerful and natural, though all
the time there was a terrible pain tugging at
her heart as the words “ it might have been”
kept repeating themselvesover and over again.

That evening Mr. Beresford called, and,
sending his card to both the young ladies, was
admitted to Margery’s sitting-room. He had
not seen her before since her illness, though
he had sent to inquire for her several times,
and had heard various reports with regard to
the cause of her sudden attack. He had heard
that she had dropped to the floor in a fit, and
had been taken up for dead, andfchat over-
work and loss of sleep was the cause assigned.
But, shrewd and far-seeing as he was, Mr.
Beresford did not believe in the overwork and
loss of sleep. As nearly as he could calcu-
late, the fainting fit had come on about two
hours after Reinette’s interview with Mrs. La
Rue.

There had been ample time for Margery to
see her mother and demand an expnlanation
and that an explanation had bee made,
different from the one given to Reinette he
did not doubt;and with his suspicions
itrengthened, he was eurion to see the giil

and watoh her with his ~»ew knowledge,
whioh he felt almost certain she possessed.

The mother had confessed her guilt to her
daughter, and how would the daughter bearit
and what would be her attitude toward Rein-
ette, and what would the latter] say or do if
she knew what he suspected, and what he
fully believed, after he had been a few mom-
ents in the room and detected the new ex-
pression on Margery’s face ; the new light
and ineffable tenderness in her eyes when
they rested on Queenie. And yet there was
something in those eyes and in Margery’s
manner which baffled the keen-witted lawyer,
who, accustomed to study the human face
and learn what he wished to know by its
varying expression, looked closely but in
vain for what he had expected to find.

There was nothing about Margery indica-
tive of humiliation or shame. On the con-
trary it seemed to him that there was in her
manner a Certain reassurance and dignity he
had never noticed before, aud he studied her
curiously and wondered if after all he was
mistaken and the insinuations, amounting
almost to assertions of the clerk in Mentone,
false. How inexpressibly sweet and lovely
Margery was with just enough of the invalid
about her to make her interesting, and Mr.
Beresford found it difficultto decide which of
the two girls pleased and fascinated him
most, the Pearl or the Diamond.

Both seemed to be at their best that night,
and from both he caught a new inspiration
for the picture, which was progressing slowly,
for he was so anxious about it and so particu-
lar withal that he frequently painted out one
day what he had painted in the previous one.
He had not intended letting either of the
girls know what he was doing until the pic-
ture was finished, but under the spell of their
beauty he grew communicative, and telling
them his secret asked them to come some day
and see his work, and give him any sugges-
tions they saw fit.

“1 do not think I quite understand the ar-
rangement of a French kitchen, but | do not
need any help with regard to the two little
girls. 1 know just how they looked,” he said,
and Reinette, who was all enthusiasm about
the picture, exclaimed :

“Indeed, sir, you do not. You cannotknow
how beautiful Margery was even in that high,
coarse apron \ghich covered her neck and
arms. No picture you or any one else can
ever paint will be as lovely as she was, with
her golden hair and great blue eyes, which
were just wonderful when we changed dresses,
and | put my scarlet cloak on her and said
she was Mr. Hetherton’a little daughter, and
I was Reinette La Rue.”

Mr. Beresford was not looking at Reinette
as she talked, but at Margery, whose ace
grew very white and was even ghastly in its
expression when Reinette spoke of the change
of dress and name on the day they both play-
ed “make believe.” About her mouth, too,
there was a nervous, twitching motion of the
muscles, and her hands were clasped tightly
together. Evidently she was trying to sup-
press some strong emotion, though when
Reinette noticed her pallor and agitation, and
asked what was the matter, she replied that
she was tired and the room wa*™>very warm.

But she did not deceive Mr. Beresford,who
felt certain now that his suspicions were cor-
rect, and pitied intensely the girl on whose
innocent head it might truly be said, the
sins of her fathers were being visited. He
did not remain long after this, but aaid good-
night to the two young ladies, telling Rein-
ette he was going to write the next day to
Phil, who must be in India by this time ;
and saying to Margery, that as she lived in
town, and near to his studio, as he playfully
called it, he should expect her to run in often
and watch the progress of his picture.

For two weeks longer Margery remained at
Hetherton Place ; but though everything was
done for her comfort that love could devise,
she did not seem happy, neither did her
strength come back to her, as Queenie had
hoped it would. It was very rarely that she
ever laughed, even at Queenie’s liveliest sal-
lieB, and there was upon her white face a
look of inexpressible sadness, as if there were
a heavy pain in her heart, of which she could
not speak. To Reinette she was all sweet-
ness and love, and her eyes would follow the
gay young girl, as she flitted about the house,
with an expression in them which it was
hard to fathom orexplain, it was so full of
tenderness, and pity, too, if it were possible
to connect that word with a creature as bright
and merry-hearted as Queenie Hetherton was
then. Toward Mrs. La Rue who came oc-
casionally to see her, her manner was con-
strained, though always kind and considerate.
But something had come between the mother
and her daughter—something which even
Queenie noticed and commented on to Mar-
with her usual frankness.

“ Your mother acts as if she were afraid of
you,” she said to Margery one day, after Mrs.
La Rue had been and gone. “ She actually
seemed to start every time you spoke to her,
and she watched you as | have seen some
naughty child watch its mother to see if it
was forgiven and taken again into favor. |
jhope, Margery, you are not too hard upon her
because of that concealment from me. | have
forgiven that, and nearly forgotten it, and
surely her own daughter ought to be more
lenient than a stranger.”

Reinette was pleading for Mrs. La Rue, and
as she went on, Margery burst into a passion-
ate fit of weeping.

“ Thank you, Queenie,” she said when she
could speak—* thank you so much. | must
have been hard toward mother if even you
noticed it; but it shall be so no longer. Poor
mother ! | think she is notaltogether right in
her mind.”

The next time Mrs. La Ruecameto Hether-
ton Place she had no cause tocomplain of her
reception, for Margery’s manner toward her
was that of a dutiful and affectionate child,
and when Mrs. La Rue asked :

“ Are you never coming home to me again,
Margie ?” she answered her :

“ Yes; to-morrow, ornext day sure. | have
left you too long already. | know you must
be lonely without me.”

“ And are you going te stay—always—just
the same ?” was Mrs. La Rue’s next question,
to which Margery replied :

“ Yes ; stay with you always just the same,
and try to make you happy.”

They were alone in Margery’s room when
this conversation took place, and when Mar-
gery said what she did, Mrs. La Rae sank
down on the floor at her feet, and clasping
her knees, cried, piteously :

“ Oh, Margie, Margie ! my child, my
child I God will bless you sure for what you

are doing. Ob, Margie, if | could undo it all,
| would suffer torture for years and years.
My noble Margie, there are few in the world

like you.”

And she spoke truly ; for there have been
few like Margery La Rue, who, knowing what
she knew, could, forthe love of one little
dark-eyed girl, keep silence, and, resolutely
turning her back upon all the luxury and ease
of Hetherton Place, return to her far less
pretentious home and take up the burden of
life again—take up the piles of| work await-
ing her, for her patrons knew her worth, and
would go nowhere else as long as there was a
prospect of her ultimate recovery. Even Anna
Ferguson, with all her airs and pretenses,
and talk of city dressmakers, had kept her
work for Margery, and, it was rumored, had
even postponed her wedding that her bridal
dress might be made by the skilful fingers of
the French girl, who at last fixed the day for
her return to her own home.

Reinette would fain have kept her longer,
but Margery was firm in her determination.
It was dangerous to stay too long amid the
luxury and elegance of Hetherton Place. She
might not be able to bearwhatshe had sworn
to herself she would bear, and so she said,
“ | must go to-morrow at the very latest.”
But with the morrow there came to Reinette
news so appalling and terrible that Margery’s
plan was changed, and where she had been
cared forand comforted in her sickness and
sorrow, she staid to comfort and oare for her
stricken friend.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

POOB PHIL.
Nothing had been heard from him by any
raemkef of his family sinee he left Rene auil

started for India, with a friend whose ac-
quaintance he had made on the voyage from
New York to Havre, and who, Phil wrote in
his letter to his mother, had persuaded him
to deviate a little from his first intention to
make his way directly to Calcutta, and to go,
instead, for a week or more to Madras, where
his friend’s father was living. This was the
last news which had been received from the
young man, and, with her aunt and cousins,
Reinette was growing very impatient, and
either sent or went herself to the office after
the arrival of every mail which, by any
chance, could bring her tidings of Phil. To
Margery, during her stay at Hetherton Place,
she had talked very freely and confidentially
of what had sent him away, and had more
than once lamented the fate which had made
him her cousin, and so, in her estimation,
precluded the possibility of her marrying him,
even if she were disposed to do so.

“ And sometimes | think | am,” she said,
one day, when speaking of him. “ | don’t
mind telling you, Margery, because | tell you
everything. Since Phil went away, and |
have missed him so much, there has come to
me the belief that | do love him in the way
he wished me to, and that if he were not my
cousin | would write to him at once, and say,
“You silly boy, come home, and | will be your
wife.””

“Yes,” Margery replied, regarding her at-
tentively, with her blue eyes unusually large,
and bright, and eager, “ you really think you
love him well enough to marry him, if he were
not your cousin ?”

“1 know | do,” Reinette replied. “ You
see there is a thought of him always with
me ; morning, noon and night. | seem to hear
his voice, and see him as he stood before me
tbat day pleading for my love, and finally re-
proaching me for having so cruelly deceived
him, if I did not love him. Oh, Phil, Phil,
—he little knows how my heart has ached
for him, and how dreary my life goes on
without him.”

There were tears in Queenie’s eyes as she
said this, and in her voice there was a ring of
utterable tenderness and earnestness as if
she would fain have the wanderer hear her
cry and hasten back to her. For a moment
Margery looked at her with thatsame curious
expression on her face, which was very pale,
and then she said :

“ Do you think you love him so much that
you would give a great deal, or rather bear a
great deal to know you were not his cousin,
after all 27~

It was a strange question—put, it would
seem, without any cause, but Reinette’s mind
was too intent upon Philrto give any thought
to its strangeness.

“ As | feel sometimes,” she answered, “ 1’d
give everything not to be his cousin so |
could be his wife—endure everything but dis-
grace or shame for Philip’s sake.”

“ Yes, yes ; disgrace or shame” Margery
said to herself, and her heart was as heavy
as lead and ached with a new pain as she
thought, “ God help me to keep the vow ;
disgrace and shame are not for her ; she
could not bear them, as | could for the man |
loved ; ” and then suddenly there flashed
into Margery’s mind a thought of Mr. Beres-
ford, whose manner had been so different
toward her of late from what it was formerly.

He had always been courteous and polite,
but since she came to Hetherton Place, where
he had called frequently, there had been a
change, and with a woman’s quick instinct
she saw that she was an object of greater in-
terest for him than she had formerly been —
that bis visits there were almost as much for
her as for Queenie, the heiress, the young
lady of the house, who teased and coquetted
with him, and then, whenhe was gone, laugh-
ed at him as a spooney to be coming there so
often with any thought that she could ever
care for him after knowing Phil. And Mar-
gery kept silent and hid her own thoughts
in her breast, and when evening came and
Mr. Beresford with it, felt herself grow hot
and cold alternately, and her heart throb
with a new and pleasureable sensation as she
met so constantly the gaze of eyes in which
there was certainly intense interest, if not ad
miration for her, the poor dressmaker, the
child of an obscure Frenchwoman, without
money or position save as Queenie’s friend-
ship and attention gave her something of the
latter in Merrivale.

“1f he only knew ; oh, if he only knew,
then perhaps it mightbe.1” was the bitter cry
in Margery’s heart, for she knew by this time
that she could love the proud, grave man,
whose manner toward her was more than
kind—more than friendly—for even*to her it
seemed to have in it something like pity and
regret for the gulf there was between them —
a gulf she felt sure he could never pass, edu-
cated as he had been in all the social distinc-
tions of rank and position.

It was hard to know what she knew and
make no sign ; but she had sworn, and she
swore it again in the silence and darkness of
her chamber, the night after her decision to
return home the following morning. She
had been at Hetherton Place nearly three
weeks, and had grown so accustomed to the
ease, and luxury, and elegance about her
that the life seemed to belong to her—seemed
like something she could adopt so easily—
seemed far more to her taste than the hard-
work at the cottage—the stitch, stitch, stitch,
from morning till night for people,the major-
ity of whom looked down upon her evenwhile
they acknowledged her great superiority to
the persons of her class.

Mr. Beresford had spent the evening with
them, and, at Queenie’s earnest solicitation,
Margery had played and sung for him,
while he listened amazed as the clear tones
of her rich, musical voice floated through the
rooms, and her white hands fingeretf the keys
as deftly and skillfully as Queenie’s could
have done.

That Margery could both sing and play was
a revelation to Mr. Beresford, who stood by
her side, and turned the leaves for her.

“ You have given me a great pleasure,”
he said, when she at last left the piano and
resumed her seat by the fire. “ This is

a surprise to me. | am astonished that—

that ”

He did not finish the sentence, but stop-
ped awkwardly, while Margery, who under-
stood his meaning perfectly, finished it for

him.

“ You are astonished,” she said, laughingly,
“ that one of my class should have any ac-
complishments save those of the needle, and
it is surprising. But | owe it all to Queenie.
You remember I told you it was through her
influence with her father that | was sent to
one of the best schools in Paris. I think |
have naturally a taste for music, and so made
greater proficiency in that than in anything

else. If | have pleased you with my playing
| am glad, but you must thank Queenie
for it.”

“Yes,” Mr. Beresford answered thought-
fullyllooking curiously at each of the young
girls as they stood side by side, and trying to
decide which was the more attractive of the
two.

Queenie always bewildered, and intoxicated,
and bewitched him, and made him feel very
small, and as if in some way he had made
himself ridiculous, and she was laughing at
him with her wonderful eyes, while Margery,
on the contrary, soothed, aud quieted, and
rested him, and, by her gentle deference of
manaer, and evident respect for whatever he
said, flattered his self-love, and put him in
good humor with himself, and during his ride
home that night he found himself thinking
more of her refined, sweet face, and of the
blue eyes which had looked so shyly into his,
than of Reinette’s sparkling, brilliant beauty,
which seemed to grow more brilliant and
sparkling every day.

He had said to Margery that he was glad
she was to return on the morrow, and
that he hoped she would take enough interest
in his picture to come “and see it often, and
criticise it, too. And as he talked to her he
kept in his the hand which he had taken
when he arose to say good-night, and which
was very cold, and trembled perceptibly as it
lay in his broad, warm palm. Was it Mar-
gery’s fancy, or was there a slight pressure of
her fingers, as he released them —a touoh dif-
ferent from that of a mere acquaintence, and
whioh sent through her frame the first thrill
of a certain kind she had ever experienced.

She was not mistaken, and for hours she

lay awake, felling again the claBp of Mr. Ber-
esford’s hand and seeing the look in his eyes
when they rested upon her.

“I1f ho knew 1 Oh, if iae knewl” was the
smothered cry in her heart, as she bravely
fought back the temptation assailing her o
sorely, and then vowed more solemnly thau
ever before that through her he should never
know what might bring him nearer to her
if there was that in his heart whioh she sus-
pected.

Next morning Margery was
usual, for she lingered long over her toilet,
taking, as it were, a regretful leave of all the
articles of luxury with which her room was
filled. The white cashmere dressing gown,
with the pink satin lining, which Queenie had
made her use, and the dainty slippers which
matched them, were laid away for the last
time. She should never more wear such gar-
ments as these, for she should not again be a
guest at Hetherton Place. She could not,
with that awful secret haunting her continu-
ally, and shrieking in her ears, “ Tell it,
tell it, and not go back to that drudgery, and
dreariness, and the life whioh must always be
distasteful and.hateful to you now.”

She dared not put herself in the way of so
much temptation. She must stay in her
place and only come here when she could not
help herself for Queenie’s importunities. She
had enjoyed it so much, and had tried to
imagine what it would be to live in ease and
comfort like this all the time—to have no
care for to morrow’s rent, or to-moriow’s bills
—to0 see no tiresomecustomer coming in with
her never ending talk of dress, and the last
fashion, and,the thread and sewing-silk, and
pieces which ought to have been sent home
and were not—the assertion that so much
material never could have been putinto one
dress—that there must be some misiake—
must be yards lying around somewhere, and
the look which made her feel that she was
suspected of being a thief, who kept her cus-
tomer’s goods for uses of her own.

All these indignities she had experienced
at times, but laughed at them as something
which belonged to her trade, which she had
professed to like bo much, and which she did
like, for there was a deftness and nimbleness
in her fingers whioh could only find vent in
such occupations. .

But after a three weeks” experience of a
life so different ; after knowing what it was
to have every wish anticipated and gratified,
there came over her for a moment a sense of
loathing for her work, a horrid feeling of lone-
liness and homesickness, as she remembered
the cottage she had thought so pretty and
which she knew was so much prettier and
pleasanter than any home she had ever
known. But it was not like Hetherton Place,
and for a moment Margery’s weaker nature
held her in bondage, and her tears fell like
rain as she went from one thing to another,
softly whispering her farewell. The sitting-
room which had been given her, and which
communicated with her bedroom, had been
Mrs. Hetherton’s in the days whenthat proud
lady queened it over Merrivale, and on the
walls were portraits of herself and husband,
the stern old man who had turned Grandma
Ferguson from his door when she came to
tell him of his son’s marriage with her
daughter and to proffer her friendship on the
strength of the new relationship.

These pictures had a great attraction for
Margery, who was never tired of studying
them and for whom there was a wonderful
fascination about the lady, with her finely cut
features so indicative of blood and birth, and
her quaint, old-fashioned velvet dress, with
its low neck, its short waist, and wide belt,
and the beautiful hands and arms, with the
rich lace and jewels upon them.

Reinette, on the contrary, professed the ut-
most indifference to the portraits, except aa
they gave her some idea how her father’s pa-
rents looked.

“1I think Mrs. Hetherton just as frumpy
and fussy as she can be, with those puffs piled
so high on her head, and that little short
waist,” she said, once, when, with Margery,
she was looking at them, “ And there is such
a proud look on her face, as if she would have
turned Grandma Ferguson out of doors twice
when grandpa did at once, and yet | have a
pride in all that rich lace she wears, and the
diamonds on her neck and in her ears, and
am glad to know she was my grandmother,
and highly born, as she shows upon the can-
vas.”

“You are a genuine aristocrat, Queenie,”
Margery had said, with a faint smile, and
then she asked if there was any resemblance
between Queenie’s father and the portraits.

“ Yes,” Queenie replied, “he was like
both his parents, but moat like his mother;
he had her nose, and forehead, but his eyes
were like his father’s.

After this Alargery gave more attention to
the portrait of Mrs. Hetherton, and on the
morning when she was preparing to leaye
she stood a long time before it, saying once,
very softly, as if the painted canvas were a
living thing :

“Would you approve of what| am doing,
if you knew ? Yes, | am sure you would, if
you knew Queenie as | know her, and yet
1'd like to kiss you once for the sake—of
your dead son,” she continued, and standing
upon a footstool, she pressed her lips to the
fair, proud face, which did not seem to soften
one whit in its expression, in token that the
great sacrifice the young girl was making was
apprehended or approved. “ Good-bye to
to you, and you, too,” Margery said nodding
to the picture of Mrs. Hetherton, and then
taking her hand satchel, shawl, and hat, she
left the room, not expecting to return to it
again, for she was to start with Queenie for
the village immediately after breakfast.

The carriage was waiting for them now, she
knew, for she heard it when it came to the
door, and she had heard, too, the sound of
horses’ feet coming rapidly into the yard, and
looking from her window, had seen David,
Mr. Rossiter’s man, dismounting from his
steed, which had evidently been ridden very
hard. It did not occur to her to wonder why
David fcas there bo early.

“ Some message from the young ladies for
Reinette, most likely,” she thought, and a few
moments after started for the dining room,
which she at first imagined to be empty, for
she saw no one, and heard nothing. But as
she advanced farther into the room she saw
Reinette standing near the conservatory with
an open letter clutched ini both hands, her
head thrown back, disclosing a face which
seemed frozen with horror, and her whole atti-
tude that of one suddenly smitten with cata-
lepsy. At the sound of footsteps, however,
she moved a little, and when Margery went
swiftly to her, asking what was the matter,
she held the letter toward her, and whispered
faintlv :

“ Read it.”

Very rapidly Margery rau her eyes over the
letter, feeling the blood curdling in her own
veins as she read whatitcontained, and when
she had finished, saying :

“ Alas 1alas | poor Phill”

later than

CHAPTER XXXVII.

THF. LKTTBB.

It was written at Madras, and was from
William Maher, a young man who had been
Phil’s compagnon de voyage from New York
to India, and it was as follows:

“ Mb. and Mbs. Rossiteb:—Respected
Friends:—I do not think I am an entire
stranger to you, for | am very sure your son
Philip wrote of me to you in some of his
letters.  We were together in the same ship,
occupied the same state-room, and, as we
were of the same age, and had many tastes
and ideas in common, we soon became fast
friends. | have never met a person whom |
liked so much upon a short acquaintance as |
did Philip Rossiter. He was so genial, so
winning, so kind, so unselfish, and let me say,
with no detriment to him as a man, so like a
gentle, tender woman in his manner toward
every one, that not to like him was impos-
sible. He was a general favorite on ship-
board, but he attached himself mostly to me,
whom he was good enough to like, and we
passed many hours in quiet conversations
which I shall never forget.

“ My parents are American by birth, but |
was born in India, in Madras, where my
father has lived for many years, and where
we have a handsome home, Seeiag in your

eon a true artist’s love and appreciation for
everything beautiful, both in nature and art,
| was anxious for him to see my home, which,
with no desire to boast, | may say is one of
the most beautiful places in Madras. | told
him about it and begged him to accompany
me thither before going on to Calcutta, and
he at last consented. | was the more anxious
for this as he did not seem quite well; in-
deed, he was far from well, although his dis-
ease, if he had any, seemed to be more men-
tal than physical. Frequently during the
voyage fromjNew York to Havre, he wouiu go
away by himself and sit for hours looking out
upon the sea, with a look of deep sadness on
his face, as if brooding over some hidden
grief, and once in his sleep, when he was more
than usually restless, he spoke the name
Queenie—‘little Queenie,” he called her, and
he said he had lost her. but in his waking
hours he never mentioned her. | think,
however, that he wrote to hei; from my
father’s house the same time he wrote to you.
Probably you have received his letter ere this.
He was delighted with my home, and during
the few days he was with us improved both
in health and spirits. He was very fond of
the water, and as | have a pretty sailing-boat
and a trusty man to manage it, we spent
many hours upon the bay, going outone
morning fifteen or twenty miles along the
coast to a spot where my father has some
gardens and a little villa. Here we spent the
day, and it was after sunaet when we started
to return, full of anticipated pleasure in the
long sail upon the waters, which at first were
so calm and quiet. Gradually there came a
change, and a dark cloud which, when we
started, we had observed in the west, but
thought nothing of, increased in size and
blackness aud spread itself uver the whole
heavens, while fearful gusts of wind, which
seemed to blow from ever} quarter, tossed
and rocked our boat as it had been a feather.
I think now that Jack, our man, must have
drunk a little too much at the villa, for he
seemed very nervous and uncertain, and as
the storm of wind increased, and in spite of
our efforts carried us swiftly out to sea, in-
stead of toward the coast, which we trieii to
gain, he lost his self-possession entirely ; aud
when there came a gust of wind stronger than
any previous one, he gave a loud cry and a
sudden spring, and we were struggling in the
angry water with the boat bottom side up be-
side us.

“ Involuntarily | seized your son’s arm
and with my other managed to get a hold
upon the boat, which Mr. Rossiter and Jack
also grasped, and there in the darkness of
that awful night, we clung for hours, con-
stantly drifting further and further away
from the shore, for the gale was blowing from
the land, and we had no power to 6tem it.
Far in the distance we saw the lights of ves-
sels struggling with the tempest, but we had
no means of attracting the attention of thb
crew, and our condition seemed hopeless,
unless we could hold on until morning, when
we might be recovered ana picked up by some

ship. For myself, | fear that | could endure
it, and Jack, too, but | feared for my friend.
He was breathing very heavily, and | knew

his strength and couruge were failing him,
besides his position was not as easy as mine,
as he had a smoother surface to cling to.

“ ‘If you can get nearer to me;” | said, ‘I
can support you with one hand. Suppose you
trv it’

“ He did try, and made a desperate effort
to reach me, while | held my hand toward
him, and then—oh, how can | tell you the
rest—there came a great wave and washed
him away.

“ | heard a wild cry of agony above the
howling storm, and by the lightning’s gleam
| caugot one glimpse of hia white face as it
went down forever to its watery grave. Of
what followed, I am scarcely conscious, and |
wonder how | was enabled to keep my hold
with Jack upon foe boat until the storm sub-
sided, aad the early dawn broke over the still
angry waves, when we were rescued from our
perilous situation by a small craft going on
to Madras. | caunot express to you my
grief, or tell you my great sorrow. May
God pity you and held you to bear your
loss. If there is a Queenie in whom your son
was interested, and you know her, tell her
that | am certain that, whether waking or
sleeping, she was'always in the mind of my
dear friend, and that a thought of her was
undoubtedly with him when he sank to rise
no more. Indeed, 1 am sure of it, for his last
cry which I heard distinctly was for her, and
Queenie was the word he uttered just before
death froze the name upon his lips. You can
tell her this, or not, as you see fit.

“ Again assuring you of my heartfelt sym-
pathy, I am, yours, most respectfully,

“ William J. Matheb.

And this was the letter the Rossiters had
received and read, and weptover—the mother
going from one fainting fit into another, and
refusing to be comforted, because her son
Philip was not. And then they sent it to
Queenie, who read it with such bitter anguish
as few have ever known, for in her heart she
felt she was guilty of his death. But for her
he would never have gone to that far off land
She, with her cruel words and taunts, had
sent him to his death. She was his ,mur-
deress. She whispered the word murderess to
herself, and felt as if turning into stone as
she finished the letter and stood clutching it
so tightly, with no power to move or even to
cry out. It was like that dreadful phase of
nightmare when the senses are alive to what
is passing around one, but the strength to stir
is gone. There was a choking sensation in
her throat, as if her heart had leaped sudden-
ly into her mouth, and if she could she would
have torn the collar from her neck in order to
breathe more freely.

When Margery came in she rallied sufficienly
to pass the letter to her, and that broke the
spell and sent her free from bands which had
bound her so firmly. At first no words of
comfort came to Margery’s lips.  She could
only put her arms around her friend, and,
leading her to her room, make her lie down,
while she stood over her and rubbed her ice-
cold hands and bathed her face, which though
white as marble, was hot to the touch, like
faces burning with fever.

“ You won’t go ? You will not leave me ?”
she said to Margery, who replied :

“ Of course | shall not leave you. You
staid with me, and | must stay with you. ”

Later in the day Mr. Beresford, who had
heard the dreadful pews, came to Hetherton
Place, bringing the letter which poor Phil
had written to Queenie from Madras, and
which together with one for his mother, had
come in the same mail which brought tha
news of his death.

When Queenie heard he was below asking
for her she started from her pillow, where she
had been perfectly motionless for hours, and
shedding her black hair back from her
pallid face, said to Margery :

“Yes, | willsee him, | mustseehim. I must
these horrible feelings on some ene or I shall
go craey 1 Show him up at once.”

ITO BE CONTINUED.!

ABI*NCB OP MIND.

“ Speaking of absence of mind,” said the
Rev. Sidney Smith, “ the oddest instance
happened to me once in forgetting my name.
| knocked at a door in London, and asked if
M rs. was at home. *Yes, sir; pray
what name shall | say ?’ | looked in the
man’s face astonished. What name ?  Aye,
that is the question—what is my name ? |
believe that the man thought me mad, but it
is true that during the space of two or three
minutes | had no more idea of who | was
than if | had never existed. | did not know’
whether | was a dissenter or a layman, | felt
as dull as Sternhold or Jenkins. At last, to
my relief, it flashed across my mind that |
was Sidney Smith. | heard also of a clergy-
man, who went jogging along,on a road until
he came to a turnpike. *What is to pay ?°’
he askea. * Pay, sir ? for what ?’ asked the
turnpike man.
sure.” “Your horse, sir ?what horse ? There
is no horse,sir 1’ *No horse ? God bless me !
said he, suddenly looking down between his
legs, ‘| thought | was on horseback.””

The epizootic is gradually disappearing in
London and vicinity.

*Why, for my horse, to bel

SVA- AKC BIKINI AT THK

HI'AKE.

(From theJLondon Globe.)

* The Mayor of Compeigne is quite a genius
in his way. He knew that the prevailing
notion was to secularize everything, and con-
sequently he indented a Republican manifes-
tation in honor of Joan of Arc, the Maid of
Orleans, who defended Compeigne against
the English and Burgundians in 1430, and
was betrayed into the hands of John of Lux
embourg, who surrendered her to the Eng-
lishmen, who burnt her at the stake in the
market-place of Rouen. The
Maiden’s Tower show where the Picardy
archer pnlled the unfortunate Joan from her
war-horse, and when those who are fond of
going back to the history of other days think
of the legend, and then of that horrible
statue of the Maid of Orleans at the end of
the Rue des Pyramides in Paris, they must
deplore the fact that the man of Picardy left
no descendant who would volunteer to come
forward and unhorse the figure which sur-
mounts the pedestal.

M. Charles Mouselet liaB thrown Bome
doubt on the legend of Joan of Aro having
been burnt by the English. He quotes a
paragraph from the Mercure of 1683,announc-
ing that certain documents recently discover-
ed led to the conclusion that Joan of Arc had
been married, and that consequently, some
unfortunate victim must have been sacrificed
in her place at Roaen. The documents con-
sisted of an attestation made by Father Vig-
nier, who said, “Five years after the judg-
ment of Joan of Arc, on the 20th day of May,
Joan, the Maid, visited Metz. On the same
day her brothers called to see her. They
thought she had been burnt, but when they
saw her they recognized her at once.  They
took her with them to Boquelan.  Whereon
a yeoman named Nicolle gave her a horse,
and two other persons contributed a sword
and a plumed hat, and the said Maid sprung
very cleverly on the saii horse, saying a mul-
titude of things to the yeoman Nicolle.”

The old priest wrote this history with his
own hand, and made oath as to its sincerity
before a public notary, adding as a proof of
what he had advanced a copy of the original
cortract of marriage between “ Robeit des
Armoises and Joan of Arc, otherwise known
as the Maid of Orleans.” Compiegne has
treasured up a faithful souvenir of th* her-
oine, and about fifteen years ago a subscrip-
tion was opened to euable the town to erect
a statue to her memory. The idea was
started by a rather unpopular person, and
was soon allowed to drop. The present
Mayor again took up the matter, and with
the aid of the municipality has at length suc-
ceeded m giving the town a statue of the
Maid, whose words, J’irai voir me bons amis
de Compiegne,” have been cut in the pedes-
tal. ”

IT WASN'T FAIR.

John MacKay, the mining millionaire, has
in his employ at Carson, Nev., an expert
named Maurice Hoeflich, who always offers
to back his opinions by betting. This annoys
Mackay, who does not like to be disputed,
and is further fretted by the, fact that Hoe-
flich usually proves to be in the right., One
day Hoeflich was playing with an enor-
mous grasshopper. It could jump over 20
feet, and he said : “ I ped you $50, Mr.
MacKay, dot you can’t find a hopper to peat
him.” The rest of the story, as told by the
Appeal® is as follows : Mackay sent a
trusted emissary down to Carson Valley to se-
cure a contestant. The man spent nearly a
week catching hoppers, and reported that tho
best gait any of them had was 17 feet. Ho
doubted if abigger jumper could be secured.
The next day he arrived with about a dozen
hoppers, and MacKay gave them quarters in
his room as Vanderbilt would stable his stud.
Each had a cigar box to himself, and every
morning they were taken out and put through
their paces. It was impossible, however, to
get one to jump over eighteen feet. MacKay
was in despair, but one morning a hopper
sniffed at a bottle of ammonia on the table, and
immediately jumped thirty feet. Next day
Mackay announced to Hoeflich that he was
ready for the match. The expert came an
hour before the time with his pet hopper.
Not finding Mckay, he noticed the bottle of
ammonia. A light broke upon him.  Grab-
bing the bottle he rushed to a druggist store,
threw away the ammonia, and ordered it
filled with chloroform. Mackay soon arrived
with a half dozen mining superintendents
whom he -had invited to see him have some
fun with Hoeflich. They were hardly seated
when Hoeflich came in with the hopper in a
cigar box under his arm. “ 1 vas a leetle
late, Mr. Mackay, but I’'m here mid der hop-
per and der coin.” He laid down the money,
which was covered promptly. Mackay got
behind somebody and let his hopper sniff at
the ammonia bottle, whioh held Hoeflich’s
chloroform. Time being called, the hoppers
were placed side by side on the piazza, and
at the word “go” each was touched on the
back with a straw. Hoeflich’s entry scored
twenty-four feet. Mackay's gave a lazy lurch
of some four inches, and, folding its legs, fell
fast asleep.

»-«H#w .-«

WHIPPING A THIEF.

A correspondent of the San Diego, Cal,
Union, writing from Campo, says : “ An in-
dian, charged with breaking into the house of
Mr. Herrick and stealing some blankets,
was tried before Justice of the Peace Gas-
kill and turned over to the old Indian alcade
and six chiefs for punishment. They sen-
tenced him to receive 100 lashes. The pris-
ner was a large young man six
feet high and well proportioned. He
was tied up by the wrists with a long rope
and the rope was passed through the springs
of a high seat on the side of a wagon and
over the other side, the victim being drawn up
so that his feet would just touch the ground.
His feet were spread and each tied to the
wagon spokes and his body was tied at the
hips. His shirt was removed, and then a
stalwart Indian administered the punishment
with a leather lariat, by whirling it around
his head and bringing it down with his ut-
most force upon the naked body of the pris-
oner. The blood poured from the writhing
man’s back. After a strong man had admin-
tered fifty strokes, he was so exhausted by
the task that he gave way to another fiend, a
younger and more muscular Indian, who con-
tinued the torture. | spare a recital of the
awful shrieks and cries of the poor tortured
creature. When the one hundred lashes had
been thus administered the Indian alcade
told the almost dying man to leave the
country or he would be hung if he ever
came back. Mr. Gaskill says : “ After one
of these Indians has been whipped once he
never will steal again ;it makes a ‘good
Indian > of him. This prisoner when let
down fell to the ground and could not move
without support from his sister.”

A FAKItIER TIINKING

Bbownsville, Oct. 30.—Henry C. Hogarth,
of the township of Dereham, near Culloden, a
farmer m good circumstances, aged about 31,
and having a wife and two children, left his.
house last Thursday morning to go to his
other farm across the road from the home-
stead, and promised to be home to dinner,
but has not been heard from or
this being the third day of his absence. The
family are distracted. He is about5 feet?7
inches high, sandy complexion, with mous-
tache and no other whiskers, sharp features.
He wore ordinary farm clothes, plaided vest
and flannel shirt, no collar, and is not sup-
posed to have any money with him. He was
formerly a carriage blacksmith, and if seeking
employment would doubtless be in that line.

The Kingston News has discovered in the
finiihed city a man who is so honest that he
won’t keep money that dont belong to him,
and gives the man a twelve line puff.

—A woman, from her sex and character,
has a claim to many things beside shelter,
food and clothing. She is not less a woman
for being wedded; and the man who is fit to
be trusted with a good wife recollects all
which this implies, and shows himself per-
petually chivalrous, sweetspoken, considerate
aad deferential.
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