QUEENIE HETHEBTON.

By rirs.iflary 3. Hotmea, author ol "Tampaat
Uld Bunibmo," eEthelyn’s Mistake,” “ Forratt
House," etc.

CHAPTER XXXIX—Continued.)

Al or Anna, >be <red herseU into  siok
hesdacue the first du;, aud deelined to Bee
her affianoed husband, the major, when he
called. But sbe received him ths next da;,
and was a good deal comforted by the beauti-
ful necklace and pendant of onyx and pearls
he brought to her with a view to assuage her
?rie‘, whioh was not very lasting. She had
iked Phil well enough, and had been yery
proud of him, and his sudden_death was a
%reat shook to her, but she liked the major

etter, or. rather, she Jiked the eostly presents
he made her, and the position be would give
her when she became "bis wife, as she ex-
pected to do in a few weeks. The grand wed-
ding, honever, which she was intending to
have, must now be given up; and this, per-
haps, addel a little to her sorrow and regret
for Phil's untimely end.

* Outride of bis family, too, there was deep
mourning for the youbg mau who had been
so popular wilh every one, and of whom it
was said he had not a single enemy. Every-
body hid some pleasant memory of him,
some kind word to say of him, even to old
Becky Thomas an iumateof the poor-house,
who never forgot the hot August day when
she was toiling up the steep hill with ~a pail
ofhuckleberriea she had been gathering and
which made her old arm ache with their
weight. Phil bad overtaken her in his light
sulky, and tbougb he did not know ber name
he knew i-he was some feeble old woman with
neither friends nor home save that provided
by tbe town.

Sue whs tired, too, and faint, be saw, and
tbe bill was long and steep, and tbe pail she
carried heavy, eo it mattered little to him
whether she were a queen or o pauper. She
was a woman aud old, and inan ' instant he
dismounted from his seat and was at her Bide
and had hir pail of berries in his hand before
she weil knew what he was doing.

+* My dear madam,” he said, * exouse me,
but the snn is hot and the hill is long, and
you are tired, | see, so just let me put yon in
the unlay and carry you home.”

Old Becky was as she afterwards expressed
t, “ all of atremble and struck in a heap.”

“ Good Lordy, massy,” she exolaimed,
shading lier eyes with her hand to look at
the elegant young man whose appearanoe
contrasted fo strongl\ﬁwith her own. “ How
you skeered me, Mr. Rossiter, | believe it is.
Thank you all the same, but | can't git into
the wagon and let you walk. 1’'m nobody but
old Becky Thomas, who has seen better days:
but I’'m poor enough now, and live at the—

he
Blie hesitated a moment, whileall ner olden
pride asserted itself and she oould not say
ﬁoor-house, even though ii had been ber
ome for years. But Phil understood her,
and replied :
4Yes, | know. You have been unfortunate,

us'we are all liable to be, and by no fault of
ours are now an inmate of the big white
ouse over the hill where | may one day have
to live when | am old like you, and if [ do, |
shall be glad if some young ﬁerson gives me
a lilt like this  and taking the little shriveled
woman in his strong arms he put her upon
the soat of his sulky. *“ Sit there and hold
to the F les if you are afraid,” he said, as he
maw how frightened she looked at finding her-
self high in the air, and in olose proximity to
the heels of the fast horse whioh seemed to
her so restless and skittish.

With Phil Ieadinﬁ him, however, he was
gentle enough, and holding fait to the narrow
seat, her elbows akimbo and both her faded
sun bonnet and gray hair faIIinﬂ down her
beck Becky rode in triumph up the hill and
into the yard of the poor-heuse, whose in-
nates came out one after another to stare,
and wonder and admire, as Phil lifted Becky
from her elevated position oarefully and gen
tly as he would have lifted the daintiest
young lady in Mernvale. This attention
from Phil made Becky quite a heroine among
her companions to whom she reoounted again
and again the particulars of her meeting with
“ the rioh Mr. Bossiter, who wasnt too big
feelin' to let her ride in his gig while he
walked and carried her pail of huckleberries.”

From that day onward Phil was Becky’s
idol, whom she would at any time have
walked miles to see, and for whom, on Sun-
days, when service was over, she lingered
about the doors of the church, hoping to get
a bow from him orakind word of recognition.
And now he was dead, and tbe old pauper
woman's’ heart was very sore when she
heard of it ; and when on the Sunday follow-
ing, the bereaved family was prayed for in
churoh, her sobs were heard distinctly, ai in
her seat by tbe door, she rocked to ‘and fro
and cried for the young man who had been so
kind to her.

In Beoky’s scanty wardrobe was an old
faded black vail and shawl whioh she had
bought years before when her husband died
and she wore widow’s weeds for him. These
she had keﬂt oarefully folded away in a
bandbox with lumps of camphor and yellow
snuff as a preventive againBt moths.

« | wish | could dress in mournin’ for
him,” ehe thought, when she beard of Philip's
death ; and remembering tbe shawl and vail,
she took tbem from their hiding-place, and
airing them upon the clotbes'-line to remove
the odor of camphor nnd snuff with whioh
they were strongly impregnated, put tbem en
when she went to church, sb badges of ber

rif for Phil, “who had taken ber up the

ill in bis gig.” and called her “ madam,”
too, when to everybody else she was old
Becky Thomas.

Hearing at last bow crushed and heart-
broken was the little lady of Hetherton Place,
and that there had bfen more than a cousinl
love between her and tbe unfortunate Phil,
she ventured to go there one day to tell the
youug lady how ‘s>rry she was for her, and
that she knew just how it felt, for she, too,
had lost ber beau when sbe was young. But
HtimUe refused to see her. Indeed, she saw
no one, not even Ethel and Grace, who, when
Itqhey heard of her distress, went to call upan

er.

“ They hate me, | know,” Reinette said to
Margery, who took tbeir meBsage to her;
“ and why should they not ? But for me Phil
would never have gione away, and met that
dreadful death. Tell thom it was kind in them
to ¢ me, and that | am sorry | killed him, but
1 cannot see them yet. It would bring it all
back to freshly, and | cannot endure any
more.”

So Ethel and Grace returnedto their home,
and left poor Qneenie to her sorrow, whioh
mhe did nottry to overcome, and which seeme
to grow more bitter every day.

CHAPTER XL.

Queenie had read with a fresh burst of an-
gn sh t hil’s letter written her from Madras—
aletter full cf tenderness and love, showing
bow he kept her still in his heart as the dear-
est, sweetest memo?l of his life, and at the
close containing a few words of passionate
entreaty that she would overoome her scruples
—uwould try to love him as he did her, and
bid him come back to her ty and by.

' Not now,” he wrote,” not while | am the
shiftless aimless block you were right to de-
spise, but after | have shown tbat there ia
something in me besides a love of indolence
and feminine oconpation. | know | can re-
trieve the past, and if I do —f | oome borne a
man, with a man’s tastes and a man’s ways,
will you reconsider, Queenie, and see il you
cannot love me ?”

«Yes, Phil, 1 would, I will,” Queenie
mobbed, as she finished reading the letter,
whioh she covered with her kisses, and then
kept under her pillow where she could
find it ~adily when the fancy took her to
read it.

Everything Phil had given her or helped
make, was brought to her chamber where Bhe
oould see it, lor she refused to go down stairs,
but staid constantly in her own room, some-
times pacing restlessly to and fro, but
often lying down with her face to the wall
and her big eyes open day and night, for she
eould neither sleep nor cry, and bar head

seemed bursting with its pressure of blood and
ain.

“H | oould ch she said onoe te Margery,
as she pressed her hands to her throbbing
temples. "H 1 could cry, it wculd loosen
the tightness in m?/throat aud about my heart,
but loannot, and | am so tired, and siok, and
faint, | shall never ory again or sleep.”

And it would almost seem as if she spoke
the truth, for no «eare 0ame to cool her burn-
ing eyelids, and her eyes grew larger and
brighter each day, while slegp such as she
onoe had known had deserted her entirely.
They gave her bromide, and morphine and
chlorai in heavy doses, but these only pro-
cured for her snatolies of troubled sleep whioh
were quite as exhausting as wakefulness, for
she always saw before her that dark waste of
waters, with the white faoe of her lover up-
turned to the pitiless sky, and heard always
that wild cry ;that call for her who had been
his evil star. Every morning the family at
the Knoll sent to inquire for her, and every
evening Mr. Beresford rode over to Hetherton
Place to ask how sho was. And sometimes
he staid for half an hour or more, and talked
with Margery, not always ef the Biok girl, or
Eoor, dead Phil, but of things for which each

ad a liking and sympathy—of piotures, and
statury, and books—and Mr. Beresford weB
surprised and delighted to find how intelli-
gent Margery was, and how much she Knew
of the literature of other countries than
Franoe.

* 1 always had a fancy ior everythinlg

a

i f Eng-
lish or Amerioan, particularly the

tter,”

she said to Mr. Beresford, one evening when k

they had been disoussin|*nglish and Ameri-
can authors, and he hacnQjressed his sur-
prise that a French girl should be so well
posted.

“ You like our country, then,” he said,
“ Did you ever wish you were part or whole
American instead »f French ?” and he shot
a curious glanoe al her to no» What effect hia
question would have upon her.

For an instant her cheeks were scarlet, and
then she turned very white about her lips, and
her voice was not quite steady as sbe leplied,
“ | pray God to make me oonteut in tbat sta
tion to which he haB called me, and if he liaB
willed itthat | should be Frenoh, then French
I will remain forever."

It waa was a strange answer, and seemed
made more to herself than to Mr. Beresford,
who felt more certain than ever that Margery
knew what he suspected, and was bravelj
keeping it to herself, for fear of
wounding and humiliating Qneenie. What a
noble woman she seemed to him, and how
fast the interest he felt in her ripened into a
liking during the days when he vyent nightly
to Hetherton Place, ostensibly to aBk after
Queenie, but really for the sake ef a few min-
utes’ talk with Margery La Rue, who was
fast learning to watch for his ootning, and to
feel her pulses quicken, when he came, and
taking her hand in his, held it there while
he put the usnal round of questions
with regard to Qneenie and herself, appear-
ing at last almost as mnch interested in her
welfare as in Beinette’s.

“ You are overtaxing yourself,” he said to
her one evening, “ yon are é;rowmg pale aud
thin. Why, even yonr band ig not as round
and plump as it was," and he gently smoothed
the white fingers whioh he held and which
trembled in his grasp, but did not withdraw
themselves from him.

It was the dawning of a new life for Mar-
gery, this feeling, that Mr. Beresford, the
ﬁroudest man in Merrivale, found delight in

er society and loved to linger at her side. It
made every thing else so easy ; her life was
not one of perfect rest, for Queenie did not
improve as the days weHt on, and to soothe,
and quiet, and minister to her was not an
easy matter. She oould not sleep, and the
Physician who attended her was be inning to
ear for her reason, when she one day said to
Margery, « Whereas your mother, Margie ?
Why has never beento see me f Doesn't she
oare for me any moret”

“ Yes, she oares very much,” Margery re-
plied, “ and Bhe has been here several times
to ask for you, but as you would not see your
oousins or grandmother, she did not suppose
you would see her. Will you, Queenie, would
you like to see my mother 7’

*“ Yes, send for her, | wish to seo her," was
Queenie’s answer, and Pierre was dispatched
to Mrs.. La Hue, with the message that Miss
Hetherton was anxious to see her.

And so Mrs. La Sue went to Hetherton
Place, and up into the room where Queenie
sat in her easy-chair, with her face so pale
and pinched, and her eyes so large and bright,
that the impulsive French woman uttered a
ory of alarm, and going swiftly to her, threw
herarms around her, and cried, “ Oh, Queenie,
my ohild, my darling, that I should find you
so changed.”

“ Yes, Christine," Queenie replied, freeing
herself from the stifling embrace, “ | supf)ose
| am changed. | feel it myself, and believe
| shall die if | do notsleep. "Why, | have not
slept since | heard Phil was dead, and | have
sent for you to hold me in yonr arms, just as
you must have done when | waa a baby, after
mother died.  Sing me the old lullabies yon
used to sing me then, and maybe I shall sleep.
| feel as if I should—there ia suoh a heavi-
ness about my lids and pressure on my brain,
Take me, Christine. Play | am a baby a?ain.
| oan’t be very heavy now,” and she Smiled a
faint, shadowy smile, as she put np her arms
to the woman, who took her up so gladly and
oovered the wan face with kisses and tears,
while she murmured words of pity and endear-
ment.

“ There, there, thatwill do—itwearies me,”
Queenie said, and she laid her tired bead npon
Christine™ shoulder and closed her heavy eye-
lids. “ Rock me to sleep. Christine. ~Rook
me to sleep as youdid at Chateau des Fleurs,"
sbe whispered, faintly, and, sitting down in
the chair, Christine rocked the poor little girl,
and sang to her, in a low, sad voice, a lullab
of France, suoh as she used to sing when,
rt1)ow, the dark ourly head was pillowed on her

reast.

Attracted by tbe sound, Margery stole softly
to the door and looked in, but Christine mo-
tioned her away, and went on with her son
of “ Mother Mary, gnard my child,” unti
nature, whioh had resisted every artifice and
every drng, however powerful, which had been
brought to bear upon it, gradually began to
yield—the head pressed more heavily, the
rigid nerves softened, a slight moisture showed
itself under the hair upon the forehead, and
the eyes, which had been so wild, and bright,
and wide open, were dosed in slumber.

Queenie was asleep at last, aud when Mar-
gery came again to the door of the room and
saw the closed eyes and the parted lips, from
which the breath oame easily and regularly,
she exclaimed:

“ Thank God, shesleeps at last. Yoa have
saved her life—or, at least, her reason ; but
let me help you lay her down. She is too
heavy for you to hold, and you not strong."

* No, no,” Mrs. La Rue answered, almost
fiercely, with a look in her eyes of some wild
animal when its young is about to be taken
from it. “ No, no, | will not give her up, now
that | have her in my arms. | am not tired.
| do not feel her weight any more than | did
when she waB a baby, and 'if | did, think you
I would not do it all the same—, who have
so longed to hold her as | do now, and fee)
her fiesh against my own. Go away. Margie,
and leave us alone again.”

So Margery went away a second time, and
busied herself below with some work she had
been persuaded to take, and part of Anna’s
bridal trousseau, for that young lady had
found by experience that Margeg, with her
exquisite taste, was worth all the dressmakers
in Springfield and Worcester both, and hai
insisted npon her making the traveling dress,
whioh was all there was now to finish of the
elaborate and expensive wardrobe for which,
it was said, the major's money paid.

And while Margery worked in the sitting-
room below, Mrs. La Rue sat in the chamber
above, holding the sleeping girl, until her
limbs were cramped and numb, and aohed
with intolerable pain, while rings of fire
danoed before her eyes, and in her ears there
was a humming sound, and a fullness in her
head, as if all the blood of her body had cen-
tered there.  And still she did not move, lest
sbe should awaken the sleeper, but sat as
motionelss as a figure caned from stone,
lamatimes shutting bar tired eyes, whioh war*

growing dim, and again fixing tbem with a
steady gaze upon the upturned face resting aa
her arm.

"Little Queenie, my Qneenie,” she whis-
pered once, and there was a world of love and
pathos in her voice; “ darling Queenie, | have
not held you boin many a long, long year.
You are very lovely, Queenie, even In your
sleep, with all the sparkle and brightness
gone from your face and your wonderful eyes
shut from view, but not as lovely as my Mar
gie ; no, not as beautiful as she, nor as gojd
either. You oould not do what she is doing
—bear what she is bearinghforyoursake. God
Eity her, and forgive me, the guilty one, who

as caused all this sorrow I”

Two hours had gone by, and Mrs. La Rue
was beginning to feel tbat her strength was
failing her, when Queenie at last awoke, and
Btniled up at her with a smile so like a happy,

ood-natured infant's when it awakes to find
its mother bending over it, that tbe impulsive
woman oovered the little wan faoe with kisses,
sobbing like a child as she did so, and mur-
muring something which Reinette oould not
understand.

*“ There, there, Christine ; don’t you almost
strangle me !” she said, her olden pride reas-
serting itself, and rebellin? against so muob
demonstration from an inferior.

She would be very familiar with Christine
when the mood suited her, but she did not
care for a like return.  Still she could not be
harsh with the woman now, and withdrawing
herself from the arms which had held her
so untiringly, she said, very sweetly and

indly :

“ | havo been asleep, | am sure, and
feel so much better. How good in you,Chris
line, to hold me so long. T must bave tired
you very muoh. Thank, you, dear old Chris-
tine I’

And taking the pallid face between both her
hands, Queenie ~kissed it lovingly, thereby
paying the tired woman for her two hours’
enduranee.

Queenie was much better after that long
slee[). The spell whioh bound her so relent-
lessly was broken, and she improved s teadity
both in health and spirits, but would let
neither Mrs. La Rue nor Margery leave her.

“ | shall sink right back again into tbat
dreadful nervousness if you go away,” she
said. “1 need you both to keep me up—Mar-
gery to cheer me by day, and Christine to
soothe me to sleep at night, when the world
is the blackest, and Phil s dead face seems bo
close to mine that | oan almost feel its ioy
touoh, and can hear his bitter cry for me.
Only Christine's song can drown that cry,
which, | think, will haunt me forever.”

So the two women staid a little longer, Mar-
?ery busying herself with the work which her
ormer customers persisted in bringing to ber
as soon as they heard sbe was free to do any-
of that sort, and Christine devoting herself to
Queenie to whom she talked of the days whan
she first entered the service of Mrs. Hether-
ton in Paris.  Reinette was never tired of
hearing of her mother, and the same story
Pag to be told many times era she was satis-
ied.

“It brings her so near to me to hear all
this,” she said to Christine, one evening,
when they sat together by the firelight In
Queenie’s room, and Christine had been de-
scribing a dress which her mistress wore to a
grand ball at which dukes and duohesses were
present. “ | like to think of her, beautiful as
she must have been in that lovely dress, and
happy, too, | am sure, though you have some-
times talked as if she were not always as
happy aa she should have been—aB if my
father were sometimes remiss in his attention.
But | know he loved her very muoh, thongh
he might not have shown it before you. Men
are different from women. Did he never pet
her in your presence ?”

“ Oh, yas, sometimes, and called her his

little Daisy—that was his pet name for
her,” Christine replied, and Reinette re-
joined :

“ Daisy is such a sweet name. | wish it
were mine, though Queenie does very well. |
like pet names so much, don’t yon ?”

Mrs. La Rne was gazing steadily into the
fire with a look of deep abstraction on her
face, and did not at once replﬁ/, and when at
last Bhe did she said, moreto herself, it would
seem, than to her companion :

“ Yes, yes—he used to call me Tina.”

“ Tina,” Beinette exclaimed, starting aud

denly, while like a flash of lightning there
shot through her brain tbe memory of the
long black tress she had burned, and tbe
letters whose writer bad signed herself Tina.
“Who used to call you Tinat" Bhe de-
manded. “ Was it your husband, Mrs. La
Rue 77

Not a musole of Christine’s face moved,
nor did her voioe tremble in the least as,
without withdrawing her eyes from the fire,
she replied ;

“ Yes, my husband ; there was more senti-
ment in his natnre than one would suppose
from seeing him. He was very fond of me at
times.”

* Tina is not a common pet name,” Bein-
ette continued. “ Did you ever know any
other Tina beside yourself.”

“ Never,” was Christina’s emphatic answer,
and now she looked curiously at the young
girl, and felt the blood rushing to her cheeks.

But her faoe was in the shadow, so that
Reinette could not see it, and as Pierre just
then came in bringing candles and a tray
with his mistress’ supper upon it, the eon
veraation was brought to a close, nor was it
resumed again, for »fter tea Margery oame
up and sat with Beinette and her mother un-
til ihe latter asked to be exonsed, and retired
to her room.

CHAPTER XLI.

TIVA

Beinette kept saying that word over to her-
self after Margery left her, and when at laBt
shewas in bed, it repeated itself again and
again in her brain, while a horrible suspicion,
tbe exact natnre of whioh she could not de-
fine, was forcing ItBelf into her mind. To
sleep was impossible, and with all her old
wakefulness npon her, sho tossed restlessl
from side to side until she beard the eloc
strike one.

“ | oannot lie here,” she said, and putting
on her dressing-gown she drew her chair to
the grate where the fire which Pierre had_re-
plenished just before she retired was burning,
she sat down, and with her faoe bnried in her
hands began to think such thoughts as made
the drops of perspiration stand thickly npon
her forehead and about her lips. * Tina.
Tina ;” that was the name of the woman or
girl whose tress of long black hair ihe had

urned, and whose touch, as it clung around
her fingers, and throwing out her handB with
a gestnre of loathing as If to thrust it from
her as she bad thrust it that day when she
found it in the letter.

“ Your little Tina,” the writer had called
herself, and aBked if Mr. Hetherton was won-
dering why he did not hear from her 1

“Who was this Tina t” Beinette asked
herself.

Not Christine ; surely not Christine, for
that would be toe horrible.  Christine was
uneducated.  Christine bad been a peasant
girl, her mother’s maid, and it was not tike
aproud man like Frederick Hetherton to
think of such as she.  There were other
Tinas in the world, other Christines, who
bore that pet name. The writerof the letter,
the owner of the trees was Bome bright-eyed,
bright-faced girl ef bumble origin, perhaps,
who had caught her father’s fancy for a few
days and been flattered by a kind word from
him, who, possibly, was for tbe moment more
nterested than he ought to have been. That
was all; there was nothing more, and she was
foolish to be eo disquieted.

Thus Queeuie reasoned, or tried to, bnt all
the time a terrible fear was tugging at ber
heart, and she was living over again that
dreadful death scene on the ship when her
father made her swear to forgive him what-
ever might have oome to her knowledge. She
had thought at first that he meant her Ameri-
can relations, of whom he had never told her,
and she had forgiven that long ago. Then
came the mystery concerning Christine and
her concealment of her identity, but Beinette
had recovered from that and ohaiged it to
moraa offense which bad made ber father,

angry. Margery had told as muoh, or had heraelf his little Tina, and wrote ; N . .

told ¥1er there was some cauBeforthe conceal- been nick most of the time since. you were people in this country wink at aBof too com-
ment, but had Baid distinctly that for what here, and that is why I did net answer your mon occurrence to be notioed, but which, o .
Margery would consider the greater wrong her letter at onoe. You were so kind to me 1and nevertheless, is a sin, for which | am eorry Do you know what it is to be at eea with a
father was not to blame, anc? bo she had ban- treated me so much like a lady that | oannot and would make amends. Little Margery La gale blowing eighty miles an hour ? You n.ay

ished every unpleasant thought from her help hoping you mean to do me justice. But Bue whom you love so much n your sister. read of the wrecks which to day strew the

mind, and was beginning to like Christine eo why wait? ~ Why put it off until I am con- Christine Bodine is her mother, but | am her shares of every lake; you may read of the

much, when this name Tina was thrust upon demned by the world ? 1 was good and inno- father, and I wish to bring her home to_live rigid bodies cast upon the sandd; y&fl may

her and awakened anew ali ber old suspi- cent once, and there must be still some good- with dyou, and share equally with you as if no cast E(/our eyes over hulk, spar and battered

cions : ay, awakened them tenfold, for never ness in me, or | should not hate myselfas 1 cloud of shame hung over her birth. Will plank, but yet you cannot realize the fury of

had she writhed under them as she was writh- do at times, and wish tbat | was dead. Oh. Kon let her come, Queenie ? Will you take that awful gale of Saturday. VeBsela on Lake

ing now, aB she Bat alone in her room while if you would take me to Chateau des Fleurs her for your sister ? Oh, if he had done this Michigan were bowling along beforo a top-

the dock struck the hours two and three, anii as’your wife. | would serve you bo faithfully. 1 should have understood it, and taken her sail breeze, when almost iu a moment the

the fire in the grate grew lower and grayer, | would be your very slave and make up to so gladI%/, and been spared all this pain. Oh. gale came howling down from another quar-

and the winter night seemed to grow blacker you in love and fidelity wbat I lack in culture. father, father, you have dealt most cruelly ter, bringing a terrible aea with it. Saiia were

and colder aronnd her. In a lady’s dresa | should look like a lady. with both your children, Margery and me [" split into ribbons before a sail could be

At last when she could keep stillno longer, You yourself say | am very pretty. You are  Queenie'had risen bK this time and was loosened, and masts went overboard ||ke*
she arose, pacing tbe room hurriedly, beatthe the first who ever told mé so, and that was making her toilet, for she meant to appear as broken sticks. No man living ever saw suoh
air with her hands, as she was wont to do the beginning of all the sin which followed. natural as possible to Mrs. La Rue and flar waves on our lakts be'ore.  In au hour after
under great excitement. You praised my eyes and hair in Your last geal until the moment came for her to speak the gale set in they were running twenty five

1What is it | fear f” she asked herself. letter, and said’you should not be likely to and know every particular of her sister's birtb. feet high. In three hours they could go no
“What is it | suspeot? Let me forget me. I cannot send you my eyes, but 1 While she was dressing Margery came to th» higher.  Off Frankfort theK were fully forty
put it into words, and see if it sounds can alock of my hair, which I out this morn- door, but it was looked, and Queenie oalled to feet high, and they ran with the speedo’a
so yery dreadful that | should break my own ing when making my toilet.” ~ her: o _ racehorse.
heart over it. | fear 1 suspect that Christine  * That’s the tress | burned,” Queenie " Excuse me, Margie, if I do not let youin.  The gala canght them as they reared up,
Bodine, in her girlhood—when, | dare say. whispered, feeling as if she, too, were burnma I have slept heavily, and am not yet quite and tous of foamy water were broken off and
she was rather pretty and piquant—attracted and writhing on live ooals just as the lock myself. I shall be down as soon "as | am wmjuried down into tbe trough to mingle with
of blue-black hair had writhed and hissed in dressed. | hope you have not kept any break the base of the next wave. Ono of the largest
he flan a» fast for me. 1 am not hungry.” propellers on the lakes, standing twenty feet

But she had not finished yet. There was But Margery did not heed her, and when at out of the water, had to put about bt fore the
still another letter—the laBt’and the longest, last she descended to the dining-room sh< talewas an hour old, and even while running
and she read it, while every hair of her head found a most tempting breakfast set for her tt full speed before it the waves s 'ept over
seemed to stand on end, and, instead of burn- in the large bay-window where the south sun tier entire decks. ~ Seamanship availed but
ing with heat she shook with oold, and her light oame in pleasantly, for the storm of tilt little. ~ Schooners were almost Eektd up
teeth chattered like the teeth of Harry Gill previous night had subaided, and as the morn- 00 Illg, by tbe wind and flung ahead, and
*b she devoured the contents of the “letter, Ing advanced the sun broke through the cole die biggest barks were knocked about like
which threw such a flood of Ii%ht upon what gray clouds and shone with unujual bright- chips. .
had gone before, and wbich she had not sus ness. In a slender, silver vase Margerv hae ~ When day broke Saturday morning those
oeeted. She had read enough to make her puta white Easter lily from tbe conservatory, >utat sea must have realized the wrnth of
hats Christine and almoBt %ate her father, While bv the side of Qneenie’s plate lay "a death. Every plungeof an ordinary schoontr
who Bhe felt was most to blame, but she had beautiful carnation pink with a few leaves o' rolled floods of wattr over her d cl'a to pour
no suspicion of the real state of things until the sweet rose geranium, the whole sendini Irom her scuppers as she dim! ed at an angle
she began to read tbe third letter, written in adelightful perfume through the room. And if forty five degrtes. Men hail all they could
November, and showing great physical weak Queenie, who was very susceptible to creator* lo to save lile without moving a finger to-
ness on the part of the writer. oomforts, saw it all “and took it all in, and ward navigating their crafts.

‘e Dear Mr. Hetherton,” it began. “1have could not feel quite as miseiable as sh _ The loudest shout could not bo heard two
been very sick, so siok that the old woman had up-stairsin her own room, where the stir ftet away, and the roar of the sea was awful
who attends me thought 1 should die, but 1 prise and pain had cume npon her so crush to hear.  The passengers ou the Alpt na were
am better now, though still so weak as Ingly. Butshe had no appetite, though foi loused from sleep when the ga'e reached her.
scarcely to be ableto hold my pen. But | Margery’s sake she tried to drink a little It brought such a sea tbat no one could have
must tell you of our dear littlé girl who was ooffee and picked at the delicious cream toast slept longer.
born two weeks age, and who now lies sleep- which Bhe ordinarily liked so much. ~ When tlie four-score souls aboard wero told
atmy side.” “You are sick” this morning,” Margerv ihat death was near they looked out on that

“ What I” Reinette exclaimed,aloud, clasp- said looking curiously at her as she sat mak tiowling, roaring, htingiy ~sea, without a
ing both hands to her forehead as if a heavy ing a pretense of eating. “ Youare as pale as shadow of hope that one of them would ever
blow had fallen there. “ What does she ashes, nnd there are dark ciroleB around youi see land again. Rafts and boats would nave
say? Alittle girl born in Marseilles—born eyes. Oh, Queenie, I sm so sorrv for you ; ” been blown about like feathers. Life preser-
to” Chri'tine Bodine, that was—that was— and thinking only of Phil as the cause of vers bore up corpses until they were cast
Margery " Queenie’s pale face and hollow eyes, Margerv ashore to be identified. Those who put them

She could scarcely articulate the last word, drew her head down upon her arm and smoth on in the final grasp for life could not have

| have poor, uneduoated girl -a wrong which many THE VERV OF IE'E OKEAT LAKE
«

my father more than she ought to have done

Such people are very ambitious, and suscepti-
ble, too ; and if my father was at all familiar
in his manner toward her, she probable was
flattered at once, and may be cheated herself,
into tbe belief that be was in earnest, and
meant to marry her, when Buoh an idea never
existed in his brain. Sbe probably wrote to
him, and like a gentleman, he answered, and
at last made her see bow mistaken she was
in supposing he could ever tnink of her after
having known my mother. And theu, by way
of amends, he settled that money upon her.
Yes, that is probably the esse,” “she contin-
ued, and the ti?htness around her heart (rave
way. She could breathe more freely, and ber
bands ceased to beat the air, until like light

ning there flashed into her mind:

* But where was Mrs. La Rue. and where
was Margery, when Christin awrote those let
ters to my father, if write them she did t
Margery is not much younger than | am.
Christine told me she was married soon after
mother died, and that father was angry about
it, as it took her from me. Oh, if | only knew
the truth—and | oan know it. in part
at least, by reading those letters which | "hid
away that day, swearing never to touch them,
unless circumstances seem to make it neces-
sary ; and it is necessary, | am aHre it is. |
.nust know the truth, or lose my mind. |
am so unsettled since poor Phil died, and to
brood over this will make me crazy in time.

Yes, | must know who was the Tina who for her tongue was thiok and parched, and in ered the shining hair carelessly. lived an hour in the keen wind and icy water.
wrote those letters to father.” her ears a Bound like the rear of the wind ~ Then Queenie came nearer crying than she ~ Men who lived out the gale still spesk of it
Reinette had reached a decision ; and, outside. hod since sbe first beard PLU was dead. with terror. Only once again will the door

lighting her candle, she opened the door of
the oloset where she had hidden the letters
months before. Thore was thi box on the
upper shelf just where she had left it, and
where she oould not reach it without a ohair.
This sha brought from her room and stepping
unto it, stood a moment looking at the box,
on whioh the dust lay so thickly, while a feel-
ing of terror began to take pos-'easfon of her,
and she felt as If the dead hand of her father
were olutching her arm and holding her back
V\r/]hxlafn she would have taken the Lox from the
shelf.

* | dont believe I’ll do it,” she said, as she
came down from the ohair with a sense of
that dead hand’s touch still upon her arm.
“ It seems just as if father were speaking to
me and bidding me let the letters alone. |
wish | had burned them when | found them,
and then | should not be tempted. And why
not burn them now, and so put it out of my
reach to read them ?” she continued, as
she stood shivering before the hearth anti
listening to the Btorm which was beginning to
beat against tbe windows.

February was coming
of snow and the shrieck of the
north  wind,  wbioh swept furiously
past the house, and seemed to Reinette
to have it in a sound of sobbing. She thought
of her father in the quiet grave-yard in Mer-
rivale, with the tall pineoverhanginghis grave
—of her mother, far off in Rome, where the
violets and daisies blossom all the year round
and of Phil, asleep beneath the Eastern wat-
ers, with nothing to mark his grave, and her
heart ached with a keener pain than she had
ever felt before as she stood in her slippers
and dressing gown and shivered in tbe cold,

ray, winter night. And always above every-
thing else the name of Tina was in her mind,
with a burning desire to solve the mystery
and know who this Tina was, and what she
had been to Mr. Hetherton.

“1 may as well bum them first sb last,"
she thought, and going again to the closet
and mounting upon the ohair, she took the
box from the shelf, and cargling it to the fire,
Bat down upon the floor, and began to openit.
Thero were four boxes in all, one within
another, and Queenie opened each one till she
came to the last and smallest, where lay the
envelope containing the three letters.

* There oan be noharm in glancing at tbe
handwriting,and theu if 1 ever see Christine's,
as | sometime may, | shall know if they are
the same,” she thought, and took out the
i/]ellow, time-worn package, which Beemed to

er so different from anything pertaining to
her surroundings.

The paper weB coarse and cheap, and the
handwriting cramped and stiff, like that of
an uneducated person doing her utmost to

“Oh, Oh I” she cried, throwing up her hands Grasping Margery’s hand she sobbei hya of death Oﬁen_WIder to them. Sjars and
as if in quest of some support; then they terically for a moment, though no tear came bulks are healing to splinters on the rocky
dropped helplessly at her side, and sha fell to oool her aehing eyeballs. ) shoieB, and btaten and disfigured corpstaare
forward upon her face, with the blood gush- I moBt not give way,” she Baid. “ | thrown upon tbe sandy beach, to be wept over
ing from her nose and Btaining her dressing- must not, for | have a%lr\;eat deal to do to-day, and buried. Itwas the wrath of death turned
gown. How long she lay unconsoious she —a great deal to bear. Where is your mother. loose upon wide wsstes, aud thst a single vea-
did not know, for since the clock struck three Margie ? | must see her. Find her, please, Vel escaped destruction Beems almost impossi-
she had taken no note of time, but when she and bring her here : or no, we will go into the ble.—Detroit Free Press.
came to herself the oold gray of the early library. No one will disturb us there, and
dawn waa stealing into the room, and far we must be alone. Call your mother, Mar- KEMOVAL ur »>T»IW
away in the vicinity of the kitchen she heard gie, | oannot wait.” ) ) Beat
the “sound of some one stirring. The fire  \What did it mean, and why was Qneenie so ; Mg“k%_Adheamg MeChafmcally;] eat-
was out and the candle was out, and she was strange this morning, like one unsettled in {ﬂg rushing, ag cuérents of water either on
oold, and stiff and bewildered, and could not ber mind ? Margie asked herself, as she ¢ UPPET Orunder sice.
at first remember what had happened. But went in quest of her mother, whom she found ~ Gdm, soaar, JEWLY, rto.—Simple washing
it came back to her with the rustling of the in ber room, and to whom she gave Queenie’s With water at a hand heat. .
letter she still held in her hand—oame with a message. G rease.—\White goods, wash with aoap ot
terrible pain, which made her cry out faintly ~ “ What can she wantwith me, | wonder? ¢ alkaline lyes. ~ Colored oottons, wash with
as Bre stagigered to her feet and |i3ht8d Mrs. La Bue thought, as Bhe went to the lukewarmnoap lyes.  Colored woolens, tho
another candle, for she bad not finished the [ibrary, where she found Reinette curled upi» a Same, or ammonia. Silks, absorbwith French
letter yet. Bnt she finished it at lastand large easy chair, which she did not morethan chalk or Fuller’s earth, and dissolve away with
Laid it V\f/ithI the o%h%rsl, V\r/]hile ther(le zwepthO\F]er ha?f fill begzmecor ether.v o o
er a feeling o elight, mingled with the f P : il olors, Varnish and esins.—OnN
horror and I%athing she had a% first exper- ba?kera?]%aﬂﬁégﬁgg%;%%@s\}\}#ﬁecg%'Svr;end white or colored linens, or woolens, use recti
ienced. Margery yas the little girl born at \ynije her eyes wore a very peculiarexpressioﬁ fied oil of turpentine, alcohol lye, and their
Marseilles, and whom Christine, the mother, as they fixed themselves on Mrs. La Rue. It soap. On silks, use Benzine, ether and mild
was sure Mr. Hetherton would love, because \ate same ohair ani the same position soap, very cautiously.
he e fond of children ” I Queenie bad occupied on the occassion of her  Stearine.—In all cases, strong, pure al-
' Yes, that was Margery,” she said, “nnd firgt interview with Phil, who had stood lean- SNk _ .
if so, then Margery is my sister, for she is jng'his elbow upon the mantel while he looked ., ¥ €9etable Colors, Frdit, Red Wine and
ray father’s daughter, and not M. La Rue’s 9 /S curiously. Something brought that Red Ink.—On white goods, sulphur fumes or
Margery; Margery, whom | loved the first day back to Queehin’s mind. and a sob wbich chlorine w”ter. Colored cottons and woolens,
time | saw her in that forlorn room ; whom I 128 move for'the dead Phil than forthe secret Wash with lukewarm soap lye or ammonia.
have loved ever since, more und more. Mar- gpo"neld escaped her as she bade good morn- Silk the same, but more cauuously. .
ery, Margiery, my Bister, my sister ; if any- 4 to Mrs. La Rue. who went up to her and Alizarine Inks.—White goods, tartario
thing would reconcile me to my father’s guilt, ea(i]d . ’ ! acid, the more concentrated the older are the
it would be this, that through his sin | have ] io i
Margery. DoeB Bhe know,gl wonder ? Did Pe]tlit\é\/?gt is itf What can I do far you
Christine tell her that day she was so sudden-  “Tpis \was the name Mrs. La Rue had often
ly taken ill, and is that tbe reason she has applied to her during the last few days, ami

seemed so different since ? seemed almost i iked i ith | V
afraid of me. as Bhe has at times ?  Yes, she th“,eeﬂ':oL‘j}gdg'gegf"t,?grfvtg,ﬁ?;ﬁ:sbgi‘n”f(;gghw'},'} juice of Carica papaya, can be procured, the

knows, and | shall tell her that | know, too, : spots are first softened with lukewarm water,
ar;]d drive thatb I|dea of shame from her mlhnd. R/Ierrs_ T;n%uséhfaizhﬁgg%?ﬁd i%%:mrgrnhléazvg% anld thenselt[\er og tgIeseksL:bsl,(tanc\‘/avsh[st applu(ejd.
She is not }ph ame. wo o?e o%n censure her, aqied if it ached, she cried out : A tron ; po % ag_l > ac _nt' — V! ite gt(r)]ol'i'
oré:astﬁ Iﬁlg tLIJp_OH her, or S| ehls m)é stl)sger, “Don’t presume to touch ‘me, or come tIo ?xalo actl , fu:e mlglaflc tac:j ,d\m " iit-
ﬁn Isl_a pchhalm ergs rs]uc , anf rng near me. don’t know whether my head a:d ragrrens _:)_ in.  On af- yle c% ona
e‘{ht?] ive \(/j\llt kmﬁ, E%nk ?] a;etrr]ny, Ortune 4ches or not. Only this | know, my heart is tV\(Iicllo ens,l_0|dr|o gr_:llk is cau |qgls y and re
Wit her, and makeher take herfathersame. aching with a pang to which physical pain s P*He SRl | ST (pshle (e
du ns |nehmus no gay. dc%u rr]m €0 netbing. Christine, | have lost all faith in ot &8N0 8ot e olens. and silks
ure to s%ee” eL evlery _ayl, an fe_ }1 us ré “you—faith in father—faith in everything. 1 79 mo?étened o cery dilute o ane s
?"ﬂded Ocﬁ | 1 had %St n Osé'ﬂg ait k 'F MY know the whole now—the story you meant to o ibq o e S ep/end
at ﬁl’. fInStmeml:l tg((:i)‘ h % Woas Ias%to oonrseal. ~ You are Tina, the shame faced, p/Ecidb Vinegar godb Wine Soor Fruits
n?](’t er, false to me ; and where was | When \yho wrote those letters to my father and sent _\White aoods simple washing. followed  ur
she was living in Marsgilles, or rather hiding nim a lock of your hair 1” o] ) ][) sning, up
there, for it was a hiding from the world T by chlorine water if a fruit jtr acoompanies
She oould not have cared for me so long after the aoid. Colored cottons, woolens and silks
mother %ied. ljdo ntl)t believe she ever took are very C%Le?rjlllyf.mmstengd Wllth dllutef darlr]-
me to Chateau des Fleurs, or ever was m . monia, with the finger end. (In case of deli-
nurse, as | have supposed. | have wasted top __ The London Lancet furnishes the London  cate colors, it will be found pre%erable to make
much'love on her, but | know her now for Spectator with atext foran article on overeat- some prepared chalk into a thin paste, with
what she is, and shall deal with her accord- ing. It iaadmitted that tbe old time vice of water, and apply it to the spots.)
gluttony is now comparatively raie in enlight-  Tanning fbom Chestnuts, Green Wai.-

»IM> SPOTH.

in with gusts

spots.  On colored cottons and woolens, and
 on silks, dilute tartaric acid is applied, cau-
tiously.

Blood and Albuminoid M atters.—Steep-
ing in lukewarm water. If pepsine, or the.

DO WS EAT TOO MUOH I

ingly.” A k .
write well, and Queenie shrank from it, and gsgch, in substance, were Beinette’s €ned countries. * Ourremote though clvil hots, etc., or Leather.—White goods, hot
only held it between her thumb and finger aB thoughts as sho sat shivering in the oold, ized ancestors,” instead of eating to live, often chlorine water, and concentrated taitario
she examined it more olosely, and read her cheerless room, while tbe morning light crept Used to live to eat. They would swallow food acid. Colored cottons, woolens and silks,

father's name upon it. But looking at the
outside begat an intense longing to knowv.
what was Inside—to have her doubts oor
firmed or scattered to the winds, and at last
she made a desperate resolve, and jerking her
arm, which it seemed to her the dead hand
mtill held firmly, she said, aloud :

“ | shall read these letters now, though a
thousand dead hands held me.”

Queenie felt herself growing very calm aB
sbe said this, and though outward the Btorm
raged with greater fury, and the sobbing of
the wind waa wilder and louder than before,
she neither heeded nor hyard it, for Bhe bad
opened the letters one by one, and selecting
that which bore date farthest back, began to
read. And as she read on, and on, and on,
she forgot how cold she was—forgot thst the
fire was going out—forgot the fearful storm
which shook the solid foundations of the
great house, and screamed like so many de-
mons past the windows—forgot even that
Phil was dead in the Indian sea, bo horrible
were the sensations crowding upon her anj
overmastering every thosght and feeling save
the one dreadful conviotion that now she
knew her father’s secret—knew who Tina
was, and that the knowledge paralyzed for
the time every other sensation.

inat the windows, and she could see herself for its own sake, until they could swallow no apply dilute chionne water cautiously to the
distinctly in tbe glass upon the mantle. It More, 1 and when they ceased were asincapa- Bpot, washing it away and reapplying it
wus a very white, haggard face whioh tooked e as many animals after a similar indul- several times.
at her from the mirror, and the eyes almost gence.” Just here tbe Spectator interposes Tar, Cast Whkel Grease, Mixture*) of
frightened her with their expression. About a Plea in behalf of a well-known beast whioh Fat, Rosin, Carbon and Acetic Acid.—On
her mouth and on the front of her dress it believes has more than its share of con- white goods, soap and oil of turpentine, alter-
were spots of blood, whioh had dropped from fumely in this respect. * It is a popular mis nately with streams of water. -Colored cot-
her nose while sbe was unconsoious, and take to suppose that only Iplgs are gluttons. tons ‘and woolens, rub in with lard, let lie,
which added to her unnatural appearance. Horses and cattle will Kkill themselves with soap, let lie again, and treat alternately with
The stains from ber face she washed away : certain kinds of food, and so will invidual il of turpentine and water. Silks the same,
and exchanging her dressing gown for a dogs, while all the wild carnivores are liable more oarefully, using benzine instead of oil of
fre«h one, crept, into bed, for .she was very at times to eat themselves into temporary turpentine. _ )
oold and dizzy and faint, while, strangely imbecility.” This is a kindly appeal in behaif scorching —White goods, rub well with
enough, in spité of the wild ‘exoitement under Of & creature who cannot speak tor itself, but linen rags nipped in chlorine water. ~ Colored
which she was laboring, there was stealing Still when we Bay that a man eats like a pig cottons, redye if possible, or in woolens
over her a heavy stupor whioh Bhe oould nos e mean something different from whatwe do raise a fre>h™ aurface. Silka, no remedy.—
throw off, and When at the usual hour Pierre When we say tbat Re eats like a horse or dog - Chemical Review.
came to make her fire, he found her sleeping 1N India *every distriot has its notorious v
so soundly that he stole softly out and left her ﬁg" artr?grrng atrlsehua esfearﬁ%sulsn l\%oh(:rnsathaer:g A
gggghiewaggﬁh 'ggfgeg"ar{g?%(',o°§ﬁg Ic\/allzéjr} are men who incline to like indulgence, our  Lodibville, Nov. 6. —Will Tucker and Ad
when, as cautiously as possible, a fire was OWn Indians * are constantlg guilty of gor- Hitt, two boys of this city, got tbeir desire for
kindled in the grate to make the room more %‘”9 like snakes till they can hardly move ; » adventure iu the common way, hy resdiug the
comfortable, for the morning was bitterly PUE the practice is not noticeable among_the literature of Buffalo Bill and Texas Jack; but
cold, and the frost lay thickly upon the win- cuhltlvra:ted people ofd the Weitern C(%untnel? g;téll(rj é:g%ceggfsg J{ﬁl(%anv?gadug?sU\e}Lstfor _It_rp]g
in? « - .
dows. Margery oould not see Queenie’s face, «NO however, to a degree make up, for se had very little money : and here they agnin
departed from precedent, for they did not

as it was turned to the wall, and partly denial in this way by intemperance in drink-
i y Ing. . 101

covered with the sheet, and so she had no T . iire excessive eating of the disgusting start out hopefully afoot, like tlie boss we fre-

quently read ef. ~ They could just pay for a

suspicion of the frightful storm which had sort is rare, the Lancet questions, in what the j
f\\gvehptt ogﬁa thneo y%lﬁggeng;]rqlen{j urlor}g %ﬁg Spectator calls “ a curiously cautious » way Single “ticket to Alabama, andJ they decided
o hore frightful storm awaiting her when Whether or not aa a rule, people do not eat tbat oue should travel as a regular passenger
the awoke. The letters which had wrought More than they need. while the other rode in the trunk as bngi'age.
so much harm lay upon the table, and Mar- Tht% t(iss Olz a Aootl)ntfle ttl(;d trgat H('jtt shoutl)d gg
: g in the trunk. ottle of water and some brea
gory Salt &?ﬁg‘: tpheel’iy Eléhtdali?\ ngt togﬁg t?aevr\r; were put in with him, and several liolos wen
too, the dressing gown on the floor wheré HiB Honor the Lieutenant-Governor has %ﬁgertogfoelpelytg"?h\év'trgﬁ;géd L&Zttigr\{ei?]mg
Queenie had left it, and picked it up and laid beeu pleased to make tbe following appoint- o i “hecked his trunk. and settled himself
it ever a chair, without noticing the stains ments, viz: ) down comfortably in the seat of a first class
u‘pon it, and put the little Frenc rheeled  George Edward Lumsden, of the city of .o.™ Bt all did’not go well with Hitt. He
slippers near it, and brushed the hearth, and Hamilton, Esquire, to be Assistant Provincial was tumbled roughly into the ba gagé car
heaped fresh coal upon the grate, and then Secretary, in the room and Btead of Isaac ;.4 |eft standing ou ?{is head Otﬂer ‘trunks
went quietly out and closed the door, leaving Roberta Eckart, Esquire resigned. . were piled on his, nearly closing the airholes.
Qﬁ)rc&”siptjjoliotge Bleep which lasted until the ~ Reginald Gourlay, of the town of Picton, When almost smothered he let out his re-

m IN ATRUNK.

CHAPTER XLIL.

THK LETTERS.

They were written at different times with
an interval of some months between two of
them—but all were dated at Marseilles, where
the writer seemed to be living in very obscure
lodgings, for in the first letter, written not
very long after Mrs. Hetherton’s death in
Rome, she said : “ The rooms suit me ex-
aotlv, for few ever oome to occupy the lower
floor, and the old ooncierge is ao blind and deaf
that I go in and out withoutattracting notice,
which Is what | am anxious to do at present.
I have found a trusty woman to stay with mn,

ONTARIO APPOINTMENTS.

and if I could see you sometimes I should be . Then, with a start,Queenie R. W. Crothers and Joseph Benjamin Mc- maining breath in a yell for help. The lid
quite oontent, on)ll I never can forget the awoke, and opening her eyes, looked about Arthur, of the city of Toronto, Esguires, Bar- \-c'piokan™ The C0¥]tents had Fl)ost his de-
sweet lady who die(}/in my arms, believing in ber with that vague sense of misery and pain risters at-law, 10 be Notaries Public in and g2 t5" roam.  He confessed, and, with

we have all felt at some period of our lives, for the Province of Ontario.
when the first thought on waking was, “What

is this whioh so weighs my Bpirit8 down? _An elopement party at Vincent, N. C,, _The girl who bangs her hair often makes
Why is it | feel so badly " (l;onSi?te?)'dodf fOtL)Jr couples, all of whom Rad the wife v%ho bange hegr husband’s.

To Queenie it came very soon why she felt been forbidden by parents to marry.  They — __ ; ;
so badly, and with a moa she hid her faoe. met at rain time in the railroad stzion, rode  fian on' eceypt oF treatoning *leitors have
in her pillow, while something like a sobbing to a village twenty miles away, and then stood ¢ received these letters from * Rorv.” The
ory escaped her as she whispered : up in a row before a cleryman. Irish papers recount with rdish t at Loid
while a prickly sensation was In every nerve, " | thought him so good and true, andnow  —Whenever a single woman bejins to talk Annesley had intended to pass the winter as
and her lips quivered convulsively. I know him to have been so bad—false to a tha paBt, and saya oertain events occurred ysyal in Ireland, which was not at all agree-

And still she read on, taking next the sec- mother whom he negleoted and deceived— so far back that she does not remember thrm, aple to milsdy’s French maid, who preférred
ond letter, the one which had ~contained the false to Christine whom he ruined and for- youmay say she has arrived at the age known [ ondon. So she sent a threatening letter to
{ng of haltrﬁ ar}? V\{E'O*}. e V‘!’E”t%*n t}WOMOf ﬁ?Ok' anthdebtha'S%a”d orggltt% Mgrggfy' as old maidenhood “milord,” who at once ordered his carriage

ree months after the first. ~Evidently Mr. hia own child, whom he repudiated and dis- - i [ and drove to the station, en route for Eng-
Hetherton had been in Marseilles and seen the owned. Why did he not bring her home Rhod-gs]e\/?/:;atfat({eflyar\]/\/(i?]%“sﬁp mllsterrerﬁ?;gg land.  He journeyed there with a revolver t?y
writer, for she spoke of .his recent visit and lee afmhan Wh(cajn ka|[jst L(_)und her,d and tgld $390,000. The sale o hii effects in his res- his side, capped and loaded, two other friends
the great pleasure it had given her, and even him of her, and asked him to educate her jhonce™resylted in $28.75. The property gotm accompanying him with loaded rifles inside

hinted at a vague hope for the future, when because she was bo pretty, and | loved her a0 % charities the London Free Hospital the carriage, while a gallant colonel, armed to
she might be “acknowledged by him as his dearly ? Why did he not saytome, ‘Queenie, .4 'the National Lifeboat Institution PIEL e teeth, sat on  the bo beside  tho acach-
wifa. It wasin this latter that aha oalle4 | have sinned—fcave don* a great wrong te a mon.

me as the best of servants and in you as the
best of huBbandB. Oh, does sbe know * does
she see me 7 Sometimes | think she does—
think she is here in the roam watching me,
and then | ao1 afraid, andrush into tbe street
nntil the terror i» past.”

“ That was Christine, sure, for mother died
in _her arms," Reinette whispered, faintly,

Tucker, wan sent bome.



