, A New Story for the Times.

(BY WILKIE COLLINS.)
I.

Lato in tho autumn, not many years
since, a public meeting was held at the
Mansion House, London—under the direc-
tion of the Lord Mayor.

The list of gentlemen, invited to address
the audience, had been ohosen with two
objects in view. Speakers of celebrity,
who could rouse public enthusiasm, were
supported by speakers oonneoted with com-
merce, who would be praotically useful in
explaining the purpose for which the meet-
ing was convened. Money, wisely spent in
advertising, had produced the customary
result: every seat was oocupied before the
proceedings began.

Among the late arrivals, who had no
choice but to stand or to leave the hall, were
two ladies. One of them at once deoided
on leaving the hall. “ I shall go back to the
carriage,” she said, “ and wait for you at
the door.” Her friend answered, “ | shan’t
keep you long. Ho is advertised to support
the second resolution ; | want to see him—
and that is all.”

An elderly gentleman, seated at the end
of a bench, rose and offered his place tothe
lady who remained. She hesitated to take
advantage of his kindness, until he had
reminded her of what she had eaid to her
friend. Before tho third resolution was
proposed, his Beat would be at his own dis-
posal again. She thanked him, and, with-
out further ceremony, took his place. He
was provided with an opera glass, which he
more than onca offered to her when famou
orators appeared on the platform. She
made no use of it, until a speaker—known
ia the city, but not known eleewhere—
stepped forward to support the eecond
resolution.

His name (announced in the advertise-
ments) was Ernest Lismore.

The moment he rose the lady asked for
the opera glass. She kept it to her eyes
for suoh a length of time, and with Buch
evident interest in Mr. Liemore, that the
curiosity of her neighbors was aroused.
Had he anything to say in whioh a lady
(evidently a stranger to him) was personally
interested ? There was nothing in the
addreBS that he delivered which appealed
to the enthusiasm of women. He was
undoubtedly a handsome man, whose
appearance proclaimed him to be in the
prime of life—midway, perhaps, between
30 and 40 years of age. But why a lady
should persist in keeping an opera glass
fixed on him all through his speech, was a
question whioh found the generalingenuity
at a loss for a reply.

“| beg your pardon, sir, for keeping it so
long.” Having returned the glass with
this excuse, she ventured on putting a
queetion next. “ Did it strike you that
Mr. Lismore seemed to be out of spirits ?”
she asked.

“ 1 can't say it did, ma’am.”

“ Perhaps you noticed that he left the
platform the moment he had done ?”

This expression of interest in Mr. Lis-
more did not escape the notice of a lady,
seated on the benoh in front. Before the
old gentleman could answer, she volunteered
an explanation.

“1 am afraid Mr. Lismore is troubled by
anxieties conneoted with his business,”
she said. “ My husband heard it reported
in the oity yesterday that he was seriously
embarrassed by the failure ”

A loud burst of applause made the end
of the sentence inaudible. A famous mem-
ber of Parliament had risen to propose the
third resolution. The polite old man took
his seat, and the lady left the hall to join

her friend.

* * *

“ Well, Mrs. Callender, has Mr. Lismore
disappointed you?”

“Far from it! But | have heard a
report about him which has alarmed me.
He is said to be seriously troubled about
money matters. How can | find out his
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shopwe pasa and ask to look at the direc-
tory. Are you going to pay Mr. Lismore a
visit ?"

111 am going to think about it.”

L
The next day a clerk entered Mr. Lis-
more’s private room at the office, and pre-
sented a visiting card. Mra. Callender had
reflected, and had arrived at a decision.
Underneath her name, she had written
these explanatory words : “ On important
business.”
NDoes she look as if she wanted money ?”
Mr. Lismore inquired.

“QOh, dear no! She oomes in her oar-
riage.”

“Is she young or old ?”

“ 0Old, sir.”

To Mr. Lismore—consoious of the disas-
trous influence occasionally exeroised over
busy men by youth and beauty—this was a
recommendation in itself. He said, “ Show
berin.”

Observing the lady, as ehe approaobed

him, with the momentary oariosity
of a stranger, be noticed that she still
preserved the remaine of beauty. She bad

also esoaped the,misfortune, oommon to
persons at her time of life, of beooming too
fat. Even to a man’s eye, her dressmaker
appears to have made the most of that
favorable oircumstanoe. Her figure had
its defects oonoealed, and its remaining
merits set off to advantage. At the same
time, ehe evidently held herself above the
common deceptions, by whioh some women
seek to conceal their age. She wore her
own gray hair; and her complexion bore
the test of daylight. On entering the room
ehe’made her apologies with some embar-
rassment. Being the embarrassment of a
etranger (and not of a youthful stranger) it
failed to impress Mr. Lismore favorably.

“1 am afraid | have ohosen an incon-
venient time for my visit,” she began.

“ 1 am at your service,” he answered, a
little stiffly. “ Especially if you will be so
kind as to mention your business with me
in few words.”

She was a woman of some spirit, and
that reply roused her. “ I will mention it
in one word,” she said smartly. “ My
bueinesB is—gratitude.”

He was completely at a loss to under-
Btand what she meant; and he said so
plainly. Instead of explaining herself, she
put a question.

“ Do you remember the night of the 11th

of March, between five and six years
sinoe ?”

He considered for a moment. “ No,” he
said, "1 don’t remember it. Excuse me,

Mrs. Callender, | have affairs of my own to
attend to, whioh oause me some anxiety.”

“Let me assist your memory. Mr. Lis-
more ; and | will leave you to your affairs.
On the date that | have referred to, you
were on your way to the railway station at
Bexmore, to oatoh the night express from
the North to London.”

As a bint that bis time was valuable, the
ship-owner had hitherto remained stand-
ing. He now took hiB customary Beat, and
began to listen with some interest. Mrs.
Callender had produced her effeot on him
already.

“ It waB absolutely neoessary,” she pro-
oeeded, “ that you should be on board your
ship, in the London Dooks, at 9 n'olock the
next morning. If you had ’os the piprpse,
the vessei would have sailed without you.’

The expression of his face began to
change to surprise. “Who told you that?”
he asked.

“You shall hear direotly. On your way
into the town, your carriage was stopped
by an obstruction on the high road. The
people of Bexmore were looking at a
house on fire.”

He started to his feet.
are you the lady ?”

She held up her hand in satirioal protest.
“Gently, sir! You suspected me just now

“ Good HeaveHB1

of wasting your valuable time. Don’t
raehly conclude that I am the lady, until
you find that | am acquainted with the
oircumBtanoes.”

“Is there no excuse for my failing to
recognize you ?” Mr. Lismore asked. “We
were on the dark side of the burning house ;
you were fainting, and | ”

“ Aud you,” she interposed, “ after saving
me at the risk of your own life, turned a
deaf ear to my poor husband’s entreaties,

when he asked you to wait till | had
recovered my Bensea.”

“Your poor husband?  Surely, Mrs.
Callender, he reoeived no serious injury

from the fire ?”

“The firemen rescued him under circum-
stances of peril,” she answered, “and at his
greatage, he sank under the shook. 1 have
loBt the kindest and best of men. Do you
remember how you parted from him—
burnt and bruised in Baving me ? He liked
to talk of it in his last illness. ‘At least,’
he said to you, ‘tell mo the name of the
man who hae preserved my wife from a
dreadful death.” Youthrew your card to
him out of the oarriage window and away
you went at a gallop. In all the years that
have passed since, I have kept that card,
and have vainly inquired for my brave sea
captain. Yeeterday | saw your name on
the list of speakers at the Mansion House.
Need | Bay that | attended the meeting?
Need I tell you, now, why I come here and
interrupt you in business hours?”

She held out her hand. Mr. Lismore
took it in silenoe and presoed it warmly.

“You have not done with me yet,” she
resumed, with a smile. “ Do you remem-
ber what I said of my errand when | first
came in?”

“You said it was an errand of grati-
tude.”

“ Something more than the gratitude
which only Bays Thank you,” Bhe added.
“ Before | explain myself, however, | want
to know what you have been doing, and
how it was that my inquiries failed to traoe
you after that terrible night.”

The appearanoe of depreBBion, which
Mrs. Callender had notioed at the puciic
meeting, showed itself again in Mr. Lis-
more’s faoe. He sighed as heaneweredher.

“ My BtoryhaB one merit,” he said, “ it
is soon told. | cannot wonder that you
failed to discover me. In the first place, |
was not captain of my ship at that time ;
| was only mate. In the seoond place, |
inherited some money, and ceased to lead
a sailor’s life, in leas than a year from the
night of the fire. You will now understand
what obstaoles were in the way of your
tracing me. With my little capital I started
successfully in business as a ehip owner.
At the time | naturally congratulated
myself on my own good fortune. We little
know, Mrs. Callender, what the future has
in store for us.”

He stopped. His handsome features
hardened, aB if he was Buffering (and oon>
oealing pain). Before it was possible to
Bpeak to him, there was a knock at the
door. Another visitor, without an appoint-
ment, had oalled ; the olerk appeared again
with a oard and a message.

1 The gentleman begs you will see him
Bir. He has something to tell you whioh is
too important to be delayed.”

Hearing the message Mrs. Callender rose
immediately.

“ It ia enough for to-day that we under
stand eaoh other,” she said. “ Have you
any engagement to-morrow, after the hours
of business ?”

“ None.”

She pointed to her oard on the writing

table. “ Will you come to me to-morrow
evening at that address? | am like the
gentleman who has just oalled ; I, too

have my reason for wishing to see you.’

He gladly acoepted tbe invitation. Mrs.
Callender stopped him as he opened the
door for her.

“ Shall | offend you,” Bbe eaid, “ if | aBk
a strange queetion before I go? | have
better motive, mind, than mere ouriosity-
Are you married ?”

“No.”

“ Forgive me again,” she resumed. “At
my age you oannot possibly misunderstand,
me ; and yet ”

She hesitated. Mr.
pivft bar rnnfiriur.ru------- _

JPray, don’t Btand on ceremony, lira
Callender. Nothing that you can’ ask me
need be prefaoed by an apology.”

Thus enoouraged, she ventured to pro-
ceed.

“ You may be engaged to be married,”
Bhe suggested, “ or you may be in love ?”

He found it impossible to conceal bis sur
prise. But he answered without heBita'
tion.

“ There is no such bright prospect in my
life,” he said. “ | am not even in love.1

She left him with a little sigh. It sounded
like a sigh of relief.

Ernest Liemore waa thoroughly puzzled.
What could be the old ladv’s object in
ascertaining that he was still free from
matrimonial engagement ? If the idea had
ooourred to him in time, he might
have alluded to her domestio life
and  might have  asked if Bhe
had children. With a little taot he
might have discovered more than this
She had described her feeling towards him
aB passing the ordinary limita of gratitude ;
and she was evidently rich enough to be
above the imputation of a meroenary
motive. Did she propose to brighten those
dreary prospeots to whbich he alluded, in
speaking of his own life? When he pre-
sented himself at her house, the next
evening, would she introduce him to a
oharming daughter?

He smiled bitterly as the idea occurred
to him. “An appropriate time to be
thinking of my ohanoes of marriage 1" he
Baid to himself. “ In another month | may
be a ruined man.”

Liemore tried to

hi.

The gentleman who had Bo urgently
requested an interview was a devout friend
—who had obtained a means of helping
Ernest at a serious criaia in his affairs.

It had been truly reported that he was in
a position of pecuniary embarrasBment,
owing to the failure of a mercantile house
with whioh be had been intimately con-
nected. Whispers affeoting hie own sol-
venoy had followed on the bankruptcy of the
firm. He had already endeavored to obtain
advances of money on the usual conditions
and had been metby excuses for delay. His
friend had now arrived with a letter of
introduction to a capitalist, well known in
commercial oiroles for hia daring Bpecwuia
tions and his great wealth.

Looking at the letter, Ernest observed
thatthe envelope was sealed. In spite of that
ominous innovation on established usage,
in cases of personai introduction, he pre-
sented tbe letter. On thia ocoaaion be wae
not put off with exouses. The capitalist
flatly deolined to discount Mr. Lismore’s
bills, unless they were baoked by responsi-
ble names.

Ernest made a last effort.

He applied for help to two mercantile
men, whom he had assisted in their diffi-
culties, and whose names would have
satisfied the money-lender. They were
“ most sinoerely sorry "—but they too
refused.

The one seourity that he oould offer was
open, it must be owned, to serious objec-
tions on the ecore of risk. He wanted an
advance of twenty thousand pounds,
secured on &homeward-bound ehip and
cargo, worth double the money—if the

vessel reached her port in safety. She
waa now more  than a month
overdue ; the season waa stormy, and

the underwritera shook their heads. The
unfortunate shipowner returned to bis
office, without money, and without credit.

A man threatened by ruin was in no
Btate of mind to keep an engagement at a
lady’s tea-table. Ernest Bent a letter of
apology to Mrs. Callender; alleging ex-
treme pressure of buainesa aa the excuse for
breaking hia engagement.

“Am | to wait for an anawer, sir?”

“ No ; you are merely to leave the letter.”

V.

In an hour’ time—to Ernest's astoueii-

ment—the messenger returned with areply.

“ The lady was just going out, Bir, when
| rang at the door,” he explained ; “ and she
took the letter from me herself. Shedidn’t
appear to know your handwriting, and Bhe
asked me whom | oame from. AS Boon aa
| told her, | was ordered to wait.”

Ernest opened the letter.

“Deab Me. Lismore,—One of ua must
speak out, and your letter of apology forces
me to be that one. If you are really Bo
proud and so distrustful as you seem to be,
| ahall offend you. If not, 1 shall prove
myself to be your friend.

“ Your excuse iB *pressure ot; business.’
The truth (as | have good reason to
believe) is ‘want of money.” | heard a
etranger say, at that publio meeting, that
you were seriously embarrassed by some
failure in the city.

“Let metellyou what myown peouniary
position is, in two words. | am the ohildleBS
widow of ariob man ”

Ernest paused. His anticipated discovery
of Mrs. Cj-.lender’s charming daughter was
in hiB mind for the moment. “ That
little romance must return to the world of
dreams,” he thought—and wenton with ihe
letter.

“ After what | owe to you | don’t regard
it as repaying an obligation—I consider
myself as merely performing a duty,
when | offer to assist you by aloan of
money.

“Wa ait a little before youthrow my letter
into the waste-paper basket.

“ Circumstances (whioh it is impossible
for me to mention more particularly until

we meet) put it out of my power
to help you, wunless |- attach to
my most Bincere offer of service

a very unuBual and very embarrassing con-
dition. If you are on the brinkof ruin,
that misfortune will plead my exouse—and
your excuse, too, if you except tlie loan on
my terms. In any case, | rely on the sym-
pathy and forbearanoe of a man to whom |
owe my life.

“ After what | have now written, there
iB only one thing to add. | beg to deoiine
accepting your exomses ; and | Bhall expeot
to Bee you to morrow evening, aa we ar-
ranged. | am an obstinate old woman ; but
I am also your faithful friend and servant.

Mary Callender.

Ernest looked up from the letter. “ What
oan she possibly mean ?” he wondered.

Buthe was too a sensible man to be oon -
tent with wondering : he decided on keeping
his engagement.

V.
W hat Dootor Johnson oalled “ the insol-
enoe of wealth ” appears far more fre-

quently in the houaea of the rioh than in
the manners of the rioh. The reason isplain

enough. Personal ostentation is, in the
very nature of it, ridioulous. But the
ostentation which exhibits magnificent

pictures, priceless china and splendid fur-
niture can purohase good taste to guide it,
and can assert itself without affording the
Bmallest opening for a word of deprecia-
tion or a look of oontempt. If I am worth
a million of money, and if I am dying to
show it, I don’t ask you to look at me—I
ask you to look at my house.

KeepiDg his engagement with Mrs. Cal-
lender, Ernest diaoovered that riohes might
be lavishly and yet modestly used.

In crossing the hall and aecending the
stairs, look where he might, hie notice was
insensibly won by proofs of the taste which
is not to be purchased, and the wealth
whioh uses but never exhibits ita purse.
Conducted by a man Bervant to the landing
on tbe first floor, he found a maid at the
door of the boudoir, waiting to announce
him. Mrs. Callender advanced to welcome
her guest in a simple evening dress, per-
fectly suited to her age. AIll that had
looked worn and faded in ber fine face by
daylight was now softly obscured by shaded

lamps. Objects of beauty Burrounded her,
which glowed with subdued radianoe
from their background  of sober
oolor.  The influenoe of appear-
accés is the strongest of all outward
infiuenoes, while it lasts. For the moment,
the Bcsne produced Its iwytoBsion ou

Ernest, in Bpite of the terrible anxieties
which consumed him. Mrs. Callender, in
bis office, was a woman who had stepped
out of her appropriate 'sphere. Mrs. Cal-
lender, in her own house, wasa woman who
had risen to a new place in his estimation.

“1 am afraid you don’t thank me for
forcing you to keep your engagement,” she
said, with her friendly tones and her
pleasant smile.

“Indeed, | do thank you,” he replied.
“ Your beautiful house and your gracious
welcome have persuaded me into forgetting
my troubles—for a while.”

The smile passed away from her faoe.
“ Then it is true ?” she said gravely.

“ Only too true.”

She led him to a Beatbeside her, and
waited to speak again, until her maid had
brought in the tea.

“ Have you read my letter in the same
friendly Bpirit in which | wrote it ?” ahe
asked, when they were alone again.

“1 have read your letter gratefully.
But ”

“But you don’t know yet what | have to
Bay. Letuaunderstand each other before
we make any objections, on either side.
W ill you tell me what your present position
is—at ite worat? | can and will Bpeak
plainly when my turn oomes, if you will
honor me with your confidence. Not if it
distresses you 1” she added, observing him
attentively.

He waa ashamed of his hesitation—and
he made amends forit. “Do youthoroughly
understand me ?” he asked, when the whole
truth had been laid before her without
reserve.

She summed up the result, in her own
words.

“If your overdue ship returns safely,
within a month from this time, you oan
borrow the money you want, without diffi-
culty. If the ship ia lost, you have no
alternative (when the end of the month
comes) but to accept a loan from me or to
BUBpend payment. Ibthatthe hard truth ?”

It is.”

And the sum you require iB—£20,000 ?”

Yes.”

| have twenty times as much money as
that, Mr. Lismore, at my sole disposal—on
one condition.”

The condition
letter ?”

“Yes.”

“ Does the fulfilment of the oondition
depend, in some way, on any décision of
mine ?"

“ It depends entirely on you.”

That answer dosed hiB lips.

Wi ith a oomposed manner and a Bteady
hand, she poured hereelf out a sup of tea.

“1 conoeal it from you,” she said ;“but |
want confidence. Here ” (she pointed to
the oup) “ is the friend of women, rich or
poor, when they are in trouble. What |
aave now to Bay obliges me to speak in
praise of myBelf. | don’t like it—let me
get over it as soon as | can. My husband
waa very fond of me. He had the most
absolute confidence in my discretion, and
in my Bense of duty to bim and to myself.
Hia last words, before he died, were words

that thanked me for making the happiness
of his life. As soon as | had in some
degree reoovered, after the affiiotion that
had fallen on me, his lawyer and exeoutor
produced a oopy of his wilt, and said there
were two clauses in it whioh my husband
had expressed a wish that | should read.
It ia needleaeto say that | obeyed.”

She still controlled her agitation ; but
she was unable to conceal it. ErneBt made
an attempt to Bpare her.

“Am | concerned in this?” he aeked.

“Yea. Beforel tell youwhy, | want to
know what you would do—in a certain oase

which | am unwilling even to suppose. 1
have beard of men, unable to meet the
demands made on them, who began busi-
ness again, and suooeeded, and in course of
time paid their oreditorB.”

“And you want to know if there is any
likelihood of my following their example ?”
he said. “ Have you also heard of men,

alluded to in your

who have made that seoond effort—who
have failed again-and who have doubled
the debt-a they oTea to their brethren in
business who trusted them ? | knew one
of those mea wuyseH. He oommitted
Buicide.”

She laid her haid fora moment on his.
“1 understand ytu,” she Baid. “ If ruin
oomes—

“If ruin ootuB” he interposed, “a man
without money and without credit can
make but one -ast atonement. Don’t
speak of it now.1

She looked al him with horror.
didn’t mean that ” ehe said.

“ Shall we go hick to what you read in
the will ?” he suggested.

“ Yea—if you will give me a minute to
oompose myaelf.”

“

In leBathan the minute she had aaked
for, Mra. Callender was calm enough to
go on.

“ 1 now possess, what is called, a life
interest in my husband’s fortune,” she said.
“ The money I6to be divided, at my death,
amODg charitable institutions—excepting a
certain event which ia provided for in the
will. | am to inherit the whole four hun-
dred thousand pounds, and | may use it at
my own sole discretion ” her voice
dropped, and her eyes looked away from
him as she spoke the next words—" on this
one condition, that | marry again.”

He looked at her in amazement.

“ Surely, | have mistaken you? ” he said.
“You mean 'on this ono condition, that
you do not marry again ?”

“No, Mr. Liemore ; | mean exactly what
| have said. Xou now know that the oer-
tain recovery of your credit and your peaoe
of mind rests entirely with yourself?”

After a moment of reflection, he took her
hand and raised it respeotfully to his lips.
“Youare a noble woman,” he said.

She made no reply. W ith drooping head
and downcast eyes sho waited for hie
decision. He accepted his responsibility,

“1 muat not, and dare not, think of the
hardBhip of my own position,” he said ;
“ | owe it to you to speak,withoutreference
to the future that may be in store for me.
No man can be worthy of the saorifice
whioh your generous forgetfulness of your-
self is willing to make. | respeot you ; I
admire you ; I thank you with my whole
heart. Leave me to my fate, Mrs. Cal-
lender—and let me go.”

He rose. She stopped him by a geeture.

“ A young woman,” ehe answered, “ would
Bhrink from saying what I, as an old
woman, mean to say now. | refuse to leave
you to your fate. | ask you to prove that
you respeot me, admire me, and thank me
with your whole heart. Take one day to

think—and let me hear the result. You
promise me this ?”
He promised.
“ Now go,” she said.
VII,
The next morning Ernest reoeived a

letter from Mrs. Callender. She wrote to
him as follows :

“ There are some considerations, whioh |
ought to have mentioned yesterday even-
ing, before you left my house.

“ 1 ought to have reminded you—if you
consent to reconsider your decision—that
the oircumstances do not require you to
pledge yourself to me absolutely.

“ At my age, | can, with perfeot pro-
priety, assure you that | regard our mar-
riage BiTpiy and solely as a formality
which I must fulfil, if | am to carry out
my intention of standing between you and
ruin.

“ Therefore—if the missing ship appears
in time the only reason for the marriage ia
at an end, We shall be as good friends as
ever, without the encumbrance of a formal
tie to biDd us.

“In the other event, I should ask you to
submit to certain restrictions which, re-
membering my poBition, you will under-
stand and exouse.

“We are to live together, it is unneoes
Bary to Bay, a8 mother and son. The mar-
riage oeremony is to be strictly private ; and
you are BOto arrange your affairs that, im
mediately afterwards, we leave England for
any foreign place which you prefer. Some
of *ny friunds, and (perhaps) some of your
friends, will oertainly misinterpret our
motives—if we stay in our own country-
in a manner which would be unendurable
to a woman like me.

“ As to our future lives, | have the most
perfeot oonfidence in you; and | ehould
leave you in the same position of independ
ence which you oooupy now. When you
wish for my oompany you will always be
welcome. At other times, you are your
own master. | live on my aide of the house,
and you live on yours—and | am to be
allowed my hours of solitude every day, in
the pursuit of musical occupations, whioh
have been happily assooiated with all my
past life, and whioh | trust confidently to
your indulgence.

“ A last word to remind you of what you
may be too kind to think of yourself.

“ At my age, you oannot, in the course of
nature, be troubled by the society of a
grateful old woman for many years. You
are young enough to look forward to another
marriage, which sbail be something more
than a mere form. Even if you meet with
the happy woman in my lifetime, honestly
tell me of it—and | promise to tell her that
she has only to wait.

“In the meantime, don’t think beoause |
write composBdly that | write heartlessly.
You pleased and interested me when | first
saw you, at the publio meeting. | dont
think | oould have propoeed what you oall
this saorifice of myaelf to a man who had
personally repelled me—though I might
have felt my debt of gratitude aa sincerely
aa ever. Whether your ehip ia saved or
whether your ship is lost, old Mary Callen-
der likes you—and owns it without falae
shame.

“Let me hive your anawer this evening,
either personally or by letter—whiohever
you like beat.”

VIII.

Mrs. Callender reoeived a written anawer
long before the evening. It said muoh in
few words.

“ A man impenetrable to kindnees might
be able to resist your letter. 1 am not that
man. Your great heart haa oonquered
me.”

IX.

The weela passed—and no news was
received of the misBing ship. With the
marriage license in Ernest’s possession,
they waited until the day before the ship-
owner's liabilities beoame due. Mrs. Cal-
lender’s lawyer and Mrs. Callender’s maid
were the only persons trusted with their
secret. Leaving the chief olerk in oharge
of the business, with every peouniary
demand Batieied in full, the Btrangely-
married pair qaitted England.

They arranged to wait for a few days in
Paris, to receive any letters of importance
whioh might have been addressed toErnest
in the interval. On the evenin? of their
arrival, a telegram from London was wait-
ing at their hotel. It announced that the
miasing ship had passed up ohannel—
undiscovered in a fog until she reached the
Downs—on the day before Ernest’s liabili-
ties fell due.

Do you regret it ?” Mrs. Liemore said
to her husband.

“ Not for a momett " he answered.

They deoided on pursuing their journey
as far aa Munich.

Mra. Lisrtore's taste for TuBio was
matched by Ernest’s taste for painting.
In his leiaura hours he cultivated the art,

and delighted in it. The pioture galleries
of Munich were almostthe only gallerieB in
Europe which he had not Been. True to
the engagements to which Bhe had pledged
herself, hiswifa was willing to go wherever
it might please him to take her. Theone
BuggeHtion she made was, that they should
hire furnished apartments. If they lived
at an hotel, friends of the busband or the
wife (viaitors like themselves to the famous
oity), might Bee their names in the book,
or might meet them at the door.

They were soon established in a house

largo enough to provide them with every
accommodation which they required.

Ernest’s days were paaaed in the galle-
ries ; Mrs. Lismore remaining at home,
devoted to her Tusic, until it was time to
go out with her husband for a drive. Living
together in perfect amity and concord, they
were nevertheless not living happily. With-
out any visible reason for the change Mrs.
Liemore’s Epirita were depresaed. On the
one occasion when Ernest notioed it, she
made an effort to be cheerful, which it dis-
tressed him to Bee. He allowed her to
think that she had relieved him of any
further anxiety. Whatever doubla he
might feel were doubts delicately oonoealed,
from that time forth.

But, when two people are living together,
in a state of artificial tranquility, it seems
to be a law of Nature that the elements of
diaturbanoe gather unseen, and that the
outburst oomes invariably with the lapse
of time.

In ten days from the date of their arri-
val at Muniob, tbe crisis came. Ernest
returned later than ueual from the picture-
gallery, and—for the firsttime in his wife’s
experience—shut himself up in his own
room.

He appeared at the dinner-hour, with a

futile excuse. Mrs. Lismore waited until
tho servant had withdrawn. “ Now,
Ernest,” she said, “*it’s time to tell me

the truth.”

Her manner, when she Baid those few
words, took him by surprise. Sho was un-
questionably confused, and, instead of look-
ing at him, she trifled with the fruit on her
plate. Embarrassed, on his side, he oould
only answer, “ 1 have nothing to tell.”
, “Were there many visitors at
gallery ?” she asked.

“ About the same aa usual.”

“ Any that you particularly notioed ?”
Bhe wenton ; “ I mean among the ladies.”

He laughed uneasily. “ You forgot how
interested |1 am in the pictures,” he said.

There was a pause. She looked up at
him, and suddenly looked away again. But
he saw it plainly ; there were tears in her
eyes.

“ Do you mind turning down the gas,”
sbe Baid. “ My eyes have been weak all
day."

He complied with her request—the more
readily, having hia own reasona for being
glad to escape the glaring scrutiny of the
light.

“ 1 think | will rest a little on the eofa,”
she resumed. In the position which he
oocupied, hia baok would have been now
turned on her. She stopped him when he
tried to move his chair.  “ | would rather
not- look at you, Ernest,” Bhe said, “ when
you have lost oonfidence in me.”

Not the words, but the tone, touohed all
that was generous and noble in hia nature.
He left his place—and knelt beside her—
and opened to ber his whole heart.

X.

“ Am | not unworthy of you?” he aBked,
when it was over.

She preaaed his hand in Biienoe.

“ | should be the most ungrateful wretch
living,” he said, “ if I did not think of you,
and you only, now that my confession is
made. We will leave Munioh to-morrow,
and, if resolution can help me, | will only
remember tbe swéeteBt woman my eyea
ever looked on as the creature of a dream.”

She hid her faoe on his breast, and re-
minded him of that letter of her writin'g,
whioh had decided the course of their
lives.

“When 1 thought you might meet the
happy woman in my lifetime, | said to you,
"Tell me of it, and I promise to tell her
thac she has only to wait.” Time muBt
pasa, Emest, before it can be needful to
perform my promise. But you might let
mo see her. If you find herin the gallery
to-morrow you might bring her here.”

Her request met with no refusal. He
was only at a loss to know bow to grant it.

“ You said sho was a copyist of pictures,”
his wife reminded him. “ Toll her of the
portfolio of drawings by the great French
artist, which 1 bought foryou in Paris ;
and ask her to come and Bee them, and to
tell you if she can make BoTe copies.”

Ho felt her heart beating faat on hia
bosom. In the fear that she might lose
all oontrol over herself, he tried to relieve
her by speaking lightly. “ What an in-
vention your's is I’ he said. “ If my wife
ever tries to deceive me, | shall be a mere
child in her bands.”

She rose abruptly from the sofa—kiseed
him on the forehead—and said wildly, “ 1
shall be better in bed!” Before he oould
move or speak, ehe had left him.

XI.

The next morning, he knocked at the
door of his wife’s room, and asked how Bhe
had passed the night.

“ 1 have sleptbadly,” she answered ;* and
| muet beg you to excuse my absence at
breakfast time.” Sbe called bim baok aa
he was about to withdraw. “ Remember,”
she eaid, “when you return from the gal-
lery to-day, | expectthat you will not re-
turn alone.”

the

Three hours later, he was homo again.
The young lady’BBervicea aa a copyist were
at bis disposal. She had returned with
him to look at the drawings.

The Bitting room was empty when they
entered it. He rang for hia wife’s maid—
and was informed that Mrs. LiBmore had
gone out. Refusing to believe the woman
ho went to hiBwife’Bapartments. She was
not to be found.

W hen he returned to the sitting room, the
young lady was, not unnaturally, offended,
He could make allowances for her being a
little out of temper at the alight that had
been put on her ; but he waa inexpressibly
diBConoerted by the manner—almost the
coarse manner—in whioh she expressed
herself.

“1 have been talking to your wife’s
maid, while you have been away,” ahe
said. “ 1 find you have married an old
lady for her mouey. She is jealous of me,
of course 1"

Let me beg you to alter youropinion,”
he anawered. “You are wronging my
wife ; Bhe ia incapable of any such feeling
as you attribute to her.”

The young lady laughed. *“ At any rate,
you are a good husband.” she aaid satin-
oally. “ Suppose you own the truth1
Wouldn’t you like her better, if ehe was
young and pretty like me ?”

He was not merely surprised—he was
disguBted. Her beauty had so completely
fascinated him, when he first saw her, that
the idea of associating any want of refine
ment and good breeding with suoh a oharm-
ing oreature never entered his mind. The
disenchantment of bim was already so
complete, that he was disagreeably affected
by the tone of her voice ; it was almost
repellant to him aa the exhibition of unre-
strained bad temper, which Bhe aeemed
perfeotly oareleas to conoeal.

| oonfeBS you surprise me,”
coldly.

The reply produced no effect upon her.
On the contrary, Bhe beoame more insolent
than ever.

“ | have a fertile fancy,” ahe went on ;
and your absurd way of taking a joke
only enoourages me 1 Suppose you oould
transform this Bour old wife of your’s, who
has insulted me, into the sweetest young
oreature that ever lived, by only holding up

your finger—wouldn’t you do it ?”

Thia passed the limita of hia enduranoe.

| have no wish,” ho said, “ to forget the
consideration whioh is due to women—and
| have but one alternative. | must leave
the room.”

She ran to tho door as sho spoke, and
placed herself in the way of his going out.

He Bigned to her to let him pass.

She suddenly threw her arms round his
neok—kissed him passionately—and whis-
pered, with her lips at his ear, “ Oh,
Ernest, forgive me! Could | have asked

you to marry me for my money, if | had
not taken refuge in a disguise ?”
XII.
When he had sufficiently recovered to

he said,

Eetro

think, he put her back from him. “Ib
there an end of the disguise now ?” he
aBked sternly. “ Am | to trust you in your
new character or not ?”

«You are not to be harder on me than |
deserve,” she answered gently. “ Did you
ever hear of an actress named Misa Max ?”

He began to understand her."' “ Forgive
me if | spoke harshly,” he said ; “ you have
put me to a Bevere trial.”

She burst into tears. “ Love,”
answered, “ ia my only excuse.”

From that moment, aha had won her
pardon. He topk her hand, and made her
sit by him.

“Yea,” he said, “1 havo heard of Miss
Max, and of her wonderfnl powers of per-
sonation - and! have always regretted not
having seen her, while ahe .was on the

she

Did you hear anything more of her,
Ernest?”

“Yes. | heard that she waa a pattern
of modesty and good conduct, and that Bbe
gave up her profession, at the height of her
suooess, to marry an old man.”

“Will you oome with me to my room?”
she aaked. “ | have something there whioh
| wiahto show you.” » e

It was a copy of her busband’a will.

“ Bead the lines, Ernest, which begin at
the top of the page. Let my dead husband
speak for me.”

The lines ran thue ;

“ My motive for marrying Miss Max
must be stated in thia place, in juatice to
her—and, | will venture to add, in juatioe
to myself. | felt the sincerest sympathy
for her position. She was without father,
mother, or frienda ; ono of the poor neg
lected ohildren whom the meroy of the
Foundling Hospital provides with a homo.
Her atter-life on the stage was the life of a
virtuous woman—persecuted by profli-
gates; insulted by some of the baser
oreaturen associated with her, to whom ehe
was an object of envy. | offered her a
home and the protection of a father—on
the only terma which the world would
reoognize aa worthy of ua. My experi-
ence of her, Bince our marriage, haa been
the experience of unvarying goodness,
aweetneBs and sound sense. She haa be-
haved BOnobly, in a trying position, that

I wish her (even in this life) to have her
reward. | entreat her to make a second
ohoioe in marriage, which Bhall not be a
mere form. | firmly believe that Bhe will
choose well and wisely—that Bhe will make
the happiness of aman who is worthy of her
—and that, aa wife and mother, she will set
an example of inestimable valus in the
Booial sphere that she occupies. In proof
of the heartfelt sinoerity with whioh | pay
this tribute to her virtues, | make the
diaposition of my personal estate whioh
follows

W ith the remainder ofthe clause, Erneat
waa already acquainted.

“Will you now believe that | never
loved till I aaw your face for the first
time ?” said his wife. “ 1 had no experience

to place me on my guard against the
fascination—the madness BoTe people
might call it—whioh possesses a woman
when all her heart is given to a man
Dpn’t despise me, my dear. Remember
that | had to Bave you from disgrace and
ruin. Besides, my old stage remembrances
tempted me. | had acted in a play in which
the heroine did—what | have done. It
didni end with me as it ended with her in
the story. She waB represented as rejoic
ing in the aucoess of her disguise. | have
known some miserable hours of doubt and
ahame since our marriage. When | went
to meetyou, in my own person, at the pio-
ture gallery (oh, what relief, what joy
felt, when | saw how you admired me!) it
was not beoause | could no longer carry on
the disguise. | was able to get hours of
rest from the effort—not only at night,
butin the day-time, when | waa shut up
in my retirement in the musio room, and
when my maid kept watoh against discov
ery. No, my love! | hurried on the dis
closure, because | oould no longer endure
tbe hateful triumph of my own deoeption
Ah, look at that witnesa againat me!
oan’t bear even to see it 1”

She abruptly left him. The drawer that
Bhe had opened to take out the copy of the
will also contained the false gray hair
which she had discarded. It had only at
that moment attraoted her notioe. She
snatched it up and turned to the fire-plaoe,

Erneet took it from her before she oould

destroy it. “ Give it to me,” he said.
“Why?”
He drew her gently to his bosom, and
answered, “ I mustn’t forget my old wife

Haiesville, Ohio, Feb. 11, 1880.

I am very glad to say | havo tried Hop Biitters,
and never took anything that did me as much
good. | only took two bottles, and | would not
take $100 for the good they did me. | recommend
them to my patients, and get the best results
from theiruse.

Cc.B.Mebcen, M. D.

—Seals kin—Walruses.

m m ;ii on couuhs.”

Knocks a Cough or Cold endwise. Forchildren
or adults. Troches, 15c. Liquid 50c. At druggists,

—An oft used loan—Co-logne.

"BCLW C-pT iBA.”

Quick, complete cure, all annoying Kidney,
Bladder and Urinary Diseases, ©l. Druggists.

—Florida water—The Suwanee River.
“KOW Il 7V COUNd.”

Ask for Wells’" Rough on Corns.” 15c. Quick,
complete, permanent cure. Corns, warts,
bunions.

—The butcher is always happy to meat
frienda.

WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO’S

IMPROVED
BUTTER COLOR
I A NEW D8SCQVERY.

. CSTFor several years we have furnished tho
Dairymen of America with an excellent arti-
ficialcolorforbutter; so meritorious thatit met!
“with great Buccess everywhere receiving the
highest and only prizes at both Internationali
,Dairy Fairs.

CSTBut by patient and scientific chemical re-
searchwe havoimproved in several points, and |
now offerthisnew coloras the bestin the world.

It Will Not Colorthe Buttermilk. It;
Will Not Turn Rancid. It Isthe
Strongest, Brightest and
Cheapest Color Made,

C5?TAnd, while prepared in oil, issocompound '
ed thatitis impossible foritto becomerancid. (

CSTBEW ARE of ail imitations, and oC all <
other oil colors, for they are liable to becomei
rancid and spoilthe butter.

C-THyou cannotgetthe “improved” write us *
to know where and how to get itwithoutextral
[expense. (46)

WELLS, RICHARDSON A CO., Burlington, Vt.
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PBJACE to secure a BusineEB

Education or Spencerian Pen-
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. IAN BUSINESS COLLEGB
Mich Circulars free

FOK THE

HIXH INR ADUEDEY

THE BEST BIiOOD PUATtIFIEtt.

There isonly one way by which any diseftBe":0aa
be cured, and that is by removing the cause—
whatever it may be. The great medical author-
ities of the day declare thalg nearly every diBease
is caused by deranged kidneys or liver. To restore
thes herefore is the only way by which health
can be secured. Here is where araer’« Snff

Tlure has achieved its great reputitio,g It acte
directly upon the kidneys and liver and by plao-
them 'in a healthy condition drives disease

and pain from the system. For all Kidney, Liver
and Urinary troubles, for the distressing dis-
orders o women, for Malaria and physical
troubles generally, this great remedy has no

equal. Beware of impostors, imitations and
concoctions said to be just as good. kNe 2
For Diabetes ask for W arner’s Safe SMa*
betes Cure.
For sale by all dealers.
I.H.WABNEE & CO.,
Toronto, Ont. Rochester, N. Y  London: Eng.

I>.C N. b, 2. 84.

CHAPTEB Il

“Malden, Mass., Feb. 1,1880. Gentlemen—
I suffered with attacks of sick headache.”

Neuralgia, female troubles, for years in the
most terrible and excruciating manner.

No medicine or doctor could give me relief or
cure me until 1 used Hop Bitters.

“The first bottle

Nearly cured me;”

The second made me as well and strong aS
when a child.

“And | have been so to this day.”

My husband was an invalid for twenty years
with a eerious

“Kidney, liver and urinary complaint,

“Pronounced by Boston’s best, physicians—

“Incurable 17

Seven bottles of yonr bitters cured him and
know of the

“Lives of eight persons ”

In my neighborhood that have been saved
your bitters,

And many more are using them with great
benefit.

“They almost

Do miracles?”

HIDIBA/XKDI

FOR THE PERMANENT CURE CF
CONSTIPATION .«.

No otherdiseaseissoprevalentin thiscoun-
try as Constipation, and no remedy has ever
equalled tho celebrated Kidney-Wort aa a
cura. W hateverthe cause,howeverobstinate
tho case, this remedy Will overcome it.

TW 3 distressing com-
nvtS>a plaint i3 very apt to be$
complicated with,eonstipation. Kidney-W or
strengthens the v/cakeiied partsand quickly
cures allkindsof Piles evenwhen physicians
and mediclr.c3 navo before failed.
43- E3TIfyouhavo eitherofthese troubles

—Mrs. E.D. SUiek.

LYDIA E. P8NKHAIVrS
VEGETABLE COMPOUND.

A Sure fljiire for nil FE3IALE WEAK-
KESSES* Including Lciicorrhcea» Ir*
reguldr nnd Painful Menstruation,
Inflammation and Ulcération Of
the Wombj Flooding, ™»RO*
bAPSUS UTERI, «foo»
~Pleasant to the taste, efficacious iind immediate
inits effect. Itisagreathelpin pregnancy, anirrf>
lieves pain during labor and at regular periods.
PHYSICIANSUSE IT ANDPRESCRIBE TT FREELY.

crFob all Weaknesses of the generative organr
of either sex, it issecond to no remedythatbas eve;
been before the publicj and for all diseases of the
Kidneysitis the GreatestRemedy in the World.
“KIDNEY COMPLAINTS ofEither Sea
Find Great Reliefin Its Use»

f,YI>IA E. PINEIIAM'S BLOOD PIKITIAT
will eradicate every vestige of Humors from the

Blood, at the Same timo will give tone and strength to
the system. Asmarvellousin resultsasthe Compound.

n

£F*Both the Compound and Blood T4irifler are pre
pared at 233 and 233 Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass.
Price of either, $1. Sixbottles for $5. The Compound
is sent bynnail iy the form of pills, or of lozenges, oh
receipt of price, $1per box for either. Mrs. Pinkham
freely answers all letters of inquiry» Enclose 3cent
stamp. Send forpamphlet. Mention this Paper.
CATLydia JE. Pinkham’k LivEb P ills cure Constipa-
tion, Biliousnessand Torpidity of the Liver. 25 cents.
.0Sf-Sold by all Drusg-Ists.A"H

HIDIBEA/XDIL
IS A SURE CURE

for all diseases ofthe Kidneys and

LIVER

It hasspecificactionon this mostimportant
organ, enabling it to throw offtorpidity and
inaction, stimulating the healthy secretion’of
the Bile, and by keeping tho bowels in free
condition, effecting itsregulardischarge.

KW <bBc* « Sga Iflyou are suffering from

CJICII ICIm malaria,have the chills,
are bilious,dyspeptio, orconstipated, Kidney-
W ortwillsurely relieve and quickly euro

In the Spring tocleansethe System, every

one should take a thorough course of it.

< SOLD BY DRUCCISTS. Price $1.

HIDIBA/MDI
ONSUMPTIOINE.

[iave a positive remody for t
use thousanda of cases, of the worst kind and of lona
slandin? havo been cured. Indeed, eo Btroni? is mv faith
iu its efficacy, that | will sond TWO BOTTLES FRRI5 to-
gether with a VALUABLE TKEATISE on this disease to
any sufferer. Give Bxpressand P. O. address.

PR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Poarl St.,, New Y ork.

DOWNS’ ELI/

(@

n [, 0] ny ¢
VEGETABLE BALSAMIC

Has stood the test for Fifty-Three
Years, and has proved itself the best
remedy known for the cure of
Consumﬁtion, Coughs,
Colds,Whooping Cough

and al! Lung Diseases™
young or old. Sold Everywhere.

Rice 25" ara 410 per Bittle
POWNS’ ELIXIR |



