A Glimps« of the World.

Did ever you stand in the crowded street,
In the glare of the city lam

And list fo the tread of a million feet
In the quaintly musical tramp?

Apthe surging crowd goes to and fro,
“Tie a pleasant sight, | ween,

To mark the fr%uresthat come and go
In the ever-changing scene.

Here the publicaa walks with the sinner proud,
And the priest in hie glcomy cowl,
And Dives walks in the motley crowd
Wi ith Lazarus, cheek b
And the daughter of toi
heart,
Aspure as the spotless fame,
Keeps step with tho woman who makes her
art
In the haunts of 6iy and shame.
How lightly trips the country lass
In the midst of the city’s ills,
Ae freshly pure as the daisied rass
That grows on her native hills
And the beggar, too, with his hungry eye,
And his lean, wan face aud crutch,
Gives a blessrng the same to the passer-by,
As he gives him little or much.

¥wrth her fresh young

W hen time has beaten the world’s tatoo,
And in dusky armor flight

Is treading with echoless footsteps through
The gloom of the silent night,

How many of those shall be daintily fed,
And shall sing to slumbers sweet,

W hile many will go to a sleepless bed
And never acrumb to eat 1

COUSIN FELIX.

BT ACTHOB OF “ MISS MOLLY, “ DELICIA, ETC

It was only when she had poured all her
Btory into his sympathetic ears, and list-
ened to the various rematks with whioh it
was received—remarks that ooinoided so
exactly with her own view of the oase, that
dismay filled her, &nd wonder as to whether
the etory had been her own to tell.

But Mr. Weston soothed her fears. “1
am glad you told me,” hesaid in an odd, jerky
manner. “1 am sure it was beet, Bo do
not trouble about it. Ihe secretisquite
safe with me; I,” with an unoomfortable
little laugh, “am not the leaBt likely to
speak of it. But all the BaTte itis pre
posterous, it ought not to be allowed. Why
<ioeB Bhe give in? If Ehe had eaid no—
even if she does Bay no, there is no power
in the world that can force her against her
inclination.”

“You do not understand Charity,” Pollio

Baid, lifting rather a tearful face to the
dark one bent Jlpon her. “Why,” with
momentary enthusiasm, “ she would marry

anybody to please father1l But,” Bhe
added more quietly, “however much she
may pretend when the time comes, | shall
know it is only beoause she is so good, aud
would not vex or cross him for world*." 1|
shall remember how often she has oried at
the thoughts of it.”

Mr. Weston was paoing up and down the
room now, Pollie’s words apparently find-
ing aready eoho iu his heart.

“ Il'must be prevented,” at last he said
aa if to himself. “ Why, Felix himeelf,”
—and then Btopped abruptly.

“Yes,” said Pollie, raising her head
“ there is just that one faint hope—he may
not like her 1’

“ Not muoh fear of that.”

“Not muoh hope, you mean. But, Mr,
Weston,” watching him anxiously aa she
BPOKe, to see what effeot her words might
have, “he may be a nioe man”—evidently
the possibility was a faint one—* and if he

s

“Well?”

"1 am going to ask him—to tell him |
mean ”

“But what?”

“Why, how is it that Charity agreed,
just for father’s sake ; and | have quite
made up my mind,” with quiet determina
tion, “to try and save her, beoause | know
she would not do it herself. So,” with a
long breath, “ 1 am going to ask him to go
away. Oh, Mr. Weston, do you think he
will go ?”

“ very little doubt of it, I should say
That is, ol course, provided he believes you
Why, what on earth, undor those oiroum

—Bttwooo, woulA manVo him vciah to remain ?*

“ Why, the money of oourse 1’

At those words her listener started, and
seemed about to make a hasty remark, but
after a second's pause, he said quietly,
“ No, no, Miss Pollie, you are hard on him,
I don’t think,” with a BTiic, “ that even
Felix Wiirburt->a”—and then suddenly
breaking oS, “ But don’t let ua talk about
him yet. | bxpeci we shall have quite
enough of him by-imd-by ; let us strive to
forget him tor the present.”

“ And you won't forget,” said Pollie, “if
any idea oomes to you that would set it
right, to let me know. Don’t you know
anything bad about him that you oould
tell father?”

“1 have no doubt I oould rake up a good
deal if I tried, but the question ia, woul
your father believe me ”

“1 believe he would,” said Pollie ear
nestly, “ at any rate you could but try.”

Soft-hearted, tender Pollla was becoming
a perfect dragon in her attempts to guard
the golden apples, whioh she felt would of
a surety be stolen from under her watchful
eyes, sooner or later. Perhaps Mr. Weston
did think of a plan of help, for the
next morning, when breakfast was over,
and he beard Mr. Warburton ask for Pol
lie’s presenoe in the library, where he
wanted some one to read to him, and had
watched Cousin Sarah preparing to Blip
away to her usual morning occupation of
letter-writing, he asked Miss Warburton if
ehe would play one game of billiards with
him. Aeked her boldly before them all, Bo
that any excuse would have been diffioult
and when she attempted a faltering remark
about “many duties,” he replied that he
would wait till all the duties were over
“ And it is raining hard, you boo, so out-
of-door amuaement is impossible.”

And Charity, not knowing what eise to
say, answered “ Yea.”

On his way to the bifliard-room he was
waylaid by Pollie.

“ Mr. Weston.” He stopped, hearing the
low voice in the passage.

“ Mr. Weston, | forgot last night when 1
said that to you. Do you remember?
About telling father something against
Cousin Felix, I forgot | was breaking a pro-
mise. You must not do it indeed. Will
you please forget all about it ?”

“But what waathe promise ?”

“ Itwas to Charity. | promised her
that till 1 saw him,” with a little stress on
the words, “ | would not think or say any-
thing against him. You know, of course, as
Charity says, he may be very nice. Will
you remember ?”

“Yes,” he nodded, “ | will say nothing at
all ; that will be the saf3st plan.”

“Yes—I Buppose so. Till we see him,”
with a faint gleam of hope.

Then Pollie sped back to the library,
and Mr. Weston dawdled on to the billiard-
room. A bright fire was burning there,
and everything looked oheerful. He Baun-
tered over to the rug, and stood leaning
against the mantelpiece, with his eyea
turned in the direotion of the door. Would
she come?

“Yes,” he believed so, “ but not yet per-
haps,” and hiB thoughts returned to his
own affairs during this interval of waiting.

“ImuBt be off,” he said at length half
aloud, and then lower still, “ Poor Char-
ity 17

But, however muoh deserving of pity, a
brave Charity nevertheless, one deserving
of reapeot as well. For the secret, whereof
the first faint whisperings had been striv-
ing to make themselves heard of late, wa»
gradually discovering itself, and the low
voioe, if she cared to listen to it, was ready
to speak up boldly and plainly now.

But that was what she would not permit.
It was a little aohing spot at present, but if
not regarded, it might eease to ache in
time. These sort of wounds do not heal
any the quicker for care and attention ;
far better to ignore them. But theee
pleasant past ten days, all this walking and
Bkating, talking aud billiard-playing, would
not, she felt, in the future of her life, oount
quite for naught.

“You have been a long time,” he said,
and there was something in his tone which

brought a delioate flash into Miss Warbur-
ton’s cheek.

I am sorry,” Bbe replied. NHate |
really kept you waiting ? Let ue have our
game at onoe, or Pollie will be wanting me
to go and take her place in the library. |
have promised to yo at twelve.”

“1 do not want 10play,” he said 6lowl>.

I WNiit to talk to you.”

“ Tueu >ou have lured me here under
false preteuoes, | think,” she made auuwM
in a would-be playful manner ; nevertheless
she did move a few steps nearer the fire-
place aB she spoke, to hear what he had to
say.

But before he had time to break the
eilenoe, the door was opened again to admit
Pollie—an anxious, harrassed-looking
Pollie.

“ Charity dear, the Beoond post is in,
and”—with a sudden impetuous haste—
“ father wants you to coma at once and
answer Cousin Felix’s letter.”

‘Cousin  Fslix,” repeated Charity,
faintly, the oolor slowly fading away ; “ oh,
Pollie!”

He is in London,” went on Pollie
excitedly ; Ilthe did not even oome here first,
but he haa written, ana father wants you
to go and write to him.”

“Ob, poor Charity,” went on Pollie,
taking the two slim white hands in her?,
utterly heedless of the Bpeotator of this
little drama, who waa leaning up against
the mantelshelf. What possible interest
oould it have for him?

Oh, poor Charity, | would have written,
| offered to do so, but father said he would
rather you did it.”

“ Of oourse,” said Charity, very low.

Why, Pollie,” with a faint attempt at
speaking lightly, “ 1 am the eldoBt, | oan-
not have you take all my duties from me 1
You two,” but she did not give a glance
towards the tall figure on the hearthrug,
“must play together. You will have time
for a good game before lunoheon,” and she
turned away.

Oh, Mr. Weston,” cried Pollie, as the
door olosed behind the Blight figure, “ he is
coming now. He is aotually in England,”
with a little gasp.

“When is he ooming ?”

Mr. Weston waa no longer a oalm, dis-
interested spectator, there was something
of fire and energy in his dark eyes.

“ Wednesday next week, and to-day is
Thursday.”

“ Wednesday,” he repeated; “that is
the day of Lady Burnett’s fancy ball, is it
not?”

“Yes, Charity is going, and you also, are
you not ?”

“I think not, I shall probably have left
by then.”

“ Are you going away ?” oried Pollie.
“1 am so sorry.”

“That is very kind of you, Miss Pollie.
The world is not so very wide ; perhaps we
may meet again.”

But Pollie Bhook her head disconsolately.

“ | shall go away,” she said, “ | oannot
play. | oan think of nothing but oousin
Felix and poor Charity—I must go and seo
what she ia doing. But,” turning baok and
glancing pp at the Bteady eyes, whioh
looked so Bympathetio, “ ail the same |
thank you very muoh for having been Bo
kind. | am sure if yon could have thought
of a plan, you would. 1 wiah,” a little

wistfully, “that my plan had been a right
one, bocauee it might have done some
good.”

“ Abusing Felix, eh, to your father ?”

“Yes, but still it would have been mean, |
know. Charity would not havo done it, eo,”
with a sigh—" but it does seem a pity that
she aid not have a chance !"

“ She will have a ohanoe,” said Mr.
Weston with a sudden determination, and
drawing himself very upright as he spoke
—spoko almost more to himaelf than to
Pollie. “ Suoh aa it is she shall have it.”

And then Pollie orept away sorrowful
and heavy-hearted, for Mr. Weston’s vague
promises did not impress her with much
hope or oomfort.

CHAPTER II1I.

Bain, rain, still pouring hopelessly,
steadily down, -now at 4 o’olook just aa it
had done at 10 this morning,

Pollie, forgetting her Borrows for the
moment, is deep in a story of such vivid
interepS, that she is lost to the whole out
side world, as she followsthe adventures of
her heroine Btep by Btep, seated in the
fire’s glow, on a low stool at Mr. Weston’s
feet. He, Cousin Sarah, and Mr. Warbur-
ton have been disoussing some question of
Amerioa versus England ; this has occupied
them for the last hour, but now tea has
been brought in, and the teamaker being
absent, there have boon sundry vain sndea
vors to attract the attention of Miss Pollie,
and send her in search of her sister.

“Let me go,” said Mr. Weston, speaking
almost eagerly for him, rising ab he Bpoke,
asif to put no out of tho question. “1 sup
pose | Bhall find her in the sohoolroom,”
and he was gone before any one could pre
vent him.

Direotly he opened the door, he Baw his
guess had been oorreot, for the girl he was
in search of was seated in the shabby old
armohair, drawn up dose to the fire. Yes,
of oourse it was Miss Warburton, though
in a way, unlike her, for there was some-
thing in the attitude of the girl strongly
suggestive of tears.

At the opening of tbe door, however, the
head was raised a little, and a sufficiently
steady voioe asked : “ Is that you, Pollie ?
Thenimmediately added in rathera startled
tone : “Mr. Weston 17

“Yes, it is I, Mr. Weston. You know
you were oalled away out of the billiard
room thia morning, before | had time to
say what | wanted to Bay, so now | have
followed you up here to go on with my
Btory,“

He had crossed the room whilst speaking,
and was now standing in his aocustomed
attitude before her, one arm resting on the
mantelshelf. Ho spoke quietly, very quietly,
butthere was something in hia oalm, deter
mined tonea that made Charity lift her
head and Bay quickly, but very gently :
“ No, pieaBe do not go on with it. | think
I would rather not hear it.” But as she
lifted her head to Bpeak, the firelight Bhin
ing acroes her faoe betrayed a gleam of
tears on the dark eyelashes.

“But you shall hearit,” he Baid with
sudden determination, kneeling by her side
and clasping her hands in his. “ Charity,
dear Charity, | love you! You know it,
you must know it. Will you forget what a
short time wo have known eaoh other, and
promise to be my wife ?”

“ | oannot,” in a soft, low voice, but with

the words, Bpiasii fell a large tear on to the
hand that held hers,
r “What are you crying for ?” without
heeding her words. “You wore orying
when | oamein ; you have been unhappy
all day. May I not even know whai is the
matter ?”

But there was no reply.

“ Chirity !” she started at tho word.

“You must not oall me that,” she Baid.

“You must give me a reason then. |
cannot take your words yet as an answer
to my question, for, Charity, | love you I”

But you must 1’ she oried, drawing
away her hands from his, and rising to her
feet with sudden <>ecigion. “ My answer to
your question is 1INo.””

The tsars were gone now ; Bhe was Btand-
ing opposite him, the width of the fireplaoe
between them—the stately Charity War-
burton he had first known—and he felt
very muoh further apart from her than he
had done from the tearful girl seated in
the old armchair.

Nevertheless he was in earnest, and no
fancied separation should affect him. So
he took a oouple of steps nearer to her,
till he stood by her side onoe more. She
did not shrink away from him, but stood
perfectly still, only she never raised her
eyes. Then—"“ You do not love me ?”
That waB what he said quite low, as be
thus paused beside her. He waited what
might have been a whole miaute in perfeot
silenoe, the only sound the noisy ticking ot

the olook, and then with an impatient
movement turned away.

“ Silenoe means consent,” then he said a
little bitterly. “ I will not bother you any
more. Good bye, Mias Warburton I’

She had not looked up till then, hut aB
be said tiiose words, almost involuntarily
she raised )iur eyes to his, and all their e&o
(tory wee Boeasy to read. Even tbhtu she,

adeno answer in word's, Wwiwo no artttopt
to prevent his departure.

But Mr. Weston turned baok at onoe,
“ Charity,” he eaid, in a troubled voioe,
“look up,” and Bhe obeyed.

“ Charity,” he went on, a red flush for a
moment appearing on bis dark oheek, " I
believe," witb a momentary hesitation,
“ that you do like me.”

“ Mr. Weeton,” ehe replied, clasping her
two hands tightly together, and her low
voioe grew lower Btill aa she Bpoke, “if |
tell you one thing you will understand why
you must go away at once, and never speak
to me any more. | am to marry Cousin

Felix.”
“Yee,” he said, “so | have been told.”
He did not mention Pollie’s narue, and

Charity never thought of her.

Her father was the person she did think
of ; but what did it matter after all? In a
little while every one would know it, only—
“ Mr WeBtcn, then if you knew it—"

“You think I should not have Bpoken.
But | do not see that. You are not engaged

I'to him. It is only fair | Bhould take my
chance, and | have taken it. And | be-
lieve,” with sudden vehemence, “ that if
there was no Cousin Felix in the case, |
should have won you. Is itnotso? Say

yeB, Charity.”
“ It is very hard !" she cried, not answer-
ing his words. “ | have oaused you trouble,

and yet | have tried so hard to doright, and
everything BeetsB wrong.”

“Don’t look like that, Charity. You
Bhall do right, or rather what you think
right. 1 bhall not try to prevent you! |
will go away to-night, or to morrow morn-
ing, and you shall never see mo again,
and you shall saorifioe yourself as you see
fit, or rather as your father Bees fit, for it
is for his sake, | suppose, you are doing it.
But first of all dry your tears, forgetall |
have eaid to you, remember only what
friends we have been these last three
weeks, and tell me the whole story. Per-
haps a door of escape may yet open 17

But though Charity shook her head at
that, Bhe allowed herself to be oalmed by
his friendly words, and to be entioed back
to her favorite seat.

And then she poured forth the whole
story, as she had learned to know it so
well of late, and almost unknowingly to
herself, contrived at the BaTe time to let
the secret of her own young heart be olear y
seen by the dark, watchful eyes.

“Mow | have told you everything,” ehe
said, “ as you asked me, and,” hesitating,
“ of oourse it is fair you should know, —as ”
and here she paueed, but the wistful looks
in the pretty eyes said the rest.

“Yes,” said her listener, “1 have heard
it all, and my opinion is that you are wrong.
No, you must listen to me now.” Perhaps
Mr. Weston had been a little deoeived by
Chbarity’B girlish, shrinking manner ; had
not quite realized the strong, powerful will
that lay beneath it.

“ No,” she said, in those soft, firm tones
he had learned to know. " You mean well,
but | do not want to hear the other side of
it. There may be one, of oourse, but it
does not affect me. Father wishes it, and
that is all I care to know.”

“ But, Charity "—Mr. Weston was firing
his last shots now, in the intervals of
paoing up and down the room, and Charity
was Beated very still and upright, with
folded hands, to reoeive them. *“But,

1

Charity, if he knew—your father, | mean— her

that you did not want it
4 He will never know.”
“ He should know ; things are different
now even to what they were three weeks
ago, when you first promised him.”
“ Things aro just the same as far as
Felix and | are oonoerned,” she answered,
though her cheeks grew a shade whiter.

“ Father is old and blind, a"d trusts me ;

he shall never know that,” her voioe fal-
tared, “ | was tempted to break my trust.”

Mr. Weeton turned away in silenoe, aud
took another turn th« whole length of the
room ere speaking.

"And Felix?” then he questioned
When he oomea, he,” with asort of triumph
in his tones, “ may not like you.”

**Then | shall be free. My pride,” with
a half laugh, “ will pot be muoh hurt.”

“ And supposing,” he was standing still
now, looking down with tender, pitiful
eyes on her plight, upright figure, “suppos-
ing ho should wish to marry you for—for
the sake of other things, although—"

“ Although he did not like me?” Her
voioe trembled a little then, but she wenton
quite firmly, “ You must not say that. Wo
have ogrted, Pollie and 1, not to believe
anything against him until we see him.
You must not let me break that promi a.”
Mr. Weston turned abruptly away.

“You have conquered,” then be said.
“1 shall go; | do not care to stay in this
happy home any longer. But teli me first,
did you write to Warburton to-day ?”

“Yes ; he wants to oome next Wednes-
day or Thursday.”

“And what did you say to him ?”

“Just what my father told me : that we
should be glad to see him.”

“Nothing else? ” There was a shadow
of anxiety in his tone.

“ Nothing,” lifting hor sweet eyes to his,
buta shade of oolor swept over her face as
she spoke.

He noted it, though he made no further
remark—perhaps noted it with a half
doubt, but she had spoken the truth. Was
there any necessity to own to the great
tear that had fallen right iu the oentre of
the neat “ Charity Warburton "—a tear,
which would, if the postboy had not been
waiting for the letters, have necessitated a
fresh Bheet of paper, but under the circum
stanoea was quite impossible? So she bad
folded it up, and posted it, with a moment-
ary passing thought—would he oare 7—even
if he had known. Her tears and her
smiles were alike immaterial to him, and
she had only recalled it at tho sound of
Edward Weston’s pitying voioe,

“1 am going then, Charity,” he went on,
“ so this is good-bye, for even if | Bee you
again, it will not be alone. But remember
I shall watoh and wait. “ If Warburton
coTeB, and you do not marry him, I shall
come baok. Do you understand ?”

“Yes.” The tears were gathering thiokly
now, but she brushed them away, and
raised her head. “ Yes, but | would rather
that you did not think of it. | know
myself that | shall marry Cousin Felix.

“So be it. Whatever happens, | shall
never forget that I have known you,
think, Charity”—hia voioe falling—* you
are the sweetest, bravest woman I ever met.
Suoh a daughter would make a good wife
to any one !”

Courage, Charity, it is nearly over now.
These fights are very hard, and
woman’s weapons are so few, and her buok-
ler so easily pierced, but then every viotory
gained is fresh strength for what follows.
“ Good-bye, Mr. Weaton,” laying a small
hand in hia, and for the laet time lifting
her eyes to those dark ones she had learned
to love. “ I shall not go cjown again to-
night, so this is, in truth, good-bye. 1,
also,” with a momentary pause, “ shall
always remember with pleasure that you

are my friend."

He said nothing more. For a seoond he
laid his other hand over the little one that
rested in his, and then without one back-
ward glance he went,

Good-bye, Miss Pollie,” aB, his farewells
all said, Mr. Weston stood in the hall pre-
paratory to driving to the station.

Good-bye, Mr. Weeton; Charity is not
down yet. She had a headache last night,
aud that has made her lazy this morning.
| must say good-bye for both of us. Have
you,” ooming a step nearer, “thought of
anything yet?”

| gave her a ohanoe, Miss Pollie, as |
told you I would,” buttoning himselj iuto

his ulster as he Bpoke, “ but Bhe would not
take it.”

“Thank you, Mr. WeBton,” said Pollie
gravely, “1 knew you would try. But,
you see, Charity is not like us. She would
think things mean that we might think
quite fair.” , =\ f\

“ No, she ,ifl nofeiika.nsj?’” wai
Weston kaiiH >* /so got Jb int'

and ,ki*-iiiB “bii hutffi to ~
stood on the doorstep to wéttch
eight.

Once more Charity and her sister are
seated over the bedroom fire, disouseing
dress and similar frivolities, for this is
Wednesday, and the night of Lady Bur-
nett’s fanoy ball.

This has been a king week, Charity
thinks ; it BeeTB a great deal more than
a few days sinoe Mr. Weston said good-
bye to her in the darkening sohoolroom.
Butcue thing there remains to be thankful
for. The last train is in from London, and
Cousin Felix has ,uot arrived, Bo she is at
liberty to go to her ball, undisturbed by
any ideas of the ooming shadow until
to-morrow. So she strives to forget the
dark eyes that spoke of love to her, and to
interest herself, as Pollie is doing, in the
powdering of her hair, the urrangement
of the white lace cap and muslin fiohu,
whioh are to mark her out, in her plain
black dress, as a Boyalist of republican
France.

“ Mrs. Bayer will be here direotly, Char-
ity,” for Cousin Sarah’s ball-going days
were over, and Miss Warburton was to
have the benefit of Mra. Sayer’s matronly
wing to proteot her. “Where are your
mittene? Now here ia your fan. Do open
it, and let me see how you look. Oh, beau-
tiful! Dear Charity, how | wish I were
going with you !”

“In two years, Pollie ; only two years.”

“In two years ; why then, Charity, you
will ”

But Miss Warburton did not wait to hear
what would have beoome of her in two
years. “ My oloak, Pollie. Come, I hear
the oarriage.” And with a «kise, Charity
hastened away.

Onoe in the ballroom, amidst the lights
and musio, for the moment Charity forgot
all her troubles. She tried so hard not to
remember, that perhaps that partly helped
her, so she danced and enjoyed herself, and
the color heightened in her cheeks, until
sorrowful paBtand uncertain future were
alike merged in the present.

“ | thought Mr. Weston had gone,” Mrs.
Sayer once remarked to Charity, meeting
her.

“Yes,” said Charity quiokly,
gone—Ileft ua, | mean.”

“But he ia here,” said Mre. Sayer; “I
have just met him. 1 suppose,” not wish-
ing to detain the girl from the waltz just
beginning, “that he is staying eomewhere
else in the neighborhood.”

Charity supposed so also, as there seemed
nothing else to say, and turned away with
her partner. She must be mistaken, was
her own thought.

But after this danoe fresh agitation was
in store for her.

“ Miss Warburton,” said Lady Burnett,
stopping her, “ there is a gentleman here
who wishes to be introduoed to you. |
think he came with Mr. Weston ; his n«,me
is the same as yours, so perhapB he may

he has

turn out to be an unknown relation. May
| brrng him in ?”
‘Yes, | Bhould be glad said Charity,

with whitening cheeks.

Then he had oome at last, and Mr. Wes
You had brought him, so that he might see
for himself the effeot that Cousin Felix
would have upon her. “Butl shall not
flinoh now,” Bhe thought, “ the worst was
over long ago.” And for one second ouiy
memory wavered baok to the sohool-

room in the twilight, and to the dark eyes

that had there looked into hers.

“ Come, MiBs Warburton, Bhall we ex-
plore this conservatory ? 1t looks oool and
pleasant.”

It did indeed ; and Miss Warburton,
with willing feet, turned in amongst the
flowers, where the softened light of the
Chinese lanterns was more meroiful ; not
quite so demonstrate /1 paling cheeks as
the glare of tbe ballroora.

‘ A capital ‘gat up,”” reMarked her
par.ner by-and-by, locking in tha direotion
of tha doorway.

And Charity, looking too, saw éntera
tall figure clad in black armor from head
to foot; but only one part of the knight’s
drees, that was so perfect as to have called
forth the admiration of her companion,
arrested her attention. His right arm was
in a sling.

“ Cousin Felix, Cousin Felix!” Her
quick-beating heart seemed Baying his rame
aloud, as he advanoed slowly to her, Lady
Burnett by hia side.

“1 do not understand,” Mias Warburton
heard her say, ae they approaohed; “ but
never mind, I shall be Bure to sea you again
by-and-by.”

Then they drew nearer yet.

“ Mr. Warburton, Charity wants to be
introduoed to you.”

And Charity bowed a little wonderingly
towards tha mail-clad figure.

“ Mr. Paget,” went on Lady Burnett,
turning towards Charity’s companion,
“ will you kindly taka me baok to the ball-
room ?”

And Mr. Paget rising, he and lady Bur-
nett departed together.

A great desire came over Charity to rise
and hasten after them ; but it was not to
be. The moment had ooma to put her
resolution to the test; Bhe would not fail
now, Bo she brought her ayes baok from
their long look after Lady Burnett’s form
to the man beside her, and, gazing straight
before her, addressed him.

“ | Buppose you are Cowusin Felix,” she
said gently. “Then you muat have ooma
thiB afternoon after all ?”

“Yee, | was at the inn, and as | knew
you were to be here, | thought I would
oome.”

“ How did you know it ?” she aeked, still
trying to quiet her beating pulses, and all
intent on speaking oalmly.

“From Weaton. He met me, and told
me you were coming, so we agreed to drive
over together. | have just been explaining
ii to Lady Barnett. When | got your let-
ter,”gafter a few minutes’ pause, “ | deter-
mined to coma at once.”

“Why ?”

Out of his glove he took a letter that
Charity reooguized at onoe, and reddened
when she saw. She watohed it nervously
as he opened it, and showed her her own
handwriting.

“When | saw that,” he said, pointing to
tha great telltale teardrop aoross the sig-
nature, “ 1 made up my mind to oome at
mice.

“Why ?” again aaked Charity.

“ Because,” Bpeaking in a lower tone,
knew you were unhappy.”

At those words Charity raised her eyes
ior the first time, and then quiokly and
impetuously rising to her feet—

“1 wish 1 oould sea your faoe,”
hesitatingly.

W ithout a word he took off the disguising
helmet, and disclosed a smooth, dark head,
and a pair of dark eyes that Charity War-
burton knew only too well.

“| thought it was you,” she said, with
almost a Bob, “ when firet | heard your
voice, and of oourea | know you when 1
looked up. But why did you do it—why ?
You promieed, you know,” taking a step
away from him as she spoke. “ Don’t you
remember, that”—a little diBjointedly—
“that you promised ?”

But before Bhe oould esoape, a hand on
her arm detained her.

You promised too, Charity. You pro-
mised that you would listen to Coueia
Felix, though you would not to Mr. Wes-
ton, so you must stay now.”

“But,” oried Charity, despair in her
tone at tho thought that the battle was not
over even yet, “youare not Cousin Felix—
you are ”

“But | am Cousin Felix. How else oould

have reoeived this ?” raising the tear-
»tAined letter to bin lips ae he spoke, "lam

she said

Cousin Felix,” drawing her oloser to him,
and looking down into the wondering,
upraised eyes, “and over and over again
you have told me that you will marry him
and no other. And remember | have been
hardly dealt with hitherto. | have heard
nothing busfevil of myself. | bave LWIYT.
heoAjiBked go SII‘]V* Wielsén Ty iiviy
Ofca’dos.'H4 'Bjut to.rlay, .Cb A rity" -gptlf

sore®, trclfctV o tibat, igsalj
AltaiMv-aafiH | : am «cot goiug tofct yort*
escape me. W ith your own hps you told

me long ago, that whenever | oame to olaim
you, you were mine—and now the hour has
oome !”

And at last Charity understood. Under-
stood that there was no more need to veil
her eyes from the loving fire in his; under-
stood that hand and heart might go
together ; that there was no ona in the
wide, wide world she would chooBe, if she
oould, to take the place of Cousin Felix.

THE END.

IN THE PKSSEI4CB OF DEATH.

Touching Farcm Il Kiss oi man nnd Wife
on lh« Wreck olllie t oldinOn».

Among the confused maea who were
struggling and soreaming were noticed a
middle-aged man and his wife. Their con-
ductwaa in marked contrast with that of
the other passengers. The panio whioh
had seized the oiherp wan not shared by
them, but their blinelud faoea told that
they realized 1lhe peril which B-iriounded
them. The only movemeut of muscles or
nerves was that produoed by tha ohilling
atmosphere. They stood close together,
their hands clasped in each other, as if
about to contemplate suioide together, and
thus fulfil the marital vow of standing by
each other in the varying tida of life’s for-
tunes and misfortunes. As the wreck
careened with tha gale from one side to the
other, and while tha spray and waves were
drenching them at every moment, tha hus-
band turned and imprinted a kiss upon the
oompanion of his life, and while thus em-
braced, a heavy Baa broke over the wreok
and both were washed away and not Been
afterward. Mr. Cook says the soene was
one which will remain indelibly impressed
upon bis memory until bis dying day.—
Boston Herald.

“TNnTikB»cWw ne.

A Seven-Week* Oid BabjrLdtat a News
paper Office.

Considerable exoitement prevailed in tho
office of our neighbor this morning. About
6 a. m. a basket was discovered juet inside
the door of the front cffioa. It oontained
a baby, apparently about seven weeks old.
Tho dibcovery of the following note con-
siderably relieved the anxiety of BoTe
members of the F. P. staff :

Winnipeg, Jan. 27th, 1834.
To the Free Press :

Deak Sib,—Pity my misfortune and look down
upon me with merc I am compelled to do
this to save me from |sgrace in the eyes of w
people. Please place my baby in the home,
will call and see it soon. "It isnotbaptised yet
and seven weeks old onthe 26thinst. Itis a
fine, healthy child, and no person need be afraid
to adopt it.” But 1would like to know whore it
goes to. Geoci-byo, Mamie.

Tha management of the Home refused to
take the ohild.—Winnipeg Times.

gutUfaclory Re«ulM in ftloufreal.

Whilst Montreal is a model oit-yin many
respeots, it is not exactly a quarter section
of Paradise, as Capt. Geo. Murphy, Chief
of Government Polioe, oan testify. A
reporter of a Montreal journal waited upon
this gentleman a Bhort time ago und put- to
bim the folioving query :

“ Chief, do you find "the duties irksome
and dangerous iu your etranga oalling ?”

“Irkeome,” replied Mr. Murphy, “1 sel-
dom find them ; but that they are attended
wish danger is very true. Thera is danger
to be faced, of ourse, from wind, weather
and criminals, and the least of these dan-
gers is not those of exposure and bad
weather. Tha heavy,Emoiet >tmoepbere
that gathers over the‘water ia very oon-
duoive to rheumatism, and many of my
men Buffer from ihat oomplaint more or
less. | believe that our danger from expo-
sure from this time forward is past, as St.
*Taoob3 Oil, if applied in time in oases of
rheumatism, has a wonderful way of knock-
ing that malady out of people. It certainly
relieved me of a eevere puin in my shoul-
ders.” ; r W4

A mechanic in a Johnstown, Pa., iron
foundry was recently Killed by the oontaot
of a Bteel hook whioh he held in his hand
with an eleotric wire.

Womnn and Her LW aeama

is tho title of a large illustrated treatise, by
Dr. R. V. Pieroe, Buffalo, N. Y., sent to any
address for three stamps. It teaches suc-
cessful eelf-treatmeut.

rrwu ABT OF PBOLONGING
life consistsin understanding the essential
conditions on -which the fact of life depends.
But to reconstruct the human system after it
has become physically demoralized by disease
is really to create a new being. Yet, that this
can be done, is capable of actual demonstration.
Dr. Wheeler’s Compound Elixir of Pnosphates
and Calisaya, by aiding the digestive process, and
furnishing the elements of bone, muscle aud
nerve, perfects the assimilation of food, and
complete nourishment of the tissues : morbid
ucts and humors are removed from the
od, and a healthy process of repair set up,
hich gradually restores and vitalizes all th
organs, according to nature’s process of building
Up the feeble constitution.

Parieiana are oombining English orape
with satin for effeotive dinner and reception
toilets.

+LydiaE. Pinkham’sgireat Laboratory, Lynn,
Mass., is turing out millions of packages of her
celebrated Compound, which are beiog sent to
the four winds, and actually find their way to all
lands under the sun and to the remotest confines
of modern civilization.

Large flower designs on the new silk
fabrics will be outlined with narrow lace,
embroidered in jot or beads.

D fitL IN fi OF illAW.
Nervous Weakness,

Sexual Debility, cured by
newer."

>sia, Impotence,
Wells” Health Re-

A little pelerine orape, jast covering the
shoulders, is pretty and fashionable with
the toilets for children.

*** ¢ The same measure will not suit all cir-
cumstances.” But Kidney-Wort suits all cases
of liver, bowels and kidney diseases and their
concomrtants piles, constipation, diabetes, ague,
elc. Try it and you will say so too.

A little gathered oapote of two shades of
blue, pink or yellow is the proper bonnet
for the 3-yoar-olds.

i32Xn the Diamond Dyes more coloring is
given for 10 cents than inany 16 or 25-cent dyeB.
and they give faster and more brilliant colors

«HOUttIX Y COUGH».”

Ask for “Rough on Coughs," tor Coughs, Colds
Sore Throat, Hoarseness. Troches, 15c. Liquid, 60

For the overcoats and dresses of little
girls and boys taking their first steps, rib-
bed velvet is quite popular.

It seems impossible that a remedy made of
such common, simple plants as Hops, Buchu,
Mandrake, Dandelion, etc., shouldTane somany
and such great cures_as Hop Bitters do; but
when old and young, rich and pob6r, pastor and
doctor, lawyer and editor all testify to having
been cured by them, you must believe and try
them yourself, and doubt no longer.

Almost the only trimming employed on
the handsome silk and velvet dresses ot
little ohildren is the large, fall Bash.

IHOTKGK ISWAN’S WORK SYKUt*
Infallible, tasteless, harmless,

fevorishnesB, restlessness,
tion. 25c.

cathartic j fer
worms, oonstlpa-

The new sateens, with a orescent and
star design on grounds of various oolore,
re destined to great popularity,

Advice to Conenmptlrea.

On tha appaarancé of the first Symptoms,
as general debility, lose of appetite, pallor,
ghilly sensations, followed by nlght-sweat*
and oough, prompt measures of relief
tftroutd be eaiien. Confmmpiion ie soroful-
oiiKdifieasn of the longs; foweforomeée the
(prea6 anoi-3<KofuloyFi or biood-puiifior and
fifrangtij-reatorer, Ot. Pieroors, “ Crola.u
Mediaai Difccuvery,. ’: Sajletior tu opufiyei’
oil HUefi uctrilive, aud unsui-p~bsed aB a

peotoral. For weak lungs, spitting of
blood, and kindred affections, it has no
equal. Sold by druggists. For D-.

Pieroe’s treatise on Consumption send two
stamps. Wobld’s Dispensary Medical
Association, Buffalo, N. Y.

The life of man consists not in seeing
visions and in dreaming dreams, butin
aotive ohariiy and willing servioe.

“Sigh No more, IjRdlei !”

for Dr. Pierce’s “ Favorite Prescription”
is a prompt and oertain remedy for the
painful disordets peculiar to your sex. By
all druggists.

Simplioity, of all things, ia the hardestto
be oopied, and ease is only to baacquired
with the greatest labor.

Quite Unsym pathetic.

Birdie MoHennepin and her
were at the seashore.

*Oh, see that!” exolaimed Birdie.

‘See what ?” inquired the stoical John.

‘Why, see that little cloudletjust above
the wavelet like a tiny leaflet dancing o’er
the scene.”

10, oome, you had better go out to the
pumplet in the baok yardl6t and soak your
little headlet.”

brother

Nothing is so credulous as vanity, or so
ignorant of what becomes itself.

Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sciatica,

SoreThroat, Srvell n«iezsopra ue,Bruire*,
Bn t Hites

i S
A\DALLOJ_’L’LEII H]]IY PAINS A\DA’G-ES

Soldhy! , Fifty Centsa battle.
m%?&ﬂﬂ&@&f\ it AL US A
HAS BLim PROVED
Thesuasar for

KIiDWEY P88EABS8ES, I
Does alame back ordisordered urine |nd| ®
catethatyou are a victim ? TIEST DOITOT v
HESITATE; uso Euduey-W ort at once, (drug-
gists recommendn)an it \vrslepcedrly over-
come the disease and restore healthyaction.

Sn £l Th1 <S8 1 o PLOPIRSANSPECHLIA

d -weaknesses, Kidney-Wortia unsurpassed,

itwill actpromptly and safely.

EitherSex. Incontinence, retention ofurine,
+Abrick dustorropy deposns anddull dragglng
O pains, aU speedily yield to its curative power.
< SOLD BY ALL DKTOGISTS. Prico SI.

M3LW BLLUYaa L

LYOIA E. PW XKAKTS

VEGETABLE COMPOUND.

Ib a Positive Cure

Fornilthose PainfulComplaintsand W eaknesses
socommonto ourbeet femalepopulation.

A jlealciue for Woman. Invented by aWoman.
Prepared by a Woman.
Tho Greatest Medical Discovery Sincethe Dawn of 1Hetory,

f3-Pitrevives the drooping spirits, invigorates and
harmonizestho organio functions, gives elasticity anrt
firmnessto the step, restores the natux-al lustre to the
eye,and planta ONthe pale cheek ofwoman the fresli
roses of life'sspring and early summertime
C37“Physicians Use It and Prescribe It Freely. *£#
Itremoves faintness, flatulency, destroys allcraving
for stimulant, and relieves woakness Of the stomach.
That feeling of bearing down, causing pain, weight
and backache, Isalwayspermanently cured by it3 use.
Forthe core of Kidney Complaintcofcither BOK
th1f Compound iH unsurpassed.

e

LYDIA K. PEVKHAM7« BLO«i> PCBTFIER
will eradicate every vestige of Burners from ihe
Blood, and give tone and strength to tho system, of
manT.cmanorchild. Insiston having it

Boththe Compoundand Blood Purillerare prepared
at233and 2S5 W estern Avenue, Lynn, Mass. Trice of
either, gi. Sixbottlesior $5. Sentby mailin the farm
of pills, or oflozenge*, onreceiptofprice, $1perl
torcither. Mrs.Pinkham freely answer,all lettérs of
hquiry. Enclose Set.stamp. Sendforpamphlet.

No family should ho withoutLYL'LV E.PIICKIIAM’S

LIVKU PILLS. They euro constipation, biliousness«
%ndtorpidity of the liver. 25eent per box.
<3

jesrSold by all Druggists,”®»

A NEW DISCOVERY.

tSTFor several years we have fnmished the
Dairynien of America with an excellent arti-
ficial'colorforbutter; so meritorious thatit met
Iwith great Buccess everywhere receiving, the
highest and only prizesat both Imernatronal
Dairy Fairs.
I j3p~But by patient and scientific chemical re-
searchwe have improved in several points, and j
how offerthis new coloras the bestin the world.

It Will Not Color the Buttermilk. It
1 Will Not Turn Rancid. Itlsthe
Strongest, Brightest and
Cheapest Color Made»

« fgrAnd, while prepared in oil, is so compound
edthat it is impossible for H to become rancid.
I t""BEW ARE of Imitations, and of all
other oil colors, for they aro liable to become
rancid and fpcrlthe butter,

you cannotget tho.(fimp?am r write us
to knowwhero and how to get Itwithoutextra

(expense. (*q)
KIAQUAHPSOX & @0, lurlington,

CJ.V.M.E.Rich, Rare,KuriusBook Tellsall. Price
by mail, sealed, 25c. Box 680, So. Norwalk, Oonn

W A N T E D

A NY LADIES OK YOUNG MEN
JUL» who are out of employment, in city or
country, distance no gbjection ; can have stead
worka therrhomes all'the year round. "Wor

sentby mail ; any one can do it ; good salary ;
no carvassin
Address UNION MANUFACTURING CO., 76

WM &wgteBstnetiBMfts LU |

FQI TKE

ins, UWB Ml iimn kips
THE KES8I BJLttOE) PCIHIFIEB.

There is only one way by whioh any disease can
be cured, and that is by removing the cauee—
whatever it may be. The great medical author*
ities of the day declare that nearly every disease
is caused by deranged kidneys or liver. To restore
thes herefore is the only way by which health
can be secured. Here iswhere arner’e Safe

«lore has achieved its great reputatio It aetfi
directly upon the kidneys and fiver and by plao-
them 'in a healthy condition drives disease

and pain from the Sﬁ/stem For all Kidney, Live*
and Urinary troubles, for the drstressrng dis-
orders of women, for Malaria and phyeioRl
troubles generally, this great remedy has no
equal. Beware of impostors, imitations and
concoctions said to be just as good

ForDlabetes ask for W arner’s Safe KMa-
betes Cu

For sale by all dealers.

A.H.WARMER 11 CO.,
Toronto, Ont. N. Y

D.« N.JL 7. 84.

Rochester, London Eng.

Home Items.

—All your own fault
If you remain sick when you can
Get hop bitters that never—Fail.

The weakest woman, smallest child and sickest
invajlid can use hop bitters with safety and great
good.

—Old men tottering around from Rheumatism
kidney trouble or any weakness will be almost
new by using hop bitters.

—My wife and daughter were made healthy by
the use of hop bitters, and | recommend them
to my people.—Methodist Clergyman.

Ask any'good doctor if hop
Bitters are not'the best family medicine
On earth.

—Malarial fever, Ague and Biliousness, will
leave every neighborhood as soon as hop bitters
arrive.

—My mother drove the paralysis and neuralgia
all out of her system with "hop bitters.—&d.
Oswego Sun.

—Keep the kidneys healthy with hop bitters
and you need not fear sickness.

—Ilce water is rendered harmless and more re
freshing and reviving with hop bitters in eac
draught. \

—The vigor of youth for the aged and infirm
in hop bitters.

T ¢iE Q&E&T CURE

FOB

As itis for aﬁ Iho parD g‘dlseas@'of the

KIDN2YS UVER AND BO
It eisanBes the s,(ystem ofthe acrrd porson
that causes tho dreadful suffering which

only tho vrctlms otheumatrsm oan reallre-'

Of the worst forms o?thrs terriblo, disease

Mave been qmckly relieved, and in shorttime

PERFECTLY CURE
PRICE, $1 IJQJDCKPHY m«vaswq

Dry can bo sei; | by mail.
WEMiS,mC ABDSON b o Bvrlhfctoth

THE ONLY

VEGETABLE
[MANDRAKE]

ICURE

dyspeps
IIM%@?

Sd(I-EBCHj’eerd Bliosess

Piice, 25» per bottle. Sold by all Druggists.
30 DAYS’ TRIAL
Ry Sher
IL CTRO-VOLTAIO BELT and other lectric
I Appliances are sent on 30 Days’ Trial _TO
MEN _ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, who are suffer-
ing from ervous Debility, Lost Vitality,
Wasting Weaknesses, and.all those diseases of a
Personal Nature, resulting from Abuses an
ther Causes. Speedy relief and com Iete
restoration to Health Xrggr

uaranteed.  Send at
Samphletfree Address

Voltaic Belt Co.,

and
for IIIustrated

M arshall, Mich,

,SAWING MACHINES: Theywill!
r saw oil a 2 footlogin2 minutes.” En-]
dorsed by congress-*
men from ‘everjn
stato. We sell ma-|

? chines or the rrght!

to make them. Any!

farmer can m ake
:cularsfree. Wm.GILES, Washrngton

; eld Emoan mere to 10 t§m or
a trme an EtWenuI%a e the lx P

fcallgzgrle I_>II\I %VEK%aéjW %E\Jé?tms'eaeo ofCIZITSI v%? IrLEPSY

0 cure tl
TJe s 0 reason for B- lrlo rccmv acure

a
once for treatlse an af 0 0 F of my |nfa|||b|e
I st y

fora%JE\)/'IJ reasl (‘% V. f%(%e&prst NesyYo"

“ Addree:
MIIWPAbL COM W W HMD BOOK.
TMPOBTANT BOOK FOB MUNI
-NI- CIPAL councillors and rifleera, contains
brief and familiar style the munioipal laws

Ontario wi hrorms ySJages bound in cloth
price on dollar

PIELATT & TRACY Publishers, Stratford
JPIJACIJE co secure a Business

Cetro MAO Circul&re &es



