The Angling Ananias.

An angler sat by tbe winter fire,
W hile only hie wife was nigh,
And he said to himeelf,
Did this cunning old elf,
1’ll tell 'em a whopping big lie—
Abrilliant and intricate lie.

He leaned his chin on his ancient hand,
W hile gently he stroked his beard,
Then he gathered his pen,
His ink and then—
He Blilyand knowingly leered—
A leer that was foxy and weird.

He gazed aloft at the ceiling dark,

And then he looked down at the floor,
And he said : “ Of a bout
Aftersalmon and trout,

I’ll give 'em some angling lore—
Home lovely and lying old lore.”

He wrote, and he wrote, a solid hour,
His wife all the while sitting by,
Very certain, however,
Thatherhubby, soclever,
WaB working up some novel lie—
Some wild and extravagant lie.

W ith looks that were wizen and cold ;
“W hat’s the matter ?” cried she ;
The devil,” cried he,
“1'm certainly fast growing old,
Every lie 1 oan think of’s been told.”

ENBARI AR

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

Mile. Marie hovered around her mistress
with many delioate attentions alter the
master had departed, but her ministrations
were not orowned with muoh suooess.
Laurel lay still and pale, but oonsumed by
an agony of impatience, under the dabs of
eau de Cologne tbat the maid bestowed on
her oheeks and forehead. She longed to be
alone to weep and wail aloud in her despair,
but she oould not send tbe maid away. Sbe
knew that she had to dress for dinner in a
little while, and as Mrs. Le Boy wouid be
down to dinner for the first time that day,
her absenoe would be felt as a great disap-
pointment. She would not give up. She
would keep up the faroe to the lastmoment.

She lay there, outwardly Btill and oalm,
but oonsumed by a burning suspense and
unrest, ber hearing Btrained to its utmost,
as if waiting to hear her aocuser’s voioe.
She wondered if Boss Powell would follow
her and denounce her. Surely he knew her
secret now. She oould hide it from him no
longer. In alittle while he must know all.

Onoe, a wild impulse of flight oame over
her. How oould she stay and meet her
husband’s soorn when he learned the truth ?
He worshipped her now as his ideal of
womanhood. What would he say wben he
knew her as she was, weak and wilful, a
girl who had risked everything for the
Bake of love ? Would he hate her for her
Bin? That would be more bitter than
death. Perhaps it were better to go away
now before he knew her at her worst,
before he hated her for deceiving him.

If she had guessed what lay before ber,
Bhe would have gone—she would have fled
Bilently from Eden, bearing with her for
the light of her darkened future the
memory of hiB love alone—his BTiiee, his
oareBses, his tender words—but the mad-
ness of her love made her stay.

“ | oannot go. All ia not lost yet,” she
said, faintly, yet hopefully, to her forebod-
ing heart. “ He will forgive me, perhaps,
for our love’s sake.”

She knew that there oould be no limit to
her love and forgiveness for her hueband if
he had wronged her. Was it strange that
Bhe ehould judge bim by herself? She was
very young and very ignorant. She did not
know how truthfully the poet had written :

Man’e leve iB of man’s life a thing apart,

'Tiewoman's whole existence.

When she was dressed for dinner, St.
Leon oame to take her down. There was a
subdued happiness and exoitement shining
on his handsome faoe ; she wondered at it,
but she did not aBk him why.

She was dressed muoh as Bhe had been
on the night when he first told her that he
loved her. She wore white, with scarlet
jacqueminot roses. She had chosen th
costume purposely, thinking he would b
softened at the memories it reoalled.

He took his fair young wife into his
arme, and kissed her many times; he
smoothed tbe waving golden tresses with
loving hands, telling her how dearly he
loved her—how happy she made him.
Then, even while she olung to him, he
released ber gently from his embraoe, not
knowing it was the last—not dreaming of
the years to oome, when bis arms would
aohe in vain to olasp her.

“ My mother is waiting for you in the
drawing-room,” he said. *“ There iB some
one with her—a vieitor. Can you gueBS
whom, darling?”

She gave a terrible start—a smothered
ory—and olung to his arm with both small,
white hands.

“ My dear, how nervous you are 1" he

said. “ One would think you were fright-
ened. It is your old rival, Maud Merivale.
Think of her insufferable impertinence in

ooming here after that night last Bummer |
But oourage, love, Bhe will only be oonsumed
with envy when ehe sees how muoh love-
lier you have grown sinoe you beoame my
wife.”

She tried to murmur BoTe careless reply,
but her heart leaped with fear. Another
enemy | Too surely the ooils of fate were
oloeing round her 1

They went down the broad stairoase,
along the lighted hall, and so into the bril-
liant drawing-room, tbe handsome man
with the lovely girl borne proudly on his
arm. She looked up and saw Mrs. Le Boy
smiling at her, Mrs. Merivale ruetling
toward her in “ gloss of satin and glimmer
of pearls,” and, beyond her, two others—a
man and woman—both strangers. They
were rising eagerly, too, ooming toward her
with smiles and outstretched hands. A
dim perception flashed over Laurel ; her
heart felt like stone in her breast.

CHAPTEB XXXIX.

It was a supreme moment. Laurel felt
it to be suoh. Hor heart beat, her limbs
trembled beneath her. But for the sup-
port of St. Leon’s arm she must have
fallen to the earth. She wondered that
she did not faint—rather that she did not
die -for an intuition, swift as the light-
ning's flash, told her that these two
strangers were Mr. Gordon and his wife.

Sbe had never seen them in her life ; but
Bhe did not for one moment doubt their
identity. She saw Mrs. Merivale modeetly
giving plaoe to them, allowing them to
greet her first; she saw the BTiie of plea-

sure on St. Leon’s lips—St. Leon, who
thought she was having Buoh a pleasant
surprise. She oould not move nor speak.

She olung desperately to St. Leon aarm,

and they oame nearer and nearer, the
tall, rather Btern-looking man, and
the pretty, faded blonde in her rioh

silks and laoes. Laurel gazed at them with
ber great, dark, frightened eyeB, muoh as
the little prinoes in the Tower might have
gazed upon their murderers.

A great horror grew upon her as if,
indeed, they were about to Btrike her dead.
She had been oaught in a horrible trap—a
pit of destruction yawned beneath her feet
—in amoment she would be hurled down,
down, down, into fathomless darkness and
deepair,

Mre. Gordon drew nearer and nearer.
There was a tende- smile on the fair, deli-
oate faoe, and the blue eyes looked atraight
iDto Laurel’s own for an instant—only an
inBtant, for then she started baokward, and
her ory of dismay and wonder pealed on
the impostor’s ears like the knell of doom.

“Beatrix | Oh, my God, it is not
Beatrix 1 What does this mean ?”

“I1t is not Beatrix !” Mr. Gordon eohoed,
blankly.

And for a moment there reigned a terri-
ble silenoe in the room.

St. Leon Le Boy looked down at his
wife. Sbe was clinging to bis arm with
the deeperation of despair. Her faoe was
pale as death, and oonvulsed with fear.
Her wide, frightened, dark eyes stared

straight up into his, with a hunted look
in their sombre depths tbat pieroed his
heart.

“ Beatrix, what do they mean?” he cried.
“ Have they all gone mad ?"

Her white lips tried to syllable the word
"mad,” but it died upon them in a strain-
ing gasp.

Mr. Gordon oame slowly forward,
dazed expression on bis features.

“ Mr. Le Boy, there must be some mis-
take,” he said. “ This lady Is not your
wife ?”

St. Leon answered gravely :

“ There is no mistake. Thieis my wife,
Mr. Gordon.”

Mrs. Gordon oried out etartlingly :

“ Then where is our daughter ?”

She looked ready to faint. Her limbs
tottered beneath her. She olung to ber
husband with one hand pressed upon her
throbbing heart, and Btared at the lovely
oreature on St. Leon’s arm as if she were a
ghost. Mrs. Le Boy, Btill pale and wan
from her reoent illness, rose from the
oouoh where she reolined and tottered to
her side.

¢ My dear friends, have you all taken
leave of your senses 7' she oried. “ Have
you forgotten your own daughter’s faoe ?
Beatrix, darling, why do you not oome to
your mother ?”

Only a stifled moan oame from Laurel’s
lips, but Mrs. Gordon answered, sternly :

“ This ia no daughter of ours. We have
never seen her faoe before to-night !”

And Mrs. Merivale, in the baokground,
gazed in gloating wonder and triumph at
the pale, horrified faoe of St. Leon’s wife.
She was burning with anxiety to hear the
denouement of this strange and startling
scene.

“ This is no daughter of ours. We have
never seen her faoebeforeto-night,” repeated
Mr. Gordon, and his wife feebly reiterated
his words.

“You have gone mad—both of you,”
Mrs. Le Boy oried out, fretfully. “ This ia
your daughter whom you sent to us, and
whom my son married. How dare you
deny it ? Speak to them, St. Leon—speak

to them, Beatrix. Do not let them deny
you ! Itis monstrous, it is terrible !”

“ Sbe is no ohild of ours. She will not
olaim to be. She is a miserable impostor.
Look at her guilty face,” said Mr. Gordon,
pointing a soornful finger at the white faoe
that did indeed look shame-strioken and
full of guilty woe.

St. Leon had never taken his eyes from
that beautiful, terrified face. He spoke to
her now, and his voice sounded hollow and
stern.

a

“ Beatrix, what do they mean? |Is it
true that you are uot Mr. Gordon’s
daughter ?”

The white hands slipped from his arm,
and she fell on her knees before him, lift-
ing up her woeful white faoe pleadingly.

“ Oh, St. Leon, pity and forgive me,” Bhe
moaned, appealingly. “ It is true, and |
have bitterly deoeived you. 1 am not
Beatrix Gordon !”

CHAPTER XL.

A silenoe like death fell for a moment
on the group that dosed around that
pathetio figure with its white uplifted faoe
and streaming golden hair. St. Leon’s
voioe broke it first—hoarse and terribly
stern :

“I1f you are not Beatrix Gordon, for
God’s sake tell us who you are ?”’

And she answered in a voies shaken by
blended triumph and deepair :

“1 am your wife, St. Leon. Do not for-
get that.”

Mrs. Gordon, springing forward, Bhook
her wildly by the arm.

“ Look at me, girl.” she oried. “ What

have you done with my daughter, my blue-
eyed Beatrix ? Why are you here in her
plaoe ?”

The great dark eyes, heavy with despair,
turned slowly on hor faoe.

“You are her mother ?” she said.

“Yes, | am her mother,” Mrs. Gordon
answered, impatiently. “ Tell me, girl,
what have you done with my darling ?”

And Laurel answered in a tone of the
most pathetio wonder and reproaoh :

“You are her mother, and you did not
love her enough to make her happy. You
forget that mlove is lord of all.” Oh, why
did not you let her be happy in her own
fashion ? Then all this need not have hap-

pened 17
“You drive me mad with your Btrange
answers,” wailed Mrs. Gordon. U W:ill no

one make her speak and tell me my ohild’s
fate ?”

She looked around helplessly into their
wondering faoes. St. Leon stood white and
movelesB as a marble statue, bis arms folded
tightly over bis broad breast, his pale brow
beaded with ohilly drops of sweat, his eyes
never turning from that kneeling figure.
Mrs. Le Boy, overcome with agitation, had
sunk upon her sofa gasping for breath,
Maud Merivale gazed on the soene with a
faoe of evil joy, and Mr. Gordon looked
dazed, like one daggering under a horrible
burden, but at bis wife’s piteous appeal he
went slowly forward, and touohed the arm
of the convioted impostor.

“You hear,” he said, “ you are driving us
mad with your evasions! Where is my
daughter ? Is she dead ?”

A shudder ran through them all at that
ominous word, but Laurel sprung to her
feet suddenly, and faoedhim with an almost
defiant gleam in her eyes. A dull red glow
flared into her oheeke, and she drew her
graoeful figure haughtily erect as Bhe
extended one Blender hand at the agitated
speaker.

“ Do you think that | have murdered her
that you look at me so fiercely ?* she
oried. “ Do you think | would harm one
hair of her lovely golden head—she who
was so kind to me in my desolation and
despair ? No, no, she is not dead, your
daughter whom you tried to separate from
her own true lover. Sheis well and happy.
She is married to Cyril Wentworth, aud
gone abroad with him I”

“ Married !” almost Bhrieked Mrs. Gor-
don, and her husband eohoed, blankly,
“ Married !”

“Yes, she iB married,” Laurel answered
almoet triumphantly. “ She took her fate
into her own hands, and Bought happiness
with her lover.”

“ Married to Cyril Wentworth ! How
dared she 7 how dared ehe ?”  Mrs. Gordon
wailed aloud, in frantio anger.

And Laurel, looking at her gravely,
anewered with unoonsoious pathos :

“Women dare everything for love’s sake,
you know, Mrs. Gordon.”

The chagrined, disappointed mother
broke into low, hysterioal sobs and tears.
Mr. Gordon drew her gently to his side,
and turned bis oold stern gaze upon Laurel.

“And you—how oame you here in
Beatrix’s plaoe ?” he asked.

“ Bhe sent me here,” Laurel answered.
“ She had been kind to me, and | paid my
debt of gratitude by taking her place here
while she went away and married Mr.
Wentworth.”

She felt their eyes burning upon her as
ahespoke. She knew that they hated her for
what she had done. She felt a dim, pass-
ing wonder how she oould stand there and
bear it. She wondered that she did not
soream out aloud or fall down dead at
their feet. But a strange meohanical
calmness upheld her through it all.

“ThiB is the strangest story | ever
heard,” said Mr. Gordon. “ Can it be
that Beatrix lent herself to suoh a plot?
Tell me all about it.”

" There is almost nothing to tell beyond
what | have told you,” she said. *“ She
despaired of ever winning your oonsent to
her marriage, and she oould not give up her
lover. So she sent me here with Clarioe
to aot a part, while she married her lover!
Then they kept it seoret while they waited

for Mr. Wentworth’s promised European
appointment, When hereoeived it, Bhewent
abroad with him. | Baw her myselfin
London. She is perfeotly happy, only for
her longing to be forgiven by ber parents.”

“1 will never forgive her—the false,

deceitful jade !” he uttered, fieroely.

She turned to him pleadingly.

“Do not be hard upon your beautiful
daughter,” she prayed. “ She loved him so
dearly she could not live without him. Ob,
you must forgive her !”

INever, never !” Mrs.
bitterly.

Vain, proud, ambitious woman as she
waa, her heart was almost broken by this
terrible shook.

Mr. Gordon’s voice broke soornfully upon
Laurel’s tumultuous thoughts.

“ And this dutiful daughter of mine, did
she add to her iniquities by arranging a
marriage for you? Did she teaoh you to
deceive this honorable gentleman and trap
him into a marriage with a wretohed
impostor ?”

The harsh words struok her like the
stinging out of a lash. She shivered and
dropped her eyes, but she did not flmoh
from answering him. A marvellous bravery
upheld ber while Bhe confessed ber fault
and exonerated Beatrix.

Il Mine is the fault,” she eaid. “ If your
daughter had suspeoted the madntsj that
filled me, Bhe would have betrayed me—
Bhe would never have tolerated it for one
hour. She wished me to go abroad with
her ; she did not dream of the truth. But
I — sent Clarioe baok to her, and | stayed
on at Eden. Tho fault is mine ; the oon-
sequences,” her voioe faltered almoetto a
moan, " be upon my own bead.”

St. Leon had never yet spoken a word.
Pale, statue-like, he Btood, hia hearing
Btrained to oatoh every word that fell from
the lips of his wife—his wife, whom he had
believed to be an angel, but whom he now
knew as a false and reckless woman who
had stolen into his home and heart under a
lying guise.

“ And you,” said Mr. Gordon, sternly—
Ilwho are you, that have dared do thie ter-
rible wrong ? What is your name ? Whence
oame you?”

She turned suddenly and lifted her dark,
anguished eyes to her husband’s faoe in
mute wonder and entreaty. In its light-
ning soorn, its terrible indignation, she
read her doom. W ith,a moan of despair
she let the long, dark lashes fall until they
shaded her burning oheeks and answered

Gordon sobbed,

»

Mr. Gordon :
“Do not ask me my name nor my
history. What oan it matter to you who

hate me ? My heart is broken. Let me
shroud myself in merciful mystery.”

N You refuse to disclose your identity?’
said Mr. Gordon, wonderingly.

“ 1 refuse,” she answered, with a reckless
defianoe born of despair.

And at that moment a mooking laugh,
oruel as a fiend’s, rang etartlingly through
the splendid room.

Every eye turned toward the sound.
Through the wide laoe ourtains that shaded
the low Frenoh windows a man stepped
into the room—Ross Powell |

Laurel saw him, and a shriek of despair
rose from her lips atthe sight of her
enemy’s evil, triumphant faoe. She oov-
ered her faoe with her trembling hands
and sunk down upon the floor, orouohing
like a guilty creature from the angry judges
surrounding her.

RossPowell went forward to hisemployer,
Mr. Gordon.

“Sir,” he said, respectfully, “ you wish
to know the name of this matohless hypo
orite and deoeiver. | oan soon enlighten
you.”

“ Speak, then,” Mr. Gordon answered,
quiokly, gazing at his olerk in Burprise and
wonder.

“You remember Vane, the drunken
writer, who died almoBt a year ago ?” said
Ross Powell brutally.

“Yes ; but what has Louis Vane to do
with this mysterious girl?” inquired Mr.
Gordon, bluntly.

“ Everything,” answered the villain, ear
oastioally, “ for this fine lady—the mistreBB
of Eden—is old Vane’s daughter!”

“No exolaimed Mr. Gordon, aston
ished.

“Yes,” triumphantly. “ Her name is
Laurel Vane, and she belonged to me. She

was promised to me, but when her tippling
father drank himself to death, she ran
away, and, though | have been on ber
track ever sinoe, | oould never find her
until to-night. And no wonder ; for, with
her humble antecedents, | never dreamed
of looking for my runaway sweetheart in
the wife of the aristocratic Mr. Le Roy !

Slow, oold, stinging, every word fell on
Laurel’s heart like adrop of ioe. She
sprung to her feet and faoed him, her dark
eyes blazing with soorn and wrath.

“Yes, | am Laurel Vane. That is true,’
she oried ; “ butevery other word you have
uttered, Ross Powell, is a base and oruel
lie I I never belonged to you ; I have never
Been you but onoe or twioe in my life, and
then | feared and hated you as one hates
the slimy, orawling serpent ! | have never
belonged to any man but Mr. Le Roy.”

“ After the terrible way in whioh you
have deoeived Mr. Le Roy, you will not
find him willing to believe your later asser-
tions,” sneered the wretoh.

The wretohed young creature turned
again and looked at her husband, but be
Btill preserved his quiet, statue-like posi-
tion, his arms folded over, his lips set in a
thin, hard line, his eyes blazing with a
gloomy, lurid lire beneath the broad, mas-
Bive brow that was beaded witb great,
chilly drops of dew. It was the darkest
hour ot his life. His humiliation was
almost greater than he could bear. There
was no tenderness, no pity in bis sombre
gaze as it met the wild, appealing eyes of
the girl who had deoeived him.

But she went to him, Bhe stood humbly
and suppliantly before him, her faoe
lighted with passionate love and appeal,
upheld by the strength of her girliBh will,
longing to be forgiven for her sin and taken
to his heart again.

“ St. Leon, he Bpeaks falsely,” she Baid.
“1 never belonged tohim. I never saw him
until after my father’s death, and then he
basely insulted my helplessness and pov-
erty. In my auger | Btruok him in the
faoe, and he swore revenge for the blow.
You see how he taken it in vilifying my
name. Do not listen to him, my husband.
I have never loved but you, never belonged
to any one but you. | deoeived you
in tbe one thing only. Will you not
believe me ?"

His stern lips parted to answer her, but
Maud Merivale rushed forward and Bhook
him violently by the arm.

" St. Leon, look to your mother,” she
oried. “ She has fainted.”

He turned and looked, and saw that it
was true. Without a word to Laurel he
rushed to her aid.

Mrs. Merivale oaught the unhappy wife
rudely by the arm ; she looked down into
the dark, anguished eyes, and laughed low
and mookingly.

“You see how he soorns you,” she said,
in tones of bitter triumph. “ Your reign
is over, impostor 1 Your sin bas found you
out. He will drive you away iu loathing
and oontempt. Ah, | am revenged now
before | even lifted a finger to punish you.
Did | not warn you— who breaks—
pays’?”

Laurel had no words to answer. Her
brave heart had failed her. She slipped
from her enemy’s vindiotive grasp and fell
like a log heavily to the floor.

CHAPTER XLI.

St. Leon lifted his mother’s senseless
form, and bore her away to her room. Mrs.
Gordon lay weeping, moaning, and wildly
lamenting in her husband’s arms. Ross
Powell, having aoomplished his wioked
work, and finding himself unnotioed, Btole
quietly away from the Bcene of his villainy.
No one seemed to heed the prostrate form,
lying prone upon the floor like one dead,
the marble-white faoe, with its olosed eyes
and night-blaok lasbes, upturned to the
light—no one save Mrs. Merivale, and she
aotually spurned it with her dainty foot,
and glared upon it with envenomed hatred
in her turquois blue eyes.

“ The little viper !” she muttered, bit-

terly. “ Ob, tbat | bad known the truth
when | was here last summer! How I
should have exulted in betraying her to my
haughty lord who laughed at my love, and
soorned me beoause onoe | was false to the
trust he plaoed in me! She wae an angel

forsooth. Ha! ha! 1| would not have
missed this rioh scene for ten thousand
dollars. What has become of tbat man

who oame so opportunely upon the soene ?
I must see him. It may be worth my
while."”

She oaBt a glanoe ot hate and soorn upon
Laurel’s silent, reoumbent figure, then
hastened to the window and glided out,
the heavy ourtains of Biik and laoe falling
noiselessly together behind her retreatiog
form. The great gilded drawing-room,
with its brilliant ohandeliere and myriad
flowers, was deserted now save for the
bait frantio Gordons and the unoonsoious
girl upon the floor.

Unnotioed and deserted sbe struggled
baok to life and found herself alone save
for thoee two who gazed upon her with
reproach and hatred as the cauBe of their
desolation. She had lent herself to the
plot to rob them of their daughter, and
they oould not forgive her any more
than they oould forgive Beatrix for her
unfilial desertion.

But she went and Btood before them, so
beautiful in ber sorrow and despair, teitb
her dishevelled golden tresees and the red
roses dying on her breast, that they oould
almoet have pitied her in her tender youth
and grief if only she had not helped Beatrix
to her happiness, and Bpoiled their olever
Boheme tor separating her from her hand-
BOTe, penwiess lover.

“ 1 have wronged you,” ehe eaid, sadly.
“1 know that. But, believe me, I oould
not help it. She—your daughter—had
been kind to me, and | promised her my
eternal gratitude. When she olaimed my
promise, what oould | do but yield ! And
—and—cehe is very happy. You muet not
forget that when you think of her. Perhaps
you may forgive me when you know that
Bhe is so perfeotly happy.”

“ Forgive !I'" they uttered, socrnfully, for
the thought that Beatrix was happy in her
Btolen marriage was like a thorniu the
flesh to them. They felt hard and viudio-
tive toward their beautiful, wilful ohild.
They would have been glad to hear that
she was ill, unhappy, repentant, Btarving,
even—anything but happy.

“You will forgive me, and forgive her ?”
pleaded the hapless girl.

"Never!" they answered, harshly, hard-
ening tbeir hearts against the two young
oreatures who bad oarried out that daring

oonspiraoy.
And Laurel began to realize the enor-
mity of what Bhe bad done. It had uot

seemed so bad to her at first, this helping a
f»ir young girl and her lover to be happy
in spite of opposition. She remembered
that Clarioe had oalled it a splendid joke,
and Beatrix had Uughed at her Boruples.
But it was quite another thing to the Gor-
d>ns. It wae a oruel outrage, and beyond
pardon.

She stood looking at tbeir oold, frowning
faoes a moment, then turned hopelessly
away. Every one was against her. If only
St. Leon would forgive her she would not
oare for the rest, she thought ; but, alas—

“ His love is turned to hate,” she sighed.
" He will never forgive me. He will drive
me away from him into eternal banish-
ment. My brief dream of happiness is
over. And yet | was mad enough to think
that out of bis great love he would forgive
me I Ah, me ! ah, me I"

Mr. Gordon led his wife silently from tbe
room without a glance at her. She was
alone in the great, gilded drawing-room—
deserted aud alone in her terrible anguiBh
and despair. The eting of their oontempt
pieroed her heart.

"1 am despised and deserted by all,”
she said, sorrowfully. “What shall I do?

Must | go away ? Would St. Leon like
it? Would he be glad never to Bee me
again ?’

Something like a wail of anguish oame
from her lips at the thought of leaving her
huBband and never Beeing him again. It
was more bitter than death. She thought
of his passionate, idolizing love. Had it all
been murdered at one fell stroke by tbe
knowledge of ber sin ?

The door opened, and he oame
into the room.

suddenly

He saw her standing there, the only
oreature in the wide, brilliant drawing-
room. He knew tbat every one bad

deserted ber tor ber Bin—tbat fatal retribu-
tion had overtaken ber. Hia own heart
had revolted from its allegiance, now that
he knew her for the wilful oreature of day
that she was instead of the angel be had
deemed her. Yet never had her perfeot
beauty struok him more foroibly than now.
Bobbed of itB light, its coloring, its bloom,
its perfeotion still showed supreme, like
the beauty of a perfeot ohiseled statue.

She ran to him : Bhe threw herself hum-
bly at his feet—
There, with her milk-white arms and shadowy

air,
She made her face adarkness.

“ Forgive me, my husband, forgive me !”
prayed the wretohed wife.

CHAPTEB XLII.

He stood there in silenoe, looking down
at that bowed head, veiled by its sweeping
golden hair. He made no effort to raise
her ; he answered not a word to her wild
appeal. There was a smoldering fire in his
dark eyes, a stern ootpression of his lips,

that boded ill for tbe granting of her
prayer.
He bad received a terrible shock. His

love and pride alike had been outraged,
and in bie oase it was a strong love and a
strong pride. Tbe wound to both was
accordingly all the greater.

Hia Btrange Biienoe grew terrible to ber.
She lifted her faoe a little and looked at
him, reooiling from the terrible indigna-
tion in hia eyea aa if he had struok her a
blow.

“ St. Leon, speak to me,” Bhe wailed
“ Oh, you will not be hard and unforgiving
to me! | have wronged you and deoeived
you, | know ; but it was all because | loved
you. No woman ever loved with so mad a
love as | have given you. If 1 had not
loved you so dearly, I had not dared so
muoh.”

He spoke then. There was concentrated
paasion, burning oontempt, in his deep and
angry voioe.

" Do not speak of love!” he said. “1
oan fanoy with what love the drunken jour-
nalist’s daughter, the poor olerk’s runaway
fiance, oould love St. Leon Le Boy. | oan
imagine that thbe temptation to lift your-
self to my level from the dust where you
grovelled was too strong for you. | oan
fanoy that tbe greed of wealth and honor
led you astray. But love—faugh | If one
spark ot tbat divine passion bad burned in
your soheming breaBt, you would have
respeoted the unsullied honor, the proud
old name of the Le Boys—you would have
Bpared me the diegraceful alliance witb a
drunkard’s daughter !”

Slow, oruel, bitter every word fell like a
coal of fire on ber bleeding heart. Was it
the gifted father, the brilliant genius whom
she loved and revered despite hiB weakness,
who was thus stigmatized as a drunkard
by her husband’s lips ? Had tbat father'e
sin indeed set her apirt as a mark for the
finger of aoorn to point at, a oreature too
low to even lift ber eyes to the proud
and rioh St. Leon Le Roy ? It was cruel,
a bitter insult. It rankled like a sword
point in her heart.

She rose Blowly to ber feet and faoed
bim with a strange, new-born dignity that
Bat graoefully on her perfeot beauty. She
did not epsak, but waited with drooping
head and tightly folded hands tor bis fur-
ther words.

They oame, still further blighting the Bad
young heart :

" There oan be no talk of forgiveness
between you and me. You have injured
me beyond reparation. You oan be nothing
to me henoeforth.”

“You will send me away from you—you

1.0» and (Jain.
CHAPTEB |I.

bl was taken sick a 5ear ago
"With bilious fever.”

My dootor pronounoed me oured, but I
got siok again, witb terrible pnins in my
b»ok and BideB, and | got 8o oad |

Could not move |

| shrunk !

From 228 Ibs. to 120! | had been doo-
toring for my liver, but it did me no good.
I did not expeot to live more than tnree
months. | began to use Hop Bitters.
Direotly my appetite returned, my pains

will divoroe me ?" she asked, with a shiver.

“No, I will have no scandal. I will not
drag the proud name of Le Boy through
the mire of a divoroe oourt. That for
whioh you sohemed so oraftily shall not be
taken away from you. | Bhall go away
aud leave you at Eden in the enjoyment of
the wealth and the name you have won.
Then our taoit separation and divorce will
be aooompliBhed. 1 shall never willingly
look upon your beautiful false face again !"

Sho bowed ber head in speeohless acqui-
esoenoe. Where were the wild words, the
matchless eloquenoe with whioh she meant
to plead her oause, to implore for pardon -
when this dark hour oame upon her ? That [eft me, my entire system seemed renewed
love and beauty whioh Bhe had deemed aS if by magic, and after using several
Buoh powerful agents to hold his heart and POttles, I am not only as Bound as a
win his clemenoy, of wbat avail were they SOVEreign, but weigh more than I did be-
now ? His ioy Boom, hia proud, deoisive, fore. To Hop Bittere | owe my life.
determination left no room for dissent or B. Fitzpatrick.
appeal. The terrible weight of her Bin had
fallen upon her and orushed her.

(To be continued.)

Dublin, June 6, '81.
CHAPTEB I,
M&Iden, Mass Feo.1 1880. Gentlemen—
1suffered with attaoks 0 fsick headache.
Neuralgia, female trouble, for years in
tbe moBt terrible and exoruoiating manner.
Thr News from Egypt ITInkes Mre. I>1ld- No medioine or dootor oould give me

ley Sad, but She Laughs at Kossa’s relief or oure, until 1 used Hop Bitters.

Account of ihe Shooting. “ The firet bottle

A last (Friday) night’s New York ° Nearlyoured me ;
despatoh Bays : Mrs. Dudley was very sad 1 he seoond made me as well and strong
1aBt evening. She had read the news from as when aohild, ) .
Egypt oonfirming tbe death of the gallant And I have been so to this day.
Gordon, and was muoh affected. To a My husband waB an invalid for twenty
reporter who oalled upon her she remarked Years witb a aerioua . .
that “ As long a8 England has such sons as . Kidney, liver and urinary oomplaint,
Gordon she has not much to fear from _“ Pronounoed by Boston’s besc physi-
miscreants like Jerry O’Donovan and his Olane—
orew.” Her gloom was, however, somewhat ' Inourable ) )
enlivened by the reading of an aooount of  Seven bottleB of your Bitters oured him
the shooting of the great Bubsoriptionist, and | know of the
written by himself and publisbed in his  * Lives of eight persons
organ, the United Irishman. She found the  In my neighborhood that have been saved
aooount intensely oomioal, espeoially with by your bitters, . .
regard to tbe plural “ we,” whioh Rossa ~And many more are uBing them witb
ueed in Bpeaking of himself. The following great benefit.
iB an extraot from the artiole : “ They almost

" She suggested that we adjourn to Bote Do miracles ?” *-Mrs. E. I). Slack.
plaoe Bhe knew, near at band, where we How to Get Sick.—Expose yourself day and
oould talk the matter over. We oonsented, Night; eattoomuch withoutexercise; work too
and allowed her to be our guide towards hard withoutrest; doctor all the time; take all

A the vile nostrums advertised, aud theu you will
Broadway. Walking on, she suddenly wantto know how to get well, which is answered
halted, while we were taking a paoe for-

in three words—Take Hop bitters |
ward. and as suddenly put @ pistol (0 our (57 3o, 9e04IRE {LTP 5 Bunei 19T
baok and fired. We turned around to meet poigonous Bwff with Hop” or "Hops" in their
the assault, but bafore we oould oatoh her pame.
we fell and found ourselves powerless to get
up. We found ourseiveB resting on our None of our dentists has yet evinoed
elbow, looking at her firing at us. We enough enterprise to advertise; *“ Mnfit
spoke no word to ber or to any one else, teeth aspecialty.”
but aB she turned away we aaid to the men
who were around, ‘Wonder some man does
notarrest that woman.” In a minute or so
we were assisted to stand ; a man gave us
his arm, and with bim we walked to tbe
hospital.”

“1It ought to further say,1We were very
nearly frightened out of our life,”” was
Mrs. Dudley s laughing oomment on tbe
narrative.

There iaa disorepanoy of statement as to
the Buspioious paokage sent on Tuesday

KOBAMN’'A ABHASBIN.

»

“The

in whioh you are wallowing, on aocount of
BoTe of those diseases peouliar to vyou,
madame, and whioh have robbed you of the
rosy hue of health, aud made life a butden
to you, you oan easily get out of- Dr.
Pieroe’s “ Favotite Prescription” will free
you from all euoh troubles, aud soon recall
the rose-tint of health to your oheek, and
the lelaBtioity to your step. It is a most

. perfeot specific for all the weaknesses and
to Mrs. Dudley by Yankee Doodle irregularities peculiar to your Bex. It

Dandyh. V\I/ardenh‘an szys t_haththgre oures ulceration, displaoements, “internal
was a harmless w ite powder iu the 00X fever,” bearing-down sensations, removes
whioh did not explode either by oonoussion ¢ tendency to canoerous affections, and

or upon having a lighted match applied t0 55 re0ts all unnatural discharges. By
it.  Mrs. Dudley's oounsel, however, allegeB druggists.

that an explosion did take place, and in
supportof his aseertion he exhibited some
burned pieces of paper aaid to be fragments
left over from tbe explosion.

Hiounyii of [Oenpowlcncv”

A great mind, without the nutrition of
adversity, would starve.

In lhe

You do not want to try experiments, but
resort to the old and well tented means that
afforded relief in the past. When youroots
aohe don’t take the first article iffaredto
you for the purpose, viz, to remove the
troublesome oorns and to do this without
pain, and do it promptly. Putnam's Pain-
less Gokn Extractor has been used for
mauy years. It has never be known to tail.
Putnam’s Extraotor makes no deep holes
in the flesh, hard to heal and more trouble-

Houi ot Need

CEKBD 111 F1ITH,

Speech and Hearing Krwiorrd lo Four
Slelere who wer« Heal and Uuuib.

A Louisville despatoh Bays: At a faith-
cure meeting in this oity yesterday Mrs.
John Moaok, wife of aprominent tobao-
oonist and the mother of an 11 years old
girl, announoed that the child was born
totally deaf and dumb, and that it had been
Buddenly restored to hearing and speeoh.
The audienoe was very muoh exoited when

Bhe prooeeded to relate that tour of ber \S/\(/)omrlis rf?czr;y ;r:]ed eof;ilcgilennatllydlsoomforts. It
ohildren had been similarly oured through :
her exeroise of faith. The eldest daughter, Last Thursday night some miscreant

Kate, is 23. At the age of 3 years Bhe
suffered from a severe attaok of Boarlet
fever, whioh almost destroyed her Bense of
hearing and speeoh. Sbe iB now restored
to the full pqssess_ion qt those faculties, and Imposnible
converses with intelligence, though she

exhibited an ignorance of the meaning of When Poison's n ervitine ia used for pain
words. Lulie, agedl5, at the age of 3years It matters not of how longstanding it may
also had soarlet fever, whiob destroyed her be, or how often other remedies have failed
sense of speeoh and hearing, leaving her to afford relief, Nerviline, the great pain
deaf and dumb. She now appears to hear oure, does its work promptly. Buy a 10
as well as anybody, and is rapidly learning cent sample battle, and try it for internal
to talk. Annie is 17 years old. At the age Or external pains. You will be oonvinned
of 11 she oame near dying witb Boarlet Of its extraordinary power in relieving pain
fever, whiob left her almoBt entirely deaf Ten cent bottle and large bottle 25 cents,
and dumb. Sbe is now able to hear, and at all druggists. Take no substitute.

oan talk. Thesegirls are all exceptionally

bright-looking, and are about tbe average The best preaoherB are those that preach
in intelligence. They have been brought by example.

up oarefully, but have been treated as
though they were deaf mutes, it being
almost impossible to make three of them
here the loudeBt noise, while the fourth
oould hear absolutely nothing. That a The coBt of carrying ordinary passengers
ohange has been wrought there oan be no on the trunk lines of railroads averages a
question. trifle over a oent aad two-thirds p3r mile.
Taking tbat as a basie for oaloulating tbe
aotual oost of oarrying immigrants from
the Atlantio to Chioago for a dollar, a man
agerBayB: “ It iatrue that tbey areoarried
at less oost than other passengers. They

entered the Btable of J. S. Austin, of Lynn
Valley, Norfolk Co., aud out his oow's tail
off close to ita body.

Failure

Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Bemedy oures when
every other so-oalled remedy fails.

Crosei-Eved People.

“You would think that a cross-eyed
person would overoome his BensHiveness,”

Ea'd gn OOOUI'E‘:' “ ?t”t he seldom %qes. |I_-||e go in less oostly oars at a low rate of speed
broocs mﬁr tl : grzws ont t'h'T‘-k € 5o that some allowanoe should be made on
Imagines that every one he meets thinks as ¢ya¢ soore. It would not be an unfair

muoh about it as he does, and life often ¢y rement to say that it ooetB only a cent
Iose_s all attraotion for him. Did you ever a mile, and one of these dollar tiokets is
nOt'Of “a oroBB—feyed malm walk ? hNO ? I{ good for 985 miles or 99.85 of aotual cost to
oan et otneha_s ar .?S oatn_see m. i the company at the very lowest estimate.
imparts to nis galt a oertain movement ¢ 45,56 the more they oarry the worse off
peouliar to the .WhOIE olass of oross-eyed they are at that rate, and instead of ocom
people. But it ia not altogether bashful- ,o4ioq for thd business they would he ex
nese whioh oanses him to avoid looking a o440 to try and make eaoh other take it,
person Bquarely in the faoe. 1f he retained 5°50n train load of paBBengerB oarried at
tbe power of sight in eaoh of his orooked that rate bringe the company Bo muoch

eyes, as is often the oase, it would do in o

him no good to look the ordinary nearer ruin.

way. He WO“.Id be very likely to Young or middle-aged men suffering from

|nl]r‘:(SESS ofthehis Ob\iies.ﬁ)n al‘fvoogueltdher. mb;rb'}e nervous debility, loBSof memory, premature

oross a foot or so before thep objec); old age, as the result of bad habits, should

waB fully oomprebended, and all he would Bend thre_e letter BtampB for illustrated

see would be the faint yand shadowy out- book offering sure Teans of oure. AddreBB
World’s Dispensary Medioal Assooiation

lines of a pair of ears or the rim of a hat.
The plaoe where the faoe ought to be would
be a dismal blank. Many bright featuree
areruined by thiB fearful misfortune. Some
sensitive victims never pluok up oourage
enough to marry. They often beoome
selfish misanthropes, grow sfiogy, and
leave a fortune for a horde ot straight-eyed
relatives who totally ignored them while they
were alive to fight over. Others, with that
natural yearning for the love and Bympathy
whioh are almost universally denied oross
eyed men, take what they oan getin the
matrimonial market. They Bpring at the
very first ohanoe whioh offers. Thus
often a soulful, but oross-eyed eithete
finds himself joined to a loving, but
unBympathetio, helpmeet, whose ambition
never rises above the kitoben or the laundry,
He loses his hopes, descends to the level ot
his mate, and what might have been a
talented oareer iB ended on a large box in
front ot the oorner grooery
neighborhood gossip.
find a man with sufficient strength of min
to live down the malign effeots of Btrabia-

Buffalo, N. Y.

W hile Carey Williame was waiting for
ouBtomera behind the oounter of a store at
ArTerionB, Georgia, Mies Ada Breedlane
walked up to bim and said : “ Come on,
want you to marry me." Carey was nearly
overoome with astonishment, but finally
found voioe enough to plead that he did not
have on bis Sunday clothes. The deter
mined husband oatoher, however, wouldn’t
take this for an excuse, but, saying “ Never
mind your olothes,” took him to the offioe
of a justice of the peace, who quiokly made
them one. Judging from this interesting
BaTpie, the Georgia girl doeBn't stand on
oeremony when it’s a question of getting
a husband. Georgia ought to beoome
great State for bashful young meu.

-The Burprieing Buooess of Mrs. Lydia
in retailing E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound for
. the several diseasee peouliar to women
Occasionally yos foroibly illustrates the importance of her

benefioent diaoovery and the fiot that she

mus and come out a viotor. When onoe a hg‘;‘ﬁ’;” how to make the most of it.—Dr.
man has overoome his diffidence be :
beoomes as bold as a Bewing-maohine agent. Mtatlon Namen (Changed.

When he is courageous enough to look a
woman obliquely in the face without stam-  The Grand Trunk Railway hae decided
mering an apology for having been bom he on a ohange iu the names of two of their
oan fairly be Baid to be superior to hie mis- stations. One of these is on the Georgian
fortune. Suoh a man would make a heroio Bay & Lake Erie Division, and has hereto-
soldier. Unfortunately, there are few who fore been known as Canada Southern
oan do this. The ordinary man melts Junction, and will hereafter be oalled Port
under tbe affliotion like a oake of ioe in a Dover Junotion. The other is on the Mid-
July BUU. land Division, 100 miles from Toronto and
22 miles from Midland, and will be oalled
In Belgium an order bas been reoently “ Tan” instead of Alma as heretofore.
issued by the ministry of railroads, post-
tiffioeB and telegraphs to olose on ths after- A Columbia Crossing, N. W. Territory
noons of Sundays and fast days, all tha report says ; A few days sinoe 120 gallons
Government railway offioeB exoept those at of liquor was seized at Moberly Buildings.
the stations. It is a step in the direotion The liquor had suooeBBfully passed all the
of Sunday rest. polioe between thie plaoe and Winnipeg.

No Joke to he a B»by,

Now, | suppose you think, because yen
never Bee me do anything but feed end
Bleep, that | have a very nioe lime of it.
Let me tell you that you are mistaken.
How should you like every morning to have
your nose washed up instead cf down ? How
should you like to bave a pin put through
your dreBB into the skin ami have to bear it
all day until your olothes were taken off at
night? How should you like to be held so
near tbe fire that your eyes wore half
scorohed out of your head, while your nurse
was reading a novel ? How should you like
to have a great fly light on your nose and
not know how to take aim at him with
your little, fat, useless fingera? How should
you like to tire yourself out, orawling away
aoross the carpet, to pick up a pretty button
or pin and have it snatohed away as soon as
you begin to enjoy it ? | tell you it is enough
to ruin any baby’s temper.

LYDIA E. PIMSCHARII’S
*VEGETABLE COMPOUND*

* % % « * |S A POSITIVE CURr. * » *'#p**
For all ofSthose Painful Complaints are&
* * Weaknesses so common to our beet

* * * *x *EEMALE POPULATION .* *

I't will cure entirely tub worst form or
male Complaints, all Ovarian trouble* flicl
flam m ation and U lceration. Falling and Di*5
PLACEMENTS, AND TIIE CONSEQUENT SPINAL W e AX-3
NESS, AND IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO »TH*J
Change or Life. Foox ook w e
* It WILL DISSOLVE AND EXPEL TIIMORS FROM TMX
Uterusinanearly stage of development. Th**
tendencytoCancerous U itmorsthereischeck*©'
very speedily by its use. * * * *x "
* 1t removes Faintness, Flatulency.,destroy!
ALL CRAVING FORSTIMULANTS, AND RELIEVES W e A*.-J
ness of the Stomach. It cures Bloating,Heaib]
ache, NervousProstration, General Debility,/
Depression and Indigestion. * * * * # .
* That feeling of Bearing Down, causing Paw *
Weight and Backache, is a
CURED BY ITS USK. * * *
*ltwill atall times and under ALL CIRCUM-
STANCES ACT in harmony witu the laws thai
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM * *or * ~
* A3 IT8 PURPOSE IS SOLELY FORTMNE LEGITIMAT®
HEALING OF DISEASE AND THE RELIEF OF PAIN,
THAT IT DOES ALL IT CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS Off
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY, “©ft * * * %,

* * For the cure of Kidney Complaints tk
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED
» LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND If
prepared at Lynn, Mass. Price $1. Six bottles for $tk
Sold by all druggists. Sentby mail, postage paid, in forx*
of Pills or Lozenges on receipt of price as above. Mr*
Pinkham’s “Guide to Health” will be mailed freetonny
Lady sending stamp. Letters confidentially answered. *
* No family should bo without LYDTA E. I'INKHAM’l
LI-VEU PILLS. They cure Constipation, Biliousness em6
Torpidity of *<he Liver. 26cents per box. * r * 3

Iways permanently
*w ox w o

DVR.L.9 85.

J. WAMKIER

PATENT

HEENINGRORAE

The simplest and bestin the market. Prioe$ 4
Address 68 Hughson street south Hamilton.

IRENNIE'S SEEDS are THE BEST]

Illustrated Catalogue for 1885

| Containing description and prices of the choicest |

I f1IELD, GARDEN & FLOWER SEEDS J
| Mailed free Every Farmer and Gardener should |
Ihave a copy before ordering seeds for the coming |
(season. Handsomestcatalogue published in Canada I

N HEEREE TBRDIOD
30 BAYS’ TRIAL
T7LECTRO-vOLTAIC BELT and oth. r ELKoTMiC
_14 Appliances aro sent on 30 Days’ Trial TO
WEN ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, who aro Buffer-
ing from Nervous Debility, Lost Vitality,

W asting W eaknesses, and all those diseases of @
Personal Nature, resulting from Ahuses and

O ther Causes. Speedy relief and complete
restoration to Health. Vigor and Manhood
Guaranteed Send at once for [Illustrated
Pamphlet free. Address

Voltaic Belt Co, Marshall, Mich
EYE. EAR AND THROAT.

TNB. G. B.RYERSON, L.r. O.P.
S.B., Leotqrer on the Bye, Ear and Throat
Trinity Medical College, Toronto. Oouliab and
Aurist to the Toronto General Hospital, laie
Cuwnioai Assistant Royal London Ophthalmic
Hospital, Moorefield’e and Central London
Throat and Bar Hospital. 317 Ohuroh Btroct.

Toronto, Artifloial Human Eyes
THAT
Lorillards Climax Plug
bearing a red tin tag; that'LoriUard?’s
_ Rose J,eaH Ine cut;thatLorillard’s
ISnvy ( lippintrs, and that Loriflard’s S hiillh, are
the bestand cheapest, quality considered /

Jhavo u positive remedy for the above disease; bylL

use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of Jopg
Binding havo been cured. 1ndoed,Bostrong is niv faita
in }eemcacy, that | will send TWO BOTTLESFREE, to-
with a VALUABLE TREATISE 011 this dieHUBO.te

#ny euueror. GiveErpressand P. O. adclrsee
DR. T. A. SLOGUM, 181 PearlSt., New York.

PJLA.CE to eejjnre a Busine
Bduoation or Spencerian P>n
manshlp at the 8PUUC.EK
IAN  birawkHe qolLini B

stro iMiPh qironiftrv fre*



