
THE-WEDDING BELLS.
OR,

T E L L I N G  H E R  F O R T U N E .

B y the Author o f "  P b ov b d , o b  N o t  P b ov b d .’

C H A P T E R  X X I I I .— (C ontinued .)

“ It  pleases you to ba m erry,”  he says, 
quietly, as, com ing forw ard, he bends over 
the little  jew eled n d  ahe giveB him and 
touches it with M b Ups.

“ Is it  you, m y dear F ra n k ’ ’’ ahe says 
languidly, when her laughter had ceased. 
“ It has pleased you to be late, I th ink ."

‘ •I must apologize for the delay,”  he an
swers, seating hhnself opposite to her, and 
lifting tha tiny, fluffy dog on his knee

“ But just a a l was starting, I  had a visit 
from  m y brother H enry end Grant Ellison, 
and ”

H e paused in Bome a s t o n i s h m e n t ,  for 
M iss Chester, lying b a o k  on her o u B h io n s ,  
has burst into another long peal of laugh
ter.

" D )  excuse m s,”  Bhe says gayly ; “ I  am 
in the wildest spirits this morning. So you 
have had a visit from  L ord H enry Gale and 
Sir Grant Ellison. Is the latter a friend of 
yours ?”

“ H ardly. I  have m e t  him two o r  t h r e e  
t im e B  la te ly ,”  h e  a n s w e r s ,  c a r e l e s s l y .  “ H e 
is rather a lion, you  know .”

“ A  lion. W h y  I”
“ Because he was supposed to  be dead, 

and, after a very long absence, has turned 
up. H e appeared first under an assumed 
name, A ltogether the story is rather a ro 
mantic one.”  ...

“ Ia it— tell it to me. I  adore romantic 
stories.”

Thus u r g e d ,  L ord  R o B e t o n ,  who is the 
Earl o f  Ashurst’s eldest son, and who was 
traveling in the E i  .t at the time of his bro
ther’s wedding, tails the beautiful actress 
the details o f  Grant E llison's story, aud 
when he concludes, she gives another little 
silvery paal o f  laughter.

11S , he would never have returned to E ng
land if his first w ife had liv e d ? '’ she says, 
presently. ‘  So it was fortunate she died. 
Ib he quite sure she ie d ea d ?'1

“ O a ,  yes ; he actually w a n t  to this ou t
landish place in Cornwall where she was 
w recked, and saw the place where she was 
buried, the clergym an who read the service, 
e t c .,”  said L ord Roaetan, carelessly, ca 
ressing the little dog, and not glancing at 
his companion's face, on which he might 
have seen same strange mingled expressions.

“ T h it  was conclusive of course,”  she re
joins, laughing. “ I b Sir Grant wealthy ?” 

“ Charnock is a superb estate, and tbe 
rent-roll a long one : but as ia not entailed, 
and Sir Douglas was so enraged at his son’s 
marriage that he left them all away from  
him  to Mias F iith , L ady Ellison ’s adopted 
daughter,”

“ The girl he ia going to marry 1”
“ H ow  do you know  ?”
“ The marriage is announced here aa tak 

ing place at Charnock on the 29 h ,”  she 
answers handing him tho paper. “ Sir Grant 
shows his wisdom  in choosing the heirssa 
of Charnock for a w ife .”

“ She is a very charming g irl.”
“ Indeed I H ave you  seen her?”  she says, 

a gleam of eagerness lighting up the velvety  
dark eyes,

“ Several tim es.”
“ She is pretty, then I”
“ V ery. Y ou  must have seen her in the 

park ; she was in London last season with 
L ady M ary Featherstone,”

“ Do yeu  think I  have not something else 
to do when I am in tho park than to ba on 
the look  out for debutant's ? she taya, w ith  
a slight sneer. “ W hat is she like f ’

Lord R o E e t o n  considers a moment,
’“ She is fair, and slender, aud graceful,” 

he says, slow ly, “ with a thoroughfare! 
w ay about her ; sho h is brown eyes I think, 
and I know  she dancea to perfection. H ow 
ever, if you are intensely curious abou'i her, 
mu, belle, you w ill see her in the R ow  this 
morning, for she is going to ride with Sir 
Grant at twelve,

“ Is she? W ell I shall look  for her,’ she 
said, carelessly, “ for I  am going to drive 
this morning. I  am curioua to see the young 
lady for whom  ia reserved the wonderful 
and dW n gu ishei honor of being Sir Grant 
E llison's w ife ,”

“ Y ou  speak as if you were jaalous of the 
honor,”  he says, laughingly, and he deposits 
the dog on its velvet cushion and rises.

“ Joaloua !—I,?”  and she laughs again, a 
moc'iiuK, derisive laugh this time. “ I jea l
ous, p%s si bete, m ilord. D o you think I  have 
any reason to be jealous of Miss Frith ? Is 
she handsomer than I  am ?”

“ N ot a hundredth-p\rt so handsom e,”  ho 
answers, enthusiastically, and Miss Chester 
laughs triumphantly.

“ I  wlBh yon would make me a good bet I 
do’not steal Miss Frith's lover from  her,” she 
says, gayly. “ A  thousand to one, for in 
stance.”

“ Da you think yourself so perfectly ir- 
resistable, then ?” he answers, laughing, 
“ I t  would be a hard theft, I can tell you ,”  

“ W n y  ? Ia he sa awfully fond of her ?”
“ I think so—nay, I  am sure so ,”
“ Men are deceivers ever,” says Miss Ches

ter, w ith a sneer. “ And I  dare say the sheep- 
farm er baronet has his fu ll share of incon
stancy. W ill you taka m y bet, R oseton ? '’ 

“ Of oourse not— you were not serious.” 
“ N over m ore so in my life .”
“ Nonsense, A delaide,”  he replies, la u gh 

ing. “ A re you really going to Bend me 
away so soon ? H ow  o ru e l! W hen shall I 
Bee you  again ? ’

“ I  am going to the park ; then I  am going 
to the theater— you m ay may come this even
ing to supper if y ou  lik e .”

“ A  thousand thanks. W ill the R  las i an 
be here ?”

“ W ho— Prince Schwaroff ?”
“ Y es .”
“ H e ia com in g .”
“ Then I  shall n o t .”
“ J saloua ’  ’ laughs the beauty, “ D on ’t be 

so foolish, F rank,”
“ I  hate the m u  1”  he says, vehem ently. 

“ D o you mean to m arry him ? ’
“ Gela depend!”
“ He w ill not let let you play fast and 

loose w ith him, as you do with others,”  he 
says, bitterly, “ Y ou  had better take heed 
Adelaide ”

“ I am not afraid, I  m ay m arry him, or 
I  may not. I  don’t think I  shall— I like my 
liberty  too well, I  don ’t mean to marry 
any one,”  she replies, gayly , smiling up into 
his glowing face. “ A t least, not yet. N ow , 
be off, or I  shall loB e  m y drive. Come to 
night if you lik e—stay away if you don’t 
like the sight of his highness. A u revoir."

Sho went away, her rich satin draperies 
sweeping the floor ; and at the door she 
turned, gave him a bright, bewildering smile 
and vanished.

The park in February is oertainly not a 
very brilliant plaoe of re so r t ; but as Mies 
Chester drove her ponies sw iftly  up and 
down, she waa not by  any means the only 
person there. The day is an unusually 
m ild, fine day for the season, and It haB 
tem pted several of the aristocracy then In 
town to order their carriages, and take a 
drive.

Lady Ellison is there, driving w ith Lady 
M ary Featherstone and G rade, w ho, with 
Ted, are in town for a few  days, staying at 
Ellison House, and Ted is riding w ith  Sir 
Grant and Clara.

Presently Mias Chester pull* up hor ponies 
to speak to a gentleman who is standing by 
the railings, and who tells her who is the 
beautiful, grey-eyed lady with the Boft sil
ver hair and high bred manner ; and the 
actress' beautiful eyesfollow  Grant’s mother's 
with a strange expression, w hich would have 
somewhat surprised her informant had he 
caught sight of it !

“ S » that ia  L »d y  Ellison !” ahe says, light
ly. “ I  hear she is  shortly to becom e a 
dowager. I t  Is true I  suppoae ?”

‘  Qaite true, Sir Grant ia to be married 
on the 29th. This ia leapyaar, you know .” 

“ A nd  it would seem that Sir Grant does 
not care to have the anniversary of his w ed 
ding-day reour too o ften ,”  sho replies, gayly, 
"H ave  you  seen the young lady J”

“ Oh, yes, often ! She haa been a balle for 
tw o seasons.”

“ A  belle I Ia she ao handsome ? I  wish 
I could sea her.”

“ Y our wish w ill ba gratified almost im 
mediately. She ia riding with Sir G rant,” 

“ Indeed !”
“ Yea. Y ou  cannot ft i l  to see them. Sir 

Grant is riding a aplendil black thorough
bred, and Mi'is Frith is on har gray m ire — 
a favorite horse she calls B eauty.”

“  I  w ill look out for them, Good-m orn- 
ing Captain R obson .”

Aa Miss Cheater drives ou she pulls down 
her veil, which, is o f rich black Spatniah 
U c a ; besides being a protection from  the 
east wind, it com pletely conceals her beau
tiful faco, w itho it , however, preventing hor 
from  B o e in g  clearly.

She drives slowly ; and seeing soma eques
trians com ing tow ard her down the Row , 
she pulls up her ponies again by the railings, 
and waits for them to  pass. Tne party con 
sists of tw o gentlemen and a lady, and one 
elanca ia sufficient for her to reoognizi Sir 
Grant Ellison. Tnen the dark tyes turn 
eagerly to tha girl’s face, and as they mark 
ita rare loveliness, a sudden, fierce, envious 
gle-.m fl tshea into them.

Clara looks indeed b ea u tifu l; the rioh co l
or mantling in her cheeks ; the love-light 
in her happy eyea ; the sudden, sweet smile 
with which she turns to Grant, to answer 
some remark he m ikes or question he ad 
dresses her, to add to her beauty ; while the 
closely-fitting dark green habit shows to ad
vantage a figure .as faultless aa Adelaide 
Cheater’s own.

A  sudden, vindictive smile crosses the 
actress’ beautiful lips aa she looks ; then she 
turnn her pon ’as’ heads, and drives rapidly 
homeward. She is duo at tha theater for 
rehearsal, but she does not heed t h a t ; she 
does not fear a scolding frotn tha manager, 
and is careless whether she disturbs the 
routine of hia arrangements or not. W hen 
she reaches her own house, she goes straight 
to her davenport and takes out a plain, 
square, cream-laid envelope, which she ad
dresses in a bold , free hand to M iss Frith ; 
then opening one of the B id e  drawers of the 
writing-table, she hesitates for a moment as 
if uncertain. Then she slips a folded piece 
of p»per into the envelope, seals it, and 
again leaves tho house, walking rapidly 
to the nearest pillar-box, into w hich she 
drops the letter, and hailing a hansom, 
drivaa off to her rehearsal w ith a strange, 
evil, bitter smile on her lips.

The vary same afternoon, some tw o or 
thrae hours later the postm an’s rat tat 
sounds im peratively at the door o f Ellison 
House, and among other epistles he delivers 
the square, cream laid envelops w hich "M iss 
C h eser  had addressed and posted herself. 
Just as the footm »np laces them on a salver 
to take up to the drawing room , Miss Frith 
herself, a very pretty, dainty figure, in 
black .velvet and seal-akin, comes dow n
stairs, and almost simultanaoualy Sir Grant, 
alao equipped for a drive, appears at the 
open door of the library, w hich is situated 
on the ground floor.

“  The carriage is waiting, C lara,” he says, 
with a long, loving glance at the pretty  vel
vet clad figure. “ I  do not think you  w ill 
have time to read your lettere, if there are 
any for y ou ,”

“  A re there any, Thomas, says Clara, 
carelessly, intent on the buttons of her long 
gloves ; and Thomas selects that portion of 
the letters w hich belongs to Clara, presents 
them  to her, and hands a couple to Sir Grant 
at the same time.

“ M ine w ill w ait,”  he BayB, careleBBly, 
throwing them baok on the hall table.

Thomas opens the door ; Lady Ellison's 
brougham  is waiting with the coachman on 
the box, and a second footm an standing by 
the door o f the carriage opens it while Sir 
Grant assists Clara to get in, and follows 
himself, giving the orde r to drive to the 
D jre  Gallery, and the oarriage Btarts.

“  N ow , the letter, B a y s Sir Grant, laugh
ing. “  I  wonder w hy your sex is invari
ably so muoh more eager for correspond
ence than ours, Clara,”

“  Because, your correspondence oonaiats 
principally o f lawyers’ letters and tailors' 
b ills,”  laughs Clara. “  W hereas eur letters 
are filled w ith all kinds o f interesting m at
ters.”

“  A re they ? I  should like to have a few 
letters from  you, Clara ; I  should think that 
you could make them charming— very 
charm ing— and I  never had but that one lit
tle n ote .”

Ciara smiles, but colors slightly.
“  Is it possible that has the power to make 

you blush even now ?” he B a y s , laughing ; 
then he adds more gravely : “  I  remember 
how  I  used to e n v y  the fellows who got 
home letters out in the bush. They used 
to make them so happy.”

“  P oor Grant !'’ says Ciara, Bcritly, steal

ing her hand into his sym pathetically for a 
m om en t; then ahe turns to her letters, and 
Grant, leaning back luxuriously in the soft- 
oushioned brougham , thinks of the bitter 
past, and contrasts it  w ith  the smiling, 
oloudlesB present.

“ W h at are all thosf emiles over ? he says, 
presently.

“  O rer a letter from  Sylvia ,”  she answers, 
gayly. 11 They are not going to sail till 
June. Is not that good newB?”

“ V e ry ,”  he answers, warm ly. “ I  am 
very fond o f Sylvia , C lara.”

“ I  know your are,”  she Baid, laughingly, 
as she folds the letter and takes up another. 
“ I  was very jealous of her one tim e."

“ Foolish ch ild ! Y ou  never had any 
cause for jealousy since I  knew y o u .”

“ H ad I  not?  I  hope you  don’t mean to 
give me any in the future ? ’

“  I  don’t believe I  could make you  j sal 
ous,”  he answered, m errily. “  Y ou  know 
your own power too w ell I”

“  Do I  ? ' she say a, saucily ; and turning 
away from  him, she breaks the seal of the 
cream laid, square envelope In her hand.

“  I  wonder who this ifl from  ? I  don’t 
know  the handw riting,”

The envelope contains no letter, only a 
long, narrow slip of paper, which Clara 
looks at with puzzled eyes ; then she turns 
to Grant and laughs.

“  Did you send ma this, Grant ? ’ Bhe asks. 
“  W h at is it, sweetheart 
“  A  box for the V ariety for to-n ight.” _
“ I  did not send It,”  he answers, takiug 

the order from  her hand. “  But I  had 
meant to take you  to see the play there ; 
they say it is cap ital.”

“ Then some oae has forestalled you ,”  re' 
plies, laughing. “  W h o can it  be? 1 

Sir Grant frowns a little.
“  H ow  delightful, w hoever it  waa 1” she 

continues, gayly , “  W e w ill go o f course, 
G rant,”

“  W h y  o f course, Clara ?”
“  Because it would be quite too rude not 

to do bo,”  she answered, m errily. “ Oh l  
you foolish old  darling, ara you really j tal 
ous ?”

Grant laughs,
“ I  am vexed that some one else haa an

ticipated m y wish to give you  pleasure, 
sw eet,”  he answers, taking her hand fondly.

“ I  don’t think you  need be jealous,”  she 
replies. “  I have no doubt it ia only Mr, 
W arren, H e was very eloquent the other 
night about the beau -y o f the principal a ct
ress there, and wishes me very much to sea 
her. Y ou  w ill go to-night Grant ? ’

“  Of course, m ;7 darling ; unless you are 
tired afoer the pictures.”  . *

“  Oh I I  shall not be tired ; Besides, when 
one is In London for a short tim e one must 
not think of fatigue. There w ill be plenty 
of tima to rent when we get to Charnock. 
Dear Charnock 1” she adds, earnestly; “ how 
pleaaed I  shall be to see it again !”

“  So shall I, sw e e t ; and think of the hap
py time we shall spend there together.”

A nd not one shadow of the coming trou
ble fi l l  upon them as they look forw ard— 
not one warning o f the t e r r i b l e  misery both 
should Buffer befor they were at Churn »ck 
to g e th e r !

C H A P T E R  X X IV .
A  BOX AT T IIE  V A B IE T T ,

The afternoon wore away very happily. 
A t the picture-gallery Grant and Ciara sent 
home the brougham, and sauntered through 
the rooms slowly, arm fn arm, feaating their 
eyas on the maste --pieces o f the great 
French artist, talking of art and artist, anti
cipating the delight o f that tour in Ita ly  
which th<^ hoped to take together, psrfact- 
ly  h a p p y in d  absorbed In each other, and 
quite unconscious of the attention they could 
not fail to att act. Sir Gran'| io tall, and Bt «tej 
ly, and handsom e; Clara, with her delicate 
bsauty, and her .costly, tasteful dress, H ow  
often, duriag the weary time which folio trod 
both look ed baok at that afternoon and its 
golden hours w ith unutterable longing— un
utterable sadness !

Then, when tho pictures were exhausted, 
Clara insisted on walking down Naw Band 
Street, lingering before the shop windows, 
criticising, adm iring, discussing, like two 
happy children, aud buying all kinds of usa- 
lass, expensive, pretty trifles whioh caught 
their fancy ; and then Clara coaxed Sir G rm t 
to taka her to the Criterion, “ just to sea it 
once, Grant,”  to have some tea, and they 
drove o ff together in a hanaom—the young 
lady delighted at the idea that they were en- 
j lying a taste of Bohemian life  in London.

“ I  shall not a bit mind being poor with 
you, G rant,” she said, nostling close ta him 
as the hansom bowled on rapidly. “ I t  would 
be what Ted calls ‘ awfully jo lly . ’ W e  
should have a pretty tiny house somewhere 
in P iccadilly , I  th ink—and only tw o ser
vants— and we Bhould not need a oarriaga, 
for hansom’s are quite as nice and so con 
venient ; and we should go to the t h e a t e r B  
and concerts, j ast you  and I  together, in a 
Darby and-Joan fashion, w hich would be 
delightful. ”

“ I  am afraid you would get tired  of such 
a life, sw eet.”

“ T ired— with you, G rant?’’
“ Besides,”  he said, smiling, as he glanced 

down at her tenderly, “ if we were rea ly 
poor, Clara, I  am afraid even a tiny house 
iu Piccadilly  would be beyond our reaoh, 
W e  should have to content ourselves w ith 
d ingy lodgings in the East-end, with a maid- 
of a ll-w ork ; and instead of .h a n B o m a . we 
should ba reduced to tramways and om ni
buses. H ow  would you like that, Clara ? ’ 

Clara looked up somewhat dismayed,
“ I  should not like the omnibuses,”  she 

said, laughing. “ But I  should not mind 
the tram w ays; and we oould walk, you 
know , Grant. B at then, if we were really 
so poor aa that, w e should not live in L on
don at a 1—  we should have a tiny cottage 
in the country .”

“ I  am afraid you and poverty  would not 
agree very well, darling,”  he answered, 
str-iling, “ A nd I am very thankful to think 
that m y little w ife is a rioh heiress, ”

“ Y our little wife has nothing but what 
belongs to her husband,”  Clare said, h u r
riedly, and just then the oab drew np at 
the Criterion.

Often afterward Clara looked back to that 
afternoon aa one of the happieBt ot a life 
whioh then had known but few  clouc y  days, 
The novelty of the gayly lighted room where 
they had tea, the people coming in and out, 
the buzz of voioes about them, and Grant’B 
handsome happy face—the face from  whioh 
all the sadness had disappeared now as he 
sat opposite to her at the little marble table 
— all contributed to the charm of the h ou r ; 
and when they drove home, Clara nestled 
her hand in her lover’s, and whispered that 
she was feeling, w ith Coleridge, “ what a 
beautiful thing it was to live I”

Then came dinner in the handsome din ing
room at Ellisoa House, w ith the velvet-foot
ed servants in attendance, and dainty faro

and rare wines ; then a little lingering over 
coffee in the pretty, softly lighted drawing
room , w ith pleasant chlt-ohat over the doings 
of the day, and a little  laughter over the 
anonymous donor of the box at the V ariety, 

“ I  have half a mind to throw  over the 
opera and go w ith you, C lim e,”  laughed 
Gracie Fetherstone. “ Do you think Aunt 
Jennie would be very m uch vexed, T e d ? ’’

“  I  am a*raid she would ; besides, Gracie, 
you may not get a ohauce of hearing N illson 
a^ain for ever so long, and she plays Marg- 
kerita exquisitely,”  sa d L ady M ary. “ I 
think if Clara were coming w ith ua she 
would en j»y  it more than the V ariety ,”

“  Clara won’ t hear N illson rpoken of in 
the same breath w ith P atti,” said Sir Grant, 
gayly. “  I  tell her she shows execrable 
taste.”

“  I ’m vxry sorry, but i t ’s the beet I ’ve 
K it,”  said Clara, laughing. *' Then I  afraid, 
Grant, you  and I  w i l l  have to go alone, as I 
have a ik td  mother i n  vain, I  can’t tem pt 
her.”

“  Then we w ill go in tho Darby-and Joan 
fashion you spoke of fchiu afternoon,”  said 
Grant, sm ilin g ; and Clara went away to 
get her d o ck , while Grant rang for  the 
brougham.

T he.V artety  Theater was fu ll from  pit to 
upper gallery w h e n  Sir Grant and Clara en
tered their box. The first act of the play 
was over, but the c u r t a i n  h a d  n o t  risen on 
the second a c t ; and during the interval Clara 
g l a n c e d  r o u n d  the heuse, r o o o g n i z iD g  a faoe 
h e r e  a n d  there in the dresB-circla and boxes.

“  There is L ord  R tseton  in the box  near
ly  oppuslte ours,”  she said, presently. “ He 
does not appear to enjoy himself vary much. 
I j not that L ord H enry w ith him ? Y es ; I  
am sure it is, Is that some one in ths royal 
box ?”

“  Y es, dear, the prlncass is there.”
“  H «w  iovsly  E he Iook«, and what an ex- 

qusiie braoelet she has on her right arm ! 
A h ! the curtain is going up. Can you  see 
there, Grant ? Come on this side ; you will 
have a m uch better view  o f the stage, and 
this is a pretty scene.”

Grant obeyed, changing his seat opposite 
her for one by her aide, and then both turn 
ed their attention to tile stage, where a p ret
ty , daintily attired soubrette was telling the 
somewhat indifferent audience about- the 
beauty and conquests and presents o f her 
mistress, a rioh young w idow , who waa 
turning all the heads and breaking all tha 
hearts of tha male portion c f  tho population 
of Soarboro’ , where the scenes of the play 
— a fashionable drawing-room  com ed y— 
was laid.

In a few  minutes, however, the languid 
attentions of tha spectators quicVened into 
something more like eager interest, and the 
next moment a door on the stage opened, 
and the rich and fascinating w idow appear
ed, and a thunder of applaune broke forth, 
during w hich the beautiful actress osmo 
quietly forward, inclining har head slightly 
in aoknowledgm ent of the rapturous recep
tion she had received.

She wore an evening-dress ot gold  colored 
silk, made in tbe extreme o f the fashion, and 
c iu g h t here and there by bunches o f vived 
scarlet geranium. II 'und hor throat a black 
velvet band was clasped w ith a auperb dia- 
mon l star ; while on the bare white arms 
and small, plum p hands diamonds, sapphires, 
and rubles blazed in a prof u-ion which spoke 
brilliantly of the generosity of the actress’ 
admirers.

Coming to tho footlights, she stood silent 
a moment, and hor dark eyes gave one swift, 
upward glance at tha box where Ciara was 
soated , and as she d id  so a little, vindictive 
gleam o f triumphant dislike shot fnto them 
Tne young girl wati distinctly visible, for, 
in her eagerness she h td  leaned forward, 
and the little gloved h a n i aud bave arm lay 
upon the velvet on the front o f the box, 

“ H ow  beautiful 1—-how beautiful !" the 
girl ss,id, drawing back a littla. “ I never 
saw ro lovely  a face ! Oh, how magalficant 
ehe is ! Grant, do look, dear. Can y<5u see 
her ? ’

Sir G riiit made no answer, and something 
in his silence made Ciara turn toward him.

“ Grant, I  am sure you cannot see— d o— 
W hat is the matter ? Aro yuu ill? M y dear
est, what is it ?” she cried, in tha greatest 
alarm, for hie faoe waa deadly pale, and into 
the beautiful gray-blue eyes, which made 
Clara’s suusliine, thers had come an expres
sion o f unutterable puin.

For a moment he answered her nothing ; 
then, conquering his amotion by a strong 
effort, he smiled up into the anxious, ten 
der faoe b .ndlng ever him.

“ I t  is nothing, my darling,”  he said has
tily. “ An old wound which makes me winoe 
now and  then. Sareatheart, I  am sorry you 
noticed 16 ia nothing Indeed.”

H e released her hand gently, and leaving 
hid seat beside her, resumed the one he had 
occupied when th ey , had first entered the 
box, and, drawing somewhat back behind 
the shelter o f the curtain, he looked do'vn 
eagerly at the stage.

( t o  b e  c o n t i n u e d . )

She Wa? t ao Smart.
This is the story o f how  a young man was 

saved from  m arrying a m ercenary woman. 
I t  w ill be adm itted by moat readers that the 
young lady waa served j ast r ig h t :

A  young lady was ongsged to a rich young 
manufacturer. The day was set for the w ed
ding ; the guests wers invited. But a few 
days before the day appointed for the w ed
ding the prospective b r lie  learned that the 
firm te which her betrothed belonged was 
insolvent. She im m ediately w rote him a 
letter breaking the engagement and bidding 
him farewell. I t  was sent o ff in the great
est haste, as there was no more than time to 
stop the preparations for the wedding. Two 
hours after it had been pasted she learned 
that the rumor o f tho firm’s insolvency was 
falBe. Acoom panied by  her parents she 
hastened to the post office to demand the re 
turn o f her letter. The postmaster politely 
refused te give it up. The yeung lady in- 
sistad, but the postmaster remained firm. 
The parents be^an to a r g u e  the case. It  
was useless. They became excited, their 
daughter beo-ime hysterical, and there was 
a scene. But appeals, entreaties, te a rB , 
wringing of hands and threats of fainting 
were a l l  in vain ; tha polite pastansfcer had 
but one answer. The rule adm itted of no 
exception, but the latter was already in the 
eyes of the law the property of the young 
man. I t  was sent, and saved him from  the 
great misfortune of marrying a mercenary 
wife. M ore than one tale has been written 
founded on the incident o f a letter being 
lost or intercepted. Perhaps it would be 
w ell, by w ay o f variety, for some r i s i n g  
author to found his next story upon tho lot 
ter that was delivered against the sober sec
ond thought of the writer.

How to Make a Good Wife.
N o apology Ib neoesaary for giving the 

follow ing rules. E very married man w ill at 
once Bee our object. H e should cut this 
out, and put it  oarefully by  iu his pocket- 
book, and read at le a B t  o n o e  every day. 
E very man who does this, and acts upon the 
advice given, w ill soon find that he has one 
o f t h a  best wives in  Canada,

D on ’t  fall to give her words of approba
tion whenever you can conscientiously ap
prove.

Be attentive and courteous to her.
Be cheerful when you enter your house.
D on ’t be afraid to praise ‘the neat room  

and bright fire.
D en’t be a f r a i d  to p r a iB e  hor mending and 

h e r  B k t ll in f a s h i o n i n g  and m a k in g .
L et your conduct be s ioh that she w ill be 

proud of you1.
Be so upright that sho w ill be happy in 

teaching your children to honor yon.
G ive your fam ily some of your attention.
Tell them of the amusing things that 

have brightened your day ’s labor.
Speak k indly  to your children.
Play and talk w ith them a few  moments 

after supper.
Interest yourself in your w ife ’s em ploy

ment.
Encourago her when she ia down hearted. 

Be glad w ith her when she is happy.
D on’t wait to ttll the world upon marble 

that which w ill be so gra » f  ul to her loving 
heart to hear from  your lips.

Share with her your good fortunes un
selfishly as you do your Ills.

An Enterprising Photographer.
E very now and again we seem to gat a taste 

for b lood, or for cruelty, in some new fashion 
or another. A fter  the deeds o f b lood ’ in 
India we showed our tnge m ity as a  civilized 
and Christian nation by blow ing a number 
of natives literally from  the mouth of the 
cannon, A nd now , the cables tell us, our 
cation is keeping her hand in practice at 
cruelties in Burmah, Same time sinoe great 
surprise waa expressed at the announcement 
that the war correspondent of the Times had 
been ordered away from  the British camp in 
Burmah, The Times ia not a paper to ait 
down quietly un ler such circumstances, aud 
it has causud enquiries to be made, which 
show that the correspondent in charging the 
provost-m arshai at M andalay with cruelty 
had baen only Soo lenient in dealing with 
that officer. The provosfc-marahal is an am
ateur photographer, and ha bacame fired 
w ith the am bition of taking a series of unique 
negatives. H e superintended the execution 
of a number o f dacoita, and by hia or ler these 
man were executed in small batches. W hen 
the men were drawn up in line against a wall 
he would station the firing platoon before 
them and get his camera into position and 
prepare bis plates, and than the officer com 
manding tha soldiers was instructed to p ro 
long the interval b tween “ present”  and 
“ fire” to enable the provost-marshal to ex 
pose his plates and obtain pictures o f the 
men in all the agony of expected death. On 
another occasion he obtained evidence 
againct a Burmeae M inister by  threatening 
a native with execution if he did not give 
such testim ony aa the provost marshal re
quired.

Invalid's i l o t e i  and S u r g i c a l  In- 
( s t i t u t e .

This w idely celebrated institution, locat
ed at Buffalo, N , Y . , ia organized with a full 
staff of eighteen experienced and skillful 
Pnysiolana aud Surgeons, oonatltuting the 
moat com plete organization o f medio&l and 
surgical skill in America, for the treatment 
o f nil chronlo dS-ie&sej, whether requiring 
modioal and surgE O al means for their care. 
M arvelous aucoeas has bsen achieved in the 
c u r e  of all uasai, throat and lung diseases, 
liver aud kidney diseases, diseases of the 
digestive o r g a n s ,  bladder diseases, diseases 
p 'o a lia r to  women, blood taints and akin 
diseases, rheum itlsrn_, neuralgia, nervous, 
debility, p . i r j j t i s ,  epilepsy (fits), sperm 
atorrhea, Im potency and kindred affections, 
Thousands are cured at their hom 6s through 
correspondence, Tbe oure o f tho worst 
ruptures, pile tumors, vnrioooele, hydrocele 
ana stiiofture* is guaranteed, w ith only a 
short residence at the institution. Sand 10 
oeats in stamps for the Invalids’ Guide- 
Book (168 p-ig-ss), whioh gives all particu
lars, A  idreis, W orld ’s Dispensary M edi
cal Association, Buffalo, N . V..

L iat seiBon’s catch of salmon In the 
Maine rivers wjb the largest in fifty years.

“  Golden Medioail D iscovery ”  w ill not 
oure a person whose lungs are almost wast
ed, but it is an unfailing rem edy for con
sumption if taken in time. A ll druggists,

M;na. Nilsson has juatrefuae i $30,000 for 
fifteen concaxca in Rasaia because it is so 
cold.

D on’t h a ^ k , hawk, b low , "blow, d isgust
ing averybudy, bat u-ie Dr. Sage’s Catarrh 
Rem edy,

There i:, a club of book  lovers, authors, 
and bibliophilea in London whioh calls itself 
“  The Sette o f Odd V olum es.”

There id no excuse for yolir ,4USarl*lg Any longer 
from Ontarrh, Bronchi Sis, elc.f when you o»n get a 
remedy sruaranteed to cure, and whioh is perfeotly 
safo. Dr. Careon’a Catarrh Oure ia a pleasant *nd 
efleotualjremedy. Aak your Druggist about it.

I t  iu said that Shanghai shipped to A m er
ica last year not less than 500,000 pounds of 
w illow  leaves disguised as tea,

The entries for the greal Colonial and 
Indian E xhibition still come in from  all 
quarters of the Dominion, and corporations, 
societies, and institutions o f all sorts, are 
contributing to make the display o f the 
most varied character. One of the novel 
features in the Dominion display will be a 
journal printed in tha building This paper 
will be edited and published by Canadians, 
printed from  Canadian type, on a Canadian 
presa, aud from  Canadian made paper. I t  
w ill be published by a syndicate of gentle
men, under the name o f the “  Trades P ub
lishing C o .,”  w ith officeB in Toronto and 
M ontreal.

The aggregate amount e f the pension 
drawn by the late L ord  Brougham as a re
tired  M aster in Chancery was $530,000.

Im perial Cough Drops w ill g ivo  
Positive and Instant R elief to those suffering 
from  Colds, Hoarseness, Sore Throat, etc., 
and are invaluable to orators and vooalista. 
For sale by druggists and oonfeotioners. R , 
R . & T. W A T S O N ,  M anufacturers, 
Toronto,

The G erm in im perial Governm ent has 
ordered tho establishment of a chair for hy
giene and bacteriology at all universities of 
the empire.

Catarrhal Headache, hawking and spitting up 
phlegm, etc., at once relieved and cured by the UBe 

' of Dr. Carson’a Catarrh Cure No reason why you 
. should euffor another day Many caeeB of catarrh o 
I longstanding have been cured by a single bottle o 

Dr Carson'e Oatarih Cure. All Druggists $1.00 per 
f bottle.


