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CHAPTER VII.—Continued.

Kilmeny from her hiding place shiv-
pred as she caught sight ol his faoe.
This was not th.; man who was so
kind and considerate to her, who ex-
cused her inattention, pitied her lone-
liness, and made himself more neces-
sary to her every day. This Lord de
Bruyne had steely eyes which glittered
with anger, and had a look stamped
on his faoe which mighL havel matched
Lady Penryth’s own ior its cruet cold-
ness.

"1 was prepared, for this Lady Pe.n-
ryih,” he said, folding his arms and
;ompeuing her attention. “1 suspect-
sd that you would try to steal a march
an me and break off he marriage. The
I iter which you were Kkind enough
to write to Miss Daryl disclosing tne
falsity of the stories that you under-
took to make up about Christopher
Warrender reached my hands instead
oi hers, and let me intu tho gamel that
you intended to play, it struck .me
as something now and refreshing that
you should lurn virtuosly at the ciose
of your oareer, and desire to confess
anu make amends.”

“1 knew il was only a chance, my
letter reaching her,” Lady Penryth
answered. She had recovered her

composure, and stood opposite io him
with an expression quite as malignant
as his own. "i dare say other letters

were suppressed, too, and perhaps
visits from her old friends. L heard
something about a Doctor .Richmond

Sailing anti being deeded admittance in
Miss Daryl’'s name.”

“That is my affair. You do not
Lhink 1 am such a fool, when 1havo
succeeded so tiar, as to allow the girl
to slip through my fingers by, handing
her disturbing letters or allowing dis-
turbing visits? You thought that you
would revenge yourselt on Miss Daryl
by the stories which you told Mis.
Marsh about Warrender when you
knew that she was close by listening
to them, but you played into my
hands. But for that scene, she would
never have accepted me. You may re-
turn home knowing that 1 owe my
success solely to you.”

"'Ko. solely?’ she cried, moved at last
to anger by the thought that her pur-
pose had been foiled. "If | do not
mistake, Miss Daryl heard some ott the
lies about Warrender from you you-
seli. i wish you joy of your ingenue.
A girl who could believe Warrender to
be a villain on the word of! two such
paragons of virtue as you and. myself
must indeed be innocent enough to
suit you! What will you do when she
finds out about it, as she is sure to
do one dayi You may keep watch on
her closely enough until ahe is mar-
ried to you, but how about alter-'
wards?”

"Leave me to manage that,” he an-
swered curtly. “Miss Daryl may be
simple enough to be shocked at inde-
finite stories about her friends—Lady
de Bruyne will soon be wiser.”

Lady Penryth laughed scornfully,
and Lord de Bruyne went on without
heeding her.

“You may go!’ he said sternly. “And
let me warn you to boware how you
meddle with me or my concerns. |
have taken care of my own interests
bi.harto, and | can take care of them
in future. You have tried in every
way to injure me and break off the
marriage. that 1 intend to make,
but you have failed in every particular.
The girl shall be my wife to-morrow,
and after that 1 defy you!”

CHAPTER VIII.

The steps of Lady Penryth and Lord
de Bruyne had loug ceased to be heard,
and still Kilmeny sat motionless where

oat her gran uamer wouul be engag-
ed, she slipped down lo tho eonserva-*
tory and unlocked asmall door all the
farther end. She carried the Kkey
back to her room, with her. f

Four hours later, when everything
was quiet, she dressed herself trembl-
ingly in the gown which she had worn
on the day when she came to her
grandfather’'s house, and, taking her
shoes and hat in her hand, went soft-
ly to the door. She turned the handle
with all the firmness and quietness
that she could command. It refused
to open. She was locked in !

The discovery w.as a terrible shock.
She. had been so sure of escape that
the thought of this had never occurred
to her. Lord de Bruyne had been
put on the watch by Lady Penryth’s
attempted visit to ensure that Kil-
meny should not be tampered with. Ha
had declared that the marriage should
not be broken off, and it ~seemed to
Kilmeny in her first shock of horror
that he had spoken the truth.

Her hands dropped despairingly by
her sides, and she restrained herself
by an effort from sinking down upon
the ground-

Disobedience.

But in a moment her courage rose
again. She would not tamely sub-
mit without at least an effort for free-
dom. She dared not strike a light,
but she took a pencil and felt in the
keyhole to discover whether the key
remained outside or not. The pencil
went clear through, letting her know
that there was no obstruction. .She
stole to her dressing room for the key
of- it, but only to meet' with a second

disappointment. The key of that
room had been removed also.
As Kilmeny stood helpless, a

thought suddenly occurred io her. The
Jiey which she had brought with her

from the conservatory might be of
use. In another moment she had
softly fitted it into the lock. It turn-

ed, and she was tree!

Sha wl.Inirew the key, having lock-
ed the door behind her. If tho rest! of
her way were clear, her flight would
not be discovered until the next.morn-
jing, by which lima she hoped to bo
jsale. Slowly, listening and pausing
Ibetween every step, her heart beating
with almost audible throbs, she stole
down the staircase and along ihe* hall
until she reached ihe conservatory by
the door through which Lord do
Bruyne had taken her on ihe, night of
her enga.ge.ment. She felt hot. and
cold by turns as she groped her way to
the far end and laid her. hand on ‘the

door of escape, it opened easily,
and in a moment she stood in the cold
night air.

I She closed and locked the door, and
made her way as quickly as possible
into the shade of the trees. The
sol mn darkness and the unusual still-
ness frightened her as she crept along,
leaving th.; sleeping house behind her.
All the stories that sh had ever htard

of midnight robbers prowling about
and waiting to begin their deeds of
wickedness crowded back on her,

terrifying her. She had been nfraitk to
pul. on her shoes, lest she, might) make
a noise, and the stones hurt her feet
as she hurriod along. She had been
so intent on escape that she had for-
gotten to form any plans beyond that
point.  She, felt that if shu> eouldi but
get out from under the blackness of
the trees and within sight of human
habitation onoe more, she would be
able to think again, but just then
everything was a horror and confu-
sion. She remembered, with a little
r.pressed sub, that when she had, Sirsb
troddian this path Chris had been be-
side her, and sho felt that, if he (were
only there once more, she should al-
most die, the joy would be so great.
But she was alone, aud she must hurry
on—hurry on.

She climbed the stile when she came

to it, and went along the sidepath to-
wards the little cluster of houses which
was near the cottage that Chis had
offered to Mrs. Richmond. She was
uncertain what to do w-hen she\ got
there, but she knew that she would
feel safer if she were near living be-
jings even though they were asleep.
IThe whisllo of a train close by gave
Jher a sudden thought. She hurried
on her shoes and hat, tied her veil
;closely, and ran on to thei station,
j It was a night train, and paused for
Iscarcely amoment. Kiimeny waited
jfor no tioket, bul rushed intoi the first
Icarriage that she could see. No one
imf)fliceu. her, and in a moment ahe was
' off.

She was free!

The train stopped at Redminster,
where Kilmeny jumped out and es-
caped without notice. Ten minutes
later she was standing before the
well-remembered door of her early
home, and in the darkness cow!d dis-
cern the outlines of the hoi > looming
over her. Kilmeny, in her great glad-
ness and thankfulness, pressed her
hanJs on the beloved door, her face

against it. She had reached home at
last.

At length she summoned up
strength . to pull the might
bell. She could hear ihe

peal resounding in the house, and pre-
tsently a window opened above. Doc-

Jtor Richmond’s voice was heard ask- ;

ing if the case was urgent and Kil-
meny answered in'trembling tones un-
like her own that it was. In a few
Iminutes she could hear his steps as
he came down the stairs, and then the
bolts and bars being withdrawn. He
opened the door, and the light which
he held in his hand fell full on her.

He did not recognize her at once,
;but as she stumbled into the hall and
drew aside ,her veil, he uttered an ex-
clamation which she never forgot. The
next moment she was in his arms,
crying and laughing and half strang-
ling him with her embraces. Kina
Daryl had been left behind at the
grand house which she had left, and
it was the old Kilmeny Richmond, ve-
hement, loving like a child, who had
come back.

Mrs. Richmond, hearing a commo-
tion in the hall, came in her dressing
gown, trembling a little, to the head
of the stairs, and then, with a joy-
ful cry, rushed to embrace her darling,
Kilmeny presently found herself in the
familiar dining-room, with her head
on Doctor Richmond’'s shoulder, while
his arm encircled her, and Mrs. Rich-
mond kneeling beside her, holding her
hand and dwelling on her with over-
flowing eyes of love and sorrow while
she told her story. They wanted her
to wait until the next day but she
could not be persuaded to do so. She
Idid not hear the sound of another foot-
step behind her, or know that she had
another auditor as she poured out her
!words.

j Christopher Warrender, as well as
Doctor Richmond,—who had hast Iv re-
turned from America on receipt of his
wife's letter informing him of Mr.
Daryl's claim on Kilmeny —had ex-
hausted every means to warn Kilmeny
of the character of the man whom she
was about to marry, but in vain. Their
letters never reached her, and aper-
sonal interview was not permitted.
Christopher had come that very day
to Redminster, to consult anew with

Doctor Richmond as to any possible
way of averting the contemplated
marriage, even at the eleventh hour,
and he stole in and stood behind Kil-
meny. He had wished at first to
withdraw, but Doctor Richmond sign-
ed him to remain. As he stood, lean-
ing over Kilmeny’s chair, as her story
came to an end, his eyes were dim
and his heart full of thankfulness that
he felt he could never express, even
if his life should be prolonged three-
fold beyond the ordinary span.

“And now,” Kilmeny's faltering
voice concluded, " 1 have come home
again. Oil. if I would ever be wicked

or ungrateful enough to regret any-
thing, or repine at any sorrow which
may befall me as long as your love
lis left to me may the remembrance of
the terrible experience | have just had
come back to me to recall mo to my
better self I 1 know that Chris can
never forgive me. 1 believed the lies
which were told about him ; I wounded
and insulted him past astonement. |
wa's on the point of marriage with a
man losst to every right principle and
feeling. | deserve to be punished for
all that, and | will bear my punish-
ment as bravely as lean. Let me come
back and be your daughter once more;
left me live my life here with you,
and remember that if | have lost
Chris’ respect you at least do not cast
me off and despise me as 1 deserve to
be despised.”

"1 think, my dear,” Doctor Rich-
mond said, smiling at his wife, "the
girl would be the better for a cup of
tea, if you will make it for her, and
we can talk about her mistakes and
their punishment to-morrow. And
meanwhile | believe that Chris would
like to say something for himself
which may perhaps put a different
face on matters and make Kilmeny’'s
future not quite such a doleful one
of rejientance and penance as she has
marked out. for herself.”

"Chris here!” cried Kilmeny, start-
ing up with a little scream to find him
close beside her.

Dr. Richmond judged it best, fo
withdraw with his wife to make the
tea, and, on the whole, it was the very
best, thing that they could have done.

Kilmeny’'s flight was not discovered

unitl the morning. Her maid received
the key early from Lord de Bruyne
and unlocked the door, but did not en-
ter her young mistress’ room for some
time, thinking that she slept. The
knowledge that she was gone convuls-
ed Mr. Daryl with an anger that he
could not control. In his ungover-
nable fury ha disclosed the reason why
he had hurried on Kilmeny’'s marriage
with Lord de Bruyne and had hesitat-
ed at nothing which could separate her
from Mr. Warrender. One of that
young man’s relatives, whose death
had brought the Merridale property
to Chrispopher, had denounced Kil-
meny’'s father, and had had him
brought to justice for some of his mis-
deeds Through him, Mr. Daryl's
heir had spent some of his time in pri-
son. i,
The old man could ne.ve.r forgive~ this
public disgrace, and the name of War-
render became hateful to him ever af-
ter. One of his strongest reasons for
acknowledging his granddaughter was
to separate her from Christopher,
whoso attachment to her he suspected
from the beginning; and the bitterest
drop in his cup, when it was found
that she had returned to her friends,
was a knowledge that she had again
come into contact with the man whom
he haled. In the transport of his
anger, he declared, that he would com-
pel Kilmeny to come back and force
her to marry Lord de Bruyne, a state-
ment which was received by that
nobleman with contempt.

The next news was that Lord de
Bruyne had left England for an in-
definite period.

No—not quite the next! Two days
after Kilmeny had returned home
Christopher Warrender came softly in-
to the parlor where she was sitting
in the dusk, and, takingi a seat besido
her, passed his arm round her .

"“Are you quite recovered from that
night, Kilmeny darling ?” he whis-
pered. "Can you bear to hear some-
thing else—something which will shock
and grieve you ? | have only just been
told of it, and | was afraid that it
might come to you suddenly and find
lyou unprepared.”

"W hat is it, Chris?” she asked, trem-
Ibling "You and papa and mamma
jand the children are here safe and
well. It must be something connect-
ed with that—that time which we wish

to forget. My grandfather "
"He was found dead in his bed this
morning. The news has just come.”

And it was true. With tho frustra-
tion of his hopes and, schemes, the old
I'man’s life had suddenly gone out. The
lawyer had been summoned to execute
jthe last revenge by cutting off his
Igrandchild from succession to his pro-
jperty, but death had slepped in and
;prevented it- Kilmeny became sole
heir to his vast wealth, and the pro-

perty was joined to that of Christopher .

Warrender at her marriage with him.
Kiimeny became a great lady, as she
had once wished to be; but the time of
her connection with her grandfather
aud her residence under his roof had
made her look on riches with a dif-
ferent eye. She developed into a
noble woman, and her blithe spirits
iand loving heart gladdened every place
in which sihe moved.

ABOUT AUCTIONEERS.

The ways of auctioneers in differ-
ent parts of the w-orld vary greatly.
In England and America the seller

bears the expense of the sale, but in
France the purchaser bears the cost,
5 per cent, being added to his pur-
chase. In Holland it is still worse,
the buyer being required to pay 10 per
cent, additional for the expense of the
sale.

W CNDEF.FUL DEVELOPMENT.

W atts—The development oi the
sense of touch in the biind is some-
thing always a wonder to me.

Gotrox—I have it pretty well devel-
oped myself. | have got so | can tell
a borrower two blocks away.

YOU ARE A FOOL.

According lo th<- Verdict or a Well
Iviiomii i'llv-.Ichm.
"It's not the big accidents, bad

colds, and the germs of disease which
are in every human being w-hich are
responsible for the pain and sorrow
in the world which follows in the
track of illness,” said a leading physi-
cian, "but the crass foolishness of tho
ordinary num.

"Now, nearly every one. knows that
when ho crosses his legs he is invit-
ing dyspepsia. Yet does he desist?
You have a slight cough, and instead
of trying to stop it you inflame your
throat iby coughing as hard as you
can, although you have been told lime
and again that by so doing you are
only aggravating it. To please your
vanity you wear boots aud shoes which
Jdo not fit you. Out of puce careless-
iness you sit in an unhealthy position
a,t ta,ble and at yotur desk you eat
food which you know does not agree
with yoiu; you drink a large tumbler
of water before a meal because, like
la child, your reason is not stronger
than your thirst; you go away from
.a hot fite into the night air, and then
grumble nt catching a cold; you
smoke too much, stay indoors too
much, or take too much exercise, and
then come grumbling lo us doctors to
mlikej a new man of you. | often feel
when soma man, whose physique | can
1see must havo been perfect, comes to
me a hopeless wreck, that the best
kind; of physio woiuld be the rod, serv-
ed very hot.”

THE INVALID S CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

Is there among your friends aweary
invalid, for whom you are longing to
do something beautiful and helpful at
the coming holiday season? If so,
you cannot do better than to under-
take the preparation of a wonder bag
for Christmas, or a friendship calen-
dar for New Year’'s day. , Both these
plans, though they may seem formid-
able on account of the large expendi-
ture, not of money, but of time and
labor, are well worth trying. They
are polent in their power of bringing
cheer and sunshine into a sickroom,
not only once, but many times, dur-
Sing the weary months of suffering. A
jwonder bag is a large bag filled with
gifts from many friends, which are to
be drawn out on special! days, accord-
ing to accompanying directions. It
may be arranged to last 'or any length
of time—three months, iis months, or
a year—drawings beidtr ma” on”ejr
twice, or thrice a week, as may seem
best Since the recipient of the bag
is not given a list of the donors, nor
informed of the character of the
gifts, a double surprise awaits her at
such drawings. This contributes not
a little to the novelty and charm of
the scheme.

In preparing the bag the first step
is to make a list of all friends who
might, wish to join in; such a labor of
love. Naming the date on which it

is lo be packed, ask eaoh to contribute
a suitable gift for it as early as con-
venient. Since Lhese friends will
probably be scattered far and wide in
the home land, and perhaps in foreign
lands as well, it will be necessary to
begin preparations early—the earlier
the better, for there are likely to be
delays.

Make a strong bag of suitable ma-

terial—cretonne, denim, canvas, or
linen Embroider it with initials, a
monogram or other suitable design,

and furnish it with stout drawstrings
of broad ribbon. Since it is to hang
in the sickroom for so long a time, it
should be made not merely durable
and serviceable, but also dainty and
attractive.

Wrap each article in tissue paper,
using many tints, mark it with the
name of the donor, and tie it securely
with narrow ribbon of a contrasting
color, leaving one end long enough to
be used, in drawing it out. Pack the
parcels carefully in the bag, heavier
ones at the bottom, and let the long
ribbons hang outside at the top.

Gifts appropriate for special days,
such as the invaiid’s birthday, April J,
Easter Sunday, Feb. 22, a “very weary
lday,” a "stormy Sunday,’
Ildesignated by liny cards attached to
jtheir ribbons. Most of the gifts,
however, should be left without dates,
[in order that the invalid may have
the privilege of deciding which ribbon

jto draw.
Such a wonder bag was recently
sent by a lady in Ohio to an invalid

friend who had removed to California.
Filled with a great variety of beau-
tiful and useful articles contributed
by friends in many states, it proved
a wonder bag indeed. Its pleasant
surprises were a source of constant
delight, and the attending physician
was loud in its praise, testifying to its
beneficial results.

This bag contained books, handker-
chiefs, boxes of stationary, paper-cut-
ters, a pair of invalid slippers, an ice-
wool shawl, an embroidered stand-
cover, souvenir spoons, doilies, a rack
for letters, cups and saucers of dainty
china, and many articles especially
helpful in a sickroom. Several friends
who felt unable to contribute gifts,
wrote charming letters, which were
greatly enjoyed and much appreciated.

The preparation of this bag, which
had gifts enough to last six months
two being drawn out each week, oc-
cupied fully two months. It might
perhaps be accomplished more speed-
ily, but it would be. most unwise to un-
dertake it on a short allowance of
time. If for any reason the bag could
not be completed in time for Christ-
mas, it could be sent later as abirth-
day gift.

etc., may be j

AFTER EFFECTS OF FEVER.

Mrs. Angle, of Sii'iTlltun, SuHereil so
Severely That Bier Irlcnils Feared Shi
Whs Likely ;,ube a Permanent £nvall<l.

In the piciuresque village of Merrit-
ton resides Mrs. William Angle, who,
after months of suffering, has found a
cure from tho use of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills. Mrs. Ang es relates as fol-
lows the experience through which
she lias pass; d. ‘Four years ago this
spring, while a resident of liuif o X
had an attack of typhoid fever and
the disease left ma in a worn oat and
extremely nervous condition, so that
the least noise startled mu. 1could not
sleep at times for a week on account
of terrible attacks of heart trouble.
Then again my head would trouble
m/e ian(U | had bad dreams. | had no
appetite and 1si twenty-two pounds
in weight and had become so .or. tlin
that my friends were alarmed. While
in this condition | was treated by two
physicians but. with no avail. | tried
everything recommended but s:iil
found no relief. Finally arelative per-
suaded ma to try Dr. Williams' link
Pills. After I had taken the first box
I could see a change for the better, so
I continued the use of the pills until 1
had finished six boxes and the results
were most gratifying. | now have
normal sleep there is no more twitch-
ing in my hands, the palpitations have
ceased, and | have gained in weight
and strength. My whole system seems
toned up, and | feel entirely well. 1
feel grateful to the Dr. Williams’
Medicine. Co., and liope they will keep
up the good work of administering to
the afflicted,”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills cure by go-
ing to the root of the disease. They
renew and build up the blood, and

strengthen the nerves, thus drivingf
disease from the system. Avoid im-
itations by insisting that every box

you purchase is encl -sed in a wrapper
bearing the full trade mark, Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale People

CHRISTMAS MILESTONES.

Every Christmas marks a fresh
milestone in the pathway of life, and
it is the habit of mankind to pause
at this season of the year, and look
backward at the milestones that have
been passed. Scenes of the olden time
are revived as the memory is stirred
with the happy recollections that clus-
er around Christmas. We see young
faces that were then bright cheerful
and rosy, but are now aged with care

rather than years. The struggle of
life, with its trials and disappoint-
ments, has made them grave and

thoughtful. The: romantic ambitions of
youth have perhaps been rudely dis-
pjsfied ~+>L-«<npw*filable and irritatji
attempts to woo the fickle goddess,
and the ascent of the hill that leads
to fame and fortune, with the con-
tentions inseparable from business, has
been found wearisome and depressing.

Gazing along the vista of vanish-
ed years, other loved faces arise that
will never more be seen in the flesh
—faces that were among the merriest
at the plenteous Christmas feast; the
ringing music of whose playful jests
still awakes echoes in the ear,
the voices that then sounded
ful peals are now hushed
silence.

At Christmas one is apt to recall
such pictures as these, some pleasant,
bult many, of. them sad. We cannot for-

while
in joy-
in eternal

got that some of the kind hands
which met in friendship’'s clasp are
now cold, that sparkling eyes which

beamed over the holiday leasL have
lost the luster of health, or have clos-
ed forever on earthly scenes. In many
cases the great debt which all must
pay has been paid; the battle of life
has ceased, and again and again the
impressive lesson has been taught that
earthly rewards and honors are eva-
nescent—that the gravo levels all dis-
tinctions between rich and poor.

The. pleasant reflections which we
can have, especially at Christmas,
when the contrast between wealth
and poverty become more painfully
apparent than at other times, are
those which recall deeds of sympathy,
affection, benevolence. To a kindly
heart there is more satisfaction in
contemplating that it has done at least
a little to cheer the- distressed, or al-
leviate human woe, than in the know-
ledge that a few more dollars have
been added to a bank-book already
fat from methodical thrift.

Christmas is a proper season for the
performance of good deeds. Relax
your purse strings, you who have been

blessed with abundant means, and
help the needy ones who have re-
peatedly fallen in the effort to at-

tain the goal of prosperity. Be gen-
erous, and cheer the depressed, the un-
fortunate, the hopeless. Make their
Christmas happy; cultivate the oppor-
tunity to do good; and in after years;
when indulging in retrospection, you
will with pleasure turn to the Christ-
mas Milestone of 1891, because it will
mark the time when you began a
systematic plan of generosity, and dis-
covered that wealth in wise hands Is
productive of the most pleasure when
it is used by a good heart in relieving
the necessities of mankind.

The bounteous harvest of the cur-
rent year assures abundance for all
our people. Therefore, let us all re-
joice, animated by the desire to spread
good cheer where it is most needed,

GREATEST MATCH STRIKERS.

More matches are used in England
than in any other country in the
world. It. has been estimated that
English people use an average of eight
matches each person per day, and an-
nually over 1,71,0,000,000000 are burn-
ed.



