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CHAPTER XXIl.—{Conlinued).

Wilh a half-stifled shriek, Miriam
recognized the disfinet picture of the man
she had seen lwice belore wilh Marian.

*Whal is the matter, love? Were yon
near falHing? Give me your arm, Mir-
iam—you necd wus both lo help you
through this storm,” said Thurslon, ap-
proaching her,.

Bul with a shiver that ran through 4l
her frame, Miriam shrank closer lo Paul,
who, wilh affectionate pride, renewed
his care, and promised Lhat she shouid
not slip again.

So link after link of the feariul evi-
dence wound itself around lLer conscious-
ness, which slruggled against it, like
Laocoon in the fatal folds of the serpent.

Now celd as if the blood were turned
to ice-in her veins, now burning as if
they ran fire, she was hurried on inlo
the house.

They were expected home, and old
Jenny had fires in all the occupied
roois, and supper ready to go on the
lable, thal was prepared in lhe parlor.

But Miriam refused all refreshment,
and hurried to her room. It was warmed
and lighled by old Jenny's care, and the
good creature followed her young mis-
tress with affectionate proffers ol aid.

“Wouldn't she have a strong cup of
tea? Wouldn't she have a hol bath?
Wouldn't she have her bed warmed?
Wouldn't she have a bowl of nice hot
mulled wine? Dear, dear! she wias <o
sorry, bul it would have frighicned her-
self to dealh if the carringe had upset
with her, and no wonder Miss Marian
was knocked up entirely."”

“Ne, no, no!"”

Miriam would have nothing, and old
Jenny reluclantly left her—lo repose?
Ah, nol with fever in her veins, to walk
up and down and up and down the
floor of her room wilth [earful unrest.
Up and down, until the candle burned
low, and sunk drowned in its sockel,
until the fire on the hearllh smouldered
and went out; unlil the stars in the sky
waned with the coming day, unlil the
rising sun kindled all the eastern hovi-
zon; and then, attired as she was, she
sank upon the outside of her bed and
[ell inlo a heavy sleep of exhaustion.

She arose unrelreshed, and aller a
hasly toilet descended to the breaklast
parlor, where she knew the liltle famnily
awaild her.

“The journey and the fright have been
too much for you, love; you look very
weary; you should have resled longer
this morning,” said Mr. Willcoxen, af-
feclionalely, as he arose and met her
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may point to another |

| suspicion! they .
probability,” she said, incoherently.

“Just get me those letters, dear Mir-
iam,” he urged, genlly.

She arose, tollering, and leli the room,
and afler an absence of fifteen minules
relurned wilth the packel in her hand.

“These seals have not been broken
since my mother closed them,” said
Miriam, as she proceeded lo open the
parcel.

The first she came to was the bil of «

note, withoul date or signalure, making
the falal appointment.

“This, PIPaul,” she said, mournfully. |
“was found in the pocket of lhe dress
Marian wore at  Luckenough, but

changed at home belore she went oul
lo walk the evening of her dealh. Mo-
ther always believed that she wenl oul
to meet the appointment made in thai
nole.”

“Paul look the paper with eager curi-
osity to examine it. He looked al 1,
started slighlly, turned pale, shuddered,
passed his hand once or lwice across his
eyes, as if to clear his vision, looked
again, and then his cheelks blanched, his
lips gradually whitened and separated,
his eyves started, and his whaole counle-
nance belrayed consternation and hoi-
ror.

Mirriam gazed upon him in a sort ol
hushed terror—then exclaimed:

“Paul! Paul! whal is the malter? You
look as if you had been iurncd to slone
by gazing on the Gorgon’s head; Paul!
Paull"

“Miriam, did your mother know this
handwriling?” he asked, in a husky, al-
most inaudible voice.

I.I.Nn!'!

“Did she suspect il?”

ICNGIH'

“Did you know or suspecl it?"

“Nol I was a child when [ received il,
remember. [ have never scen it since.”

“Not when you pul it in my hand,
just now?" \

“No, I never looked al the writing!?]

“That was most strange that you
should not have glanced at the hand-
wrilting when you handed it to me. Why
didn’t you? Where you afraid to look
at it Miriam! why do you turn asway
yvour head? Miriamn! answer me—do you
know the handwriling?”

“No, Paul, I do not know it—do you?”’

“No! no! how should 1?7 But Miriam,
your head is still averted. Your very
voice is changed. Miriam! what mean
you? Tell me once for all. Do you sus-
pect the handwriling?”

“How should 1?7 Do you, Paull”

“No, no! I den’t suspect it.”

and led her to the most comfortable seat
near the fire.

His fine countenance, clevated, grave,
and genlle in expression, his kind and
loving manner, smole all the tender
chords of Miriam’s heart.

Could thal man be puilly of the erime
she had dared 1o suspact him of?

Oh, ne, no, no! never:i Every linea-
menk of his face, every inflection of his
voice, as well as every act of his lile,
and every frait of his characler, forbade
the dreadiul impuiatior!

But then the evidence—the damning
evidence! Her brain reeled with the
tﬂﬁubt as she sank into ¢he seal he offered
er,

“Ring for breakfast, Paull Our lilile
houselieeper will [eel betler when she
gets a cup of coffee.”

But Miriam sprang up lo anlicipate
him, and drew her chair to the lable,
and nervously began o arrange the
cups and put sugar and cream inlo
them, with the vague feeling that she
musl act as usual lo avoid calling ob-
servalion upon herself, for if questionedl,
now could she answer inguiries, and
whom could she make a confidant in her
lerrible suspicions?

And so through the breakfast scene,
and so through the whaole day she soughit
lo exercise self-control, But could her
distress escape the anxious, penelrating
eyes of alfection? That evening ailer
lea, when Mr. Willcoxen had relired to
his own apartments arnd the wailer had
replenished the flre and frimmed Lhe
lamips and retired, leaving the young
couple alene in the parlor—>Miriam sit-
ling on ene, side of the circular work-
lable bending over her sewing, and Paul
on he olher side wilh a book in his
hand, he suddenly laid the volume down,
and wenl round and drew a chair ‘o
Miriam’'s side and began to tell her how
much he loved her, how dear her happi-
ness was te him, and so enlreat her !9
teil him the cause of her eviden! distress.
As he spoke, she became paler than
death, and suddenly and passionately
exclaimed:

“Oh, Paull Paull do nolt question me!
You know nol what you ask.”

“My own Miriam, what mean you?
I ought to know."”

“0Oh, Paull Paull I am one forcdoome.d
fo bring misery and destruction npon all
who love me; upon all whom I love,”

“My own dearesl, you are ill, and need
change, and you shall have it, Miviam,"”
he said, ﬂtlempling lo snoth her with
that gentie, lender, loving manner [e
ever used toward her.

Bul shuddering sighs convulsed her
bosom, and

They scemed afraid to look each other
in the [ace; and well lhey might be, for
the wrilten agony on either brow; they
seemed alraid to hear the sound of each
other's words; and well they might be,
for the hollow, unnatural sound of either
voice. '

“It cannot be! I am crazy, 1 believe.
Let me clear my—oh, Heaven! Miriam!
did—was—do you know whelher there
was any one in particular on familiar
terms wilh Miss Mayfield?”

“No one out of the family, excepl Miss
Thornton.”

“*Out of
family?”

“0Ours, al the cotlage.”

“Was—did—I wonder
knew her inlimately?”

“I do not know; I never saw them in
tez;:::h other's company bul {wice in my
ife.”

The youlh brealhed a lillle [reer,

“*Why did you ask, Paul?”

“No matter, Miriam. Oh! [ was n
wrelch, a beasl to think—"

“What, Paull” ,

“There are such strange resemblances
in—in—in— Whal are you looking u!
me so for, Miriam?"

“To find your meaning. In whal,
Paul—strange resemblances in what?”

“*Why, in faces."”

the family'—out of what

if my brother

sons, also; and somelimes in fates: but

we were lalking of  handwrilings,
Paul.”
“Were we? Oh, true. [ am nol quite

right, Miriam. 1 believe [ have confined
myself oo much, and studied too hard.
I am really oul of sorls; never mind mea!
Please hand me those [oreign lelters,
love.”

Miriam was unfolding and examinin:
them; bul all in a cold, stony, unnatural
way.

“Paul,” she asked, “wasn't ii just eigit
years this spring since your brolher wenl
to Scolland to fetch you?”

*“Yes; why?"

“Wasn'l it to Glasgow thal he went?”

“Yes; why?"

“"Were not vou ‘tlhere ll'_:lf_f:?t.f'u!l' 1]
March and April, 182—"
“Once more, yes Why do you in-

quire?” _

“Because all these foreign lelters
direcled to Marian are postmarked Glas-
gow, and daled March or April, 182"

Wilh a low, slifled cry, and a sudden
spring, he snalched the packe! from her
hand, tore apen lhe first leiter that pri-
senled itself, and ran his strained.
blood-shot eyes down the lines. Hal[-
suppressed, deep groans like those

“Oh, Paul! Paul!” was all she said.

“Is it thal promise lhal weighs upon|
your mind, Miriam? Cast il oul; you
canno!l fulfill it; Impossibilitics arg not|
dulies.”

“Oh, Paul! would heavin il were
possible! or that T were dead.”

“Miriam! wihere are those lellers you
wished to show me?”

“Oh! do not ask me, Paul! not vei! nal

1111=

gtl | dread 1o see them And yet—wiss
nowa?! They may relicve this drcadiul

wrung by torture from a sirono Nan s
heart, burst from his pale lips, and vrea
drops ol sweat galhered on his 7 T
1zed forchead. Then he erushed t;,,f“-.l_
ters together in his hand and held Ihern
ighlly, unconsciously, while his stapl-
ing eyes were lixed on vacancy and his
frozen lips multered:

“In a fit of franfic passion. aneer
jealousy—even he might have been u]}i';-]:
dened !0 the pilch of doing such a

thingl Bul as an act of base policy. as

“Why, then, so lhere are—and in per- |

me what you think. I have had f{ore-
shadowings longe I can bear silence ani
uneerlainly no longer  What find you
in those letters? On, speak, or my hearl
will burst, Paul.”

He gave no heed lo her or her words,

but remained like one impaled; siill,
lixed, yel wrilhing, his [eatures, his
whole form and expression discolored.

distorled wilh inward ngony.

“Paull Paul!” cried Miriam, slarting
up, standing before him, gazing on him
“Paull speak lo me. Your looks kill me.
spealk, Paul! even (hough you can tell
me little new. 1 know it all, Paul; cr
nearly: all. Weeks ago I received Lhe
shocki 1l overwhelmed me for Lhe lime;
bul. I survived itl Bul you, Paul—you!
Oh! how you look! Speak lo your sis-
ter, Paull Speak Lo your vromisal
wile.™

Jul he gave no heed to her. She was
not strong or assured—she felt hersell

madness. But she could nol bear to see

him looking so. Once more she essayoed
lo engage his allention.
“Give me those letters, Paul—I can

pernaps miake oul the meaning.”

As he did nol reply, she gently sought
to take them from his handd.
touich he suddenly slarled up and threw
the packet into Lhe fire. Wilh a quick
spring, Miriam darvled forward, thrusi
her hand into the fire and rescued the
packet, scorched and burning, Dul nol
deslroyed.

she began to put it oul, regardless ol
the pain to her hands. He looked as i

but she exclaimed:

“No. Paul no! You will not use foree
to deprive me of this that I must guard
as a sacred trusl.”

Still Paul hesitaleds and eyed Lhe pack-
et wilhh a gloomy glance.

“Remember honor, Paul, even in 1ihis
lrying moment,” said Miriam: “let honor
be saved, ff all else be lost.”

“Whatl do you mean to do with thal
parcel? he asked in a hollow voice.

“IKeep Lhem securely for the present.”

“And afterward?”

“I know not.”

“Miriam, you evade my queslions.
Will you promise me one thing?”

“What is thai?"

“Promise me to do-nothing with those
letters unlil yon have further evidesce.”

“I promise you that.”

Then Paul took up a candle and left
the room, as if lo go to his sleeping
apariment; but on reaching the hall, he
threw down and extinguished the light
and rushed as il for breath out into the
open alr.

The night was keen and [rosty, the
cold, slaly sky was thickly studded with
sparkling slars, the snow was crusted
over—it was a fine, fresh, clear, winliry
night; at another time it would have in-

secined slifling, e scene hateful.

eriminality had entered his heart for the
first time, and il had come with the
shoclk of cerfainty. The sudden recogni-
tion of the handwriling, the sirange rev-
elaiions of the foreign lelters, had nol
only in themselves been a terrible dis-
closure, bubl had struck the wiole
“eleciric chain” of memory and associa-
tion, and celled up in living force many
an incident and circumstance herelofore
sirange and incomprehensible; bul now
only too plain and indicative. The whole
of Thurston's manner the [atal day .f
the assassination—his abslraclion, his
anxious hasle to gel away on lthe plea
of most urzgent business in Ballimore—
| Business fhat never was afterward heard
of; his myslerious absence of the whole
night from his grandfather’'s deathbed—
provoking conjeelure al the lime, and
unaccounied for fo this day, his hag-
gard and distracted looks upon refurning
lale Lhe next morning; his incurable
sorrow; his habit of secluding himself
upon the anniversary of that crime—and
now Lhe damning evidence in lhese let-
ters! Among themn, and the first he
looked ab, was the letler Thurston haid
writlen Marian lo persuade her to ac-
commpany him lo France, in lhe course
ol which his marriage wilh her was re-
peatedly acknowledged, being inciden-
tally introduced as an argument in favor
of her complinnce with his wishes,

Yel Panl could not believe Lthe crime
ever premedilated—it, was sudden, un-
infentional, eonsummaled in a lover's
quarrel, in a fil of jealousy, rage, disap-

pointment, madness! Slumbling upon
half the truth, he said lo himself:

“Perhaps [ailing lo persuade her 1o fly
wilh him to FFrance, he had allempled
to carry her olf, and being foiled, had
temporarily lost his sell-conirol. his very
sanity. ‘That would account for all that
had seemed so strange in his conduct
lhe day and night of the assassinalion
and the morning alter.”

There was agony—there was madness
in the pursuil of the invesligalion. O,
pitying Heaven! how thought and griel
surged and seethed in aching heart and
burning brain! -

And Mirviam’s proniise to her dying
mother—Miriam'’s promise to bring the
eriminal to juslice! Would she—could
she now abide by ils obligalions? Could
she prosecule her benelaclor, her adop-
led brother, for murder? Could her hand
be raised lo hurl him down
pride of place to shame and death? No,
no, no, no! the vow must be broken,
must be eviacded; the right, even il il
wera the right, musl be lransgressed.
heaven offended—anylhing! anylhing!
anylhing but lhe exposure and sacrifice
of their brother! If he had sinned, had he
nolt repenled? Did he not sulfer? What
richt bad she, his ward, his protege, his

]

| s

| child, to punish him? “Vengeance is
| : - . T
|mine—I will repay, sailh the Lord.
| No, Miriam must not keep her vow!

| She must! she must! she must, responded
| the moral sense, slow, measured, dis-
| passionate, as the recular fall of a clock s
hammer. “I will myself prevent her; |
will find means, argumenis and persua-
lstons o acl upon her. 1 will so appeal
lo her aliections, her gratitude, her com-
pussion, her pride. her iears, her love
for me—I will so

work upon her heaot
that will not lind courage

she Lo i |

e

ollecing on the very verge of death or

But at her

The horrible suspicion of his brother’s |

from his |

he were iempled to snalch it from her, | B
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her vow." She will!l she will! responded
the deliberale conscience.

And so he walked up and down; vainly
the fresh wind fanned his fevered brow:
vainly the sparkling slars glanced down
from holy heights upon him; he found
no coolness for his fever in the air, no
sedative for his anxiety in the stillness,
no comfort for his soul in the heavens;
he knew not whether he were indoors
or oul, shether it were night or day,
summer or winter, he knew not, wrao-
ped as he was In the mantle of his own
sad thoughts, suffering as he was in the
purgalory of his inner life.

While Paul wallked up and down, like
a maniac, Miriam relurned to her room
to pace the floor until nearly morning,
when she threw. hersell exhausted, upon
the bed, fell into a heavy sleep, and a
third time, doublless from nervous ex-
citement or prostration, suffered a repe-
lilion of her singular vision, and awaoke
late in the morning, with the words,
“perform thy vow," ringing in her ears.

(To be conlinued).
.
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Annual Statement, Shows Company to

Le Enjoyving Prosperity.
The annual statement of the Western

Assurance Company will be found in
another part of to-day's issue, and will

be seenn 1o be one that does much credit
to this progressive company. The years |

transactions resulted in $86.340.12 being |

devoted to dividends, and $133,254.69 ad-
aed to the reserve fund, which now |
amounts to $1,742,020.42. The liabilily |
for unearned premiums on unexpirad |
risks is estimated at $1,322,183.46, By |
deducling this sum from the reserve it is |
seen that there 1s a surplus over capi-
lal and all liabilities amounting to $419.- |
£56.96. The fire premiume during the!
vear amounted to $2.888.5%0.34, and the
marine premiums to $705,764. The fire
losses were $1.547.906.20, and the .marine
losses S5065.157.57. The excellent list of
assels which is published in the annu-|
1l statement shows that almost one-third
of themn consist of municipal bonds and |
tdlebenlures,
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AN EXTRAORDINARY PRIZE COMPE-
TITION.

In the usual run of prize competitions
cnly two or three lucky persons get any-
lhing for their efforts. The best featura
aboul the prize competition which the
Maclean Publishing Company have in-
augurated in connection with THE
BUSY MAN'S MAGAZINE, is that every-
body gets a reward for his 'or her work.
T'c him or her will be offered one ct
three unique prizes,—a four years' coursa
ot any Canadian university or educa-
tional institution with all expenses paid,
a free trip around the world, or one
thousand dollars in gold. In addition,

| there will be a greal many more prizes,

which can easily be won by any com-
pelitor. These are over and above a
reward, in the shape of money pay-
ment, to everybody who enters {he com-
pelition. The MacLean Publishing
Company, through whose enterprise
THE BUSY MAN'S MAGAZINE is being
pushed rapidly to the front among pre-
sent-day periodicals, are perhaps belter
known to the public as {he publishers
0l Canadian trade newspapers. All
inferested “in this competition should
wrile for particulars to the nearest of-

fice of the MacLean Publishing Co.,
Limited.
+ R

A Most Attractive and Patriotic Policy.

We published in another section of
this paper the advertisement of the
Union Trust Company. This Company
|Ians large holdings of land along the

line of the Grand Trunk Pacific in our
Norl hwesl,

The Union Trust Company has secups
ea for the management of its Lands De-
Fartment the exceplionally able services

[ Mr. F. W, Hodson, formerly live slock
commissioner of Canada and orcanizer
of farmers' inslilutes. 2 '

The Union Trust Company is be

to

| congralulated on securing Mre, Hodson for

Lhis, position, as his mere connection!
with their land business will undoubled-
Iv secure the confidence of the entire
tarming community of the counlry.
The plans of lhe Union Trust Com-
nany for sale of lands, eolonizalion, set-
tiement, ete., are most unusually lLelpful

gspecially 1o the setlleér willt small cap-
ilal. Their scheme is a general and far-
reaching one and it will cerlainly pay
anyone confemplating laking lands up
it (he Northwest 1o communicale with
{hen.
4

Too many men prav for the things

ey are too lazy to, work for



