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CHAPTER VII.—Continued.
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. 5 c gan, and you want to pre-
a tras to take b and his belongings tend that a!l you desire is freedom.’

“You refus> to help me, then?” asks
Dulcimea. locking suddenly very tall
and very white and very earnest.

“To your hurt—yes.”

“Very well, then. Since you have all
orsaken me 1 shall act for myself. I
shall let you and father and Sir Ralph
s2¢ what T can do—unaided.”

She turns and walks down the path
toward the gate.

“Look hers. Dulcie. Come back! let’s
talk it over,” says he, hurrying after
her. itmpressed in spite of bimself by
her manner. + g

But sha waves him to one side with
an mperious gesture, and is soon lost
to sight. ; :

“It's going to be a fine evening for
{ireworks,” says Mr. McDermot, con-
templating the sky with a thought-
ful air “Great display ! unlimited vari-
ety | magnificent effect! And smoke !
—much smoke !"

e

CHAPTER IX.

“Thou didst delight my eyes,
Yet who aam. 1 ¢ Nor first,

Nor last, nor best, that durst
Once dreapn of thee for prize,
Nor this the only time,

Thou shalt set love to rhyme.”

How dark it is walking along this sil-
ent road ! Dark, though only six o'clock.
How quickly the day dies when 1t 18
December ! Such a moon as this is hard-
ly worth talking aliout; and yet wilh-
out it, obscured as it is, how much
more dismal would the night be! Was
there ever before so silent a night?
Are all the dogs in the farmhouses
dead ¥ There is mo sound at all any-
where, save the stir of sea. in the star-
light, far, far below, down there, where
all things seeln' to sink inlo one.

Bridget '—what is Bridget thinking
now ! Has she found out she is gone (
No; nol yet. Tt is early really, though
it looks so late. Oddly enough, it is
to the servant the girl's mind first
turns, as in her mad angry folly she
runs along the roal thal leads to the
little wayside station of which Eyre
had spoken to her. Her hint to Andy
that she would let lover and father and
cousin see what she could do is now
in process of full completion. When
EEyre had suggested to her to run anay
with him amnd be married by special
license, she hakd certainly at the mo-
ment, though seeming to dally with
the idea, no real intention of follow-
ing it up. DBut Sir Ralph’s unfortun-
ate coldness of the cay Lefore, her fath
er's stern comman-l, and finally her
rousin's mocking determinaton mnol (o
help her to her folly, had been all too
much for her childish pride. She had
revolted, once for a!l ; she would show
them !

Eyre's last words alout the 6.20 train
his earnest, really honest expression as=
he spoke, had lingered in her memory
and waiting, Jocked up in her own
room, she had, when night grew, dress-
ad herself in her warmest clothing, an«
slipping out at the side door, began
her journey to llenygra stalion.

Was there ever so long a mile? or
a roal so ceserted?¢ At [irst she had
prayed that no one might see¢ or meet
her on ber way to the staton; but
now she woul:l have given a good dea!l
to hear the souni of cartwheels, or
the jogtrot of a farmer's horse. Bu!
there i1s mo fair anywhere to-day in
the neighborhood, and so the road re-
mains empty and quiet.

The moon, coming out at last from
behind a lank of dark gray clouds,
serves only to heighten rather ithan
to lessen hLer sense of loneliness. Now
each hillock an! tree and bunch of
furze takes share an! action, and
threaten to attack her on every side.
The terrors of the night are great to
those who lnow nothing of it, safe
within carefully-closed doors of house
or carriage. To Dulcinea, running
along through the dull darkness, a
sense of despair mingled with active
fear i8 uppermost |
* Silence how dead! and darkness how

profoun- |

Nor eye, nor list'ning ear, an ob-

Ject fimds.’™

In vain she tells herself tlat it is

not really night, that it is omly six
o'clock ; that a few months ago, this
very hour and time and dreadful dark-
ness would still be called <ay. It is
with 2 sigh tlat grows into a sob of
passionate relief, that at last she sces
the lamps shining in the little sta-
tion before her, with, over there a
quarter of a mile to the left, the glim-
mering lights—of the small town that
has given its name to the station.
. Hurriedly she enters it, and, reach-
ing the dim platform, that seems en-
veloped in a cloudy mist, stands ir-
resolute. Only for a moment, how-
ever, Eyre has come to her, has seized
her hand, is drawing her into the full-
er lﬁﬂlh beyond. -

3 us stay here,” says she, i
choking tone. ‘* No one cm::: Bee us h:r:_
And—oh !” a little wildly, it was a
long walk. How fur—how far am 1 from
hum. Il‘l ! :

“You are nervous,” says he, sensib-
ly—too sensibly ; “and it is my fault.
[ forgot, when I suggested to you that
the walk here was only a mile, that it
would be undertaken in midwinter. It
never occurred to me that six o'clock

to the ipn down there as soon as may
be. Mo is raging with indignation and
disg:st That old Goth! He will give
h'e daught'r to a wan she hates just
becnes: n a foolish moment the poor

g'r! has been eoerced into an “"Eugpthf

ment with him. Never had the spirit
of Don Quixots been so strongly re-
produesd as in Mr. Eyre’s beait at this
moment. 41 will come to her aid, fath-
er or no father! What ! woild any man
stand still and s a girl wantouly. de-
Whserately saerificed and not put out

a hand to heln—to save? 1 so, his

paane ¥ tuot Lucien Eyrel

To s> Duleinea 18, however, DEEE‘E-;
pary. Bhe must I made cognizant of |

the plot laid agaimst hier happiness. Up
to th's, poor child. she has regarded her
engagerment as a usual Lhing, if hate-
ful: ut she must now learn that force
will be employed if she refuses to go
ealmly to the altar with that abomin-
tion. Siz Ralph.

fle has just stepped imto the corrid-
or whem he comes face to face with

her.
“Well, I've seen your fatler,” says

he.

“What! Ob, mo!” says she.

“Yes. 1 have and a bigger old— 1
beg your pardon. But—"

| “Hie says [ must hold to my engage-

mnl with Sir Ralph.”

“He seys that, and that only. If you
weras a siave he could not have made
it more distinet that you were with-
out power im the matter.” :

“Surely”"—growing very pale—""you
exaggerate a little. A slave! Whose
slave I

“Sir Ralph's presemtly, if you don’t
take swift measures to free yourseld.
Dulcie. you trust me, don’t you# Come
away with me. Come this evening.
Ther: i8 a train at half-past six; meet
me there, and——"

*And what ¥ |

“1'1l take yom up to town to my s&-
ter's and we can be married to-morrow
morn ng.”

“Married_to-morrow morning ! And
—and he—"""

“He!” meaning her father; she. how-
ever. had not meant her father; “why,
pe deserves all he will get—no mmte."

“True. true W says she, as if trying
to work herself up to the necessary
point of valor. “A slave, le. said. But
still—"

“Dulcinea ! Duleinea I roars some one
im the distance.

It is the voiee of the “Goth."”

“He's calling me: I must go!” says
ahe. taking hrr hand away from Eyre
in a little frightened fashion. .

“Remember.” whispers he. holding
her by her s]fnve—-“rnmem‘l?en the traim;
the stat’on is only a mii® from this;
8.30—keep it in mind. [ shall 'f there.
It ‘s nothing T{:{' ;::'E.‘Ik, and—

t’[::xlt:;:!i;aﬁ! My s'ster will——"

" . jor

IFﬂlaaml?':;I angry rear this time.

Duleinea. with a wistful, undecided
glance at Eyre. rushes down the ras-

. that lrals to her father's sanctumy

and d sappears.
“You callad me,

nervously.
“Called yom !

¥

father ' says she,

I should t'hi\:.{khai ? Hﬂ:
% timmes. at least. That wer

;t:“d?mgt Philandcring  with that
thundering idiot upstairs, eht I
ghould think. considering his birth—and
he comes of decent people enough,
though they are English—that to make
love to a girl in her father’s house
without her father's consent was 2
most damnably low sort of thing to
ﬂ::""i'm wrong Mr. Eyre when you talk
of him like that.” says Dulcinea, loyal-
N .-

vre had meant to befriend her. A
rnﬁ!;f t: fire that blazes within her
father’'s eyes shines im her own at this

"Ixmk'hnra!" says The Mrl'lermqt..
furiously; ' vou can fancy yourself in
love with whom you like. but you shall
marry Anketell all the same. ‘i:m'va
given your wnriltu him, and I'il see
that K it I” ‘

"~ m‘{ tztpmarry him unless I wish
#t.” says his danchter, with distinct de-
fiance;: whereupon The McDermo
breaks out in a terrible way. and says
all sorts of bitter, unpardonable things.
until the girl, who is in a vg'hlba heat
of rage m her own way, flings wide
tho deor and rushes into the garden.
to fm1 #est and peace and room for
thought.

She finds however, only her cousin.

CHAPTER VIIL

“Is it not time. then, to he wise I—
Or now, or never.”

Perhaps to her it has seemed that
“rest” ard “peace” mey be found in
him. Fond hope!

“Andy !"” calls she:; “Andy!” He is at

ot | detests me I”

and at

ously. *“However, to do you justice, you

look like business this time. What is it.

ah "

“If I could be sure of you, Andy,”
says she, forlornly: “but you will be
as lik»ly as nol to take his side.”
“Whose side 7" :

“Well you mee!"—hesitating—"It's
8 way——""

Dead pause.

“Oh! go on, for goodness’' sake. If
you have anything on what you are
pleas=d to call your mind. get it off!
You look"—with all the delightful sym-
pathy that. as a rule, distinguishes the
male members of one’s family—"like
a 8'ck chicken. Anything (resh? or 1s
it the sume old game ?—our well-be-
loved umecle on the rampage again 7"

“Yes! And this time with a venge-
ance!"” says Duleinca wrathfully. “He
—insists on my keeping my engage-
ment with Sir Ralph., in spite of the
fact that [—decline to go on with it!”

“You !" Andy pauses and twists her
round so as to get a good view of her.
“What's up now ?” says he. “You de-
cline to go on with your enga.ganmant;l
Why ? What's the matter with 8ir
Ralph

“That isn't the question!" says she.
vehemently. 1 refuse to discuss Sir
Ralph with you or anybody. What has
to ba considered is, whether I am to
he sold—yes, sold—aganst my will to
anybody 1" N

“Keep your hailr om,” says her cous-
in, blandly. "There's something be-
hind this slave market business. isn't
threre? 1 never heard a word of it un-
til that younmg friend of yours fell in-
to the bog and was dragged out by
some inconsiderate perdson by the hair
of his head. and brought home to be
nurszd by you.” i

“l don't know of any one who fell
imto a bog, and was pulled out by his
hair.” says she, coldly.

“Look hers, Dulcie,” putiing her down
on a moldering rustic s-at, let's give
a name to it. Eyr: is the bogged one’s
name. And I expect he has been mak-
ng love to you—ch

“At all events he isn't like some peo-
ple!"” exclaims she. with a little [rown.
“He do-sn’t lecture and seold and
trample on me {rom morning till
n'ght 1"

"Ve shall now proeeed to give a name
to the trampler,” says Mr. McDermot.
Anketell! And so vou want to throw
over Anketell and marry Eyre?
[s that what it comes to?"

“N—o. Not exactly.”

“Then you want to throw over Anke-
tell and npt marry Eyre. Is that it ¢

“No—nol quite.” -

“Then, my good g'rl, what is it? If
you could throw just one ray of light
upon the mnystery, I might be able to
see you home.”

“Well—it's this, them !I" says she, with
a sudden touch of rass'on. “I won't
submit to be ordered to marry amy one
and certamly not a tvrant like Sir
Ralph! Why, if you could have h-ard
hitn yesterday! But never mind that.
The fact is, Andy, that Mr. Eyra—asked
me to marry him: and—T didn’t say v-s
—hecansr—— Well—never mind that.
either. But he went to father, and fa-
ther. it appeared, was distinetly rude,
and told him—— Well"—sgighing—''nev-
er mined that, either.”

“Is thora” asks Mr. McDermet, mild-
ly. "anything I may mind %"

“Yes—th's " says she, her anger grow-
mg. “He then sent for me.”

“1M+? Eyr>? Just like his impudence.”

"H» is not impudent, and it was fath-
er who sent for me,”

“To give you a good scoldimg. T hope.”

“If you hope that”"—tryimg to risr—
“there I8 mo nse in my going on with
this explanation.”

“Yes, there is—every use. I'm sure
to come inm handy sooner or later., and
therefore it is necessary the plot should
be laid bare to me. Come. go on, do!
We can have our l'ttle war later. What
did the governor say to yout”

“That T should marry Sir Ralph whe-
ther I Iiked it or not—that nothing
should fprevent my keeping my en-
gagement with him. He"—paling—
“gave me to understand that if T loath-
ed S'r Ralph I should still marry him.”

“But you don't loathe him.”

“I'm not sure, I"—passonately—'1
am actually certain that b= has backed
up father im this matter, and if only
to purniish me for being a little—you
now—a little——"' :

“Yes—I know"—nodding.

“Well, to puniah me for that he, too,
s im the plot to compel me to marry
him."

“What rot!” says her cousim. fore-
ibly. if Ineleguntly. “That isn’t a hit
Ilke Anketell! You must be out of your
mind to talk of him like that !”

“You don't know him as I do. You
th'mk he is fond of me. Now, I"—rais-
img her bead and gazing at her cousin
with glowing eyes—"I know that he

“Come in and have your head shav-
ed! Coms quickly. Typhoid, I should
say. to look at you.” -

“Noms:nse! There—don't go on like
a lunatic! I mean every ward I say.
The very last interview I had with him
he . was rude and cutting, and indif-
ferént, and cruel, and——"

“He must have forgotten to pay a
complim:nt or two,” says her cousim,
thoughtfully.

“You can jest if you like.,” says Dul-
cinea rising now with determination.
“I did think, Andy,” casling a re-
proachfu! glance at him, “that 1 might
I:uvei hoped fur sympathy and help from,
m (1]

“I don’t think I understand it,” says
Andy, carefully. “You want to marry

t Anketell; is that it ¢

l would mean night at this time of :

You must try (o forgive me that.
: l::l:t”rnu have? Your bag? Give i:
The station is such a minor one f hat,

at this hour, it is givem to
solitude—almost. Inmthu far Eﬂ:

Fnﬂﬂh{fw is trudging to and

and blowing, and seek-

+ | justified by the amount of luggage 1{;

i on the platform; had designed

“Fﬁhdrnwn sgl {ar into the shade t!:nt
he should be unseen by him, not feeling
equal to a tele-a-tete with the man he
suspects to be his rival, and had seen
Duleinea’s nervous entrance anl Eyre’s
eugerr greet'mg of her.
H'IEJ Er:nr r.u:f instant imagine their

meetimg imvountary would be to kgnw:
himsalf a fool and when he sees liyre

rosscss himself of the small bag that
Dulcinea carries he knows the truth as
surely as though all the world were
ery mg it within bLis ears.

Numbed—stupefied—chilled to
heart’s core e stands waiching the
grl to whom he has guwvem every
thought and desire of his life, wilfully
vaking havoe of them.

“Nervous " says Duleinea, vaguely,
staring at Eyre as if hardly under-
standmg him. It has come home Lo her
that e rtamly he does not understand
her. Nervous! Is that the word for
this awful pain that is tugging at her
heart 2 Oh. what madness had brought
her hrre? _

‘A sense of fear—distinet, elutching,
is shaking her. It grows too dread-
ful to ba borne. Eyre is talking to her.
She 8 conscious of that; but no word
he utters is clear to her. To go back,
to go back!—that one thought, and
that only. is brating like a hammer in
her braim, but behimd it, and through it,
comes another—the oddest one. surely
—that if she goes she will never see
Anketell agam!

Presently the mists of her braim clear
a little, and she can wonder within her-
galf, Eyr» is still talking—kindly, no
doubt, and scothingly: but it doesn’t
sram of any comsequence at a'l what
he is sayimg. Ralph! What will he
think? MWhen he hears she is gone—
gone ; what will he think then? She
becornes for the first time conscious
that she is cold—so cold! It must be
the night air that is making her shiv-
or like this.

fhe must go back. She will. Even
the dull lights in the station are hegin-
ning to add to her terror. Surely—
surcly every one isa looking at her,
wondering about her, gossiping about
her !

Yes the one person who in reality
'8 looking at her wi h am anguish un-
speakable is the one person unsuspect-
ed by her.

She sighs heavily as one might whose
mind is made up after a long conflict.
She throws wp her head. Eyre is still
speakimig.

“We shall not have long to wait
nw,” he is saying: ‘'the train is just
due. Com~ we had better move a lit-
tle this way.”

“TI ean’t!” she pamsss and looks

straight at her companion, a terrible |

m'gery im her eyes. It seems as if
snecch has deserted her. “I won't go
any farther.,” she gasps, at last pain-
fully,

“You mean ' questions Eyre. as (if
not able to grasp toe truth that lies
so plainly in her whits face and gleam-
ing eyes.

As he pausss for an answer the
shrill whistiing of the approaching
train cleaves the sharp, erispy air.

“Forgive n.e "’ says the girl, tremh-
ling in every limb. " 1—1 thought I
could do it, but 1 can't. I'm frightened

e

“1 told you you were nervong,” sayvs
he. “And I know it is a wrench; but
surely, darling, it is best {or you ; you

| bave 80 bften told me how unhappy |

vou were—-""

“1 must have liml to youn,” savs she,
solemnly. ** Lied. Not meaning it—not
intentionally ; but lbecause 1 didn't
know. 1 know mow. 1 must go home ;
I must.”

|
“ As yon will, of course!” savs Eyre,

very stiffly. Has all his chivalry come
to this that she will none of him, of his
aid, or symypathy, or alfection. Surely
lie is a8 modern a llon Quixote as one
may hope to find! * Youn really wish
to return

“1 do—I1 do, indeed !” says the poor
child, clasping her hands imploringly.

Mr. Fyre makes hut one answer to
this impassioned and distinctly nunflat
tering appeal—he returns her her bag
To the man in the dusk Leyvond, wateh-
ing them with a livid face, this a-f
seems unnrecedented.

" Has it oceurred to yon how vou are
to get back ¥ asks Fyre, in a lone
calculated to freeze a salamander.

“1 shall be able to manage that ™
—feverishly. 1T shall indeed! Al !—
there is your train!” as that snorting
machine dashes into the station. “Go '—

“1 shall ‘go’ certainly, sooner or
later,” says he, sullenly. *“ Though con-
siderably later than will please you,
to_judge by your manmner. RBut lefore
I oblige you, I shall see you safe into
ruuff humu;i"

“If yon do you will miss your train.
Do—do think »f that!” says she, in a
small agony. “ee—they are shutling
the doors, anl— Oh! hreaking off
with a little gasp of hope that ends
almost in a cry, *“ there is Andy! An-
dy I calling out loud. “ There! Doun't
I;‘i‘ ::a; ?i;u:nl“th i:m:lluni::lg into the

] g ow anyw
Andy! Andy!” R
To Be Continued.

A SCIENTIST'S CPINION.

—The eminent physician, Dr. Greathead
says there is no exercise so mﬂu&:ﬁ
to iﬂth in woman as ordinary houge-
WO : _
Mre. Bilkine—Hub T11 bet be's mar-

the |

' nished by America

Ballarat. Vietoria, A
‘but hailf an oune of atandard o
to the t n, and yet th= Band,

e ey quires is beauty and a dot of $3 69,008

er on, when returning, they left it pag,
the spot, whore they originally foupg
it, and this was done in full view g
many of the enemy in the hope thgt
it would be soon handed over to jte
mother. This little creature ha. e
had an experience which will oftey g
referred to in alter life.

A somewhat similar thing bajpened
during the Russo-Turkish war  Whi
the soldiers of a Russian regiment
were marching from Plevna upon Cop.
stantinoyle they fell 1n with a fe.
male infant that had been deserted.
The men took charge of the litt ¢ lope.
ly child, and she grew up as the Jaugh.
ter of the regiment. The mos

FOmein-
tic part of the story, however, reiaips
to be told, for this Turkish found ing
was married two or three years upo te

an officer in Russia, where her mili-
tary foster-parents provided her wilp

A DANDSOME DOWRY.

Last year a man died at Birmingbam
who had, through life, the gzati-fa.-
tion of know ing that his birthpa e was
of a unigque claracter, inasmuch he

was born on the battlefield of Viater-
loo. He was the descendant ol a lam-
ily of soldiers, and bis father, who was
with the %7th Cameron High anders
was killed in the memoraile enoare-
memt at Hougomont. She bad [olowed
her husband out, and thus il ba pened
that the little stranger made its up-
pearance amid the din and roar of Lat-
tle. Although iorn under such cir-
cwnsianeces, be did not develo) iuto a
soldier, but, becoming a railway puard,
frequently had the honor of a“tinz ip
that capacity to the Queen’'s triin
Another romantic story is tod in
conneclion with the Americin  Civil
War. After one of the battles a laby,
clothed in [ine apparel, was found am-
ong the dead and wounded, and «= no
one came forvward to claim it, the o in-
ion was formed that its parents hud
rished im thestrife. Of conrrse it wus
mpossible to say whbether it be ongel
to the Northern or Southern side. lul
ultimately a Southern soldier and hi
wife took the child, and cared 'or h
as if she had been their own. She prew
into a handsome and cultured youn:
lady, and in course of timy» marrie
Thomas E. Watson, farmer and lawy«r
ANOTHER INCIDENT

Of a baby on the Lattlefie!d is also fur
It was at the time
of the Revo ution, during the invasior
of Charleston, when the country nort!
of Cooper’s River was ravaged by (ol
Tarleton and the British. Some of 14
men reached the plantation of Mr Cl
at night, aad ater kiliing the callls
and shooting down the negroes, |ro
ceeded to shell the house. Mr. Cihbes
was unfortunately a helpless crijple,
but his eldest Jdanchter, a girl of (5
toan, with the h lp of the servants
carried him and a younger sister to
a place of safely. .

After doinz this she disrovered that
the baby, a boy two years of age fl
been left behind. By this time |
ever, the hoase was in flame hie'le
were falling thick aroumd it, an ! !
field was full of =oldiers. Still =
termined to savethe laby, and
ward th» house lmt he wa< cau !

a soldier. “Where are you goin
demanded, and when she replied
our baby,"” the soldiers stopped

When she enteral the house,
struction was eo far comnleted a1
walls legzan to erumble, and thi
shot up throngh th: roof. It = =
that, when =h» reavpeared a
later with a white bundie in her «
the soldiers cheered her ‘oudls
ran to the spot where her fa'her ha
leen placed. The heroic gir! vwa-
burned, but she reco.cred
baby whose life she hal thus -a
terwards became the gallant Lieut -Uo
onel Penwick.

—————
HER IDEA OF TEMPERANCES,
A little school girl in the rursi dlsy

tricts of Georgia was told to write o=

compo=ition on  "Temperance.’
turped out the foilovwin:; " Tempw

i= more letter than v ldsky. VW hi-&
is ten cents a drink, and lots of

pa drinks whisky., He has len
113 tim=s. One night he came o o0
late and ma went out and cul -
hickories aond walloped b good

she ducked his head ip a tub of
suds and loked jwm up in the
And tie pext morning my pa -
reckoned he'd swear off.

e
RICHEST GOLD MINE.
The richest gold mine in the world 1

locuted under the thriving tovn O
palia. It yields

Barton
and Albion mine has yielded g e b0
$150.000,000 of gid sinse it waslbpen |
) years ago.

-

ALL HE REQUIRES.

A Russian nobleman, Count Rami un

sky, has written to Mayor Warwik
of Philadelphia, saying that he h.- 3
good-lvoking #on, 24 years of age. )0
wants to make a Philadelphia w raa¥
his wife and a Countess. All ho re
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