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THE BROKEN

BETROTHAL.

BY MARY GRACE HALPINE.

CHAPTER 1.
A MAN'S HEART ANMIb A WO XNS BSOLL.

“He is not comimg!"

The dark eyes of the speaker were
lifted impatiently to the clock upon the
mantel, the minute-liand of which was
traveling remorselessly past the hour to
whieh she had been looking forward
Emh sueh glad anticipations all the long

ay-

She could not have been much over
twenty, her round, full form displaying
the graceful contour of early woman-
hood.

The features were regufar, though the
lips were fuller and the brows too heavy
td make the general effect of the face
pleasing, especially in her present mood.

Ten, fifiteen, twenty minutes passed.
The straight, black brows nearly met,
while the gloom that overspread the
face deepened to positive anger.

“He has brokem his word again; he
will not come to-migjhtt!”

These words had scarcely passed her
#ps when the sudden clang of a gate
broke the stillness outside, followed by
a leisurely though firm footfall wpon
the grawveled walk that led to the door.

The transformatiom that it wrought in
that lowering face was something won-
derful to behold; the light, bloom and
sparkle that came to it made it hardly
recogniizatlle.

She was at the door before it opened,
throwing herself into the arms of the
man who stood on the threshold with an
abandonment of joy in strong contrast
with the languid, distrait air of her vis-
itor, who received her caresses and mur-
mured words of endearment as some-
thing that was his due, and which called
for no particular demomstration on his
part.

He was about the medium height, ele-
gantly formed, with a face that would

have been called handsome by those
who like the type of beauty it embodies.
It was strongly sensuous, despite a cer-
tain air of refinement, the result of his
edueation and swirroundings.

He looked like a man who would be
good or bad as the impulse seized him,
who lived for present enjoymemt, with
scarcely a thought beyond.

With his fair companion still climging
to his hands, he threw himself wpon
the lounge.

“l was beginning to fear that you
were not coming.”

“Wviilll and Steve Marsden Were dow.i
this afternoom. 1 came as sooh as x
could get away."

The bright face clouded. It was not his
business, then, that had detained him,
as she had hoped, but these gay yowum?,
fellows, who had not one tithe the love
for, the elaim on him, which was henps.

It was easy to perceive, in glamcing
from one to the other, that they both
possessed the same impulsive, wuwndis-
ciplined nature, and that what, at first,
was a mutual attraetion, might, in the
end, be a seuree of diseord and variance.

“[t is three days since you were here
last.”

“Is iitt?

This, together with the tone in which
it was spoken, complleted the measure
of Josie's discontemt. The clouds deep-
ened on the brow; all the tormenting
doubts, the jealous fears, that had vam-
ished in her joy at her lover's retwrn,
eame baek with redoubled foree.

They have seemed very long to me;
the time has been when they would
have seemed long to you, also.”

“Amd the time has been when you re-
ceived me with something else besides
reproaches.”

Josie was silent; the hard-dirzwn
breath and heaving bosom alone hear-
ing witness to the struggle it coat her
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to repress the words, burning and fiemee
as her owmn fiery, untamed nature,
which arose to her lips, but to whicli
she dared not give utterance.

This man held her heart in his hand;
she knew it, and so did e

“I cannot help it. Oh, John! you
seem so changed, so different from what
you were when you first came to fee me.
Do you really love me as well now as
then?”

There was something in tills passion-
ate outburst that touched John R#m-
mingtor’s heart—a heart more seTSsii
s~d thoughtless than hard and unfeel-
ing.

He pressed his lips caressingly wpon
the forehead that was resting against
hia sheulder.

“Of course 1 love you, Josle; the
change you complaim of iji in y,u, not
me. 1 wish I could see you once more
the merry, cheerful girl yocu were when
1 first knew you. Now you are jealous
without any cause, and miserable at
dive least diisappoimtment.™

Josie lifted her head from the sioul-
der where it rested.

“You don’t understamd me. John; it is
rot these things in themselves which
torture me. Your presence is the very
tife and joy of my soul, but I could en-
gure to be parted from you Jong and
weary months if 1 were oniv sure that
you love me. It is the loss of your love
that I fear. 1 can bear anything but
that—anything but dhat™

There was an uneasy look in the eyes
that rested on that dark, iimpassioned
face; the adoring love that this beawti-
ful girl lavished so freely upon him had
been very grateful to his vanity, and
v.a8 so still. But there was something
in the flierce vehemence of the passion
lis had inspired that net enly startled
him, but oppressed him with a vague
sense ot feaf.

To him it v.as but an epiodb, a pleas-
ant variation to the monotomy of his
dull life in that outadf*; he-wav place,
It pleased his seK-love to s?e¢ how she
hung upon his words, how a frown or
smile could bring ths clouds or swm-
ghine te her face; ami he had gene on
frem day te day and fremm week (o
week, thinking enly of the pressnt én-
i@ﬁﬂ%‘t with net & theught beysnd:

But she—she was terribly in earnest.
The large black eyes were full of tears,
the cheeks pale, while the hand he took
was cold and quivering like an aspen.

“Wiy, Josie, what has come over you,
that you look and speak so stnamgedty?”

“I will tell you. Cousin Jexinv was
here yesterday. She told me that peo-
ple were talking about your coming here
so >much; that they said you were
trifling with me; that you would never
think of marrying a poor, nameless girl
like me.”

The man shrank visibly from the
questioning look that accompamied these
words.

“My dear girl, 1 have been very frank
with you from the ffisst. 1 am emtirely
dependent upon my father, a proud,
stern man, who wo:ild certainly object
very strongly to my marrying a poor
sirl. My marfiage is semething neces-
sarily so remote th?t jt is hardly worth
while to dwell upen it new; But when
1 de marry it wilt ¥e the wefﬁaa that 1
lave, you may Be sure of that

A soft, bright color came mto her
cheeks at the caress which followed
these words, and which she had evidemt-
ly interpreted as he intended she should.
Vague as was all they implied, they sat-
isfied her.

Josie lifted her head from the em-
brace in which she was folded.

“I can wait years, darling, if I am
only sure of your love. Say that you
love no one else as you love me!™

“I love no one else as I love youw!!™

But even as these words passed John
Remmington's lips, there glided up be-
fore his memtal vision a fair, girlish
face; he felt the soft touch of the hand
that was laid in his five years before;
heard the faint, tremulous voice from
the lips of the dying blessing his be-
trothall,

Half an hour later; Josie stood by the
window in the bright moomlight, wpt <
ing the retreating form of her ilov.ic
until it disappeared in a curve of the
road. Now that he was gone, who ex-
ercised over her sueh a strange and sub-
tle faseination, a feeling of whedsiness
and dissatisfaetion erept over hHer. She
had net said te him what she meant (o
have said, ner Rad he said t8 her what
she had HBB%@I 8 hear trem Rim:

Fatherless and motheress, there had
been no one to question him as to the
meaning of the attentions he had paid
her all the summer long, and the mod-
esty that was inherent in her nature, in
spite ot all her faults, made her reluc-
fant to suggest what the unerring im-
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stinets of her sex taught her should
come alone from him.

He had been profuse in his prefessions
of love and admiratiom, but she taxed
her memory vainly to discover anything
that could be tortured into a promise of
marriage. Indeed, he seemed to avoid
the subject, even in a general sense,
turning it off with a jest whenever she
led the way to it, as she sometimes had,
of late, in order to sound hif.

She had made up her mind that she
woulld have a definite umderstanding
that ~eseqvifizg, aard it himatl ppsseed lilkled
every other; reproaches om her part,
followed by protestations on his—pro-
testations whieh, taken out into the
sunlight, meamt little of nothing.

In the meantime, Johm Remmington
took his way to his bachelor apartments
at the “Fagle,” where he found a letter
waiting for him.

Breaking the seal, he made himself
master of its comtemts, and looking over
his shoulder, reader, we will do the same:

"SoN JOHN:—If you do not wamt to
lose yowur betrothed wife and the rich
dowry she will bring her husband, come
home immediately. Wallter Remmington
is here, of whom Irene always enter-
tained a high opinion. A Quixotie act
of his—an accowmt of which I presume
you have seen, as it was in all the pa-
pers—has deepened this faverable im-
pressiom. It is My opinion that she is
mere tham interested in him. Poor as
YWallter is, and hard as he has had te teil
and drudge te get his edueatiom, it ean't
be denied but what He is a handssme,
fineloakiwing fellew, with a manly, agree-
able way with him that is very taking,
especially with wemen; and unless yeu
eame oR, Urging Upen Her the sslemp
elaim that Her fAther gave you, tRere 1§
A8 knewing what will happen:

“There is one thing you may be sure
of—your cousin is not a womam to fall,
like a ripe peacih, into any man's mouth.
She is a girl to be wooed; and if you
don’t win her, some one else will.

“Amotiher thing. I have lost heavily
during the past year. I have now only
my estate at Broughtom. the income of
which will hardly support me. So, if
you let this rich prize slip through your
finggrss, you have only two alternatives
—go to work or starve. The latter you
will not find to be a very pleasant ocecu-
pation, nor the former, with your
habits, an easy thing to de.

“I enclose Irene’'s picture, by which
you will see that she has blossomed into
a very beautiful woman.

“Your father,
“CrmruFs REMMINGTON.!

John gazed with delighted surprise
upon the pure, sweet face, which cer-
tainly was not of the Josie Harmon
style of beauty. Perhaps its very con-
trast to the dark-eyed, dark-browed
beauty he had just left, and of whiech
his fieklke heafrt was beginning te ftire,
was its ehief attraetion.

He could hardly bring himself to be-
lieve that it was the pale, shy girl who
stood with him ate-the bedside of her
dying father, and whose big blue eyes
gazed out upon him with a look he
never forgot.

“By Jove!” he cried, “it is the sweet-
est, loveliest face I ever looked wpon!
Surrender beauty like this and half a
million to my cousin Walter? Not if I
know mysellff!”

The early dawn of the following day
found Johm packing his “traps,” as he
called them, preparatory to taking the
first train East.

Acomndling to his usual habit, he de-
layed the most unpleasant part of his
preparations as long as possible.

Whem everything else was done, he
went to his desk, and unlocking a small
drawer, poured its comtemts out upom it.

It comsisted only of some perfumed
notes, an embroidered watch-case, a few
withered fldwers.

Johm glanced at them with a half-
frown of impatience and annoyance, and
then, as if anxious to get them out of
his sight, thrust them into a large en-
velope.

As he did so, a long, jetty curl fell
from out a folded paper, coiling itself
around his wrist.

He shook it off as if it had heem a
viper.

How well he rememberned the even-
ing he severed it from its sister loeks,
and all the passionate protestatioms he
uttered.

The fire had burned to ashes: a8 new
fancy had taken possession of his fickle
heart. And with a feeling of contempt
at his folly, that extended to the um-
happy giri_he had so cruellly wronged,
he thrust it among the other memen-
toes, and seizing a pen, began to write,

He wrote half a page, and then, with
a muttered “Pshaw!” tore it up. Com-
menced another, and tore that up also.

Glancing at his watch, he saw that he
had barely time to catch the train.

Takiag another sheet, he scrawled
upon it the simple word: “Farewelll"
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Placing it in the envelope, he directed
it to Josie Harmon.

Then, seizing a small valise, he went
dowmstairs, leaving a package at the
clerk’s offfice as he passed through.

Though thoroughly selfish, preferring
his own ease and comfort to any one
else’s, John Remmingtom was not a
cruel man, in the ordinary acceptation
of the word,. He would sooner give
pleasure than pain, if it did not require
too much personal exertion and sacrifice
on his -,

So sc:.> compunction mingled with
the relicf he experienced at having fim-
ally disposed of a matter that had per-
plexed him not. a little of late, though
the sense of relief predominated.

“I have not really harmed the girl,”
he said to himself, as he took a seat in
the cars, that were bearing him swiftly
away. “I've oaly flirtedl with her, as I
have done with scores of others. If she
;is so simple-minded as to think me in
earnest, it i1sn’t my fault. She'll marry
a better man, whe will make her hap-
pier than ever I eould. If I had taken
dishenorable advantage of her leve, as
same men would, the ease would be dff-
ferent.”

And consoling himself with the
thought that he was not an irredeemable
villain, that there was “a lower deep”
to which he might have sunk, John took
from his vest-pocket his cousin’s pic-
ture, alternately feasting his eyes upon
its rare beauty, and indulging in gay
visions of all he would do when he got
possession of  the wealth she would
bring him.

“I'll. have a yacht, and the fastest
horses I can firdi™

Then, as his thoughts reverted to his
father's letter, his face darkened.

“I womder what he meant by Walter’s
‘Quixotic act,” and which was in all the
papers. I haven’t looked at a paper for
the last fortnight. Wallter was my rival
—my suceessful rival—at school and at
eolllege, winning golden opinions from
every one, but let hifA Aot eress my
ath in this! if he dees, he'll be S6FFy
of it te the latest day éi his Hfe

CHAPTER II
AN UNEXPECTED WETITNG.

As Irene Carlton heard the clatter of
horges’ feet back of her, she drew the
rein upon her docile, well-trained pony.

Perhaps it was the postmam, going to

Tower Hill. The visits of the postman
were quite an event to the occupants of
that lonely, out-of-the-way place. But
her first glance at the stalwart form of
the rider showed her mistake.

“Cousin Walter!” she cried, in a tone
of delighted surprise.

“Miss Canltom!™

“Miss Carlton?”
proachfully.

The smile that touched the lips had
a transforming etfect upon the face, al-
most too grave for his years.

He held warmly for a momemt thé
gloved hand extended to him.

“Cousin Irene, them.”

As the two rode along side by side in
the broad couantry road, Irene glanced
up at the bromzed and bearded face,
wondering at the change three years
had wreught in her companion.

“Hlow greatly he has improved!™ she
thought.

She blushed slightly as she met the
eyes fixed so intently upon her face.

“I was thinking how you had altered.”

“I was.havimg the same thought of
you.”

“Time works wonders.”

“It does, fmdiseatt!

The tone in which this was spoken,
that honmest look of admiration, made
the roses bloom still more brightly in
Irene’s cheeks.

If the yOung mam had put all that he
felt into words, it would not have beeR
any more clear, or half so eloguent.

His was ome ®f those quiet though
strong natures which find it difficult
express their feelings in words. And it
is doubtful as to whether he would bave
done so, i this instance, had it been
otherwise.

But the warmth, the joy that gave @
uiat lovely spring day such added bloom
and fragrance found utterance im the
tones of his voice as he said:

“It almost seems as if you came
down from the clouds. I certaialy pever
expected to see you in this dull, out-of-
the-way pleee.”

“It is dull,” confessed Ireme, with a
half-sigh; “I should never have chosen
it for myselt. We—Awnt Remmingten
%%% “mygeiﬁr@ stepping at Tewer

“Tower Hill'” echoed Walter; “how
did you come to choose that place? It
is nearly a mile trom the village, and
with no advantage that 1 kpnew of ex-
cept its isolation and Jonelness’’

repeated Irenme, ¥e-
4



SHNE BRRGKEN

BEBEORGTAIAL.

“It was Uncle Remmimgton’s choice,
not mine. He thought it would be bet-
ter for my aumnt, in her present state of
health, to be where there was no com-
pany or excitement. I did not kmow
you were located at Crawford. Do you
not find it Qwill?”

“I have been here only a few months.
No, I can’t say that I find it dull. I am
very busy. There is nothing like having
plenty to do to keep away the blues.”

As Irene looked at the strong, self-
reliant face, she thought he was not one
who would be likely to be tioubled with
the blues.

“Soe you are practicing your profes-
sion?”

The head, with its rings of chestnut
hair, was agaim bared to the sunshine.
With a low bow, he said:

“[ am a coumtny doctor; very much at
Miss Carlton's serwice.”

“You don't look a bit like ome!"
laughed Irene. “fHowmewsr, 1 am glad to
find that you meet with so much success
as to be in great demand.”

The young doctor smiled.

“That is according as to how you look
at it. I have a good many patients, but
they are not very remuneratiwe. In
fact, some of them detract from, rather
than add to, my income. Here comes
one of them mow.”

A turn in the road brought a quaint,
rustic fligure into view, clad in a cotton
gown and gingham aprom, not over-
clean, and much the worse for wear.

Partly hiddem by a faded shawl that
was wrapped around it, a baby lay
sleeping om her arm.

As soom as she saw Wailt jr. she pushed
back the san-bommet from her head, re-
vealing a face youmg, and yet so old—
young in years, but old with the cares
and sorrows of maternity, sharpened by
poverty and grirding toil.

"Good morning, Mrs. Browm. How is
baby?"”

“A deal bettens thank you, doctor.”

As if in corrchoration of this state-
ment, baby opeied his roumd, bright,
wondering eyes.

“Let me see.*

Taking the child from its mother's
arms, Wallter held it up where he could
get a clearer view of the little wan face.

“He is doing famously.”

“He has spells of worryin',” said the
anxious mother.

“ft's his teeth, together with what you
gave him. Let him have no more sooth-

ing syrup, Mrs. Browm, but plenty of
bread and milk, and air and sunshine,
and he'll come out all right. He's a
fine little fellow, and will live to be a
famous man—one of our future Presi-
dents. Who kmows?"

There was actually a smile upon the
mother’s pinched, careworm face as Wal-
ter laid the child back in her arms.

“Trhamik e, doctor. I'm sure it's all
your dewin’s that he's alive to-day. He
was a dretful sick child when we sent
fur ye. I dun know how in the world
I'm going tew pay ye fort. I've got
some proper niee yarm that I spum my-
self, an’ it 0 it be that youd like seme
woolen seeks fuf Aext winter'—

“Welll wait till next winter comes,™
interrupted Wallter. “WHene are you
taking the little mam?"

“To mothers. I'm going to the vil-
lage, and calk'late to leave him there
tifl T come back. His grandma's "mazin’
fond of him.”

“That's right.
day, if possible.”

Wallter cast a half-apologstic, half-
comicall look at Irene as they mowed on.

“Tis is dull music for yow, cousin.
But if you will claim relationship with a
country doctor on his daily roumds, you
must take the consequences.

“Indeed, I was much interested in the
poor womanm,” returned Irene, imwardly
retenting the Irplication that she was
only a fashionable butterfly, whieh she
fancied her eousim eomnsidered her. I
am glad we met her, Y¥'hat a different
look she had whem she weat em. it ai-
most seemed like anether fase”

"Wvedll, yes; a cheering word or a
smile has a wonderful effect upon these
poor, discouraged souwlls, into whose life
there falls sueh little sunshine, often
doing them more good tham medicine.

“I see so much wretchedmess and pov-
erty that I am unable to relieve,” re-
sumed Wallter, after a pause, “that I
often think what a blessed thing it must
be to be rich.”

Irene colored as she thought how lit-
tle she had realized her blessedness in
this respect.

“I am afraid that I have thought very
little of this—as yet.”

Walter smiled as he looked upon the
frank, ingenuous face.

“Yow have plenty of time before you.
and plenty of ways and opportunities
by which you can make up for all de-
ficieises in the past.”

Take him out every
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“Ah, but I shall expect your help in
regard to the latter.”

“I shall only be too glad to render it.
I know of so many cases where a little
money, judiciously expended, would do
80 much good.”

Dr. Remmingtom made a few brief calls
at some houses scattered along the road,
and then turned up the steep, narrow
one that led to Tower Hill.

“I hope T am not taking you out of
your way, cousim?”’

“No; I have fimishetl my route in this
directiom. All the rest of my patients
are beyond.”

Irene looked at the speaker.

How profuse most men of her r.--
quaintance would have been in the i,ro-
testations of the pleasure it gave tlrm
to accompamy her! He said nothing,
but there was something in his look and
manner which made it quite sure that
it was a pleasure to him.

“Wihen were you in Concord lastt?”

“I attended some medical lectures
there last winter.”

“Perhaps you did not know I was in
towm »*

Wallter was too honest to dissimulate.

“Yes, I knew it”

“Amd never came to me?"

Not caring to give the real reason—
the rudeness and discourtesy of her
guardian—Wallter was silent.

Perhaps Irene had some suspicions as
to how it was, for she hastened to say:

“Never mind, now; I will forgive you
this time. Only see that you dom’t re-
peat iitt!™

Jrene shook her finger laughingly at
her cousin as she said this.

They were now in fromt of the build-
ing knowm for miles aroumd as Tower
Hill, so named from the tower that ran
u? ito quite a height from the main part
ot it.

It-was quite pretentious in its design,
only a part of it being completed. The
owner dying while it was in the course
of erection, and his estate being some-
_V{'hal invelved, his heirs never fifiiited
it

Springing from his horse, Wallter as-
sisted his cousin from the carriage, just
as a serving-man came around from the
stables.

“You will come in to hamcn?”

Walter looked down into the bright,
wistful face of the speaker.

“You must not tempt me,” bhe said,
shaking bhis head. “I bave a score more

calls to make before I can lunch. But I
shall come—you may be sure of my
comimg. I shall surely claim a cousin’s
right to enliven your solitude.”

Attracted by the gay voices outside, a
lady had cbme to the wimdow, and stood
looking upom them.

If Wallter saw her, he did not seem to
do so. As for Irene, she was too umcer-
tain as to what reception he woulld meet
with to make any mowvement that would
require a recognition.

“In the name of goodmess who was
that?” she inquired, as Irene entered the
room.

"Whoe do you think?” was the laugh-
lig response.

“Some one you was glad to see, [
eyld say,” returned Mrs. Remming-~
iy25, as she looked upon the glowing face
of the speaker. “His face looked fa-
miliar. It wasn’t one of the St. Legers,
was it?”

“It was Wallter Remmington.”

The elder lady’s face underwemt a
very sensible elongation.

“Wallter Remmingtom! I didn't know
that he was in this part of the country.”

“Neiither did I. But it seems that he
is practicing in this vicimity, and board-
ing at the village hotel.”

“Whhy didn’t you ask him in?” in-
quired Mrs. Remmimgton, in the queru-
lous tone of self-indulgemt, habitual in-
validism. “We don’t have any too much
company in this dull place, goodness
knows!™

“I did; I asked him in to lunch. B\it
he had several more calls to make, so
he said. He seems to be very faithful
and attentive to his business.”

“He has to be,” said Mrs. Remming-
tom, her nose taking a decided upward
turn. “I don’t suppose he has a cemnt to
his name, except what he earns. 1 re-
member him when he was a tow-headed
boy, living with his mother in a miser-
able tenement-house om Pigeom’s Lane.
His mother took in sewing. They were
wretchedly poor. I don’t suppose they
had enough to eat halt of the time.”

Irene's eyes fairly shone with indigna-
tion.

“Amd where was uncle all this time
and my father—God forgive him!—when
their brother’s widow and child were in
such extremity as this? Amd you-—
could not you have parted with some
of your superfluities to have shielded

them from huager and eold?”
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Mrs.
ctiffly.

“It was a matter of principle with me,
niece—indeed, 1 may say with all of us
—not to interfere. Wallter’s father mar-
ried beneath him, and as people make
their bed, so they have to lie on it.
Mary Evans has no one but herself to
thank for all her misfortunes. If she
had married a man in her own walk of
life, instead of seeking to entrap with
her pretty face and sly, artful ways one
so far above her, she would have been
spared any such experience. 1, for one,
hadn’t a particle of sympathy for her."

“I know from the best authority that
Aunt Mary was far too sensible and
self-respecting to seek to entrap ary
man; her husbamd loved and Ihonored
her te the day of his death, and her son
speaks of her with the utmost reverence
and affection. And even if she were all
you say, it does not justify her hus-
band’s relations, wealthy as they were,
in refusing to provide for her.”

“She had only her owm obstinacy to
thank for it. Your grandpa Remming-
ton offered to give her so mrch a week,
and to take Walter entirely off her
hands, educate and provide for him, and
she positively refused to let him go.
After that, of course, none of us would
have anything to do with her.”

“Amd L honor her for it! What moth-
er, with a mother's feelings, would give
up her child, at such a tender age,
promising never to see or claim him? Tt
was shameful to exact such a condi-
tiom!"”

{Tore the 1lunch bell sounded, and
without waiting for a reply, Irene picked
np her hat and gleves, which had fallen
to the fimor, and ran up to her own
room.

Remmiimgtom drew herself up

CHAPTER III.
MANAGING AN AUNT.

The next day was Sunday.

The weather was delightfully clear
and Pleasant; and as this was the only
opportunity Mrs. Remmimgtom had for
airing her fine attire, she decided to ac-
compamny Irene to church.

Wallter was there, as Irene had hoped,
and when service was over came for-
ward to speak to her.

The two, Irene and her aunt, were
Just going dowm the steps. The former
paused, hut the latter comtinwed on, her
eyes looking straight before her, until

she reached the carriage, which was
drawn up as close to the entrance as
possibile.

Here, in spite of her resolution to em-
tirely ignore Wallter, her curiosity got
the better of her, and she glanced back
to where the two were standing, and
upon whom the Iloftiness with which
she swept down the steps was evidently
quite thrown away.

Walter’s height and position made
him very conspicuous.

"He certainly is very finelnoking,”
thought she, “and has quite an air; al-
most distinguished—or would be if he
w:ns fashionably dressed,” she added,
surveying critically the cut of the coat,
which was not of the latest style; ::
she expressed it. “ages behind ti/:
times.”

They seemed to have quite forgotten
her-=a state of things she was not give™
io encouragimg in those aroumd her. S»
iheie was an additiomall sharpness to he/
voice as she cried out:

“Are you not comimg, meme?"

Thus admomished. Irene came dow-i
the steps, Walter moving alor.g by her
file with sawch an assured and oomi-
domt bearing that made it difficult for
Miws. Remmniimgtom to carry out the pro-
gramme she had laid dowm for herself.

Walter met serenely that cold, well-
bred stare, bowing with an air of min-
gled deference and self-respect whir';
showed that he was not a man easiiy
put dlown.

“Dr. Remmingtom, aunt,” said Irer °.
purposely ignoring the relationship bx-
tween the two.

Them, as if to show that she did mot
lose sight of it in reference to herself,
shhre went on to say:

“I have invited Cousin Walter to dine
with ws.”

Now, though the establishment was
nominally in her guardian’s name, and
though Ireme accorded to her uncle and
aunt the deference due to their position
as her nearest living relatives, the
money that supported it was drawn
from the well-filled coffers of the young
heiress, who, howewver generoums sh™
might be in their interpretatiom, had no
thought of yielding up her reserved
rights.

Mrs. Remmington was well aware of
this. She saw that she was outgener-
aled, and yielded with all the grace she
couvld muster.

“Dir. Remmimgto® is very wclcsrce,
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niece,” she said, with some assumption
of dignity, but on the whole more gra-
ciously than Irene had expected.

“I'm afraid my neuralgia wom’t be
much improved by standing so long in
this draught,” she added, with a re-
proachful glance at her miece.

- "Allow me, madEme."”

And before Mrs. Remmingtom had
time or occasion for any further com-
plaint, she found herself comfortably
seated in one cormer of the carriage,
Irene beside her, and the object of her
unreasoning aversion sitting opposite,
and the whole three on their way to
Tower Hill,

Few could be brought into such close
proximity to Walter and be unaffected
by the healthful influence of his genial
Bmile and manner; gradually the ice be-
gan to melt around Mrs. Remmington’s
heart.

Irene listened in amused silence to
her aunt’'s minute description of the
various symptoms of all her real and
fancied ailments, the rehearsal of which
always seemed to afford her more pleas-
ure than anything else; noting and ad-
miring the tact with which Walter
gradually led her away from this mor-
bid introspection, and which was half
the secret of her habitual ijll-health.

Wallter was too homest to feign what
he did not feel; he really felt sorry for
the pale, nervous-looking womam, whose
fancied ailments were so real to her,
and he exerted himself to amuse and
interest her, succeeding beyond what
Irene had supposed it possible.

She had gome to church with the im-
tention of asking Walter to go home
with them, if she had an opportumity;
still, she had looked forward to his
meeting with her aunt with no little
trepidation.

But Wallter’s apparest umconseious-
ness that this lady had not the mest
friendly feelings for him, and ready
adaptation to the circumstances around
him, seon put her quite at ease. A\

The dinner hour passed very p]eas-
antly. Irene had seldom seen her aunt
in such good spirits.

After dinner, the three went into the
gardem, just bursting into bloom and
fragrance. Then they adjourmed to the
drawing-room, where coffee was served,
a favaﬂte beverage with Mrs. R@mmmg-

Aﬁ:er this there was music.
Ireme never played other than sacred

music on that day—as Mrs. Remming-
ton informed her guest in a very dissat-
fied tone—amd as Wallter listened to
that soft, clear voice, he thought that
he had never heard those sweet and sol-
emn tones so beautifully rendered.

His voice was a rich baritome, 8nd as
the two blended so harmomiously, ever
Mrs. Remmiington, who was reclinin
upon a sofa, and who was not partia
to that kind of musie, could but aec-
knowledge that “it sounded very nicely,
very nieely indeed.”

Wallter then arose to take leave, pleat-
ing his professional duties, from which
even Sunday did not exemnpt him.

Mrs. Remmimgtom was courteous
enough to express the regrets that she
really felt at this announcement, saying
very graciously:

“We are necessarily very much by
ourselves in this remote place, and I
trust that Dr. Remmingtom will drop
in upon us as often as his duties will
permit.”

Irene followed Wallter out upon the
porch.

“Of course you will come, Cousin
Walleék 1 want to hear more about the
poor people you told me about yester-
day, and how I can best help them.”

Walter smiled as he looked upom that
bright, eager face.

“You would do them the most good,
I fancy, by going among them and ffird-
ing ouf their wants for yourseilf.”

“That is the very thing I want to do,
the very thing I mean to do, if you will
tell me how and where to find them.”

“If you are really in earmest, 1 will
come and take you around to some of
them myself. You go out every pleasant
morning, you say. I will come to-meF-
row morning, if you think you will be
at leisure. But 1 give you fair wariing
that you will not find seme of the places
very pleasant to enter. It is omly the
ideal peer, in newels, that are imimaeu-
iately eleﬁﬁ Beww& wretehed their
F ua ingS W think BGEEéf

t8: %BEF%% EB "r’ﬁ'i'i!n% when 1 eall;
%ﬁ ave saby 18 t&lh me 8.

Irene laughingly assured him *“that
she showld not think better of it, and
that he ought to think better of her
than to suppose it.”

When Irene returned to her aumnt, she
found that she had undergome that re-
action of feeling to which she was sul-
Ject.
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“What could you have been
about so long on the porci?”

“So long!™ laughed Irene, "why I
wasn’t there ten minutes. I was asking
Cousin Wallter aboutt some poor people
he wanted me to visit."

“Amd you'll go, I suppose, anid get all
manner off diiseasss?"

Here Mrs. Remmimgtom raised herself
to a sitting posture, regarding her miece
with a look of horror that made her
smiille.

“¥Yes, 1 shall go. but there is no dan-
ger of that. Cousin Waller would not
be likely to take uie where there is any
infectious disease.™

“Are you geing with Inimm?"

"if he comes for me. He said lie
"would do sw.™"

Mrs. Remraingtom's miiid was too
rhallow to entertaim readily two sets of
ideas, but it now hegam to lie oppressed
with a vague sense of uivasimess, espe-
clally as she rvewemliered the parting
igjeocinrafl her dwusband,

*“1 don't know wiuit y.;;r uncle will
say."”

“1 don"t know why he should consider
it necessary to say amything.”

"Hut he is your guardiam, you know,
and might comsider it his duty. Grand-
pa Remmingtom was never lecomcilled to
your Unecils Arthur, and the foolish
course takem ly his widow only served
to widen the breach. And mow/"—

“My dear aunt,” interrupted Irene,
“do let grandpa and ("tide Arthur rest
in their graves, togethetr with all the
unhappy differences that estranged
them. All this happened before 1 was
bern; and 1 dem't see why: it has te
do with my friding nﬁt wish Walter, &f
ﬁivmg him the ealsifty Fegard i whieh

8 {8 entitled.”

"Amd them there
John, you kmow."

Irene’'s eyes Hamshed witn wmeconcealed
scorm.

"I know there is. But so long as I
dont interfere with his movements, I
don’t know why he shoukd interfere with
mine. If yeu please, aumt, we won't
talk about John."

Mrs. Remmiimg@tom was net over and
ahove pleased with this rather cavalier
treatmemt of her omnly son,

“[ dom't know why. I should think
the man your father selected for your
husband a persom to he talked about.™

Irene made no reply, and Mrs. Rem-
mingtom continued:

talking

is John—there is

"Not that 1 have anything to say
agaimnst your cousim, who seems to be a
nice young man—wery gentlemamly, in-
deed, considering.™

“Comsiderimg what?"

“Why. comsidering his
and—amd circumstances.”

“I cenceive Cousim Wallter to be a
man who would gp a gentlemam umder

wdivantages—

any and all circumstamcess. You and
uncle may ignore your relationship to
him. 1i%t 1L am proud of it. and think

you will be some day.”

CHAPTER 1V,
A KHYWVK. TKIUK 2'AN.

Three weeks later, at the close of a
pleasamt day in June, Wallter stoodl wpon
the veranda of the hotel where he was
boarding,.

He had just returmed from Tower Hill,
which, from its elevated positiom and
peculiar form, could le seem from the
place where he stood.

The three last weeks had beem the
pleasamitesit in his whole life, yet they
recti]led no very pleasant tho: i;hts. as
could he seem by his face as he reviewed
them.

His last interview with Ireme had
givem him a suddem revelatioom of his
feelings for the fair and Jovely girl,
with whem he had been throwm into
sueh daily and intimate companionship
a& te startle and alarm him.

Wihem, how and where his heart had
slipped away from his keepimg, he could

net tell: but gone it had.
He stood amazed at his owm folly.
“He might as well love some bright,

particular star, and hope to win it,” as
to think te lure to his arms this beauti-
ful girl, the heirpss of half a million,
and the betrethed wife of anether.

It was the last comsideratiom that
troubledl him most. He Kknew of the
agreememt entered into by Irene's uncle
and father, and whicth the latter had
solemnly ratified om his dying bed, for
it had beem the subject of much com-
ment. What he was In doubt about was
whether Irene had ratified it herself,
prompted by sincere affection for the
husband that had beem chesem for her
when she was a mere ehild.

She seemed to aveid speaking of John,
amd whem she did, it was withi little of
the manner with which maidens wswal'y
spe:k of am acrpit-<d lover: I»t tiiia
might be maiden timidity.
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He had fancied—amd a delightful
fancy it was — that she regarded him
with more than a cousin’s love. It was
not so much what she said, but her way
of saying it; her look, her smile, thrill-
fng him with such sweet and happy
emottions, But, after a moment's
thought, he rejected the idea as vain and
presumptuouss.

“I will not let another day pass,” was
his inward resolve, “without ascertain-
ing how matters are betweem her and
John; and if she loves him, or has given
him reason to suppose so, I will see her
no more. I will sell my honor fo? no
g.oman's love, howewver dear she may

et

Leaning over -he railing, Wallter fixed
hij eyes with yearning tendermess upon
tb 3 tower in the distance, which ‘was so
c'early defined against the soft, gray
si'y.

He knew that Irene's room was there,
for she had told him so—the one that
leaked out toward the east.

He had often watched it, especially at
that hour, his beart stirred with tender
aiul loving thoughts of its sweet and
gentle occupant.

As he looked at it now, he noticed a
fik-ikei ing, crimsom light at ore of the
windows below, which struck him oddiy,
as the sunset glow had all faded from
the west.

Just then a horseman dashed hur-
diedly dowm the street, crying:

“Fire! fine! Help! oh!: help! fine!
Tower Hill is all in flames, and not a
soul to kel

That terrible cry Was echoed by a
hundred throats, the alarm belis pealed
out upon the air, mingled with the clang
and rumble of engines and the hoarse
eries of the firemen and citizens burry-
ing to the seene of disaster.

With but one feeling in his heart, one
thought in his brain, Walter flang him-
gelt on the horse that was waiting for
him below, and, urging the animal to
its full speed, soon reached the spot

The light from the burning mDuiitimg
made everything as clear as day for
miles around.

Upon the lawn in front the terrified
servamts had gathered around their half-
fainting mistress, but the form for
which he was searching was not there.

He laid his hand upom the shoulder
of a girl, who stood wringing her hands
and sobbing with terror.

“Wihere is Irene?
young mistmess?"

At this Mrs. Remmingtom roused her-
self. Springing to her feet, she pointed
upward.

“Oh, God have mercy"“ she wailed;
“she is

Following the motlon of that hand.
Wallter saw Irene standing on the bal-
cony far above him.

She evidently saw and recogmiized him,
for, stretching out her arms, she ut-
tered a cry that pierced him to the soul.

For a moment the young man stood
transfixed with horror. Then his eyes
took in swiftly all the possibilities that
were left. There was no hope of reach
ing her from within; the filkmes wimre
now issuing from every deor and win-
dow beneath.

Fortunately the tower was built of
rough, uneven stone, ome side of which
was entirely covered with ivy, the
branches of which, hardened and tough-
ened by age and weather, were so woven
and interwovem that they were not
easily dislodged from the hold they had
taken.

Giving a few hurried directioms to the
men around him, Walter tied a rope
around his waist, and commenced the
steep and difficult ascent.

Slowly and steadily, his hands torn
and bleeding, he made his way wpward,
watched with breathless interest by the
crowd below, and who uttered a shout
of triumph as he reached the balecony.

The tower was fast becoming a huge
furnace, and as Wallter felt the het
breath of the crackling flames beneath,
he saw that there was no time to Jose.

Drawing up the rope-ladider, he at-
tached it firmly to the iron rafling
around the balcony. Then taking a
strong silken sash worm by Irene, and
whose ends touched the hem ot her
dress he passed it under her arms, and
from thenee under eme of his, tying it
80 that the knet rested em his shoulder.

Then, bidding her to cling to his meck,
so as to leave his hands free, he com=
menced a descent almost as perilous,
considering the weight of his precious
burden, and his own failing strength.

In looking back, Wallter scarcely kmew
how he reached the ground, but reach it
he did, consigning the half-fainting girl
to the many arms stretched out to re-
ceive her.

Then the strong pressure upon brain

Where Is yeur
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and muscle gave way, and, staggering
backwamrdl, he fell insemsible to the
ground.

CHAPTER V.
THE UNCLE'S DIPLOMACY.

Three days later, Wallter lay on the
sofa to whiclh he had been comnfined ever
since the fire, though none of the imju-
ries he had received was serious, a dis-
located ankle being the worst,

He held a beautiful bouquet in his
hand, whose fragrance was not sweeter
than the thoughts it called forth of her
who sent it,

Every day he had lain there a mes-
senger had come from Irene to imquire
abowt him, and bearing such a bouquet,
aeccompamikd by a note, in which she
poured out all her grateful heart, in
werds which seunded very pleasant,
dangereusly §o, eonsidering the ﬁ@éllﬁgﬁ
he entertained fer Her, and all 3
teared.

Irene had been obliged to keep her
room also, but was gaining daily, as her
last note informed Iim.

He knew every word by heart, but
still his eyes lingered lovingly over it
reading and re-reading it. and succeed-
ing every time he did so in flinding some
new meaning.

“If she were only as poor as I am,
and free,” he sighed, “I would woo, and
win her, too. Amd evem mow—who
knows?"

Here the young man’'s mind wandered

off in one of t'ic:e day-dreams, very
delightful, indeed, if one could judge
from the tender a ! dreamy light in his
eyes,

He was aroused 'iv the entrance of the
porter with a car!.

He had scarcely time to see that it
bore the name of “Charles Remming-
ton,” when the individwal in guestion
entered.

“My dear sir, how can I thank you
sufficiently for the great sorrow from
which you have spared me, us alli?"

Wailter winced a little at the energetic
shake of the hand that had seized his,
He disengaged it, sayimg:

“I beg pardom, sir. but my sthowliter—

“I beg yours,” interrupted the other.
“Very thoughtless of me; but I know
you will pardon it, in view of the emeo-
tions that—that overpower me.”

Here the speaker raised his handker-

chief to his eyes, apparently overcome
by the emotions to which he alluded.

Wallter looked at him in silence. There
was something so overstraimed and far-
fetched in this that he felt iimstiimetively
that his visitor was acting a part,
though why he should take the trouble
to do so he eould not evem guess.

Remowing the handkerchief from his
eyes, in which there was not the slight-
est vestige of moisture, as Wallter did
not fall to note, Mr. Remmimngtom con-
tinued:

“I had a telegram from my wife last
evening, and started immediately. 1 ar-
rived omnly an hour since, and after hear-
ing an accoumt of your rescue of my
dear niece from such imminemt peril,
felt that 1 could no longer delay in ex-
pressing my sense of the obligations
under which yew have laid me™

As Walter looked at the speaker he
thought of the haughty manner in which
he had passed him by when they last
met, ami a faint smile came to his lip.

“Yow are under no persomal obligation
to me whatever. You seem to forget
that Irene is rmy couwsiim as well as your
niece. 1 could not possibly see her in
such montall peril and make no effort o
reseue her.”

"“[ do not, at least, forget that 1 am a
father.”

Not perceiving any connectiom be-
tween what he had sald and this rather
unnecessary assertiom, Wallter received
it in wondering silence.

Perceiving the effect he had produced,
Mr. Remmimgtom continued:

"My heart is bound up in my only
son, and 1 tremble when I think what
the effect on him would have beem had
his hetrothed wife perished, and in so
terrible a manner."

The change in Wallter’s face was mot
unnoted by the keem eyes that were
watehing him.

"Of course you knew that Irene and
my son were betrothed 7"

Walter did not speak for some mo-
ments, and then it was with a wisible
effort.

“[ knew that some such amramgement
had been made for them, when they
were children, but was not aware that
there had been any voluntary and for-
mat betrothal by them.”

"Oh, yes, it's all settled, very much
to the satisfactiom ot her aunt; and I
assure you Treme is as dear to us as any
daughter couwktd be, and we should net
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fancy giving her up. As it is, we shall
not lose her. But I am forgetting half
my errand,” he added, as if suddenly
recollecting himself, “Irene made me
promise to bring you back with me, and
she will be greatly disappointed if I
fail to do so. The dear girl has one of
the most grateful hearts in the world,
The earriage is at the deer, and I trust
you will eome, if you are able.”

“I am not able.”

The curtness of this reply was in
strong contrast to the smooth, softly
modulated words that preceded it.

Wallter was painfully conscious of
this, saying, in a softer voice:

“I thank you and her, but it is quite
impossible for me to go to-day.”

Mr. Remmington looked at the face
that was now lying back upom the cush-
fons of the sofa,

“You are indeed looking ill. I simcere-
ly trust that you were not seriously in-
jured?”

Disdain at his own weakness brought
back the color to that pale face.

“I have only a sprained shoulder and
ankle, and these are nearly well. In a
day or two I shall be as well as ever.”

Mr. Remmingtom had scarcely gone
wl;en Walter gave the bell an emergetic
pifil.

“Didn’t you tell me,” he said to the
man who answered it, “that Mrs. Stone
sent for me in great haste this morn-
ing?”

“Troth, an' I did, sur.
be wondhered at, aither. Three of her
fourteen childher is dowa with the
raeasles, another on ‘'em has the mumps,
an' as it that wa’'m’t enough throuble
for a poor lene widdy, wid fne ene but
hersilt te do a hHand's turh, the Habby
pulls the tay-kettle ever en to Wim.”

“Put the horse into the buggy, Demn-
nis, and bring it to the door.”

The honegt-hearted fellow looked at
the speaker for a moment.

“Sure, sur, an’ ye don’'t look fit to stir
yer fut out of dures’

Walter smiled.

“No matter, Denmis. Hard work is
the best medicine for some diseases, and
I am convinced that it is the best tihing
for mine. If you can go with me, so as
fo help me in and out, I shall do very
well.”

As he waited for Dennis to harness,
hs eye fell upon the flowers which had
fallen from his bhand as his visitor em-

Am’ ‘tain’t to

:ered, and upon which he had set his
oot.

He held the crushed petals tenderly
and reverently to his lips.

“Poor fitowerg!” he thought, “Fit em-
blems of hopes that bloomed just as
bright and beautiful, but which will
bloom no more for me!™

In the meantime, Mr. Remmington
took his way back to the clergymam’s at
whose house his wife and Irene had
found refuge, evidently very well sat-
istied with the result of his visit,

He found Irene standing on the steps.

Her bright face clouded as she saw
him descend from the carriage alone.

“Wasn't Cousin Walter well enmough
to come, uncle?”

“I fear not, my dear, inasmuch as he
declined comiing. He begged me to give
you his thanks and excuses.”

Irene was silent, looking not a little
nonplused, and Mr. Remmingtom con-
tinued:

“I told him, as we were going to leave
on the evening train, you would be es-
pecially disappointed.

course I can’t go without seeing
him; that is out of the question. If he
is not able to come here I shall call on
him. Tom, dom’t put up the carriage; I
shall want it.”

Mr. Remmimngton looked, as he felt,
perfectly aghast at this proposition.

“My dear Irene, what are you think-
ing of? You forget that Dr. Remming-
ton is a bachelor, living alone at a ho-
tel.”

“I don’t forget that he saved my life
at the peril of his own!” cried Irene,
her eyes and cheeks very bright. “I
should have gone to him before but for
aunt’s ridiculous talk about its not be-
ing proper.”

“Your aunt was quite right,” was the
grave respomse. “If you insist upon
going, I must insist on accompanying
you.”

“I shall be glad of your escort,”
smiled Irene, “though it is not neces-
sary, a8 you have just ealled on him,
afd I knew very well hew to take eare
ot myself”

Mr. Remmington knew very well that
Irene, however yielding on minor points,
was fiot 80 ih regard te what she éen-
ﬁldéi‘é’a A matter ot right and ﬁﬁty §6

He fade A6 MiFther remMOnTHA
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to her his slight embellishment of the
report he had given her.

“Perhaps Dr. Remmingtom did not un-
derstand that we were to leave towm so
soon?”

The eyes that were looking out of the
window were turned Quickly upon the
speaker’'s face.

“He understood if you told him, of
course.”

“I should not be likely to forget what
formed a part of your message to him.
Nor do I say that he did not wmnder-
stand it. I simply inferred so by his re-
sponse to it, which was to *ive you his
thanks and excuses”

Here the carriage stopped in front of
the hotel,

Without leaving it, Irene sent her card
up to Walter’s room.

The messenger returned, saying that
the doctor had ridden away balt an hour
before.

Mr. Remminrgtonm evidently enjoyed his
niece's manifest astonishmemt ar;d dis-
comffiture. In fact, nothing could have
suited him better than the turn affairs
had taken.

“You see, my dear,” he said, as Tom
turned the horses” heads homeward,
“how unnecessary it was for you to tak?®
80 muech trouble. Your cousir could
have eome to see you had it suited his
eonvemienee to do so.”

It would have bheen better for Mr.
Remmiingtom's plans had lie left these
words unspokem, 83 he saw a little late.-,

Irene studied his face attentively for
a moment.

“There is some mistake, some mis-
understanding. 1 shall send n:y adieux
to Waillter by letter, together with the
hepe that 1 shali see him at my heuse
whenever he i§ iR town.”

Mr. Remmimgtom understood the word

mv,” as Irene intended he should do.

<lis term of guardiamnship had expired.

5 position he still retained was simm-
, - his by courtesy, as he well kmew.
It he gained anything, as ho hoped to
gain much, it would cot ba Ly e
warfare.

So he simply said:

“A very good idea. He I3 not in a po-
sition to have much time at his own
disposal, but I hope you will add how
very glad we shall all be to see him.”

In spite of Irene’s brave words and
bearing, there was an umecomfortable
feeling In her hea~t as she took the pen
in her hand to write to Walter

She was beginning to be disturbed by
the comsciousmness that she emtertained
for him a more than cousinly regard.

Had she not expressed more in her
previous notes than she had intended, or
was it maidenly?

These doubts and fears imposed a
constraimt upon her that was visible in
every line, making her note very differ-
ent from any of the others. Still it was
very kindly worded

She mentiened her call, and how very
sorry she was to leave without seeimg
him. Hoped that he would not forget
his promise to call on her, adding:
“You must rememiber that whem I ask
my friends to call on me I ask them to
my house”

Half an hour later Mr. Remmington
tapped at the door, saying:

“I am going out, and if your letter is
ready, will take it to the office.”

Irene did not know why she felt averse
to trusting her um le with it. Had she
been questioned she coulid have givem mo
satisfactory reasom. It was probably
owing to the instinet that is said to be
the sixth sense with woman,

“fl won't trouble you, uncle. We go
past the post-office on the way to the
depot, and I can maill it then.”

Carrying out this programme, lrene
saw persomally to the mailing of her
letter, wihich we are sorry to be forced
to believe is the reasom why Wallter re-
ceived it tiie next morming, a few min-
utes after ha bag heard of Rer departure.

Wallter was very glad to get it, as it
explaimed what had seemed abrupt, al-
most diiscourteous,

He noticed the visible comstraimt in it,
so differemt from anything she had for-
merly writtem, putting on it his own im«
terpretatiom.

“She tears that I will get too much
interested In her,” he thought, as he
read it over for the twentieth time.
"“Amd there was danger of it. But now
that 1 knew hew matters are I shall be
on fay guard. Call on her? Of course
1 shall. She is my eeusin, theugh she
ean Aever be mere te me. The Jestures
at the F%gl%'i tal begin iA Septemban. By
that fime | hepe te be able te think ﬁf
Her as the premised Bride ot anether”

CHAPTER VL
YAT HOME."

Mr. Remmingtom Wwas net 5@fry to
tura kis back upem Crewiford,
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He had sent Irene to that dull, seclud-
ed town to get her out of the way of
danger, said danger comsisting of af-
tractive young men, who might lay siege
to her affections.

But things don’t always turn out as
we expect—*the plans of men and mice
gang aft aglee”—as that gentleman bhad
ample time and occasion to reflect upon
on -his journey back.

He had the mortifying reflection that
he could. hardly have made a worse
move in the game he was playing.

Had these two, so formed to interest
and attract each other, met in town,
where there was so much to occupy the
time and divert the attentionm, it would
have been bad enough; but they had
been thrown together for weeks in a
place where they had no othey society,
and where everything around them was
calculated to call forth and foster the
sentiment he feared. And then his res-
eue of her from the fire—women were
80 prone to admire hereism—aould any-
thing have happened so unfortunate?

But though Mr. Remmington imward-
ly chafed under these reflectioms, his
countenance was as serene and tranquil
as a summer’s day. Only by a muttered
word or an angry glance, when Irene
was not looking, did he give tokens of
the storm that was ready to descend, at
the first opportunity that offered, upon
his wife's devoted head.

“Wedll, madam,” he said, as soon as
they were in the privacy of their own
room, “a pretty kettle of fish you bave
made of it! What is the reason that I
wasn't informed of all this billing and
eooing?”

“I don’t know what you mean?” said
Mrs. Remmingtom, sinking down belp-
lessly into a chair. “I know that my
head is nearly splitting with the pain
that’s in it, and I wish, if you have any-
thifig te say, you wouldat bellew se.”

“I shall bellow if I think proper,
ma’am,” returned Mr. Re in a
gtill louder voice, secure in the con-
sciousness that Irene’s room was at the
further end of the hpuse; “and I'd like
10 see you or any other woman hinder
me! Afterall that you knew, how dared
you keep me in ignorance of all this
Jove-making?”

Mrs. Remmington, who was really al-
most i1l from fatigue and excitement,

now aftose to her feett

“Reallly, Charles, .if you will act and

talk so outrageswsiy, I shall bave to
leave the room. I cannot stamd it.”
“Wee'll see about that,” said her hus-
band, turning the key in the door and
dropping it in his pocket, "“Now you
just- resume yowr seat and answer my
questions. Didnt I send yom out to
Crawford with Irene to keep her from
any entanglement? And here I find that
she has been walking and riding all
around with Wallter Remmingion, whem
1 didi't sippese was within a Bundred
miles ot her.”

“I told Irene, the first day he called,
that I was atraid you wouldn’t approve
of it. What else could I do?”

“Coulldn"t you have written me?"

“Yom know very well that I bate to
write, Charles. Besides, I was expecting
you every week. You might have come
when you promised.”

There is ome thing sure, it's likely to
break up the match between her and
John.”

Mrs. Remmilngton'’s temper was a very
uncertain one. She generally stood in
considerable fear of her husband, only
weakly protesting against his frequent
exactions and badgerings, if she pro-
tested at all. But occasiomally she would
turn on her oppressor.

“I don’t care if it does.”

Mr. Remmiingtom glanced at his wife
for some moments without speaking.

“You don’t care if it does?”

“No. It's Johm’s fault, every bit of it.
Why doesn’'t he come and make love
to her himself, instead of careering over
the country for nobody knows what?
It he wom't, he must expect that some
other man will. Does he think that
Irene is going to be shut up, like a nun,
until he thinks proper to claim her?”

There was more commomn sense in this
than Mrs. Remmiington usually gave ut-
terance to, and it had the good effect,
8o far as she was concermed, of divert-
ing ber husbamd’s thoughts and anger
inte anether ehannel.

“’ll attend to bhim in short meter!
I'd write to him to-morrow morning if
I knew where to direct. Do you kmow
where the young seamp is?”

“All I know is that he went away with
Henry Wamner. He’s back again. I
saw him at the depot when we got out.
He ought to be able to tell you.”

Mr. Remmington saw young Warner
the next day, who told him that Johu
was ia an obscure village in Conneeti-

edt, a8 he expreswed it, "getting up &
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firgtetdssss  flintatdon with some vustic
beauty.”

Wamer could not remember his post-
office address, but promised to get it for
himz.

It is not easy for the elastic heart of
youth to suddenly relinquish all hope,
especially in regard to what takes such
a strong and deep hold on ijt.

V.alter nere assured himself over and
over agaim that from henceforth he
should regard Irene omly as a cousin,

that for him to eherish any thought of:

ever being more to her was foolish and
vain. Yet deep down in his heart a faint
hepe still lingeried, whiel, silenee as he
might and did, was far tee precious {6
be eftirely panished:

So it was with lic lit tie satisffaction
that he found that busimess would taks
him to Concord some weeks earlier than
he expected.

“I shall call on Irene, as a matter of
course,” Wallter said to himself on the
morning of his arrival. “She is my
cousim, and not to do sc wouid be un-
kind and discourtegus And them I
promised to do so.”

Wiith a self-demial that cost him quite
an effort, he waited nntil the second day
after his arrival.

The house was on the outskirts of the
town—a large, square, siataly~looking
building, standing in the midst of
grounds laid out with unuswal skill and
elegance.

It belonged to Irene, being a portion
of the large fortune she held in her own
right, and as Waliter ascended the broad
steps that led to the main entranee, he
realized as he never had befere the wide
differenee that lay between ihem in a
werldly peint of view:

“l wonder if she will be glad to see
me,” he thought, as the servant, taking
his name, ushered him into a room
whose elegamt and costly appsintments
were beyond anything he had ever seen.

This question had scarcely arisem in
his mind when Irene stood upon the
threshold, the glad look in her eyes an-
swering it even before her lips spoke.

As she looked at Wallier she thought
of what his heart, as generous as it was
brave, had forgotten, and the grateful
emotions it called forth swept away the
parriers of maidenly resefve:

They had not met since that terrible
night, and as Wallter looked into her
eyes, made still brighter by the tears
that filled them, and listened to those

faltering ,thanks, he seemed to feel the
pressure of the arm that clung so closely
to his neck, and it gave a tender inflec-
tion to his voice, as he said;

“What you say sounds very pleasamtly,
dear cousin—too pleasantly, I fear. That
I was so fortunate as to be of such es-
sential service to you will always be a
happy thing for me to remember.”

Here Irene opened the door of a small
room, more plainly furnished, and wear-
ing a most cozy and homelike air.

A camary was singing in a cage that
hung in the opem window that looked
out into the gardem, om the broad seat
of which Irene's pet kittem was purring
in the sunshine.

“This is my favorite room,” said Irene,
wheeling a deep easy-chair up to the
open window. “I never stay in these
dark, never-ending parlors longer tham I
can help. Now just make yourself as
comfortaile as possible in this, and then
tell me all about yoursellf, the good peo-
ple of Crawford, and all the poor folks
we used to visit

Thus adjured, Wallter proceeded to
disburdem himself of all the items of
news he could remember, his memory
aided and refreshed by the many ques-
tions that poured in upon him from
Irene.

Wallter could hardly have called at a
better time. Mr Remmington was not
in the house, and his wife was out shop-
ping, so there was no interruptiom to the
pleasant and comfidential conversation
that followed.

The sunshine crept slowly out of the
room, until it lay slantingly upem the
greensward outside, and still Walter
lingered.

It was not until he heard Mr. Rem-
mingtom’s voice in the hall that he arose
to go.

“The time has sped so swiftly and
pleasantly that I did not dream of its
being so late.”

“Tihem I hope to see you oftem.
always be at home—to you.”

Walter's heart beat fast as he met the
glance, shyly lifted to his, and then as
shyly averted. Should he tell her why
he feared to do this?

“If 1| followed my owm Inclinations, I
should come oftem, but"—

The wondering eyes that were tarned
upom him did not temd to lessem the
young mam’s embarrassment.

“You forget that I am a poor, strug-

I shall
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gling doctor, and you are the heiress of
half a million.”

Irene raised her hand with a gesture
of impatience.

“I wish I could forget itt Do you
koow, I sometimes wish that I was born
poor.”

“I am selfish enough to wish so, too.”

It was not the words, but the tone in
which they were spoken, that gave them
so much power and meaning.

For some moments the two stood

there, silent, their hearts beating so fast
that they seemed almost imaudible.
, Walter felt that he was treading on
forbidden ground, and after a moment-
ary struggle with himself, he said, in
tones that not all his efforts could rem-
der quite steadly:

“Irene, many times during our pleas-
ant intimacy at Crawford a guestion
arose to my lips, but to which I nmever

had the courage to give utteramce. It
may seem strange, almost impertinent,
but I feel impelled to ask it, leaving you
to answer it or not, as you think best.
Are you engaged to John Remmingtom 7~

Before Irene could reply, the door
opened, and in walked Mrs. Remming-
toun.

“Irene”—

Then, as her eyes fell upon Walter:

“Dr. Remmington!—ithis is an umex-
pected pleasure.”

It was very well and naturally done;
s0 well that neither of those so imoppor-
tunely interrupted suspected that she
had been sent in by her husband, whe
had just discovered that Wallter was in
the heiise.

Wallter gave the convemntiomal shake
to the two forefingers extended to him,
and then turned to the door.

“Going?” said the intruder, with a
laugh. “Hope I have not frightened you
away?”

Wallter had now thoroughly recovered
his self-possession.

“Oh, no; I have greatly overstayed
my time already.”

Adding, with a bow to both ladies and
parting glance at Ireme:

“E will call again at an early day.”

CHAPTER VII.
THR QUESTION ANSWERED.
~“Are you engaged to John Remming-
ton?"

. ‘This question had plunged Irene into
@ sos of doubts and conjectures which |

banished for some hours sleep from her
pillow.

She felt like ome suddemly aroused
from.a pleasant dream to the colld, harsh
realities of life.

Was she bound to him?

She cast a-swift glance backward; re-
calling the handsome boy of eighteen—
for he was scarcely more—who kisse'l
her lips, calling her “his little wife.”
Three days before, she had followed her
father to the grave, whose death left her
an orpham, brotherless and sisterless.
That title sounded pleasamtly te her
then—she even rememdered some feol-
ish pledges om her part—but she was
sueh a mere ehild, they surely would net
hold her to them?

She remembered the sad hour, when,
kneeling by her father’s dying bed, she
listened to his last words, his solemn
charge, she could not say him nay. She
shuddered as she remembered her prom-
ise—under such circumstances so sacred.

He had not claimed its fulfillment;
-would he do s®»?

The very idea was repugnamt to her.

Wallter’s question had doue more than
remind her of what she would so gladly
forget; it had revealed to her, too clearly
to be mistakem, not only her feelings for
him, but his for her,

Though no words had passed her lips,
or his, Irene knew that she loved and
was beloved; and not all that she so
dreaded could rob her of the sweet and
blissful emotioms that this consciousness
gave her.

The bright sunshine of the following
morning drove away many of the fears
that weighed so heavily upon Irene's
heart during the dark houwis. The elas-
tie nature ot youth asserted itself.

It was six momths since she had re-
turned from Europe, and Johan had pot
been near her. It was clear that he bad
no idea of claiming the fulfillmeat of
that ehildish comipact, even it he remem-
bered it at all. Very likely he had
forimed Seme other attaehment, whieh
;N%i@ fake it as repugnadt e "Biff 48

Wallter was as good as his word. He
called on Irene; in fact, he made several
callls, but in none of them was he so for-
tunate as to find her alone.

It was a little curious to observe how
fond Mrs. Remmington was, all at once,
of her niece’s society. There were times
when it seemed impossible for her to
keep away from Irene.



TH¥  BROKENNV

B HBOMRONTHN,

Until at last, unsuspicious as her ma-
ture was, Irene began to see that there
was some “method” in the peculiar ma-
nia that seized her aunt whenever Wal-
ter called on her,

This was a source of great ammoyance
to Walter, who was anxious to continue
the conversatiom that was brokem off so0
suddenly on his first call there.

One morning he called with the iinten-
tion of asking Irene to take a walk
with him.

He had no soomer delivered his errand
than Mrs. Remmingtom appeared wpon
the scene.

“I'm so glad to see you, doctor.” she
cried; "I want you to tell me if you
think this is a cancer.”

Wallter examined the finger she ex-
tended, which had on it a small imdura-
tion, about as large as the head of a
pin, gravely assuring her that there was
fio danger of the calamity she seemmed to
dread.

“I'm so glad! 1 told Mr. Remming-
ton last night I felt such a darting pain
through it, that 1 was afraid it was a
malignant cancer or somethimg. “Where
are you going, Dreme?"

“Fo put on my things. Cousin Walter
and I are going out for a walk.”

“It's a lovely morning for a walk. I
believe it will do me good to go out. So
it Dr. Remmimgton doesn't miimil"—

“But Dr. Remmingtom does mind,” in-
terrupted Wallter. ™I am going to take
Irene to the top of Chestnut Hill; and,
28 a physieian, 1 strongly object to one
in your delleate state of health attempt-
iAg any sueh feat as that”

Irene with difficulty repressed a smile
at her aunt’s evident discomffiture at this
effectual checkmate,

“Charles will be mad enough to take
my head off!” was that lady's imward
reflection, as she watched the two as
they passed down the winding path that
led to the read. "“He told me not to let
them Be alene tegether a minute. But
T den't see hew I was te hinder it. As
1 told him, it's Jehn's fault, every bit
of ittt

Wallter and Irene walked silently
along the highway, turning from thence
inte the narrow, wooded path that led
to Chestaut Hill.

Irene was the first to speak.

“f have had no opportumity to answer
the guestion you asked me, if I was en-
gaged to John Remmington.”

Suddemnly pausing, Walter dvopped the

arm within his, taking a position whera
he could look well in the face ot the
speaker.

“Is it trwe?”

“It is true that there was an under-
standing betweem my father and John's
that he should have my hand if he
claimed it. It is also true that my father
exacted a pledge from me. But I don't
believe that John has any idea of doing
80."

Walter's face grew very bright.

“Then I may not only tell you of the
love that has taken such full and strong
possessiom of my heart, but of the hope
that is there that I do not love vainly,
I1s my love vain? Answer me, Ireared!”

Irene blushed rosily at these iimpetu-
ous words.

“If 1 should say that I did not love
you., Wallter, I should speak falsely, And,
indeed, I know of no reason why I
should not deal frankly with yew. But
do net say anything, just now, to Uneia
and Aunt Remmington, of te any ene.
Wait until 1 have had a talk with Jehn,
whew they are expe@tm% fiew &very
day. It is my belief that ne ha3 feund
some other a E&FBE}%‘%, and that is why
he keeps away €67

"God gramt it! Wihat shall you say
to him, Ireme?"

“I shall say that I don’t love him, and
that I do love—somebady else.”

“My darling! But supposing he will
not release ymu”"

“['m not going to suppose anything of
the kind,” smiled Irene. *“[ should be
sorry to think so ill of Cousin John aa
to suppose that he would care to marry
me after I had told him this. And I do
not meamn to do so if I can help it.™

As Irene said this she took Walter's
arm, and the two retraced their way
back.

As they came in sight of the house
Irene, whose face had growa YVery
thoughtful, paused.

“In some respects my position will
not be a very pleasant one, and I ghall
want you to stand by me. I dom’t be-
ijeve John cares for it—at least, it don‘t
leek as theugh he did—but his father
and mether have set thelr hearts on this
marriage, and will be sorely diseppoint-
ed. Of eourse they will net feel very
cordially teward yow, But they will net
dare te treat you rudely, and vou musé
net keep away en that aceownt. It ie
My Reuse, you kiew, and yeu Have &
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right to come, even if you were only my
cousin.”

“My dear Irene,I shall come, as a mak:
ter of course; and you need have Re
fears of my having trouble with anpy ene.
1 shall consider it my sacred duty te
stand by you under every and all cir-
cumstances.”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE TWO RIVALS,

Our next chapter opens at the break-
fast-table, around which Irene and Mr.
and Mrs. Remmimgtom are seated.

“A telegram from John, my dear.
He is coming on the next train.”

Mr. Remmingtom looked across the
table at his niece, as he said this, but
her aunt being present, she did not take
it as anything especially directed to her,
or, indeed, that particularly concerned
her.

Though inwardly disturbed, Irene had
learned the difficult art of concealing
her real feelings, and her face gave no
token of it.

She knew that John’s coming would
inaugurate the comfiict upon which the
happiness of her whole life depended,
and that she would need, not only to be
brave and stromg, but all her woman’s
wit to meet successfully the issue.

“I'm sure I shall be glad to see the
poor fellow,” said Mrs. Remmington,
perceiving that Irene was not imtendimg
to reply.

Johmn - was always a “poor fellow'
with his mother, though as he weighed
all of a hundred and forty, her reasons
for so styling him were not very appar-
ent,

“You do not say anything, Irene?”

Mr. Remmington’s secret anxiety was
not entirely hidden by the playful smile
that accompanied these words.

Irene raised her eyes from her plate,

“I beg pardom, uncle. You were say-
ing something about John’s coming?
trust that he will comsider himselt as
my guest during his stay in town.’

Mr. Remmingtom was evidently not a
little taken aback by this.

“Weelll, as he is coming expressly to
see you, that would follow, ag a matter
of course.”

Irene elevated her eyebrows.

“To see me?"

“Certainly. I hope you don’t think

that he has forgotten your elaim upon
Mm?ll

“My dear uncle, I hope you will n
give John the impressiom that I consider
that I have any claim upom him.*”

Mr. Remmi was too wary to
meet the issue thus squarely presented.

“My dear Ireme, I domn't womder that
you feel hurt at what seems like inten-
tional neglect. I owm that appearances
are against Johm, But I am convinced
that he cam explain matters to your em-
tire satisfaetion, and I think that I c'in
safely leave him te plead his eause.”

Just here the Rewsekeepek entered.

. "‘M}ﬁ son will Be here te-day, Wlll-—
iams;” said . RemAingioh. “YoH
?ﬁ'ﬁ get the reem ready aecress the Rall
r6m miné.”

Willliams looked at Ireme, whe R8d:
ded.

‘You can give Mr. John that YOSH:
Wiilliams."”

Adding, as she met her aunt's Sih-
prised look:

Thinking it high time that I sheuld
relieve you of cares and duties that aie
rightfully mine, I have instructed Will
fams to come to me for all orders if
future.”

This was evidently as unexpected as
it was unwelcome. Mrs. Remmington
straightened herself up, speaking in @
tone of unusal energy and sharpness:

“I didn't suppose a girl of your age
would care to tie herself dowm. And I
must say, after all the trouble I have
taken"—

“Clara!” .

Checked by her husbamd’s warnii
frown, Mrs. Remmington stopped, aH
Mr. Remmington eontinued:

“Ireme is of age, and has a right 19
manage her own affairs her own Way:
Still, T trust that she will not forget the
claims of her best and oldest friemt.s:
nor that yearsa bfing the judgment an
gxperienee that youth cammot expect t0

ave.”

Irene knew that years did not alwa!{@
bring wisdom; but she did mnot care 9
prolong the conversation.

“You may be sure that I shall forget
neither, uncle.”

The door closed after Irene, leavin
the husband and wife alone, who looke
for some poments at each other without
speaking.

It was evident that Irene had more
character than they had given her credit
for, and would not be very easily hood-
winked or controlled:

It was not pleasant, either, to s€g
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the power passing out of their hands
that they had held so long that it
seemed to be theirs of right, but there
was no help for it.

“It is only when John is master that
you will be mistress here again."” said
Mr. Remmingtom. “But we shall have
to go to work very cautiously to secure
that end; if Ireme suspects that we are
seeking to control matters, all is lost.”

in anticipatiom of coming events, and
ahxious to avoid any awkward tete-a-
tetes or exclusive attentioms from the
neweomer, Irene had invited two scheel-
mates of hers, Ida Gray and Jennie Hax-
graves, to spend a few weeks with her.
Aise Harry and Charles Vernom, pavtic-
ular friends of Jehn.

80 when Johm arrived, faneying, in
the arrogance of his heart, that he had
only to see and eonquer, he found lIvene
the eenter of a gay group, of which, af-
ter the first greetings were over, he was
only ene, apparently of RO more iimpor=
tanee in the estimation of the young
hostess than any of tthem. =

_Net that Irene was wanting in eer:
diality or kindly feeling toward her
young kinsmam, but in her words of
greeting, gracious as they were, there
was a gentle dignity that did net set ill
upen her, and Which effeetually pievent-
ed any demeomstratiom on his part net
strictly in accordance with the ecousinly
role she had assighed him.

Witheut giving him time for any of
the pretty speeches he had been comnhing
over, Irene presented him to her youhg
lady friends.

The two gentlemen he already knew.

‘l’nhen the conversatiom became gen-
eral.

In a few minutes dinner was am-
nounced.

After dinner the whole party went rid-
ing, Irene quietly mamaging that John
should be Miss Gray’s escort, while she
went with one of the Vernons.

In the evening Irene had a general
receptiom.

In the latter part of the evening Wal-
ter came in, as he promised her he
would do.

John was standing near Irene when
he came up to speak to her, but imward-
ly determined to “cut the fellow.” as he
called it, he pretended not to see him.

But this was a programme more easily
planned thanm carried out

“Johm, don’t you see Cousim WaTter?"

Soft and sweet as the voice was, there

was a ring in it that arrested the atiem-
tion of all who heard it.

The young men shook hands. John,
sulkily and with an ill grace: Walter,
with a certain reserve, though with the
evident desire that the affair should
pass off as smoothly as possible.

Irene them presented Walter to the
rest of those standing by, and the com-
versation again became general.

Johm retreated to the further end of
the room, talking with this and that
one, but still furtively watching Walter
ami lrene,

There was nothing of the lover with
either, they having too much good sense
to make any public exhibition of their
feelings, had they felt privileged to do
s0. Still there was something in Wal-
ter's loeok and manbher as he spoke to
Irene, that aroused a fierce jealousy i
his bosom.

How dared he look that way at the
womamn that he had been taught to cen-
sider as his exclusive property? And
how dared she allow iit?

As he stood in the inclosure of the
bay windew, his apgry and wesentful
feelings plainly visible upon his hiew,
his father appreached him,

The father and son were widely differ-
ent in temperament, as could be easily
seen by looking inte the cool, caim face
of the ftormer.

"Have you abandewed the field so
early?"

The falAt sneer in these words sent a
hotter thush to the young man's brow
and a fiereer gleam to his eye.

*I will never relinguish it=net to
him! What is the impudent puppy doing
here? He ought to be kicked out of the
heuse!"”

*Take eare that you den't get kicked
out,” said his father, significantly. “Re-
membgn"x that you are not owner here—
as yel

[ always disliked the fellow, and mow
I hate Wipn™

"Hate him as mueh as you liilke—only
den't show it; at least, net until you
get matters into your own hands. Every
time you do you wWeaken your owh
cause, It womn't do for you to despise
your antagomist, either. He's a smart
feilow. and has, what you Hawemn't—self-
comtrol and a good head. You stayed
away and let another man got a fleot-
hold, and now you have commuitted am-
other blunder, and made an wanffavorable
impression at the outset. Seek an im-
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terview with Irene after the rest haye
gome, and see if you camr't remeve it
In the meantime, drive that suiien leek
from your face, and keep ¢@@l.”

“Ewerybody don’'t happen io be an iice-
berg, like yourself,” muttered John, as
he watched his father quietly making
his way up the room to where Walter
and Irene were standing. “How the
dickens is a man going to keep cool, I'd
like to know, when a fellow is mazlking
leve to his lady right under his eyes—or
what looks marwelously like it?"

The young man took his father's ad-
vice, however. Emerging from his cor-
ner, he joined the rest of the eompany,
and for the rent of the evening wasl"as
merry and talkative as he had been sul-
lan amd silent.

Determined to see Irene a few minutes
alone, John lingered until the last. But
that young lady was «onitrariwise-
minded.

As soom as the last outside guest had
gome, Irene, preceded by her young lady
friends, turned to the dioor.

, John followed.

"I bhave been waiting impatiently to
have a little talk with vom, Can you not
spare me a few mmimmites?"

Irene turned upon the speaker a leck
of surprise.

“It is late, cousin; and 1 am very fired,
Unless what you have to say is of im-
portamce—as 1 presume it is not—I beg
that you wikl defer it. 1 told Williams
to give you your old room: 1 hope you
wllllg find everything comfortabie. Goed
night.”

John took his way to his room in no
very amiable frame of mind.

Things were different from what they
were when his father and mother held
undisputed sway there, and he used to
pay them fllying visits during Irene's alb-
sence., He remembersd hew he had
planned alterations In it, for, theugh it
was a fine, stately mansiem, SOme parts
of it were teo old-tashiomed 16 suit his
medern tastes.

Tt did not look, now, as tl. ugh he was
to have any voice or comtrol in amy-
thing.

From all he could see and learn the
young heiress hed taken matters em-
tirely into her owm hands, and appar-
ently without any fore referenee 6 him
than i¥ he hadn't beek iR existenss.

His vanity was sorely woumded at his
reception by Iretie. Not that she gave

him any cause for complaint; her man-

ner could scarcely be more courteous
and kind, but then it was so cool anil
ecalm; so entirely different from what he
had expected.

She had not even paid him the comm-
pliment of being offended at his Njeglect,
ar even considered that he had méglected
her.

Had she forgotiem her father's dying
injunctiens, or had she decided to diis-
obey tlpem?

Perhaps she thought that he wished
to have them disregarded? 1f so, he
woulld soon set her right on that point

CHAPTER 1X.
1LOWVB-MAKING AND LOY K<« U HiSh

The next morning, Irene arose @ariier
than usual; passing through the bre:ik-
fast-room and into the gardemn to gather
some fiowenss for the table,

Her bright face was clouded.

John's rudeness to Walter, the pre-
ceding evening, not omly displeased, but
made her uneasy, especially when she
reflected on the hot, impatient temper of
the offender.

If she would avoid trouble she must
prevent its yecurrence.

True, Walter had shown =dmirable
self-cobjmand, but this might not al-
ways be possible,

As she stood upon the plazza, surramg-:
ihng her fllowens;, she heard a step back of

er.

“Good-mommilng, sweet cousim.™

Taking no notice of the extended

hand, Irene looked gravely at the
speaker.
“You treated me very rudely Jlast

evening, cousin.”

The mock sorrow that clouwded John's
face could not entirely comeeal the ex-
ultation at his heart. She had moticed
the filitation he had tried 6 get up with
Miss Gray and been' effended By it.

“[Dear Irene, only tell me {f what way,
and you may be sure of its net being re-
peated.”

Irene raised her eyes from the fltiovers
she was amranging.

“I comnsider any rudeness or wnelvllity
to my guests as a personal disseunte-v
to me.”

_There was a pause, the sudden revi -
sion in Johw's feelings eheking his w-
terance,

Irene turned her eyes from that
flusheel], angry face to the filowers, whos)
fragrance filled the air.
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“I allude to your rudeness, last even-
Ing, to Dr. Remmfngtom. Under this
roof, at least, it must not be repeated.”

As usual, anger and disappointment
made John lose sight of all prudence.

“You seem to take a vast deal of im-
terest in him!” he sneered.

The disturbed night that Ireme had
passed had banished the roses from her
cheek; they now came back, brighter
}han he had ever seen them there be-
ore.

“giving him a hint how matters are be-
tween me and Irene, and see what he
says.”

So Walter was surprised by a call
from him, at the office he had opened
m the upper part of the town, especially
so at the cerdiality of his manner.

In the conversatiom that emswed—and
whi. h w.as mostly carried on by himm—
John waxed very commumicative and
comfiidential.

He referred to the fire, thanking Wal-

“I certainly do take a strong interest jter for the service he had rendered him.

in the man who risked his life 10 save
mine!”

John saw the blunder he had commmmiit-1
ted, and hastemed to repair it,

“It is natural that you should be
grateful, though no man could do less;
that was not a brute or a coward. I>

1 hardly dare think,” he said, with
emotiom, “"how I should have tJit had
she perished in the fbmesd’

Wailter winced a little at all that this
implied, but lie made no commemts on
it, being strictly mom-committal,

Nothing daunted by this, and Jeter-

should be grateful, at least, for the life -nmiweeld tao ddnawy hiin owdy, Jobn weatt seo

saved is very precious to me. But, ohl
I am so madly jealous! 1 should have
been there!

The gleam of mirth in the eyes that;

far as to sptak of some improvement he
meami ;0 make in the house and

Oh, Irene, why was I not?", grounds.

“\Wiith Irene's approvall, of course,” he

momentarily met his made John feel daadel, wiith aaldagdgh; ‘““forr 11 omeaan too biee

very hot and wmncomfortakle.

“I really couldm’t tell you. AIl I know
is that you were not there; and that I:
comsider it very fortumate that Cousin |
Sw?lllter was., There is the breakfast-

e -l'

John followed Irene in, feeling, as he|
expressed it, “that he hsd made aa egre-|
@ious donkey of himseilf™

He seemed fated to make himself

ridiculous in the eyes of his emisia, es-!

a model hwshamd.”

Johm glanced at his

grave, impenetrable face.
I beg pindon, but of course you kmow
that we are to marry—irene and 1%

"I heard your father say so.”

Them, feeling that he dared not trust
hinisstf further, Walter changed the
subject by alluding to a curious case of
surgery in the hospital where he was
practicing, going into all the details, and

companion's

pecially whem he attempted sentiment,’ from theuce bitanching out into a minute
which he had always supposed to be aj] description of the cases in the swrgical
strong polat with him in galning the ward where he was in dally attendance,

good graees of her sex, priding himself jand

not -a little en hHis seduetive ways and
effective speeches.

It really seemed to him—he chaied at
the very thought—that whenever he at-
tempted anything 6f the kind with
lIlniene. she was jAwardly laughing at

.

The truth was, Irene w23 mot omly
quick to discern betweem re..l and mock
seiitiment, but had little faith in her
cousin’s professions. Neither did she
care to encourage anythbing ot the sort
in him.

John saw that so long as Walter was
a privileged visitor to the house, and in
80 much favor with its mistress, he
would have to treat him, at least, with
outward civility.

80 he decided to chamge his tactics.

*I’ll speak to the fellow,” he thought;

i, h he knew would be particu~
larly i \Weadefal to his visitor.

Determined to revenge himself for all
he had suffered, Walter took a malicious
pleasuie in interlarding his discourse
with various Latin phrases, together
with ail the technical terms he could re-
member, to John's manifest disgust and
impatieace, who soon excused himself
on the plea of an emgagement.

“He's a detestable prig!” he muttered,
as he galned the street. The disgust he
telt was greatly increased by the
thought of the utier failure he had
made.

Wiith this, was the uncomfortable een-
sciousmess that he had said what Ireme
mighT take exception at, if she heard
of it.

John entered his own roeom in 8 mMmore
thoroughly dissatisfled frame of mind
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“I'm better lovkin
was or will be, and 1 have twiee the
grace and polish, and yet 1 ean't Wi

one such smile as she gives him. ©on:
found it! how grethly ghe blushes when
he speaks to her! ~And how her face

lights up as she talks to Mm! With me.
she’s as cool and matter-of-fact as if 1
was her grandfather. And yet 1 never
cared for any womam half so much be-
fore. Half a million and this fine estate
are no small addition to her charms,
hut | believe 1 should be fool enough to
marry her if she hadn't a pemmy.”

When Walter related to Irene John's
conversatiom with him — or rather liis
talk to him—she smiled, and then
looked sober:

*“I must say that Johm has dfisappoint-
ed ire. 1 thought he wouwld have the
good sense to see that hearts cannot be
allotted to this or that one, like mer-
eéhandise. 1 hoped to be ablle te avoid
any talk or unpleasant feeling, but he
ig taking se mueh for gramted that |
think 1 shall have te give him that litile
talk in private that he's been asking faf
pearly every day sinee he ecame”

Irene smiled softly up into those
grave, searching eyes.

“Are you afraid to trust me, Walter?

“Not afraid to trust you, darling, but
afraid to trust to the hope that my life
will ever be made so happy as your love
comld make it. To lose yom now! Oh
Ireme, I could not bear it

There was a depth of feeling in thijs
that afleeted Irene as no words had ever
affected her before.

"My own beloved! you are not geing
to lose me.”

“Hut yon have not promised yourself
to me, Irene”

"ot in so mamy words, perhaps. But
I have said that I loved you, and with
that yom ought to be content.”

"But I am mot.”

“Hew unreasonabibe!

bk What more do
Yeri wamtt?”

WHE BloOKERY
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“[ want yow!*
1“You have me pretty securely just ak
presemt, I should say!" laughed Irene
as she looked down upom her imprisaheé
hands.

“I want your positive promise”

“I don’t like to give that to you, as
matters stand just wow.™

uwmyﬂ)n

Walter had released her hands, ahd
Irene moved a little from him, 80 that
she could lock full in liis face.

“I will tell you, Wallter. It may seelt
superstitions, but this is the way 1 tesi:
1 can't think that it was right for father
to exact such a promise from me at sWeH

tender age, when | could not knew
my own mind or what I was saying:
Nor can I believe, feeling as I de, that i
ought to comsider it binding. Still, it
was my father’s dying ihjunctiom, ¥
tered under circumstabces so solemn 83
to make ap impression on my mind that
nothing can efface; and if Johm cam BE
induced to relinquish his claim, as
hope he may, it will lift a heayy weight
from my heart, I can see by your facg
that you think me very foolish.”

“I don’t think yom at all foolish. ARd
though I must consider your cohggieREs
unduly sensitive om this point, I ¢aB
enter very fully into your feelings.
joim you heartily in your wish that JohH
could be induced to forego a ¢laim i
which them: is neither reasom hor jus:
tice, but, to speak plainly, I don't bBe:
lieve he will.*

“{ am sorry to say that I think Jehp
is mercangry.’”

Walter smiled.

*Have you just found that outt?”

“If everything else fails I can buy him
off. As he has been brought up with
the expectation of sharing my estate;
perhaps I ought to make some provis:
ion for him."

“If 1 had only myselt to think of |
should say give him the whole, Buf
that would be a wrong to yoss, WhOSE
rightful inheritance it i8, and who are
accustomed to a way of living that }
could not afford, at least for some years
to come. Do what you will, my deaf
Irene, with what is a]together your oWh:
It is you, you omly, that I seek. JohR
has taken pains to spread the story of
yomr positive engagememt to him.
have heard it from varfous guarters, [t
is not a pleasant story for me to beaf;

and 1 trust that 1 shall not be kepi iR
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so false and painful a position a great
witile longer.”

“Yeu shall not be. It is not right.
I am determined to bring matters to a
crisis. But I want you to promise me
cue thing, Walter. You know how
quick-tempered Johm is, and I am sorry
to notice, often rude and overbearing.
l?in no account have any quarrel with

m’h’

“Youw need have no fear on that score.
I am not given to quarreling, and even
it I was, I would rwt bring your mame
into anything of the sort for the world.”

As the door closed after Wallter, Irene
raised her eyes to the portrait of her
father, which hung opposite.

“Oh, father!™ she thought, “sureiy,
could you have knowmn what the future
woulld bring forth, you would not have
laid upen your daughter sueh a heavy
cross as this! Had you lived to see this
day, you couid net have wished her
whole life te be so wretehed as ihis
hateful Eﬁﬁﬁ'lﬁ%@ you planned weuld
make itt’

CHAPTER X.
A .WOMIARN'S SCORN AND A MAN'S HATE.

The passion that Jofin had conceived
for Irene had growm stronger and
spamger every succeeding day. As is
often the case, the coldmess and imdif-
ference of its object, the very means she
took to eheck and diseourage it, added
fuel to the fltlames,

John had had various attacks of what
he called love, but this was the first
genuine feeling of the kind that he bad
ever experienced, and it had its usval
effect upon a temperament so warm and
ardent as his.

Irene saw with dismay that he eitther
was, or affected to be, desperately in
love with her. She had also heard of
various remarks of his tending to .cre-
ate the impressiom that their marriage
was a thing decided upon. ,

Perceiving that it was impossible -to
repress him mueh longex, she deter-
mined to take the dilemma by both
horns and open the subjeet herself.

The two were alone in the library.

It was an opportunity that Johm bad
long sought, and he Stood inwardly de-
bating how. he eould best open the at-
.tack upon the heart he was so desirous
:ﬁ winning, when Ifene turhed upen him

us;

“I was greatly surprlsed to hear the
story you have

This was so uuexpectedl that John was
taken entirely by surprise. He had the
grace to btush, sitmmmering:

“What ™

“[n reference to' our marriage. Speak-
ing of it as a matter of course.”

John remembered what he had said to
Walter, and it brought an angry gleam
to his eye.

“I can guess the name of your imfiorm-
ant.” M

“Who was it, pray?”

The cooll, caltu countenance of the
speaker was in strong contrast to the
flusiteel]l, excited face of her companion.

“Walter Remmington.”

“S8o youw have told him so, as well as
Ida Gray and a score of others? I have
given you no authority, Cousin John,
for any such statement.”

John had now recovered from the sud-
denness of Irene's attack upon him.

“No authority, Irene? Have you for-
gotten your father's dying commands—
your own prmmiise?"”

“My father could not have meant to
have his daugher marry where she could
not love, and the promise of a child—
for 1 was scarcely more —is of little
worth.”

The young mam drew his breath hard-
ly betweem the shut teeth, while the
veins swelled across his forehead.

“Then you repudiate that promise?
Wihat your dying father so solemnly em-
joined upon you you refuse to do?”

Irene was silent, a disturbed, paimed
look in the soft, clear eyes,

“There was a condition.™

“That I claimed your hand, and I &@
elaim it,” was the response.

John had taken a step forward, Ivene
retreating,. ¥ as to leave the same dig-
tance between them. Her face was paler,
but more firm and wesolute.

“I paid my cousin the compliment—
and so did my father, I am sure—ot
supposing that he would not wish to
marry a woman unless she loved Miim.™

“But you will—you must: Oh, lrene!
I love you with a strong, oammasterimg
passion that has taken possession of my
whole being, sweeping everything be-
tore it. Surely love so ardent and de-
voted fMust meet with a return. Only
trust yowisehl® to me ﬁﬂﬁ you will leari
to leve me. 1 wilk he §p EFH@ §6 {ender,
that yew canfiet help id

There was no mock sentiment in this,
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this passion was, It Was GERUIRE, 3R
the surprise in Irene’s eyes softene

into a look of Bity.
a thing te_Bbe learped:

“Love is net ;
Tt wouwid be wrong, it_wowld be crugl t8
1 ean Rever 19ve

deceive you, JomA.
you.” .
“But you are eruel and most wRjust:
You have given me RO time, RO OPRQF:
tupity. Ever sinee 1 came here—and [
came expressly to see you, as you knew
=you have studiously kept me at a dis-
tanee; you have treated me as if 1 was

Fierce, vehement and ungevernable §§

a stranger. And Row you eeel'y say, ‘I
ggnt”n‘gvef leve you.” Hew de you knew
at?

“No matter how. I do know it

“You speak very ‘confidently.”

Irene had decided to avow her love
for Wallter, but her knowledge of John's
hasty and violent temper, and her fears
of bringing the two cousins into violent
collisiom, deterred her. She would wait
until he had recovered, in a measure,
from the disappointmemt and mortifica-
gation under which he was now smart-
ing.

j After revolving the matter over in her
mind. Irene broke the silence by saying:

“We are so diverse in temperament
and feeling, John, that our marriage
would not be a happy one. I feel that it
would be doing you as great a wrong as
myself, should I consent to it. Some
day you will see, and be glad that I saw
it in time to prevent that saddest of all
mistakes—a loveless marriage. I would
you could see it now. I frankly confess
that I wish you had net, by putting
forth this elaim — it elaim it eam be
ealled—forced fme inte a eeurse § Fe-
?ug@ﬁm te me. As it is, I am cempelled
o say that 1 eannet ratify the csimpaet
entered ifnte By yeur father and mipe,
tor the simple and suthieient reasen that
1 46 net 18ve yeu as 1 tesl that 1 eught
te leve my Rusband”

Johm looked darkly at the speaker.

“Only one thing could make you s6
s;:re of this—your love for some one
else.”

The swift, bright color that surged up
to the temples was followed by a sud-
den flash to the eye that would have
warned John that he was going teo far,
had he not been so enraged by defeat
and all that it invelved as 6 have neé
thought for anything else.

“You need not tell me his name who
has so basely undermined me. It ‘is

Walter Remmiington! ths smooth-fased,
sanctimonious hypocrite! It is pet the
first time that his lying tongue has de-
famed and injured me, curse him! He
will find that he crossed my path once
too often! If I live to be a day older’=

“Stop!”™

As John looked at Irene he hardly
knew her, such a transforming influ-
ence had those crimsomed cheeks and
blazing eyes.

“John Remmingtom, how dare you use
such language under this roof, and to
me? Go!”

“Forgiive me, Irene,” he sitmmmered
“The thought of losing you nearly drove
me wild. Only give me a little hope"—

Without vouchsafing a word or look
in reply, Irene passed through the door
to which she had pointed, never looking
so lovely and desirable as now, when
she seemed further off from him tham
ever.

“On my honor, I dom’t know whether I
hate or love her most!” muttered the
discomffited man, as he looked after her.
*“She angers and attracts me as no wo-
man ever did before. But whether it be
love of hate, whether I win of lose her.
she shall never be Wallter Remmimgtom §
wife—never! newer!”

CHAPTER XI.
THE QUARRKL.

“L tell you, father, she has refused
me, and 'in words that leave no room
for any mistake.”

Mr. Remmimgtom looked at his S6R'S
flusiteeld, excited face.

“Amd then, as a matter of course, you
flew into a passiom, as you generally @9
if you can't have what you wamt the
minute you ask for it?”

“it don’t matter about that,” said the
young mam, sullenly; “the fact remains
the same.”

“It does matter; -as any such course
closes the door to any further effort.
Supposing she did refuse? I've knoWn
girls to refuse men a dozem times, and
then marry them. A woman’s ‘Ne'
often means ‘Yes,’ as you ought to know
by this time.”

“Irene is no such woman as that; she
knows her own mind, and means what
she says. You‘'d think so, at all events,
if you'd heard what she gaid to me. She
means to marry Wallter Remmiington, as
I have told you' alt along.”

“Did she say so?”
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“She as much as said so. She didn't
deny it. If you dom’t interpese yeur
authority, she’ll do it, t69."

“My authority, John? You talk Very
foolishly! I have ne autherity ever her:
She is legally ot age; fmstresg of her-
self, and ail that she has”

“Your influence, then. You surely
ought to have some. You are her near-
est living relative, and she will listen
to you, as a matter of couvrse.”

“I shall use all the influenee 1 have,
of course; having almest as mueh at
stake as you. But if you eannet get her
to listen taverably 6 aw §Hﬁ dont
know hew | am t6 HoRRY
Played yeur eards yery n AH%F B&&éf
ing of your sHeeess "wit B%§8FE;F

If@ﬂ@ t

At this mement, a servant tapped at
the doer:

It was a message from Ireae to her
uncle, reguesting to see him iR ihe
library-

“Now {s your ohanee.,” said Jehn,
following his father te ihe deer. -'Plead
for me.- Speak of My great 18ve foF ReF:
remind her of her father's commands

fail Whete stiecess f8 HIGS)
:_ﬁffgﬁggaaa% %'j%i em“g’?%i ‘Ji‘
Gitow Tt 2 “ﬁ%&‘ﬁ

as “E as I‘E

Mr. Remmimgtom took a seat: John
stood leaning against the mantel.

“In some respects worse, in others
better than I expected. On the whole,
Irene spoke fair, very fair. She wnder-
stands that her father intended that you
should share in the estate. and is will-
ing to make a liberal mnrangememt’—

"I don"t want to hear anything about
that!" interrupted Johm, whose blood
was now at a fever's heat, "Tihat wasn‘t
what 1 wanted you to find out. Did
she say she would marry me? That is
what 1 want to HKkmow!™

“She did not.” replied Mr, Remming-
g|ton, speaking with great deliberation,
"Om the contrary. ¥ 1 have any kmnowl
edge of the English language, she said
she would not marry you. But she
promised to make provision for yon;
though only om condition that you fully
and freely relinquish all clziim.”

“Whiichh 1 wom't do!” cried John, en-
forcing his declaratiom by expletives that
we don't care to repeat.

Withouwt noticimg this, Mr. Remming-
ton continued:

“Of course. John, it is a disappoint-
ment to me, and it must be to you, also.
But as we have no power to compel
Trene’s compliance, it would be the
height of folly for you to refuse the
terms she offers. Remember that half a
loaf is better tham no bread."

I will be party to no such scheme as

her own promise. 1 will wait here A-
tdl you epme bHRGK"

John's patience was sorely taxed; his|

;a;ner was closeted with lrepe ever an
.

Twice he went eut inte the hall. paus-
ing by the eerrider that led 8 ihe libFa-
Ty; but theugh He eputd hear veiees, He
could d:gtmgﬂ&%ﬁa nething At what was
Passing withif

When his father at last eame out.
d6hn had woried hHimself up inte a
i©ver of impatienee and jrFitation whieh
was clearly visible in the dlvshed faee
and gleaming &yes:

“Welll, what is it father? Yhat did

€ §ay? Why don’'t you speak? You
W&F€ in there long enough to find out
Something, 1 should say!™

Mr. Refniij FHON'S fﬁ%% Wwas 3 6HH8H§

eyt

‘EaR’t you speak?
G4 have?” demanded John, still more
fipatiently, as his father still eontinued!
eilant, &

Wihat sticeess did!

that! I'm not to be bought over in that
lway. I will not relinquisth my claim.
Irene Carltom shall never be Walter
Remmimgton’s wife! The scoundrel has
laid his plans very cunningly, but he
left me out of his calculatiom., 1 have
an accoumt with him, and it will be seft-

tled. in short order, the flirst time I see
him.”
Mr. Remmingtom made no reply to

this; he was accustomed to his son's
extravagamt way of expressing himself,
and knew that his wrath, violemt as it
was, was generally short-lived.

When the tempest burst, which dese-
lated his whole after life, he wemem-=
bered these words, but now he paid me
heed to them.

Johm found himself in the opem air.
Drivem by his angry and resentful feel-
ings rather than any fixed purpose. he
|toedi hités waay uppesim.

He had gone but a short distance
Il wihen Hie et Fitarnry emdl Clrerles Weammom

“Helle! old fellow!” cried Hawry:
‘g9 you were coming? Tie L.st of the
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boys sent us after you: "We had strigt
orders to bring yow, whether oF mh*

“Bring me whene?*

“Wyy, to the clukczoom, to be surel
Didn't you agree to meet the Beys
there at three this afternoom, te aF-
range about the excursimh?’

“So 1 did. Upon my hemer! 1 feg-
got alfsabout it. I've had seme busi:
ness of my own that drove everything
else out of my mindy

“Never mind! come along now. You
are our right-hamd man in such matters,
Jou know, and we can't get along with-
out you. We haven't decided a thing
yet, not even where we shatl go.”

“Who are there?” inquired Johm, as
they walked along.

“Ed. Wheeler, Will Taylor, George
Merrill, Charlie and myseif. 1 asked
Dr. Remmingtom to join us, but he de-
clined.”

“It is well he did!'"” retorted Johm, his
brow darkenimg. “That is, if-yom want
me to have anything to do with it. He's
a contemptible scoundrel, if he is my
cousin; and I'll have no friendly or so-
ctal relations with him whatever.”

The young men exchanged glances;
thev knew that there was some rivalry
and jealousy between the parties, but
dé? not dream of any such feeling as
this.

John continued:

“You know I've told yom about my
engagememnt to my cousin Irene. It has
been comsidered as a settled thing for
five years, or mere, that we were to be
married when she reached her majority.
Wi, this fellow has been secretly trying,
for momths, t6 undermine and supplant
me, and so break up the match. Sup-
pesing a man sheuld try that game with
you, Harry, in regard t8 yeur be=
{rothed »

“I'm afraid ocne of us would get hurt.
I'd either give him a sound drubbing, or
he'd give me one. Eh, Charlie?”

Charlie smiied. He was older than
his brother, and a more careful ob-
server., He had seen enough of his
young hostess to doubt whether she had
ever eared anything for John.

“I should want to be very sure that
he was guilty before proceeding to such
extremities as that.”

“H«M never fight,” sneered Jokn;
*he’s too cowardly. I've tried to imsult
him half a dozen times.”

After the business matter was com-

cluded, John sent for wine and reifresh-
ments.

He was pgenerous and free-hearte.i;
fond of such things himself, and willing
to distribute them to those around him,
which made him a general favorite.

He often indulged in wine, but never
to excess, so that it could be dilscovered
in his words or maaner, but now, to
drown his disappointment and mortifi-
cation, he drank freely; so much so
that its effect was visible in his filisthed
face and unsteady step, as, followed by
his eempanions, he teek his way dewn-
stairs.

The club-room was in the upper part
of the Clarendon House, where Walter
boarded. He was then standing in the
doorway of the main entrance, waiting
for the hostker to bring up his horse.

The entrance was amply wide enough
for him to pass, but with a design that
was evident to all who saw it, John
brushed past him so rudely as to mearly
throw him from his balance.

“Was that intentional?”
Walter, angrily.

“That was!" cried John, dealing him
a quick blow in the face.

Walter turned pale. Had it not been
for his promise to Irene, and the evi-
dent intoxication of his assailant, lie
would have given him a lesson that he
sorely needed, for he was physieally the
gtrongest.

“You will be sorry for tiniis.”

“Who's going to make me
sneered John.

“I will. I think that you will be both
ashamed and sorry when you are sober,”
added Walter, as he weat dowm the
steps. around whieh quite a crowd had
gathered.

“You whining hypocrite!” roared
John, making an effort to break away
from Harry and Charles Vernon, who
now interposed, “Husw dare you insinu-
ate that I'm @numik?”

Walter stepped into his carriage and
drove off, while Johm’s companions
coaxed him inside, taking him wpstairs
again,

He was quite beside himself with
rage.

“You heard what he said about being
revenged on me. Amd he’ll do it, too;
though it will be in some way as low
and sly as he is! He won't stafid wp
and meet me openly like 4 man. He's a
eoward, a8 T told yeu." )

The yeung fied persuaded him te W&

demanded

sonry?"
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down upom the lounge, and he soom fell
asleep.

They themn -left him, believing that he
would, sleep away his excitememt with
the wine he had taken, and which they
considered to be the main cause.

CHAPTER XII.
THE MYSTHRIODIS STRANGER.

Two or three days later, Wallter was
riding along the dusty road that led to
towm.

The sun was sinking behind the hills;
he had been riding all the afternoon,
and was beginning to be conscious of
being both tired and hungry.

His thirsty horse pricked up his ears
at the tinkle of the wayside brook, where
he had so oftemn quenched his thirst,
and, encouraged by the suddemly slack-
ened rein, took his way thither.

A lad—for he could scarcely be more
—was resting himself upom ome of the
smooth, flat stones; his dust-ladem gar-
ments showing that he had traveled
some distanee.

Wallter scarcely heeded him; his mind
being occupied by his cousin's quarrel
with him, which had been noised about
town with various additions and exag-

gerationgs; the most unpleasamt part of |
the mention of |

which oas, te him,
gene’g name, as the cause of the trou-
e.
“If you please, sir, is this Comeondi?"
There was something so peculiar iB

the voice that Walter turned his eyes |

curiously upom the speaker who, mow

that he had risen, looked taller and
older, .
He seemed annoyed, almost dis-

pleased, at the intentness of that gaze, |

which he showed by the suddem knit-
ting of the brows, and the lowering to
the ground of the dark, glittering eyes.
“l beg pardon,” said Walter, on per-
ceiving this; “what was it that you
said?”
“I asked you if I was in Comcord?

“You are within the limits of Concord. !

The town itself is straight on, about a
mile and a half beyond.”

“Do you know if a lady lives there
by the name of Canltom?"

“A lady lives there by that mame,
yes.”

“€an you direct me to her house?"

“Very easily. You will find it straight
on. It is a large brick house, standing

back from the road; the first one of any
note that you come to.”

Wallter glanced at the stranger’s slen-
der form and pale, wearied face.

“Yom can go along with me; I am go~
ing right past the house.”

The stranger retreated a step.

“[ prefer to walk, thank you,” he said,
in a cold, reserved tone that forbade
anything further.

Wallter rode along.

On reaching the top of a hill,
looked back.

The young fellow had resumed his
seat beside the brook, whose waters
were bubbling over the stones, that
formed a partial inclosure aroumd it.

Wheo could he be? He was a stranger,
evidently, not omly unacquaimted with
the country roumd about him, but the
persom he was seeking.

Most likely it was some one seeking
help, for Irene's wealth and liberality
were well known; she was especially
noted for assisting studemts, in strait-
ened circumstamces, in thBir efforts to
obtaim an education.

Wiitth this thought he dismissed the
matter from his mind.

The young traveler watched Walter
until he disappeared over the brow of
the hill. Them loosening a small knap-
sack from his shoulder, he took from it
some bread and cheese, and a tin cup;
eating and drinking with am avidity
which indicated that it was the break-
iugI of a long fast.

e seemed especially thirsty; dipping
the cup inte the brook., he drained it
twice with a leng sigh of satisfaction.

Then removing his cap and loosening
his cellar, he bathed his head and face
in the cool water; the applicatiom of
which made the short, jetty rings of
hair curl still more closely aroumd the
head.

He then took a positiom further back
from the road under a tree.

The moon arose, and the solemm stars
looked down; but still he sat there, his
head leaning agaiinst the tree, so mo-
tionless that he would have seemed to
be sleeping were it not for the wide-
opem, glittering eyes, which Jooked
straight forward, as though they saw
something else besides the tranguil
scene before them.

At last he arose, and strapping the
knapsack to his back, wemt on im the
direction Wallter had indicatedd. He
walked very rapidly, and without pabe-

he
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ing, until he came to a hoyse, the lights
of which could be seen baek of the
trees that surrounded it .

The grounds were inclosed by a high
wall, the gate of Which stoed wide 9BER;
disclosing a broad, Winding Bath, hne
with trees. . .

The young man stoed irresglute: 1t
looked as thsugh it migkt be the place,
but he was Rot sure.

A tow-headed, bare-footed bey was
perched upon a posi oppesite, WhiSHIRg
“Yamkee Doodle.” ,

“Can you tell me where Miss lIrene
Carlton lives?"

“I reckon I Kin,” respomded the lad;
“she lives in that house over yander.

“I live there, too” he added, With a
consequential air; “ma’am i Miss Carl-
ton's cook.”

“Is she at home?"

“[ guess she is. That's her room, on
the east piazzy, where that light is.
There ain’t never no light there when
she ain’t tew bum.

“Air you looking fur worde?” added
the boy, glancing at the knapsack,
which, small as it was, looked too heavy
for the slender shoulders. “Because if
you be"—

“I'm not looking for work,” inter-
rupted the stranger; “I have as much
on my hands now as I can well attend
to.”

“Short as pie-crust,” muttered the
urchin, as he looked after the stramger,
who, walking swiftly past the gate, dis-
appeared in a curve of the read beyend.

In the course -of half an hour, he re-
turned; passing through the gate, up the
avenue to the house.

After looking carefully about, he took
his way toward the room on the east
piazza, spoken of by the boy.

It was a warm night, and the light
streamed brightly through the lace folds
of the curtain that draped the open wif-
dow, and which descended to the Heef.

Within was Margie, Miss Carlton’s
maid, a pretty, vain, shallow-hearted
girl, who was amusing herself during
her mistress’ absence by trying om the
comtents of ber wardrobe.

She had arrayed herself in a rich
purple silk, trimmed with costly lac®,
and was standing before the mirror ad-'
miring its effect, when she heard a step
back of her.

fhe suppressed a shriek ag she ssw
the youthfulness of the intruder,

“Goodness me! boy, what do yeu
want?”

“Pardon this seeming intrusiom, lady,*
said the stranger, in a low, sweet voice,
in strong contrast to that sharp, wiry
tone; “my business is urgent.”

Margie looked at the intruder from
top to toe.

Making no doabt but what he was
one of the mamg recipients of Miss Carl-
ton’s bounty, she said, with a toss of
the head:

“imtrusiom, indeed! I should think it
was an intrusion! If you want foed er
ledging, why don’t you go round to tha
kitchen door?”

The stranger lifted his head proudly,
while a dark flush crossed his cheek,

‘1 am no beggar, Miss Cariton. If I
were 1 would starve before 1 would
touch a morsel beneath this rooff!”

The girl smiled, .

That she should be taken for her mis:
tress gratified the vamity that was the
ruling passiom of her nature; she per-
eeived that her visitor had never seen
Miss Carlton, and she determined to
keep up the illusion.

“Wihat do you wamt then? Make
known your errand, and them go,” she
saild, in a tone that was intended to be
Very stately, but which was, really,
nothing but a compound of pertness and
insolence.

The stranger took a rapid, compre:
hensive survey of the speaker, his eyes
dwelling the longest om her face; with
the curiosity and interest there was
mingled a deeper feeling, though
what nature it was not easy to tell.

Whiile he did not, in the least, doubt
her identity, it was evident that she
was not at all such a person as he had
expected to see.

“I have come to give you a message
of warning, that you would do well to
heed. Are yom engaged to John Rem-
mington?”

“Supposing I am? How dare yoU
have the impudence to come here and
ask cuch a question as that?” cried Mar-
gie, who began to enter into the spirit
of her role, and, indeed, to quite over-
act her part.

“iI mean no impertinemce, lady. |
have come to prevent the commiittal of 2
great wrong. I am Joseph Harmon, the
brother of the woman he should marry,
if he marries any ome—if there is ang
honor and justice in the world, whic

I somethmes- doubt! If 764 will read
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these letﬂters, you will see that I speak
e

Hair frightemed at the turn affairs
were taking Margie took the letters
th>t were held out to her,

She could not read writing very well,
but by making out a word here and
there, she saw that they contained dec-
larations of the most ardent love ang
devotion.

"Mr. Remmingtom was only amusing
Bimself,” she said, thrusting them back
into his hand; "as gentlemen will, when
girls are so silly as to believe 'em. Your
sister ought to know that they mever
mean no good to girls in her condition.”

The young man shut his teeth tightly;
the heaving breast abd the swollen
veins across the forehead alone gave
token of the fieree battle that was going
om within,

“And this is your answer to the
brokemn-hearttedl, desperate, maddened
woman that this man has so terribly
wronged?”

“You may tell your sister, from me,
that it serves her right for being 8o
silly, and that I hope 'twill be a lesson
to her!'” said Margie, sharply, who was
beginning to tire of the part she was
acting, and to fear that she would mnot
findl it an easy thing to rid herself of
her strange visitor. “Now that you
have got your answer, go away'"

“Im spite of all I have told you, you
will marry iim?"

"“Of course I shall! Who and what's
to hinder me?"

It was now nearly time for her mis
tress to return; and the girl was fearful
that her little masquerade would be dis-
covered, and which she knew would
most likely result in ousting her from
her present snug and comfortable berth.

“Why dom’'t you go away, as I told
yon? If you don’t go instantly, I'll send
for a comstabile, and have you ammrested!’™

The stranger approached the open
window through which he had emtered,
and then, turning roumd, confromted the

speaker-

“John Remmi seeks you for the
wealth you will bring your husband; it
can be for nothing eise. If my bleed

and brain were made of cooler stuff, |
would let the slow years bring him the
punishment he merits. As it is, I wish
you joy of your ustoemd!™

There was something in these words,
and the dark look that accompanied
them, that sét a sudden shiver through

the girl’s veins, and it was with a feel-
ing of relief that she listened to his re-
treating footsteps.

“I think the fellow must be crazy,”
she muttered, as she hurriedly divested
herseif of her borrowed plumes. “Good-
ness me! how his eyes did glitter, and
how wildly he talked. There wa'n’t the
least bit of sense in what he said, but
somehow it made me feel sort of all-
overish. I'm glad he's gome. I hope fe
hgoodness that he won't come back
agaim. Miss Irene would be mad enough
it she knew what I had doae. Nobody
saw him but me, and 1 won't let on to
her that he's been here.”

So when Irene returmed, half an hour
later, she found Margie clad in her ows
proper habilimemts, sitting demurely by
the window.

“Did you get tired waiting for me?”
she said, with a smile

“Oh, no, mem.*

Margie stood back of her young lady's
chair, uncoiling the heavy braid of hair,
when Irere suddenly said:

“Mangi®, de yom know of any one
calling to see me, this evening; a young
mam, or lad, rather—a stramger?"

“No, mem. Was youw expecting any
one?”

“Dr. Remmiimgton told me that he met
a lad on the road about sundowm who
looked as if he had traveled a long dis-
tance, and who inquired of him the way
to the house.”

“I hain’t seen nobody, mem.
the housekeeper would know. '

P'raps

CHAPTER XIII.

SUMMONS, AND STRANGER

INTERVIEW.

The next eveming, as Wallter entered
his office, after a hard day’s ride among
the rocks and hills, where most of his
patients lived, he found a note om his
desk.

It was a hasty scrawll, so blotted as to
be almost illegible, but after consider-
able study, he made it out to rum thus:

br. RavvwgTox: Come to the house
knowm as the ‘old Stone place.” Don't
fail, or delay; it is a matter of life and
death.”

There was neither date nor sigpature.

On inquiry he foumd that it had been
left by a boy about two hours before.

Walter was very tired, and them it

STRANGE

was the eveming that Irene held her
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weelly receptions, and he Was %@EHHH%
on- being there; so the impulse Wa
strong upon him to defer aRSWEFing the
summons until morning. .
But on recurring to the Rote again he
decided to go. . .
“It is evidently some ORe iR Pressing
need of my prQfessional serviees,” he
thought, as he thrust the note into his
vest pocket; “amnd if it is a matter of
life and death, to-morrow may be %0
{ate. I shall have time to FUR imto
. Irene’s for a few minutes after I get
" back.”

Wihat was called the “old Stone place”
was a dilapidated story and a half
house, situated on a lonely road, mearly
a mile from any other diwelling.

It was very old, one of the very eldest
in that part of the country, and had mot
been inhabited for many a day.

“One must be wretchedly poor to seek
shelter in such a place as this,” thowght
Wallter, as he tied his horse to the
broken fence.

Not a ray of light gleamed from the
windows, in which scarcely a whole
pane remained.

A curious feeling came over Walter
as he walked up to the door, which was
partly ajar, and hanging only by one
hinge.

“If I was a rich man 1 should be
afraid that this was a plot to rob and
murder me,” he said to himself, with
a half-smile. “Blessed be motHingd!"

Pushing open the door, he found him-
self in a low room, whese bare desola-
tion was clearly revealed by the bright
moonlight that fell through the curtain-
less windows.

Seeing a glimmer of light beneath a
door opposite, he opened it.

As he did so he was confromted by a
figure which emerged from an obscure
corner, while a voice said, in a tone of
deep, concentrated feeling:

“So we meet at last!’™

Then, as the speaker’s eyes fell wpon
Wallter, he started back, adding:

“Who are you? and what do you
want?”

To say that Walter was surprised at
his strange greeting is to say little,

On looking more closely he saw that
it was the stranger he met on the road,
whose countenance and singular ap-
pearance were indelibly stamped on his
memory.

As soon as he could collect his
thoughts, he said: -

“[ am Dr. Remmington. | was led 9
suppose : that there was some one here
in need of my professional services.”

The stranger turned a sharp, inguiring
look upon the speaker.

“Are you Dr. John Remmingtom?>”

“No; [ am Dr. Walter Remmington.
1 have a counsin by that name, He
studied medicine, but never practiced
it. 8o he was never called dector—at
least, around here.”

“It was John Remmingtom that 1
wanted to see.”

The stranger retreated to the windew,
and stood leaning against it with 2a
wearied air. The unnatural flush had
faded from the face, and its pale, de-
jected aspect aroused a feeling of sym-
pathy in the kind heart, which hever
failed to respomd to the appeal of suf:
fering humanity, in whatever form it
might come. i

“You are looking ill. I am a physi-
cian; it will afford me a real pleasure 8
be of service to youw.™

“I am not ill; and you cam be of RA@
service to me, whattewen!’™

Then, as the speaker’s eyes fell wpon
Walter, he added, in a softer tone:

“I thank you, sir, but my malady is of
the mind—a sick and woumded heaFt.
Have you any medicine for sucin?”

“Only the Great Physician can heal
that,” was the grawve response.

The stranger folded his arms tightly
over the heaving breast.

“Is there any such Being? If so, Wh
does He allow wrong to triumph, an
the innocent and helpless to be trodden
under foot?"

“In the language of one far wiser thap
I, ‘what we know not now, we shall
know hereafter.’ ™

The stranger looked at Walter; theré
was something in his face that inspired
confidence, and which had a calmif
effect upon the mnervous excitemen
evinced by every look and gesture.

“There is one thing that [ must kRGW:
and knowing—but no matter now! Yeu
say that this man—John Remmington—
is your cousin. Is he going to marFy
Irene Carltom?*

Walter was so astomished at this uu:
pected question that he remained silent
for some moments,

“I should not like to express any
opinion on that point,” was the caution«
response. “[t is so reported.”

The effect of these words upon RS
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stranger was still more startling. Rais-
ing one clenched hamd upward, he cried:

“If he does, he will be perjured, per-
jured, penjusreti!™

A feeling of intense sympathy touched
Walter's heart as he looked upomn that
pale face, om which there was such an
expressiom of anguish and despair.

“Be catm. 1f this man has wronged
yot cr a*y ome belonging to yom"—

“If this man has wronged me!"” im-
torriii,texl the stranger, rising from the
I:mees wpon which he had flung limself.
"Why wait I for further proof? It is
enough! emmugh!™

After waiting a moment, Walter re-
sumed:

“Tihe information you seek cannot
properly come from me. Is there mno
other way by which I can serve yow?"

By what was evidently a hard strug-
gle, the stranger had regained at least
the appearance of calmness.

"“There is. I want to send a message
te John Remmiimgton. In what way can
it most safely reach him, and with the
least possible dieltey?"

“I expect to see him this evening. If
you think you cam trust me. I will take
}E ‘1,:0 him—or, at least, see that he gets
It

“I think that I can trust yom. Well
would it be for Johm Remmingtom if he
were as honorable as I believe you to
be. I want you to tell Himm"—

“Stay!” interrupted Walter: “[ can-
not give your message verbally. You
must write it

The stranger turned to the table,
whieh was the omrly pieee of furniture
in the room, with the exception of a
broken stool.

On this table was a eandle, whose rays
were fllikeriwg in the draught of the
broken pane, near whieh it steed.

He took a peneil and envelope from
his knapsaek, but searehed it vainly
for paper; fiot the jeast serap was e be
found.

Observing his perplexity. Wallter took
a note-book from his breast pocket, and
tearing a leat from it, gave it to him.

Then walking to the window, he
§tood there, musing on his strange ad-
Venture, and the dark mystery that sur-
Founded his new acquaintance.

he was he? and what was the na-
ture of the wrong whose very memory
Seemed to goad him to desperatiom?

That John was passionate, selfish and

Seit-willed, he well knew, but delibver-

ately and basely evil he had never he-
lieved him to be.

“The letter is ready for you, sir."

As Walter’s eye fell upon its super-
scriptiom, heestarted and then smiled.

“If 1 did not know to the comtrary. 1
should think it my own hemdiwritimg.”

Then, as he caught a side view of
the face of his companiom, a swdden
thought filsshedd upon him.

“Were you ever at Deering, Conmectii-
cat?"”

The stranger turned his head sharply.

“Why do you ask me ttiatt?"

“I taught school there once, and—
your face looked framiliar.”

“l was never tiere."

Walter was turning away, when the
stranger’s voice again arrested his at-
tention.

“One moment. Have you a siisten?"

Wallter shook his head.

“I am not so fiortunate.”

“That is as it may be. If you had,
and she was wronged, her heart won,
and then trampled under foot, would
not every drop of “blood in your veins
cry out for vengeance against him who
had so cruelly wronged her?"

Wallter raised his hand wpward.

“‘Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord,
and I will repay.” Whatever may be
your wromgs, put far from you such
thoughts as these; they will only bring
upon you fresh trouble and suffering.
Mind, I do not say that you may mnot
seek their redressal; that is mmother
thing. I will see that your letter reaches
the persom to whom it is addressed. 1n
the meamtime, if I ean serve youw in any
way, I will do se. You know where I
am to be found.”

When Wallter reached Irene’s, it was
late.

After paying his respects to his host-
ess, who was the center of a gay group,
he looked around for Johm. He was at
the other end of the room, talking to
Miss Gray.

The cousins had not spoken since their
unfortunate encounter on the steps of
the hotel. John was inwardly ashamed
of his violence, though he was too proud
to own it; trying to justify himself in
his own eyes, and in the eyes of those
who witnessed it, by seeking to make
it appear that he was the injured party,
in which he was, to a great degree, suc-
cessfml.

Wallter did not believe that Johm
would have made so unprovoked an as-
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sault upon him, had he net been dnink-
fog, still he did net eare to present ihe
letter himself, 80 he asked Harry Gvay,
who was passing, to take it to Rim.

Desiring to- note its effect upen him,
he then placed himself in a positien
where he could watch him, unebserved-

When Harry gave it to Jobn, he was
crossing the room.

Wallter could not see his faee, as he
read it, but he noticed that he did seo
twice. Then, putting the letter into his
breast pocket, he said something to
Harry, who immediately looked toward
the place where he had stood when he
gave him the letter.

On perceiving this, and feeling that
it John wanted any information as to
how the letter happened to pass through
his hands, he ought to have it, Walter
emerged from the cormer, where he
8ttood, to where he knew he could be
readily seen by him.

As soon as Johmn's eyes fell on him,
his face flushedl hotly, and he walked
toward him, with a step and manner be-
traying strong excitement.

When he reached the middle of the
room, as if suddenly changiong his reso-
h;tlion, he paused, going to another part
of it.

John remaimed only a few minutes
later.

The two Grays were standing near
the door as he passed out.

“Going?” cried Charlie. “Dom’t for-
get our excursion to-morrow. We shall
have to be up bright and eanly!"™

“Oh! I sha’'m’t forget that,” was the
gay retort; “I wouldm’t miss it on any
accoumt! If the sunset we had to-night
is any sign, we shall have a beautiful
day.”™

How little did the speaker think what
that day wouwld bring to him!

Harry Gray noticed something pecu-
liar in John's look and manner, and
'tm mind instantly adverted to the let-
er.

He mentioned
brother, addimg:

“Something’s up. Did you mnotice
what a queer look Joha had? It Dr.
Remmington was that sort ot a fellow,
I should say it was a challenge.”

“It would be sheer nonsense to sup-
pose that,” said Charlie, whose temipér-
ameat was less exeitable and hwasina
tive. “Besides, it den't follow Bééausé
the letter came »thfweugh hif, that hé

the incideat to his

was the writer of it

“The superscription was ip his hand-
writing, I'm positive! I never saw sueh
a change in any one's face as there wWas
in Johm’s when he read it

“Most likely it was something rela:
tive to their rival claims to the hand
of our fair hostess. John is desperately
in love with her. And so is Dr. Rem-
mington; though he has a different way
ot showing it. She is a charming wo-
fian; and the man will be very fortu-
fate whe wins her.”

“That she is! Amd John is a @ewh-
right good fellow, as generous and opeR
as the day! He deserves to win; and |
hope he will!™

“[ don't know about that” said the
elder brother, after a thoughtful pauss.
“I like John; he has a great many good
points about him. Aand some others
that are—wlll, not so good. I tell you
what it is, Harry, what we men call
good fellows, and who are, in a certain
way, doa’t always fhake the best hus-
bands. 1 ean’t say, it Miss Carlton was
Yy sister, that 1I'd wadt hifm te win.”

“I like him the best, at all events.,”
persisted the other. “Amd I think it
very mean in Dr. Remmington to try to
undermine him in the way John says
he has.”

“I don’t imagine that there is any
danger of that on either side. Miss
Carlton is not a woman so easily blipd-
ed. She will take which of them she
likes best—amd perhaps neither. It is
none ot our busimess.”

CHAPTER XIV.
A TERRIBLE DISCOVERY.

An unaccountable feeling of depres-
sion weighed upon Wallter's heart, which
made the mirth and music of that gay
assemblage jar harshly om his nerves,
and he left very soom after John did.

He had gome but a few rods when he
missed a bunch ot keys that he always
carried with him.

It coatained not ounly his room and
office key, but the one that unlocked &
desk containing valuable papers.

He remembered hearing something
drop from his pocket when he was ia
the old deserted house. He had Jooked,
but the light being dim, had discovered
nothing, and thought he was mistaken.

It must have been the missing keys:

There was no help for it; tired as he
was, he would have to go hack for them.

Fortupately his way home was past



SHRE BRROKEM BFEBEORATHAL.

the road where this house stood, so -it
would not take him much out of the
way.

Wiith these thoughts, Wallter turned
down the rough and narrow road that
led to the “old Stone place.”

Wihen near, though not withim sight
of it, he was startled by the loud report
of a pistol.

Walter's horse was young and spirit-
ed; giving a snort of terror, it begam to
rear and plunge in a manmer not a little
dangerous in the steep and rocky place
Where he-was.

After he had succeeded in calming
him, he listened.

Not a sound broke the solemm still-
ness that reigned around.

Looking cautiously about him, he
strained his eyes vainly to-discover any
movement in the road beyond.

Then, with a reassuring word to his
horse, Waiter went on.

The moom was partially obscured by a
eloud, but the outlines of the house
were plainly visible, amid the black-
Ress that surrounded it.

As Waliter looked he saw a ffigure
emerge from the house and run down
the walk to the road.

Whoewver it was must have heard the
sound of his horse’s feet on the stony
Foad, and which sounded very distinctly
1A the silence.

As it reached the road, it paused as if
Irresolute which way to go; them sud-
denly turning, ran swiftly dowm the hill
18 an opposite direction.
 Wallter’s horse now demanded all his
time and attention.

As though it scented some mysterious
horror in the air, it begam to back;
Flunging from side to side; not even
Be applicatiom of the whip could make
it go forward.

At last Wallter dismoumted, and tak-
ing him by the bridle, tried to lead him
up to the house, but he could not in-
duce the animal to mowve one step in
that directiom. At. every fresh effort
Be reared upon his hiad legs, trembling
|A every limb, his ffleshingg eyes and
dilated nostrils showing the terror that
Bad seized him.

Pitying what he eoulld see no adequate
€ause for, Wallter fifally turaed the
horse round, seeuring Hif 6 a tree at
the side ot the read.

He then went into the house, the door
9f which stood wide open,

OR entering the firgt room, he saw a

dark pool of something oozing from be-
neath the door of the one openimg out
of it.

On taking a step forwamrd, his feet
slipped, and in trying to save himself,
both hands came in comtact with a
warm, slimy liquid, and which had the
sickening odor of fresh blood!

Springing to his feet, Waliter turned
to the window.

Horror of horrors — his crimsoned
hands were dripping with gore!

Struck dumb and motiomless with ter-
ror. he stood for some momemts trying
to collect his scattered thoughts.

Some dark, horrible deed had been
commiitted. Murder or suikiitE?—which?

Shaking off the benumbing horror
that oppressed him, Wallter pushed back
the door of the adjoiming room, which
was ajar.

Upom the floor lay the body of a man.

Wallter approached nearer.

At this momemt the moom burst out
from behind a cloud, revealing to his
horrorstmuck visiom the white, rigid
face of Johm Remmington!

Tearing opem the vest he placed his
hand upom the heart.

Though the body was still warm,
there was not the faintest motiom there;
he could have beem dead omly a shert
time, but dead he was!

What was to be done now? Go to the
family of the murdered man with the
terrible tidings? apprise the magistrates
of the foul murder that had been com-
mitted in their midst?

This was what he ought to do. And
yet—

Supposing his story was not believed?
Supposing—

His heart grew sick as he thought of
Johm’s fatal quarrel with him, and the
terrible position in which he might find
himself.

The murderer. whoever he was, had
fled, and might never be found. Unless
he was. suspiciom would surely fall en
him.

Why should he tell of his discovery of
the body? What good weuld it de?
Waould it not be better to leave the dia-
covery of it to some one else, FatheF
than put himself in such mortal perils

Picking up the missing keys, Whish
he found under the table, Walter left
the house, his mind a confused medley
of doubts, fears and conjectures.

He fimally came to the conclugion that
he would say nothing abeut it



T MAE BREHORKN BETROTHA L.

Fatal mistake!—amd still more fatal
consequences that sprung from it!

The gray dawn was breaking before
Wallter fell asleep, and then he slept
very heavily.

The bright sunlight was streaming
into the room when he woke.

He would bhave thought his strange
experience of the past night to bave
been some horrible dream, were it pot
for what he saw around him,

The cuffs of the linen duster, that was
lying across a chair, were dabbled with
blood, while spots were on various
other parts of it. And when he went to
draw on his boots, he found that the
soles were crimsomed with the same
horrible stains.

Wiith a sick feeling at his heart that
no words can describe, Walter covered
his face with his bhands.

He shuddered as his thoughts re-
verted to the ghastly thing that was ly~
ing in the old deserted house,

Had they foand it? If not, when
wounld they? Oh! that he had had the
courage to have told all! But now it
was too late.

After doing the best he could to re-
move the tell-tale marks from his clotl-
ing, Walter went down to the deserted
dining-room. »

Eben, the waiter, was noted for his
news-gathering proclivities, and his
willingness to disburse the same to who-
ever would give him a hearing.

Walter saw, with a feeling of relief,
that his face wore its usual inane ex-
pression, when nothing was going on, to
use his own words, “worth mentioning.”

Wallter, never encouraged his propem-
sity to talk, not comsidering that he
needed any. Now he said:

“Any news, Ebem?*

“Nothing worth speaking of, sir,” re-
plied Eben, with a doleful shake of the
head. “Dretful dull times these.”

Hastily swallowing a cup of coffee
Wallter ordered his borse.

He had partly promised Ireme, the
night before, that he would join an ex-
cursion up the river that had beed the
subject of mueh talk and anticipatien
for the last fortnight New He feit
that he dared net risk the efﬁ%il
whieh it would sabjeet him.

As Walter stood by his horse, adjost-
ing some portion of the harness, he saw
glharlie Gray cromsing the road toward

m.

“Good-morning,. doctor. So you are

not going to our excursion? But, good
heavens! how pale you are lookikg. Are
you >

For the first time, Walter was con-
scious how pale and haggard his face
must look, and it did not tend to calm
his uneasiness at Charlie's umexpected
appearance.

“Tzaam not feeling very well; I have
had a good deal of riding to do of late.”

Charlie stared at him for a moment,
and then said:

“I'm looking for John. He promised
to be on hand the first one this morn-
ing, and hasn’t put in an appearance
yet. I thought that perhaps he had
come down to the hotel for something.”

“I havem’t seen him,” said Walter,
replying more to the look and tone
than to the words. “He may .be about
the building somewhere."”

Young Gray passed into the hotel, and
Walter rode away; scarcely daring to
allow himself to think until he found
himself in the opem country, with the
town far behind him.

John had been missed. The mnext
thing would be a search. And then!—

How vividly did his imaginatiom por-
tray the widespread horror and con-
sternatiom, the grief and angumish that
would follow!

CHAPTER XV.
FOUND DEAD.

Partly to put as many miles as possi-
ble between him and the sceme of that
dark tragedy, and partly to drive away
the gloomy thoughts that oppressed
him, Walter visited some patients in a
rough and mountainous district, several
miles from town.

On his way back he stopped at a farm-
er’'s for a bowl of bread and milk.

The farmer’s wife bustled about;
placing upoan the table a browm loaf and
brimming pitcher of milk, of which he
partook more heartily than he had be-
lieved it possible,

As he sat there one of the farmer's
sons drove into the yard.

By the parcels of groceries in bid
wagon it was evident that he had besh
to town, and Wallter lpoked curiously at
him as he emtered.

“Heite's the ‘Herald,” mother,” he 8gié;
tossing a paper into the old lady’s IW
“Amything stirring in town, Jake?
:ngﬁred Wallter, as he rose from

t 1
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“They're making a tarnatiom rumpus
'bout a young chap that's missin',” said
Jake. “His mother is in highsterricks.
an’ nigh about the hull town out lookin’
fur him. There wouldn't be no sweh
fuss if I should turn up missin’, hey,
mether?”

“Wiho 18 1t?" inquired the old lady.

“John Remmington. You ‘member
him, dad?—that wild, harum-scarum fel-
lew that we saw at the tavern downm to
the 'Corners.” "

“I remember him,” responded the
farmer, who was sitting in the deorway,
mending a lharness.

Wallter turned to Jake, who was mak-
ing a vigorows onslaught upon the sub-
stantial lunch that his mother had set
out for him, and asked!:

“Had they succeeded
trace of Inimm?"

“They hadn't when I come away, ‘bout
two hours @go.”

“He has not been found,”
Walter, as he rode on,

In spite of all the excitement, com-
ments, and even suspicion it might
arouse, he wished it over with.

He could not endure the thought of
the body laying there another night, and
the impulse was strong upon him to go
to the nearest magistrate and tell him
all he knew.

He-had to go past Irene's.

As he came in sight of the house, he
SaW a crowd of people approaching it.

Four stalwart men walked in front,
bearing a stretcher.

Well did Wallter know what it was
that was lying so still beneath that
white covering!

Then, as he thought of Irene, and
how cowardly it was to leave her alone
at such a time, he urged his horse for-
ward.

By the time he reached the gate,
Which was wide epen, the erowd had
passed through it, and oeut of sight, and,
flingityg himselt frefm his horse, Walter
followed.

The house stood back from the road,
98 &P eminence, and as he reached the
top, he saw Irene and several others
§tanding on the steps, trying to prevent
Mrs. Remmimgtom from going down o
the erowd below.

As soon as Irene saw Wallter, she ran
down the steps, her face pale and her
eyes dilated with herref,

i “Oh, Wallter, this is direadfull—dread-

in finding mo

thought

ful! My poor aunt, it will kill her!
Dom’t, oh, domt let her go dowm ttlinered!™

With pale face and disordered attire,
Mrs. Remmimngton stood upon the steps,
struggling against the detaining arms
that were throwmn aroumd her.

“Let me go!"” she shrieked. "Johm is
hurt! Something has happened to my
boy! I will know the meaning of tiisd!™

And, breaking away, she rushed down
the steps, pushing through the crowd
that surrounded the murdered mam, just
as Mr. Remmington drew away the sheet
that covered him,

For a momemt she stared wildly at the
rigid face,

Then she threw herself down beside it
with a shriek that curdled the blood of
all who heard it.

“Who has done this? Dead! dead! Oh!
my boy! my boy! it cannot, cannot le!!™

Here shriek after shriek came from
the lips of the frenzied mother, until
unconsciousmness came mercifully to her
reliet.

Pressing through the Iermror-struek
crowd, Walter raised the head of the
fainting wommam, until it rested against
his knee,

The wretched father stood laoking at
the son he so idolized, like one be-
numbed and speechless by the magni-
tude of his woe,

He now sprang forward.

"Murderer!” he cried, hoarsely, seiz-

ing Walter firmly by the collar, "hew
dare you come here?"
“Friends and neighbors.” added the

speaker, turning round and stretching
out his hand toward the hushed and
wondering crowd. “[ call God and you to
witness that 1 denounce this mam as the
murderer of my poor low!™

With her face almost as white as the
dress over which her fair hair feated
like a veil, Irene now approachedl, laying
her hand on his arm.

“This terrible thing has turned Your
brain, uncle you den’'t knew what yeu
are sayimg,

Mr. Remmington turned his eyes upea

hi§ niece with a leok that she REVEF foy-
"I kRow what i am §§y HE Bt}{ E%%

well, as yeu will find.

that it was te win you }EME

he shail net g6 HHBHFH§ se} f

bey shall bmeggmg@a» I will EW
eance—ve AREE 8

5 These were terrible weréﬁer 8 'M%'h
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to listen to, however iRRBCERt he mgm

b@ 1
Wé"}g&? ﬁ@ﬁifs F ?gﬁgF vagl‘f %ﬁg%leﬁge;e

said. “If B§ ‘

g h i

. Waiter ;umg& gy 3; he m} EH1§
iYERE Was H§WE§8 e

f Him: ﬁs
aused as B g Fgu‘té‘ appeat m i

earful eye
E[ %% g@ SﬁiSF %b‘ P\% &9 §9 wag,
2R do Ht
{é{:HSF harm B staying. IH E?}S FAGAR:
iaﬁgg if yeu st@ ﬁﬁ/yEHiﬂg t0 cQmmUR:
€

As W@Is@f B§s§@a through the erowd
he eould Ret be ummindful ef Ehg s4spi-
cious slane% that fellewed

Harry € was §taneiﬁ§ ﬁeaf As
Wailter m@t hat seareRing, auesdoming
leok, there irstantly fiashed nhom his
mind the letter he had seAt by him te
Johm the night previeus,

His heart almost stood still with ter-
ror as he thought of all that might be
inferred by it.

Could there be anything more unfior-
tunate than the network of circum-
stances that surroumded himm?

w

CHAPTER XVI,
A WOMAN'S IAITIT.

With all the pomp and circumstance
of woe that wealth gives, Johm Rem-
mington was lald away “im the house
appointed for all the living.”

The funeral was in church, and very
largely attended.

Irene came in, leaning on the arm of
her wncle.

She was in deep mowrnming, whieh
heightemed, by comtrast, the pallor of
her face.

The change that the last few days had
wrought in the bereaved father touehed
with pity the heart of eiery behelder.
His face looked as if they had beem year.;
instead of days: his head was bewed
and his step weak and tottering:

Mrs. Remmingtomn was rot presemt:
she was lying in a darkened chamber
upen the bed from which she never rose
again,

Contrary to the gemerall expectation,
Walter was there. He sat in his own
pew.

Two ladies were in the pew when ho

entered, who immediately arose and
took another seat,

Walter took no apparent notice of
this, taking a seat in the farther cor-
ner, so that the rest of it could be at the
disposal of any who wanted to occupy
it.

After the services, opportunity was
gifven to all who desired it, to pass up
one aisle, past the sltar, where the
coffin lay, and down the other, so as 10
obtain a parting look ot the deceased.

After the larger part of the crowd hail
surged past him, and out the other door.
Walter walked up to where the coffin
stood, looking sadly upon its accupant,
unmindful of the curious eyes that were
watching him.

Never, in ail the glow of health anil
life, had John Remmimgtom looked ST
handsome as when he lay in his coffin.
The face wore that peaceful and serene
expression, observed in all those who die
suddenly from gunshot wounds. Every
trace of passion and excess had faded:
the refining hand of death had spiritual-
ized it, as nething else eould.

The dark cloud that was Jlowering
above Wallter’'s head, in whose shadow
he walked, whichever way he turned,
soon burst in all its fury.

On the evening of the day of the fu-
neral, as ha was reading an article i
the local paper, commeneing with th*
cheerful inguiry

“Why is the murderer of Johm Rer
mington still permitted to walk o;
streefs?”"—two men tapped at his doe,.

Perhaps Walter surmised their err?
for he looked from ome to the ot"-
without speaking.

The elder of the two stepped forward
and laid his hand on his shoulder.

“You are my prisoner; I arrest V1
in the name of the State, for the murde’
of John Remnmimgtoart!”

If the officers h:dd anticipatmd any ex:
citement or resistance, they were disap-:
pointed. .

Wallter turned a little pale, but his
countenance and bearing were as Co-
posed and steady as though it was sim:
ply a protessional symmons. .

“Pray be seated; -I will be ready in *?
few moments.”

The officers rematned standing bv tI'-
door, while Wallter made a few addiiioo”
to his attire.

“Now I am resdly.’”

“Then come with ns. We have a Caf-
riage down at the door.”
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In spite of the precautions used, quite
a crowd had gathered around the hetel
steps, and a storm of hootings and
hisses greeted Wallter when he eafe 6ut:

Pat Mahoney sat upon the box. He
was a fast friend of Waliter's, and his
warm Irish heart was up ifi arfs at the
demonstration.

“Ye ought to be ashamed of yeour:
selves, 8o ye had, to be afther condim:
min’ a man befere he's (hried, éven!
It's not I that Bbelave it of him, at all,
at all! Sure, an’ dida't he attind the
ould womah an’ me &ister's three EEH:
dren, ag' RiviF & elnt wewld He 3
He's 3 Atleman, 4y ye're 3 set o dirly

ggél%%%gggyf i iitE &%%"Eg fBng{'/"gWHé
semethin’ wgf*?ﬂ %‘éw %-.'x";}ﬁ‘ffzﬂ" see ¥

And, shaking his whip in the face of
the nearest of the erowd, Pat dreve
away.

Walter heard the heavy clang of the
dqor of his narrow ¢-11 elede wpon him
with a feeling of deselation that no ene
can realize exeept those who have passed
through a similar experience.

But after the first shock was passed,
he experienced almost a feeling of relief
that the worst had eome, and that there
was now no more necessity for ceneeal-
ment; he could tell all He knew in re-
gard to what was almest as mueh a
mystery te hifh as 3y 6Re:

_The most painful thought in connec-
tion with his trouble was Irene, and the
sorrow that it wewuld bring upen her.

That she loved him. he knew:; the
tonsciousmess of her love had made him
Very happy; but would it stand the test
of such a tefrible prdeal as this? Weuld
she believe him infeeent, in the faee o
so many #HaFlk and suspielous ciFcum-
stanees?

Questioning his owm heart, it respond-
¢d yes; she would have the same faith
12 him that he would have in her wnder
nike circumstanoces.

His heart whispered that she would
¢ome to him or sefd him seme cheering
Word,

At last a note reached the prisener in
his lone eell, and Walker's heart teld
him whenee it eame; it was 88 blurred
and blotted 35 to Be almest illegible:

It rafh as 181lows:

"DEar Love:—I have been ill, but am
better now. Keep up gwod courage. 1

shall see you soon, very soon.
rIREWE. "

This note had been a good while ofn
the way, considering the short dismnee
it had to come, and bore marks of irev-
ing been tampered with; but Wallter wds
too overjoyed at the sweet assaranee
that it conveyed t® think ef aischt eiss

He had not had time to read taia ;nie-
cious missive more than a dozen & Mmeés
when the door spened, adraitting 2 iady,
whom he recegnized even befe.c she
threw baek her veil.

Rising, he advamced eagerly .i.wrard
her, his face 311 aglo:v.

“Oh, my darling! how very go-:d ia
you to come!™

Irene had hitherto been very shy in
the expression of her love; but now tne
sorrow and compassiom that Hlléd her
soml swept eve:y barrier before tnemi.

Throwing her arms around him, she
burst into tear.;.

“Did you think 1 would stay away
from you? that 1 could do so? Ol, my
love! never wrue you half so dear t9
me as mow!"

Walter was strnfgly moved; boldi. ¥
the sobbing girl closely to his huagt, h»
said:

“ILet Fate do her worst now Secrri.
imprisommmemt, thip prspeett of a sham e-
ful death, these i could bear; hot t -t
the loss of your love, The bare-thoug-
that perhaps you believed me gi ty <*
the terrible charge preferred &jribin™
me, at timesg nearly drove me wild Bn
Aew 1 am repaid for all—ean be: a .
But el me. darling, with all thi- te:
rible array eof evidenee, Has you® i\
il e never pAee waverat?

1rene was as truthtul as the dav

“To P qHite frank with ven. Waitef
there was 2 time when | theHght, A
1 é@ﬂf-éﬁz fhat yaw Rad gHarreled wi
.?B A EHBBHR_% Im JR aH98F BF self::
BRSS!

“As God lives, I'\/never saw hi? .JC P
cousin alive after I parted with 3Jim
your house 6ii tlie evemning of the mg:"
he was murdered. I have only to rd¢-
proach mysellf for the concealment of ¢
that I discovered a couple of hours affe
jeaving you, and which no one can r.«
fet new mere tham I But I meant
of the bBest. At that time. indeed, :.
sesmed dangerous te do otherwise.”

Wallter now proceeded to give Irene
a full account of what the reader al-
ready knows, to which she listened very
attentively, asking, on its comclusiomn, a
minute deseription of the mysterious
stranger.
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“It is very singular,” she said, break-
ing the thoughtful silence that followed.
“if this youmg fellow is not the real
criminal, that he had something to do
with the murder is very clear.”

Then Irene told Walter of a simgular
letter she had received a day or two be-
fore its occurremce, warning her, if she
married John Remmingtom, that she
would repent it to the day of her death.

Unfortumately, this letter was de-
stroyed, though she remembered that the
name signed to it was Joseph Harmon.

Having no knowledge of the writer,
and no idea, at that time, of marrying
her cousin, she had not menticned the
circumstance to any one until now,
though the singularity of its tone and
purport made a strong impression on
her mind:

One thing struck her forcibly; that
was the strong similarity of the hand-
writing to Wallter Remmington’s.

The reader will remember that Wal-
tel had noticed the same, resemblance
between the handwriting of the myste-
rious stranger and his owmn, and which
bhad seemed like the similarity often
geen in the hand of pupil and teacher.

On comparing notes, it was evident to
Walter that the writer of this letter and
the stranger that had crossed his path
were one and the same person.

But this did not tend to clear up the
dense mystery that surrounded the
whole affair, and which baffled all at-
tempts to unravel it. It elicited nothing
of importance but the name, and even
this might be an assumed one.

But the elasticity of youth is wonder-
ful; under the charms of Ireme's pres-
ence, the influence of her cheering and
hopeful words, especially the love that
spoke so clearly in every look and tone,
Walltex's spirite rebounded against the
weight that had borne him to the earth.

And, though after Irene’s departure,
something of the old depression re-
turned, especially when he thought of
the fearful array of evidence against
him, the recollection of all hier leve for,
all her faith iR hif, gave Rifh coWrage
te leok his treubles steadily i the faee;
Beeking sefhe way of eseape, niet fof his
sake ofly, But for hefs:

CHAPTER XVIL
A MAD MOTRIER.
Irene was met, on her return, by a

message from her uncle, who had pre-]

ceded her a few minutes, and who was
impatiently waiting to see her.

He arose excitedly at her entrance.

“Can it be possible that what they
tell me is true—hbhad I not seen your car-
riage in front of the jail I could not have
believed it—that you have been to see
the guilty wretch whose hands are
stalned with the blood of my poor Hoy?”

Drawing herself up to her full height,
Irene looked steadily into the angry
face of the speaker,

No, uncle, it is not true. I have been
to see Wallter Remmingtom, my be-
trothed husband, accused of a crime of
which he is as innocent as you or I!'”

‘Girl! your betrothed husband is lying
in the untimely grave to which this man
sent him! It was to win you that he
committed the deed which has left me
childless and desolate! But he shall not
gain his purpese. I live but fer ene @b-
jest—to bring my son’s murderer to the
gallows. The day that I see him hung
will be the hHappiest of the few remain-
ifg days that are left to me!”

The shocked, indignant feelings at
Irene's heart were plainly visible in her
face, but her eyes softened as she looked
upon the bowed head of the speaker,
grown 8o white in the last two weeks.

‘Uncle, you have suffered so terribly
that I cannot bear to add to your sorrow
by reproaches, however harsh and um-
just I may feel your language to be.
1 would stake my life on Walltes's immo-
eeniee, theugh 1 ewn, and se does he,
that there are eirevmstaneces that tead
to fix suspieion en Him. Of ene thing
%‘?\i fhay Be sure, Hhele, ihat dear 28

alter 18 €8 me;aﬁ I believed he had
done s8 eruel.2 deed; N8 matier HewW
great the praveeation, 1"\%\“?5 give him
Hp at 8nce and fGFever”

“Who else could have done it? Who
else would? Wiith this one exception,
my poor boy had not an enemy in the
world. Why he hated him, why he
killed him, is clear to every one but you.
whe will not see it. 1 repeat it, it was
beeause he stood in the way of fis win-
Aing yeu, and with it the wealth he cov-
gf& ] that Johf was this foully dealt

“Uncle, you are laboriﬁg under a gFS’a‘{
mistake, Wallter had nothing to §ai
by John'’s death, had he been so WisHe&
as to wish or seek it. My heart wWas al:
ways his, as he well kiew. I have
called him my promised husband; he
was a8 faueh 56 Deférd John's death
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he is now. In pledging Wallter my hand,
1 exacted from him net only the prom-
ise that our engagement should be kept
secret for a time, but that He sheuld
claim, in publie, only sueh privileges as
I ecould aceord e a friend. It wag eut of
respeet tg yeur feelings that I did this:
1 knew hew strengly yeu had set ysur
mind H%Bﬁ_fﬂx’ mafrying jehn, and i
wanted t8 give you {ima t8 Be resoneiled
to it. Vhat & preat mistake this was t
new feel’

“The mistake you "aade was in diisre-
garding the sc'emn promise made to
your dying father. Had you kept this
pledge this dreadful thing would never
have happemed. But it is too late to
think of this now. My only sen has
been foully murdered, and 1 only live
to avenge him! 1 give yow faif warm-
ing that I shall leave ne stene whturned
to have mated eut {8 Nis murderer the
Pumishment He merits
_“God grant you may lie swccessfull
You will not labor more earnestly to
that end than I. I have a double im-
temtiive; to mmete out justice to the real
¢riminal, and te eleaf the innocemt. I
think that I have a elye that will lead
to both.”

Mr. Remmington lifted the pale, hag-
Sard faee that was bewed upon his
bands,

“What do you mean? What have you
discovered 7"

"I do not llke to say more now. umcle;
at this juncture it would not be prudent.
But this I will say, that 1 have the name
and descriptiom of the real eriminal, and
believe he will yet Be found.”

Mr. Remmington regarded his miece
attentively for a momemt, and then
turned his eyes gloomily away,

‘It is some lie, 1 suppose, concocted
for the oecasion. Yaiier Remmington
is the real eriminal, ahd Aething you
N 4 will make me Believe ts the con-

irene made no reply, feeling how
¥orse than useless any further words
Wéuld be; only the discovery of the ac-
tual murderer would convince him of
8i§ error, and to this end she deter-
Bined to direct all her energies.

With this resolution in her heart, she
¥eat upstairs to her aunt's room, who
had been earried there insemsible om the
evening of the discovery of the body,
3rd had not left it since.

She met her own rmaid coming out.

i man. sharply.

“Havw Margie? Is sha
asleep?”

“No, ma'am. She is very restless, and
sort o' fllighty like. She's been asking
for you ’bout every five minutes since
you've been gone.”

Irene passed into the room where her
aunt was tossing restlessly upon her pil-
low, a strange and anxiows look In her
eyes, as they wandered around the reem.

“Are you feeling any befter, awmtt?”
she said, touching her lips to the hand
that was lying 611 the counterpane.

Mrs. Remmingtor looked attemtively
at the speaker.

“[ don't know. I feel strange. You
look strange. Your uncle came in a f>w
minutes ago; he looked strange; so does
everything and ewverybody."

“I would not mird it,” said Irene, iii
very much the tone one would use to a
sick child.

“But 1 do miud it.” was the impatient
response. “I feel as if you were all hid-
ing something away from me. Why did
Johm go out of town without letting me
know, or telling me where he was go-
ing? He never did such a thing before.”

Irene was silent. It was evident that
the terrible tragedy, lv:neatli wiisise ac-
cumulated horrors the brain had p:"f<i
way, had been mercifully permitt\s (o
pass from her mind. It would be a wse-
less eruelty te rreall it.

Mrs. Remmington regarded her hiece
suspiciously for a moment.

“Why don't you answer me? You
hadn't anything to do with it, I hoin>?
If you have drivem the poor boy away
1 will never, never forgive youf Was it
your uncle that was telling me that you
abjected to marryimg him? Of course
that's all pensemse. Irene. You cam't
Breale with him few, at this late day.
Bestdes, why should yom want to do so?
Yohere wilh yew find a dimer looking
¥BUng man, 8f ene hetter hearted? 1
KkROW B 1S a little bit fast; hut a geed,
%{L%'Bie wite will curs Rim of alt that:

is my aunt,

k) > W

f HE's mardied he'th smtle dewn and
%?SE% HSH% m?, e best Riwhures in the
RoLhd 0t see What vow fam Rave
against 4ah0.  Thetes mady g gir) that
wouhd BE E%E’l ERRHER 19 Pet pim.

It was terrible o Irene, knowing all
th*t she knew, to listen te this. .
“[ weuldn't talk any mere about it
now, aunt; wait until you are betier.”
“But 1 must taik.” said the siek we-
“Amd how do yeu KRRW

that I ever shall be any better? | don't
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know what has come over me. I mever
felt as I feel now. Something tells me
that this is my last sickness; that I
shall never leave this room until I am
takem out in my coffin. Amnd that is
what makes me so anxious about your
marrying John. I don’t see why you
can't be married now as well as any
time.”

“Wiill nothing stop her?’ thought
Irene, rising from her seat, Whe began
to feel that she couid not endure this a
.great while longer.

The nurse now approached, Wwith a
spooh and a vial.

“It is time for her to take this. Dr.
Miller said 1 was to give it to her once
every two hours.”

“it is something to quiet her merves
and make her sleep,” added the woman,
as Irene took the medicine from her
hand.

Irene was alarmed at the wild glare
in her aunt's eyes, and her strange,
rambling talk, and, knowing what the
medicine was, and its effect, poured out
a double diose.

Mrs. Remmingtom took it, exclaiming
in the same breath:

"“[ don't want to s'een! 1 wouldn’t
sleep for the world, lest I should dream
again that horrible dream. Did I tell it
to you, Irene? 1 dreamed that I saw
John lying dead upom the lawn, eold and
white, his eyes staring out uHpon me
from the partly closed lids. and his gar-
ments all dabbled with bleed. A erewd
.of solemn looking peeple were areund
him, and veiees kept beemidg inte iy
ears, 'John is shet! He 1§ rmurdered’
Then 1 aweke and found myselt Rere”

Mrs. Remmingtom turned her wild,
glittering eyes upon the pale, agitated
face of her companion.

“Why do you look so at me, Irene?
It was only a dream. It was net t¥ue—
who could shoot John? Wiy deq’t yeu
speak? Why dom’'t you answer me?’

Irene burst into tears. N

Mrs, Remmington sprang to her feet.

“I remember it all now!" she eéried,
in tones’ of deep, coneemtraied ROFFOF.
~it was true! 1 did see my bey IyiAg
out there upen the grass! 1s.he fhere
still? Let me ge! 1 will sea”

It took the united strength of lrene
and the nurse to keep the frenkied weo-
‘l’nam from flingéig: herselt from the wif-

ow,

Shriek after shriek new reseunded
through the house, bringing Mf. Reih-

mington and the doctor to the scene,
who were together in the lilbrary.

The paroxysm was too fierce and ter-
rible to last long. Though pale and
trembling in every limb, Irene remained
until the poor sufferer was lying wpon
the pillow in the deep stupor of the
strong reactiom that followed.

CHAPTER XVIIL
A STRANGE BRIDAL.

Rev. Mr. Goodspeed sat in his study
by the open window, alternately revolv-
ing in his mind the subject of his next
sermon and watching his two little
grandchildren, who were sporting in the
garden.

He was a white-haired, venerabif
looking man, whose countenance be-
spoke a goodmness and benigmity which
made it very pleasant to behold.

He was aroused from his pleasant
train of reflections by a gentle tap at
the door.

‘Come im.”

The door immediately opened, admit-
ting Irene.

“I hope I am not intruding. The hall
door was open, and, finding no oune in
the sitting-room, I came directly wp.”

Taking Irene’s hamnd in both of his,
the good old man led her to a seat.

“You did quite right, my dear. I am
very glad to see you. Mrs. Goodspeeil
is in the garden, I think.”

As Mr. Goodspeed looked more atten-
tively at his visitor, a serioug_ expression
took the place of that pleased and
friendly simile.

“You are looking pale and thia. No
wonder, no wonder, fy poer chili’
Yours is indeed a dark and heavy sor-
row!™ h

That compassionate look and tons
were too much for Irene's self-control:
she strugglled silently but unsueeesstully
with the emotions that everpowered her.
then bursting into tears, she sank down
upon the hasseek at Mr. Geedspeed's
teet, and, laying her Hhead ai%amst the
knee ol whieh she Had so eften sat in
her happy ehildhaed, sobbed foFth:

“It is heavy, indeed: far heavier thah
you tilniiork!!™

The kind-hearted old man was greatly
moved. He laid his hand tenderly <®
the head of the sebbing gifl:

“The Lord comfort thee, as He alofé
can. ‘He loves whom He chastens.’ and
‘does not willingly affiict of grieve the



THL.' BROWERN

BBERRTHHAL. a

children of men.” Yeu surely have not:

forgotten where to look for aid and com-liﬁw%mb
fof 1

fort?

Irene had sobbed herself into com-;
parative quietness; raising her head f
ghe smiled faintly into those mild, eom-
passionate eyes,

“I should have profited very little by
all your instructioms if I forgot that."

“Yom have been much in my mind of
late. I called yesterday, but you were
out. How is your aunt tw-dizy?"

“She is more quiet. But Dr. Miller
gives us no hope of her irecovery.”

“Poor woman! What a warning it is
to us of the danger of disregarding the
divine injunctiom, ‘Make not unto your-
selves idols." ”

Irene assented to this, but it was evi-
dent, by the far-away look in her eyes,
that her thoughts were elsewhere,

“Papa Goodspeed, I have come to ask
a strange thing of yow.”

That is what Irene always called him
when a child. The olld mam smiled.

*“It will be a far stranger thing, my
daughter, if I fail to serve you to the
extent of my power."

“Yom know that it has been a settled
thing betweem us two that, when I mar-
ried, you should perform the ceremony.
I have come to ask you to redeem that
Promise."”

Mr. Goodspeed was so shocked and
startled by these words that he coull
not speak. Had the loss of the man he
had always comsidered as her future
husband turned hef braim?

“I know what you think, what
every omne else thinks —but you are
wrong, John would never have been
my husbamd had he lived. I coukd not
do him nor myself so great a wrong as
to marry him when my heart was an-
other’s. My hand was pledged to Dr.
Remmington three weeks hefore John's
death. And new that he is suffering this
SERRIELY every BEAns o Flosen Faaimet
him, | wish 3 fedesm that ﬁl'@tgégg

“You astomish me beyond all meas-
ure!”

“Amd shock you as well. 1 see that
lainly, Do you remember the high
erms in which you spoke to me of Dr.
Remmington scarcely a month age?"

“I remember fiet only that, but my as-
tonishment and sorrow when 1 learned
the suspicious circumstances that con-
neet him with his cousin's murder. Even

now, 1 ean Lardk,* believe it possible.”

“1t is wot PRER. 'WR i InAec¥ht.
profe O R WUTH MY eenviction
etere the setting eof ﬁﬂ%&'ﬁ%‘i sHn!
AY Yo fust Relp me te de this!”

“My child, don’t be hasty in the mat-
ter. Consider, what will the world say
—the world that believes him guilty—if
you take such a step as tiis?"

Irene arose to her feet, confronting
the speaker with flushedl cheeks and
kindling eyes.

"What care 1 for the world? My
world is in the narrow cell where lies
the husbamnd of my choice. 1 promised
to be true to him through good and evil
report, and 1 must keep my wow.,"

“Noe man can honor and appreciate the
noble sentiments you utter more tham 1,
but can you not be true to him without
becoming his wife, at Jeast until this
dark cloud has passed—if it ever does?”

“Im no other way can I be to him all
that he needs at this trying, this termribile
hour. In no other way cam I prove %o
the world how truly I love and Mhonor
him. 1 will be his wife before the day
(loses, even if 1 have to get a stranmger
to perform the marriage ceremomny. You
baptized me whem an infant: you have
leen My spiritwal guide and teacher
frofm that day to this, and it seems yost
fittingg that yeu shewld afficiate when 1
assdme one of the most saered of all
Auman ebligatiens, and 1 did net think
VeH wowmhd refuse me:*

Irene’s voice faltered at the conclud-
ing words, and her eyes filled with tears.

The Kkind-hearted old man was evi-
dently greatly disturbed and twoubled.

“I have not refused you. But your
request is so strange, so wmexpected.
This is a serious matter, dear child, and
1 must have a little time to think it
over, 1 will have a talk with the youmg
man. and then, if 1 ean bring myselt te
believe it right fef me te de se, 1 will
comply With yeur request.”

Irene’s carriage was at the door, and
in a few minutes the two were on their
way to the jail.

The good old man was a frequent vis-
itor to the jail, and Mr. Brown, the
jailer, to whom he was well knowm, ex-
perienced mo surprise at seeing him.

On his making knowm his errand, he
took him to Wallter's cell, while lrene
passed through the general reception
room to the back part of the buwilding,
where the jailer's family lived, with
whom she was on the most friendly
terms.
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Mr. Goodspeed was With Walter oyer \in her husband’s behalf, scarcely allow-

an_heur.
Wihen he returped FE EG&%HG, Irene
with the youngest of the jailer's ehik

dren on her knee.

Putting the ehild dewn, she argse

Mr. Goedspeed’'s couRtenance ek
ed strong emetign.

“Strange and inscrutable are the deal:
ings of God with the children of men!
T have had a long and epnfidential talk
with Mr. Remmington: he has told me
all the particulars of this mys'erious
and unfortunate affair, and | must be-
lieve him te be the innecent victim of*a
combiination of eircumstances the stram-
gest that ever came to my knowledge.
X feel it my duty to tell gou. however,
that the evidence against him is strong,
and if you take the step you contem-
plate, the consequences may be more
painful than you imagine.”

Irene’s cheek paled slightly, but her
Voice did not falter, as she said:

“I have thought of the dread alterma-
tive to which you allude, but it does not
deter me. His widow ] may ba; his
wife I must be.”

“If you feel thus, my daughter, God
forithid that I, or any one, should stand
ketween you and hinm.”

It was a strange bridal, and that dark
and narrow cell a stranger place in
which to solemmize it. But never did
more true and loving hearts take wpon
themselves its solemn obligations.

As Mr Goodspeed pronounced the bem-
ediction, the rays of the setting sun
streamed through the high, narrew win-
dow, falling brightly upon the bewed
heads and clasped hands of the newly
wedded pafr,

Irene looked up smilingly inte her
husband’s eyes,

“See! mv beloved, the sun blesses ouf
union! Let us accept it a8 a4 happy @u-<
gury of the joys that are in store fof us,
'hcfnd these dark and treublous days aFe
ended.”

CHAPTER XIX.
AN UNEXPECTED WITNESS, AND HOW. iF
EXDiED,

The morming sun arese brightly and
clear that was to give t8 cuf hefre lifg
and liberty, or a cruel and shameful
deaith.

During all the weary wseks that -
tervened, Irene had worked wntiringly

ing herself time to eat or Ssleep.

She had retained for him the ablest
counsel that money ceuld procure.

Mr. Camerom, the chief and ablest of
these, three in number, was strongly
impressed with the convictiom of his ¢li-
ent’s innocence, thbugh there were
strange and suspicious circumstances
that it puzzled him as much as any one
to reconcile with that beljef.

He was not slow to perceive that
everything depended on finding the mys-
terious stranger who had vanished as
suddenly as he appeared, and who had
k‘em himself so secluded from observa-
tion.

But the most patient and thorough ih-
quiry elicited little that could be of any
practical use.

A man answering to his dezciiption
had called at a farmhouse on the out-
skirts of the town for a drink of miilk:
another had seen him sitting by the
roadside. Another, having nic-.siom to
go by the old, deserted honie where-.
John was murdered, a few nights before
it oceurred, had noticed a light at one
of the' windows.

As it bad the reputation of being
haunted, he hurried -past with, all possi-
ble speed, and had forguwtter the circum-
stances altogether until reminded of it
by the tragedy that followed.

The strong, and indeed fatal, resem-=
blance between Wallter's: hmdwriting
and that of the letter the stranger ha
intrusted to his care, together with the
indefinable feeling which lie had, at the
time, that he had seem him semewhere,
induced Mr. Cameron to make inguiries
in various @iFestions.

At first, in common with many ofth-
ers, he believed that the prisomer had
commi'ted the deed in the heat of pas-
sion, and under strong provecatiom, rd-
vising him to plead guilty to mansjaugh-:
ter as the wisest course he epukd tak".

Young and full of life, all chat this
implied sent a shiver throwgh Walter's
veins; for a moment his epurage fal*
tered, But it was enly fer a moment.

“I honor you for your irapkn.ss, and
were I in your plaee, 1 sheuld, no doubt,
take the same view of the case that you
do. But I canret plead griliy to a li-
If I live, it must be with -+ sueh stids?
upon my fare as {his. 1? 1 die ypen the
seaffold, as dis I may, i rwall dis pro-
testing with fy last Lreafhh my ¥ano-
eenee.”
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It was not these words only, but the|

look and tone in which they were spok-
en, that carried with them such strong
conviction to Mr. Cameron’s heart.

“You may be certain that I shall make
every effort to save you from so terrible
a fate, and hope ] shall swoceed.”

Mr." Cameron had felt, all along, that
nothing could clear his client but the
discovery of the real crimimal, but all
the efforts he had put forth had failed to
I?QQ to the discovery of the slightest
clue,

In addition to all his other discour-
agements, he had to breast the tide of
public opiniom, which, from the first,
had set strongly against his client,

This, together with the deep imterest
taken in the case by all classes, was
very apparent the first day of the trial,
it taking the greater part of it to impan-
el a jury.

The murder and all the strange, mys-
tefious eireumstances that surrounded it
had been the one absorbing topie of con-
versation for weeks previewsly, and the
epurthouse was erowded, pe@gle &oming
for miles areund te witness the trial.

There was a profound hush when the
prisoner enmtered.

Though somewhat paler and thinner,
those famiilliar with his face did not see
in it the change they had anticipated.
~ Irene accompamied her husband, tak-
Ing a seat beside him.

Her romamtic marriage, which had
been blazoned by the papers from ene
end of the Union to the other, together
with the surpassing beauty, that was
supposed to be the powerful imcentive
to the erime, made her almost as much
an object of interest as the prisoner.

Irene was hardly comscious of the full
weight of the evidence against ner hus-
band until she heard it solemnly re-
hearsed in all its details from the wit-
Hese-stand.

The encounter betweem the prisoner
8R8 the deceased on the steps of the
hetel had been witnessed by several,
#nd though John was clearly proven to
B® the aggressor, the unfortunate lan-

Uage used by Wallter bore very hard
him.
oung Vernon testified to receiving

the letter from the prisoner and giving
the deceased. This letter was pro-
Wiced in comrt, being found on the body
the >-murdered man, the crimson

. npig 1t eausing a thrill ot horror

to run through the veins of the dense
crowd.

The signature and concluding part of
it were torn off, but it was evidently a
stern and imperative demamnd that he
should meet the writer at the old de-
serted house where the murder occurred.

As we have before stated, the hand-
writing was startlingly similar, and
when the notebook was produced from
which, as the reader will remember,
Wallter had torn a leaf, and it was found
to fit exactly, a murmufr ran through
the court, and net a persem in it, with
the exeeption of the devoted wife, whese
confidenee in her husband's iimnocenee
never enee faltered, had any doubt of
the prisener's guilt

To counterbalance all this, Mr. Cam-
eron had little to bring forward except
abundant proof of the prisoner's strict
integrity. Indeed, the many instances
that were related of the tenderness and
goodiness of his heart, especially to the
poor, among whom he had a large prac-
tice, comstraimed people to feel that his
love for his beautiful young wife, com-
bined with his fear of losing her. had,
for the time being, submerged his whole
nature. In no other way could they ae-
count for the act so entirely at variance
with his wholle previous life.

The accused was allowed to testify
and speak in his owmn behalf.

Very carefully did he go over ihe
whole mass of the overwhelming evi-
dence agaimst him. He went back to
the time when he first saw the myste-
rious stranger on the road; he related
minutely his first and seeemd visit te
the deserted heuse, his reasens for going
thither, and all that he saw and heard.

“It is my sincere and solemn eonvie-
tion,” he said, in conelusion, “that the
stranger, whoever he may be, eommit-
ted the crime of which 1 am aceused
and for which I have to suffer the awful
penalty. I blame neone of you foF be=
lieving me gullty. I can bit ekmQwl-
edge that the evidence, though purely
circumstamtiiall, is str@nﬁly against me.
But the Searcher of all hearts khows
that I am innocent, and te Him'—Rere
he raised his hand upward="1 ecommit
my cause! .

Mr. Cameron’s plea on behalf of Ris
client was a masterpiece of 'ameﬁ-.
Wiselvy ignoring faets, he copfined him:
self to a strong and earnest appeay
the feelings, with the hepe, a3 he aher- .
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ward acknowledged, of modifying the
result that he felt was imevitable.

With the summing up of the judge
and instructions to the jury the case
rested.

The jury were out only half an hour,
and the grave look upon their faces, as
they filed slowly in, showed what their
verdict was, even it it had not beem a
foregone conclusion,

The foreman’s voice faltered, and his
eyes were wet with tears, as he said:

“Guiilty, with a strong, recommenda-~
tion to mercy.”

Through all these terrible hours of
suspense, of altermate hope and fear,
Irene had sat beside her husband, her
left hand clasped in his right.

As these words fell like a heavy
knell upon her ears, she struggled si-
lently for some moments against the
deadly sickness that overpowered ber.

Then bending her head, she whis-
pered

"dourage, beloved! We shall not long
be parted.”

A scornful and derisive laugh broke
the solemn hush of that crowded room,
falling like an electric shock upomn the
nerves of the excited throng.

It proceeded from a womam, who,
pressing through the crowd of officers
and lawyers, now stood within the bar.

Mounting the witness-stand, she threw
back her veil, revealing a face so young,
and yet so old, so fair, and yet with a

despairing expression stamped
upon every feature that made it terrible
to look wpon,

Those black, glittering eyes fisived
around a look that was at once seorm-
ful and defiant,

Another laugh, and still amother,
burst from the lips. Then stretching
forth her hand, she cried:

“It is time that this wretched farce
was ended. Oh! just judge! oh! wise
Jury! you have condemned an immocent
man to death! It was I that shot John
Remmington!”™

The prisoner, whose manner had be-
trayed strong agitation, now sprang to
his feet.

“It is the mysterious stranger! Sawved!
Thank God—thank Gad!™

The womam’s eyes softened as she
looked upon the face of the speaker.

“You are right; I am the stranger
whom you met in that old, deserted
Boumse, and twice before that. Yon were

kind to me, and hard and cruel as my
heart has grown, I could not see you
perish. Besides, life is nothing to me
now—nothimg!"”

The witness now turned her eyes upon
the judge, and from thence to the jury.

“I have been here every day since the
trial commemced. All that the prisoner
has testified to is true, of which I can
furnish ample proof. I wrote the letter
about which there has been so much dis-
pute and question—wrote it, as he has
told you, on a leat torn from his note-
book. It is not strange that our hand-
writing should be similar, for he taught
me the first characters that I ever at-
tempted te form:

“The disguise I wore you will find
among some bushes back of that old
house,

“Wiith this”—there she drew a pistol
from beneath her cloak—“I took the life,
a thousand times dearer to me than my
own, God knows I meant not to do
this; but his refusal to do me justice,
the taunts and reproaches that he
heaped upon my head, maddened me, A
morment later I would have given worlds,
haa they peen mmine, to reeall the rash
aét:

After a momemt’s pause, the witness
continued:

“I have come forward to clear the in
nocent, to deliver up the life that is for-

feit. But it must be in my own way.
I will die as he died. Thus I cheat the
gallows!”

A sharp report rang through the
courthouse, and with the blood gushing
from a wound in the chest, Josie Har-
mon fell forward upon the fiteor,

There is now little more to tell.

Walter was honorably acquitted; the
truth of this late confession ' being
proved beyond the shadow of a doubt.

The tide of public opinion now turned
so strongly as to almost take the form
of an ovation; but Walter turned from
all the testimomials of renewed confi-
denee and regard that were lavished
upen him te the ome faithful heart that
had bBelieved Hifdi inneeent whed every
ene else deemed him guilty.

“Said I not,” cried Ireme, in reply 19
Mr. Goodspeeds heartfelt congratula:
tions, “that the God, in whom Y6U
taught me to trust, would not let M€
trust in Him vaimly?* i

The good old man’s eyes filled Wi‘h
tears,
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“Accordimg to thy faith has the Lord
dealt with thee, daughter. To Him be
all the praise.”

Mrs. Remmimgton died a few days
later—happily oblivious, to the last, of
the bereavememt whose shock oeca-
sioned it. Her husband survived her
oRly a short time. He did not go, how-
eéver, until he had seen and ackmowl-
edged the injustice he had done his
Rephew.

Josie Harmeom's self-inflicted wounds
did not prove fatal.

She was tried for the crime she oom-

[TuE

|tfessedl to committing, beimg ccapuittted com
. the ground of imsanity.

She was remowed to a pvivate asylum,
'where she is maintaimed at Drene's
I charge. who often visits her.
| “Amd what of Walter and lreme?

They are living in their beautiful
home, suroumfled by loved and loving
children; happy in each other, and ihap-
py in the happiness they are able to im-
part to ail aroumd them; remembering

their dark days eanly to enhance their
gratitude to the Giver of all good for s'l
His mercies.

END.J



ISABEL LORNE'S PUNKSHMENT.

BY MARY GRACE HALPINE.

Oscar Howarp @wod before Isabel Lorne,

** Insanityis hereditary in his family; his mother
B

pleading with her for a word of hg 9, a8 the | died in

condemned might plead for life at
the gallows.

Accustomed a8 #he waB to such things, even
Sbe waB entlled the fierce eleguenee
of.the impaBsioned womﬁa that fell from his
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tol}e tmnt gronp that had g in one corner

“\Wihat iieiit?

““¥onng Howard has shot himself 1

Fortunately, the gathering shades of twi ight
concealed the face that suddenly blanched at
these worda. and thoee present were too much

in their own feelingd of stonishment

and horror to nohce the unsteadiness in Issbel's
voice ag aho &¥id

“\ Wbt could hnve induoced him to do that (4

“Hle wes, without question, insame,” said a
grave, pompous-

man among the group. | least

Isabel drew a lon%sﬂgh of relief,
** Qh, that accounts for it, then.”

“\Who is he?”

And again Isabel’s eyes wandered across the
room to where a plainly-dressed man waB stend-
ing, rather digtik looking, andiyetmot sof-
ficiently 8o to warrant the attention and interest
he Buemed to excite.

There was an nnmiBtakable air of trinmph in
Mrs. Faned manner, as &the replisdi:

*La I my dear, don't you know ? ItB Msuvice
Dudley, the new arrival. So charming and yet
Buch an oddlt{’l Half the women are crazy siter
him, thonghi 8 eny seen that he don't care for
them. don't mind their knowing it,
either. wnit do you think he E¢id to Mra.
Hinds, the other evening, when &le offered m
intfeduee him to you—'the reigning belle,’ as
e oalled you ?”

IBsbel saw and felt the malice that larked be-
neath thoBe smooth, dnlcet wordis.

¢ How shonld I know ?” &te &&iid, with an air of
ikndiﬂ'erence that waB feigned, as Mrs. Fane well

new.

*** I've no eBpecial liking for reigning bellla8,’ he
said, as grand as the Grand Mo, himself.
WaBn't it an odd Epsech, my denr?

o oBe he meant it to be odd,”metorted
- | Isabel, nnnble wholly to conceal the wonnd her
vanity had received from the malicious eyeB that
were watchin bis her. “1ItB the height of EHume
people s ambition to be odd. I don’t Bee any-
thmg very alarming abont him. I can point you
to half a dozen men 1n odr own. 8t better looking
than he.”

“ Ah! but you shoald hear him tslk! He's
been everywhere, I shonld ssy And then ha
ha8 snch a mnsical voice and sich expressive
eyes | Take him altogether, he is the most
faseinating man I ever met, theﬁgh you might
find a seere that are

With these words, Mrs. ane walked away,
taking with herthe pleasant assurance that sha
had left her “* dear d * as uncomfortable aa
she could desire. Not that she had any especial
cause for ill-will, except Isabel’s superior per-
son lﬁttmtlona, though ?grhi ps our fomining
readers will consider that te be canee enough.

After this, Issbel met Mr. Dudley often—or,
rather, saw nim; for, much to her chagrin snd
mortification, he still continned to decline, ab

tacitly, ‘her acquaifitsnce, which most men
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wiho were thrown within the §BHS¥S of her in-
i oy A A
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doubting bnt that {he!
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Jhus being effected, she lost no time in calling
% the seductive charms with which nafure

aw endowed her, never doubti
that Pﬁ’ey woul %grove irresistibla "8
E, «v uer BHee

lﬂttarnﬁ)g Aftei-

“ret fow words, dwmed by ComMUN comFtesy,
Dudley seemed hsrdly aware of hef presl

0 Ustomed was Isabel to homage and
that she inwardly resented this as a

A8} wrong, and she redoubled the arts and
RinfBie that had never been exercised vainly
Not thut tiréir oiliad seemad altd-
m‘FmBeDBﬂ:ﬂe to them there were times when
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Mmmvr eakiﬂ {8 of SV%EEBE%B ing at her
L.H $hen he?ss ilﬂgi%t over-tike in gl& l66ks

n‘;}!’ Isabel was kept for some weeks in
alternate hope and fear, thus ex-

nts she had herself inflicted
i d 80 remorsel
%t%ggh‘ that you did not batieve in love "
and Mr. Dud by—wm alone
o whlch seldém aeetrred.
i : Sm't tker@ e sgmething
maca ek m el
LU n a&
I g fe—— t%é BX’%E Hﬁéé to those
g hﬁl‘ II!ID ;Jtentl!, R
m IATINITE.
"And go Yen doloven love me. el

flush gwept up over Deck -

&:‘P%’;&; oy betgr than my own soul

that followed fell coldly on the
70 uilaranoe to thispassionste out- | ¢

burst, and the look which met the gHestioni
glance that Tsabel Jifted to that dafk,quﬂ gi%ﬂ@a
struck more eolder still, :

But she had gbone 100 far to retreat now:

“Hsen as I beliewe-as I must believe, vy
love me.”

“id I ever say that 1 loved yeu 9

Isabe] was silent for some mements, é BYEE

ad, @6 she was humbled and siek &t eart £ #¢:
member q waps, bitt the
“NNat in words, perha Ht f@ 8F8 Wavs,

there are looks, far%]orepssﬂw]n@m !

“True. Butdid yow never ook a love that y@u
did not feel?— filllimg the eup of hope and jo
the vefty brim, and ashlng It t6 earth as
raised {o the eager lip

She had dome this, many, many times, as she
well knew. But she had no thought for this now.

* You do love me. Mtaurice ¥

Not many men could have resisted that appeal-
ing look.

Taking & locket from his breast, Mgnwice
; | Dudley touched the spring, revealmg a fair

oung face, almost infantine in Its immecence

e

¢ | &nd beauty.

“Tlhiis is all that remains to me of the only
wormman I have ever loved—that I ever shall love,
If there are such things as angels, she is ono
now.”

The fierce jealousy that had taken possession
of Isabel's heart was followed by @semse of relief
at the concluding sentence, She made no effort
to disguise the joy that flashed from the sud-

deﬁ&%ﬁed ayes.

“Wfurdered.! And by hands as soft, and white,

and beautiful as yours, 1
Isabel shrank, she scarcely knew why, from

that burning gaze.
‘* How—how terrible 1" she faltered,
“ Ay, it wis terrible, &8 you vall firdi. Womnam,

it wes Vil that murdered ber 1
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The des air, the E@Fﬁ'@’§ face,

was somet! ing terrible
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Wit a Jealous Man Saw on Ciritmas Eve.

By MARION

HARLAND,

Axdshonr “ Alones “* Mie Mididen Path,” “Mees-tide,”  sftibnylanb,’ </Viumela's
¥ Temyptation,” Exc., Elc

CHAPTER 1.

Plaasant parlors, comfertably and
handsomely furnished, cheerily bright
with the radiance of lamps o8 mantsl
and table, and a heaping grate of ¢oals
all aglow, as was meet on a Decewmber
night—amn illumination that seemied o
prefigure something of the hliarity of
the approaching Christanas. Scattered
all through the apartments, standing,
sitting, or strolling at will from ciagere
to picture, from music stand to cabipets
of minerals and curious varieties, ¢ol-
lected to instruct and entertain, groeups
of young people of both sexes in couples,
trios and quardsits, chatted and laughed
and listened with the ease and familiar-
ity of a family party.

There was & marked preponderamce of
the masculine element in the little gath-
ering, a disparity which would have ap-
peared singular te the spectator had he
chanced to be a stranger to the towm of
Kingswillle and this his debut im the
ocial assemblies that convemed in its
elassic precinets; one who did not know
that as the seat of two old and eminently
respectable institutions ot lemrnimg—in-
stitutions which had furnished states-
men and divines for the country at large
during three-guarters of a century—its
society could boast not only of the large
number, but the superior guality, of the
gentlemen who helped eorapose it: Mrs,
Fay, the mistress ot the hespitable man-
slon whose state reeoms we have threwn
open for the reader's mecommedation,
wax the widow of a deeceased prefesser,
wito had held a distinguished rank in
the eollege while living, and, dying, had
bequeathed to his family an henorable
name, No mean position if the commu-
aity where he had, labpred and ruled;
and, withal, an ample estate. It was we
mater of marvel, then, that the wall-
appUiRted residence aforesaid showid BS

the chosem resort of ambitious senigrs,
unmarmied professors, and the better
class of citizen beaux, and when the still
comely and winming hostess and her twe
fair illughters were takem into consid-
eration, this sequence became a palpable
necessity-—as clear a case of facts and
laws given, and conclusioms deduced
therefrom, as could have beem proposed
and argued by the good-lookimg Profes-
gor ot Natural, Moral and Memtal Phil-
osophy, who was, at the momemnt we
have selectedt as the starting point of our
story, bufsily and happily engaged ia
lookiing over a folio of loase musie, most-
ly sentimentall ballads, with “sweet,
pretty” vignettes, with Miss Kate Fay,
the elder of the sisters, amd his eyes
said to others, aAs perhaps alge his Hps
did to her, the more beautiful.

Twice bad the professor amd his ¢om-
panion examined each sheet of the col-
lection very deliberately, aud, it is to
be suppused, with a corresponding de-
gree of care, talking all the wihile in a
low, skilfully moduwlated tome, doubtless
with regard to the object sought, when
Ellie Victor, a tricky wmischief-lover,
paused in her wanderings through the
rooms and her innecemt figatim with
a smitten senjor, to azlt, “Can I help you,
Katie? What have yeu lost? of doa't
you know wihat you ate looking for, Mr.
Martyn?”

A piece of manuscript music,” ve-
turned Kate, a slight flush rising to her
cheek, but evincing no other tokem of
having heard the significant last clause
of this speech. “Mary!" she called to
her sister, “yom bad It this morning.
Wihat bavt; you dome with §it?"

“What do you wantt?"

Mary glanced up smilingly from her
low seat by the fire. She was about
twenty years of age, with a sunshiay
face, sweet, womauly, brown eyes, soft
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and lustrous, and a profusien of darls
Balr slightly eurling away frem a ﬁ'ﬂeéy
shaped forehead. If Kate was hand-
Some, her sister was as bewitehing if
her way. Just new her lap was full of
bonboms, pink, white and gilt, with all
manner ot faneiful deviees upen the en-
velopes and embedied in the erytallized
sWeets. These were a present bestewed
I by the latest comer, a merry fattle of a
j fellow, an artist from the nearest éity.
He had, as he chose to phrase i, “Fuf
over with the evening train, for a
| draugtit of demestic dielight, to the i
| tited! fim Hestie Dadl o treass:” Hhed
fladieed Into the roomn, like a meteor or
a rocket, about ten minutes before,
shaken hands all around with an air of
boyish and gleeful abandon; asked
twenty questions and paid twenty com
pliments in a score of breaths, and set
tlei? himself satisfiedly, it seemed tri-
umphantly, to the enjoyment of the pro-
. posed refreshment, by drawing up a
1 brioche close to Many Fay's ofttonan;
fthrowing himself dowm upom it and
I Pouring into her lap the contemnts of a
' little French basket, or box, which he
Bad brought in his hand.

“How pretty!"” exclaimed Mary, tak-
ing up the bonbonmiere, a gay. graceful
trifie of ribbon and straw. “Where did
you get it, Bertde?"

“A fair friend of mine, late from Paris,
was the donor. Do you see the imscrip-
tion on the card attached to the handle,
‘Bweets to the sweet'? She sent it to
me!” intensely complacent. “What are
you all laughing at? She did! There
was nothing ridiculous in her doing so
that I can see, nor anything absurd in
my transferring the gift—without her
kni of course — to Miss Molly,
here."”

“No one intimates that there is amy-
thing absurd or strained in the latter
application of the motto,” answered a

Atleman near. “As to the original ad-

Fe88 of the card”—he fimishetl the sem-
tence by a shrug and a Isugh.

“Never mind him!” said Mary, in re-
PI¥y to the pretended discomfiture and
§peechless indignation of her admirer.

ou and I know better than—wihat did

B say, Kate?” interrupting herself as

F sister’s appeal reached ber.

The song you were copying this

for Cornelia Blythe—Signor | |
i o "aan gouting, yet laughm{g sl

woe . 2eW composition. Did you finish

it without difficulty. You will find it
upon my desk, in the library.”

Professor Martym accompanied Miss
Fay from the room to assist in the
search, which did not occupy more time
than might have been expected, probably
less than it would have done had it
taken place prior to Ellie Vietor's at-
tack. He it was whe retained pessession
of the manuseript whem the twe fe-
turned to the company. As he arranged
it upen the piane raek with semething
of a filourigh, anether paper sli frem
within the epened sheet and AltierRd ¢
the ddor. Ellie Vietor swo dewh
upen it like a swallew upen a fiy;

“Here is a coincidence!” she cried, in
her high, merry tomes that pealed
through the parlors like silvery bells.
"This is the identical document I was
telling you about, Mr. Beekman. 1'll
read it aloud. Silence—good people—
please! The attention of this intelligent
and diseriminating audience is seolicited
te the fellowing original, graphie and
slightly §ﬁtiﬂ_@%’i stafzas. They are, we
may bé' B@Emﬂt’é@.tb remark, the joint
preduction of a pair ot damsels at pres-
et unknewn te fame, But whe de net
intend te pine_in dAmerited eBseurit
mueh longer The poemh I8 ghtitied
@BH%&E&% tRvitation,” and was designed
48 3 hait 8 ﬁl‘Hf%l 15 QWr cha H}féﬁ ahd
cHarming cirche a falr city Belle—

“Ellie!” ejaculated Mary Fay, darting
forward with a suddenmess that sent
sugar plums, comffits and candied kisses
flying in all direetions, a e¢arnival
shewer of eonfettionery, “are you 6Fagy?
Give that te me! Whe gave you per-
mission to exhibit it?"

Effie whirled away lightly as a feather
dances on a summer breeze, holding the
paper tightly behind her back.

“Keep quiet, can’t you, Molly? Ne-
body would have suspected your share
in the authorship if you had not be-
trayed it yourself. Isn't the gem mine aa
welll as yours, and do you think that T
will eonsent to have it hidden from sight
and knewledge forever? Stop her there,
some of you, of you will miss the rarest
treat you ever had in youf Hiwes!"

And the flushed and ea PUrSUer
found herself encompassed a bagrier
ot outstretched arms and locked hapds,
hastily formed about her; (B the eenter
ot which magic ring she stood, foiled

e poem! the poem!™ was the gen:

¢ "Neariy—~so naarly that you can play ,« ral scclamation.
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There was one exwmi@m in the perseR
of Walter Blythe, a young lawyer of
Kimgswille, tall and rather stately in
figure, with a grave, intellectwal coun-
temamce that had scarcely relaxed with
amusement amidst all the uproar gein
om about him. Quietly undoing tWe o
the links in the living chaim, he ap-
proached the prisomer, and said in a
suppressed voice: “If you have any rea-
son for disliking to bhave that read, I
think I can prevent it.” >

“Oh, it is not worth a scemel" said
Mary, in the same subdued key. *it is
ridiculonws farrago—a pack of monsense,
that is all! I meant to send it to Cor-
nelia=your cousin. There I8 no great
harm in it, silly doggerel though it is.”

“Silemece!"” reiterated the seif - elected
reader, stepping upon the ottoman Mary
had quitted. “I must preface the de-
livery of the '‘poem,’ as you are pleased
to style it, by the remark that it is an
impromptu’—

“Wnittem for the occasion! Good! Go
on!"” cried the auditory, and she desisted
from further preamble.

** *'Your Christmas will be dull, of course,
I hear you say in gentle pity—

‘L promise you that nought could force
Me, at that seasom, from the city.'

Spare your regrets—by us, I fear,
Your kindly sighs will be unheeded,

'Though to our hearts your love is dear,
Amd sympathy is sweet:

But oh! what charming times we'lll have'
Old friends, new friends, and dear ones

meeting,
Wiith merry hearts, and raiment brave,
And frank, unfeigmed, and joyous
greeting.

“We are a merry group of girls;
Apd Sirst I place u‘mn the list her

Of placid mien and glossy curls—
Katie—our darling elder sister.”

There was a pleasant, affectionate
marmur of applause, and every eye
turned to wheme stood gentle Kate—a
sweet lily that was fast being trans-
formed into a rose, as she bowed with
involuntary grace at the unexpected al-
lusion to herself. Professor Martyn
looked radiant—a beam of satisfaction
that was well-nigh quenched in sheep-
ishaess, oF what woulld have been sheep-
inhnesz in a less handsome and more
bashful man—when his tirn came,

“Amd Laura next—over whose brow
No cloud of grief or care is glooming;
‘Twounld glad your heart to see her now,
Berl t$pvso light, her cheek 80 bloom-
ng!”

Laura Elbertson—am amiable, sensible
girl, to whom nature’s only gift of
beauty was her framk, agreeable expres-
sion — smiled, not dissatisfiedly, at the
adroitly truthful compliment.

“My blush comes in next!” the reader
interrupted herself to say. “The au-
dience will please give me due credit for
strict adherence to the text, and a lofty
disregard of persomal feelings — mock
modesty, and the like.”

“Eflie—our bright and sparkling one—
Wihose sunny face so beams with glad-
ness,
That e'en the pearly drops that run
O’er it, cam leave no trace of sadness.”

“The English prose of which is"—ex-
plained Mary Fay—"ithat whem she cries,
it does not make her eyes and face red.”

“Thank you!” rejoined Ellie. “And
now comes the cream of the epistle!™

“You know I hate the so-called beau,
A being borm but to provoke us,

Wiho thinks, to escape the apes below,
Well gladly here to monkeys yoke us!

Our beaux are of a different sort;
There’s Martym, rich in manly graces,

Wihe by his whiskers is not caught,
Womt fall in love with handsome faces.

And ‘'Bertie,” with his ready wit,
From a fount of spirits overflowing,

Railling at those who sullem sit,
Nor enjoy the wourlid while it is goimg.”

The artist executed a profound salaam,
laying his hand npom his heart with an
overstrained affectation of comeeit and
deprecation that was irresistibly mirth-
provokimg.

“And Morris, too, always the same

True noblemam that Nature made him;
Your coz, who honor does the name,

Tlhehl_'lig'hest praise that coumld be paid

im!"”

Mr. Morris bowed, in respomse to the
bright glance dealt him by the reader, &
courteous and grateful obeisamce. Mr.
Blythe had retaimed his positiom by
Mary’s side, still digmified, still unsmil-
ing; his whole appearance indicative of
a species of contempt, if not of diispleas-
ure, at the frolic which the others rel-
ished.

“I omght to feel fiattered, I suppose.”
he said aside to his neighbor, as the
reading was resumed—four or five stan-
zas yet remaining before the conclusion
of the “poem.” *[ shouwld render very
thankful acknowledgments for the mno-
tice bestowed upon so humble an indi-
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vidual as myself, although I am only
designated as your correspondent's
cousin, and the highest praise given mae
is that I am unwerthy te beafr the
same nafpe as herself. Seme peeple arg
born to shine by reflested light alene ™

The girl looked up quickly into his
clouded face. “Yow surely will not take
offence at such a trifle! I can assure you
that a compliment was intended, bhow-
ever awkwardlly it may have been ex-
pressed.”

“Undoubtedly! The writer is explicit
in the declaratiom that all is said in my
favor that could be adduced. I do not
compllain, nor do I claim for myself the
possession of any one characteristic vir-
tue or attractiom, sueh as ready wit or
exuberance of spirits, for example.”

“I understamd. That sarcasm, at any
rate, is unworthy of you!™ And Mary

" walked with raised head and kimdlimg
eye to the other side of the room.

The doggerel rhymes were all deliv-
ered during the little by-play, and Miss
Victor descended from her rostrumm, at-
itended by the applause of her compan-
ons.

“But It was truly a joint composiitiom!™
Blythe heard her say in reply to an in-
quiry from some one, "That is, Molly
wrote it, I, meanwhile, suggesting and
criticising., It does us eredit, does it
not?"

“Aha!” said Bertie Gwynne, meaming-
ly. “That accounts for the otherwise
nnpard(mable omission of Miss Mlary

Fay’s name in the ‘merry group of
girls!’” He seribbled something upon
the back of a letter. "In default of a
more worthy mention of ene whe de-
serves {he best that ean be said ef her,
how will this de te supply the deﬁ-
clensy

Eilie read it with an exclamatiom of
delight. “Here, dear friemds, is a gen-
Wige, bona-fide imrpromyptul™

“In turm, her of the glancing eye,
Neither of smiles nor blushes chary:
With trusting heart and famcies high—

Our well-beloved, poetic Mamy!™

“Confound the fellow’s limpertinanrel’”
. Wiitered Walter Blythe between his
;!aoth turning away in ill-concealed dis-

from the chattering thromg, Wwhe | for

€8 the reading of the interpoiated
with the liveliest satisfaction,

mg either extreme willingness te

W Diemsed, or that the subject treated of

by the “impromptu” was popular with
all. “A forward, presuming puppy!
What can she see to admire im bim? To
me be is simply wmibemnaiibd!™

In this opinion be stood alone, if one
was to judge from the smiles and gay
sayings that followed Gwynne's progress
through the rooms,

“You know he is a privileged charae-
ter,” said Katie Fay, in mild defenee &f
the sauey faverite, when Walter “wefn-
dered” to her, moere pettishly tham was
consistent with peliteness of amiability,
“that she eeuld listen patiently, mueh
less admiringly, to the ffippant Hofnsense
that passed eurrent as Wi et

"Privileges how earned, or by whom
bestowed?"” he asked, curtly, and Kate
only returned:

“Oh, nobody minds what Bertie says!
He is such a madcap, and, as we all
know, has one of the best hearts in the
world.”

Clearly Mr. Walter Blythe was in an
ill bumor, and, like the malcontent
prophet of old, he coansidered that he
had a right to be angry. He was mot
naturally or habitually an umressonable
man, and, in extenuation of his present
ungenial mood, it may as well be stated,
at enee, that he was very mueh in love,
and had begun of late te eeneejve that
he had grounds fer jealewsy. He had
been betrethed te Mary Fay fef six or
seven menths, and, while he ﬁiﬁy Hﬁv&
failed to d8 ju§tiee 'ts sefme of her fiwest
{Fﬁ i§ H% ESH&IHIX' esteemed Hiﬁi§élfz
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Ellie Victor, who was her own best-be- .
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loved comrade and comfidante. Never-
theless, she confessed to a thriil of pieas:-
ure in the consciousvess that she and
she alone cowld beguile the grave
scholar from his boedts and briefs, teo
become a pleased spectator, if Aot an
active participant in the impReeent
amusements and hilarious eonverse of
“the set,” in which she was a leader and
prime faverite. She was.SecFetly Very
proud of her comquest: exuitation she
had the womaaly wisdom te conseal
from him. .
Por four months the course of their
love was omimossly smooth and elear,
and neither had a doubt as te the ¢on-
tioued tranquility of its fosw. Then
fame the troubler in the persou of Mr.
Herbert Gwymne, an early playfellow of
Mary’s, and. as she laughingly owned,
one of her girlhood’'s lovers; artist, poet
and musiciam, who, veturning from a
three years'residence abroad, pitched his
moving tent for a few weeks, or months,
or years, as his Gickle fancy might die-
tate, in the neighbering city of P——,
and straightway fell, or. as it seemed to
Mr, Blythe's startled perceptions, rushed,
into the very resnehensibide hab it of run-
ning over to Mrs. Fay's two, three and
four times per week. From his first eall
he was adopted iImto the famiby circle,
for the sake of former days—said Mrs.
Fay and her daughters — by virtue of
comsummate assurance, as Mr. Blythe
decided inwardly. For a while Walter
was able to disguise, with very tolerable
success, his irritation at the frequent
and often maost unwelcome intrusions of
the "traveled monkey,” as he pettishly
dubbed him, upon the seasons hiiltherto
consecrated to tete-a-tete interviews be-
iween the affianced pair. It was com-
paratively easy to endure these vexa-
tions, while he believed that they were
a8 obmoivus to Mary as to himself. At
length he grew impatient of her smiling
reeeption of the unesrsmoniows: guest,
when a polite show of indifferenee, or
the faimtest tinge of annoyance in her
demeaner would have sufficed to dis-
.eourage a repetition of the offence.
There wag a point at which eivility
“eeased io be expedienmt, and the beam-
ilng swmile, the outatretehed hand and
eordial word of greeting, whieh the
yousg lady had ever in readiness fer her
old playste, verged upen insineerity as
viewed fre her Jover's mansapeint.
"4 Qﬁe_evenm% after an Bpusyally ﬁ?—'
gravating tefel of this kind, Wahter f8lt

himself calied upon to expostuiate witk
'his betrotihed upon the UNBECESSATY ©%=
hibition of gratification that had, beyend
doubt, deluded the young paiRter i@
the persuasion that his coming was mest
opportune, and his society the most con=
genial that she could have enjoyed.

“Your kind heart leads you a little t@®
far at times, my dearest,” he said, tem-
derly. “It is very beautiful and amiable
in you to exercise such self-demiall, but,
surely, in this case extreme warmth of
hospitality is uncalied for, and attended
with inconvemiemt resuits.”

"But, Waliter''—was the ingenious ve-
sponse, uttered in evidemt surprise and
perplexity—“f was not hypocriticall 1
was really as glad to see Bertie as [
seemed to be. His visits always bring
me pleasure.”

“Imdeed! Then I beg your parden for
my mistaken oCiciousness,” retorted the
lover, in a hurt, icy tone.

“How have I displeased you? Is tihere
any barm in my likiilg to see and talk
with an old friend?” urged Mary, yet
more puizled.

"None, whatever. 1 do not presume
to reguiate your conduct, still less your
feelings, in regard to this or any othér
matter. Only"—softeming into the pa-
thetiic— “I was so vain as to imagine
that there were times when my compan-
ionship was preferable to that of tram-
sient visitors, however emtertaining
they might chance to be.”

“Such a supposition argues a moderate
degree of penetratiom on your part, but
no vamity,” replied Mary, and her smile
of arch affection banished the cloud
from Wallter’s brow:, and hushed hie
complainimgs for the time.

The calm was of short duratiom. The
next evening, upon presenting himseif in
Mrs. Fay's parlor at the early hour that
generally irsmred him a brief period for
uninterrupted chat with his Iediy-love
before the entrance of other visitors, he
was disagreeably surprised at flmding the
ground preoccupied. The room was
lighted omly by the fiire—the ruddy, um~
certain illumination which they, as is
the taste of most other courting couples,
preferred to more powerful and steadier
gleams, and in the eenter of the dusky
glow cast by the blazing ¢oals sat Mary
and Bertie Gwynne! Biythe koew him
at a glance; the well-formed head and
gweeping beard were seed in profile, bent
toward hiz eompapion, ia an &ititude

strongly and unpleasantly suggestive ol
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comfidential interchange of thoughts and and not a little annoyed sometimes, at
feclings; or, as Walter's jealous fancy | Walter’s coldmess and brusquerie to her
would have it, of love-making. Gwynne | favorite. “He might be civil to him, if
was talking in a low. earnest tone, and | only because he knows I like him!™ she
two words reached Walter's ear as the argued, in her simple-hearted ignorance.
door opened: "Mr. Blythe.” The en- To-nigiit she had let a sign of this
trance ot the person named prevented | feeling escape her; had spoken for the
further speech. first time in anger to her betrothed bus-
He could not be mistaken, for they | band; for the first time admitted and
were uttered distinctly; nor could he fail \ cherlsh@d an unkind thought of him.
te detect the momentary constermation  “Wiill he make me despise him in the
betrayed by both at his appearance. | end?" she said bitterly to herself, when
Mary’s voice shook perceptibly in wish- | she left him after her retort upon his
ing him “gowdtevening” and Mr. | sneer at Bertie.
Cwyhnhe's ebservation Hpen the &hilly Walter, ou his part, was amazed,
night was infelicitows, and rathef #66 | wounded and indignant at the wmivoked-
glibly enunciated for His rapid #8ngue.  for rejoinder; less displeased with her,
“She will tell me all about it by and\ however, than with the cause of this,
by, unless the fellow has been talking | their initiatory quarrel. The more he
downright love to her.” Waiter tried | pondered over his grievances the meore
to ease the pain at his heart by saying, | savage was his meed toward the wn-
“amd K don't believe she would let him ‘ lueky rhymester. * ‘Trusting heart and
go so far as thaf.” fanetes high.' " indeed! What right had
Nevertheless, he watched, with uneasy | the jaskanapes t8 know anything abeut
curiosity, her shaking fimgerss and crim- | heF feelings and faneies® Was net the
son cheeks as she lighted the lamp, a|fa¢t 8f his Hadertaking the delineatipn ot

r:rb
rﬁ—nn
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task slowly and clumsily performed. He ‘ Rer eharaeter an arregation ot his ﬁﬁﬂify
was doomed to wait in vain for the elu- | 20d {he BH\’IIE ¢ 19 represent Rer pr.
cidation of the little mystery. Mafylg gBEFB q{ﬁ% B fBF HB%E% ﬂi ¥
never afterward referied to the matter,| Bafl Bot ? tﬁ év
nor did he. l§ FQP% 3%3'1 W ili
This was the incomsiderable nucleus of f Q 8]5%%811
the gathering mass of doubt and fearing T SEH IBH%B
that gradually overshadewed the heaven Wall- f’ l
of his trust in her; made his Spirits va-| |¥ %\ 3 'B 3
fiable; his laa?a@é oftentimes sbmth § r%%k ﬂ W%E
and petdlant; Ris pereeptions wALFHE, |
and Ris eeﬁemgl%% Hnjust. Withaufr 1 7 w%S
l!!%§§iﬂ& at the real eause ot this altered me
(137 EB I4 et Buf potiee 51 4 J “Have you any message for Cornelizm?"
h% H%‘é%ﬁ ¥ 1t § [Eﬁ%%‘a Géféé y he asked, coldly, when he prepared to
¥ Hﬂiﬁj_%,{ 'ﬁ% ‘é § that leave with the rest at the close of the
gamg evenlng “I shall be in the city to-mor-
{ Ha EB!H | row, 1 tiimk."
8% SF 8§ % & Mary looked troubled. Never befiore
{ g \smce their betrothal had he meglected
%r% %‘dﬂ 1§ lto avail himself of his prerogative to
&6 10n§ nEver o%% rlinger a few minutes, oftener a few
Nor did she consider herselt bound to | howirs, after the departire of other com-
avoid an innocent acquaintance, because, pany, to say over the “gowd-mights” so
forsooth, Mr. Blythe happemed hot to sweet to lovers’ hps and lovers’ ears.
admire him. She said to herself that if “No, thank YOU, she said, trying to
Walter’s dislike were not overcome by speak cheerfully, “er nothing but my
tbe time of their marriage, her pleasant | love, if you see her, and mention that we
intereourse with Bertie must, as a mat- | cannot give up the hope of having her
tei- of course, cease, or at least be greatly | With us on Christmas day.”
restricted and different in its character; , “Mary! Mary Ray!” called out Ellie
uatil that date she assumed to herself | Victor's ringing tones. “Is your letter
the right te seleet Ber ewn assoeiates, | to Cornelia ready? Mr. Gwynne is wait-
and ta mingle freely with her mother's | ing for it. He wants to catch the twelve-
Besks. At heart, she was a little ssre; | o'clock train, s0 yon must hummy!’*
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With the memory of a stern, reproach-
ful face burning in upom brain and
heart, Mary hastened to inclose the hack-
less doggerel in an envelope, and direct
it to “Miss Cormelia Blythe, No. 70 —
Place, P——. By Mr. Gwynne.”

“I could have told him that Bertie had
asked me to allow him to be the bearer,
and I promised that he should, before I
knew that he was going to the city,” she
thought, resentfully, as she put the
packet with a smile no one could guess
was forced, into her postmam’s hand.
“But if he chooses thus wilfully to mis-
interpret my motives and to sit in judg-
ment upon every action, I will not stoop
to set him rightt™

Wallter’'s hat and overcoat were so
overheaped by others that he was
obliged to wait some minutes in the ball
after making his adieux in the parlor
before the missing articles could be
found and identified. He was still sttoop-
ing over the commingled mass of wraps
and tugging at a sleeve, the lining of
which seemed familiar, when he over-
heard a collogquy in the doorway behind
him.

“On Wednesday, them, at the wusual
place!” said young Gwymme, softly, im-
ploringly. “Do not fail me! You do
not know how much my heant'"—

Wallter lost the rest of the sentence,
but the answer was audible.

“Never fear! have not I as much at
stake as yourselff?”

He recogmized the agitated murmur
with wildly throbbing pulses. Careless
as to whether they saw him or not, he
seized his cloak and strode out, without
waiting to put it on; his soul a seething
chaos of suspiciom, incredulity, and
grieved love. What was the clue to this
thickening mystery? What was he to
Believe? What to fear? His noble na-
ture made one -mighty effort to assert
its supremacy in his last waking thought
as the dawm penetrated his chamber
after a sleepless night. “Wihatever else
1 may question, 1 must not doubt her
goodness and purity, or her constancy to
me!”

CHAPTER 11

Another evening found Walter early
at Mrs. Fay’s. He was expected, as he
perceived at a glance upon entering the
parlor. The lamp was turned down to a
@1 apark, like a drowsy eye imdulgent-
1y winking at all tender scenes; the fire

was merry and busy, a hundred tongues
of variously tinted flames leaping and
quivering over the red-hot bed of am-
thracite; his favorite chair was drawn
into its cormer, and beside it was the
cushion, whereom it was always Mary's
choice to sit during their heart talks.
Mary herself met him midway in the
room; gave him both hands, and lifted
to his offered caress a face so expressive
of deep, true affection and joyous wel-
come that the legion of doubts that had
beset him all the day—fight and reason
with them as he would—fled away like
mists before the glad light of morning.

“You do care for me, then, diaMingd™

“Have you ever dared to believe the
contrary?” was the retort, saucily lov-
ing; then, more seriously, she added:
“If you are not secure in the possession
of my love now, dear Wallter, I am
afraid that you will always remain an
incorrigible infidel.”

Then, if ever, was the time for him to
speak, to avow, without reserve, what
had been his temptatioms, his misgiv-
ings and tortures, but his courage de-
serted him. He could not mar the pure
happiness of this hour by these details.

For a wonder they were left to them-
selves all the early part of the evening.
A drizzling rain was falling that froze
by the time it touched the earth, and
other visitors kept away. Mrs. Fay was
slightly indisposed, and bhad already re-
tired to her chamber, and Kate’s sympa-
thetic heart warned her not to appear
dowmstaiirs. They talked long, freely
and earnestly—the two who hoped, at no
distant day, to share one united and in-
divisible life; talked with a fulness of
confidence, an out-gushing ot feeling in
woird, loek and aetion, that neither had
ever displayed before. Bertie Gwynne's
name was not onee mentioned. This
might have beeh an aeeidental emissien
6R Mary's part; with Walter it was, in
the autset, a studied avoidanee of an of-
fensive tepie, a dread ot teuehing the
sore spet; afterwards, he fergot the very
existenee of His audacipus rival

Eleven o’clock struck as Blythe arose
to depart.

“l had almost forgwttem that I have
papers to prepare Which must go te the
eity to - morrow,” he said. "“Work fer
which 1 shall fet have time in the
morning.”

Was it imagination, or did she start
slightly as he said this? He could not
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getermine, although his arm emclasped
er.

“Did you not go to-day, as you im-
tended?”

“No, 1 was unavoidably detained in
Iy office.”

Then ensued a silence of some length,
and an awkward constraint that was not
many removes from coldness.” What-
ever was its cause, neither appeared dis-
posed to recognmize its existence, but
Wallter remarked the assumed careless-
?ess with which Mary ended it by ask-
Bg:

“What train will you probably talke?"

“The 8.20, I think; but my mind is not
quite made up as to that. [ must be
early in town.”

Another pause, and he put a guestion
in his turn.

“Wihy do you inquire? Have you any
thought of going yourselff?"

“I! Why, you know I went over twice
last week, and I am too busy to run
about much more before Christmas.
To - morrow is Wednesday, remember,
and Friday will be the 23iin.”

Instinctively, Wallter's arm fell away
from her waist. He did not need to be
reminded that to-morrow was Wednes-
day. He had striven for twenty - four
hours to forget that she had an appoint-

ment with Bertie Gwynne on that day.
He believed now—amd the thought gave
him exquisite pain—that she was going
to the city to keep this engagement, and
that she was chagrined at finding that
he would also be there. If Mary re-
marked his change of positiom, she did
not attribute it to any altered feeling,
for her next words were full of hope.

“I never before anticipaied so deliight-
ful a Christmmas. 1 was not happy last
year. Do you recollect that we dis-
agreed seriously about some trifling
matter on Christmas ewe?”

“Yes.” He was looking meodily imto
the fire, and spoke abstractedly.

“Amd how we met at Mrs. Victor's.
€hristmas night, and behaved like a
couple of foolish children, affecting not
to be aware of one arother’s presence
except when we met face to face? You!
Were all devotion to Laura Elbertson—1|
oaly deveted swains do not usually Jook
B0 savage and gloomy as you did while
trylag to be agieeadia: and I pretended.
I dare say, with like success, to be imter-
ested and charmed by Wil Beekman's
syltabub ehat. But my heart was ach-
ing all the while for one kind look orl

word from you. Oh, dear, what hard
work gayety was that night! And I had
no“right to ask or offer an explanation,
for you had not then told me the pretty
story you rehearsed in my willing ears
some months later. I wonder if we shall
ever behave so ridieulously again!" She
laughed lightly in saying this, and elasp-
ing her hands ever his arm, as she
leafned upen it, gazed up 1A his faee with
a eertain wistful tenderness:

"I hope we shall never again have
cause to do so,” was the quiet reply.

“There was no cause them, except in
our disordered fancies. After all, clouds
and storms have their missiom. no less
than sunshime. I never knew, until we
had that apparently unfortunate misun-
derstanding, hew mueh 1 prized your so-
eipty—what | then chese to eall your
fri emdisthip.”

None but an obstinate, or tihoroughly
soured nature could have resisted this
strain of artless reminiscemees. Biythe
was not proof agaimst the sweet fascina-
tion of language and look. With a sidl-
den, passionate impulse, he drew her to
his bosom, and pressed his lips again
and agaim to hers.

“My precious one! 1 wish you could
never forget the lessom thus learned!
It is the only thing in whiet I excel you,
dearest—in the strength and fervor of
my lawe!!™

“You have no right to say that., Wal-
ter! You should trust me'—

Here the door bell rang with a start-
ling peal, and they had barely time to
withdraw to a respectful and deovorous
distance apart from each other when
Ellie Victor flashedl into the room in all
the glory of a full toilette.

"I stopped the carriage, a8 we were
driving home, Molly, dear, seeing the
light in here. We have had a stupid
evening at Mrs. Hoyt's: you may thank
your stars that you stayed at home! and
1 thought it wise to leave early, that |
might be fresh for our expeditiom. Oh,
Mr. Biythe! 1 declare I did not see that
it was you until this instant=coming&. a3
I did, from the darkness into a Wighted
room! 1 called, as 1 was about t6 seV.
Mary, to ask if you had anv orders for
town. I am going over in the morning,
at a barbarously early hour. Think of
it, Mr. Blvthe. in the 8.20 train® Why.
I am seldom up at that time on other
days!”

“Mr. Biythe will be a felloWw pessen-



WHAT A JEMDOIES MAN- BAW ON CHRESTMAS BWE.

ger,” said Mary. “You see that otbars
can he as industrious as yourself.”

“You dom’t say so!™

Why should the lively sprite look sud-
denly nonplussed, and east a Q%G’ék
questioning glance at her friend? as
this fancy, also? .

“l make no rash promises as te my
movements, should this dull weather
continue,” she said, recovering herself.
“Ten to one I shall oversieep myself,
after all. I must not keep the horses
and my gallant escort out there in the
cold. Mary, my love, take pencil and
paper and write down for me the ad-
dress—name and all—ef that French
woman who does up laces and muslins
in such heavenly style. I can’t trust my
memory with such things.”

The address was a long one, and taxed
the memory of the writer, for she paused
twice or thrice, reflectively, before it was
completed. Wallter, by the purest acci-
dent, caught sight of the slip of paper
as it was transferred to Ellie. There
were four closely written lines upon it.

“All right! I shall not lose it!” Ellie
tucked it into her belt. *“Good-night,
dearie! Good-night, Mr. Blythe! If
you domn’t see me in the morming, you
may conclude that the soporific draughts
of small talk with which I have been
plied this evening have proved too much
for my resolution of early risimg!” And
she skipped out.

Mr. Blythe made it his business to
walk twice through the train on the fol-
lowing morming, which, by the by, was
clear and frosty, and ascertained, be-
yond the possibility of a doubt, that Miss
Victor was not one of his traveling com-
pamions. He could hardly have told
why he was dissatisfied at the result of
hig search, or why he associated her
non-appearance with Mary’s secret er-
rand to P——. Acute lawyer as he was,
he bad an uncomfortable impression
that he was being outwitted by some
one—he was not exactly certain whom;
did not credit the theory of the effect of
the drowsy draughts upon Miss Ellie's
senses. He felt half-assured, indeed, that
she was quite too wide awake for him.

Business claimed his exclusive atten-
tion after he reached. the cityf banished
from bis mind all thought of personal
wveéxations or wrongs. It was past two
o’clock when he parted from his client
and-took his way down the fashionable
thoroughfare of the place in quest of &
hackeon that might atone, in some

measure, for his hurried breakfast. He
was in a sunny moed, and regaled him-
self, as he strolied along, by the pleas-
ing reflection that he had performed an
arduous and delicate piece of business
in a masterly manmer, and gained, be-
sides the praise of his employer, a hand-
some fee by the transactiom. Supplied
with this fifktworess sauce for a dimner,
he reached a restaurant and walked in.
The plate-glass windows of the estab-
lishment were crowded with Christmas
emblems and every imaginable dainty
befitting that season. The central orna-
ment was a pyramid of hot-bouse fruit,
and Blythe stopped just inside the em-
trance to inspect it. Standing thus, his
attention was diverted to a carriage
stopping before the next building—an
eminent jeweler's. A gentleman sprang
from it to the pavement, shut the door
behind him. looked intently up, down
and aeross the street, into the store it-
gelf, then unelosed the vehicle, and as-
sisted twe veiled ladies to deseend.

The cavalier was Bertie Gwymne; his
companions, in spite of the concealment
of their features and their umremarkable
attire, were as easily recognmizable by the
looker-on. Mary Fay and Ellie Victor!

A muttered exclamatiom burst from
Wallter’'s lips. Yet, why should he be
surprised? Had he not hgard the ap-
pointment for Wednesday? Was it not
plain as daylight that Ellie’s umseason-
able visit of the preceding evening re-
ferred to this very scheme, whatever it
was, and that Mary’s penciled note des-
ignated the later train by which they
were to leave Kingswsiille, in order to
avoid an inopportune meeting with bhim-
self?

“Tricked! duped! why not betrayed
and forsaken as well?” was his com-

.ment, as he drew himself into a seat be-

side a table, a position commanding a
view of the carriage. “It is high time
that I examined into the meaning of this
wretched plotting! Why am I selected
as its victim?*

He was in no condition to comsider the
matter dispassionately; to arrive at any
rational solutiop of the enigma; yet a
less prejudiced or less hasty man would,
even if moved to an equal degree of
anger, have suspended judgmemt until a
further investigation of the case bad
proved the existence of evil in the mys-
tery. There was nothing ignoble in
Wallter Blythe's character: still,. be
hardly capable of exercising alofty cam-
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dor of opinion, or a generous charity,
where his persomal dignity was wound-
ed, his private feelings outraged. He
had grownm to dislike young Gwymnne;
therefore, his complicity in these umder-
bhand dealings was peculiarly distaste-
fal. He was almost convimoed that
Mary regarded the artist with wndue
favor; ergo, their partnership in a plan
for circumvemnting himself, and securing
each other’s compamy, must mean mis-
chief, and mischief only. One thing was
sure—and to this he reverted again and
yet again, in his angry musimgs—what-
ever design was in process of imcuba-
tion, his betrothed had trifled with him
unwarrantably; deceived him grossly
and deliberately; equivocated wmpar-
donably! Moreowar, was she not run-
ning directly counter to his known
wishes in keeping up this clandestine
intereoufse with a man whem he ¢ould
not abide? Did net this persistency of
eommunication and assoeiatiom with
him, earried on in partial seereey,
through fear, doubtless, of her lover's
strictures, argue an infatuated fondness
for the eomeceited puppy, an wHEONQUEF-
able relish for his seeiety? And Ellie
Vietor—ithe pert minx"! He ground his
_teeth at theught of her malieious enjoy-
ment in the fManeeuvies for tMwarting
and eutgeneraling Him. She was just
the girt te delight in the office ot confi-
dant in any intrigwe, the mere compli-
cated the petter.

There were few more discontented and
unhappy men in the length and breadth
of that goodly city, on that 23d day of
December, than was the promising
young lawyer, who sat gnawing his lip
and pulling savagely at his whiskers
while with knit brows he affected to
read the bill of fare presented by an
obsequious waiter. Choosing sumdry
comestibles at random, to rid himself of
the mam’s presence, he dismissed him
with the order and resumed his wateh of
the carriage in front of the jeweler's. He
had to wait a long time—so leng that his
oysters were stone eeld whem he fiadlly
Tecolflected that he ought te make a
feint of swallewing them. At last, when
impatienee was almoest desperatiomn, and
his indignant breedings were hardening
Into reselves as indignant, he saw
Cwynne emefge from the store, and after

through the same eeremony of in-
apeeting the stredts, as had attended his
Nrrival, Be Beckoned 6 his faiF charges,
ald they joyhed Rim. He assisted them

into the carriage. and as he did se,
Mary’s veil was blown or brushed aside
revealing a countenanee, animated ﬁﬂ_é
happy, smiling upen her eseoft. Bertie
placed himSelf upon the frent seat, 8pps-
site her, lgokmg supremely contenied—
the pieture of delight, in faet, and the
eoaehmamn dreve 6fi:
Well?

He had seen all that was to be gath-
ered for the present; an “all” that may
seem trivial and unimportant to the
sensible, impartial reader, but which
meant mueh, and weighed heavily with
a proud, suffering, implaeable man.
Biythe looked and felt more like a judge
prepared te try and, if need there was
te sentenee a eriminal, than a ﬂéV@d
laver, as he paid fer the dinner he had
Aot eaten and turned His Baek upen ihe
Festaurant.

He did not return until late that might,
and it was eight o’clock on Christmas
eve when he presented himself at Mrs.
Fay's door. In the parlors all was
light, and mirth, and bustle. A tall tree
stood in the arch betweem the rooms,
and a bevy of girls were ffutitering about
it, like humming birds, busy with
streamers, gilt balls and colored candles.
He caught but a glimpse of the lively
tableau, through the half open door, as
he passed on to the library where vis-
itors were to be received on this even-
ing. Here he was left in solitude for
several minutes, a circumstance he
would not have cared for at another
time, but which now aggravated the
sense of injury under which he kebored.
Mary came in, by-and-by, smiling amnd
rosy with exercise and pleasure.

“Excuse my tardimess!” she begam, too
excited to note her suitor's lowering
brow, “but we are all busy with the
Christmas tree. We had to get it ready
to-night, in order to judge of the effect
by lamp-ligiht, and so much of the de-
sign was mine that the girls would not
let me leave them until I had imstract-
ed them how to carry on the work., |
wish I could give you a peep at it, but
gentlemen visitors are rigorously ex-
eluded for the presemt.

At this juncture the deer umglesed
and Mr, Gwynme appeared, his hands
full of streamers.

*[ beg pardom)”
sembled embarrassment.
know that you were here, Mr. Blythe. }
came to ask you, Mary, if you Xnew

He halted in

h‘[

updie-
id et
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where the red candlgs were put. We
canmnot find them, high or low.”*

Mary colored brightly, as was patural,
at his entrance, inasmuch as she was
standing by Walter’'s chair, her hand
upon his shoulder, and Bertie must see
that he had interrupted a love sceme.
Walter was not blind te their mutual
confusiom, nor backward in drawing
his own inference from it. Having ob-
tained the desired informatiom, the im-
truder retired, without loss of time, in-
wardly execrating his luck for having
forced upon him this awkward encouR-
ter. Mary drew a foeotstool to Wal-
ter’s side and sat down, leaning lightly
against his knee.

“I thought gentlemen visitors were
rigorously excluded,” he said, with a
sardonic smile.

“I was about to &dd that Bertie was
an exception,” said Mary, immocently.
“He met Ellie in the city, and volun-
teered his services for this evening.
Having passed a winter in Germamy, to
which climate Christmas trees are in-
digenous, he is supposed to be more au
fait to them than are we, to whom they
are only known as exotics.”

“Met Ellie in the city!” Further
equivocation! Why not own that she
had herself been one of the party?

“Mr. Gwymne is a fortunate imdivid-
ual,” he remarked, sneeringly. “It seems
only necessary for him to volunteer to
act in any capacity, and he is accepted.”

“He is popular, and is always willing
to serve those whom he loves,” joined
Mary, firm in her friend's defence.

“Willlimgness which those who are so
unhappy as not to belong to that class
are apt to construe into’ meddlimg—dis-
agreeable officiousmess!” Walter pur-
sued, losing control of his temper with
each instant.

“The best of us are liable to be mis-
understood,” was Mary’s answer, the
rigsing glow upon her cheek contradict-
ed by the calm dignity of her manner.
*“We had better not talk of Bertie, Wal-
ter, until you know and like him better.
T am petsuaded that you will, some d=y.”

“Youn are oversanguine as to an event
which I am far from comsidering desiimr-
able; but let that pass for the present.
It wowld be folly for me to attempt to
disguise from you, Mary, the truth that
mv faith in you is no longer so firm as
it once was; that the occurrences of the
last few weeks have done much towards
ebanging my opinion of your chsrecter.”

He plunged into the midst of the sub-
ject with savage abruptness, exasperated
by the comversatiom that preceded it. “I
believed you ingenuous, upright in
thought and action, and faithful in your
professed attachmemt for myself. 1
have been irresistibly driven to doubt
all these thimgs.”

“By what circumstances, may I ask?"

Mary had turned very pale, and her
clear tone was less steady than she
would have had it, but there was a dan-
gerous sparkle in her eye.

To his astonishment, Blythe’s proofs
were not directly producible. He
thought he had them at his Afifhgpers'
ends; but, “irresistibly driven” though
he was, when he turned to summon the
impelling forces, he found but trifles
light as air. Mary's simple directness
had put them all to fiigit. He could
not, without a sacrifice, and an igno-
minious one, of his manliness, retail to
her the petty occurrences that had been
seized upon by his jealous imagination
as evidence against her. A word here; a
look there; now a whisper, @ccidentally
overheard; then the unseen pencilings,
whieh He ehoese to guess were freasen-
able te him: the reeital weuld debase
hiffh in his ewn eyes and in hers. Yet
the impression fade By the aggregate
of these was net remeved; ifdeed, it ap-

peared to gféw faefe BBWQE-M! under the
1fﬂtatiaﬁ & experieneed at this unfere-
seen balk if his preeceedings. But éne
thifng remained te Rim ot suHicient im-

ortanece to be hapdied with effest, and

8 hastil Hfﬁ?g‘éﬁ this ferward, i@éﬂﬂg
the rest to teliqw as they wedld:

“Wthy could you not tell me that you
meant to go to the city, yesterday?” he
demanded, more roughly than he was
aware of. “Why, when I inquired if this
were your intentiom, did you virtually
deny that you had any such step in
view? Why change your hour for start-
ing, upon learning that I designed tak-
ing the same train? Why signify this
alteration in your plans to your accom-
plice Miss Victor. under the pretence of
writing the address ot a laundress?
What was the meaning of your secret
appointment with your favored swain.
Mr. Gwynhe—an engagement whieh I
Heard hifn entreat you net to forget, and
whieh you aeknowikdeed wag as me-
fmeftous te yourself as te RimM? Why
did you dread te walk the streets wm-
veilled, yesterday, a8 i§8 your eustom, &n-
{ess beeawse of the ecoRSTiousness that:
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your comduct was blamable, and that
your companions would be objectionable
to some person? Was that one myself
=your betrothed mashamd?"

And having reached this climax in his
examiination of the prisoner at the bar,
he paused for a reply with magisterial
sternness.

“l am willing to believe that you do
not insult me wantonly,” said Mary, ris-
ing and speaking proudly. “But, if you
desire an answer to any or all of your
questions, your requisition must be made
in a different tone and spirit. I deny
the right of any one—much less a gen-
tleman—to interrogate me in the strain
you have seen fit to employ. It is um-
kind and rude. I could not respect my-
self if I submitted to it. Tell me what
you wish to know, what you believe to
have been my sin, and I will reply.”

If Wallter's self-command were 1n peril
before, it was wrecked mow.

“Am ingenious subterfuge!” he said,
scorafully. “For heaven's sake, let us
make an end of clever evasions and
double-dealing! They are foreign to my
taste, congemial as they may be to yours.
1 have asked plain questions, and mone
that I did not conceive I had a perfect
right to put to you—mome that you need
hesitate to answer, if your conscience is
clear of the knowledge that you have
practiced deceptiom upon me, if you are
guilltless of premeditated perfidy.”

“Premeaiitated perfidpy!”  repeated
Mary, meeting his accusing eye with a
lofty disdain. “Dare you suspect me
of that, Wallter Biythe? Do you really
mean that you doubt my fiidelity to you?
Do you aeuse me of perfidy?”

“How can I do otherwise?—amntl, his
evil genius urging him on, he added, im-
sanely—"she who can be false in one
respect, will be in another. The woman
who ean eonnive with others to deceive
her lover, deliberately and utterly, even
iﬁ g6 trivial a matter as the léﬁﬁt_ of the
instanees 1 have enumerated, will net
shripk frem saerifieing Her plighted
troth, it the temptation sffers”

“There! you have sald enough! If
such is your judgment of my character
and conduct; such the suspicions you
bave let outweigh my solemn vows of
affection and comstancy, we are better
apart. Our uniom would only insure the
HBfelong misery of both. I thought you
kmew me better, that you would believe
maé incapable of such sins as those you
eharge me with. I see now that you

would never have understood me. We
have made a great mistake—hoth of us
—one that is best remedied by forget-
fulness.”

Before he could reply—before he fully
divined her meaning, so misled was he
by her seeming calmness, her umimpas-
sioned tone and tearless eye—she had
dropped her betrothal ring in his hand
and was gone.

She went stralght back to the parlor;
replied with a smile and pleasant word
to Katie's whispered exclamation of sur-
prise at her speedy return, and Ellie's
scoldings for having absented herself so
long; picked up an unfinished wreath
from the carpet, and, too sick and
tremulous to stand, sank upon the otto-
man in the corner while she went on
with her task. Bertie Gwynmne came
over to her directly, with evergreen
branches and cord; knelt before her,
and took up the other end of the gar-
land. He worked silently and gravely,
a nevelty for him, but his quick sight
detected her changing coilor, and the
hard, bright look in her eye: he heard
her irreguiar breathing; felt the shud-
der that shook the wreath as the front
door clanged to after the retiring visi-
tor, and, as her fimgers moved among the
stiff twigs, he saw that the pledge ring
was missing.

Wailter, in shutting the door behind
him, glanced unconsciously in at the
lighted parlor windows. The shutters
were fast, but the movable slats of one
were turned at such an angle that he
could see plainly the interior, the little
crowd of busy workers, and withdrawn
some distance from them. Mary, appar-
ently as happy as the merriest there,
with Bertie Gwynme. as co-laborer, on
his knees beside her!

CHAPTER IIIL

Little by little the truth with regard
to the present relation of the twe whe
were lately betrothed leaked out, ag the
lapse of weeks found Mr. Blythe still an
absentee from the house where he had
tormerly enjoyed such distinguished
privileges. As to the causes of the es-
trangement tongues were busy and
epinfons were various. Mary’s mother
and sister only knew that there had been
a guarrel: that Walter had made de-
fmands which Mary deemed umreason-
able. and that.upon this issue they had
parted. No one else was informed of
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even that much. Bertie GwyBne may
have had his conjiectures; Ellte Vieter
asmaradly had hers, but neither dared
approach the subject with Mary. If she
suffered, she made no moan in mortal
hearing, asked no help from haman sym-
pathy. The world saw in her the same
eheerful readiness to contribute her
share towards the gemeral entertainment
of her acquaintances; missed no gleeful
cadence in her laugh or speech, Her
friends recognized the puritying effect of
sorrow only in her increased thoughtful-
aess for others’ weal, her deeper pity
and tendermess for others’ sorrows.
Walter Blythe had never been eminent
for his social qualities, but sinee the dis-
solution of his engagement they were in
danger of falling into total disuse. Too
prosd to betray his hurt by fimmediate
geclusion from the scenes that had be-
comeé irksome to him, he yet gradually
allowed the claims of business to em-
croach upon the time he had once given
to society. He worked diligently and
successfully in his profession, and with
added eares and honors came graver
looks and more rigid lines in features
and brow. All respected, some feared,
few loved the lonely ascetic, who never
complained of isolation, and had not an
intimate friend upon the broad earth,
Some such bitter confession as this he
was making to himself upon what was
now a dreary anniversary with him—
Christmas Eve—two years after his part-
ing with Mary Fay. The early tea of
his bachelor boarding-house was over,
and he had returned to his office; shut
out the view of the illuminated street;
the happy, important-fooking facee that
throrged it with the sounds of merri-
ment and coagratulation that arose, in
an inspiriting hum, upon the night, aad
set himseltf down to work upon a dry
and tedious law-case. What was Christ-
mas to him more than any other winter
night? Ammiversaries and holidays were
hambugs, Mrivolities fit for babies only!
“l have mever before anticipated so
delightful a Chniatmasd™
How well he recollected her cheery
accent! her look of lively pleasare! how
vividly came back to him the picture of
that girlish figure, her attitude of con-
fiding fondness as her head drooped
agiinet hig aria; the very toueh of ber
bhand upon his—ewen the fragrawee of
the tea-rose in her hajr! What spell
wah . there in this season to invoke this
apparition—to fores hins to face it while

he struggled vainly against the tide of
memories flowing in upon his soul?

“i wonder if we shall ever behave so
ridiculously agaim!’

He had not forgottem a word that she
said on the last happy evening he had
ever known. How happily she laughed
in saying it! how frankly and fearlessly
she gazed into his eyes! Had he be-
haved ridiculously? Was he not rather
doing this now in questioning the wis-
dom of a step so often reviewed—so
often pronounced wise and mecessary!

“Pooh! it is late in the day to talk of
that!” His lips curled and his bhand
moved towards his pen.

“After all, clouds and showers have
their mission no less than sunshined’*

Still that phantom om the hearthstone
—stitl that voice of remembered music,
plaintive now, borme as it was from the
never-to-return Long Ago!

“Perhaps so!” he said, this time aloud
and desperately, “amd so has the tor-
nado, but its mission is death, not
mercy!”

His head dropped upon his breast;
deeper gloom overspread his features.
He was looking back upon the roins of
his heart’s temple, the darkeming, and
storm, and destruction that had over-
taken him in life’s fresh morning.

“You have no right to say that, Wal-
ter! You should trust me"—

The sweet, persuasive accents seemed
actually ringing in his ears. How dif-
ferent wouwld have been their relative
positioms., how altered his present sur-
roundings on this evening, if he had
continued firm in that trust—if she had
proved worthy of its continuance!

He absolutely groamed aloud. The
sound aroused him to a sense of his own
weakmness.

“Fool!” he muttered, angrily, “Dream-
ing, droning idiot! no more of this!
What folly to regret the loss of one
whose unworthiness was so plainly
proved—of whose infidelity there re-
mained not the shadow of a dioulitt"™

His hand sought the pen agaim—now,
with a resolute grasp. It emcountered
the smooth, satiny surfaece of an emwve-
lope across which the pen had fallen—a
sealed packet, which had been left there
during his absence at tex-time.

“How heavy it is! an invitation to
some Christmas fooleries, I suppose!’
he said, opening it.

There dropped out two cards, tied to-
gether with white ribhon, and a third,
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single and larger. “Mrs. Victor. At | composedly. *“I fancied that yon knew
Home, Monday, January 2d, 8 o'clock! nothing of it. It is an attachment of
P. M. One of the be-ribbomed bits of long standing—am engagement formed
pastebosrd bore the name of “Eleanor. more than two years ago, although not
Victor;” the other, “Herbert A.* publicly acknowledged until within a few

Gwynme.” Il months.”
Wallter leaped from his chair in the; “Is that really so?" Walter faced her
excess of his astonishmentt. Lquickly. *0I thought—I believed—I was
“Impossible!” them he sat gazing at, led to invagime"—
the two names in blank incredulity. = “"That Herlie was attached to Mary

Into this stupor presently crept a Fay?” fimisheel Ellie, coolly. "This mis-
faint, but delicious sense of relief. Mary: apprehensiom was the cause of your sep-
couwlld never be his, but she was not to' aratiom. Arm I wikent®”
marry Bertie Gwynmne! He had met "Your informamt was. without doubt,
known until now hew he llved in per-jacquainted with the facts of that wm-
petual dread of thiz event, hew useless ! happy affair,” returned he, trenghtily.
had been his attempts 6 sefool himsel | “You meet mo comfirmmettion from me,
to the eentemphation ot it as a net Fe- j Miss Vicior.”
faete eertainty. Atter tUrRing the €Afd8| “I beg your pardon. If you allude to
over and ever, and re-reading the €itleé | Mary Fay, I can only declare that she
Hpen edeh, for perhaps fivd MINWeS, BE "has never uttered a syllable to me with
espied 2 folded Pamer HPR RIS KREE | regard to the matter. I have been led

which He Had drawd with tHem ff8H | to the conclusion 1 have stated to you
RBYE EAVEISBE: Ji¥ a variety of circumstances—chiiety by
my woman’s wit.” She smiled here—

Mr. Biythe will oblige me by calling!the old gleam of irrepressible playful~
here for half am hour this evening. 1 iImess. “But iff Sou will giive mme your att-
g:tvee tf,‘”{,‘fg}'"g of mgégt“;& rommani- "tention for a few minutes 1 have a little

Saturday, Dec. 24th. Christmas tale to relate which may in-

terest you. Two years ago—early in De-

At almost any other time he might|cember. my friend, Mary Fay, made ap-
have hesitated to obey this peremptory ! plicatiom through me to Mr. Gwynne to
summons; would assuredly have smeered j paint her mimiatwre, he having acquired
at its tone of quiet authority, wondering | some celebrity in that branch of his pro-
*if that rattlepate flirt imagined that he| fessiom. This picture was designed as a
had nothing better to do tham to damce ; surprise-gift to you on Christmas Day."
attendance upon her whims!™ Now he “Miss Vietor!™
looked at his watch, saw that it was al- “Li-tem until ynu hear all! No one
ready eight o'clock, huddled his papers| knew of the plan excepting ourselves,
into a heap, extinguished the lamp and | her mother and sister, and we were all
went forth into the brilliant outer scene. bound to secrecy. In order to give Mr.
Mise Vietor was at home and alene in & Gwyumre frequent sittings at his studio,
private parler. She reeeived him with 8 we were continually comtriving visits to
grave cordiality, such as he had never' the eitv. T always qecommamied Mary,
observed in her before. ’Fﬁur final excursiom was upom the 2iid.

“It has been a long time since we last! when we went together to the jeweler's
met, Mr. Biythe,” she said, inviting him i to select the gold frame for the minia:
to a seat. . jture and to get a chain wovem of hey

He murmured something. not very|hair which she had ordered t6 3@eoW:
8rdibly, about “the pressure of busi-: pnnv it. We knew thatdy@u were goin
Hiess:”’ Ito the citv that day. and were in merta

“A long time,” pursued Ellie. reflec- |terror of meeting vou at this the eRv-
tively, “amd to both of us have comei enth hour. 1 never sa@ Mary §o iRtent
8ome changes in that period.” tupon any other projsutt as upemR this:

Walter regained his self-pessessiom, | 8he was so joyous—seo_ elate, WHer We
“Permit me to offer my congratula- jwere coming back that WEM—RROF
tions upon the very happv change to ' chiilrt™
whieh you are now looking forward: Ij Waiter's face was turned away, But
was ignorant tbat such an evemt was in’ she saw his hand steal up to his fore:
progpect until to-might.” » et ags 1§t hee Welrh £ 1t
»:*Wkank you!” responded the belle,] “It 80 charced that | learned, a week
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later, that you dined that day ip the res-
taurant next door to our jeweler's. A
friend of mine saw you there at the ver
hour we had chosen for our errand.
ghould never have thought of the eiy-
cumstance again but for a remark made
to me yesterday by Kate Mart‘yn She
called here on her way home from her
mother’s, where she had passed the day.
She said that Mary was not weli, and
quite out of spirits; that she had said to
her sister, more unguardedly than she is
apt to speak now-a-days, that it was a
painful anuniversary with her; that she
had once, on this day of the month,
made herself very unhappy while prose-
cuting what she thought was a harmless
scheme for another’s pleasure. And
then Kate further opened my eyes by
asking me if I had never noticed how
Jealous you used to be of Bertie—Mr.

Gwynne. So, Mr. Blythe, I collected
these hints into a theory, which was,
that Mr. Gwyoone and I had been inmo-
cently the instruments of bringing sor-
row to the heart of our dearest friend.
It may seem like a betrayal of confi-
dence on my part to tell you all this,
but I eould not feel content to enter upon
a new, and—and—what I hope will be a
happy life, without making an effort to
repaif the mischief. It I have erred in
judgment, I hope you will appreeiate my
motive."”

Before she had fimishetl this sentence,
Wallter was upon his feet.

“Mrs. Gwynne—Miss Victor, I would
say—you are an angel, and I am a fool—
a besotted, miserable wretch! Heaven
bless you! Good-might!"

Wiiile she was still rubbing the little
Band, upon which his parting grip had
loft four red streaks, he stood at Mrs.

Fay’s door. It was opened by a servant
to whom he was a stranger.

Yes—Miiss Fay was at home. Would
the gentleman step into the library,
where she was sitting?

Mary arose with gentle, ladylike grace
to recelve the visitor. Every vestige of
color forsook her face at seeing who it
was. Walter advanced, with bowed
head and averted eyes.

“Mary! I am not worthy of your love,
but can you forgive me?” The prodi-
gal's prayer was not uttered with more
profound self-abasement, mere lowly
reverenee,

Twelve o’clock rang out in solemn
sweetness from a nelghboring belfry be-
fore they parted. They ceased speaking
to count the strokes, then Mary’s uplift-
ed eyes glittered with happy tears, and
Walter’'s were full of moved tenderness
in looking down into tiveam.

“Peace ad good-wiill, once more, dar-
Himg! May it be foreven!™

“Amen!"” she echoed, fervently. An
instant later smiles chased away the
tears. “Wait here a moment!” and she
flitted away.

Soon returning, she brought a small
velvet case and laid it in his hand. “It
has never been opened since that terri-
ble night. Will you prize it the less be-
cause it caused us grief?”

Wifthin was the long-delayed Christ-
mas gift, the frame of chased gold sur-
mounting and protecting a just and
beautiful picture of herself, and attached
to it was the chain of dark, silky hair.

“I do not deserve it!” Walter tried to
say, but there came instead only a great
sob, as he caught both portrait and erig-

inal to his heart.











