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THE BROKEN BETROTHAL. 
BY MARY GRACE HALPINE. 

C H A P T E R I. 
A MAN'S HEART AMI A WOU \ N" H SOl'L. 
" H e is not c oming ! ' ' 
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 
which she had been looking forward 
with such glad anticipations all the long 
day. 

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

The features were regular, though the 
lips were fuller and the brows too heavy 
t6 make the general effect of the face 
pleasing, especially in her present mood. 

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

" H e has broken his word again; he 
will not come t o -n ight ! " 

These words had scarcely passed her 
+rps when the sudden clang of a gate 
broke the stillness outside, fol lowed by 
a leisurely though firm footfall upon 
the graveled walk that led to the door. 

The transformation that it wrought in 
that lowering face was something won-
derful to behold; the light, b loom and 
sparkle that came to it made it hardly 
recognizable. 

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 j oy 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 demonstration on his 
part. 

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

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

He looked l ike a man who would he 
good or bad as the impulse seized him, 
who lived for present enjoyment, with 
scarcely a thought beyond. 

With his fair companion still c l inging 
to his hands, he threw himself upon 
the lounge. 

" I was beginning to fear that you 
were not coming . " 

" W i l l and Steve Marsden were dow.i 
this afternoon. I came as soon 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 youn^, 
fellows, who had not one tithe the love 
for, the claim on him, which was hens. 

It was easy to perceive, in glancing 
f rom one to the other, that they both 
possessed the same impulsive, undis-
ciplined nature, and that what, at first, 
was a mutual attraction, might, in tha 
end, be a source of discord and variance. 

" I t is three days since you were here 
last." 

" I s i t ? " 
This, together with the tone in which 

it was spoken, completed the measure 
of Josie's discontent. The clouds deep-
ened on the brow; all the tormenting 
doubts, the jealous fears, that had van -
ished in her j o y at her lover's return, 
came back with redoubled force. 

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

"And the time has been when you re-
ceived me with something else besides 
reproaches." 

Josie was silent; the hard-drawn 
breath and heaving b o s o n alone hear-
ing witness to the struggle it coat her 
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to repress the words, burning and fierce 
as her own 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 "he. 

" 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 -
mington's heart—a heart more seTSsii 
c~d thoughtless than hard and unfeel-
ing. 

H e pressed his lips caressingly upon 
the forehead that was resting against 
hi3 shoulder. 

"Of course I love you, Josie; the 
change you complain of i;i in y,;u, not 
me. I wish I could see you once more 
the merry, cheerful girl you were when 
I first knew you. Now you are jealous 
without any cause, and miserable at 
<he least disappointment." 

Josie lifted her head f r o m the shoul-
der where it rested. 

"You don't understand me. John; it is 
r o t these things in themselves which 
torture me. Your presence is the very 
;ife and joy of my soul, but I could en-
sure to be parted f rom you long and 
weary months if I were oniv sure that 
you love me. It is the loss of your love 
that I fear. I can bear anything but 
that—anything but that ! " 

There was an uneasy look in the eyes 
that rested on that dark, impassioned 
face; the adoring love that this beauti-
ful girl lavished so freely upon him had 
been very grateful to his vanity, and 
v.as so still. But there was something 
in the fierce vehemence of the passion 
lis had inspired that not only startled 
him, but oppressed him with a vague 
sense of fear. 

T o him it v.as but an epis>o<l», a pleas-
ant variation to the monotony of his 
dull life in that out-of-*, he-wav place. 
It pleased his seK-love to s°e how she 
hung upon his words, how a frown or 
smile could bring th.-; clouds or sun-
shine to her face; ami he had gone on 
from day to day and from week to 
week, thinking only of the present en-
joyment, with not a thought beyond. 

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. 

" W h y , Josie, what has come over you, 
that you look and speak so s trangely?" 

"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 accompanied these 
words. 

"My dear girl, I have been very frank 
with you from the first. I am entirely 
dependent upon my father, a proud, 
stern man, who wo-.'.ld certainly object 
very strongly to my marrying a poor 
sirl. My marriage is something neces-
sarily so remote th?t it is hardly worth 
while to dwell upon it now; but when 
I do marry it will l:e the woman that I 
love, you may be suro of that." 

A soft, bright color came into her 
cheeks at the caress which fo l lowed 
these words, and which she had evident-
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 m e ! " 

" I love no one else as I love y o u ! " 
But even as these words passed John 

Remmington 's lips, there glided up be-
fore his mental 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 f rom 
the lips of the dying blessing his be-
trothal. 

Half an hour later,- Josie stood by the 
window in the bright moonlight, wpt • 
ing the retreating form of her lov.i-
until it disappeared in a curve of the 
road. Now that he was gone, who ex-
ercised over her such a strange and sub-
tle fascination, a feeling of uneasiness 
and dissatisfaction crept over her. She 
had not said to him what she meant to 
have said, nor had he said to her what 
she had hoped to hear f rom him. 

Fatherless and motherless, there had 
been n o one to question him as to the 
meaning of the attentions he had paid 
her all the summer long, and the m o d -
esty that was inherent in her nature, in 
spite of all her faults, made her reluc-
lant to suggest what the unerring in -
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stincts of her sex taught her should 
c o m e alone f rom him. 

He had been profuse in his professions 
of love and admiration, 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 him. 

She had made up her mind that she 
would have a definite understanding 
that • evening, and it had passed like 
every other ; reproaches on her part, 
fol lowed by protestations on his—pro-
testations which, taken out into the 
sunlight, meant little or nothing. 

In the meantime, John Remmington 
took his way to his bachelor apartments 
at the "Eag le , " where he found a letter 
waiting for him. 

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

"SON JOHN:—If you do not want to 
lose your betrothed wife and the rich 
dowry she will bring her husband, come 
home immediately. Walter Remmington 
is here, of whom Irene always enter-
tained a high opinion. A Quixotic act 
nf his—an account of which I presume 
you have seen, as it was in all the pa-
pers—has deepened this favorable im-
pression. It is my opinion that she is 
more than interested in him. Poor as 
Walter is, and hard as he has had to toil 
and drudge to get his education, it can't 
be denied but what he is a handsome, 
fine-looking fellow, with a manly, agree-
able way with him that is very taking, 
especially with women; and unless you 
come on, urg ing upon her the solemn 
claim that her father gave you, there is 
no knowing what will happen. 

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

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

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

" T o u r father, 
" C H A R L E S R E M M I N G T O N . " 

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 which 
his fickle heart was beginning to tire, 
was its chief attraction. 

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

"By J o v e ! " he cried, "it is the sweet-
est, loveliest face I ever looked upon! 
Surrender beauty like this and half a 
million to my cousin Walter? Not if I 
know myse l f ! " 

The early dawn of the fo l lowing day 
found John packing his " traps , " as he 
called them, preparatory to taking the 
first train East. 

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

W h e n everything else was done, he 
went to his desk, and unlocking a small 
drawer, poured its contents out upon it. 

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

John 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, coi l ing itself 
around his wrist. 

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

How well he remembered the even-
ing he severed it f r o m its sister locks, 
and all the passionate protestations he 
uttered. 

The fire had burned to ashes: a new 
fancy had taken possession of his fickle 
heart. And with a feeling of contempt 
at his folly, that extended to the un-
happy girl he had so cruelly 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 " P s h a w ! " tore it up. Com-
menced another, and tore that up also. 

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

Takiag another sheet, he scrawled 
upon it the simple word: " F a r e w e l l ! " 
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Placing it in the envelope, he directed 
St t o Josie Harmon. 

Then, seizing a small valise, he went 
downstairs, leaving a package at the 
clerk's office as he passed through. 

Though thoroughly selfish, preferring 
his own ease and comfort to any one 
else's, John Remmington 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 r?>-r. 

So so: > compunction mingled with 
the relief he experienced at having fin-
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 only flirted with her, as I 
have done with scores of others. If she 

. is so simple-minded as to think me in 
earnest, i t isn't m y fault. She'll marry 
a better man, who will make her hap-
pier than ever I could. If I had taken 
dishonorable advantage of her love, as 
some men would , the case would be dif-
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 o f 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 find." 

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

"I wonder 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. W a l t e r was my rival 
— m y successful rival—at school and at 
college, winning golden opinions f rom 
every one, but let him not cross my 
path in this! if he does, he'll be sorry 
for It to the latest day of his l i f e ! " 

C H A P T E R II. 
A X U N E X P E C T E D M E T I T N Q . 

As Irene Carlton heard the clatter of 
horses' feet back o f her, she drew the 
rein upon her docile, well-trained pony. 

Perhaps it was the postman, going to 

Tower Hil l . 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 f orm of 
the rider showed her mistake. 

"Cousin W a l t e r ! " she cried, in a tone 
of delighted surprise. 

"Miss Car l ton ! " 
"Miss Carlton?" repeated Irene, re-

proachfully. S 
The smile that touched the lips had 

a transforming effect upon the face, al-
most t oo grave for his years. 

He held warmly for a moment the 
gloved hand extended to him. 

"Cousin Irene, then." 
As the two rode along side by side in 

the broad country road, Irene glanced 
up at the bronzed and bearded face, 
wondering at the change three years 
had wrought in her companion. 

" H o w greatly he has improved ! " she 
thought. 

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

"I was thinking h o w you had altered." 
"I w a s . h a v i n g the same thought of 

you. " 
"Time works wonders . " 
"It does, indeed ! " 
The tone in which this was spoken, 

that honest look of admiration, made 
the roses bloom still more brightly in 
Irene 's cheeks. 

If the yOung man had put all that he 
felt into words, it would not have been 
any more clear, or half so eloquent. 

His was one M those quiet though 
strong natures which find it difficult to 
express their feelings in words. Arid it 
is doubtful as to whether he would have 
done so, in this instance, had it been 
otherwise. 

But the warmth, the j oy that gave to 
uiat lovely spring day such added b loom 
and fragrance found utterance in the 
tones of his voice as he said: 

" I t almost seems as if you came 
down from the clouds. I certainly never 
expected to see you in this dull, out -o f -
the-way place." 

"It is dull ," confessed Irene, with a 
half-sigh; " I should never have chosen 
it for myself. W e — A u n t Remmington 
and mysel f—are stopping at T o w e r 
Hill ." 

"Tower H i l l ! " echoed Walter ; " h o w 
did you come to choose that place? It 
is nearly a mile f r o m the village, and 
with no advantage that I know of e x -
cept its isolation and loneliness." 
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"It was Uncle Remmington 's choice, 
not mine. He thought it would be bet-
ter for my aunt, in her present state of 
health, to be where there was no c om-
pany or excitement. I did not know 
you were located at Crawford. Do you 
not And it du l l ? " 

" 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. 

" S o you are practicing your profes-
s i o n ? " 

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

" I am a country doctor ; very much at 
Miss Carlton's service." 

" Y o u don 't look a bit like o n e ! " 
laughed Irene. "However , I 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 remunerative. In 
fact, some of them detract from, rather 
than add to, my income. Here comes 
one of them now. " 

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

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

As soon as she saw Walt jr. she pushed 
back the san-bonnet f rom her head, re-
vealing a face young, and yet so old— 
young in years, but old with the cares 
and sorrows of maternity, sharpened by 
poverty and gr ird ing toil. 

"Good morning , Mrs. Brown. H o w is 
b a b y ? " 

" A deal betters thank you, doctor . " 
As if in corroboration of this state-

ment, baby opened his round, bright, 
wondering eyes. 

"Let me see.*' 
Taking the child f r o m its mother 's 

arms, Wal ter held it up where he could 
get a clearer v iew of the little wan face. 

" H e is doing famously . " 
" H e has spells of worryin ' , " said the 

anxious mother. 
"It 's his teeth, together with what you 

gave him. Let him have no more sooth-

ing syrup, Mrs. Brown, 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 l ive to be a 
famous man—one of our future Presi-
dents. W h o k n o w s ? " 

There was actually a smile upon the 
mother 's pinched, careworn fa ce as W a l -
ter laid the child back in her arms. 

"Thank'ee , 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 for 't . I 've got 
some proper nice yarn that I spun m y -
self, an' if so it be that you'd l ike some 
woolen socks fur next winter"— 

"We' l l wait till next winter comes , " 
interrupted Walter. " W h e r e are you 
taking the little m a n ? " 

" T o mother's. I 'm going to the vi l -
lage, and calk'late to leave him there 
till I come back. His grandma's 'mazin' 
fond of him." 

"That 's right. Take him out every 
day, if possible." 

Walter cast a half-apologetic, half -
comical look at Irene as they moved on. 

"This is dull music f or you, cousin. 
But if you will claim relationship with a 
country doctor on his daily rounds, you 
must take the consequences. 

"Indeed, I was much interested in the 
poor woman, " returned Irene, inwardly 
relenting the implication that she was 
only a fashionable butterfly, which she 
fancied her cousin considered her. " I 
am glad we met her. What a different 
look she had when she went on. It al-
most seemed like another face." 

"Wel l , yes; a cheering word or a 
smile has a wonderful effect upon these 
poor, discouraged souls, into whose life 
there falls such little sunshine, often 
doing them more good than medicine. 

" I see so much wretchedness and pov -
erty that I am unable to relieve," re-
sumed Walter, 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. 

" Y o u have plenty of time be fore you. 
and plenty of ways and opportunities 
by which you can make up for all de-
ficiencies in the past ." 
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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 
so much good." 

Dr. Remmington 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 I am not taking you out of 
your way, cousin?" 

" N o ; I have finished my route in this 
direction. All the rest of my patients 
are beyond." 

Irene looked at the speaker. 
H o w profuse most men of her r -

quaintance would have been in the i,ro-
testations of the pleasure it gave t lr m 
to accompany 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. 

" W h e n were you in Concord last?" 
" I attended some medical lectures 

there last winter." 
"Perhaps you did not know I was in 

town ?" 
Walter was too honest to dissimulate. 
"Yes , I knew it." 
"And never came to m e ? " 
Not caring to give the real reason— 

the rudeness and discourtesy of her 
guardian—Walter 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 don't re-
peat i t ! " 

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

They were now in f ront of the build-
ing known for miles around as Tower 
Hill, so named f r o m the tower that ran 
up to quite a height f rom the main part 
of it. 

It was quite pretentious in its design, 
only a part o f it being completed. The 
o w n e r dying while it was in the course 
o f erection, and his estate being some-
what involved, his heirs never finished 
it. 

Springing f rom his horse, Walter as-
sisted his cousin f rom the carriage, just 
as a serving-man came around f r o m the 
stables. 

" Y o n will come in to lunch?" 
Walter looked down into the bright, 

wistful face o f the speaker. 
" Y o n must not tempt me, " be said, 

shaking bis bead. " I have a Bcore more 

BETROTHAL. 

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

Attracted by the gay vo ices outside, a 
lady had cbme to the window, and stood 
looking upon them. 

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

"In the name of goodness who was 
that?" she inquired, as Irene entered the 
room. 

" W h o do you th ink?" was the laugh-
l i s response. 

' Some one you was glad to see, I 
. '.• ;;ld say," returned Mrs. Remming-
i,::;, as she looked upon the glowing face 
of the speaker. "H is face looked fa-
miliar. It wasn't one of the St. Legers, 
was i t ? " 

"It was Walter Remmington. " 
The elder lady's face underwent a 

very sensible elongation. 
"Walter Remmington! I didn't know 

that he was in this part of the country." 
"Neither did I. But it seems that he 

is practicing in this vicinity, and board-
ing at the village hotel ." 

" W h y didn't you ask him in? " in-
quired Mrs. Remmington, in the queru-
lous tone of self-indulgent, habitual in-
validism. " W e don't have any too much 
company in this dull place, goodness 
k n o w s ! " 

" 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 -
ton, her nose taking a decided upward 
turn. " I don't suppose he has a cent to 
his name, except what he earns. I re-
member him when he was a tow-headed 
boy, living with his mother in a miser-
able tenement-house on Pigeon's Lane. 
His mother took in sewing. They were 
wretchedly poor. I don't suppose they 
had enough to eat half of the time." 

Irene's eyes fairly shone with indigna-
tion. 

"And where was uncle all this t ime 
and my father—God forgive h im!—when 
their brother's widow and child were in 
such extremity as this? And you— 
could not you have parted with gome 
of your superfluities to have shielded 
them f r o m hunger and eo ld?" 
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Mrs. Remmington drew herself up 
ctiffly. 

" I t was a matter of principle with me, 
niece—Indeed, I may say with all of us 
—not to interfere. Walter ' 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. I, for one, 
hadn't a particle of sympathy for her." 

" I know f r o m the best authority that 
Aunt Mary was far too sensible and 
self-respecting to seek to entrap ar.y 
man; her husband loved and honored 
her t o 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 own obstinacy to 
thank for it. Your grandpa R e m m i n g -
ton offered to give her so mr.ch 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." 

"And 1 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 h im? It 
was shameful to exact such a condi -
t i o n ! " 

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

C H A P T E R III. 
M A N A G I N G A N A U N T . 

The next day was Sunday. 
The weather was delightfully clear 

and pleasant; and as this was the only 
opportunity Mrs. Remmington had for 
airing her fine attire, she decided to a c -
company Irene to church. 

Walter was there, as Irene had hoped, 
and when service was over came f o r -
ward to speak to her. 

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

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

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

Walter 's height and position made 
him very conspicuous. 

" H e certainly is very f ine- looking," 
thought she, "and has quite an air; al-
most distinguished—or would be if he 
v:ns fashionably dressed," she added, 
surveying critically the cut of the coat, 
which was not of the latest style; : : 
she expressed it. "ages behind tl/.' 
t imes." 

They seemed to have quite forgotten 
her—a state of things she was not give"! 
io encouraging in those around her. Sr> 
iheie was an additional sharpness to he.' 
voice as she cried out: 

" A r e you not coming, Irene?" 
Thus admonished. Irene came dow-i 

the steps, Walter moving alor.g by h^r 
f i l e with :<uch an assured and c o n f -
ront bearing that made it difficult for 
.Mrs. Remmington to carry out the pro-
gramme she had laid down 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 down. 

"Dr. Remmington, aunt." said Irer '. 
purposely ignor ing the relationship b> -
tween the two. 

Then, as if to show that she did not 
lose sight of it in reference to herself, 
s-he went on to say: 

"I have invited Cousin Walter to dine 
with us . " 

Now, though the establishment was 
nominally in her guardian's name, and 
though Irene accorded to her uncle and 
aunt the deference due to their position 
as her nearest l iv ing relatives, the 
money that supported it was drawn 
from the well-filled coffers of the young 
heiress, who, however generous sh"1 

might be in their interpretation, 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 
could muster. 

"Dr. Remmingtoj i 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 won't be 
much improved by standing so long in 
this draught," she added, with a re-
proachful glance at her niece. 
- "A l low me, madame." 

And before Mrs. Remmington had 
time or occasion for any further c om-
plaint, she found herself comfortably 
seated in one corner of the carriage, 
Irene beside her, and the object of her 
unreasoning aversion sitting opposite, 
and the whole three on their way t o 
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 f r o m this mor -
bid introspection, and which was half 
the secret of her habitual ill-health. 

Walter was too honest to feign what 
he did not feel; he really felt sorry for 
the pale, nervous-looking woman, 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 gone to church with the in-
tention of asking Walter to go home 
with them, if she had an opportunity; 
still, she had looked forward to his 
meeting with her aunt with no little 
trepidation. 

But Walter 's apparent unconscious-
ness that this lady had not the most 
friendly feelings for him, and ready 
adaptation to the circumstances around 
him, soon put her quite at ease. \ 

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

After dinner, the three went into the 
garden, just bursting into bloom and 
fragrance. Then they adjourned to the 
drawing-room, where coffee was served, 
a favorite beverage with Mrs. Remming-
ton. 

After this there was music. 
Irene never played o ther than sacred 

BETROTHAL. 

music on that day—as Mrs. Remming-
ton informed her guest in a very dissat-
fied tone—and as W a l t e r 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 baritone, and as 
the two blended so harmoniously, even 
Mrs. Remmington, who was reclining 
upon a sofa, and w h o was not partial 
to that kind of music, could but ac-
knowledge that "it sounded very nicely, 
very nicely indeed." 

Walter then arose to take leave, plead-
ing his professional duties, f rom which 
even Sunday did not exempt him. 

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

" W e are necessarily very much by 
ourselves in this remote place, and I 
trust that Dr. Remmington will drop 
in upon us as often as his duties will 
permit." 

Irene followed Walter out upon the 
porch. 

"Of course you will come, Cousin 
Waltei\ I 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 upon that 
bright, eager face. 

"You would do them the most good, 
I fancy, by going among them and find-
ing out their wants for yourself ." 

"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." 

"I f you are really in earnest, I will 
come and take you around to some o f 
them myself. You go out every pleasant 
morning, you say. I will come to -mor -
row morning, if you think you will be 
at leisure. But I give y o u fair warning 
that you will not find some of the places 
very pleasant to enter. It is only the 
ideal poor, in novels, that are immacu-
lately clean, however wretched their 
surroundings. So, if you think better 
of it to -morrow morning, when I call, 
you have only to tell me so." 

Irene laughingly assured him "that 
she should not think better of it, and 
that he ought to think better of her 
than to suppose it ." 

When Irene returned to her aunt, she 
found that she had undergone that re-
act ion of feeling to which she was sub-
ject. 
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" W h a t could you have been talking 
about so long on the porch?" 

"So l o n g ! " laughed Irene, " w h y I 
wasn't there ten minutes. 1 was asking 
Cousin Walter about some poor people 
he wanted me to visit ." 

"And you'll go, I suppose, anil get all 
manner of diseases?" 

Here Mrs. Remmington raised herself 
to a sitting posture, regarding her niece 
with a look of horror that made her 
smile. 

"Yes, I shall go. but there is n o dan-
ger of that. Cousin Walter would not 
be likely to take uie where there is any 
infectious disease." 

"Are you go ing with h im?" 
"I f he comes for me. He said lie 

" would do so." 
Mrs. Remraington's mii.il was too 

r! allow to entertain readily two sets of 
ideas. but it now began to lie oppressed 
with a vague sen so of uiuasiness, espe-
cially as she I V P I P M lie red the parting 
i u . j u n c t i n r o f her husband. 

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

"1 don't know why he should consider 
it necessary to say anything." 

"Hut he is your guardian, you know, 
and might consider it his duty. Grand-
pa Remmington was never leconciled to 
your Unci1: Arthur, and the foolish 
course taken l y his widow only served 
to widen the breach. And nov/"— 

" M y dear aunt," interrupted Irene, 
"do let grandpa and ("tide Arthur rest 
in their graves, together with all the 
unhappy differences that estranged 
them. All this happened before I was 
born : and I don't see wNv, it has to 
d o with my riding net wish Walter, or 
giving him the cousin !y regard to which 
he is entitled." 

"And then there is John—there is 
John, you know. " 

Irene's eyes Hashed witn unconcealed 
scorn. 

" I know there is. But so long as I 
don't interfere with his movements, I 
don't know why he should interfere with 
mine. If yc.u please, aunt, we won't 
talk about John. " 

Mrs. Remmington was not over and 
above pleased with this rather cavalier 
treatment of her only son. 

" I don't know why. I should think 
the man your father selected for your 
husband a person to be talked about." 

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

"Not that I have anything to say 
against your cousin, who seems to be a 
nice young man—very gentlemanly, in-
deed, considering." 

"Considering what? " 
" W h y . considering his advantages— 

and—and circumstances." 
"I conceive Cousin Walter to be a 

man who would gp a gentleman under 
any and all circumstances. You and 
uncle may ignore your relationship to 
him. l!"t 1 am proud of it. and think 
you will be some day." 

C H A P T E R IV. 
A KH.V.VK. T K I " K ?.'.\N. 

Three weeks later, at the close of a 
pleasant day in June. Walter stood upon 
the veranda of the hotel where he was 
boarding. 

He had just returned from Tower Hill, 
which, from its elevated position and 
peculiar form, could l.e seen from the 
place where he stood. 

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

His last interview with Irene had 
given him a sudden revelation of his 
feelings [or the fair and lovely girl, 
with whom he had been thrown into 
such daily and intimate companionship 
as to startle and alarm him. 

When, how and where his heart had 
slipped away from his keeping, he could 
not tell: but gone it had. 

He stood amazed at his own folly. 
"He might as well love some bright, 
particular star, and hope to win it," as 
to think to lure to his arms this beauti-
ful girl , the heirpss of half a million, 
and the betrothed wife of another. 

It was the last consideration that 
troubled him most. He knew of the 
agreement entered into by Irene's uncle 
and father, and which the latter had 
solemnly ratified on his dying bed, f or 
it had been 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 been chosen for her 
when she was a mere child. 

She seemed to avoid speaking of John, 
and when she did, it was witli little o f 
the manner with which maidens usual 'y 
sper.k of an acrp;)t-<l lover: l>"t tiiia 
might be maiden timidity. 
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He had fancied—and 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 
o t saying it; her look, her smile, thrill-
ing him with such sweet and happy 
emotions. But, after a moment 's 
thought, he rejected the idea as vain and 
presumptuous. 

" I will not let another day pass," was 
his inward resolve, "without ascertain-
ing how matters are between 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 f o ? no 
v.oman's love, however dear she may 
b e ! " 

Leaning over -he railing, Walter fixed 
h i j eyes with yearning tenderness upon 
tb 3 tower in the distance, which was so 
c 'oarly defined against the soft , gray 
si y. 

He knew that Irene's r o o m 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 heart stirred with tender 
aiul loving thoughts of its sweet and 
gentle occupant. 

As he looked at it now, he noticed a 
flk-kc-i ing, crimson light at ore of the 
windows below, which struck him oddly, 
as the sunset glow had all faded f rom 
the west. 

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

"F i re ! fire! Help! oh! help! fire! 
Tower Hill is ail in flames, and not a 
soul to he lp ! " 

That terrible cry was echoed by a 
hundred throats, tne alarm belis pealed 
out upon the air, mingled with the clang 
and rumble of engines and the hoarse 
cries of the firemen and citizens hurry-
ing to the scene of disaster. 

With but one feeliug in his heart, one 
thought in his brain, Walter flung him-
self on the horse that was waiting for 
h i m below, and, urging the animal to 
its full speed, soon reached the spot 

The light f r o m the burning Duilding 
m a d e everything as clear as day for 
miles around. 

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

He laid his hand upon the shoulder 
o f a girl, w h o s tood wringing her hands 
Bnd sobbing with terror. 

"Where is Irene? Where is your 
young mistress?" 

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

"Oh, God have m e r c y ! " she wailed; 
"she is there—there!" 

Fol lowing the mot ion of that hand. 
Walter saw Irene standing on the bal-
cony far above him. 

She evidently saw and recognized him, 
for, stretching o u t her arms, she ut-
tered a c ry that pierced him to the soul. 

For a moment the young man stood 
transfixed with horror. Then his eyes 
took in swift ly all the possibilities that 
were left. There was no hope of reach 
ing her from within; the flames wi/re 
now issuing f rom every door and win-
dow beneath. 

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

Giving a few hurried directions 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 upward, 
watched with breathless interest by the 
crowd below, and who uttered a shout 
of triumph as he reached the balcony. 

The tower was fast becoming a huge 
furnace, and a s Walter felt the hot 
breath of the crackling flames beneath, 
he saw that there was no time to lose. 

Drawing up the rope-ladder, he at-
tached it firmly to the iron railing 
around the balcony. Then taking a 
strong silken sash worn by Irene, and 
whose ends touched the hem of her 
dress, he passed it under her arms, and 
from thence under one of his, tying it 
so that the knot rested o n his shoulder. 

Then, bidding her to cling to his neck, 
so as to leave his hands free, he c o m -
menced a descent almost as perilous, 
considering the weight of his precious 
burden, and his own failing strength. 

In looking back, Walter scarcely knew 
h o w he reached the ground, but reach it 
he did, consigning the half-fainting gir l 
to the many arms stretched out to re-
ceive her. 

Then the strong pressure upon brain 



8 . THE BROKEN BETROTHAL. 

and muscle gave way, and, staggering 
backward, he tell insensible to the 
ground. 

C H A P T E R V. 
T H E U N C L E ' S D I P L O M A C Y . 

Three days later, Walter lay on the 
sofa to which he had been confined ever 
since the fire, though none of the inju-
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 inquire 
about him. and bearing such a bouquet, 
accompanied by a note, in which she 
poured out all her grateful heart, in 
words which sounded very pleasant, 
dangerously so, considering the feelings 
he entertained for her, and all he 
feared. 

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

He knew ev'ery 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 finding some 
new meaning. 

"If she were only as poor as I am, 
and free," he sighed, " I would woo , and 
win her, too. And even n o w — w h o 
k n o w s ? " 

Here the young man's mind wandered 
off in one of t 'io 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 individual in question 
entered. 

" M y dear sir, h o w can I thank you 
sufficiently f or the great sorrow from 
which you have spared me, us a l l ? " 

Waiter winced a little at the energetic 
shake of the hand that had seized his. 
He disengaged it, saying: 

"I beg pardon, sir. but my shoulder"— 
" I b e g yours , " interrupted the other. 

" V e r y thoughtless of me; but I know 
you will pardon it, in view of the emo-
t ions that—that overpower me. " 

Here the speaker raised his handker-

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

Walter looked at him in silence. There 
was something so overstrained and far-
fetched in this that he felt instinctively 
that his visitor was acting a part, 
though why he should take the trouble 
to do so he could not even guess. 

Removing the handkerchief f rom his 
eyes, in which there was not the slight-
est vestige of moisture, as Walter did 
not fail to note, Mr. Remmington c o n -
tinued : 

"I had a telegram from my wife last 
evening, and started immediately. I ar-
rived only an hour since, and after hear-
ing an account of your rescue of my 
dear niece from such imminent peril, 
felt that I could no longer delay in ex-
pressing my sense of the obligations 
under which you 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. 

"You are under no personal obl igation 
to me whatever. You seem to forget 
that Irene is my cousin as well as your 
niece. I could not possibly see her in 
such mortal peril and make no effort to 
rescue her." 

"I do not, at least, forget that I am a 
father." 

Not perceiving a n y connection be-
tween what he had said and this rather 
unnecessary assertion. Walter received 
it in wondering silence. 

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

" M y heart is bound up in m y only 
son, and I tremble when I think what 
the effect on him would have been had 
his betrothed wife perished, and in so 
terrible a manner." 

The change in Walter 's face was not 
unnoted by the keen eyes that were 
watching him. 

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

Walter did not speak for s ome m o -
ments, and then it was with a visible 
effort. 

"I knew that some such arrangement 
had been made for them, when they 
were children, but was not aware that 
there had been any voluntary and f o r -
mal betrothal by them." 

"Oh, yes, it's all settled, very much 
to the satisfaction of her aunt; and I 
assure you Irene is as dear to us as any 
daughter could be, and we should not 



8 . THE BROKEN BETROTHAL. 

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 carriage is at the door , and I trust 
you will come, 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. 

Walter 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 upon the cush-
ions of the sofa. 

"You are indeed looking ill. I sincere-
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. Remmington had scarcely gone 
when Walter gave the bell an energetic 
pifll. 

"Didn ' t you tell me," he said to the 
man who answered it, "that Mrs. Stone 
sent for me in great haste this morn-
i n g ? " 

"Troth , an' I did, sur. An ' 'tain't to 
be wondhered at, aither. Three of her 
fourteen childher is down with the 
measles, another on 'em has the mumps, 
an' as if that wa'n ' t enough throuble 
f o r a poor lone widdy, wid no one but 
hersilf to do a hand's turn, the babby 
pul ls the tay-kettle over on to him." 

"Put the horse into the buggy, Den-
nis, and bring it to the door . " 

T h e honegt-hearted f e l l ow looked at 
t h e speaker f o r a moment. 

"Sure, sur, an' ye don't look fit to stir 
y e r f u t out of dures." 

Walter smiled. 
" N o matter, Dennis. Hard w o r k is 

t h e best medicine for s o m e diseases, and 
I am convinced that it is the best thing 
for mine. If you can go with me, so as 
t o help me in and out, I shall do very 
wel l . " 

A s he waited for Dennis to harness, 
Ids eye fell upon the flowers which had 
{Alien f r o m his hand as his visitor e n -

tered, and upon w h i c h he had set his 
foot . 

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

" P o o r flowers!" he thought. "Fit em-
b lems of hopes that b loomed just as 
bright and beautiful, but which will 
b loom no m o r e f o r m e ! " 

In the meantime, Mr. Remmington 
t o o k his way back to the clergyman's at 
whose house his wife and Irene had 
found refuge, evidently very well sat-
isfied with the result o f his visit. 

He found Irene standing on the steps. 
Her bright face clouded as she saw 

him descend f r o m the carriage alone. 
"Wasn ' t Cousin W a l t e r well enough 

to come, unc le? " 
" I fear not, my dear, inasmuch as he 

declined coming. He begged m e to give 
you his thanks and excuses." 

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

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

"Of course I can't g o without seeing 
him; that is out of the question. If he 
is not able to come here I shall call on 
him. Tom, don't put up the carriage; I 
shall want it ." 

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

"My dear Irene, what are you think-
ing o f ? You forget that Dr. Remming -
ton is a bachelor, l iving alone at a ho -
tel ." 

" I don't forget that he saved my l i fe 
at the peril of his o w n ! " cried Irene, 
her eyes and cheeks very br ight " I 
should have g o n e t o h im before but for 
aunt's ridiculous talk about its not be-
ing proper." 

"Your aunt was quite right," was the 
grave response. "If you insist upon 
going, I must insist o n accompanying 
you. " 

" I shall be glad of your escort," 
smiled Irene, " though it is not neces-
sary, as you have just called on him, 
and I know v e r y well h o w to take care 
of mysel f . " 

Mr. Remmington knew very well that 
Irene, however yielding on minor points, 
was not so in regard to what she con-
sidered a matter of r ight and dnty. So 
he made no further remonstrance, but, 
assisting her into the carriage, took a 
seat by her side, anxiously revolving in 
his o w n mind h o w h e was to explain 
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to her his slight embell ishment of the 
report he had given her. 

"Perhaps Dr. Remmington did not un-
derstand that we were to leave town so 
s o o n ? " 

The eyes that were l ook ing out of the 
window were turned Quickly upon the 
speaker's face. 

" H e 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 under-
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 half an hour 
before. 

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

" Y o u see, my dear," he said, as Tom 
turned the horses' heads homeward, 
" h o w unnecessary it was for you to tak 1 

so much trouble. Your cousin could 
have c o m e to see y o u had it suited his 
convenience to do so . " 

It would have been better for Mr. 
Remmington 's plans had lie left these 
words unspoken, 83 he saw a little late.-. 

Irene studied his face attentively for 
a moment. 

"There is some mistake, some mis-
understanding. I shall send n:y adieux 
to Walter by letter, together with the 
hope that I shall see him at my house 
whenever he is in t own. " 

Mr. Remmington understood the word 
m v , " as Irene intended he should do. 

•lis term of guardianship had expired. 
5 position he still retained was s im-

, ..•' his by courtesy, as he well knew. 
It he gained anything, as ho hoped to 
gain much, it would co t ba I y fl^ie.i 
warfare. 

So he simply said: 
" A very good idea. He 13 not in a po-

sition to have much t i m e at his own 
disposal, but I hope you will add how 
very glad we shall all be to see h im. " 

In spite o f Irene's brave words and 
bearing, there was an uncomfortable 
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 consciousness that she entertained 
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 
constraint upon her that was visible in 
every line, making her note v e r y differ-
ent from any of the others. Still it was 
very kindly worded 

She mentioned her call, and h o w very 
sorry she was to leave without seeing 
him. Hoped that he would not forget 
his promise to call on her, adding: 
"You must remember that when 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 urn le with it. Had she 
been questioned she could have given n o 
satisfactory reason. It was probably 
owing to the instinct that is said to be 
the sixth sense with woman. 

" I won't trouble you, uncle. W e go 
past the post-office on the way to the 
depot, and I can mail it then." 

Carrying out this programme, Irene 
saw personally to the mailing of her 
letter, which we are sorry to be forced 
to believe is the reason why Walter re -
ceived it tiie next morning, a few min-
utes after ha bad heard of her departure. 

Walter was very glad to get it, as it 
explained what had seemed abrupt, a l -
most discourteous. 

He noticed the visible constraint in it, 
so different f rom anything she had f o r -
merly written, putting on it his own i n -
terpretation. 

"She tears that I will get t o o much 
interested in her," he thought, as ha 
read it over f or the twentieth time. 
"And there was danger of it. But now 
that I know how matters are I shall be 
on my guard. Call on her? Of course 
I shall. She is my cousin, though she 
can never be m o r e to me. The lectures 
at the hospital begin in September. By 
that time I hope to be able to think of 
her as the promised br ide of another." 

C H A P T E R VL 
" A T H O M E . " v 

Mr. Remmington was not sorry t o 
turn his back upon C r w f o r d . 
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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 consisting of at -
tractive young men, w h o 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 had 
ample time and occasion to reflect upon 
on his journey back. 

He had the morti fying 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 
t ime and divert the attention, it would 
have been bad enough; but they had 
been thrown together for weeks in a 
place where they had n o other society, 
and where everything around them was 
calculated to call forth and foster the 
sentiment he feared. And then his res-
cue of her f r o m the fire—women were 
so prone to admire heroism—could any-
thing have happened so unfortunate? 

But though Mr. Remmington inward-
ly chafed under these reflections, 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. 

"Wel l , madam," he said, as soon as 
they were in the privacy of their own 
room, "a pretty kettle of fish you have 
made of it! W h a t is the reason that I 
wasn't informed of all this billing and 
c o o i n g ? " 

" I don ' t k n o w what you mean? " said 
Mrs . Remmington, s inking down help-
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-
thing to say, you wouldn't bel low so . " 

" I shall bel low if I think proper, 
m a ' a m , " returned Mr. Remmington, in a 
still louder voice, secure in the con-
sciousness that Irene's room was at the 
further end of the house; "and I'd like 
l p see you or any other woman hinder 
m e ! A f t e r a l l that you knew, how dared 
y o u keep me In ignorance of all this 
l o v e - m a k i n g ? " 

Mrs . Remmington , who was real ly al-
m o s t ill f r o m fatigue and excitement, 
n o w atose to her f e e t 

"Rea l ly , Charles, , if y o u will act and 

talk so outrageously, I shall have to 
leave the room. I cannot stand it." 

"We ' l l see about that ," said her hus-
band, turning the key in the door and 
dropping it in his pocket. " N o w you 
just resume your seat and answer my 
questions. Didn't I send you out to 
Crawford with Irene to keep her f rom 
any entanglement? And here I find that 
she has been walking and riding all 
around with Walter Remmington, whom 
I didn't suppose was within a hundred 
miles of her . " 

" I told Irene, the first day he called, 
that I was afraid you wouldn't approve 
of it. W h a t else could I d o ? " 

"Couldn ' t you have written me? " 
" Y o u k n o w v e r y well that I hate to 

write , Charles. Besides, I was expecting 
you every week. Y o u might have come 
when you promised." 

There is one thing sure, it's l ikely to 
break up the match between her and 
John." 

Mrs. Remmington '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 occasionally she would 
turn on her oppressor. 

" I don't care if it does." 
Mr. Remmington glanced at his wi fe 

for some, moments without speaking. 
" Y o u don't care if it does? " 
"No. It's John's fault, every bit of it. 

W h y doesn't he come and make love 
to her himself, instead of careering over 
the country for nobody knows what? 
If he won'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 w a s more c o m m o n sense in this 
than Mrs. Remmington usually gave ut-
terance to, and it had the g o o d effect, 
so far as she was concerned, of divert-
ing her husband's thoughts and anger 
into another channel. 

" I ' l l attend to him in short meter! 
I'd write to h im to -morrow morning if 
I knew where to direct. Do you know 
where the young scamp i s? " 

"A l l I know is that he went away with 
Henry Warner. 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 vi l lage in Connecti -
cut, as he expressed it, "gett ing up a 
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first-class flirtation with some rustic 
beauty." 

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

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 it. 

V,"alter nere assured himself over and 
over again that f r o m henceforth he 
should regard Irene only as a cousin, 
that for him to cherish any thought of 
ever being more to her was foolish and 
vain. Yet deep down in his heart a faint 
hope still l ingered, which, silence as he 
might and did, was far too precious to 
be entirely banished. 

So it was with lio lit tie satisfaction 
that he found that business would taks 
him to Concord some weeks earlier than 
he expected. 

"I shall call on Irene, as a matter of 
course," Wal ter said to himself on the 
morning of his arrival. "She is my 
cousin, and not to do sc wouid be un-
kind and discourteous And then I 
promised to do so." 

With a self-denial 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, stately-looking 
building, standing in the midst of 
grounds laid out with unusual skill and 
elegance. 

It belonged to Irene, being a portion 
of the large fortune she held in her own 
right, and as Walter ascended the broad 
steps that led to the main entrance, he 
realized as he never had before the wide 
difference that lay between them in a 
worldly point of view. 

"I wonder if she will be glad to see 
me," he thought, as the servant, taking 
his name, ushered him into a room 
whose elegant and cost ly appointments 
were beyond anything he had ever seen. 

This question had scarcely arisen 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 Walter she thought 
of what his heart, as generous as it was 
brave, had forgotten, and the grateful 
emot ions it called forth swept a w a y the 
barriers of maidenly reserve. 

They had not met since that terrible 
night, and as Walter 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 c lung so closely 
to his neck, and it gave a tender Inflec-
tion to his voice, as he said; 

" W h a t you say sounds very pleasantly, 
dear cousin—too pleasantly, I fear. That 
I was so fortunate as to be of such es -
sential service to you will a lways De 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 homel ike air. 

A canary was singing in a cage that 
hung in the open window that l ooked 
out into the garden, on the broad seat 
of which Irene's pet kitten was purring 
in the sunshine. 

"Th i s 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 than I 
can help. Now just make yourself as 
comfortable as possible in this, and then 
tell me all about yourself, the good peo-
ple of Crawford, and all the poor f o lks 
we used to visit." 

Thus adjured, Walter proceeded to 
disburden himself of all the items o f 
news he could remember , his memory 
aided and refreshed by the many ques-
tions that poured in upon him f r o m 
Irene. 

Walter 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 interruption t o the 
pleasant and confidential conversation 
that fo l lowed. 

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

It was not until he heard Mr. R e m -
mington 's voice in the hall that he arose 
to go. 

" T h e time has sped so swiftly a^d 
pleasantly that I did not dream of its 
being so late." 

" T h e n I hope to see you often. I shall 
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 tel l her why 
he feared to do th is? 

"If l fol lowed m y o w n Inclinations, I 
should come often, b u t " — 

The wondering eyes that were turned 
upon him did not tend to lessen the 
young man's embarrassment. 

"You forget that I am a poor, strug-
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gling doctor, and you are the heiress of 
half a mill ion." 

Irene raised her hand with a gesture 
o f impatience. 

" I wish I could forget it! Do you 
know, I sometimes wish that I was born 
poor . " 

" I am selfish enough to wish so, too . " 
It was n o t the words, b u t 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 inaudible. 

, 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 ren-
der quite steady: 

"Irene, many times during our pleas-
ant intimacy at Crawford a question 
arose to my lips, but to which I never 
had the courage to give utterance. 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 Remmington ? " 

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

" I rene"— 
Then, as her eyes fell upon Walter : 
"Dr . Remmington!—this is an unex-

pected pleasure." 
It was very well and naturally done; 

s o well that neither of those so inoppor-
tunely interrupted suspected that she 
h a d been sent in by her husband, w h o 
had just discovered that Walter was in 
the house. 

Wal ter gave the conventional shake 
t o the two forefingers extended to him, 
a n d then turned to the door. 

"Go ing? " said the intruder, with a 
laugh. "Hope I have not frightened you 
a w a y ? " 

Walter had now thoroughly recovered 
b i s self-possession. 

"Oh, no; I have greatly overstayed 
m y t ime already." 

Adding, with a b o w to both ladies and 
part ing glance at Irene: 

" I will call again at an early day . " 

C H A P T E R VII . 
THB QUH8TION ANSWERED. 

~ " A r e you engaged to John Remming -
t o n ? " 
. T h i s question had plunged Irene into 
« s o * o f doubts and conjectures which 

banished f o r some hours sleep from her 
pillow. 

She felt like one suddenly aroused 
from.a pleasant dream to the cold, harsh 
realities of life. 

W a s she bound to h i m ? 
She cast a -swift glance backward; re-

calling the handsome boy of eighteen— 
f o r he was scarcely more—who kisse l 
her lips, cal l ing her "h is little wife ." 
Three days before, she had followed her 
father to the grave, whose death left her 
an orphan, brotherless and sisterless. 
That title sounded pleasantly to her 
then—she even remembered some foo l -
ish pledges on her part—but she was 
such a mere child, they surely would not 
hold her to them? 

She remembered the sad hour, when, 
kneeling by her father 's dy ing 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 fulfi l lment; 
-would he do so? 

The very idea was repugnant to her. 
Walter 's question had done more than 

remind her of what she would so gladly 
forget; it had revealed to her, too clearly 
to be mistaken, 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 emotions that this consciousness 
gave her. 

The bright sunshine of the fo l lowing 
morning drove away many of the fears 
that weighed so heavily upon Irene's 
heart during the dark hours. The elas-
tic nature of youth asserted itself. 

It was six months since she had re -
turned from Europe, and John bad not 
been near her. It was clear that he had 
no idea of claiming the fulfillment of 
that childish compact, even if he remem-
bered it at all. Very likely he had 
formed some other attachment, which 
would make it as repugnant to him as 
to her. 

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

It was a little curious to observe h o w 
fond Mrs. Remmington was, all at once, 
of her niece's society. There were times 
when it seemed impossible for her t o 

I keep away f r o m Irene. 
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Until at last, unsuspicious as her na-
ture was, Irene began to see that there 
was some "method" in the peculiar ma-
nia that seized her aunt whenever W a l -
ter called on her. 

This was a source of great annoyance 
to Walter, who was anxious to continue 
the conversation that was broken off so 
suddenly on his first call there. 

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

He had no sooner delivered his errand 
than Mrs. Remmington appeared upon 
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 ." 

Walter examined the finger she ex-
tended, which had on it a small indura-
tion, about as large as the head of a 
pin, gravely assuring her that there was 
no danger of the calamity she seemed to 
dread. 

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

" T o put on my things. Cousin Walter 
and I are going out f o r a walk." 

" I t ' s a lovely morning for a walk. I 
believe it will do me good to go out. So 
if Dr. Remmington doesn't mind"— 

"But Dr. Remmington does mind," in-
terrupted Walter. " I am go ing to take 
Irene to the top o f Chestnut Hill ; and, 
as a physician, I strongly object to one 
in your delicate state of health attempt-
ing any such feat as that." 

Irene with difficulty repressed a smile 
at her aunt's evident discomfiture at this 
effectual checkmate. 

"Charles will be mad enough to take 
my head o f f ! " was that lady's inward 
reflection, as she watched the two as 
they passed down the winding path that 
led to the road. " H e told me not to let 
them be alone together a minute. But 
I don't see h o w I was to hinder it. As 
I told him, it's John's fault, every bit 
of i t ! " 

Walter and Irene walked silently 
along the highway, turning from thence 
into the narrow, wooded path that led 
to Chestnut Hill. 

Irene was the first to speak. 
" I have had no opportunity to answer 

the question you asked me, if I was en-
gaged to John Remmington . " 

Suddenly pausing, Walter dropped the 

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

"Is it true?" 
" I t is true that there was an under-

standing between 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 f rom me. But I don't 
believe that John has any idea of doing 
so." 

Walter 's face grew very bright. 
"Then I may not only tell you of the 

love that has taken such full and strong 
possession of my heart, but of the hope 
that is there that I do not love vainly. 
Is my love vain? Answer me, I rene ! " 

Irene blushed rosily at these impetu-
ous words. 

"If I should say that I did not love 
you. Walter, I should speak falsely. And, 
indeed, I know of no reason why I 
should not deal frankly with you. But 
do not say anything, just now, to Uncia 
and Aunt Remmington, or to any one. 
Wait until I have had a talk with John, 
whom they are expecting now every 
day. It is my belief that he ha3 found 
some other attachment, and that is why 
he keeps away so . " 

"God grant it! W h a t shall y o u say 
to him, I rene?" 

" I shall say that I don't love him, and 
that I do love—somebody else." 

"My darling! But supposing he will 
not release y o u ? " 

" I ' m not going to suppose anything o f 
the kind," smiled Irene. " I 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 mean to do so if I can help it." 

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

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

"In some respects my position will 
not be a very pleasant one, and I ghall 
want you to stand by me. I don't be-
lieve John cares for it—at least, it don't 
look as though he did—but his father 
and mother have set their hearts on this 
marriage, and will be sorely disappoint-
ed. Of course they will not feel very 
cordially toward you, but they will not 
dare to treat you rudely, and you must 
not keep away on that account. It is 
my house, you know, and you have a 
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right to come, even if you were only my 
cousin." 

"My dear Irene, I shall come, as a mat-
ter of course; and you need have no 
fears of my having trouble with any one. 
I shall consider it my sacred duty to 
stand by you under every and all cir-
cumstances." 

C H A P T E R V I I I . 
T H E T W O R I V A L S . 

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

" A telegram from John, my dear. 
He is coining on the next train." 

Mr. Remmington 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 conflict upon which the 
happiness of her whole life depended, 
and that she would need, not only to be 
brave and strong, 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 intending 
to reply. 

John was always a " p o o r 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. 

" Y o u do not say anything, Irene?" 
Mr. Remmington's secret anxiety was 

n o t entirely hidden by the playful smile 
that accompanied these words. 

Irene raised her eyes f r o m her plate. 
" I beg pardon, uncle. You were say-

ing something about John's coming? 
trust that he will consider himself as 
my guest during his stay in town.' 

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

"Wel l , as he is coming expressly to 
see you, that would fol low, as a matter 
of course." 

Irene elevated her eyebrows. 
" T o see m e ? " 
"Certainly. I hope you don't think 

that he has forgotten your claim upon 
h i m ? " 

"My dear uncle, I hope you will n t 
give John the impression that I consider 
that I have any claim upon h im. " 

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

"My dear Irene., I don't wonder that 
y o u feel hurt at what seems like inten-
tional neglect. I own that appearances 
are against John. But I am convinced 
that he can explain matters to your en-
tire satisfaction, and I think that I c'in 
safely leave h i m to plead his cause." 

Just here the housekeeper entered. 
"My son will be here to-day, Wi l l -

iams," said Mrs. Remmington. "You 
can get the room ready across the hall 
from mine." 

Will iams looked at Irene, who nod-
ded. 

'You can give Mr. John that room, 
Wil l iams." 

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

Thinking it high t ime that I should 
relieve you of cares and duties that ave 
rightfully mine, I have instructed Wil l -
iams to come t o me for all orders in 
future." 

This was evidently as unexpected as 
it w a s unwelcome. Mrs. Remmington 
straightened herself up, speaking In a 
tone of unusal energy and sharpness: 

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

"Clara ! " 
Checked by her husband's warning 

frown, Mrs. Remmington stopped, and 
Mr. Remmington continued: 

"Irene is of age, and has a right to 
manage her own affairs her own way. 
Still, I trust that she will not forget the 
claims of her best and oldest friem.s, 
nor that years bring the judgment and 
experience that youth cannot expect to 
have." 

Irene knew that years did not always 
bring wisdom; but she d id not care to 
prolong the conversation. 

" Y o u may be sure that I shall forget 
neither, uncle." 

The door closed a f ter Irene, leaving 
the husband and wi fe a lone , who looked 
f o r some moments a t each other without 
speaking. 

It was ev ident that Irene had more 
character than they h a d given her credit 
for , and would n o t he very easily h o o d -
winked or controlled. 

I t was not pleasant, either, to see 
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the power passing out ot their hands 
that they had held so long that it 
seemed to be theirs of right, but there 
was no help for it. 

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

In anticipation of coming events, and 
anxious to avoid any awkward tete-a-
tetes or exclusive attentions from the 
newcomer, Irene had invited two school-
mates of hers, Ida Gray and Jennie Har-
graves, to spend a few weeks with her. 
A lso Harry and Charles Vernon, partic-
ular friends of John. 

So when John arrived, fancying, in 
the arrogance of his heart, that he had 
only to see and conquer, he found Irene 
the center of a gay group, of which, af-
ter the first greetings were over, he was 
only one, apparently of no more impor-
tance in the estimation of the young 
hostess than any of them. 

Not that Irene was wanting in cor-
diality or kindly feeling toward her 
young kinsman, but in her words of 
greeting, gracious as they were, there 
was a gentle dignity that did not set ill 
upon her, and which effectually prevent-
ed any demonstration on his part not 
strictly in accordance with the cousinly 
role she had assigned him. 

Without giving him time for any of 
the pretty speeches he had been conning 
over, Irene presented him to her young 
lady friends. 

The two gentlemen he already knew. 
Then the conversation became gen-

eral. 
In a few minutes dinner was an-

nounced. 
After dinner the whole party went rid-

ing, Irene quietly managing that John 
should be Miss Gray 's escort, while she 
went with one of the Vernons. 

In the evening Irene had a general 
reception. 

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

John was standing near Irene when 
he came up to speak to her. but inward-
ly determined to "cut the fel low." as he 
called it, he pretended not to see him. 

But this was a programme more easily 
planned than carried out 

"John, don't you see Cousin W a l t e r ? " 
Soft and sweet as the voice was, there 

was a ring in it that arrested the atten-
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 then presented Walter to the 
rest of those standing by, and the c o n -
versation again became general. 

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

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 
so. Still there was something in W a l -
ter's look and manner as he spoke to 
Irene, that aroused a fierce jealousy in 
his bosom. 

How dared he look that way at the 
woman that he had been taught to con-
sider as his exclusive property? And 
how dared she allow it? 

As he stood in the inclosure of the 
bay window, his angry and resentful 
feelings plainly visible upon his brow, 
his father approached him. 

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

"Have you abandoned the field so 
ear ly?" 

The faint sneer in these words sent a 
hotter Hush to the young man's brow 
and a fiercer gleam to his eye. 

" I will never relinquish it—not to 
h im! What is the impudent puppy doing 
here? He ought to be kicked out of the 
house ! " 

"Take care that you don't get kicked 
out." said his father, significantly. " R e -
member that you are not owner here— 
as y e t ! " 

" I always disliked the fellow, and now 
I hate h i m ! " 

"Hate him as much as you l ike—only 
don't show it; at least, not until you 
got matters into your own hands. Every 
time you do you weaken your own 
cause. It won't do for you to despise 
your antagonist, either. He's a smart 
feilow. and has, what you haven't—self -
control and a good head. You stayed 
away and let another man got a foot -
hold, and now you have committed an-
other blunder, and made an uufavorable 
impression at the outset. Seek an i n -
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terview with Irene after the rest have 
gone, and see if you can't remove it. 
In the meantime, drive that suiien look 
from your face, and keep cool . " 

"Everybody don't happen io be an ice-
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 making 
love to his lady right under his eyes—or 
what looks marvelously like it?" 

The young man took his father's ad-
vice, however. Emerging from his cor-
ner, he joined the rest of the company, 
and for the rent of tho evening was! as 
merry and talkative as he had been sul-
len and silent. 

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

As soon as the last outside guest had 
gone, Irene, preceded by her young lady 
friends, turned to the door. 
, John followed. 

"I have been waiting impatiently to 
have a little talk with von. Can you not 
spare me a few minutes?" 

Irene turned upon the speaker a look 
of surprise. 

"It is late, cousin; and I am very tired. 
Unless what you have to say is of im-
portance—as I presume it is not—I beg 
that you will defer it. I told Williams 
to give you your old room: I hope you 
will find everything comfortable. Oood 
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 flying visits during Irene's ab-
sence. He remembered how he had 
planned alterations in it, for, though it 
was a fine, stately mansion, some parts 
of it were too old-fashioned to suit his 
modern tastes. 

It did not look, now, as tl. ugh he was 
to have any voice or control in any-
thing. 

From all he could see and learn the 
young heiress had taken matters en-
tirely Into her own hands, and appar-
ently without any more reference to him 
than if he hadn't been in existence. 

His vanity was sorely wounded at his 
reception by Ireiie. Not that she gave 
h im any cause for complaint; her man-

ner could scarcely be more courteous 
and kind, but then it was so cool anil 
calm; so entirely different f r o m what he 
had expected. 

She had not even paid him the com-
pliment of being offended at his ljeglect, 
or even considered that he had neglected 
her. 

Had she forgotten her father's dying 
injunctions, or had she decided to dis-
obey them? 

Perhaps she thought that he wished 
to have them disregarded? If so, he 
would soon set her right on that point. 

C H A P T E R IX. 
I - O V B - M A K I X G A.VD I.OY K - . U ' H i S'< 5. 

The next morning, Irene arose earlier 
than usual; passing through the bre:ik-
fast-room and into the garden to gather 
some flowers f o r the table. 

Her bright face was clouded. 
John's rudeness to Walter, the pre-

ceding evening, not only 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 recurrence. 

True, Walter had shown admirable 
self-coDjmand, but this might not al-
ways be possible. 

As she stood upon the piazza, arrang-
ing her flowers, she heard a step back of 
her. 

"Good-morning, sweet cousin." 
Taking n o notice of the extended 

hand, Irene looked gravely at the 
speaker. 

"You treated me very rudely last 
evening, cousin." 

The mock sorrow that clouded John's 
face could not entirely conceal the ex-
ultation at his heart. She had noticed 
the flirtation he had tried to get up with 
Miss Gray and been' offended by it. 

"Dear Irene, only tell me, in what way, 
and you may be sure of its not being re-
peated." 

Irene raised her eyes from the flowers 
she was arranging. 

" I consider any rudeness or uncivility 
to my guests as a personal d iscount -v 
to me." 

There was a pause, the sudden r e v i -
sion in John's feelings choking his u -
terance. 

Irene turned her eyes f r o m that 
flushed, angry face to the flowers, whose) 
fragrance filled the air. 
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"I allude to your rudeness, last even-
ing, to Dr. Remmfngton. Under this 
roo f , at least, it must not be repeated." 

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

" Y o u seem to take a vast deal of in-
terest in h i m ! " he sneered. 

The disturbed night that Irene had 
passed had banished the roses f rom her 
cheek; they now came back, brighter 
than he had ever seen them there be-
fore . 

"g iv ing him a hint how matters are be-
tween me and Irene, and see what he 
says." 

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

In the conversation that ensued—and 
whi. h v.as mostly carried on by him— 
John waxed very communicative and 
confidential. 

He referred to the fire, thanking Wal -
" I certainly do take a strong interest j ter for the service he had rendered him. 

in the man who risked his life 10 save 
m i n e ! " 

'I hardly dare think," he said, with 
emotion, "how I should have t Jit had 

John saw the blunder he had commit-1 she perished in the f lames!" 
ted, and hastened to repair it, 

"It is natural that you should be 
Waiter winced a little at all that this 

implied, but lie made no comments on 
grateful, though no man could do less; it, being strictly non-committal , 
that was not a brute or a coward. I> Nothing daunted by this, and ieter -
should be grateful, at least, for the life • mined to draw him out, John went so 

far as to sptak of some improvement he 
meant ;o make in the house and 

saved is very precious to me. But, oh! 
I am so madly jealous! I should have 
been there! Oh, Irene, why was I no t ? " , grounds. 

The gleam of mirth in the eyes that; " W i t h Irene's approval, of course," he 
momentar i ly met his made John feel 1 added, with a laugh; " f o r I mean to be 
very hot and uncomfortable. 

" I really couldn't tell you. All I know 
a model husband." 

John glanced at 
is that you were not there; and that I : grave, impenetrable face. 

his companion's 

consider it v e r y fortunate that Cousin 
Walter was. There is the breakfast-
hell ." 

John fo l l owed Irene in. feeling, as he 
expressed it, "that he hsd made aa egre-
g ious donkey of h imse l f ! " 

He seemed fated to make himself 

I beg p inion, but of course you know 
that we are to marry—Irene and I ? " 

" I heard your father say so . " 
Then, feeling that he dared not trust 

hinisslf further, Walter changed the 
subject by alluding to a curious case o f 
surgery in the hospital where he was 

ridiculous in the eyes o f his emisia, es - ! practicing, going in to all the details, and 
pecial ly when he attempted sentiment, ' f r o m theuce b lanching out into a minute 
which he had always supposed to be a ] description of the cases in the surgical 
s trong point with him in gaining the 
good graces of her sex, priding himself j and 
not a little on his seductive ways and 
effective speeches. 

It really seemed to him—he chaied at 
the very thought—that whenever he at-
tempted anything of the kind with 
Irene, she was inwardly laughing at 
him. 

The truth was, Irene v. 2 3 not only 
quick to discern between re l and mock 
sentiment, but had little faith in her 
cousin 's professions. Neither did she 
care to encourage anything of the sort 
in him. 

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

So he decided to c h a n g e his tactics. 
" I ' l l speak t o the f e l l ow, " he thought; 

ward where he was in daily attendance, 
!>i. h he knew would be particu-

larly tii Wasteful to his visitor. 
Determined to revenge himself for all 

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

" H e ' s a detestable p r i g ! " he muttered, 
as he gained the street. The disgust he 
felt was greatly increased by the 
thought of the utter failure he had 
made. 

With this, was the uncomfortable con-
sciousness that he had said what Irene 
migfrT take exception at, if she heard 
of it. 

John entered his own r o o m in a m o r e 
thoroughly dissatisfied f rame of mind 
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than he had ever been in before in his 
life. 

"I wonder what is the matter with 
me. all at once," he muttered, "I seem 
to make a worse muddle of it every 
movement 1 make. Either I'm con-
foundedly unlucky, or I'm not the won-
drously smart fellow that I've always 
fancied myself." 

Going tip to the mirror, he took a 
critical survey of the handsome face 
it reflected. 

" I 'm better looking than Walter over 
was or will be, and I have twice the 
grace and polish, and yet I can't win 
one such smile as she gives him. Con-
found it! how pretlily she blushes when 
he speaks to her! And how her face 
l ights up as she talks to Mm! With me. 
she's as cool and matter-of-fact as if 1 
was her grandfather. And yet I never 
cared for any woman half so much be-
fore. Half a million and this fine estate 
are no small addition to her charms, 
but I believe I should be fool enough to 
marry her if she hadn't a penny." 

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

" I must say that John has disappoint-
ed lac. 1 thought he would have the 
good sense to see that hearts cannot be 
allotted to this or that one, like mer-
chandise. I hopud to be able to avoid 
any talk or unpleasant feeling, but he 
is taking so much for granted that I 
think I shall have to give him that little 
talk in private that he's been asking for 
nearly every day since he came." 

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 
could make it. To lose you now! Oh 
Irene. I could not bear i t ! " 

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

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

"Hut you have not promised yourself 
to me, Irene." 

"Not in so many words, perhaps. But 
I have said that I loved you, and with 
that yon ought to be content." 

"But I am not . " 
" H o w unreasonable! W h a t more do 

you want? " 

"I want y o u ! " 
1 "You have me pretty securely just at 

present. I should s a y ! " laughed Irene, 
as she looked down upon her imprisoned 
hands. 

" I want your positive promise." 
" I don't like to give that to you, as 

matters stand just u o w . " 
" W h y ? " 
Walter had released her hands, and 

Irene moved a little f rom him, BO that 
she could look full in liis face. 

" I will tell you, Walter . It may seem 
superstitious, but this is the way I feel. 
I can't think that it was right for father 
to exact such a promise from me at such 

tender age, when I could not know 
my own mind or what I was saying. 
Nor can I believe, feel ing as I do, that I 
ought to consider it. binding. Still , it 
was my father's dying injunction, ut-
tered under circumstances so solemn as 
to make an impression on my mind that 
nothing can efface; and if John can be 
induced to relinquish his claim, as I 
hope he may, it will l i ft a heavy weight 
from my heart, I can see by your face 
that you think me very foolish." 

"I don't think you at all foolish. And 
though I must consider your conscience 
unduly sensitive on this point, I can 
enter very fully into your feelings. I 
join you heartily in your wish that John 
could be induced to forego a claim in 
which there.' is neither reason nor jus-
tice, but, t o speak plainly, I don't be -
lieve he wil l . " 

" I am sorry to Bay that I think John 
is mercenary." 

Walter smiled. 
"Have you just found that ou t ? " 
"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 f o r h im. " 

"I f I had only myself to think of I 
should 6ay give h im the whole. But. 
that would be a wrong to you, whose 
rightful inheritance it i6, and who are 
accustomed to a way of living that I 
could not afford, at least for some years 
to come. Do what you will , my dear 
Irene, with what is altogether your own. 
It is you, y o u only , that I seek. John 
has taken pains to spread the story of 
yonr positive engagement to him. I 
have heard it f rom various quarters. It 
is not a pleasant story for me to bear, 
and I trust that 1 shall not be kepi in 
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so false and painful a position a great 
•while longer . " 

" Y o u 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 John is, and I am sorry 
to notice, often rude and overbearing. 
On no account have any quarrel with 
h im." 

" Y o u need have no f e a r on that score. 
I am not given to quarreling, and even 
if I was, I would ccrt bring your name 
into anything of the sort for the world . " 

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

"Oh, f a t h e r ! " she thought, "sureiy, 
cou ld you have known what the future 
would br ing f o r th , you would not have 
laid upon your daughter such a heavy 
cross as this! Had you lived to see this 
day, you couid not have wished her 
whole life to be so wretched as this 
hateful marriage you planned would 
make i t " 

C H A P T E R X. 
A . W O M A N ' S S C O R N A N D A M A N ' S H A T E . 

The passion that John had conceived 
for Irene had grown stronger and 
s p o n g e r every succeeding day. As is 
often the case, the coldness and indif-
ference o f its object , the very means she 
took to check and discourage it, added 
fuel to the flames. 

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

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

Perceiving that it was impossible to 
repress h i m much longer, she deter-
mined to take the dilemma by both 
horns and open the subject herself. 

The two were alone in the library. 
It was an opportunity that John had 

l o n g sought, and he Stood inwardly de-
bating h o w he could best open the at-

. tack upon the heart he was so desirous 
of winning, when Irene turned upon him 
thus: 

" I was greatly surprised to hear the 
story you have started." 

This was so unexpected that John was 
taken entirely by surprise. He had the 
grace to blush, stammering: 

" W h a t s tory?" 
" In 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 in form-
ant." x 

" W h o was it, pray?" 
The cool, caltu countenance of the 

speaker was in strong contrast to the 
flushed, excited face of her companion. 

"Wal ter Remmington." 
"So you have told him so, as well as 

Ida Gray and a score of others? I have 
given you no authority. Cousin John, 
f or any such statement." 

John had now recovered f r o m the sud-
denness of Irene's attack upon him. 

" N o authority, Irene? Have you f o r -
gotten your father's dying commands— 
your own promise?" 

" M y father could not have meant to 
have his daugher marry where she could 
not love, and the promise of a child— 
for I was scarcely more — is of little 
worth." 

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

"Then you repudiate that promise? 
What your dying father so solemnly en-
joined upon you you refuse to d o ? " 

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

" T h e r e was a condition." 
"That I claimed your hand, and I d o 

claim it," was the response. 
John had taken a step forward, Irene 

retreating,. s£> as to leave the same dis-
tance between them. Her face was paler, 
but more firm and resolute. 

" 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 him." 

"But you wil l—you must: Oh, Irene! 
I love you with a strong, o 'ermastering 
passion that has taken possession of my 
whole being, sweeping everything be -
fore it. Surely love so ardent and de-
voted must meet with a return. Only 
trust yourself to me and you will learn 
to love me. I will be so true, so tender, 
that you cannot help i t ! " 

There was no mock sentiment in this. 
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Fierce, vehement and ungovernable as 
this passion was, it was genuine, and 
t h e surprise in Irene's eyes softened 
into a look of pity. 

" L o v e is not a thing to be learned. 
I t would be wrong, it would be cruel to 
deceive you, John. 1 can never love 
you . " 

"But you are cruel and most unjust. 
You have given me no time, no oppor-
tunity. Ever since I came here—and I 
came expressly to see you, as you know 
— y o u have studiously kept me at a dis-
tance; you have treated me as if I was 
a stranger. And now you cool 'y say, 'I 
can never love you.' How do you know 
that? " 

" N o matter how. I do know it." 
" Y o u speak very confidently." 
Irene had decided to avow her love 

f o r Walter, but her knowledge of John's 
hasty and violent temper, and her fears 
of bringing the two cousins into violent 
collision, deterred her. She would wait 
until he had recovered, in a measure, 
f rom the disappointment and mortifica-
cation under which he was now smart-
ing. 

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

" W e 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 not, by putting 
forth this claim — if claim it can be 
called—forced me into a course so re-
pugnant to me. As it is, I am compelled 
to say that I cannot ratify the compact 
entered into by your father and mine, 
f o r the simple and sufficient reason that 
I do not love you as I feel that I ought 
to love my husband." 

John looked darkly at the speaker. 
"Only one thing could make you so 

sure of this—your love for some one 
else." 

The swift, bright color that surged up 
to the temples was fol lowed by a sud-
den flash to the eye that would have 
warned John that he was go ing t o o far, 
had he not been so enraged by defeat 
and all that it involved as to have no 
thought for anything else. 

" Y o u need not tell me his name who 
has so basely undermined me. It is 

Walter Remmington! the smooth-faced, 
sanctimonious hypocrite ! It is not the 
first t ime 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 o lder"— 

" S t o p ! " 
As John looked at Irene h e hardly 

knew her, such a transforming influ-
ence had those crimsoned cheeks and 
blazing eyes. 

"John Remmington, how dare you use 
such language under this roof, and to 
me? G o ! " 

"Forgive me, Irene," h e stammered 
"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 than 
ever. 

"On my honor, I don't know whether I 
hate or love her m o s t ! " muttered the 
discomfited man, as he looked after her. 
"She angers and attracts me as no wo-
man ever did before. But whether it be 
love or hate, whether I win or lose her. 
she shall never be Walter Remmington s 
wife—never! never ! " 

C H A P T E R XI. 
T H E Q L ' A R R K L . 

" I tell you, father, she has refused 
me, and in words that leave no room 
for any mistake." 

Mr. Remmington looked at his son's 
flushed, excited face. 

"And then, as a matter of course, you 
flew into a passion, as you generally do 
if you can't have what you want the 
minute you ask f o r i t ? " 

"It don't matter about that," said the 
young man, sullenly; " t h e 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 dozen times, and 
then marry them. A woman 's 'No' 
often means 'Yes, ' as you ought to know 
by this t ime." 

"Irene i s 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 said to me. She 
means to marry Walter Remmington, as 
I have told you all a long. " 

"Did she say s o ? " 



8 . THE BROKEN BETROTHAL. 

"She as much as said so. She didn't 
deny it. If you don't interpose your 
authority, she'l l do it, too . " 

"My authority, John? You talk very 
fool ishly ! I have no authority over her. 
She is legally of age; mistress of her-
self, and ail that she has." 

" Y o u r influence, then. You surely 
ought to have some. You are her near-
est l iving relative, and she will listen 
to you, as a matter o f course." 

" I shall use all the influence I have, 
o f course ; having almost as much at 
stake as you. But if you cannot get her 
to listen favorably to your suit, I don't 
know how I am to do it. You have 
Played .your cards very ill. After boast-
ing of your success with women, you 
fail where success is most important. 
I must say that I can't understand it." 
_ " I t is all Walter Remmington 's do-
ings! He's been lying about me to 
Irene; I know it as well as if I heard 
it." 

At this moment , a servant tapped at 
the door. 

It was a message from Irene to her 
uncle, requesting t o see him in the 
library. 

"Now is your chance." said John, 
fo l l owing his father to the door. "Plead 
for me. Speak of my great love for her; 
remind her of her father's commands, 
her own promise. I will wait here un-
"1 you come back . " 

John's patience was sorely taxed; his 
father was closeted with Irene over an 
hour. 
_ Twice he went out into the hall, paus-
l n g by the corridor that led to the libra-
ry ; but though he could hear voices, he 
could distinguish nothing of what was 
Passing within. 

When his father at last came out. 
John had worked himself up into a 
' ever of impatience and irritation which 
was clearly visible in the flushed face 
and gleaming eyes. 

"Wel l , what is it. father? What did 
e say? W h y don't you speak? You 

were in there long enough to find out 
something, I should s a y ! " 

Mr. Remmington ' s face was a curious 
compound of disappointment and regret, 
in which were mingled no little satisfac 
t »* i and triumph. 

Mr. Remmington 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 under-
stands that her father intended that you 
should share in the estate, and is will-
ing to make a liberal arrangement"— 

"I don't want to hear anything about 
that ! " interrupted John, whose blood 
was now at a fever's heat. "That wasn't 
what I wanted you to find out. Did 
she say she would marry me? That is 
what I want to k n o w ! " 

"She did not." replied Mr. Remming-
ton, speaking with great deliberation. 
"On the contrary. if I have any knowl-
edge of the English language, she said 
she would not marry you. But she 
promised to make provision for yon; 
though only on condition that you fully 
and freely relinquish all claim." 

"Which I won't d o ! " cried John, en-
forcing his declaration b y expletives that 
we don't care to repeat. 

Without noticing 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 
Irene's compliance, it would be the 
height of folly for you to refuse the 
terms she offers. Remember that half a 
loaf is better than no bread." 

" I will be party to no such scheme as 
that! I'm not to be bought over in that 
way. I will not relinquish my claim. 
Irene Carlton shall never be Walter 
Remmington's wife! The scoundrel has 
laid his plans very cunningly, but he 
left me out of his calculation, I have 
an account with him, and it will be set-
tled. in short order, the first time I see 
him." 

Mr. Remmington made no reply to 
this; he was accustomed to his son's 
extravagant way of expressing himself, 
and knew that his wrath, violent as it 
was. was generally short-lived. 

When the tempest burst, which deso-
lated his whole after life, he remem-
bered these words, but now he paid no 
heed to them. 

John found himself in the open air. 
Driven by his angry and resentful feel-
ings rather than any fixed purpose, he 

| took his way uptown. 
'Can't you speak? What success did! He had gone but a short distance 

you h a v e ? " demanded John, still more I when he met Harry and Charles Vernon, 
impatiently, as his father still continued! "Hel lo ! old f e l l o w ! " cried Harry: 
e " e n t . *. j " s o you were coming? Hie 1-st of the 
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boys sent us after you: "We had strict 
orders to bring yon, whether or n o ! " 

"Bring m e where?" 
" W h y , to the clufc-room, to be sure! 

Didn't you agree to meet the boys 
there at three this afternoon, to ar-
range about the excursion?" 

"So I did. Upon my honor! I for -
got alf"- about it. I've had some busi-
ness of my own that drove everything 
else out of my mind.y 

"Never mind! come along now. You 
are our right-hand man in such matters, 
j 'ou know, and we can't get along with-
out you. W e haven't decided a thing 
yet, not even where we shall go . " 

" W h o are there?" inquired John, as 
they walked along. 

"Ed. Wheeler, Will Taylor, George 
Merrill, Charlie and myself. I asked 
Dr. Remmington to join us, but he de-
clined." 

" I t is well he d id ! " retorted John, his 
brow darkening. "That is, i f -you 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-
cial relations with him whatever." 

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

John continued: 
"You know I've told you about my 

engagement to my cousin Irene. It has 
been considered as a settled thing for 
five years, or more, that we were to be 
married when she reached her majority. 
Well , this fel low has been secretly trying, 
f or months, to undermine and supplant 
me, and so break up the match. Sup-
posing a man should try that game with 
you, Harry, in regard to your be-
trothed ?" 

" I 'm afraid one 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 cared anything for John. 

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

"He' l l never fight," sneered John; 
"he ' s too cowardly. I've tried to insult 
him half a dozen times." 

After the business matter was con-

cluded, John sent for wine and refresh-
ments. 

He was generous 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 discovered 
in his words or manner, but now, to 
drown his disappointment and mortif i -
cation, he drank freely; so much so 
that its effect was visible in his flushed 
face and unsteady step, as, fol lowed by 
his companions, he took his way down-
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 hostler to bring up his horse. 

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

"Was that intentional?" demanded 
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 physically the 
strongest. 

"You will be sorry f o r this." 
" W h o ' s going to make me sorry? " 

sneered John. 
"I will. I think that you will be both 

ashamed and sorry when you are sober," 
added Walter, as he went down the 
steps, around which quite a crowd had 
gathered. 

"You whining hypocr i te ! " roared 
John, making an effort to break away 
from Harry and Charles Vernon, who 
now interposed, "Hosv dare you insinu-
ate that I 'm drunk?" 

Walter stepped into his carriage and 
drove off , while John's companions 
coaxed him inside, taking him upstairs 
again. 

He was quite beside himself with 
rage. 

"You heard what he said about being 
revenged on me. And he'll d o it, too ; 
though it will be in some way as low 
and sly as he is! H e won't stafid up 
and meet me openly like a man. He's a, 
coward, ap I told you . " 

The young men persuaded him to l ' 3 
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down upon the lounge, and he soon fell 
asleep. 

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

C H A P T E R XII. 
T H E M Y S T E R I O U S S T R A N G E R . 

Two or three days later, Walter was 
riding a long the dusty road that led to 
town. 

The sun was s inking 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 often quenched his thirst, 
and, encouraged by the suddenly slack-
ened rein, took his way thither. 

A lad—for he could scarcely be more 
— w a s resting himself upon one of the 
smooth, flat stones; his dust-laden gar-
ments showing that he had traveled 
some distance. 

Walter 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-
g e r a t i o n ; the most unpleasant part of 
which «ras, to him, the mention of 
Irene's name, as the cause o f the trou-
ble. 

" I f you please, sir, is this C o n c o r d ? " 
There was something so peculiar in 

the vo ice that Wal ter turned his eyes 
curiously upon the speaker who , now 
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 sudden knit-
ting of the brows, and the lowering to 
the ground of the dark, glittering eyes. 

" I beg pardon, " said Walter, on per-
ce iv ing this ; " w h a t was it that you 
sa id? " 

" I asked you if I was in Concord? " 
" Y o u are within the limits of Concord. 

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

" D o you know if a lady lives there 
by the name of Car l ton?" 

" A lady lives there by that name, 
y e s . " 

"Can you direct me to her house? " 
" V e r y easi ly . You will find it straight 

on. It is a large brick house, standing 

back f r o m the road; the first one o f any 
note that you come to." 

Walter glanced at the stranger's slen-
der f orm and pale, wearied face. 

"You can go along with me; I am go -
ing right past the house." 

The stranger retreated a step. 
"I prefer to walk, thank you, " he said, 

in a cold, reserved tone that forbade 
anything further. 

Walter rode along. 
On reaching the top of a hill, he 

looked back. 
The young fellow had resumed his 

seat beside the brook, whose waters 
were bubbling over the stones, that 
formed a partial inclosure around it. 

W h o could he be? He was a stranger, 
evidently, not only unacquainted with 
the country round about him, but the 
person 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 students, in strait-
ened circumstances, in th£ir efforts to 
obtain an education. 

With this thought he dismissed the 
matter from his mind. 

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

He seemed especially thirsty; dipping 
the cup into the brook, he drained it 
twice with a long sigh of satisfaction. 

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

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

The moon arose, and the solemn stars 
looked down; but still he sat there, his 
head leaning against the tree, so mo-
tionless that he would have seemed to 
be sleeping were it not f or the wide-
open, glittering eyes, w h i c h looked 
straight forward, as though they saw 
something else besides the tranquil 
scene before them. 

At last he arose, and strapping the 
knapsack to his back, went on in the 
direction Walter had indicated. He 
walked very rapidly, and without pate -
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Ing, until he came to a house, the lights 
of which could be seen back of the 
trees that surrounded it. 

The grounds were inclosed by a high 
wall, the gate of which stood wide open, 
disclosing a broad, winding path, lined 
with trees. 

The young man stood irresolute; it 
l ooked as though it might be the place, 
but he was not sure. 

A tow-headed, bare-footed boy was 
perched upon a post opposite, whistling 
"Yankee Doodle." 

"Can you tell me where Miss Irene 
Carlton l ives?" 

"I reckon I kin," responded the lad; 
" she l ives in that house over yander. 

" I live there, too," he added, with a 
consequential air; "ma 'am is Miss Carl-
ton's cook." 

" Is she at home?" 
" I guess she is. That's her room, o n 

the east piazzy, where that light is. 
There ain't never no light there when 
she ain't tew hum. 

"Air you looking fur worte?" added 
the boy, glancing at the knapsack, 
which, small as it was, looked too heavy 
f o r 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 stranger, 
who, walking swiftly past the gate, dis-
appeared in a curve of the road beyond. 

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 fo lds 
of the curtain that draped the open win-
dow, and which descended to the S O O T . 

Within was Margie, Miss Carlton's 
maid, a pretty, vain, shallow-hearted 
girl, who was amusing herself during 
her mistress' absence by trying on the 
contents of her 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 as she saw 
the youthfulness of the intruder. 

"Goodness me! boy, what do you 
want?" 

"Pardon this seeming intrusion, lady," 
said the stranger, in a low, sweet voice, 
in strong contrast to that sharp, wiry 
tone; " m y business is urgent." 

Margie looked at the intruder f rom 
top to toe. 

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

"Intrusion, indeed! I should think it 
was an intrusion! If you want food or 
lodging, w h y don't y o u g o round t o tha 
kitchen door? " 

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

'I am no beggar, Miss Carlton. If I 
were I would starve before I would 
touch a morsel beneath this r o o f ! " 

The girl smiled. 
That she should be taken for her mis-

tress gratified the vanity that was the 
ruling passion of her nature; she per-
ceived that her visitor had never seen 
Miss Carlton, and she determined to 
keep up the illusion. 

"What do you want then? Make 
known your errand, and then g o , " she 
said, in a tone that was intended to be 
very stately, but which was, really, 
nothing but a compound o f pertness and 
insolence. 

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

While 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 you engaged to John Rem-
mington?" 

"Supposing I a m ? H o w 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. 

" I mean no impertinence, lady. I 
have come to prevent the committal o f a 
great wrong . I am Joseph Harmon, th« 
brother of the w o m a n he should marry, 
if he marries any one—if there i s any 
honor and Justice in the world , which 
I someOzues doubt! If 700 wil l read 
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these letters, y o u wil l see that I speak 
trr.J;.." " 

Hair fr ightened 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 ancj 
devotion. 

"Mr. R e m m i n g t o n was only amusing 
himsel f , " 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 never 
mean n o g o o d to girls in her condit ion." 

The young man shut his teeth t ightly ; 
the heaving breast aDd the swollen 
veins across the forehead alone gave 
token of the fierce battle that was going 
on within. 

" A n d this is your answer to the 
broken-hearted, desperate, maddened 
woman that this man has so terribly 
w r o n g e d ? " 

" Y o u may tell your sister, f r o m me, 
that it serves h e r right for being s o 
silly, and that I hope 'twill be a lesson 
to h e r ! " said Margie, sharply, who was 
beginning to tire of the part she was 
act ing, and to fear that she would not 
find it an easy thing to rid herself of 
her strange visitor. " N o w that you 
have got your answer, go a w a y ! " 

" In spite of all I have told you, you 
will marry h i m ? " 

"Of course I shall ! W h o and what's 
to hinder m e ? " 

I t 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 l ikely result in ousting her f rom 
her present snug and comfortable berth. 

" W h y don't you go away, as I told 
y o n ? I f y o u don ' t go instantly, I'll send 
f o r a constable, and have you arres ted ! " 

The stranger approached the open 
w i n d o w through which he had entered, 
and then, turning round, confronted the 
speaker. 

"John Remmington seeks you f o r the 
wealth you will bring your husband; it 
can be for nothing else. If my blood 
and brain w e r e m a d e of coo ler stuff, I 
would let the slow years bring him the 
punishment he merits. As it is, I wish 
y o u j o y of your h u s b a n d ! " 

There was something in these words, 
and the dark l o o k that accompanied 
them, that sfiht 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 fe l low must be crazy," 
she muttered, as she hurriedly divested 
herself of her borrowed plumes. "Good-
ness me! how his eyes did glitter, and 
how wildly he talked. There wa'n't th« 
least bit of sense in what he said, but 
somehow it made me feel sort of all-
overish. I 'm glad he's gone. I hope te 

1 goodness that he won ' t come back 
again. Miss Irene would be mad enough 
if she knew what I had done. Nobody 
saw him but me, and 1 won ' t let on to 
her that he's been here." 

So when Irene returned, half an hour 
later, she found Margie clad in her OWB 
proper habiliments, sitting demurely by 
the window. 

"Did you get tired waiting for m e ? " 
she said, with a smile 

"Oh, no, mem " 
Margie stood back of her young lady's 

chair, uncoil ing the heavy braid of hair, 
when Irene suddenly said: 

"Margie, do you know of any one 
calling to see me. this evening; a young 
man, or lad, rather—a stranger?" 

" N o , mem. W a s you expecting any 
o n e ? " 

"Dr . Remmington told me that he met 
a lad on the road about sundown 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. P'raps 
the housekeeper would know. ' 

C H A P T E R XIII . 
S T R A N G E S U M M O N S , A N D S T R A N G E R 

I N T E R V I E W . 

The next evening, as Walter entered 
his office, after a hard day's ride among 
the rocks and hills, where most of his 
patients lived, he found a note on his 
desk. 

It was a hasty scrawl, so blotted as to 
be almost il legible, but after consider-
able study, he made it out to run thus: 

D R . R E M M I N G T O N : Come to the house 
known as the 'old Stone place.' Don't 
fail, or delay; it is a matter of life and 
death." 

There was neither date nor signature. 
On inquiry he found that it had been 

left by a boy about two hours before. 
Wal ter was very tired, and then it 

was the evening that Irene held her 
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•weekly receptions, and he was counting 
on being there; so the impulse was 
strong upon him to defer answering the 
summons until morning. 

But on recurring to the note again he 
decided to go. 

" I t is evidently some o n e in pressing 
need of my prQ.fessional services," he 
thought, as he thrust the note into his 
vest pocket; "and if it is a matter of 
life and death, to-morrow may be too 
late. I shall have time to run into 

. Irene's for a few minutes after I get 
" back." 

What was called the "old Stone place" 
was a dilapidated story and a half 
house, situated on a lonely road, nearly 
a mile f r o m any other dwelling. 

It was very old, one of the very oldest 
in that part of the country, and had not 
been inhabited for many a day. 

"One must be wretchedly poor to seek 
shelter in such a place as this," thought 
Walter, 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. 

"I f I was a rich man I should be 
afraid that this was a plot to rob and 
murder me," he said to himself, with 
a half-smile. "Blessed be noth ing ! " 

Pushing open the door, he found him-
self in a low room, whose 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 confronted by a 
figure which emerged from an obscure 
corner, while a voice said, in a tone of 
deep, concentrated feeling: 

"So we meet at las t ! " 
Then, as the speaker's eyes fell upon 

Walter, he started back, adding: 
" W h o 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: • 

" I am Dr. Remmington. I was led to 
suppose that there was some one here 
in need of my professional services." 

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

"Are you Dr. John Remmington? " 
" N o ; I am Dr. Walter Remmington. 

I have a cousin by that name. He 
studied medicine, but never practiced 
it. So he was never called doctor—at 
least, around here." 

"It was John Remmington that 1 
wanted to see." 

The stranger retreated to the window, 
and stood leaning against it with a 
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 never 
failed to respond to the appeal of suf-
fering humanity, in whatever form it 
might come. 

"You are looking ill. I am a physi-
cian; it will afford me a real pleasure to 
be of service to you. " 

"I am not ill; and y o u can be of no 
service to me, whatever ! " 

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

"I thank you, sir, but my malady is of 
the mind—a sick and wounded heart. 
Have you any medicine for such?" 

"Only the Great Physician can heal 
that," was the grave response. 

The stranger folded his arms tightly 
over the heaving breast. 

" I s there any such Being? If so, why 
does He allow wrong to triumph, and 
the innocent and helpless to be trodden 
under f o o t ? " 

" In the language o f one far wiser than 
I, 'what we know not now, we shall 
know hereafter. ' " 

The stranger looked at Wal ter ; there 
was something in his face that inspired 
confidence, and which had a calming 
effect upon the nervous excitement 
evinced by every l o o k and gesture. 

"There is one thing that I must know; 
and knowing—but n o matter now! You 
say that this man—John Remmington— 
is your cousin. Is he going to marry 
Irene Car l ton?" 

Wal ter was so astonished at this un-
pected question that he remained silent 
for some moments. 

" I should not l ike to express any 
opinion on that point," was the caution • 
response. " I t is so reported." 

The effect of these worts upon the 
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stranger was still more startling. Rais-
ing one clenched hand upward, he cried: 

"I f he does, he will be perjured, per-
jured, pe r jured ! " 

A feeling of intense sympathy touched 
Walter 's heart as he looked upon that 
pale face , o n which there was such an 
expression of anguish and despair. 

"Be calm. If this man has wronged 
yo'i cr a " y one belonging to y o n " — 

"If this man has wronged m e ! " in-
t?rriii,te:l the stranger, rising f r o m the 
! nees upon which he had flung himself. 
" W h y wait I for further proo f? It is 
enough! e n o u g h ! " 

After wait ing a moment, Walter re-
sumed: 

" T h e information you seek cannot 
properly come from me. Is there no 
other way by which I can serve y o u ? " 

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

"There is. I want to send a message 
to John Remmington. In what way can 
it most safely reach him, and with the 
least poss ib le de lay?" 

" I expect to see him this evening. If 
yon think y o u can trust me, I will take 
it to h im—or , at least, see that he gets 
i t . " 

" I think that I can trust you. Well 
would it be f o r John Remmington if he 
were as honorable as I believe you to 
be. I want you to tell h im"— 

" S t a y ! " interrupted Walter : " I can-
not g ive your message verbally. You 
must write it ." 

The stranger turned to the table, 
which was the only piece of furniture 
in the room, with the exception of a 
broken stool. 

On this table was a candle, whose rays 
were flickering in the draught ~of the 
broken pane, near which it stood. 

He took a pencil and envelope f rom 
his knapsack, but searched it vainly 
f o r paper ; n o t the least scrap was to be 
found. 

Observing his perplexity. Walter took 
a note -book f r o m his .breast pocket, and 
tearing a leaf f r o m it, gave it to him. 

Then walk ing to the window, he 
stood there, mus ing on his strange ad-
venture, a n d the dark mystery that sur-
rounded his new acquaintance. 

W h o was h e ? and what was the na-
ture of the w r o n g whose very memory 
seemed to goad him t o desperation? 

T h a t John was passionate, selfish and 
sel f -wi l led , h e we l l knew, but deliber-

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

"The letter is ready for you, sir." 
As Walter 's eye fell upon its super-

scription, he«started and then smiled. 
"I f I did not know to the contrary. I 

should think it my own handwriting." 
Then, as he caught a side view of 

the face of his companion, a sudden 
thought flashed upon him. 

" W e r e you ever at Deering, Connecti-
c u t ? " 

The stranger turned his head sharply. 
" W h y do you ask me that?" 
" I taught school there once, and— 

your face looked familiar." 
"I was never there." 
Walter was turning away, when the 

stranger's voice again arrested his at-
tention. 

"One moment. Have you a sister?" 
Walter shook his head. 
"I am not s o fortunate." 
" T h a t 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? " 

Walter raised his hand upward. 
" 'Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord, 

and I will repay. ' Whatever may be 
your wrongs, 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 not 
seek their redressal; that is another 
thing. I will see that your letter reaches 
the person to w h o m it is addressed. In 
the meantime, if I can serve you in any 
way, I will do so. You know where I 
am to be found. " 

When Walter 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 John. 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-
cessful. 

Walter did not believe that John 
would have made so unprovoked an as-
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sault upon him, had he not been drink-
ing, still he did not care to present the 
letter himself, so he asked Harry Gray, 
•who was passing, to take it to him. 

Desiring t o note its effect upon him, 
h e then placed himself in a position 
where he could watch him, unobserved. 

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

Walter could not see his face, as he 
read it, but he noticed that he did so 
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 
if John wanted any information as to 
how the letter happened to pass through 
his hands, he ought to have it, Walter 
emerged from the corner, where he 
Btood, to where he knew he could be 
readily seen by him. 

As soon as John's eyes fell on him, 
his face flushed 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 changing his reso-
lution, he paused, going to another part 
o f it. 

John remained only a few minutes 
later. 

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

"Going?" cried Charlie. "Don't f o r -
get our excursion to-morrow. W e shall 
have to be up bright and ear ly ! " 

"Oh! I sha'n't forget that," was the 
gay retort; "I wouldn't miss it on any 
account! 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 would bring to him! 

Harry Gray noticed something pecu -
liar in John's look and manner, and 
his mind instantly adverted to the let-
ter. 

He mentioned the incident to his 
brother, adding; 

"Something 's up. Did you notice 
what a queer look John had? If Dr. 
Remmington was that sort of a fel low, 
I should say it was a challenge." 

"It would be sheer nonsense to sup-
pose that," said Charlie, whose temper-
ament was less excitable and imagina-
tive. "Besides, it don't fo l low because 
the letter came through him, that he 
was the writer of it." 
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"The superscription was in his hand-
writing, I 'm positive! I never saw such 
a change in any one's face as there was 
in John'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 
of showing it. She is a charming w o -
man; and the man will be very f o r tu -
nate who wins her." 

"That she is! A n d John is a down-
right good fellow, as generous and open 
as the day! He deserves to win; and I 
hope he w i l l ! " 

" I don't know about that," said the 
elder brother, a f ter a thoughtful pause. 
" I like John; he has a great many good 
points about him. And some others 
that are—well, not so good. I tell you 
what it is, Harry, what we men call 
good fellows, and w h o are, in a certain 
way, don't always make the best hus-
bands. I can't say, if Miss Carlton was 
my sister, that I'd want him to win." 

" I like him the best, at ,all events." 
persisted the other. "And 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 bl ipd-
ed. She will take which of them she 
likes best—and perhaps neither. It is 
none of our business." 

C H A P T E R X I V . 
A. T E R R I B L E D I S C O V E R T . 

An unaccountable feeling of depres-
sion weighed upon Walter 's heart, which 
made the mirth and music o f that gay 
assemblage j a r harshly o n his nerves, 
and he left very soon after John did. 

He had g o n e but a few rods when he 
missed a bunch o f keys that he always 
carried with him. 

It contained not on ly his room and 
office key, but the .one that unlocked a 
desk containing va luable papers. 

He remembered hearing something 
drop f r o m his pocket when he was ia 
the old deserted house. He had looked, 
but the l ight 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. 
Fortunately his way home was past 
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the road where this house stood, so it 
would not take him much out of the 
way. 

Wi th these thoughts, Walter turned 
down the rough and narrow road that 
led to the "o ld Stone place." 

When near, though not within sight 
of it, he w a s startled by the loud report 
of a pistol. 

Walter 's horse was young and spirit-
ed; g iv ing a snort of terror, it began to 
rear and plunge in a manner 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 solemn 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, Walter went on. 

The m o o n was partially obscured by a 
cloud, but the outlines of the house 
were plainly visible, amid the black-
ness that surrounded it. 

As Walter looked he saw a figure 
emerge f r o m the house and run down 
the wa lk to the road. 

Whoever it was must have heard the 
sound of his horse's feet on the stony 
road, and which sounded very distinctly 
in the silence. 

As it reached the road, it paused as if 
Irresolute which way to go; then sud-
denly turning, ran swift ly down the hill 
in an opposite direction. 

Walter 's horse now demanded all his 
time and attention. 

As though it scented some mysterious 
horror in the air, it began to back; 
plunging f r o m side to side; not even 
the application of the whip could make 
it g o forward. 

At last Walter dismounted, and tak-
ing him by the bridle, tried to lead him 
up to the house, but he could not in-
duce the animal to m o v e one step in 
that direction. At . every fresh effort 
he reared upon his hind legs, trembling 
in every l imb, his flashing eyes and 
dilated nostri ls showing the terror that 
had seized him. 

Pitying what he could see no adequate 
cause for , Wal ter finally turned the 
horse round, securing him to a tree at 
the side o f the road. 

He then w e n t into the house, the door 
of which s tood wide open. 

On enter ing the first room, he saw a 

dark pool of something oozing from be-
neath the door of the one opening out 
of it. 

On taking a step forward, his feet 
slipped, and in trying to save himself, 
both hands came in contact with a 
warm, slimy liquid, and which had the 
sickening odor of fresh blood! 

Springing to his feet, Walter turned 
to the window. 

Horror of horrors — his crimsoned 
hands were dripping with gore! 

Struck dumb and motionless with ter-
ror. he stood for some moments trying 
to collect his scattered thoughts. 

Some dark, horrible deed had been 
committed. Murder or suic ide?—which? 

Shaking off the benumbing horror 
that oppressed him. Walter pushed back 
the door of the adjoining room, which 
was ajar. 

Upon the floor lay the body of a man. 
Walter approached nearer. 
At this moment the moon burst out 

f rom behind a cloud, revealing to his 
horror-struck vision the white, rigid 
face of John Remmington! 

Tearing open the vest he placed his 
hand upon the heart. 

Though the body was still warm, 
there was not the faintest motion there; 
he could have been dead only a short 
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 
John'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. suspicion would surely fall on 
him. 

W h y should he tell of his discovery o f 
the body? What g o o d would it do? 
Would it not be better to leave the dis-
covery of it to some one else, rather 
than put himself in such mortal perils 

Picking up the missing keys, which 
he found under the table, Walter left 
the house, his mind a confused medley 
o f doubts, fears and conjectures. 

He finally came to the conclusion that 
he would say nothing about it. 
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Fatal mistake!—and still more fatal 
consequences that sprung from it! 

The gray dawn was breaking before 
W a l t e r fell asleep, and then he slept 
very heavily. 

The bright sunlight was streaming 
into the room when he woke. 

He would have thought his strange 
experience of the past night to have 
been some horrible dream, were it not 
f o r what he saw around him. 

The cuffs of the linen duster, that was 
ly ing 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 crimsoned with the same 
horrible stains. 

With a sick feeling at his heart that 
no words can describe, Walter covered 
his face with his hands. 

He shuddered as his thoughts re-
verted to the ghastly thing that was ly -
ing in the old deserted house. 

Had they found it? If not, when 
would 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 c loth-
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 o'n, to 
use his own words, "worth mentioning." 

Walter, never encouraged his propen-
sity to talk, not considering that he 
needed any. Now he said: 

" A n y news, E b e n ? " 
"Nothing worth speaking of, sir," re -

plied Eben, with a doleful shake of the 
head. "Dretful dull times these." 

Hastily swallowing a cup of c o ^ e e 
W a l t e r ordered his horse. 

He had partly promised Irene, the 
night before , that he would jo in an e x -
cursion up the river that had been the 
subject of much talk and anticipation 
f o r the last f o r t n i g h t N o w he felt 
that he dared not risk the ordeal to 
which it would subject him. 

As Walter stood by his horse, adjust-
ing some portion of the harness, he saw 
Charlie Gray crossing the road toward 
him. 

"Good-morning , . doctor. So you are 
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not going to our excursion? But, good 
heavens! how pale you are looking. Are 
you i l l ? " 

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 unexpected 
appearance. 

' T a m not feeling very wel l ; 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 f or something." 

" I haven't seen h tm, " said Walter, 
replying more to the look and tone 
than to the words. " H e 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 open country, wi th the 
town far behind him. 

John had been missed. The next 
thing would be a search. And then! — 

How vividly did his imagination por-
tray the widespread horror and con-
sternation, the grief and anguish that 
would f o l l ow ! 

C H A P T E R X V . 
F O U N D D E A D . 

Partly to put as many miles as possi-
ble between him and the scene of that 
dark tragedy, and partly to drive away 
the gloomy thoughts that oppressed 
h im, Walter visited some patients in a 
rough and mountainous district, several 
miles f rom town. 

On his way back he stopped at a farm-
er's for a bowl of bread and milk. 

The farmer's w i f e bustled about, 
placing upon the table a brown loaf and 
brimming pitcher of mi lk , 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 bis 
wagon it was evident that he had been 
to t own , and Walter looked curiously at 
him as he entered. 

"Hei-e's the 'Herald, ' mother , " he said, 
tossing a paper into the old lady's laP; 

"Anyth ing stirring in town, Jake? 
inquired Walter , as he rose f r o m 
table. 
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"They ' re making a tarnation rumpus 
'bout a young chap that's missin' ," said 
Jake. "H is mother is in highsterricks. 
an' nigh about the hull town out lookin' 
fur him. There wouldn't be no such 
fuss if I should turn up missin', hey. 
mother? " 

" W h o is i t ? " inquired the old lady. 
"John Remmington. You 'member 

him, dad?—that wild,harum-scarum fel-
low that we saw at the tavern down to 
the 'Corners. ' " 

"I remember him," responded the 
farmer, who was sitting in the doorway, 
mending a harness. 

Walter turned to Jake, who was mak-
ing a vigorous onslaught upon the sub-
stantial lunch that his mother had set 
out for him, and asked: 

"Had they succeeded in finding no 
trace o f h i m ? " 

"They hadn't when I come away, 'bout 
two hours ago . " 

" H e has not been found," thought 
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 g o 
to the nearest magistrate and tell him 
all he knew. 

He had to go past Irene's. 
As he c a m e in sight of the house, he 

saw a crowd of people approaching it. 
Four stalwart men walked in front, 

bearing a stretcher. 
Well did Walter know what it was 

that was lying so still beneath that 
White cover ing ! 

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 open, the crowd had 
passed through it, and out of sight, and. 
flinging himself from his horse, Walter 
fol lowed. 

The house stood back from the road, 
on an eminence, and as he reached the 
top, he saw Irene and several others 
standing on the steps, trying to prevent 
Mrs. Remmington from going down to 
the crowd below. 

As soon as Irene saw Walter, she ran 
down the steps, her face pale and her 
eyes dilated with horror, 

i "Oh, Walter , this is dreadful—dread-

ful! My poor aunt, it will kill her! 
Don't, oh. don't let her go down there ! " 

With pale face and disordered attire. 
Mrs. Remmington stood upon the steps, 
struggling against the detaining arms 
that were thrown around her. 

"Let me g o ! " she shrieked. "John is 
hurt! Something has happened to my 
boy! I will know the meaning of th i s ! " 

And, breaking away, she rushed down 
the steps, pushing through the crowd 
that surrounded the murdered man, just 
as Mr. Remmington drew away the sheet 
that covered him. 

For a moment 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. 

" W h o has done this? Dead! dead! Oh! 
my boy ! my boy! it cannot, cannot b e ! " 

Here shriek after shriek came from 
the lips of the frenzied mother, until 
unconsciousness came mercifully to her 
relief. 

Pressing through the horror-struck 
crowd. Walter raised the head of the 
fainting woman, until it rested against 
his knee. 

The wretched father stood looking 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, "how 
dare you come here?" 

"Friends and neighbors." added the 
speaker, turning round and stretching 
out his hand toward the hushed and 
wondering crowd. " I call God and you to 
witness that I denounce this man as the 
murderer of my poor b o y ! " 

With her face almost as white as the 
dress over which her fair hair floated 
like a veil, Irene now approached,, laying 
her hand on his arm. 

"This terrible thing has turned your 
brain, uncle: you don't know what you 
are saying." 

Mr. Remmington turned his eyes upoa 
his niece with a look that she never for-
got. 

" I know what I am saying but too 
well, as you will find. And I know, too, 
that it was to win you he did it! But 
he shall not go unpunished! My poor 
boy shall be avenged! I will have ven-
geance—vengeance on his murderer ! " 

These were terrible words for a man 
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t o listen to, however innocent he might 
be. ^ 

Walter's face was very pale, but 
there was neither fear n o r anger there. 

"God pity and comfort you, sir," he 
said. "If these dumb l ips could speak, 
they would tell you how innocent I am 
of bringing upon you this great calam-
ity." 

Walter turned away as he said this. 
Irene was just back c f him, and he 
paused as he saw the mute appeal in the 
tearful eyes that met his. 

" I t will be better for r,\e to go now," 
whispered: " I can do no good, but 

rather harm by staying. In the mean-
time, if you have anything to communi-
cate, write me." 

As Walter passed through the crowd 
he could not be unmindful of the suspi-
cious glances that followed him. 

Harry Gray was standing near. A3 
Walter met that searching, questioning 
look, there irstantlv flashed imon his 
mind the letter he had sent by him to 
John the night previous. 

His heart almost stood still with ter-
ror as he thought of all that might be 
inferred by it. 

Could there be anything more unfor-
tunate than the network of circum-
stances that surrounded him? 

CHAPTER XVI. 
A W O M A N ' S I 'AITIT. 

With all the pomp and circumstance 
o f woe that wealth gives, John Rem-
mington was laid away "in 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 uncle. 

She was in deep mourning, which 
heightened, by contrast, the pallor of 
her face. 

The change that the last few days had 
wrought in the bereaved father touched 
with pity the heart of ei cry beholder. 
His face looked as if they had been year,; 
instead o f days: his head was bowed 
and his step weak and tottering. 

Mrs. Remmington was rot present: 
she was lying in a darkened chamber 
upon the bed from which she never rose 
again. 

Contrary to the general expectation, 
Walter was there. He sat in his own 
pew. 

T w o ladies were in the pew when ho 

entered, w h o immediately arose ar.d 
took another seat. 

Walter took no apparent notice o? 
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 
srfven to all who desired it, to pass up 
one aisle, past the altar, where the 
coffin lay, and down the other, so as to 
obtain a parting look of the deceased. 

After the larger part of the crowd ha 1 
surged past him, and out the other door. 
Walter walked up to where the coffin 
stood, looking sadly upon its occupant, 
unmindful of the curious eyes that were 
watching him. 

Never, in ail the glow of health an 1 
life, had John Remmington looked ST 
handsome aa 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 nothing e lse could. 

The dark cloud that was lowering 
above Walter 's head, in whose shadow 
he walked, whichever w a y 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, commencing with th* 
cheerful inquiry: 

" W h y is the murderer of John Rer 
mington still permitted to walk o; 
streets?"—two men tapped at his doe,'. 

Perhaps Walter surmised their err? 
f or he looked from one to the o t ' -
without speaking. 

The elder of the two stepped forward 
and laid his hand on his shoulder. 

"You are my prisoner; I arrest V1"1 

in the name of the State, for the mur<1e' 
of John R e m m i n g t o n ! " 

If the officers h:!d anticipated any ex-
citement or resistance, they were disap-
pointed. 

Walter turned a little pale, but his 
countenance and bearing were as com-
posed and steady as though it was sim-
ply a professional summons. 

"Pray be seated; I will be ready in ' 
f ew moments . " 

The officers remained standing bv tl; • 
door, while Walter made a f ew addi ' i io^ 
to his attire. 

"Now I am ready . " 
" T h e n come with ns. W e have a car-

riage down at the door . " 
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In spite o f the precautions used, quite 
a crowd had gathered around the hotel 
steps, and a storm of hootings and 
hisses greeted Walter when he came out. 

Pat Mahoney sat upon the box. He 
was a fast friend of Walter 's, and his 
warm Irish heart was up in arms at the 
demonstration. 

" Y e ought to be ashamed of your-
selves, so ye had, to be afther condim-
min' a man before he's thried, even! 
It's not I that belave it of him, at all, 
at all! Sure, an' didn't he attind the 
ould woman an' me sister's three chil-
dren, an' nivir a cint would he take? 
He's a j intleman, an' ye're a set of dirty 
blackguards! If it wasn't for l 'avin' 
me hosses, I'd git down an' give ye 
somethin' worth howli. i ' f u r ! " 

And, shaking his whip in the face of 
the nearest of the crowd, Pat drove 
away. 

Walter heard the heavy clang of the 
door of his narrow c-11 clo^e upon him 
with a feeling of desolation that no one 
can realize except 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 come, and that there 
was now n o more necessity for conceal-
ment; he could tell all he knew in re-
gard to what was almost as much a 
mystery to him as any one. 

The most painful thought in connec-
tion with his trouble was Irene, and the 
sorrow that it would bring upon her. 

That she loved him. he knew; the 
consciousness of her love had made him 
very happy; but would it stand the test 
of such a terrible ordeal as this? Would 
she believe h im innocent, in the face o ; 
so many tfark and suspicious c ircum-
stances? 

Questioning his o w n heart, it respond-
ed yes; she would have the same faith 
in him that he would have in her under 
" k e circumstances. 

His heart whispered that she would 
come to h im o r send him some cheering 
word. 

At last a note reached the prisoner in 
his lone cell, and Walter 's heart told 
him whence it came; it was so blurred 
and blotted a s to be almost illegible. 

I t ran as f o l l ows : 

" D E A R L O V E : — I have been ill, but am 
better now. K e e p up good courage. I 
shall see you soon, very soon. 

" I R E N E . " 

This note had been a good while on 
the way, considering the short dismnce 
it had to come, and bore marks of hav-
ing been tampered with; but Walter w i s 
too overjoyed at the sweet assarance 
that it conveyed to think of ai;<<ht eise. 

He had not had time to read taia 'ote-
cious missive more than a dozen t mes 
when the door opened, admitting a iady, 
whom he recognized even beto. c she 
threw back her veil. 

Rising, he advanced eagerly i .vrard 
her, his face 311 aglo'.v. 

"Oh, my darling! how very go ;d ia 
you to c o m e ! " 

Irene had hitherto been very shy In 
the expression of her love; but n o w tno 
sorrow and compassion that iilltd her 
sonl swept eve: y barrier before tneni. 

Throwing her arms around him, she 
burst into tear.;. 

"Did you think I would stay away 
from you? that I could do so? Oil, my 
love! never wrue you half so dear t'> 
me as now.'" 

Walter v a s strn^gly moved; holdi. T 
the sobbing girl closely to his luart, h > 
said: 

"Let Fate do her worst now Sccrri. 
imprisonment, t l i p r o s p e c t of a sham •-
ful death, these 1 could bear; hut 1: t 
the loss of your love. The bare tbout-
that perhaps you believed me gi ;ty < ' 
the terrible charge preferred t«jr %ln*-
me, at times nearly drove me wild Bn 
now I am repaid for all—can be; a .'. 
But tell me. darling, with all thi- te: 
rible array of evidence, has your i.-.i\c. 
in me never once wavered?" 

Irene was as truthful as the dav 
" T o be quite frank with yon. Waiter, 

there was a time when I thought, w h ' i 
I feared, that you had quarreled > 
John, shooting him in anger or self- ' : 
f ense ! " 

" A s God lives, I ' never saw ni? .JC r 
cousin alive after I parted with Jim 
your house 011 tlie evening of the mgr."; 
he was murdered. I have only to r t -
proach myself for the concealment of c 
that I discovered a couple of hours afle. ' 
leaving you, and which no one can r.-
gret now more than I. But I meant 
for the best. At that time, indeed, : . 
seemed dangerous to do otherwise." 

Walter now proceeded to give Irene 
a full account o f what the reader a l -
ready knows, to which she listened very 
attentively, asking, on its conclusion, a 
minute description of the mysterious 
stranger. 
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" I t is very singular," she said, break-
ing the thoughtful silence that fol lowed. 
" I f this young fellow is not the real 
criminal, that he had something to do 
with the murder is very clear." 

Then Irene told Walter of a singular 
letter she had received a day or two be-
fore its occurrence, warning her, if she 
married John Remmington, that she 
would repent it to the day of her death. 

Unfortunately, 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 mentioned 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 Walter Remmington's. 

The reader will remember that W a l -
tel had noticed the same, resemblance 
between the handwriting of the myste-
rious stranger and his own, and which 
had seemed like the similarity often 
seen in the hand of pupil and teacher. 

On comparing notes, it was evident to 
Walter that the writer of this letter and 
t h e 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 Irene's pres-
ence, the influence of her cheering and 
hopeful words, especially the love that 
spoke so clearly in every look and tone, 
Walter 's spirits 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 her love for, 
all her faith in him, gave him courage 
t o look his troubles steadily in the face, 
Beeking some way of escape, not for his 
sake only, but f or hers. 

C H A P T E R X V I I . 
A HAD MOTHER. 

Irene was met, on her return, by a _ 
message f r o m her uncle, who had pre-J was as much so W o r e John's death 

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—had 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 
stained with the blood of my poor b o y ? " 

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 Walter Remmington, my be-
trothed husband, accused of a crime of 
which he is as innocent as you or I ! " 

'Girl! your betrothed husband i s 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 purpose. I live but for one ob-
jest—to bring my son's murderer to the 
gallows. The day that I see him hung 
will be the happiest of the few remain-
ing days that are left t o m e ! " 

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 so 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 un-
just I may feel your language to be. 
I would stake my life on Walter 's inno-
cence, though I own, and so does he. 
that there are circumstances that tend 
to fix suspicion on him. Of one thing 
you may be sure, uncle, that dear as 
Wal ter is to me, if I believed he had 
done so cruel , a deed, no matter how 
great the provocation, I would give him 
up at once and forever . " 

" W h o else could have done it? Who 
else would? With this one exception, 
my poor boy had n o t an enemy in the 
world. W h y he hated him, why he 
killed him, is clear to every one but you. 
who will not see it. I repeat it, it was 
because he stood in the way of his win-
ning you, and with it the wealth he cov-
eted, that John was thus foully dealt 
with." ^ 

"Uncle, you are laboring under a great 
mistake. Walter had nothing to gain 
by John's death, had he been so wicke< 
as t o wish o r seek i t . M y heart was al-
ways his, as he well knew. I have 
called h im my promised husband; h e 
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he is now. In pledging Walter my hand, 
1 exacted f r o m him not only the prom-
ise that our engagement should be kept 
secret f o r a time, but that he should 
claim, in public, on ly such privileges as 
I could accord to a friend. It was out of 
respect to your feelings that I did this. 
I knew how strongly you had set your 
mind upon my marrying John, and I 
wanted to give you time to be reconciled 
to it. W h a t a great mistake this was I 
now feel . " 

' The mistake you aade was in disre-
garding the sc.'emn promise made to 
your dying father. Had you kept this 
pledge this dreadful thing would never 
have happened. But it is too late to 
think of this now. My only son has 
been foully murdered, and I only live 
to avenge him! I g ive y o u fair warn-
ing that I shall leave no stone unturned 
to have mated out to his murderer the 
Punishment he merits." 

"God grant you may lie successful! 
You will not labor more earnestly to 
that end than I. I have a double in-
centive; t o mete out justice to the real 
criminal, and to clear the innocent. I 
think that I have a clue that will lead 
to both." 

Mr. Remmington lifted the pale. hag-
Sard face that was bowed upon his 
bands. 

"What do y o u mean? What have you 
discovered ? " 

"I do not like to say more now. uncle; 
at this juncture it would not be prudent. 
But this I will say, that I have the name 
and description of the real criminal, and 
believe he will yet be found." 

Mr. Remmington regarded his niece 
attentively f o r a moment, and then 
turned his eyes g loomily away. 

'It is some lie, I suppose, concocted 
for the occasion. Wal ter Remmington 
is the real criminal, and nothing you 
can say will make me believe to the con-
trary." 

Irene made no reply, feeling how 
worse than useless any further words 
would be ; only the discovery o f the ac-
tual murderer would convince him of 
ais error, and to this end she deter-
mined to direct al l her energies. 

With this resolution in her heart, she 
went upstairs to her aunt's room, who 
had been carried there insensible o n the 
evening of the discovery of the body, 
» "d had not left it since. 

She met her own maid coming out. 

"How- is my aunt, Margie? Is sha 
asleep?" 

"No, ma'am. She is very restless, and 
sort o' flighty like. She's been asking 
f o r 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 anxious look in her 
eyes, as they wandered around the room. 

"Are you feeling any better, aunt? " 
she said, touching her lips to the hand 
that was lying 011 the counterpane. 

Mrs. Remmington looked attentively 
at the speaker. 

"I 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 everybody." 

" I would not mir.d it," said Irene, iii 
very much the tone one would use to a 
sick child. 

"But I do miud it." was the impatient 
response. " I feel as if you were all hid-
ing something away from me. W h y did 
John 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 v.-as evident that 
the terrible tragedy, lv-neatli wiici.se ac-
cumulated horrors the brain had p:"f<i 
way, had been mercifully per:r.itn\> u> 
pass f rom her mind. It would be a use-
less cruelty to rreall it. 

Mrs. Remmington regarded her niece 
suspiciously for a moment. 

"Why don't you answer me? You 
hadn't anything to do with it, I hoin>? 
If you have driven the poor boy away 
I will never, never forgive you! Was it 
your uncle that was telling me that you 
objected to marrying him? Of course 
that's all nonsense. Irene. You can't 
break with him now, at this late day. 
Besides, why should you want to do so? 
Where will you find a finer looking 
voung man, or one better hearted? I 
know he is a little bit fast; but a good, 
•sensible wife will cure him of all that: 
after he's married he'll smtle down and 
make one of the best hiwlunds in the 
world. I don't see what you can have 
against John. There's many a girl that 
would be glad enough to pet him." 

It was terrible to Irene, knowing all 
th"t she knew, to listen to this. 

" I wouldn't talk any more about it 
now. aunt; wait until you are better." 

"But I must talk." said the sick w o -
man. sharply. "And how do you know 
that I ever shall be any better? I don't 
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know what has come over me. I never 
felt as I feel now. Something tells me 
that this is my last sickness; that I 
shall never leave this room until I am 
taken out in my coffin. And that is 
what makes me s o anxious about your 
marrying John. I don't see why you 
can't be married now a*s well as any 
time." 

"Wi l l nothing stop her?" thought 
Irene, rising from her seat, who began 
to feel that she could not endure this a 
.great while longer. 

The nurse now approached, with a 
spooh and a vial. 

" I t is t ime for her to take this. Dr. 
Miller said I was to give it to her once 
every t w o hours." 

"It is something to quiet her nerves 
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 dose. 

Mrs. Remmington took it, exclaiming 
in the same breath: 

"I don't want to s 'een! I wouldn't 
sleep for the world, lest I should dream 
again that horrible dream. Did I tell it 
to you, Irene? I dreamed that I saw 
John lying dead upon the lawn, cold and 
white, his eyes staring out upon me 
from the partly closed lids, and his gar-
ments all dabbled with blood. A crowd 

.of solemn looking people were around 
him, and voices kept booming into my 
ears, 'John is shot! he is murdered! ' 
Then I awoke and found myself here." 

Mrs. Remmington 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 not true— 
who could shoot John? W h y don't you 
speak? Why don't you answer m e ? " 

Irene burst into tears. ^ 
Mrs. Remmington sprang to her feet. 
"I remember it all n o w ! " she cried, 

in tones" of deep, concentrated horror. 
" I t was true! I did see my boy lying 
out there upon the grass! Is .he there 
still? Let me go! I will s e e ! " 

It took the united strength of Irene 
and the nurse to keep the frenzied w o -
man from flinging herself from the win-
dow. 

Shriek after shriek now resounded 
through the house, bringing Mr. Reib -
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mington and the doctor to the scene, 
who were together in the library. 

The paroxysm was t o o fierce and ter-
rible to last long. Though pale and 
trembling in every limb, Irene remained 
until the poor sufferer was lying upon 
the pillow in the deep stupor of the 
strong reaction that fol lowed. 

C H A P T E R XVIII. 
A S T R A N G E B R I D A L . 

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, venerablf 
looking man, whose countenance be-
spoke a goodness and benignity which 
made it very pleasant to behold. 

He was aroused f rom his pleasant 
train of reflections by a gentle tap at 
the door. 

"Come in." 
The door immediately opened, admit-

ting Irene. 
"I hope I am not intruding. The hall 

door was open, and, finding no one in 
the sitting-room, I came directly up." 

Taking Irene's hand 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. Goodspeei! 
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 smile. 

"You are looking pale and thin. No 
wonder, no wonder, my poor chi l ' " 
Yours is indeed a dark and heavy sor-
r o w ! " * 

That compassionate look and tons 
were too much for Irene's self-control: 
she struggled silently but unsuccessfully 
with the emotions that overpowered her. 
then bursting into tears, she sank down 
upon the hassock at Mr. Goods peed's 
feet, and, laying her head against the 
knee on which she had so often sat in 

her happy childhood, sobbed forth: 
"It is heavy, indeed; far heavier than 

you th ink ! " 
The kind-hearted old man was greatly 

moved. H e laid his hand tenderly <"> 
the head of the sobbing girl. 

"The Lord c o m f o r t thee, as He alone 
can. 'He loves whom He chastens.' and 
'does not willingly afflict or grieve the 
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children of men." You surely have not - I t i s n o t possible. He is innocent, 
forgotten where to look for aid and com- j i w j n p r 0 v e to the world my conviction 
f o r t ? " i 0 { ^ before the setting of another sun! 

Irene had sobbed herself into com- A nd you must help me to do th is ! " 
parative quietness; raising her head 
Bhe smiled faintly into those mild, com-
passionate eyes. 

"I should have profited very little by 
all your instructions if I forgot that." 

"You have been much in my mind of 
late. I called yesterday, but you were 
out. H o w is your aunt to-day?" 

"She is more quiet. But Dr. Miller 
gives us no hope of her recovery." 

" P o o r woman! What a warning it is 
t o us o f the danger of disregarding the 
divine injunction, '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. 

" P a p a Goodspeed, I have come to ask 
a strange th ing of you. " 

That is what Irene always called h im 
when a child. The o ld man smiled. 

"It will be a far stranger thing, my 
daughter, if I fail to serve you to the 
extent of my power." 

" Y o u know that it has been a settled 
thing between 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 coul 1 
not speak. Had the loss of the man he 
had always considered as her future 
husband turned her brain? 

"I know what you think, what 
every one else thinks — but you are 
wrong. John would never have been 
toy husband had he lived. I could 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 before John's 
death. And now that he is suffering this 
most undeserved shame and sorrow, and 
seemingly every heart is closed against 
him, I wish to redeem that pledge." 

"You astonish me beyond all meas-
ure ! " 

"And shock you as well. I see that 
plainly. Do you remember the high 
terms in which you spoke to me of Dr. 
Remmington scarcely a month a g o ? " 

" I remember not only that, but my as-
tonishment and sorrow when I learned 
the suspicious circumstances that con-
nect him with his cousin's murder. Even 
now, I can i,ardl," believe it possible." 

"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 this?" 

Irene arose to her feet, confronting 
the speaker with flushed cheeks and 
kindling eyes. 

"What care 1 for the world? My 
world is in the narrow cell where lies 
the husband of my choice. I promised 
to be true to him through good and evil 
report, and I must keep my vow," 

" N o man can honor and appreciate the 
noble sentiments you utter more than I, 
but can you not be true to him without 
becoming his wife, at least until this 
dark cloud has passed—if it ever does?" 

"In no other way can I be to him all 
that he needs at this trying, this terrible 
hour. In no other way can I prove t o 
the world how truly I love and honor 
him. I will be his wife before the day 
(loses, even if I have to get a stranger 
to perform the marriage ceremony. You 
baptized me when an infant; you have 
leen my spiritual guide and teacher 
from that day to this, and it seems most 
fitting that you should officiate when I 
assume one of the most sacred of all 
human obligations, and I did not think 
.vou would refuse me . " 

Irene's voice faltered at the conclud-
ing words, and her eyes filled with tears. 

The kind-hearted old man was evi-
dently greatly disturbed and troubled. 

"I have not refused you. But your 
request is so strange, so unexpected. 
This is a serious matter, dear child, and 
I must have a little time to think it 
over. I will have a talk with the young 
man, and then, if I can bring myself to 
believe it right for me to do so, I will 
comply with your 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 known, ex -
perienced » o surprise at seeing him. 

On his making known his errand, he 
took him to Walter 's cell, while Irene 
passed through the general reception 
room to the back part of the building, 
where the jailer's family lived, with 
whom she was on the most friendly 
terms. 
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Mr. Goodspeed was with Walter over \ 
an hour. 

When he returned he found Irene 
with the youngest of the jailer's chil-
dren on her knee. 

Putting the child down, she arose. 
Mr. Goodspeed's countenance indicat-

ed strong emotion. 
"Strange and inscrutable are the deal-

ings of God with the children of men! 
I have had a long and confidential talk 
•with Mr. Remmington; he has told me 
all the particulars of this mys'erious 
and unfortunate affair, and I must be -
lieve him to be the innocent victim of*a 
combination of circumstances the stran-
gest that ever came to my knowledge. 
X feel it my duty to tell you, 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 alterna-
tive to which you allude, but it does not 
deter me. His widow I may ha; his 
wife I must be." 

"If you feel thus, my daughter, God 
forbid that I, or any one, should stand 
between you and him." 

It was a strange bridal, and that dark 
and narrow cell a stranger place in 
which to solemnize it. But never did 
more true and loving hearts take upon 
themselves its solemn obligations. 

As Mr Goodspeed pronounced the ben-
ediction, the rays of the setting sun 
streamed through the high, narrow win-
dow, falling brightly upon the bowed 
heads and clasped hands of the newly 
wedded pair. 

Irene looked up smilingly into her 
husband's eyes. 

"See! mv beloved, the sun blesses our 
union! Let us accept it as a happy au-
gury of the joys that are in store for us, 
when these dark and troublous days are 
ended." 

C H A P T E R X I X . 
A N U N E X P E C T E D W I T N E S S , A N D H O W . I T 

E X D K D . 

The morning sun arose brightly and 
clear that was to give to cur hero life 
and liberty, or a cruel and shameful 
death. 

During all the weary wseks that in-
tervened, Irene had worked untiringly 
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in her husband's behalf, scarcely allow-
ing herself time to eat or sleep. 

She had retained for him the ablest 
counsel that money could procure. 

Mr. Cameron, the chief and ablest of 
these, three in number, was strongly 
impressed with the conviction of his cli-
ent's innocence, thbugh there were 
strange and suspicious circumstances 
that it puzzled him as much as any one 
to reconcile with that belief. 

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 
kept himself so secluded from observa-
tion. 

But the most patient and thorough in-
quiry elicited little that could be of any 
practical use. 

A man answering to his de;:ci iption 
had called at a farmhouse on the out-
skirts of the tov.n for a drink of milk: 
another had seen him sitting by the 
roadside. Another, having ntc-.sion to 
go by the old, deserted hon:;e where-. 
John was murdered, a few nights before 
it occurred, had noticed a light at one 
of the" windows. 

As it had the reputation of being 
haunted, he hurried past with, all possi-
ble speed, and had forgotten the circum-
stances altogether until reminded of it 
by the tragedy that followed. 

The strong, and indeed fatal, resem-
blance between Walter 's handwriting 
and that of the letter the stranger had 
intrusted to his care, together with the 
indefinable feeling which lie had, at the 
time, that he had seen him somewhere, 
induced Mr. Cameron to make inquiries 
in various directions. 

At first, in common with many oth-
ers, he believed that the prisoner had 
commi ted the deed in the heat of pas-
sion, and under strong provocation, re -
vising him to plead guilty to manslaugh-
ter as the wisest course he could tak". 

Young and full of life, all chat this 
implied sent a shiver through Walter's 
veins; for a moment his courage fa'" 
tered, but it was only for a moment. 

" I honor you f o r y o u r irapkn ss, and 
were I in your place, I should, no doubt, 
take the same view of the case that you 
do. But I canrot plead gri lty to a li '• 
If I live, it must be with n » such s t i s ^ 
upon my name as this. I? I die upon the 
scaffold, as die I may, I r'nall die pro-
testing with my last Lreath my inno-
cenee." 
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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 I shall succeed." 

Mr." Cameron had felt, all along, that 
nothing could clear his client but the 
discovery of the real criminal, but all 
the efforts he had put forth had failed to 
lead to the discovery of the slightest 
clue. 

In addition to all his other discour-
agements, he had to breast the tide of 
public opinion, which, from the first, 
had set strongly against his client. 

This, together with the deep interest 
taken in the case by all classes, was 
very apparent the first day of the trial, 
i t taking the greater part of it to impan-
el a jury. 

The murder and all the strange, mys-
terious circumstances that surrounded it 
had been the one absorbing topic of con-
versation f o r weeks previously, and the 
courthouse was crowded, people coming 
for miles around to witness the trial. 

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 demand 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, 
Walter had torn a leaf, and it was found 
to fit exactly, a murmur ran through 
the court, and not a person in it, with 
the exception of the devoted wife, whose 
confidence in her husband's innocence 
never once faltered, had any doubt of 
the prisoner'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 
goodness of his heart, especially to the 
poor, among whom he had a large prac-
tice, constrained people to feel that his 
love for his beautiful young wife, com-
bined with his fear of losing her. had, 

There was a profound hush when the 
prisoner entered. 

Though somewhat paler and thinner, 
those familiar with his face did not see 
in it the change they had anticipated. 

Irene accompanied her husband, tak-
ing a seat beside him. 

Her romantic marriage, which had 
been blazoned by the papers from one 
e n d of the Union to the other, together 
With t h e surpassing beauty, that was 
Bupposed t o be the powerful incentive 
to the crime, made her almost as much 
an object of interest as the prisoner. 

Irene w a s hardly conscious of the full 
weight of the evidence against ner hus-
band until she heard it solemnly re-
hearsed in all its details f rom the wit-
nesB-stand. 

The encounter between the prisoner 
and the deceased on the steps of the 
hotel had been witnessed by several, 
and though John was clearly proven to 
b® the aggressor, the unfortunate lan-
guage used by Walter bore very hard 
against him. 

Young Vernon testified to receiving 
the letter f rom the prisoner and giving 

the deceased. Th is letter was pro-
Meed i a court , being f ound on the body 

the - murdered man, the crimson 
"wtas npftt? i t caus ing a thrill of horror | 

for the time being, submerged his whole 
nature. In no other way could they ac-
count for the act so entirely at variance 
with his whole previous life. 

The accused was allowed to testify 
and speak in his own behalf. 

Very carefully did he go over the 
whole mass of the overwhelming evi-
dence against him. He went back to 
the time when he first saw the myste-
rious stranger on the road; he related 
minutely his first and second visit to 
the deserted house, his reasons for going 
thither, and all that he saw and heard. 

"It is my sincere and solemn convic-
tion," he said, in conclusion, "that the 
stranger, whoever he may be, commit-
ted the crime of which I am accused, 
and for which I have to suffer the awful 
penalty. I blame none of you for be-
lieving me guilty. I can but acknowl-
edge that the evidence, though purely 
circumstantial, is strongly against me. 
But the Searcher of all hearts knows 
that I am innocent, and to Him"—here 
he raised his hand upward—"I commit 
my cause ! " 

Mr. Cameron's plea on behalf of his 
client was a masterpiece of oratory. 
Wiselv ignoring facts, he confined him-
self to a strong and earnest appeal t o 
the feelings, with the hope, as he after- , 
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ward acknowledged, of modifying the 
result that he felt was inevitable. 

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 if it had not been a 
foregone conclusion. 

The foreman's voice faltered, and his 
eyes were wet with tears, as he said: 

"Guilty, with a strong, recommenda-
tion to mercy." 

Through all these terrible hours o f 
suspense, of alternate 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 her. 

Then bending her head, she whis-
pered : 

> "Courage , beloved! W e shall not long 
he parted." 

A scornful and derisive laugh broke 
the solemn hush of that crowded room, 
fall ing like an electric shock upon the 
nerves of the excited throng. 

It proceeded from a woman, 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 
wretched, despairing expression stamped 
upon every feature that made it terrible 
to look upon. 

Those black, glittering eyes flashed 
around a look that was at once scorn-
ful and defiant. 

Another laugh, and still another, 
burst from the lips. Then stretching 
for th her hand, she cried: 

"It is time that this wretched farce 
was ended. Oh! just judge! oh! wise 
Jury! you have condemned an innocent 
man to death! It was I that shot John 
Remmington ! " 

The prisoner, whose manner had be-
trayed strong agitation, now sprang to 
his feet. 

" I t is the mysterious stranger! Saved! 
Thank God—thank God ! " 

The woman's eyes softened as she 
looked upon the face of the speaker. 

" Y o u are right; I am the stranger 
w h o m you met in that old, deserted 
bouse, and twice before that. Yon were 

BETROTHAL. 

kind to me, and hard and cruel as my 
heart has grown, I could not see you 
perish. Besides, l ife i s nothing to me 
now—nothing ! " 

The witness now turned her eyes upon 
the judge, and f r o m thence to the jury. 

" I have been here every day since the 
trial commenced. 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 leaf torn f rom 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 to form. 

"The disguise I wore you will find 
among some bushes back of that old 
house. 

"With this"—here she drew a pistol 
from beneath her c loak—"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 
moment later I would have given worlds, 
had they been mine, to recall the rash 
act." 

After a moment's pause, the witness 
continued: 

"I have come forward to clear the in 
nocent, to deliver up t h e life that Is for-
feit. But it must be in my own way. 
I will die as he died. Thus I cheat the 
gal lows!" 

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 floor. 

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 W a l t e r turned from 
all the testimonials of renewed confi-
dence and regard that were lavished 
upon him to the one faithful heart that 
had believed him innocent when every 
one else deemed him guilty. 

"Said I not , " cried Irene, in reply to 
Mr. Goodspeed's heartfelt congratula-
tions, " that the God, in whom you 
taught me to trust, would not let me 
trust in Him va in ly? " 

The good old man's eyes filled wi 'h 
tears. 
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"According to thy faith has the Lord 
dealt with thee, daughter. To Him be 
all the praise." 

Mrs. Remmington died a few days 
later—happily oblivious, to the last, of 
the bereavement whose shock occa-
sioned it. Her husband survived her 
only a short time. He did not go, how-
ever, until he had seen and acknowl-
edged the injustice he had done his 
nephew. 

Josie Harmon's self-inflicted wounds 
did not prove fatal. 

She was tried for the crime she oon-

[ T U E 

| fessed to committing, being acquitted on 
the ground of insanity. 

She was removed to a pvi rate asylum, 
where she is maintained at Irene's 
charge who often visits her. 

And what of Walter and Irene? 
They are living in their beautiful 

home, suroumled by loved and loving 
children; happy in each other, and hap-
py in the happiness they are able to im-
part to ail around them; remembering 
their dark days only to enhance their 
gratitude to the Giver of all good for s ' l 
His mercies. 

END.J 



ISABEL LORNE'S PUNISHMENT. 
B Y M A R Y G R A C E H A L P I N E . 

0 * C A B HOWARD Btood before Isabel Lome, 
pleading with her for a word of hope, as the 
condemned might plead for life at the foot of 
the gallows. 

Accustomed as Bhe waB to such things, even 
Bhe waB Btartled by the fierce eloquence 
of the impaBsioned wordB that fell from his 
lipB." 

" I cannot give you what I do not posBesB, 
•he said, coldly withdrawing her hand from his 
too ardent clasp. " I have no heart. Don't 
mistake me," Bhe added, as Bhe noted the fierce 
Jealousy aroused by theBe wordB. " It is not that 
I have bestowed it on anyone. I have no heart 
to give. I don't think I ever had any. Men have 
come to me, asking of me whatyon ask, and tell-
ing me the same Btory. They Bpoke, as you have 
apoken, of feelingB and emotions which are 
utterly incomprehensible to me, and in which I 
could not share if I would." 

Young Howard turned MB eyeB steadily upon 
the face of the speaker, so rarely beautiful in 
outline and coloring, but as calm and passion-
less as a summer lake. He raiBed his hand to 
Heaven, aa if invoking upon her head a voiceleBS 
curse. 

"Your time will come!" 
Th e door cloBed upon the speaker, but there 

was something in that haggard face, in those 
despairing eyeB, that haunted Isabel for some 
moments after. 

" I wonder if I shall ever love ?" Bhe mur-
Binred, as drawing down the so& cushion under 
her head, she settled herself for the afternoon 
nap with which she nsnallv refreshed herself for 
the evening. ' ' I hope not, if it is going to affect 
me aa it does most people." 

" How very shocking!" 
The snn had disappeared behind the weBtero 

hills, and refreshed by the quiet sleep she had, 
Isabel stepped ont npon the veranda when this 
exclamation fell upon her ear, nttered by one of 
the excited gronp that had gathered in one corner 
of it. 

"What ia i t? 
"Young Howard has shot himself I" 
Fortunately, the gathering shades of twi ight 

concealed the face that suddenly blanched at 
these words, and those present were too much 
abwFrtxxl in their own feelingB of stonishment 
and horror to notice the unsteadiness in Isabel's 
Toioo ng ah© Bfcid i 

"What could have induced him to do that ?" 
" H e was, without question, insane," said a 

grave, pompous-looking man among the group. 

' ' Insanity is hereditary in his family; hi» mother 
died inBane." 

Isabel drew a long Bigh of relief. 
' ' Oh, that accounts for it, then." 

" W h o is he?" 
And again Isabel's eyes wandered across the 

room to where a plainly-dressed man waB stand-
ing, rather diBtingnished-looking, andyetnot suf-
ficiently so to warrant the attention and interest 
he Beemed to excite. 

There was an nnmiBtakable air of trinmph in 
Mrs. Fane'B manner, as Bhe replied: 

" La 1 my dear, don't you know ? It'B Maurice 
Dudley, the new arrival. So charming and yet 
Buch an oddity 1 Half the women are crazy alter 
him, thongh it's easy seen that he don't care for 
them. And he don't mind their knowing it, 
either. What do you think he Baid to Mra. 
Hinds, the other evening, when Bhe offered to 
introduce him to you—'the reigning belle,' as 
Bhe called you ?" 

iBabel saw and felt the malice that larked be-
neath thoBe smooth, dnlcet wordB. 

11 How shonld I know ?" Bhe Baid, with an air of 
indifference that waB feigned, as Mrs. Fane well 
knew. 

' ' ' I've no eBpecial liking for reigning belleB,' he 
said, as grand as the Grand Mogul himself. 
WaBn't it an odd Bpeech, my dear ? 

" I BuppoBe he meant it to be odd,"retorted 
Isabel, nnable wholly to conceal the wonnd her 
vanity had received from the malicious eyeB that 
were watching her. "It'B the height of Bome 
people's ambition to be odd. I don't Bee any-
thing very alarming abont him. I can point you 
to half a dozen men in our own Bet better looking 
than he." 

" Ah ! but you shonld hear him talk ! He's 
been everywhere, I shonld say. And then ha 
haB snch a mnsical voice and Bnch expresBive 
eyes 1 Take him altogether, he is the most 
fascinating man I ever met, thongh you might 
find a score that are handsomer." 

With these words, Mrs. Fane walked away, 
taking with herthe pleasant assurance that sha 
had left her " dear mend " as uncomfortable aa 
she could desire. Not that she had any eBpecial 
cause for ill-will, except Isabel's superior, per-
son 1 attractions, though perhaps our feminine 
readers will consider that to be canse enough. 

After this, Isabel met Mr. Dudley often—or, 
rather, saw nim; for, much to her chagrin and 
mortification, he still con tinned to decline, at 
least tacitly, her acquaintance, which most men 
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»ho were thrown within the sphere of her in-
w e n c e were so eager to obtain, 

cumulated by this unwonted opposition, Isabel 
- ?ete™»ned to bring about an introduction, not 

uonbting but that then the way would be clear to 
BWfor avenging the slight that had been offered 

in? 5 " ? b e i n 8 ef fected, she lost n o time in calling 
r"® Play the seductive charms with which nature 
•w fv l a v i 9Wy endowed her, never doubting 
ttot they would prove irresistible, 
ti, « BUCCe8S was far from flattering. After 
ir f f 4 1? w w o r d 8> dictated by common courtesv, 

Dudley seemed hardly aware of her pre's-

& accustomed was Isabel to homage and 
•aniation that she inwardly resented this as a 
personal wrong, and she redoubled the arts and 
aumrements that had never been exercised vainly 

N o t t h a t t h e i r object seemed altJ-
mf " , 8 e n ®ble to them; there were times when 

sought her society, causing her heart 
n wiedge t h e wondrous fascination, not on_ 
i conversation, but in every look and tone". 

j ""O—" Duviobj, uaiiniit^ iici iit ai i ',11 
•omowiedge the wondrous fascination, not onlv 
ju fiiai conversation, but in every look and tone. 

f not l ced—with a fierce jealousy at her 
J™" o f which she had not supposed herself 

W easilyheco Id turn from her to any 
eneeT' ft>r^e,;ting, apparently, her very exist-
ing® (i°.uld n o t b u t know that he took a strong 
w u . S h e r ' b u t o f w h a t nature this interest 
Shift nft t o r t n r e < 1 herself vainly to determine. 
W o a n8b* his eyeB fixed intentlv upon 

inscrutable look in them) which 
« « w e b w heart flu ter with the vague and de-
' H g o ^ o p e s to which it gave rise. 
ih« ll T? ri^ 8 m o o ( ^ were very unequal, to say 

Sometimes he saw her almost dailv, 
absented himself for days at a time; 

he came into the room where she 
tad ?»! v* "Peaking to or even looking at her, 

J r e n was almost lover- l ike in his looks 
•"a manner. 
% rta^^^y Isabel was kept f o r some weeks in 

o f .«lternate hope and fear, thus ex-
g torments she had hersel f inflicted 

' T O 8 0 remorselessly. 
T f L T ^ i ^ t Ton d i d n o t bel ieve in love ? " 

two—Isabel and Mr. Dudley—were alone 
which se ldom occurred . 

fciUmELfJ1®*!? beat feat; there was something 
» o * a n d tone o f the speaker that strength-

S r ? ? ^ » o p e « s a l m o s t to certainty. She deter-
« I n J ? b r m g matters t o a criais. t h a t 

were 
was before " the eyes lifted to those 

'. 'And 
g h e r BO intently, were 

b e f o r e I met you, m&nrice." 
80 y o u do l o v e m e I s a b e l ? " 

w u n i n g flash sw ept u p over Deck -
« T « » to the temples . 

m g u r e than life—better than my own soul 
^ ^ m m e e that fo l lowed f e l l coldly on the 

8 » T « n M m a w s to thiepassioii&te out-

burst, and the look which met the questioning 
glance that Isabel lifted to that dark, stern face, 
struck more colder still. 

But she had gone too far to retreat now. 
"Even as I believe-as I must believe, vou 

love me." 
"Did I ever say that I loved you ?" 
Isabel was silent for some moments. He never 

had, as she was humbled and sick at heart to re-
member. 

"Not in words, perhaps, but there are wavs, 
there are looks, far more eloquent." 

' ' True. But did yov never look a love that you 
did not feel?— filling the cup of hope and joy to 
the very brim, and dashing it to earth as it was 
raised to the eager lip !" 

She had done this, many, many times, as she 
well knew. But she had no thought for this now. 

" You do love me. Maurice V" 
Not many men could have resisted that appeal-

ing look. 
Taking a locket from his breast, Maurice 

Dudley touched the spring, revealing a fair 
young face, almost infantine in its innocence 
and beauty. 

"This is all that remains to me of the only 
woman 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 follow ed by a sense of relief 
at the concluding sentence. She made no efl'ort 
to disguise the joy that flashed from the sud-
denly lifted eyes. 

"Dead?" 
"Murdered.' And by hands as soft, and white, 

and beautiful as yours, lady." 
Isabel shrank, she scarcely knew why, from 

that burning gaze. 
' ' How—how terrible !" she faltered. 
" Ay, it wis terrible, as vou will find. Woman, 

it was vwi that murdered ber !" 
" i r 
'' You ! Do you remember Oscar Howard, he 

whom your vile arts drove to despair, to mad-
ness, to death.' He was her brother, her only 
brother, and when the terrible tidings reached 
her, her gentle heart broke. Now, farewell. To-
morrow, at this time, I shall be many miles from 

The despair, the agony in Isabel Lome's fece, 
was something terrible to look upon. 

" But you will return ? Oh, Maurice, I repent 
—I repent I Do not utterly for ake me 

' ' I shall never return ! My work here is done. 
In your victim's letter to his sister he related 
your words to him the last time he saw you. I 
came to revenge his death and hers, who fell by 
your hand as well; to teach you that vou have a 
heart that can feel, and love, and suffer as other 
hearts do. May this knowledge make ron a 
better, if not a "happier woman, farewell for-
ever!" 
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What a Jealous Man Saw on Christmas Eve. 
Axtihar of " AloneS 

By MARION H A R L A N D , 
" The Hidden Path," "Moss-Hide," " tfiihnybanb,' 

Temptation," Etc., Etc 
• I'tumua's 

C H A P T E R I. 
Plaasant parlors, comfortably and 

handsomely furnished, cheerily bright 
with the radiance of lamps on mantel 
and table, and a heaping grate of coals 
all aglow, as was meet on a December 
night—an illumination that seemed to 
prefigure something of the hilarity of 
the approaching Christmas. Scattered 
all through the apartments, standing, 
sitting, or strolling at will from etagere 
to picture, from music stand to cabinets 
of minerals and curious varieties, col-
lected to instruct and entertain, groups 
of young people of both sexes in couples, 
trios and uuartetB, chatted and laughed 
and listened with the ease and familiar-
ity of a family party. 

There was a marked preponderance of 
the masculine element in the little gath-
ering, a disparity which would have ap-
peared singular t o the spectator had he 
chanced to be a stranger to the town of 
Kingsvll le and this his debut in the 
(social assemblies that convened in its 
classic precincts; one who did not know 
that as the seat of two old and eminently 
respectable institutions of learning—in-
stitutions which had furnished states-
men and divines for the country at large 
during three-quarters of a century—its 
society could boast not only of the large 
number, but the superior quality, of the 
gentlemen who helped compose it. Mrs. 
Fay, the mistress of the hospitable man-
sion whose state rooms we have thrown 
open for the reader's accommodation, 
was the widow of a deceased professor, 
w.ho had held a distinguished rank in 
the college while l iving, and, dying, had 
bequeathed to his family an honorable 
name, n o mean position in the c o m m u -
nity where he had, labored and ruled; 
and, withal, an ample estate. It was no 
m a t e r of marvel, then, that the wel l -
appointed residence aforesaid should he 

the chosen resort of ambitious seniors, 
unmarried professors, and the better 
class of citizen beaux, and when the still 
comely and winning hostess and her two 
fair lUughters were taken into consid-
eration, this sequence became a palpable 
necessity—as clear a case of facts and 
laws given, and conclusions deduced 
therefrom, as could have been proposed 
and argued by the good- looking Profes-
sor of Natural, Moral and Mental Phil-
osophy, who was, at the moment wc 
have selected an the starting point of our 
story, bufsily and happily engaged ia 
looking over a fo l io of loose music , most-
ly sentimental ballads, with "sweet, 
pretty" vignettes, with Miss Kate Fay, 
the elder of the sisters, and his eyes 
said to others, as perhaps also his Hps 
did to her, the m o r e beautiful. 

T w i c e had the professor and his c om-
panion examined each sheet of the col-
lection very deliberately, aud, it is to 
be supposed, with a corresponding de-
gree of care, talking all the while in a 
low, skilfully modulated tone, doubtless 
with regard to the object sought, when 
El lie Victor, a tricky mischief- lover, 
paused in her wanderings through the 
rooms and her innocent flirtation with 
a smitten senior, to aalt, "Can I help you, 
Katie? What have you lost? or doa't 
you k n o w what you are looking for, Mr. 
Marty n ? " 

" A piece of manuscript music , " re-
turned Kate, a slight flush rising to her 
cheek, but evincing no other token of 
having heard the significant last clause 
of this speech. " M a r y ! " she called to 
her sister, "you had It this morning. 
What havt; you done with i t ? " 

" W h a t do you w a n t ? " 
Mary glanced up smil iagly from her 

low seat by the firr. She was about 
twenty years of age, with a suashiay 
face, sweet, womauty, brown eyes, soft 
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and lustrous, and a profusion of dark 
aalr slightly curling away from a finely 
shaped forehead. If Kate was hand-
Bome, her sister was as bewitching in 
her way. Just now her lap was full of 
bonbons, pink, white and gilt, with all 
manner of fanciful devices upon the en-
velopes and embodied in the crytallized 
sweets. These were a present bestowed 

I by the latest comer, a merry rattle of a 
j fellow, an artist from the nearest city. 

He had, as he chose to phrase it, "run 
over with the evening train, f or a 

| draught of domestic delight, to be im-
| bibed in haste and thankfulness;" had 

flashed into the room, 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 
tleil himself satisfiedly, it seemed tri-
umphantly, to the enjoyment of the pro-
posed refreshment, by drawing up a 

| brioche close to Mary Fay's ottoman; 
j throwing himself down upon it and 
I Pouring into her lap the contents of a 
' little French basket, or box, which he 

bad brought in his hand. 
" H o w pre t ty ! " exclaimed Mary, tak-

ing up the bonbonniere, a gay. graceful 
trifle of ribbon and straw. "Where did 
you get it, Bertie?" 

" A fair fr iend of mine, late f r o m Paris, 
was the donor. Do you see the inscrip-
tion on the card attached to the handle, 
'8weets to the sweet '? She sent it to 
m e ! " 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 
m y transferring the gift—without her 
knowledge, of course — to Miss Molly, 
here." 

" N o one intimates that there is any-
thing absurd or strained in the latter 
application of the motto , " answered a 
gentleman near. "As to the original ad-
dress of the card"—he finished the sen-
tence by a shrug and a laugh. 

"Never mind h i m ! " said Mary, in re-
Ply to the pretended discomfiture and 
speechless Indignation of her admirer. 

You and I know better than—what did 
jron say, K a t e ? " interrupting herself as 
her sister's appeal reached her. 

Tile s o n g you were copying this 
gKWatae f o r Cornelia Blythe—Signor 

it without difficulty. You will find it 
upon my desk, in the library." 

Professor Martyn 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 Victor's at-
tack. He it was who retained possession 
of the manuscript when the two re-
turned to the company. As he arranged 
it upon the piano rack with something 
of a flourish, another paper slipped from 
within the opened sheet and fluttered to 
the floor. Ellie Victor swooped down 
upon it like a swallow upon a fly. 

"Here is a coincidence!" she cried, in 
her high, merry tones that pealed 
through the parlors like silvery bells. 
"This is the identical document I was 
telling you about, Mr. Beekman. I'll 
read it aloud. Silence—good people— 
please! The attention of this intelligent 
and discriminating audience is solicited 
to the following original, graphic and 
slightly satirical stanzas. They are, we 
may be permitted to remark, the Joint 
production of a pair of damsels at pres-
ent unknown to fame, but who do not 
intend to pine in unmerited obscurity 
much longer. The poem is entitled A 
Christmas Invitation,' and was designed 
as a bait to allure into our charmed and 
charming circle a fair city belle"— 

"E l l i e ! " ejaculated Mary Fay, darting 
forward with a suddenness that sent 
sugar plums, comfits and candied kisses 
flying in all directions, a carnival 
shower of confectionery, "are you crazy? 
Give that to me! Who gave you per-
mission to exhibit i t ? " 

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? No-
body would have suspected your share 
in the authorship if you had not be-
trayed it yourself. Isn't the gem mine aa 
well as yours, and do you think that I 
will consent to have it hidden from sight 
and knowledge forever? Stop her there, 
some of you, or you will miss the rarest 
treat you ever had in your l ives!" 

And the flushed and eager pursuer 
found herself encompassed by a barrier 
of outstretched arms and locked hands, 
hastily formed about her; in the center 

_ . „ _ - . of which magic ring she stood, foiled 
aew composi t ion Did you finish ' and pouting, yet laughing still. 

« ? * - -The poem! the p o e m ! " was the gen-
C "NeaHy—so nearly that you can play rat acclamation. 
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There was one exception in the person 
of Walter Blythe, a young lawyer of 
Klngsvil le, tall and rather stately in 
figure, with a grave, intellectual coun-
tenance that had scarcely relaxed with 
amusement amidst all the uproar going 
on about him. Quietly undoing two of 
the l inks in the l iving chain, he ap-
proached the prisoner, an3 said in a 
suppressed voice : " I f you have any rea-
son for disliking to have that read, I 
think I can prevent it ." > 

"Oh, it is not worth a s cene ! " said 
Mary, in the same subdued key. " I t is 
ridiculous farrago—a pack of nonsense, 
that is all! I meant t o send i t to Cor-
nelia—your cousin. There is no great 
harm in it, silly doggerel though it is." 

"S i l ence ! " reiterated the self - elected 
reader, stepping upon the ottoman Mary 
had quitted. "I must preface the de-
l ivery of the 'poem,' as you are pleased 
to style it, by the remark that it is an 
impromptu"— 

"Wri t ten for the occasion! Good! Go 
o n ! " cried the auditory, and she desisted 
f rom further preamble. 
" 'Your Christmas will be dull, of course,' 

I hear you say in gentle pity— 
'1 promise you that nought could force 

Me, at that season, from the city. ' 
Spare your regrets—by us, I fear, 

Your kindly sighs will be unheeded, 
'Though to our hearts your love is dear, 

And sympathy is sweet—when needed! 
But oh! what charming times we'll have! 

Old friends, new friends, and dear ones 
meeting, 

With merry hearts, and raiment brave, 
And frank, unfeigned, and joyous 

greeting. 
" W e are a merry group of girls; 

A p d first I place upon the list her 
Of placid mien and glossy curls— 

Katie—our darling elder sister." 
There was a pleasant, affectionate 

murmur of applause, and every eye 
turned to where 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 t o herself. Professor Martyn 
looked radiant—a beam of satisfaction 
that was well-nigh quenched in sheep-
ishness, or what would have been sheep-
inhnesB in a less handsome and more 
bashful man—when his turn came. 
"And Laura next—over whose brow 

No cloud of grief or care is glooming; 
'Twould glad your heart to see her now, 

Her step so light, her cheek so b loom-
i n g ! " 

Laura Elbertson—an amiable, sensible 
girl, to whom nature's only gift of 
beauty was her frank, agreeable expres-
sion — smiled, not dissatisfiedly, at the 
adroitly truthful compliment. 

" M y blush comes in n e x t ! " the reader 
interrupted herself to say. "The au-
dience will please give me due credit f or 
strict adherence to the text, and a lofty 
disregard of personal feelings — mock 
modesty, and the l ike." 
"Ellie—our bright and sparkling one— 

Whose sunny face so beams with glad-
ness, 

That e'en the pearly drops that run 
O'er it, can leave no trace of sadness." 

" T h e English prose of which i s "—ex-
plained Mary Fay—"that when she cries, 
it does not make her eyes and face red." 

" T h a n k y o u ! " rejoined Ellie. "And 
now comes the cream of the ep i s t l e ! " 

"You know I hate the so-called beau, 
A being born but to provoke us, 

Who thinks, to escape the apes below, 
We'll gladly here to monkeys yoke us! 

Our beaux are of a different sort; 
There's Martyn, rich in manly graces; 

W h o by his whiskers is not caught, 
W o n ' t fall In love with handsome faces. 

And 'Bertie,' with his ready wit, 
From a fount of spirits overflowing, 

Railing at those who sullen sit, 
Nor enjoy the world while it is going." 

The artist executed a profound salaam, 
laying his hand nnon his heart with an 
overstrained affectation of conceit and 
deprecation that was irresistibly mirth-
provoking. 

"And Morris, too, always the same 
True nobleman that Nature made him; 

Your coz, who honor does the name, 
The highest praise that could be paid 

h im! " 
Mr. Morris bowed, in response to the 

bright gl ance dealt him by the reader, a 
courteous and grateful obeisance. Mr. 
Blythe had retained his position by 
Mary's side, still dignified, still unsmil-
ing; his whole appearance indicative of 
a species of contempt, if not of displeas-
ure, at the frol ic which the others rel-
ished. 

" I ought to feel flattered. I suppose." 
he said aside to his neighbor, as the 
reading was resumed—four o r five stan-
zas yet remaining before the conclusion 
of the " p o e m . " " I should render very 
thankful acknowledgments for the n o -
tice bestowed upon so h u m b l e an lndi -
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vidual as myself, although I am only 
designated as your correspondent's 
cousin, and the highest praise given me 
is that I am unworthy to bear the 
same name a s herself. Some people are 
born to shine by reflected light alone." 

The girl looked up quickly into his 
clouded face. "You surely will not take 
offence at such a trifle! I can assure you 
that a compliment was intended, how-
ever awkwardly it may have been ex-
pressed." 

"Undoubtedly! The writer is explicit 
in the declaration that all is said in my 
favor that could be adduced. I do not 
complain, nor do I claim for myself the 
possession of any one characteristic vir-
tue or attraction, such as ready wit or 
exuberance of spirits, for example." 

" I understand. That sarcasm, at any 
rate, is unworthy of y o u ! " And Mary 

1 walked with raised head and kindling 
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 rostrum, at-
tended by the applause of her compan-
ions. 

"But It was truly a joint composit ion!" 
Blythe heard her say in reply to an in-
quiry f r o m some one. "That is, Molly 

I wrote it, I, meanwhile, suggesting and 
criticising. It does us credit, does it 

I » o t ? " 
' " A h a ! " said Bertie Gwynne, meaning-

ly. "That accounts for the otherwise 
unpardonable omission of Miss Mary 
Fay 's name in the 'merry group of 
g i r l s ! ' " He scribbled something upon 
the back of a letter. "In default of a 
more worthy mention of one who de-
serves the best that can be said of her, 
how will this do to supply the defi-
ciency?" 

Ellie read it with an exclamation of 
delight. "Here, dear friends, is a gen-
toe, b o n a - i d e impromptu ! " 

" In turn, her of the glancing eye, 
Neither of smiles nor blushes chary: 

With trusting heart and fancies high— 
i Our well-beloved, poetic Mary ! " 
I 

"Confound the fe l low 's impertinence!" 
; n a t t e r e d Walter Blythe between his 1 
j taeth, turn ing away in ill-concealed dis- 1 
! 808t f r o m the chattering throng, who l 
i greeted the. reading of the interpolated ] 
s t a n z a with the liveliest satisfaction, t 
W<Jen<5ing either extreme willingness to 1 

. m Jttaased, Or that the subject treated of 1 

r by the " impromptu" was popular with 
> all. " A forward, presuming puppy! 
! What can she see to admire in him? To 
; me he is simply unbearable!" 
( In this opinion he stood alone, if one 
1 was to judge from the smiles and gay 

sayings that followed Gwynne's progress 
through the rooms, 

i "You know he is a privileged charac-
ter," said Katie Fay, in mild defence of 
the saucy favorite, when Walter "won-
dered" to her, more pettishly than was 
consistent with politeness or amiability, 
"that she could listen patiently, much 
less admiringly, to the flippant nonsense 
that passed current as witticisms!" 

"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 humor, and, like the malcontent 
prophet of old, he considered that he 
had a right to be angry. He was not 
naturally or habitually an unreasonable 
man, and, in extenuation of his present 
ungenial mood, it may as well be stated, 
at once, that he was very much in love, 
and had begun of late to conceive that 
he had grounds for jealousy. He had 
been betrothed to Mary Fay for six or 
seven months, and, while he may have 
failed to do justice to some of her finest 
traits, he certainly esteemed himself, 
and was esteemed by many others, a 
most happy and fortunate man in having 
won her for his own. General observers 
declared them to be a well - matched 
couple, and those who knew them more 
intimately did not demur at this verdict, 
although some hinted sagely at his stub-
born prejudices, easily awakened and 
difficult to overcome; at his somewhat 
hasty temper and ultra - fastidiousness 
upon divers subjects, and others shook 
doubting heads over the flow of native 
gayety that rendered Mary thoughtless at 
times, and the touch of pride which gave 
strength and impulse to a character oth-
erwise facile to docility—childlike in its 
trustfulness and simplicity. As for the 
betrothed maiden, she had often said to 
herself that she loved Walter the better 
for the trifling differences in their tem-
peraments and tastes. She was essen-
tially social in feeling and practice, and 
loved fun as dearly as did the vivacious 
Ellie Victor, who was her own best-be-
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loved comrade and confidante. Never-
theless, she confessed to a thrill of pleas-
ure in the consciousness that she and 
she alone could beguile the grave 
scholar f r o m his booHs and briefs , to 
become a pleased spectator, if not an 
active participant in the innocent 
amusements and hilarious converse of 
"the set , " in which she was a leader and 
prime favorite. She was . secretly very 
proud of her conquest ; exultation she 
had the womanly wisdom to conceal 
from him. 

Par four months the course of their 
love was ominously smooth and clear, 
and neither had a doubt as to the con-
tinued tranquility of its flow. Then 
fame the troubler in the persou of Mr. 
Herbert Gwynne, an early playfellow of 
Mary's, and. as she laughingly owned, 
one of her girlhood's lovers; artist, poet 
and musician, who, returning from a 
three years'residence abroad, pitched his 
moving tent for a few weeks, or months, 
o r years, as his tickle fancy might dic-
tate, in the neighboring city of P , 
and straightway fell, or. as it seemed to 
Mr. Blythe'g startled perceptions, rushed, 
into the very reprehensible hab it o f run-
ning over t o Mrs. Fay's two , three and 
f our times per week. From his first call 
he was adopted Into the family circle, 
f o r the sake of former days—said Mrs. 
Fay and her daughters — by virtue of 
consummate assurance, as Mr. Biythe 
decided inwardly. For a while Walter 
was able to disguise, with very tolerable 
success, his irritation at the frequent 
and o f ten most unwelcome intrusions of 
the "traveled monkey , " as he pettishly 
dubbed him, upon the seasons hitherto 
consecrated to tete-a-tete interviews be-
tween the affianced pair. It was c o m -
paratively easy t o endure these vexa-
tions, while he believed that they were 
as obnorio'us to Mary as to himself. At 
length he grew impatient of her smiling 
reception of the unceremonious guest, 
when a polite show of indifference, or 
the faintest tinge o f annoyance in her 
demeanor would have sufficed to dis-

. courage a repetition of the offence. 
There was a point at which civility 
ceased to be expedient, and the beam-

i n g smile, the outstretched hand and 
cordial word of greeting, which the 
young lady had ever in readiness for her 
Old playmate, verged upon insincerity as 
viewed from her lover's rtand point. 

' .! One evening, after an pnusually ag -
gravating trfel of this kind, Walter felt 

himself called upon to expostulate witk 
his betrothed upon the unnecessary ex -
hibition of gratification that had, beyond 
doubt, deluded the young painter into 
the persuasion that his coming was mos l 
opportune, and his society the most con-
genial that she could have enjoyed. 

"Your kind heart leads you a little t o o 
far at times, my dearest," he said, ten-
derly. " I t is very beautiful and amiable 
in you to exercise such self-denial, but, 
surely, in this case extreme warmth oi 
hospitality is uncalled for , and attended 
with inconvenient results." 

"But , Walter ' —was the ingenious re-
sponse, uttered in evident surprise and 
perplexity—"I was not hypocritical ! 1 
was really as glad to see Bertie as I 
seemed to be. His visits always bring 
me pleasure." 

" Indeed! Then I beg your pardon for 
my mistaken oCiciousness," retorted the 
lover, in a hurt, icy tone. 

" H o w have I displeased you? Is there 
any harm in my likiiig to see and talk 
with an old f r i end?" urged Mary, yet 
more puizled. 

"None, whatever. I do not presume 
to regulate your conduct, still less your 
feelings, in regard to this or any other 
matter. Only"—softening into the pa-
thet i c— "I was so vain as to imagine 
that there were t imes when my compan-
ionship was preferable to that of tran-
sient visitors, however entertaining 
they might chance to be." 

"Such a supposition argues a moderate 
degree of penetration on your part, but 
no vanity , " replied Mary, and her smile 
o f arch affection banished the cloud 
f r o m Walter 's brow, and hushed hie 
complainings for the time. 

T h e calm was of short duration. The 
next evening, upon presenting himself in 
Mrs. Fay's parlor at the early hour that 
generally irsured him a brief period for 
uninterrupted chat wi th his lady-love 
before the entrance of other visitors, he 
was disagreeably surprised at finding the 
ground preoccupied. The room was 
lighted only by the fire—the ruddy, un-
certain illumination which they, as is 
the taste of most other courting couples, 
preferred to more powerful and steadier 
gleams, and in the center of the dusky 
g low cast by the blazing coals sat Mary 
and Bertie Gwynne! Biythe knew him 
at a glance; the wel l - formed head and 
sweeping beard were seen in profile, bent 
toward his companion, in an attitude 
strongly and unpleasantly suggestive »C 
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confidential interchange of thoughts and 
feel ings ; or, as Walter's jealous fancy 
would, have it, of love-making. Gwynne 
was talking in a low. earnest tone, and 
two words reached Walter's ear as the 
door opened: "Mr. Blythe." The en-
trance o f the person named prevented 
further speech. 

He could not be mistaken, for they 
were uttered distinctly; nor could he fail 
te detect the momentary consternation 
betrayed by both at his appearance. 
Mary's voice shook perceptibly in wish-
ing him "good-evening" and Mr. 
Gwynne ' s observation upon the chilly 
night w a s infelicitous, and rather too 
glibly enunciated for his rapid tongue. 

"She will tell me all about it by and 
by, unless the fellow has been talking 
downright love to her." Waiter tried 
t o ease t h e pain at his heart by saying, 
"and X don't believe she would let him 
go so far as that." 

Nevertheless, he watched, with uneasy 
curiosity, her shaking fingers and crim-
son cheeks as she lighted the lamp, a 
task slowly and clumsily performed. He 
was doomed to wait in vain for the elu-
cidation of the little mystery. Mary 
never afterward referred to the matter, 
nor did he. 

This was the inconsiderable nucleus of 
the gathering mass of doubt and fearing 
that gradually overshadowed the heaven 
of his trust in her; made his spirits va-
riable; his language oftentimes abrupt 
and petulant; his perceptions untrue, 
and his conclusions unjust. Without 
guessing at the real cause of this altered 
behavior, Mary could not but notice and 
be grieved by it. She surmised correctly, 

, from many unmistakable signs, that her 
lover had conceived a prejudice against 
ker old friend, but that he was, in point 
of fact, jealous of the position occupied 
by Bertie in her regard, and daily grew 
more uncertain as to his own standing 
In her affections, never occurred to her. 

and not a little annoyed sometimes, at 
Walter's coldness and brusquerie to her 
favorite. ' He might be civil to him, if 
only because he knows I like h im! " she 
argued, in her simple-hearted ignorance. 

To-night she had let a sign of this 
feeling escape her; had spoken for the 
first time in anger t o her betrothed hus-
band; for the first time admitted and 
cherished an unkind thought of him. 
"Wil l he make me despise him in the 
end?" she said bitterly to herself, when 
she left him after her retort upon his 
sneer at Bertie. 

Walter, ou his part, was amazed, 
wounded and indignant at the unlooked-
for rejoinder; less displeased with her, 
however, than with the cause of this, 
their initiatory quarrel. The more he 
pondered over his grievances the more 
savage was his mood toward the un-
lucky rhymester. " 'Trusting heart and 
fancies high.' " indeed! What right had 
the jackanapes to know anything about 
her feelings and fancies? Was not the 
fact of hi.s undertaking the delineation of 
her character an arrogation of his ability 
and the privilege to represent her prop-
erly before the less fortunate many who 
had not had his opportunities of study-
ing her, this rare missal which he, Wal -
ter Blythe, would have had clasped 
closely from all touch and sight except 
his own! " 'Our well-beloved, poetic 
M a r y ! ' " Rlythe's wrath waxed to its 
height as he rehearsed and dwelt upon 
this fine. No other man should, with 
impunity, call his affianced wife "well-
beloved! " 

"Have you any message for Cornelia?" 
he asked, coldly, when he prepared to 
leave with the rest at the close of the 
evening. "I shall be in the city to-mor-
row, I think." 

Mary looked troubled. Never before 
since their betrothal had he neglected 
to avail himself of his prerogative to 
linger a few minutes, oftener a few 

N o r did she consider herself bound to ! hours, after the departure of other com-
avoid an innocent acquaintance, because, 
forsooth, Mr. Blythe happened not to 
admire him. She said to herself that if 
Walter 's dislike were not overcome by 
the t ime of their marriage, her pleasant 
intercourse with Bertie must, as a mat-
te:- o f course, cease, or at least be greatly 
restricted and different in its character; 
•ntil that date she assumed to herself 
the right to select ber own associates, 
•ad ta mingle freely with her mother's 
Wests . A t heart, she was a little sore. 

pany, to say over the "good-nights" so 
sweet to lovers' lips and lovers' ears. 

"No, thank you," she said, trying to 
speak cheerfully, "or nothing but my 
love, if you see her, and mention that ws 
cannot give up the hope of having her 
with us on Christmas day." 

"Mary! Mary K a y ! " called out Ellie 
Victor's ringing tones. "Is your letter 
to Cornelia ready? Mr. Gwynne is wait -
ing for it. He wants to catch the twelve-
o'clock train, so yon must hurry ! " 
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With the memory of a stern, reproach-
fu l face burning in upon brain and 
heart, Mary hastened to inclose the luck-
less doggerel in an envelope, and direct 
it to "Miss Cornelia 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 c ity ," she 
thought, resentfully, as she put the 
packet with a smile n o one could guess 
was forced, into her postman'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 r i g h t ! " 

Walter 's hat and overcoat were so 
overheaped by others that he was 
obliged to wait some minutes in the hall 
after making his adieux in the parlor 
before the missing articles could be 
found and identified. He was still stoop-
ing over the commingled mass of wraps 
and tugging at a sleeve, the lining of 
which seemed familiar, when he over-
heard a colloquy in the doorway behind 
him. 

"On Wednesday, then, at the usual 
p lace ! " said young Gwynne, soft ly, im-
ploringly. " D o not fail me! You do 
not know how much my heart"— 

Walter lost the rest of the sentence, 
but the answer was audible. 

"Never fear! have not I as much at 
stake as yourse l f ? " 

He recognized 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 suspicion, incredulity, and 
grieved love. What was the clue to this 
thickening mystery? W h a t was he to 
Relieve? What to fear? His noble na-
ture made one mighty effort to assert 
i ts supremacy in his last waking thought 
as the dawn penetrated his chamber 
after a sleepless night. "Whatever else 
1 may question, I must not doubt her 
goodness and purity, or her constancy t o 
m e ! " 

C H A P T E R II. 
Another evening found Walter early 

at Mrs. Fay's . He was expected, as be 
perceived at a glance upon entering the 
parlor. The lamp was turned down to a 
<?tm spark, l ike a drowsy eye indulgent-
l y 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 an-
thracite; his favorite chair was drawn 
into its corner, and beside it was the 
cushion, whereon it was a lways 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 j oyous 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. 

" Y o u do care f o r me, then, dar l ing ! " 
"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 Walter , I am 
afraid that you will always remain an 
incorrigible infidel." 

Then, if ever, was the time f o r h im to 
speak, t o avow, without reserve, what 
had been his temptations, 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 le f t 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 had already re-
tired to her chamber, and Kate 's sympa-
thetic heart warned her not to appear 
downstairs. They talked long, freely 
and earnestly—the two who hoped, at no 
distant day, to share one united and in-
divisible life; talked wi th a fulness of 
confidence, an out-gushing of feeling in 
word, look and action, that neither had 
ever displayed before. Bertie Gwynne 's 
name was not once mentioned. This 
might have been an accidental omission 
on Mary's part; with Walter it was, in 
the outset, a studied avoidance of an o f -
fensive topic, a dread of touching the 
sore spot ; afterwards, he f o rgot the very 
existence of his audacious rival. 

Eleven o ' c lock struck as B ly the arose 
to depart. 

" I had almost forgotten that I have 
papers t o prepare ^h i ch must g o to the 
city to - morrow, " he said. " W o r k for 
which I shall not have t ime in the 
morning . " 

W a s it imagination, or did she start 
sl ightly as b e said this? H e could not 



WHAT A JEALOUS MAN S i f f OX CHRISTMAS EVB. if 

determine, although his arm enclasped 
her. 

"Did you not go to-day, as you in-
tended?" 

" N o , I was unavoidably detained in 
Iny office." 

Then ensued a silence of some length, 
and an awkward constraint that was not 
many removes f rom coldness. What-
ever was its cause, neither appeared dis-
posed to recognize its existence, but 
Walter remarked the assumed careless-
ness with which Mary ended it by ask-
i n g : 

" W h a t train will you probably take?" 
"The S.20, I think; but my mind is not 

quite made up as to that. I must be 
early in town." 

Another pause, and he put a question 
In his turn. 

" W h y do you inquire? Have you any 
thought of going yoursel f? " 

" I ! W h y , you know I went over twice 
last week, and I am too busy to run 
about much more before Christmas. 
T o - morrow is Wednesday, remember, 
a n d Friday will be the 25th." 

Instinctively, Walter 's arm fell away 
f r o m 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. 
H e believed now—and 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 position, she did 
n o t attribute it to any altered feeling, 
f o r her next words were full of hope. 

" I never be fore anticipated so delight-
fu l a Christmas. I was not happy last 
year. Do you recollect that we dis-
agreed seriously about some trifling 
matter on Christmas eve? " 

" Y e s . " He was looking moodily into 
the fire, and spoke abstractedly. 

" A n d how we met at Mrs. Victor's. 
Christmas night, and behaved like a 
couple of fool ish children, affecting not 
t o be aware of one ar other's presence 

word from you. Oh, dear, what hard 
work gayety was that night! And I had 
no 'r ight to ask or offer an explanation, 
f or 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 ridiculously again ! " She 
laughed lightly in saying this, and clasp-
ing her hands over his arm. as she 
leaned upon it, gazed up in his face with 
a certain wistful tenderness. 

"I hope we shall never again have 
cause to do so," was the quiet reply. 

"There was no cause then, except in 
our disordered fancies. After all, clouds 
and storms have their mission, no less 
than sunshine. I never knew, until we 
had that apparently unfortunate misun-
derstanding, how much I prized your so-
ciety—what I then chose to call your 
fri endship." 

None but an obstinate, or thoroughly 
soured nature could have resisted this 
strain of artless reminiscences. Biythe 
was not proof against the sweet fascina-
tion of language and look. With a siul-
den, passionate impulse, he drew her to 
his bosom, and pressed his lips again | 
and again to hers. 

"My precious one! I wish you could 
never forget the lesson thus learned! 
It is the only thing in which I excel you, 
dearest—in the strength and fervor of 
my l o v e ! " 

"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 decorous 
distance apart from each other when 
Ellie Victor flashed into the room in all 
the g lory of a full toilette. 

"I stopped the carriage, as we were 
driviug home, Molly, dear, seeing the 
light in here. W e have had a stupid 
evening at Mrs. Hoyt 's : you may thank 
your stars that you stayed at home! and 
I thought it wise to leave early, that I 
might be fresh for our expedition. Oh. 
Mr. Biythe! I declare I did not see that 
it was you until this instant—comine. as 

except when we met face to face? Y o u ! I did, from the darkness into a lighted 
Were all devotion to Laura Elbertson— room! I called, as I was about to so v. 
on ly devoted swains do not usually look 
•o savage and g l oomy as you did while 
trying to be agreeabla: and I pretended. 
I dare say, with like success, to be inter-
ested and charmed by Will Beekman's 
syllabub chat . But my heart was ach-
i h g all the while for one kind look or 

Mary, to ask if you had anv orders for 
town. I am going over in the morning, 
at a barbarously early hour. Tbink 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 fellow paasen-
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ge t , " said Mary. "You see that otbars 
can he as industrious as yoursel f . " 

" Y o u don't say s o ! " 
W h y should the lively sprite look sud-

denly nonplussed, and cast a quick 
questioning glance at her fr iend? Was 
this fancy, also? 

" I make n o rash promises as to my 
movements, should this dull weather 
continue," she said, recovering herself. 
"Ten to one I shall oversleep 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—of 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. Walter, 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. 

"Al l right! I shall not lose i t ! " Ellie 
tucked it into her belt. "Good-night , 
dearie! Good-night , Mr. Blythe! If 
y o u don't see me in the morning, 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 r i s ing ! " And 
she skipped out. 

Mr. Blythe made it his business to 
walk twice through the train on the f o l -
lowing morning, 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-
panions. He could hardly have told 
why he was dissatisfied at the result of 
his 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 w h o m ; 
did not credit the theory of the effect of 
the drowsy draughts upon Miss Ellie 's 
senses. H e felt half-assured, indeed, that 
s h e w a s quite t o o wide awake f o r him. 

Business claimed his exclusive atten-
tion a f t e r he reached the c i ty f banished 
f r o m bis mind all thought of personal 
vexations or wrongs. It was past two 
o ' c l ock when he parted f r o m his client 
and t ook his w a y d o w n the fashionable 
thoroughfare o f the place in quest of a 
fetncheon that might atone, in some 

measure, for his hurried breakfast. H e 
was in a sunny mood, and regaled h im-
self, as he strolled along, by the pleas-
ing reflection that he had performed an 
arduous and delicate piece of business 
in a masterly manner, and gained, be-
sides the praise of his employer, a hand-
some fee by the transaction. Supplied 
with this flavorous sauce for a dinner, 
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 en-
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 
f rom it to the pavement, shut the door 
behind him. looked intently up, down 
and across the street, into the store it-
self, then unclosed the vehicle, and as-
sisted two veiled ladies to descend. 

The cavalier was Bertie Gwynne; his 
companions, in spite of the concealment 
of their features and their unremarkable 
attire, were as easily recognizable by the 
looker-on. Mary Fay and Ellie Victor ! 

A muttered exclamation burst f r o m 
Walter 's lips. Yet, why should he be 
surprised? Had he not h fard the ap-
pointment for Wednesday? W a s it not 
plain as daylight that Ellie 's unseason-
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 Kingsvil le , in order to 
avoid an inopportune meeting with h im-
sel f? 

"Tr i cked ! duped! why not betrayed 
and forsaken as w e l l ? " was his com-

.ment, as he drew himself into a seat be-
side a table, a position commanding a 
v iew of the carriage. "It is high time 
that I examined into the meaning of this 
wretched plotting! W h y a m I selected 
as its v i c t im?" 

He was in no condition to consider the 
matter dispassionately; to arrive at any 
rational solution of the enigma; yet a 
less prejudiced or less hasty man would, 
even if moved to an equal degree of 
anger, have suspended judgment until a 
further investigation o f the case had 
proved the existence of evil in the m y s -
tery. There was nothing ignoble in 
W a l t e r Blythe's character: still, he 
hardly capable o f exercising a lo f ty cam-
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dor of opinion, or a generous charity, 
where his personal dignity was wound-
ed , his private feelings outraged. He 
had grown to disl ike young Gwynne; 
therefore, his complicity in these under-
hand dealings was peculiarly distaste-
ful. He was almost convinced that 
Mary regarded the artist with undue 
favor ; ergo, their partnership in a plan 
f o r circumventing himself, and securing 
each other ' s company, must mean mis-
chief, and mischief only. One thing was 
sure—and to this he reverted again and 
yet again, in his angry musings—what-
ever design was in process of incuba-
tion, his betrothed had trifled with him 
unwarrantably; deceived him grossly 
and deliberately; equivocated unpar-
donably ! Moreover, was she not run-
ning directly counter to his known 
wishes in keeping up this clandestine 
intercourse with a man whom he could 
not abide? Did not this persistency of 
communicat ion and association with 
him, carried on in partial secrecy, 
through fear , doubtless, of her lover's 
strictures, argue an infatuated fondness 
f o r the conceited puppy, an unconquer-
able relish for his society? And Ellie 
Victor—the pert minx! He ground his 

_teeth at thought of her malicious en joy-
ment in the manoeuvres for thwarting 
and outgeneraling him. She was just 
the girl to del ight in the office of confi-
dant in any intrigue, the more compli -
cated the better. 

There were few more discontented and 
unhappy men in the length and breadth 
o f that goodly city, on that 23d day of 
December, than was the promising 
young lawyer, who sat gnawing his lip 
and pull ing savagely at his whiskers 
while with knit brows he affected to 
read the bill of fare presented by an 
obsequious waiter . Choosing sundry 
comestibles at random, to rid himself of 
the man's presence, he dismissed him 
With the order and resumed his watch of 
the carriage in front of the jeweler's. He 
had t o wait a long t ime—so long that his 
oysters were stone cold when he finally 
recollected that he ought to make a 
feint o f swal lowing them. At last, when 
impatience was almost desperation, and 
his indignant broodings were hardening 
Into resolves as indignant, he saw 
C w y n n e emerge f rom the store, and after 
fioing through the same ceremony of in-
specting the streets, as had attended his 
MTtral, he beckoned to his fair charges, 
• W they joined him. He assisted them 

into the carriage, and as he did so, 
Mary's veil was blown or brushed aside, 
revealing a countenance, animated and 
happy, smiling upon her escort. Bertie 
placed himSelf upon the front seat, oppo-
site her, looking supremely contented— 
the picture of delight, in fact, and the 
coachman drove on. 

Wel l? 
He had seen all that was to be gath-

ered for the present; an "a l l " that may 
seem trivial and unimportant to the 
sensible, impartial reader, but which 
meant much, and weighed heavily with 
a proud, suffering, implacable man. 
Biythe looked and felt more like a judge 
prepared to try and, if need there was, 
to sentence a criminal, than a grieved 
lover, as he paid for the dinner he had 
not eaten and turned his back upon the 
restaurant. 

He did not return until late that night, 
and it was eight o 'c lock 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 between the rooms, 
and a bevy of girls were fluttering 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 labored. 
Mary came in, by-and-by, smiling ant 
rosy with exercise and pleasure. 

"Excuse my tardiness!" she began, too 
excited to note her suitor's lowering 
brow, "but we are all busy with the 
Christmas tree. W e had to get it ready 
to-night, in order to judge of the effect 
by lamp-light, and so much of the de-
sign was mine that the girls would not 
let me leave them until I had instruct-
ed them how to carry on the work. I 
wish I could give you a peep at it, but 
gentlemen visitors are rigorously ex-
cluded for the present." 

At this juncture the door unclosed 
and Mr. Gwynne appeared, his hands 
full of streamers. 

" I beg pardon! " He halted in undie-
sembled embarrassment. "I did not 
know that you were here, Mr. Biythe. I 
came to ask you, Mary, if you knew 
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where the red candles were put. W e 
cannot find them, high o r l o w : " 

Mary colored brightly, as was natural, 
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 scene. 
Wal ter was not blind to their mutual 
confus ion , nor backward in drawing 
his o w n inference f r o m it. Having o b -
tained the desired information, the in-
truder retired, without loss of time, in-
w a r d l y execrat ing his luck f o r having 
forced upon him this awkward encoun-
ter. Mary drew a footstoo l to Wal -
ter's side and sat down, leaning lightly 
against his knee. 

" I thought gentlemen visitors were 
r igorous ly excluded," he said, with a 
sardonic smile. 

" I was about to add that Bertie was 
an exception." said Mary, innocently. 
" H e met Ellie in the city, and volun-
teered his services f o r this evening. 
Having passed a winter in Germany, to 
which climate Christmas trees are in-
digenous, he is supposed to be more au 
fa i t to them than are we, to whom they 
are only known as exotics ." 

"Met Ellie in the c i t y ! " Further 
equivocation! W h y not own that she 
had herself been one of the party? 

"Mr. Gwynne is a fortunate individ-
ual," he remarked, sneeringly. " I t seems 
only necessary for him to volunteer to 
ac t in any capacity, and he is accepted." 

" H e is popular, and is always will ing 
to serve those w h o m he loves," jo ined 
Mary, firm in her friend's defence. 

"Wi l l ingness which those who are so 
unhappy as not to belong to that class 
are apt to construe into" meddling—dis-
agreeable of f ic iousness!" Wal ter pur-
sued, losing control of his temper with 
each instant. 

" T h e best of us are liable to be mis-
understood," was Mary's answer, the 
rising g low upon her cheek contradict-
ed by the calm dignity of her manner. 
" W e had better not talk of Bertie, W a l -
ter, nntil you know and l ike him better. 
I am persuaded that you will, some day . " 

" Y o u are oversanguine as to an event 
which I am far f rom considering desir-
able; but let that pass f o r the present. 
I t wou ld be f o l l y f o r me to attempt to 
disguise f r o m you, Mary, the truth that 
m v fa i th in you is no longer so firm as 
it once was; that the occurrences o f the 
last few weeks have done much towards 
•hanging m y opinion of your character." 

He plunged into the midst of the sub-
ject with savage abruptness, exasperated 
by the conversation that preceded it. " I 
believed you ingenuous, upright in 
thought and action, and faithful in your 
professed attachment f o r myself . I 
have been irresistibly driven to doubt 
all these things." 

" B y what circumstances, may I ask?" 
Mary had turned very pale, and her 

c lear 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 fingers' 
ends; but, "irresistibly dr iven" 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 flight. 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, accidentally 
overheard; then the unseen pencilings, 
which he chose to guess were treason-
able to him; the recital would debase 
him in his own eyes and in hers. Yet 
the impression made by the aggregate 
of these was not removed; indeed, it ap-
peared to grow more powerful under the 
irritation he experienced at this unfore-
seen balk in his proceedings. But one 
thing remained to him of sufficient im-
portance to be handled with effect, and 
he hasti ly dragged this forward, leaving 
the rest to fo l lqw as they would. 

" W h y could y o u n o t tell me that you 
meant to go to the city, yesterday?" he 
demanded, more roughly than he was 
aware of. " W h y , when I inquired if this 
were your intention, did you virtually 
deny that you had any such step in 
v iew? W h y change your hour for start-
ing, upon learning that I designed tak-
ing the same train? W h y signify this 
alteration in your plans to your accom-
plice Miss Victor, under the pretence of 
writing the address of a laundress? 
W h a t was the meaning of your secret 
appointment with your favored swain. 
Mr. Gwynne—an engagement which I 
heard him entreat you not to forget, and 
which you acknowledged was as m o -
mentous to yourself as to h i m ? W h y 
did you dread to walk the streets un-
veiled, yesterday, as is your custom, un-
less because of the consciousness that-
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your conduct was blamable, and that 
your companions would be objectionable 
to s ome person? W a s that one myself 
—your betrothed husband?" 

And having reached this climax in his 
examination of the prisoner at the bar, 
he paused f o r a reply with magisterial 
sternness. 

" I am will ing to believe that you do 
n o t 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-
t l eman—to interrogate me in the strain 
you have seen fit to employ. It is un-
kind and rude. I could not respect my-
self if I submitted to it. Tell me what 
y o u wish to know, what you believe to 
have been my sin, and I will reply." 

If Walter 's sel f -command were In peril 
before, it was wrecked now. 

"An ingenious subter fuge ! " he said, 
scornfully. " F o r heaven's sake, let us 
make an end of clever evasions and 
double-dealing! They are foreign to my 
taste, congenial as they may be to yours. 
I have asked plain questions, and none 
that I did not conceive I had a perfect 
right to put to you—none that you need 
hesitate to answer, if your conscience is 
clear of the knowledge that you have 
practiced deception upon me, if you are 
guiltless of premeditated perfidy." 

"Premeditated per f idy ! " repeated 
Mary, meeting his accusing eye with a 
lofty disdain. "Dare you suspect me 
of that, Walter Biythe? Do you really 
mean that y o u doubt my fidelity to you? 
D o you acuse me of perf idy?" 

" H o w can I do otherwise?"—and, his 
evil genius urging him on, he added, in-
sanely—"she who can be false in one 
respect, will be in another. The woman 
w h o can connive with others to deceive 
her lover, deliberately and utterly, even 
In so trivial a matter as the least of the 
instances I have enumerated, will not 
shrink from sacrificing her plighted 
troth, if the temptation offers." 

" T h e r e ! y o u have said enough! If 
such is your judgment of my character 
and conduct ; such the suspicions you 
have let outweigh my solemn vows of 
affection and constancy, we are better 
apar t Our union would only insure the 
l i fe long misery of both. I thought you 
fcaew me better, that you would believe 
BM incapable of such sins as those you 
ehttge me with. I see n o w that you 

would never have understood me. W e 
have made a great mistake—both 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 unimpas-
sioned tone and tearless eye—she had 
dropped her betrothal ring in his hand 
and was gone. 

She went straight 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 f o r 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 Gwynne 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 novelty for him, but his quick sight 
detected her changing color, and the 
hard, bright look in her eye; he heard 
her irregular breathing; felt the shud-
der that shook the wreath as the front 
door clanged to after the retiring visi-
tor, and, as her fingers moved among the 
stiff twigs, he saw that the pledge ring 
was missing. 

Walter, 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 Gwynne. as co-laborer, on 
his knees beside her! 

C H A P T E R III. 
Little by little the truth with regard 

to the present relation of the two who 
were lately betrothed leaked out, as the 
lapse of weeks found Mr. Biythe still an 
absentee from the house where he had 
formerly enjoyed such distinguished 
privileges. As to the causes of the es-
trangement tongues were busy and 
opinions were various. Mary's mother 
and sister only knew that there had been 
a quarrel: that Walter had made de-
mands which Mary deemed unreason-
able. and that, upon this issue they had 
parted. N o one else was informed of 
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even that much. B«rtie Gwynne may 
have had his conjectures; Elite Victor 
a s a r e d l y had hers, but neither dared 
approach the subject with Mary. If she 
suffered, she made n o moan in mortal 
hearing, asked no help f r o m hnman s y m -
pathy. The world saw in her the same j 
eheerful readiness to contribute her j 
share towards the general entertainment i 
of her acquaintances; missed no gleeful 
cadence in her laugh or speech. Her 
f r iends recognized the purifying effect of 
sorrow only in her increased thoughtful-
aees f o r others' weal, her deeper pity 
and tenderness for others' sorrows. 

Walter Blythe had never been eminent 
for his social qualities, but sinee the dis-
solution o f his engagement they were in 
danger of falling into total disuse. T o o 
proud to betray his hurt by immediate 
seclusion f rom the scenes that had be-
come irksome to him, he yet gradually 
allowed the claims of business to en-
croach upon the time he had once given 
t o 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 l oved 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 E v e — t w o years af ter his part-
ing wi th Mary Fay. The ear ly tea of 
his bachelor boarding-house was over, 
and he had returned to his off ice; shut 
out the view of the i l luminated street; 
the happy, important-booking faces that 
thronged it w i th the sounds of merri -
m e n t and congratulation that arose, in 
an inspiriting hum, upon the night, aad 
set himself down to work upon a dry 
and tedious law-case. What was Christ-
mas to h im more than any cither winter 
n igbt? Anniversaries and hol idays were 
bom bugs, frivolities fit for babies on ly ! 

" I have sever before anticipated so 
delightful a Christmas!" 

How well he recollected her cheery 
accent! her look of lively pleasure! how 
vividly came back to him the picture of 
that girlish figure, her attitude of con-
fiding fondness as her head drooped 
• p ' " « > his aria; the very touch at ber 
band upon bis—even the fragraocc of 
the tea-rose in her hair! What spell 
wat there in this season to invoke this 
apparition—to fores bins to face it white 

he struggled vainly against the tide of 
memories flowing in upon his soul? 

" I wonder if we shall ever behave so 
ridiculously a g a i n ! " 

He had not forgotten a word that she 
said on the last happy evening he had 
ever known. H o w happily she laughed 
in saying it! how frankly and fearlessly 
she gazed into his eyes! Had he be-
haved ridiculously? W a s he not rather 
doing this now in questioning the wis-
dom of a step so often reviewed—so 
often pronounced wise and necessary! 

" P o o h ! it is late in the day to talk of 
t h a t ! " His lips curled and his hand 
moved towards his pen. 

" A f t e r all, clouds and showers have 
their mission no less than sunshine ! " 

Still that phantom o n the hearthstone 
—stifl that voice of remembered music, 
plaintive now, borne as it was f rom the 
never-to-return Long A g o ! 

"Perhaps s o ! " he said, this time aloud 
and desperately, "and so has the tor-
nado, but its mission is death, not 
m e r c y ! " 

His head dropped upon his breast; 
deeper gloom overspread his features. 
He was looking back upon the ruins of 
his heart's temple, the darkening, and 
storm, and destruction that had over-
taken him in life's fresh morning. 

"You have no r ight to say that, Wal -
ter! You should trust m e " — 

The sweet, persuasive accents seemed 
actually ringing in his ears. How dif-
ferent would have been their relative 
positions, how altered his present sur-
roundings on this evening, if he had 
continued firm in that trust—if she had 
proved worthy or its continuance! 

H e absolutely groaned aloud. The 
sound aroused him to a sense of his own 
weakness. 

" F o o l ! " he muttered, angrily. "Dream-
ing, droning idiot! no more of this! 
What fol ly to regret the loss o f one 
whose unworthiness was so plainly 
proved—of whose infidelity there re-
mained not the shadow of a d o u b t ! " 

His hand sought the pen again—now. 
with a resolute grasp. It encountered 
the smooth, satiny surface o f an enve-
lope across which the pen had fallen—a 
sealed packet, which had been left there 
during his absence at tea-time. 

" H o w 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 ribboa, and a thirf, 
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single a n d larger. "Mrs. Victor. At composedly. " I fancied that yon knew 
Home, Monday, January 2d, 8 o ' c l o ck ! nothing of it. It is an attachment of 
P . M." One o f the be-ribboned bits of long standing—an engagement formed 
pasteboard b o r e the name of "Eleanor'. more than two years ago, although not 
V i c t o r ; " the other, "Herbert A.1 publicly acknowledged until within a few 
Gwynne . " I months." 

Walter leaped f rom his chair in the ; "Is that really s o ? " Walter faced her 
excess of his astonishment. 1 quickly. " I thought—I believed—I was 

" Imposs ib le ! " then he sat gazing at , led to imagine"— 
the two names in blank incredulity. • "That Herlie was attached to Mary 

Into this stupor presently crept a Fay?" finished Ellie, coolly. "This mis-
faint, but delicious sense of relief. Mary: apprehension was the cause of your sep-
could never be his, but she was not to1 aration. Am I r ieht?" 
marry Bertie Gwynne! He had not 
known until now how he lived in per-
petual dread of this event, how useless 
had been his attempts to school himself 
t o the contemplation of it as a not re-
mote certainty. After turning the cards 
over and over, and re-reading the title 
upon each, for perhaps five minutes, he 
espied a folded paper upon his knee, 
which he had drawn with them f r o m 
their envelope. 

Mr. Biythe will oblige me by calling 
here for half an hour this evening. I 
have something of interest to communi-
cate to him. E L E A N O R V I C T O R . 

Saturday, Dec . 24th. 

At almost any other time he might 
have hesitated to obey this peremptory 
summons; would assuredly have sneered 
at its tone of quiet authority, wondering 
"if that rattlepate flirt imagined that he 
had nothing better to do than to dance 
attendance upon her w h i m s ! " Now he 
looked at his watch, saw that it was al-
ready eight o 'c lock, huddled his papers 
into a heap, extinguished the lamp and 
went forth into the brilliant outer scene. 
Miss Victor was at home and alone in a 
private parlor. She received him with a 
grave cordiality, such as he had never . - .. „ 
observed in her before. [ Our final excursion was upon the 2iid. 

" I t 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. . j ture and to get a chain woven of her 

He murmured something, not very j hair which she had ordered to accom-
Sfidibly, about "the pressure of busi- pnnv it. W e knew that you were going 
riess:" I to the citv that day. and were in mortal 

" A long t ime," pursued Ellie. reflec- I terror of mcet 'ng vou at this the elev-
tlvely, "and to both of us have comei enth hour. I never saw Mary so intent 
some changes in that period." ; upon any other project, as upon this. 

Walter regained his self-possession, j She was so joyous—so elate, when we 
"Permit me to o f fer my congratula- j were coming back that night—poor 

tions upon the very happv change to ch i ld ! " 
which you are now looking forward; I j Walter's face was turned away, but 
was ignorant that such an event was i n ' she saw his hand steal up to his fore-
progpect until to -night . " * head, as if he would have smote it. 
» : "Tfcank y o u ! " responded the belle,] " It so chanced that I learned, a week 

"Your informant was. without doubt, 
i acquainted with the facts of that un-
! happy affair," returned he, haughtily. 
| "You need no confirmation from me, 
i Miss Victor . " 
I "I beg your pardon. If you allude to 
[ Mary Fay, I can only declare that she 

has never uttered a syllable to me with 
regard to the matter. I have been led 
to the conclusion I have stated to you 

Jjy a variety of circumstances—chiefly by 
my woman's wit." She smiled here— 
the old gleam of irrepressible playful-

| ness. "But if you will give me your at-
tention for a few minutes I have a little 
Christmas tale to relate which may in-
terest you. Two years ago—early in De-
cember. my friend, Mary Fay, made ap-
plication through me to Mr. Gwynne to 

j paint her miniature, he having acquired 
some celebrity in that branch of his pro-
fession. This picture was designed as a 
surprise-gift to you on Christmas Day." 

"Miss V i c t o r ! " 
"I.i.-ten until yr.u hear all! No one 

knew of the plan excepting ourselves, 
her mother and sister, and we were all 
bound to secrecy. In order to give Mr. 
Gwyune frequent sittings at his studio, 
we were continually contriving visits to 
the citv T alwavs qcromnanied Mnrv. 



WHAT A JEALOUS MAN SAW ON CERT ST MAS EVE. 

later, that you dined that day in the res-
taurant next door to our jeweler 's. A 
fr iend of mine saw you there at the very 
hour we had chosen f o r our errand. I 
should never have thought of the cir-
cumstance again but f o r a remark made 
t o me yesterday by Kate Martyn. She 
called here on her way home from her 
mother's , where she had passed the day. 
She said that Mary was not well, and 
quite out o f spirits; that she had said to 
her sister, more unguardedly than she is 
apt to speak now-a-days, that it was a 
painful anniversary 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 
ask ing me if I had never noticed how 
Jealous you ueed to be of Bertie—Mr. 
Gwynne. So. Mr. Blythe, I collected 
these hints into a theory, which was, 
that Mr. Gwynne and I had been inno-
cently the instruments of bringing sor-
row to the heart of our dearest friend. 
I t may seem like a betrayal of confi-
dence on my part to tell you all this, 
but I could not feel content to enter upon 
a new, and—and—what I hope will be a 
happy li fe, without making an ef fort to 
repair the mischief. If I have erred in 
judgment , I hope you will appreciate my 
motive . " 

Before she had finished this sentence, 
W a l t e r 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 y o u ! Good -n ight ! " 

Whi le she was still rubbing the little 
band, upon which his parting grip had 
laft f o u r red streaks, he stood at Mrs. 

Fay's door. It was opened by a servant 
to whom he was a stranger. 

Yes—Miss Fay was at home. Would 
the gentleman step into the library, 
where she was sitting? 

Mary arose with gentle, ladylike grace 
to receive 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 forg ive m e ? " The prodi-
gal 's prayer was not uttered with more 
profound self-abasement, more lowly 
reverence. 

Twelve o 'c lock rang out in solemn 
sweetness from a neighboring 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 than . 

"Peace a i d good-wil l , once more, dar-
>ling! May it be f o r e v e r ! " 

" A m e n ! " she echoed, fervently. An 
instant later smiles chased away the 
tears. "Wai t here a m o m e n t ! " 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. Wil l y o u prize it the less be-
cause it caused us g r i e f ? " 

With in 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 i t was the chain o f dark, s i lky hair. 

" I do not deserve i t ! " Walter tried to 
say, but there came instead only a great 
sob, as he caught both portrait and or ig-
inal to his heart. 
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