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“Did yom lu‘e Emma?”

* Never.

“ And yet you professed unchauging

love for Ler.”
i “ It was an idle jest.”
| “It Las been a fearfully earnest one
Pl Lier.”
“That is not my fanlt. She flat-
| me with her eyes, made love to
susile and soft, tender
wayvs,”

“You are as merciless as yon are
Fmma nevér sought by word
deed to wimr-your love. She is
wodest and retiviug by nature and her
edneation bas been one of. cultivation

ur

and refinement.
siduously, I remember it well. Your
actions, in 4 thonsand nameless ways
spoke to her of a love deep and true,
eve your fulse lips dared whisper te
ler pure -aud innoceut heart senti-

| wents of a love which ean be so soon

It is her misfortune
that she trusted yon, as loving woman
ouly can trust the object of her death-
less affection !”

“ Did she tell you these things. Is
this the fruit of her modesty and gen-
tle pride to make her nnrequited love
the subject of a meighborhood gos-
sip 77

l'-I have known it from the first. I
heard your words of love, in those low
and tender tones which you can as-
sume at will. I witnessed your be-
trothal kiss. * I kuow all your perfidy,
Jolhn Franklin™

“ Yom witnessed these things! yom,
of all women in the world!” He got
up and strode back and forth in the
poreh, and his small hand was pressed
to his forehead, and the costly jewels
npon his finger glistened in the wa-
vering beams of the strugzling moon-
light. He may have been in earnest,
but T did not believe him. He was a
good actor and I believed him acting
a part now. A week ago I should
have laughed merrily, but Miss Prady
Lhad closed the fonnt of mirth to me,
and I looked upon him only in pa-
tieut weariness.

«spare yourseli the exertion of such
a display of feeling, I pray you, Mr.
Franklin! Iam ‘nmphr an unsophis-
ticated conutry girl and am ineapaple
of appreciating theatrical performance
and it is all necessarily lost upon
me.”

“Kate, how am I ts prove my sin-
cerity, for I am in earnest ?”

“ Do not attempt it. It 18 jmpos-
sible. I du not love you. I never
will. T have never admired youn and
it is ntterly impossible that I should.
You have many manly graces which
speak to the heart of woman, but
Lt this suffice.

“ Yonr heart is closed to me, for
May's face is enshrined upon its-altar,
and lis hand holds the key's! He
stood in front of me and lifted him-
self defiantly, and his gleaming eye
seemed to burn me in the look of
deadly hate which fell upon me. “I

never to mine.
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B by loved only you, Kate. . If I
B bl othiers that T did, it is be-
Rty showed byavord and action
B v cpected we to do so, and
B Lt 1o Jisappoint expectations.”
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Bl o to insult me by your pro-
=il ol

S e insult to I
I ow, at least, T want to settle
: 4 “ft., e 1 think the sooner o young

R s saorie ] and settled, the sooner
e ‘\ch«hu\\s himself from many temp-
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mes the habits of a life time. I
wisly yon to raarry me, Kate, and that
immediately. I have not lived the life
I am wicked. -But there is
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love you ss I have never loved anoth-
er, and Late him witha hate which
shall find its revenge. I am wicked,
cruel and unrelenting, but you could
mold me to your own will—for I love
vou! T am agambler and dram drink-
er, not a drunkard, but you could save
we from the sure ruin, which I know
will be mine—for I loveyou! Remem-
ber when the hour of my destruction
draws nigh, that you have sent me to
it.” '

“ Please drop the subject, it is be-
coming quite uninteresting to us both.
Of course you do not believe a word
you are saying any more than I do.”

“ You will know how earnest I am,
some of these days. You scorn wmy
love now, and May shall scorn yours.

He will believe yon false to bim and
fickle as the changing winds. DMiss
Prudy hates me, as she does every one
who does pot bow and cringe to her
as a superior being, and she does not
love you any more ; and she is already

| associating our uames in a way which

will reflect no credit on your truth
with May. She first reported your en-
|gagement with May. How she dis-
{eovered it I domot know. I did not
believe it at first, until your blushing
face and faltering voice when twitted
about him, told me what your tongue
has never uttered. She will be a ready
and blind tool in my hands, and he
will return with doubts of your con-

staney only to be too readily convinced.
You are palc now and shivering with

fear, for you know there is truth in
what I say. There is grief, and trial
for each of us in this vain world, and
yours is yet to come !”

“ And yet you say you love me.”

“Not so little as to stand with fold-
ed arms and see yon bless the home
of my rival, while my heart is aching
for you. The future is before us. You
are young and I can wait.”

“Emma loves you, Mr. Franklin.
You won her love and have deserted
her. Return and beseech her fm:gu.-
ness—perhaps she will forgive you.
She is good and gentle, far more wor-

You sought her as-

RALEIC]T

thy of lme thnn my \fllf] wavmml and ftlu. ln-tt.

andisciphined self.”” |

“If care, trial and grief will tame =
wild nature and discipline an untried
heart, you will be tame ¢ncugh, when

I seek your hand again. 1 pity wu,'

Kate, but you will have it so!”

He took his seat and the silence of
troubled thought fell upon us, to be
broken by & scream so wild and un-
earthly as to send the blood curdling
to my heart. He sprang to his feet
and Rolaud started from his slumbers,
while my parents hastened into the
front of the house. 'We stood looking
out. upon aight-to.hear the scream re-
peated and die away upon the breath
of the rising wind.

Ab, Memory Balls thy unotes are
‘wild, and weired and holds wy heart
spell-bound in the unbroken silence of
‘this midnight hour! And I stand once
more in that far distant howe and wait
in breathless silence for the reality of
the scream which filled wy heart with
terror then. Thy notes are not all
pleasant, for from the sad experiences
of life, you bring back scenes which
caunot be forgotten.

CHAPTER XIIL

With the third repetition of that
wild, heart piercing scream = wli'e
robed form appeared, flaeing along
the public road, which ran in front
of otir house. It paused at the gate
and raised the latch.

The gate swung upon its hinges
and a scream more wild and weired
than before echoed upon the awful
stillness of the hour, while that phan-
tom like form sped onward towards
our door, its arms heatiig tHe qirand
its long hair floating npou the wind.
My father walked down the steps with
an eager desire to give assistance if

sought and my mother waited in
breathless silence, while, filled with a
superstitions terroriwhich T'tried in
vain to control, T" dlung to Roland’s
arm, It glided into my father's ont-
stretched arms, and one moment &
white face glistened in the moonbeams
and then sank upon his bosom.

“God of mercy! what awfal thing
inthis?” My father cried as he tnrned
with his helpless burden to the door.
“Itis Emma Bell, Midry. She has
fainted. Geta light and lead the
way to your room, Kate. Helpme up
the steps, if youn please, John.”

“I will help you, father,” said Ro-
land springing forward, he waved John
back and lifted Emma from my fath-
er’s feeble arm and bore her into the
house and as he laid her upon my pil-
low he flashed a look which spoke,
more of indignation than of pity in
my face, and hissed through his closed
teeth. .

“If he had touched her, Karte,
would have struck him down.”

“Roland ™

“Let him dare to speak of love to
you again, and he will find that your
brother knows how to chastise his
insolence.” |

“Roland !"

“T heard every word, Katie. I pre-
tended to be asleep at first from a
desire of mischievous frolie, and then
my position became awkward, and I
must either betray myself or listen.
He has done this crnel thing!”

He stodd aside to let my mother
apdminister the restoratives she had
brought in her hand. ' And as he gaz-
ed upon that pallid face so death-like
in its stillness, a tender pity came to
his midoight eycs and lingered in
sympathetic lines about his lips, and
I could but note how strong a resem-
blance he bore our mother—this high
spirited youth who was yet alawb in
gentleness.

At last the closed lids of the faint-
ing girl opened, but tley roved from
face to face in that dull vacaney which
declares a wandering mind. She put
her hand feebly to her head, and her
lips muttered in a painfal mon-
otone;—- |

“Th#y pursue me with a pitiless
batred, as if with hoarts gloating over
the snfferings of the desolate! And
my brainis on fire, and my heart’is
turned to ice!

She must have a physician.” My
mother spoke to my father and he
came to the bedside and took hold of
Emma’s waist.

I

“She las no fever now. Send for a
pkysician, Roland, and go yourself
with the sad intelligence to Mus.
Bﬂ.l.‘ :

I followed Roland to the door, and
while he waited for his horse, I stood
beside him and looked up in his
youthful face, which, though two years
my junior towered above ma.

“What is it Katie? What would
you have me do?” -

“Do nothing rash. my brother.”

“Her older brothers are away. I
will protect her as I know they would
protect you under changed circum-
tstances. And if I can do nothing more
I can avenge her.”

Alss ! Roland, don’ t yon see that
this is a case which must be endured

law wounld  Lave found a punishment
but for a broken Leart or
intellect theve s no  redress.
makes my bheart ache to think
wost ruinogs calmuity, but I koow
must not even whisper the burden
its woe upon the passiug breeze,
wmalicions ears hear and
evil for her. We cun
wait.”

“L have

Katie.”

“You must learn it

work

not learned to

now! Do uot
give the added pain of publicity, in
this afiuir, to the life of poor, sufferiug
Emma.”

“I will ot do anything on
pulse of Leated passion.”

“I can ask no wore of
brother. If you let the heat of pas-
sion wear away I can trust your judg-
ment.”

He monuted Lis horse and rode out
into the night. I stood in the back
piazza looking after his receeding
form, till T could mo Jonger see the
dim ontline of' horse and rvider, nor
hear the echio of the iron Loof npon
the hard ground, _Ths black
clonds which skirted the horizon
in the early evening, were drawing
their sombre shadows high over the
zenith and the struggling woon gave
only a misty light.

“Kate.”

The voice was strangely lnsky, and
unfamiliar. T turned only to lopk
upon John, his hat and riding gloves
in his hand. He came to my side and
I felt his gaze upon me, but, I felt so
mueh horror and indignationforhisdas-
tardly treatment of Emma, that T eonld
not look at him. I waited for him
to speak, bnt, after the pronuneciation
of my name, he seemed to have lost
his voice. After
huskily;

“It is not all my fanlt. Ob, I wounld
give anything eould I undo the past!
Alas, how unavailing are regrets! It
is better to do right at the start, for a
wrong once committed cannot be un-
done nor forgotten. It is my nature,
which indualgence has strenethened, to
be selfish. T judge the world by my
own standard and ecall it a selfish
world. But there is good even in me,
but you alone hold the keyto all that
is noble in my heart. I did not an-
swer him & word and after another
pause longer than before, in which he
seemed to be sirangely stirred by emo-
tions he continued in a subdued tone:
“When sho awakes to consciousness
please ask an interview for me.”

“What new villiany is now thought
of, Mr. Franklin ?”

“I wish to ask her forgiveness.”

“Indeed, you put yourself to a vast
deal of trouble, for a few words whieh
you will not valne.”

“Kate! You seem purposely to miis-
understand me. I wish to make all
the reparation in my power for the
suffering which I have unwittingly
caused.”

“You acted with your eyes open,
sir. And it was a cowardly deed
which a truly brave and generous man
would seorn to do.”

“My remorse is keen and cuts me to
the heart. I cannot bear to look into
her pallid face and her wild eyes.
Nurse her back to life and health,
Kate, and she shall be the mistress of
my home and the erowning blessing of
my life.”

“She may trust you again,
Las loved youwunly two well

She is gentle und forgiving,” and the
wmooulight walks of the puast and the
low whispering of eternal love on the
moonlit porch of that palatial home
are sacred memories, to her, to be
cherished while life lasts and go even
beyond the grave.

“My horse is waiting. I dare wot
wait the coming of Mus. Bell. I would
not meet Ler calm, steady, soulread-
ing eyes, for the world. Tell her all
my remorse. I know you hate me,
and yat for the love you bear that gen-
tle girl you will do my errand.”

“I am not so certain of that. I will
talk with my mother and will do as
she advises. I lave my doubts of
your sincerity even now, for you are
as fickle and giddy as the butterfly
which courts the sweetness of every
pretty flower. But when poor Emwma
returns to consciousuess, I will send
to you. I willdo so much, for your
repentance may be deeper than I think
and I could not wrong you.”

“Thank you. I have noright to ask
any more. You shall see how deep
my remorse and how sincere my de-
sire to makeatonewent for the fuliy of
the past.”

“She may die—."

“Donot speak of such a possibility.
She must live!” He walked slowly
the full length of the piazza and back
to my side, sud his head drooped ae
if with care; and for the first time I
believed he fell the keenest regret for
his flirtation, which he would fain
excuse as & youthful folly. He mount-
ed his horse and waving me an adiey,

the im-

you, hl.\'

Leavy

struggling he said
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was soon lost in the gathering dark-
in silence, and the deeper the silence |nesqin which the fiying clouds were|
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“t'nf. LL" Emwa’s beds iide and hent over

a dethroned h'l “and she looked at me with wild,
Ok it | feverish eyes and w hispered in a low
of this m;)‘hpfmie';__

I| *“L would not care what they say|
er if he was true, but Le is not.
lest | fd“e fulse.
added Lhu.n Hife!

do nought bat ‘ dnul‘f won't you ?”

He is
and ke is dearer to me
Give me something to
! I raised her head
and placed a glass of water to her lips,

wait, | she drained it eagerly, and as I laid
her b'u,L she exelaimed veliemently:

“Ciive me something strong that will
drogn the barniug of my brain—not
wacei but the fiery fluid of perdition,
in which T have alveady steeped my
sonl. There is relief in that, give it to
e,

“There
it."

“Death would be a velief.”

“Go to sleep darling.
“Darling, darling ! He called e
that. and he is false! Darling
iy the langnage of the fulse-hearted—
those evil ones who steal the forms and
tuces of the children of light !” '

“Shall T sing to you Emma?”

“Yes, sing and it will be the song of
anangel, for T know youn. You are
tlie ganardian angel of iy life, who
would have saved me from the machi-
pations of the evil one, and I wounld not
listen to you.”

“I sang to her a low familiar tune
and for awhile it seemed to quiet her,
but she did not close her réstless wan-
While Iyet sang to her,
I hear,d Roland’s voice at the outer
door. My wmother crept from her po-
sition beside the bed and went out to
meet Mrs, Bell. And my heart stood
still in sympathetic grief as the door
opened and my mother entered, tollow-
ed by Mrs. Bell; and I hushed my
singing and moved away that the pal-
lid, and weary faced mother might
take my place.  She was calm, out-
wardly, and her voiea was sieady, and
beyonl her pallid face there

is  death, not relief 1n

dering eyes.

Wils Iy
outward 1ndex of the erishing misery
which I knew lay upon her heart. She
went to Lhe bedside and wonld  Lave
laid her hand upon Emwma’s brow, but
Emma raised up quickly and a sune-
cession of unearthly shrieks issued
from her purple lips. She struggled
to gec out of bed and Roland held her
by main strength. In vain did Mrs,
Bell call to her by the endearing names
which soothed her in childhood, she
would not be quiet, till the poor, heart-
aching mother went out the room.
And then she fell back npon her pillow
exhausted by excitement, and said in
a low, grieved tone;

“It is the face of justice, which ever
pursues me. Don’tlet it come back
again to bidme to judgement. TIhave
been weak to resist temptation and
have fallenin the snare of the wicked
one, I am not all bad. There
are other girls as weak asI am, and
vet their wealth covers their names
with garments white as snow.

Hush! Don’t you here the hissing
of their serpent tongues? They are
the gossips who gloat over suffering
and who pursne the weak, not wicked
with relentless hate. Theyare as in-
dustrious in hunting up every fault or
folly of those livingin their widst, as
is the carrion bird his
prey-

i seeking

They mauufacture scaudle, and gorge
themselves with every low, and mali-
cions slander of characters far above
them, with all that glattonous avid-
ity which characterizes these hideous
birds while at their feasts. And Miss.
Prudy stands at their head. See her
now there, her green, glittering eves
looking exuiting:y by npon me. Let
me go away, go far away, whereI can
no miore be pierced by her evil eye,
nor bear again Ler deceitful, whining

voice!” Emwma sprangup, as if to
flee away, but Roland held her back

and saidin & low, soothing voice,
which was yet firm and comman-
ding;—

<* Be still, Miss Emma, Miss Prudy
shall not burt you where I am. f:'«lxe
is gone now and shall not come auy
moie. 1 have driven those hissing
voices away too and you shall nog.hear
thein. I am going ta. have angel faces
to sit about you and none but angel
voices shall fall upon your ears.”

“You are very kiud, and I trust
yow."”

She sighed weariedly and stared, with
her vacant eyes into Roland’s boyish
face. Buat, though my mother had
given her as much opium as she dared,
no sleep came to Ler with its soothing
tonch. And when the physician ar-
rived he found her wakeful and restless,
a Dburning fever coursing wildly
through Ler veins. 1 woved away
that he might bhave place beside the
bed, and went ount.into the piazza and
sat upon the step looking upon the
gloomy shadows east by the fiuctua-

thonght I was alone, and I leaned my
Lead against the pillar, my mind filled
with thoughfs of the sad realities
which now seemed hasteuing upon me.
But a faint sigh came from the deep

r{h'r nf “ a" Iu' .frmrds a/ @' cmyvmmr

'l"

ﬂ slmdows of the vime, aml the dim out- |
Hline of a hiuman form grew mpou my | foreed langh ;-

aecustomed sight, and I knew it wa-

Mrs. Bell. ere my father came out tolthen, |

urge her to go in out of the night.”

Mr. Eaton, since T am denied the priv-
ilege of nursing my sick ehild.”

Her voice was ealm and steady, but
there was a spasmodie elutohing of
her hands together, which told of an
anguish to decp for words.

“She will be calmer atter awhile.”

“1 hope so0.” .

“ There is no aceounting for the va-
genies of asick brain, saile

“Ah, I have had cause ennnu‘h to
know that, and also that the sick brain
turng most bitterly against
loved wost in health.
been wine, ere now.”

There was exerutiating pain in her
low and steady tones, and she twisted
her fingersin unconscions nervonsness,
but her face was hfted up, and there
was no drooping of her slender frame.
Her almost complete mastery of emo-
tion filled me mith awe, and I won-
dered whence came the strength which
buoyed her np to silent endurance of
a grief so crushing to a fond mother’s
heart.

“Yon have the heartfelt sympathy
of true but that is little
towards lifting the burden of
woe.

“‘God moves in mysterions ways.’
I bowed to His will, thongh my heart
would break with its sorrow bnt for
His strengthening hand. This is a
bitter cup, but He knows what is best
for me and for my poor afllicted child.
I have failed in my duty, somewhere
in respect to my child and this is the
penalty. I thought I was doing right,
but I should have guarded her with
sleepless vigilance.”

“ Blame not yourself, dear friend.
You have been an ever careful moth-
er, and could not have failed in duaty
to her.”

“God knows wherein the blams<
lies.”

It is long ago now, since I listened
to her low words of pain so filled with
trust in God, but throngh the lapse of
years comes back each intonation of
her voice, and in fancy, I sit again in
breathless silence, looking into the
corner, where the dark shadows of the
honeysuckle vines fell upon Mrs. Bell’s
motionless form,

(T0 BE CONTINUED. )
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BY J. CURTIS VAUGHN.

“ And o'er and o'er the sand,

And round and round the sand :

A blinding mist came up and hid the land,
But never home came sghe.”

“ S0, Mal, the fair Rose has surreu-
dered after a two months siege, has

[trath 1 date
“This is a8 good as any place tome, |«

your | ng
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I should as soon thhink of
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It tvould be
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suell o woman ! dnnyer-
{oms work.”

The fricnds parted :=buat o vaoune
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heart at ha walkod awac
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liadd fiest
She

Flive yvears
town, he seen [vailidesn
lll“lill.

of

mantie,

HIXTeen. and
it
fresh vonng
careless man of the workl suchas Mal-
colm Trenor.
To Licr the
beaeh, the low whisperings ol
the little cottaze poreh by
Kathleen's home, wera sacrsd memo-
ries to be cherished, Iife lasted,
and carried even bevond the grave.
To him they
to while away lis ille
renembered the
“only a flirtation.”
He left Kathleen a trnstine,
phisticated child ; he et her
after five years

o~

no wonder that her

» hewrt was easily won by a

the
cternal

?Hrn‘h.lifj'}lf walks on
love on
1-'-}I-llf‘

served as amnsements
and he

after

o=,
affair in ¥ears
nmso-
aoain,
she had
crown into a hanghty, imperious wo-
man. Miss Desond was quite the
race at Newport, but Maleolm had no
his {lirtation. The
seorn and ancer he had read in her
dark eyves upon their fivst mecting, had
shown him it wonld be dangzerons,
and, to do him justice, e had no de-
gire to, for Rose Hamilton, with her
sweet, winning wayvs, had at last - won
his heart, with him, this love
would be the love of a life time.

Miss Desmond had appeared rather
suddenly at the hotel, just after the
annonneement of Maleolm Trenor's
engagement. A fashionable aunt
chaperoned her, and Kathleen seemed
destined to become the Dbelle of the
SeASON.

In spite of Trenor's remonsty:
Rose Hamilt Miss
Desmond increased.  Thewewas some-
thing remarkalfle i the “strenath
the friendship this fair girl seemed to
have for her more strong-minded eom-

absence, and

desire {o renew

and,

(SATETRE

an's intimaey  with

of
panion. They were always together,

and Malcolm could find fe
nities of meeting his fianere alone.

w opportu-
It was, therefore, with a feeling of
relief that he learned from Roses lips
that Kathleen and her aunt were to
leave that evening.

« And, ol, Maleolm! T shall
sorry,” she went on, her dark eyes full
of tears, “but I forgot,

be so0

}'n'l'l ll'l ]I"'.']il\'"
her.”

H: 1kl lown
eager little fuee raised to his.

smited mdnle at the

she, and vou are the victor. Suppose
yon are tired of congratulations and
all that sort of thing by this tiwe, so
I'll not bore you by adding wine to the
list.”

~Mortimer Lee sat gazing rather
sympathizingly at his friend, Maleoln
Trenor, through the clouds of tobacco
smoke that obscured his vision, anid
his handsome lips curled into a sa-
tirical swile, as he said the words, for
he was an incorrigible bachelor, aud
regarded matrimony as a folly not to
be indunlged in by a man of his sense.

“Yon are wrong Mortimer,” au-
swered his compaunion, a flush mau-
tling his dark face, “the mors cou-
gratulations in this case the better.
Rose Hamilton is far too fair and good
for such as I. You need not look
surprised at iny unusual modesty ; I
fully value my good looks and worldly
possessions. But, by jove, my boy,
I never knew what love was until I
met her!”

“Don't get Lheated over it, Mal, I!
beg of you. Of course you are wuot|
yourself when in love, and I am will- |

ing to make dus allowancas. Bat, from
what I have seen of the tender passion,

g | I exclaim from the bottom of my heart,

Good Lord deliver e !”

“ You are a cynie, Mortimer, and it
will take one of the fair sex to convert
you. I will leave you aud taks a
stroll on the beech. I see Miss Hau-
ilton, I believe.”

But he lingered beside his friend at
thie hotel window, and the two gazed
at the young lady, as she stood be-
neath them, laughiug and chatting
with a group of friends,
darkened as he looked.

“ That Miss Degsmond has struck np
an nuaccountable fnmdlhlp with Rose.

I dislike her excessively, and

Treanor's face

uinsi
warn Miss Hamilton azainst her. [
shall allow of no such intimacy.”

“What ! dislike that tall, beantifal |

Mal? You

creature, aneak
with her years ago. Yon werestaying
at some outof the way place, and wrote
me glowing letters about an innocent,

fresh little bemtgy you had found.

Wasn't the 2ame Kathleen Dasmond ¥

- &

|
cathiar |
ting beams of the struggling moon. Ly pongly. I thought you were in love !

like her, She

“No. Rose, 1do net
is a strange wirl —one whom I wouald
not :_].u.m for yorur friend.”

Liose pla o] 0T ]::t‘.‘. l e
on his arm.

< =hy
talles
":;iglxt better die thian ever o
the deadly hate she feels.
Anl? To
hear her talk so.

“ Menn, darlins"” |

o

sufidently

ALdleolns.

y about yon

She
that |
e to feul
What ceuld
frightens me to

is stranzs,

by spy o
ey 8 l._l..‘:_‘_,'_‘]

she menn,
3 ]
bi-

answered,
hiow a1

l’iﬁ_‘; his 1'-:l}+-.]i!\?'-‘_ = aonld L know ?

. ]
She has propae

biv been tiiQ;qaiminte'l.
[and has grown bitter in conseqnesce.
IBnt she must not talk so to my hittie
Iﬂfmel Iiose, 1 olod  this
“'nr': iship isto bz broken off.  After
she is gone you wiil be ull in all to me
again.’

“Yes Mal. We
more sail together, and then will come
the farewells and the nsnul amonunt of
tears and kissés. G‘m l- lm: there
{ comes Kathlezu for me now,,

She waved Ler fair 1.4.1.1 at him, aud,
as she stood there upon tae beach,
| her jaunty dress, her golden hair blow-
ing er Le
thought, with fond pide, Lhow beanti-
ful sha was.

How well in after i
bered that 1ric1ur; The
of beach, the calu L-;;_;‘NL
ling in the sunlight, and the few ple
nre seckers Upotii the sands. .

It was a saltry dey, and Trenor was
[rather surprised thug Miss

giel o

am  verv

are tn Lave one

in

ageinst L pink cheeks,

relueln-
streteh
lI lT.l -

ars e
l'z;ia"
&

S

Desmond
morning
audd
saw them depart wi r| mt o thought
, for ths waters were cxlin
and bright, Miss Dosmonl vl been
known to ventuare in Ler
Hradl Dows, even 1 the msdst of storas.,
All that Lright Trenor
fm' 11%. Toved one, l‘ '.."'-._-
and still there were un fidiag,

Pwantler

should Lave chiosen
Bai l

for a aail. e id nutLEn;,

of dang

Ol

iy \\'.L‘:f(ﬂl

cane on

the
13
in the west.

heach

by

b ool
LR Lo A |

It 1- | P
Luack clowds

{and loungers on the

‘a storm.
About seven o'clock Mrs. Riymoad,
Kathleen’s aunt, came down to the

parlor, slightly anxious.

the sands,

;rE'L'-.lit‘{l"]
'

Mr. 'l‘rcnur ? Kathleen wust bn. CTazy,
wlhen she kuows that all wy arrange- ;
ments are made to leave this evening.
She is «o forgetful. T expect they will
be liere every moment.”

Nul‘-\'ilh::ildlldil'.g Lier
woids, she locked aunxionsly at the
davk sea aud black clouds. Trenor
stood by, pale aud troubled, a dumb
Lorror overpowering hiuw.

Would Rose never come ?
the storm should overtake
and

He dared uutlluuL further. As it
grew davk and the rain hegnu to pour
down in torrents, he stood upon the
beach, and the first prayer Le had
wade for many a long year, arose from
his heart.

Flashes of lurid lightning shot from .
the bluck clouds above him, and the
Lieavy roav of thunder, as the tempest
wereased

LY

reassuring

What if
thew,

seemed to mock
The white-crested waves
foamed and dashied against the sands
where he stood and giant Dbonfives
hissed and erackled upoun the beach in
spite of the flood of water.

Many anxious groups gathered in
the hotel parlors, and boats were get-
ting i readiness to go in search of the
wandercrs, Trenor jumped hastily
into the first bout, and shouted for the
wen to wmeke haste, when Mortimer
Lee interrupted hiw,

“ (God help you Malcolm, there's no
need now. Bear up, dear boy, Rose
1S 1‘ »und, but—"

* She is dead " staring blankly iuto
his friend’s face. He read in those
pitying eyes thetrathyand sank sense-
less npon the beach.

He did not see the two forms upon
locked in each other's
arms,—the triumphant look of joy upon
one face, the terror and anguish upon:
the other.

Kathleen lay with her rival in Ler
arms, Rose’s fair hair mingled with the
dark locks of her murderess.

Yes, murderess! For after recover-
ing his senses, Maleolm Trenor learn-
ed the truth. .
Mrs. Raymond handed him a note,
saying, amidst her tears :

“ Kathleen left it for you. I believe
it is nothing bmt & note telling von of
Fhetr You had
better read it at onoe, however, and
S,

This is what it read ;

“ Muleom Trenor, I hate yon !
vour left me,

58] ful.'q.‘l.‘.

his gref.

imtended pleasnre trip.

! When
five years ago, vou thought
vou had broken the heart of a silly
child, but you had roused the hatred
oi a nature you could not understand,
[loved you once madly. Death and
torture would have been nothing to
me, for your sake- But yon spurned
that love after gaining it, and now I
have but one thonght—revenge ! You
love Rose Hamilton. By robbin: g vou
of her, T ean strike you to the lu e,
[ pity her, poor child, but is not deatl
better tlmn that she shonld learny the
bitter lesson I have learned? [ dave
not pray for forgiveness for what [ am
about to do, but, even with the dread
nereafter sa near me, I exult in the
miscry you will feel, fu the life of hor-
ror you will lead. F¥or yon are her
wurderer before heaven, I am bhut nu
imstrussent iu a highcr Linnd.
Karureex.”
Years passed away, but the light
naver came buck to Malcoln Trenor's
eyc, nor the joyous sniile to Lis lips. )
He had thonght lightly of blighting
the trust, and destroying the faith of
a wownan’s heart, and in retarn Le had
u robbed of all that made life dear

to Lum 1f ks ymuishment was severe,
bis sin had beun great.

CT—-——_———

Tlhere is w Lving puwer in true
seatiments.  \When we hear them spu-
keu, they take their place in our wem-
ories, and séew often to hide thew-
selves away out of sight. But, in tiwes
of trial, temptation or suffering, just
wheu they are needed for bh‘dnhth or
comfort, some spirit hand turns the
wafou which they wers written, and
lo. t..w} are Ours a-'a,ln

&Cmuec_tu,ut wan duspl.x}u:l his
‘ack of cantion by visiting a theatri-
cal pevformance with & “sweet hoart”
and anwittiugly seating” Limself -
rectly in front of his wife, who, ot
relishinyg the situation, proceeded t
take down the young rady’s back . Lair
and remove sundry articies of jewelry
aud wearing apparel from her per-
son, without the formality of an iutro-
duction.

- el —

Olive Logan comumnented one of lher
lectures at Newark, recently, with the
remark, “\Wheuever I sece a pretty
girl, L waut to clasp her in my arims.”
"So de we,” shouted tihe boys in  the
gallery. For amome .} Olive was nou-
phussed, bat, recovering her
scssion, she  replied, “Well,
don’t blame you.”

sulf-pus-
boys, 1

-
- - -

Bdl Sartor, one of
county burglars;
week.

the Union
was arrested last

anmgbon is happy in the pos-
session of & singing jay bird.

“Nosigns of Miss Hamilton yet,|

-
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