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Literature. 
  
  

HIS SACRIFICE. 
By the window of the drawing-room of 

the corner house in a dingy London 

square stood Honor Wyllie and Archie 

Douglas—a tall, dark-complexioned girl; 

and a slight, fair young man, somewhat 

above the middle height. 

Honor's slender fingers were mechani- 

cally untwisting the cords of the tassel 

that hung from the heavy curtains; her 

large grey eyes were directed at the little 
enclosure of smoky-looking trees, upon 

which the smut-laden rain was falling, 

but she saw neither trees nor rain. 

“I never for an instant thought of 

this,” she said, without moving. ‘Be- 
lieve me, never, or I should have been 

more careful.” 
Her companion made no reply; yet his 

figure expressed attention. 

“All the time I have been under the 
impression that you knew I was engaged. 
It has been no secret. I thought every- 

one knew!” 
Still no answer. The young man’s 

bent head dropped lower on his breast. 
“Do speak to me,” she said, pleading- 

ly, after a pause. ‘‘Be angry with me— 

anything rather than this silence! Iam 

so sorry—so ashamed ——" 

  

1" “Angry!” and Douglas checked a groan 

that had all but made itself heard. 

He approached a step nearer to her, to 
look earnestly at her profile, then started 

as a drop of water suddenly fell upon the 
back of her hand. 

“Crying, Honor! There, I will go. 
Thank you for—everything. I hope HE 

is worthy your love, Honor. Heaven 
bless you! May you be very happy! 
Don’t shed any tears for me—1I don’t 
want to think I have clouded your happi- 

ness!” 
“And I am forgiven!” she contrived to 

ask, in a choked voice. 

“Forgiven! For what? For being too 

kind and sweet? Yes, I forgive you that, 

Miss Wyllie! Good bye.” 

He moved slowly and unwillingly to 

the door. 
She waited till he reached it, then ad- 

vanced to the middle of the room. 
“You say you are not angry, and yet— 

you are going like that.” 
Douglas stood 1irresolute. 

Dare he trust himself to take the soft 

hand appealingly extended? His powers 
of self-control were already drawn upon 

to almost their full extent. 

The next instant he held her hand in a 

grasp that made her flinch, drawing her 

toward him the while to obtain a better 
view of her half-averted face. 

““‘Honor,” he said, almost fiercely, ‘‘do 

you know what you make me think? That 
if I had been the first-—if you were free 

now—-—" 

“Oh, hush,” she cried, shrinking from 

him; and wrenching away her hand she 

retreated to the window, pale as ashes. 
Their eyes met. Then not venturing 

to utter another word, he hastily quitted 
the room. 

Honor, ccaabling like a leaf, her heart 

beating wildly, pressed her face to the 

pane to see (iim pass up the square; and 

when he was out of sight sank on the floor 

with her head buried in her arms on the 
settee. 

She had not been long in this position 

before a slim, middle-aged lady entered, 
to look round at first without seeing her. 

Then, on a sccond inspection, becoming 

aware of the presence of Honor, she sat 

down beside her and laid her hand on the 

tumbled hair. 

“Dear mc!” 

smooth brow. 

come! 

she said, wrinkling her 

“Tat, tut, tut! Come, 

Why, pet!” 

These sympathetic ejaculations n.ade 

the girl move her position, throw one arm 

aronrd the waist of the consoler, and lay 

her tcar-wet face on the caressing hand. 

Miss Mellis—one of the three maiden 

aunts of Honor Wyllie—said nothing 

further at the moment. She contented 

Lerself with parting, smoothing, and toy- 

ing with her niece's hair, and waited. 
“There,” sail Honor at last, sittting 

up and drying her eyes, ‘‘auntie, you 

won't be angry—mno, T mean vexed at 

what I am going to say?” 

“Surely not, love. What is it, eh?” 

asked Miss Mellis, in a soft and soothing 
tone. 

“I should like to go home at once—to- 

night or tomorrow. Oh! you will let me, 
aunt Alice? You will not make objec- 
tions?’ 

“But why, H nor? 

done?” 

“Nothing, au 

away from Lond 

go!” 

She was soe: ihat Miss Mellis 

looked startled troubled. 

“What will u “no and aunt Mary 

say?" she asked. have been mak- 
ing plans io; ¢ out next week— 

a concert, ! thin. but don’t let them 

know I told you, for it was to be a sur- 

prise. And yeur visit only half over!” 
“I will talk to them, aunt, and they 

will not be offened. I will finish the vis- 
it sometime.” 

“It is through him, is it not?’ and Miss 
Mellis gave a little nod at the window, as 
though Archer Douglas were just out- 
side. 

Honor’s look answered her. 
In the meantime Douglas started back 

to his chambers in Lincoln’s Inn, in so 
confused a frame of mind that after being 

twice nearly run over he had to take a 

What have we 

But I want to get 

J must go! 1 must 

1) 

  

cab, unconscious even that the driver 

thereof winked knowingly at another 

driver as he officioasly helped him in. 

Douglas might, in fact, have been in 

the condition the cabman supposed, so 

unconscious was he of what went on 

around him. 

Even when he was once more in his 
own room, gloomy as a dark, wet day in 

London could make, his thoughts were 
scarcely under his own control. 

“How weak I am?’ he muttered, after 

an ineffectual attempt to answer a busi- 
ness letter, and so dismiss Honor from 

his thoughts. “I could never have be- 
lieved that a simple ‘No’ from her would 
so unstring me.” 

For the next week he fought hard to 
drive from his mind this gnawing regret; 

but he fought vainly, for the conviction 
that she could have loved, or ever did ac- 
tually love him, was too strong; and his 

trouble, instead of growing less seemed 

almost to increase. 

He determined at last to go away for a 

time, and see what a change would effect. 

And with this decision came another. He 

would make an attempt to become recon- 
ciled to his father, with whom he had 

quarrelled some six months since. 

While he was full of hopes and plans 

for the future, Henor Wyllie participat- 
ing in them all, this division from the 

only near relation he possessed seemed 
but a trifling thing. Now that he was 

again thrown upon himself, his loneliness 
seemed to magnify ten times the weight 

of the blow that had fallen upon him. 
He felt rather like a prodigal as the 

train whirled him through Kent and into 
Sussex; for it was at Hastings that his 

father now dwelt. He knew that he had 

been in the wrong. 

On the mere suggestion of a possible 
step-mother, he had spoken with passion- 

ate resentment of such an idea. But why 
not? His father was but forty-five. Why 

should he be condemned to live alone 

possibly twenty or thirty years long- 

er? 
Still pondering over these questions, he 

reached the end of his journey. 

He stood still among the crowd of peo- 

ple even at this time of year seeking 

health or amusement here. 

Invalids in bath chairs were wheeled 

past him; children with spades tumbled 
over his feet; sailors asked him if he 

wanted a boat; but he scarcely saw or 

heard. 

He looked sadly far out over the wide 

expanse of sea, tinted in stripes of gray 
and blue, as the clouds and sky alternat- 

ed above, and glistening with white 

streaks that, near at hand, became the 

snowy crests of restless waves. 

Looking out thus, he felt the desire to 

be alone growing into a definite longing. 

He shrank still from the meeting with his 

father, who might, for ali he kuew, re- 

ceive him coldly and keep him at a dis- 

tance. 

And so thinking, he wandered through 
the quaint old town and out upon the 

rock-strewn beach. 
A short walk brought him to a part of 

the shore quite unfrequented. Here, up- 

on a boulder quaintly striped, where lar- 
ger boulders broke the cutting wind, he 

sat and watched the breaking waves, and 

thought. 

What better was it after all? he asked 

himself. 
Here by the rising sea, Honor’s face 

was as plainly before his mind as in the 
town where they had met. He had re- 
solved to forget her, and in making that 

resolve alone found out how much he lov- 

ed her. 

She was in London as he believed; and 

he had fled, only to feel what a wilder- 

ness was any place where there was no 

possibility of meeting her—where her 

foot had never trod! 

How long he had been there he could 

not have told, when his reverie was 

brought to an end by the appearance of 

two figures between him and the sea. 

Though not ten yards from where he sat, 

they did not see him, but stood still in 
the wintry sunlight in earnest and appar- 

ently agitated talk. 

“Thank you for your frankness, love,” 

the man was saying, though the breeze 

caught the words and carried them out of 
reach of Archer Douglas’ ears. “But you 
need not tremble so. Am I so very ter- 
rible?’ 

The girl, whose hand was in his, tight- 
ened her clasp on his strong fingers. 

“And you will trust me again?’ she 
said. 

“Trust you? Yes; but we will wait a 

little. I believe in your earnest desire to 

forget all this; but—some things are be- 

yond our power. Let ussee what a little 
time will do. Why——who is this? 

What ou earth—is is possible? Archer!” 

“It is possible, father,” was the answer, 

as the young man came forward, his pale 

face almost leaden in hue. 

He wanted to say some words of apol- 

ogy—of regret—but none would come. 
It was difficult to keep his eyes from thac 

other mute, startled figure, with color 

flushing and fading, which drew back as 

though longing to get out of sight. 
Then this was the man who stood be- 

tween him and his love in both figurative 

and literal sense—this man who had seiz- 

ed both his hands in firm grip—who was 

looking at him with eyes suddenly become 
misty. : 

“Well, I am glad to see you, boy! 1 

thought you would come some day. I am 

glad!” 

‘Are you, father?” 
Archer might have himself felt a little 

moved, if it had not bee: for that girlish   

figure walking slowly away. 

‘Perhaps I should have come sooner if 

I had guessed I should be so welcome,” 

he added. 

“You are looking fearfully ill, though, 

Archer!” and Mr. Douglas surveyed him 

anxiously. ‘What have you been doing 

to yourself?’ 

*‘Nothing, dad. © Working too hard, 

possibly; and I have had one or two things 

to worry me lately.” 

“You must tell me everything, honest- 
ly, lad; and I dare say I shall be able to 
help you, whatever those things are. And 

now—Don’t go, Honor—mow I must in- 
troduce you. Archer, this is Miss Wyllie, 

my future wife.” 

Honor had turned back at once. 
extended her hand. 

It was taken in silence. 
““We have met before she said, turning 

her face, suffused with color, toward Mr. 

Douglas. 

That look was a revelation to the elder 
man. 

She 

His smile vanished, giving place toa 

strange, half-stunned expression. 

“Why did you not tell me it was Ar- 

cher?’ he asked, in a low voice, of Honor. 

“I did not know he was your son,” she 
faltered. 

“I congratulate you, father,” Archer 

said, with forced lightness of manner. 

“And for the present I will leave you 
to finish yeur tete-a-tete.” 

He was turning away, but his father 

caught him by the arm. 

“No,” he said, almost harshly, ‘it can- 

not end so! You and Miss Wyllie have 

often met before?’ 

Archer inclined his head, and looked at 

Honor, whose face was averted. 

“You asked her to be your wife?’ 
“I did. Is this necessary?’ 

“I think so. I don't want to give 

either of you needless pain. Tell me 

Archer—was her refusal the trouble you 

alluded to just now? Have you other 

troubles?” 

“Archer hesitated, ground his boot in 

among the pebbles, looked out to sea, and 
finally said slowly. 

“I shall answer neither of those ques- 
tions, dad. I am deeply sorry that I came 

down here. All Ican do is to go again. 
Good bye. Heaven bless you both! 

Miss Wyllie, you have made a wise 

choice. 1 have ro doubt you will be 

happy.” 
He raised his hat; then pulling it low 

over his brow, strode away, without 

heeding his father’s detaining voice. 
Honor's eyes followed him until he was 

out ot sight. 

“There is no train just now,” said Mr. 

Douglas, drawing her hand through his 
arm, and walking slowly beside her in the 

same direction.  “‘I shall not let him go. 

Honor, my dear girl, I need not ask you 

if you love him.” 
“I love you!” she answered, clinging 

to him. ‘‘You shall not turn me away. 
Let us forget all this, and be as we were 

before?’ 

“Do you mean this?’ 

“I do, Robert; you believe me, don’t 

you?” : 
He stopped to look at her, to find her 

eyes met his with a resolute and steady 
gaze. Her face was paler than usual, but 

that was all. 

“My dear, I do believe you,” he said. 
with a quiet smile. ‘‘And now, 1 will 

see you home before——"’ 

He broke off, and changed the subject 
with some haste. 

As soon as he had seen her to her door 
he hurried to his own home and wrote 

two letters. 

Giving up his intention of preventing 

his son’s departure, he occupied himself 
in preparing for his own. 

The next morning Honor received one 

of the two letters. She dropped over it 

many secret tears, and held long counsel 

with her mother upon what it contain- 

ed. 

* * * * * 

Towards night, two days later, a tall, 

well-made man came out of an hotel in 

Dover, and took his way toward the pier, 

with the intention of going on board the 

night steamer for Calais. 
He had not gone far when there was 

the sound of someone running behind, 

and directly after he was caught roughly 

by the arm. 

He swung round, and struck a blow 

that sent his fancied assailant staggering 

into the street. 

At the same instant the moonlight 
shone on the latter's face, and he gave an 

astonished exclamation. 

“Archer!” 
“The same!” said the young man, ap- 

proaching him once more. ‘‘You needn't 
have been in quite such a hurry.” 

“My dear boy! Have I hurt you?”’ 
“Not much—only made me a trifle 

giddy. It’s no matter, so long as I have 
caught you.” 

“What does this mean?’ Mr. Douglas 

asked; then, ‘““What’s brings you here, 
Archer?” 

“You bring me,” said his son, almost 

fiercely. “‘That is, your blindness. Go 

back to her, father. You meant to do 
what was best, instead of which you have 

half-broken her heart. I have seen her, 

and it is as I thought.” 

The elder man was a good deal agitat- 

ed. 
“You are deceiving me!” he said, huski- 

ly. 

“Before heaven I am not! Go, if you 

will; but you leave her alone, for I go too. 

You would have sacrificed yourself, I   

know, father; don’t think I am ungrate- 

ful. 

under a mistake. Yougive it up.” 

“But you, Archer?’ 

“I! Oh, I'm right enough!” and he 
laughed, abruptly. ‘Pshaw, father! what 

do you take me for, that you try to sad- 
dle me with a wife who doesn’t care a 

straw for me? Come, you give it up?’ 

“My trip to France? Yes. My traps 

are on board, though. I must try if I 

can rescue them.” 
“T'll see to that,” said Archer, and 

dashed off. 
But either he was too late, or they 

could not easily be found, for the steam- 

er paddled out of the harbor with him on 

the deck, and the ‘‘traps” unlanded. 
Archer did not go below during the 

passage; but watched the moon appear 
and disappear among the clouds, or gaz- 

ed at its silvery path over the water. 
Many of the passengers looked with 

curiosity or interest at the young man 

who, with pale face almost ghostly in the 
bluish light, leaned motionless az2inst 

the side, and looked out on the waters] 

the whole night through. 

Mr. Douglas followed at a more leisure- 

ly page; when his son ran off and left him 
his mind was busy with this new problem. 
Could it be possible that he had indeed 

with his five-and-forty years to look back 

upon, better than Archer? Had her as- 
sertion that it was but a passing fancy, a 

weakness that she had conquered, been 
the simple truth? If so—— 

It was not long before he found that 

his son had disappeared, and one or two 
enquiries left no doubt as to where he 
had gone. | 

On the following day he was again at 
Hastings, and held Honor in his arms. 

“Are you convinced now?’ she whisp- 

ered. ‘“‘Am I really quite forgiven?’ 

His sole answer was to press her closer 

to his breast. 
But though they have been married 

four years, and a curly-haired little Ar- 

chie builds houses for baby with bricks 
of wood, Archer Douglas has never been 

to see his stepmother. Never since that 

night has he set foot in England, though 
long letters, at rare intervals, tell of his 

doings in Australia, and are full of glow- 
ing descriptions of the climate, and of the 

pleasures of the wild, free life out in the 

bush. 

Jorx Gray. 
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CTIVE SOLICITORS WANTED EVERYWHERE 
for “The Story of the Philippines” by 

Murat Halstead, commissioned by the 
government as Official Historian to the 
War Department. The book was written 
in army camps at San Francisco, on the 
Pacific with General Merritt, in the Hos 
pitals at Horolulu, in Hong Kong, in the 
American trenches at Manila, in the in- 
surgent camps with Aguinaldo, on the 
deck of the Olympia with Dewey, and in 
the roar of battle at the fall of Manila. 
Bonanza for agents. Brimful of original 
pictures taken by government photograph- 
ers on the spot. Large Book. Low 

Biz profits. Freight paid. 
Credit given. Drop all trashy unofficial 
war books. Outfit free. Address, F. T. 
Darber, Sec’y., Star Insurance Bldg., 
Chi 120. 

rices 

  

You can Save Money by buying your 

GROCERIES, 

HARDWARE, 

and CROCKERY 

——FROM—— 

W. H. Dunham, 
115 MAIN STREET, ST. JOHN. 

Orders promptly filled. 

INTERNATIONAL §. S. (0. 
WINTER ARRANGEMENT. 
ONE TRIPS A WEEK 

BOSTON | 
Commencing Dec. 20th the Steamer ST. 

CROIX will leave St. John every Thurs- 
day morning at 7.30, standard, for Ea&t- 
port, Lubec, Portland, and Boston. 
Returning leave Boston Monday at 8 

a. m.; Portland at 5 p. m. 
Through Tickets on sale at all Railway 

Stations, and Baggage Checked through. 
AF Passengers arriving in St. John in 

the evening can go direct to the Steamers 
and take Cabin Berth or Staterooms for 
the trip. \ 

  

For rates and information apply to near- 
est Ticket Agent. 

C. E. LAECHLER, Agent, 
St. John, N. B. 

A BIG CLUB. 
Cut this out and return to us with 

$1.25 (bank check, money order, or Can- 
adian currency) and we’ll send the follow- 
ing, postage prepaid : 

Vermont Farm Journal 1 Yr. 
Toronto Weekly Globe 1 Yr. 
American Poultry Advocate 1 Yr. 

The Gentlewoman 1 Yr, 

Marion Harland’s Cook Book. 
Ten Nights in a Bar Room. 

All For $1.25 Regular Cost $4. 
This combination fills a family need. 

Two farm payers for the men—The “Gen- 
tlewoman, an ideal paper for the ladies— 
Toronto hy Lacy 8 Globe for all—Marion 
Harland’s Cook Book with 300 pages and 
1,000 practical ve for the wife, and 
the book, “Ten Nights in a Bar Room, the 

eatest temperence novel of the age. 
wo cents brings samples of papers. 

Ww. L. PACKARD, 
VermontFarmdournal, PUBLISHER. 

WILMINGTON, VERMONT, U. S. A. 

1208 Main St, 

  

But it is no good—you are acting | 

  

QUEENS COUNTY 

GAZETTE. 
The Queens County Gazette will 
be issued from the office of 
Jas. A. Stewart, 

  

Main Stecet, Gagetown, N. B. 
been mistaken—that Honor loved him, | 

EVERY 

WEDNESDAY MORNING, 
In time for Desptach by the 
earliest malis of the day 

The Subscription price will be 

$1.00 PER YEAR IN ADVANGE. 
  

THE GAZETTE 

Job Printing 

Uepartment 
is equipped with good press, new type 
complete siock of material. 
large and we ' assorted stock J all kinds of 
Stationery. We are in a position to do all kinds 
Job Printing, such as 

Letter Head =. 

ote Ee c=. 

nd a 
We keep on hand a 

~nvelopes, 

Business Cards, 
Visiting Cards, 

Pamphlets, 
Dodgers, 

Posters, 

Circulars, 

Lables, 

Tickets, 

Tags, 

Books, 

Etc., Etc 

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED M0. 
Address 27! communications to 

Jas, A. Stewart, 

Publisher,   Gagetown, N. B 
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