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. No Question is ever Settled natil it is
gE 3 Settled Right.

. A Litr.e PorM BY Errna WHEELER
: _ Wirncox.
However the battle is erded, though
proudly the victor comes

. With fluttering flags and pranciug nags,
[« and echoing roll of drums, -
sl t

ruth proclaims this motto in letters
of living light ;

No question is ever rettled until it is set-

tled right.

&,

Though the heel of the strong oppressor
may grind the weak in the dust,

Ard the voree of Fame with one acclaim,
‘may call him great and just,

Let those who applaud take warning, and
keep this motto in sight ;

No question is ever settled until it is set-
tled right.

Let those who have failed take courage,
tho’ the enemy seems to have won,

Tho’ his ranks are strong, if he be in the
wrong, the battle 1s not yet done,

For, sure as the morning follows the dark-

est hour of the night,

No question is ever settled until it is set-

tled right.

O man bowed down with labor ! O woman

young, yet old !

O heart oppressed in the toiler’s breast,

and crushed by the power of gold !

Keep on with your weary battle against
triumphant night ;

No question is ever settled until it is set-
tled right.

# PR A —

Story Of Bertha Begg.

Mrs. Wainwright of Springtown, Mass-
achusetts, was sitting in the overdecorated
apartment which she denominated ber
boudoir, reading a volume of sermons,
when the door opened and her step-daugh-
ter entered the room. She looked up
from her book rather angrily. Perhaps
the soured expression of her face was due
to ill-digested theology, perhaps to ant-
agonism to her visitor, probably to both.

“So you have been flaunting about

town 1" she said. “If you had any sense
4. suame you would go and bury your-
!f in your bedroom, or leave the place
together ”
“ That’s just what I’m going to do,”
replied the other, coolly, as she unfastened
her bonney 1 hope you won’t languish
much. I have just been married to Joe
Begg.”

At this unexpected announcement Mrs.
Wainwright gasped. Her naturally sal-
low complexion turned to a sickly green.
She rose slowly from her chair, and the
pious volume fell from her lap.

[ You__"

“Stop !" interrapted the girl. “1 am
not going to be callcd bad names. I am
& married womau, and you have nothing
to do withy j¢ and my actions. Yes I
suppose you are pretty mad, Mrs. Wain-
wright, but Joseph J. Begg is my husband
and to-morrow I shake the dust «ff my
feet ou this slanderous city. Tbhat’s so.”

‘But Mrs. Wainwright did not accept
; the unwelcome news complacently. She
18 gave Bertba a piece of her mind, and a
1  wvery prejudiced, unkind morsel it was.
| By the terms of her late husband’s will
she had the control of Bertha’s fortune
antil her marriage. The thought that
the use of this more than comfortable sum
of money had slipped from her grasp was
wormwood. “I comgratulate you on

LAt 3
oy

you were pretty hard up, and so must he
have been to content himself with other
people’s leavings.”’

Bertha's face flushed, and her eyes
flashed rously.

“ You know that’s a wicked lie, But [
~was hard up. The only way to get clear
of all this slander, and of you, the head of

B

your choice,” she #aid at last. ‘1 reckcn |

it all was to marry, Checkmate, Mrs. | “No, decidedly not!” she replied,

Wainwright ; you thought that there
would not be a man to marry a com-
promised girl, and that you would go on
lining your nest with my feathers till the
end of the chapter. I have bought ahus-
band for twenty thousand dollars, and 1
have been to Lawyer Bostock to see about
getting in my pile, and I'm off to Europe
to-morrow, I think I have won this
game.”’

“ What about your husband ?"’ asked
the elder lady after the first sensation
of bewilderment and defeat had sub-

sided.

“Oh, he ghes to New York,” replied'
Bertha, cheerfully, “ He wanted us to
go together, but that was not my idea, ‘
I said to him, ‘Mr, Begg, I want my free-
dom, and am willing to pay for it. You
are not very well off. Yon are reporter
to The Springtown Herald, and your
salary is $40a month. You must have
money. Ycu once did me the honor of
professing that you would go through fire
and water, I want you to go through the
ceremony of marriage, which will be much
less painful. Then I give you twenty
thousani dollars, and you go your way
and I go mine.” And he said, ‘Yes’
and that’s how things are.”’

“1f you think Joseph J. Begg is the
man to let matters stand like this, yocu
mistake,” replied Mrs. Wainwright, glad
to find a shaft still left. ‘You haven’t
quite won yet, Bertha Begg !”’

Bertha laughed lightly, and left her
step-mcther to her reflections,

Mrs. Begg carriea out her intentions,
She came to Europe and travelled whither-
soever her faucy led her, flitting from
place to place like a cosmopolitan butter-
fly. As for her husbaud, she neither knew
nor cared what had becomed of him, In
fact to save a world of fatile explanation
she killed him outright and passed her-
self off as a wilow. She retained her
married name, however. It was nct
beautiful, but it bad cost a deal of money
and so had a certain value in her eyes.
Naturally she made many friends. A
wealthy, pretty American woman, with a
taste for epigram and a distinct inclination
towards virtue, does not find it ditficult
to obtain a footing in good society., If
her foot slips she 1s lost. But Bertba de-
termined to stand secure. No girl should
ever pretend.to be absorbed in the con-
templation of a cigar-shop window when
she passed by, as they had done in Mass-
achusetts. There was not a man living
who was worth it, Had not one vile mis-
creant traduced her innocent name, and
had she not bought that of another for a
miserable sum of money ? She had a con-
tewapt for the whole sex, a fact which
made her exceedingly popular among both
men and women.

For five years she led a free, happy life.
And then Mr. Augustus Fremaine
“dawned upon her horizon,”” The quo-
tation is from her own diary, whence this
sketeh of her life is gathered. She said
afterwards that he had risen like a miasmna
bat then she was prejudiced. This phen-
omenon—an expression which does uot
bind us to either metaphor—was a well-
known man about towu, of good family,
handsome, wellversed in the ways of men
and better in those of wowen.

What his income was and how he came
Yy it nc one could rightly tell, he him-
self never took the trouble to enlighten
his friends on the subject. However, he
was well received everywhere, ate and
diank of the best, and in spite of ome or
two strange stories that were whispered
in club smoking-rooms and in young
ladies’ sancta sanctorum, “Just one puff
of a cigarete, my dear, and do tell us what
you heard old So-and-So telling your
aunt about Gus Fremaine,”” was a univer-
sal favorite. But none of these slander-
ous reports had reached Bertha's ears.

When she first met him, at the beginning
of the London season, she found she was
strangely attracted towards him, A half-
cynical, half-sentimental flirtation sprang
up, and the cynicism waned and the senti-
ment waxed, much to Bertna’s rebellious
disgust, as the season advanced. Then a
kind friend hinted, even so delicately bus
still with subtle sureness, that Gus Fre-
maine had an eye upon her fortune. She
knew that he never could have a hand
upon it, since she was a married woman,
but the idea made her miserable. She met
him shortly afterwards and treated him in
the most distant maoner. He was
evidently puzzled and hurt.

“ What is the matter, Bertha "’ he ask-
ed, at last, “you are not yourself to-
night.”

“No, 'm not. I'm worried.
lost a lot of money.”

“ Speculation 1"

[ have

thing else. That’s the beauty of having

had a husband.
“ But you are not thinking of marry-
ing I"" he asked, in a tone of alarm,

“Yes, and if I marry I shall lose every-

tartly.

“That’s a comfort. I thought for a
moment I was going to lose vou. But
should such an awful calamity happen, to
whom would your money revert ?”’

“ Lunatic asylums, jails, hospitals.
How do [ know? If [ had the dealing of
it I should apply it to runniug a fire-and-
brimstone apparatus for the benefit of
Springtown, Massachusetts,”

“What a little spitfire you are! I/
shouldn’t like to come under the ban of
your displeasure,”’

“ No, don’t,” she said, laughingz at her
irrevereut ovtburst, And there the con-
versation ended.

Fremaine stood the test very well
Whatever may have been his disappoint-
ment on learning that the young and
wealthy widow would lose her fortune if
she married agsin, he allowed no signs to
appear, but devoted himself to her as much
as ever. For her part, Bertha could not
bring herself to understand the relations
that existed between them.

She could not marry him, she certainly
was not going to compromise herself for
bis sake, and yet the new sensation of
fonduess for a man was very delightful.
There were rocks ahead she knew, but
she did not feel stromg enough to alter;
her course ; so, trusting to Providence to
guide her safely past them, she shut her |
eyes and drifted deliciously down the
streamw.

Towards the latter part of October
Bertha and Fremaine found themselves
staying at a country house in Kent
There was the usual kind of party as-
sembled, some men down for the shoot-
ing, two or three literary and artistic
celebrities and a fair sprinkling of pretty
women, She was courted and adwired
by every one and was in love with all the
world, and especially with Mr. Gus Fre-
maine. She was no longer drifting. The
current was carrying her rather fast
Suddenly she came upon what her coun-
trywen call a “snag.”

The pariy was assembled omne evening
in the drawing room awaiting the signal
for dinner. The room was in ccsy ob-
scurity, ulways preferable in ‘these anti-
coenal minutes to brilliant illumination,

and Bertha, who was sitting in a low chair

by the fire shading ber face with a large
fan and conversing pleasantly. with Fre-
maine did not notice the presence of a new
arrival amosg the guests. She was only
aware of it when her hostness accompanied
by the stranger, Was standing beside her.
“ Mrs. Begg, I want to introduce you to
Mr. Hoveden, a distinguished compatriot
of yours.”

Bertha smiled, dropped her fan and was
about to acknowledge his formal bow
when a sudden blaze iu the fire lit up their
faces. Then came the electrit shock of
recognition,

“ Bertha !”

“You kere?”

“What ! you are old friends?’ cried
the hostess, * How very nice !”

Mrs, Begg could not reply. Her brain
was on a whirl, What fatality had
brought this terrible man here? But Mr.
Hoveden was quite self-possessed. He
smiled pleasantly and shook her nervous
fingers in a friendly fashion.

“Very old friends, I assure you. I
have the honor of being Mrs. Begg’s
cousin.”

She looked up almost gratefully in his
face. She had thought the end had come.
This at least was a reprieve.

“ We have not met for a good many
years,” she remarked, for the sake of say-
ing something.

“That’s true,” he replied. “ We'll
have a lot to talk about. Old times.”

“Then you must discuss them during
dinrer, which is just announced,” said
the hostess. * Come, Mr. Fremaine, you
must give up Mrs. Begg to her cousin to-
night and I’ll find you someone to take
in."

There was no help for it ; husband and
wife had to go arm-in-arm, and to sit next
one another during the long meal. Mr.
Hovaden, however, was quite at his ease.
He had a cleansshaven, imperturbable face
with large, blue eyes, whose innocency was
only belied by certain boldly-marked
wrinkles at the corners and by a slightly
contemptuous cutl of the lip. The faint
New York drawl that was distinguishable .
in his speech increased his air of self-pos-
session.

“I suppose you are having a good
time,” he said ; “ you look like it. ¥You
have not altered much since I saw you

' last. Do you think I have ?”

“ Yes, considerabiy,” she said, glancing
at his correct evening dress and fine linen.

“I’m glad you think so,’” he said, com-
placently. “You see I'm a distinguished
compatriot. [ guess that makes a differ-
ence.”

“ And how did you achieye distinction "’

“1f you want to keep up this little
comedy of cousinship,” he said, *“ you had

l

I am invited to join this circle on the | Fremaine. But at heart she was very un-
strength of my reputation. Like our | easy, often she would be aware of her
friend Snug in the tragedy, I play lion ” | husbaud’s bland glance fixed upon herself

“Wouldn’t the part of Moonshine be ' and her companion, and although she
more like it 7

you ever heard of Luke Hoveden 7 | vise in her cheek.
“ Why, you don’t write v | herself of the man.
“Yes, that’s me, Luke Hoveden, pro-} wretched day by dav.
prietor of New York Monitor aud manu- | only refuge.

bragging. It's not my forte.
you knéw why I’'m here.” man whose name she had bought was a |
The remainder of their conversation | sirong, earnest character, whom she could |
during dinner was mot confidential. It | not despise. By a strange coincidence— {
drifted on to ordinary topics, and was destiny, according to Mr. Hoveden—a |
shared by others who were sitting near. | letter came to her through her bankers,
Mr. Hoveden talked well and humorous- | from her stepmother, Mrs, Wainright, the
ly, and Bertha found herself listening to | first she had received from her old home. |
him with interest. She saw her husband | The old lady was very ill, confined to her
in an entirely new light—that of a man | room forlife. She wanted to make peace
of fame and influence. Perhaps, after all, | witac Bertha and to ask forgiveness for
she had done wrong in casting him aside. | helping to spread the calumny that Joseph |
But had she.not bought him for tweniy | Begg, years after her departure had proved |
thousand dollars ? The reflection caused | to the satiefaction of all Springtown te be
ber a little shiver of disgust, aund she { false, Heé had sought out her traducer, |
looked over at Gus Fremaine. who wae| whom he had first horsewhipped aud theu |
sitting at the other side of the table, N, | forced to confess his slanderous villainy, |
in spite of her husband’s biiiliaut posi- | *“ There i§ grit in that man,” added Mus, I
tion, he was not the equal of this man, a | Wainright, :

better know somethiug about your cousir, she had yet dene, her flirtation witk Gus |

| pretty fierce,

thoroughored, gallant gentleman, the soul
of honor and tenderuess—aud she gave
him a glance expressive of her opinion.

The next day Hoveden found his wife |
waiting for him in the morning room.
She had passed a restless night, and felt
very irritable and nervous. “So, Joseph
Begg, we have been fated to mee. at last,”
she said.

“I'm glad you say ‘fated,”’’ he an-
swered. “ You may thiuk it queer for a
New York newspaper man to talk about |
destiny ; but I believe in it. 1 believed |
in mine five years ago. Something more |
than chance bas brought us together now, |
Bertha. Is there no hope for me ?”’ i

“] don’t know what you mean ?” she |
replied, coldly. |

“It won’t take long to explain. Five |
years ago, when 1 was struggling with a |
poverty you never dreamed of, I loved |
you, and, though it seemed hopeless, |
something told me I shonld win you. 1|
married you,

We both of us know the |
conditions, For five years [ have loved |
you, and I have worked on and bided my |
time. I knew it would come sooner orf
later, so I never sought to communicate |
with you. When you married me [ was |
a poor devil, with tnose dear to me iu':
want, Now I have a position and as :
much money as is good for a man to have, |
and a love that a woman will not find |
every day. All this is yours by right, |
Will you think about accepting it ?”

“] don’t think you had better say any |
more,” she said, contemptuously. “I|
might be tempted to turn nasty. If that’s ,
what you wanted to tell me about, I
reckon you had better have gone out
shooting. You’ve missed your bird this
time, Mr, Begg.”

He showed no signs of discomfiture at
her rebuft. In fact he looked more cheer- [
ful than before. i

“You'll think better of it some day,” |
he said. “I’ll wait. There’s a lot of |
good in patience. I have a long score to |
settle with you flrst, and then to show you |
that I am not the mean-spirited rogue |
you think me. I played a high stake, |
my honor and self-respect ; and I take it
I have not lost yet. I am simply waiting
for the hand.”

“To continue the metaphor, I have |
heard of such a thing as ¢ bluffing.””

“(Certainly. But you may stake your
bottom dollar on four aces, and when we
show hands I may bhave a royal flush.
Stranger things bave happened.” ¥

“ Well, be that as it may, you haven’t
shown much this time. In the mean-
while when are you leaving Nosbury !”

“ When the term of my visit is over ;
not before,”’ he replied, with an aggra-
vating smile. “So it seems that unless
you have urgent business calling you else-
where we may be together under this roof
for about a week.”

“Oh, I have not the least intentirn of
running away from you,” she said, defi- i
antly. “ Why should I, indeed ?” 5

She was on the point of continuing her |
speech, taunting him for inflicting his un- |

|
:

bis eye, and something in his glance

in his company. “ Perhaps, after all, it is

clearly that 1 mean to be boss.”
With this praiseworthy aim in view she

supreme indifference, spoke to him with

lothen, and continued, more openly than

welcome presence upon her, but she caught 5

checked her. }

She was very avgry with herself. She
bad intended to “hound bim back to'
America,” but somehow she had not suc-
ceeded. She certainly had not anticipat- ‘
ed the prospect of passing a wnole weck |

Her first impulse was to show him the |
letter and thank him, but she hardened |
her heart, and let him go away from Nos- i
bury igno.ant that she was aware of what |
he had doue. {

When she returr.ed to London, accom. |
panied by Fremaiue, she thought thai '
would hear no more of ber husband, but
she was mistaken. He paid ber a formal
call, and as she had other visitors at the |
time, one of whom had been staying at |
Nosbury, she was bound to rece.ve him |
with civility. He seemed to pursue ber
life like fate. If she went to the theatre |
he was in a stall some way bLehind her, |
If she went out shopping he passed her in
the street. In friends’
him, an bonored guest, He never alluded ;
to the hopes that he still entertained. He |
was always courteous and self-possessed. |

All this time Mr. Augustus Fremaine |
was aware that he was not looked upon
kindly by Mrs. Begg’s cousin.

That gentleman always treated him |
with his usual imperturbable good humor |
but something in his remarks had a satiri- |
cal flavor which Fremaine did nct relish. |
1f he bad known that the quiet, blue-eyed |
American hated him and despised him,
and knew every secret of his miserable |
soul, he would have been Jes: at his ease.
As it was, he felt that there was danger in
the wind, and that it behooved him to act |
promptly.

It was a small off.-season dance. The |
lovers were alone in a convenient sitting-
out place, and Fremaine was speaking
passionately .

“] cannot live without you, Berthn.i
Heaven knows I would live in a hovel if |
you bid me, with yourglad eyes to bright- |
en it, But you will not marry me, so
what else is to be done? This state of
thin.s is driving me mad. I must have
you all to myself, be with you always, |
love you always. Say one little word, |
and let us both be bappy.” '

He had often hinted at it before ; the
idea was not new to her, It wasa terrible
step to take, but, at the same time, asolu- |
tion of her difficulties, Besides, she!
thought she loved him. He was so hand-
some as he pleaded.

They would go far away, he said, where- l
ever she liked, and over the world, in |

shie |

houses she met

| sunuy lands where nothing should trouble |

her, nothing meet her but love every- |
where. The words were commonplace, |
the argument hackneyed, but the voice |
that uttered them was full of passion. A
thrill of wild resolve passed through her. |
She rose impulsively from the sofa, where |
she had been sitting by his side, and, hold- |
ing out her hands to him, she eried :

“ Yes, I will go with you, I have no |
one else in the world,” and then, as the
music struck up in the dancing-room, |
“Come, this is one of our waltzes! 1
must dance to our happiness.”

When it was over they went to the
supper-room, She was flushed with ex-
citement, and her Jark eyes sparkled.

“You have never been so lovely as you
are to-night,’” he whispered,

But she did not beed him. She had
caught sight of her husband, who had been |
talking to the host,

“ Look ! she said.

“QOur incubus again,” said Fremaine.
“ Thank beaven we will be clear of bhim
soon.”

Something in his toue jarred upon her.
By an inexplicable feminine impulse she

’

best.” she thought, I can show him pretty | went up to Hoveden and greeted him
and |

| pleased, while Fremaine stood by frowu-

cordially He seemed surprised

treated his presence in the house with | ing and pulling his moastache. To add! “It me\}

| to his annoyance bis bost toek him aside

well.assumed easy familiarity before ' to speak to hiwm, and busband and wife | scamp,” he

l

were alone,

| warmth into her heart.

| soon.

| the usual bustle and confusion.

| vet arrived.

' further corner of the car.

' bulky package.

“[ wunt to thank you for thrashimz
| Fred Warrender in Springtown,”” she said,
| “I am ready to thrash anybody wha
trifles with your good name,” he said,

‘% grimly, and for a second his face looked
| would toss her head defiantly, she felt a |
“That’s clever, but it doesn’t fit. Have | burning glow of shame and indignaticn |
If only she could rid |
She grew more | timidiy.
Fremaine was her |
She loved himi ; she would |
facturer of popular stories. I don’t like | go to the end of the world with him. To '
But now | complete her bitterness, she found the

Bertha saw the rapid flashy
and felt frightened.

“1 also want to say good-bye,”” she said
“T am going abroad soon, and
vou will be off to New York, and we shall
not be meeting again. 1 hope we part
good friends.”

“Why should we part at all, Bertha?®
be
happy, living like this, alone, Comeand
help me lead a man’s life.”

*“You are doing that without my help.’®

And then, aware that she had admitted
more than she intended, she said, hurried«

he said in a low voice. * You cannot

lv, “ No, all that is impossible ; vou must
not spoil your life with foolish hopes,
We must each go our own wav., Here i3
my partner coming. it vou heur anys
thing bad of me, remember old times,
Good-bye, cousin,”

Bertha did not dance any  mor She
left almost rmumediately Freman aw
lier 1uto ber carriage,

“You quite understand,”” he whi~pered,
as she closed the door “The e¢leven

| o’clock train at Churn g Cr This time
to-worrow we shall be in Pars

It was all settled. She had made up
her mind., It was too late to draw back
now. Besides, why should she draw back ?
Did she not love Gus Fremaine? Li‘e

| would be a terrible blank without him,
The great hotel where she was living
gseemed bare and comfortless ; she could
not pass the remainder of her davs in this
wrvtchcd, homeless way, She was so
lonely, too, at times—glad to have hep
maid to bring her work a: t with her
for company’s sake. Au yther ?
She would not think of him. No, she
would take a littie chloral «ud oo to sl 2P,

In the mornivg her maid woke her

eurly, and brought her a note from Fre.

maine, It was only a lover’s note ree
minding her of her journey-—as if she
needed reminding ! They were not to be
seen on the platform together. His maun

would go early and get tickets and engace
a cartiage and see to her comfort. He
himself would come rather late,

It was a dull, wet December morning,
A thin, damp wist filled the railway sta.
tion, and Beriha shivered with cold in
spite of her furs., Her spirits were below
Zero.

As she glanced at the refreshment-room,
she wished she was a mau, and could go
in there and have some brandy to pat
She envied the

smart servant who came out wiping his
lips, and, after looking about, hurrried up
to her with many apologies tor keepiug
her waiting. He had not expected her so

Here was her ticket. Would she

allow him to see her into the carriage he
had reserved? She followed him me-
chanically. On the platform there was
Knnh‘uf
friends were standing about laughing aud
talking. light

E\'ﬁr}'u[l(' seemed to be Q
hearted, so glad to get out of Londou fogs

aud away to southern sunshine

She sat in the corner of the railway car.
riage aud waited, Why had she cowe so0
early I Pcople passed by and glanced in
at the window. She iwmagined she was
already an object of scorn. She looked
out in seareh of Fremaine. HMHe had not
3 He was cutting it rather
fine ; only two minutes more and the train
would start. Suddenly the wish flasaed
through her—if only he could arrive too
late! Then the thought tollowed that
she was not yet compromised, that sbe
still would have time to get out of the
train and drive back home. She
up and began bastily to take down her
light luggage from the rack. Put the two
minutes had elapsed. The train had be.
gun to move, Sbe heard a porter’s voice
shouting, * Engagea carriage, sir ! Here
itis ; look sharp,sir!”” The door opened,
a portmanteau was thrown in ; but in.
stead of it being followed by the man she

‘lUL‘d

| expected, Mr. Hoveden sprang into the

compartment,
“ That was a close shave,” he remarked,

' as the train steamed out of the station,

Bertha stared aghast and recoiled to the
She could say
aothing ; ber usual assurance failed her,

Hoveden allowed her time to recover
herself, and set about arranging his things

" and taking *ome articles out of the pocket

At last he banded her »
*“ [ believe this s yours}”’

of his ulster,

he said.

She took it and mechanically undid the
string. The parcel contained her letters
to Gus Fremaine.

“ What does it mean—I don’t uaders
stand 7’ she asked, bewildered.
ot [ have rescued'my wife's

. " hands of an infernal
r‘e}ued calmly. * Read thia."
' (Crtinued on page 4.)
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