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 SWEET IS REVENGE.
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CHAPTER XVIIL—A PuaNrvn STORY.

The bright sunshine of a summer morn-
ing shone mto the sitting room of a lodging
house situated in a quiet seat, not far re-
moved from Hanover square.  The apart-
ment, though not wholly uncomfortable,
showed little effort at adornment.  Moreen
curtains. once erimson, but now faded to a
tawny hue, hung from mahogany poles
by wooden rings that rattled noisily when
moved : the floor was covered by a carpet

somewhat threadbare with the passage of

feet, but retaining much of its primitive

freshness where it had been mercifully
sheltered by the center table. A large
mirror in a gilt frame, from which the

floral ornamentation had been  broken,
stood upon the chimney piece of cracked
white marble, and reflected the large bou-
(uet pattern of the wall paper, relieved
here and there by lithographs after Sir Ed-
win Landseer's pictures encased in cum-
berous trames.

It was just ten o'clock, and Mrs. Sim-
mons was busily engaged in brushing the
crumbs from the center table, at which

——

someone had already breakfasted, routing |

an army of flies from the cut glass sugar
bowl, and arranging a bunch of flowers
which she placed beside a white and gold
china breakfast cup. Her round, shining,
good natured face wore an air ot perplex-
ity ; her plump hands dallied with the
plates, knives and spoons as it her mind
was wholly preoceupied, and presently,
when the door opened and Lady Fother-
gille entered, the landlady fairly started.

“(yood morning, Miss Ethel—beg par-
don, I mean my lady,” she said, her eyes
brightening.

“Dear old nurse, dont call me ‘my
ladv. —let me forget, it I can, all that has
h:ll;lwm-d within the last few months.”

Mrs. Simmons smoothed out the white
apron tied round her ample person, and
regarded Lady Fothergille closely.

““You have been erving again this morn-
ing I can see—your eyes are quite red.”

I couldn’t help it.” Ethel replied, striv-
ing to keep back her tears even then.

“Well never mind, my dear. Sit down,
Il bring up your breakfast in a minute,
and I hope you have some appetite after
vour long journey. I can tell yvou I was
surprised to see you driving up to my door
in the early morning.”

Ethel seated herself on the springless
horse-hair sofa, the faded chintz cover of
which concealed a multitude of blemishes.
Presently the odor of fried bacon rose
from the lower regions and pervaded the
house. It carried back her thoughts to her
early days, when bacon and eggs were al
lowed the hard-working doctor and his
growing family on Sunday mornings as a
special privilege. Shabby as the old home
was, well-worn and home-made as her
clothes were, she was happy then—before
the cares of life and the shadows of the
future fretted her mind—happier perhaps
than she had been since.

The entrance of Mrs. Simmons bearing
a tempting breakfast on a tray, interrupted
her thoughts and brought her back to the
unhappy present.

“Now, my dearie, if you eat a good
breakfast you will feel much better; and
you needs be that, for your pretty face is
pale, and your eyes are sunken in your
head from erying. Sit down here and I'll
wait on you myself, and gratetul I am to

whatever chance it was that brought you | :
| stand upon the doorstep irresolutely, then

back to me once more.”

++You are the kindest old nurse in the |

world,” Lady Fothergille replied with a
smile. **What would you say if I were to
live with you for ever.” .

1 should teel proud and glad, my dear
—you were always my favorite child,” Mrs.
Simmons answered. ‘‘But you cnly say

that in jest—! know you don’t mean it, my |

lady.”

““No! I am quite in earnest, I shall
never go back to the abbey.”

The perplexed look which had hovered
over the landlady’s florid countenance now
deepened. She made no immediate reply,
but watched Ethel closely, studying her
looks, thinking over her words, and striv-
ing to arrive at some definite conclusion.
When breakfast was finished she quietly
said :

“Now, my dear, you told me nothing
this morning, nor did I ask, seeing how
pale and tired you were, but today you
will tell your old nurse what has happened
to bring you up to town alone and make
you so unhappy. I have seen a good deal
of the world, my dear, and my experience
may help you.”

“] know your kindly intentions, nurse,
but I fear no one can help me,” Ethel
replied, rising from her chair and taking a
seat on the sofa.

«Wait one moment,” cried Mrs. Sim-
wons, walking quietly to the door and
opening it suddenly. *‘I'm afraid the maid
listens,” she explained. *I'll send her up-
stairs, and then we can be quite safe.”

Having issued her orders she returned,
shut the door, and sat down beside Lady
Fothergille.

«Now tell me what is your trouble.”

«Sir Danvers and I have parted,” Ethel
replied.

“Parted!” cried Mrs. Simmons in
astonishment, as she looked shrewdly at
Ethel.

“Yes. Lately his manner began to
change towards me—I don’t know why—
and then yesterday he came into my room
and declared I had betrayed him, that he
had proofs of my disloyalty, and he hoped
never to see my face or hear my voice
again !”

“Did you give him any cause
jealousy ?”

Ethel drew herself up and looked indi-
gnantly at her questioner.

“Don’t be angry my dear, but I know
young wives, without meaning any harm,
are sometimes foolish.”

] gave him no cause.”

“Then he must be a brute,” said the land-
lady, sympathetically.

“Oh Alice, you don’t know him or you
would not say that. He is one of the
kindest and noblest of men.”

““Was there any one in the house, any
Kretty women that flattered him? I know

ow forward and brazen some of them can
be, my dear.”

“Clertainly not,” replied Ethel, indig-
nantly.

for
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“T'hen I can't understand it. What did
you say when he made these charges, my
dear,” she asked.

“I told him they were false, but he
wouldn’t listen.

to ask him what they were. I could not
bear that he should think me otherwise
that I am, his loyal and devoted wite, and
now I shall never forgive him, never,” she
added, bursting into tears.

“But why did you leave him: don’t cry
dear.”

““I could not stay with him after such an
accusation, and besides he said we must live
apart in future, that he would leave the ab-
bey in the morning and trusted I would
have gone before his return. It was too
cruel, I cannot bear to think he could say
such things to me,” she sobbed, tears run-
ning down her cheeks.

“*And then you came away, poor child,” |
said Mrs. Simmons soothingly, as she put |

her arm round Lady Fothergille's waist.
“You wrote to him, I suppose, denying
the charge and told him where you were

roinge.”’
going.

He said he had proofs of

my unfaithfulness and I was too indignant " knitted antimacassars, stood at equal dis-

PROGRESS,

you were so positive,” replied Mrs. Sim-
mons. **But, 1f you don’t do it today you
will tomorrow—it's only a question of time,
I'm sure.”

“Never,” cried Ethel.

“Never. I can-

| not forgive him.”

At seven o'clock that evening Lady

t Fothergille sat in Mrs. Simmons’ drawing-

' Freeman appeared, looked

room, an apartment pervaded by a musty
odor, as if not frequently used. White
lace curtains screened the tall windows, be-
tween which stood a small table, bearing a
family bible surmounted by a tea caddy:
bunches of flowers under glass shades or-

namented the chimney-piece ; chairs, with |

tances like sentinels along the walls; a
chandelier suspended from the ceiling.

The room was empty on her entrance,
but she had not long been seated when the
rustling of a silk dress,” such as she had
heard in the morning, fell upon her ears.
It suddenly ceased, and then looking atthe
door Ethel saw the handle_turn. It was
not, however, pushed open ; whoever stood
on the threshold hesitated to enter, the
swish of the silk dress was heard retreating
and once more drawing near, then the door
swang back, when a second later Mrs.
round her
swiltly, and seeing Ethel, bowed nervously

without speaking.
The long, pale, sensitive face lighted by |
' dark eyes expressive by turn of restless- |

ness, timidity, and pathos, and set in a

' frame of rich brown hair, heavily streaked

“No, I didn't, how could I after such |

words.
was not going to plead my innocence. |
left him as he desired, and 1 shall never
go back.”

“But your whole lite will be spoilt.”

It he did not wish to hear me I |

with silver, at once struck Ethel's atten-
tion and appealed to her sympathy in a
manner she could not explain.

' something pathetic, not only in the count-

“l cannot help that, the fault is not |

mine.”

“There is some misunderstanding, but
what it is I can't say. Ilave you any
enemies ; perhaps his daughter wished to
part you.”

“No0, no, she is the dearest and sweetest
of girls, but I'm sure I have an enemy,
though I have no reason to think so, save
that I instinctively dread her.”

““Ah, now we are coming to the point.
Who is this woman ?”

“*Mrs. Crayworth who has been staying
at the abbey. Yet I cannot see what ad-

vantage she would gain from a quarrel be- |

tween Sir Danvers and myself.”

“No, it’s hard to fathom such women,
but I have no doubt she has made this
trouble. Is she in love with Sir Danvers
herself ?”

“I can't say, she is a widow.”

““They are always the worst, trust them
for making mischief between man and
wile.”

“Even if she did scheme—he, my hus-
band, should not have believed her word
before mine. I shall never forgive him—
nor do I ever wish to see him again,” Lady
Fothergille said between her sobs.

The words Sir Danvers had spoken yet
rankled in her mind, filling her with in-
dignation, wounding her pride anew.

Mrs. Simmons made no remark, being
busily engaged in thinking how she could
best awaken Sir Danvers to the wrong he
had done his wife—the girl whom she had
reared and still loyally loved, and by what
means she could reunite them once more.

In the pause which ensued a light foot-
step and the sweep of a silk dress was
heard descending the stairs and passing
through the hall. A second later and the
street door shut almost noiselessly.

“*That is my queer lodger,” said Mrs.
Simmons, starting up and going towards
the window. Sheltered behind one of the

| faded moreen curtains, she looked into the

street and saw a tall figure closely veiled,
and dressed in shabby black garments,

turn swiftly to the right, and almost im-
mediately retrace her steps and take the
opposite direction.

] can’t make her out,” continued the
landlady, ““and yet, I have no doubt, she's
a gentlewoman born and bred,” she added,
anxious to detract Ethel from the remem-
brance of her grief.

«“What is her name ?”
inquired.

“Freeman—Mrs. Freeman.  She
been with me a couple of months, never
gives any trouble, and is as quiet in the
house as a mouse.  She’s hard up I know,
but she has great hopes of plenty of money
when her husband comes back, where
is, or who he is, she never says, and it
seems to me there is something mysterious
about her.”

“Poor thing, perhaps, he is also in
trouble,” said Ethel.

“Many a wife is, my dear, and through
no fault of her own.  She thinks she owes
me several weeks’ rent, but she don't,
though I mustn’t tell her so.”

“Why not. It might be a relief to her
mind.”

“Well, I'm not allowed. You see it
happened in this way,” explained Mrs.
Simmons : “One evening, when she came
back a young man came with her.  When
she had gone up to her own room he re-

turned and made enquiries about her pay- |
at the

ments. Sh(‘, owed me two \V(?Cks
time, and I was thinking of giving her
notice. He then told me he was entrusted
by her friends to ask about her and pay
her rent, though she mustn’t know that, as,
owing to some family quarrel, she would
not accept anything from them, and would
rather suffer want than receive their help.
So here she remamns with me.”

“Did he tell you who her family were ?”

“No, that was another mystery. I hope,
dear, you will not mind dining with her
this evening ; | have but one dining room,
and you will find her quite a gentle
woman.”

] should like to see her,” Ethel replied,
“‘you have interested me in her already.”

““Ah, you always was that pleasant and
agreeable you'd do anything for your old
purse.” said Mrs. Simiaons, smiling on
her.

““And my old nurse would do anything
for me.”

“Now my dear, it you will take an old
woman's advice, you will dry your pretty
eyes and write a letter to Sir Danvers.
telling him you are innocent of his charges,
that he has been in the wrong, and letting
him know you are safe with me.”

“No, I cannot do that. If he believes
me guilty, let him. If he wishes to know
where I am, he will find out.”

““Who would think, to look at you, that

When you can get 10 quarts of delicious
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bothering with raw ones.

Lady Fothergille |

he |

enance, but in the tall spare figure, and in
the highly nervous manner ot the woman.
“How do you do,” Lady Fothergille said,
rising, scarcely knowing what to say.
“] am well. thank you. Mrs.

|

| which was enclosed her husband’s portrait.

There was |

know him,’
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““I have known sorrow,” Ethel replied
sadly. .
“i knew it. There is something in the
eyes of those who have grieved which tells
it, even though the smiles upon their lips,
and the words upon their tongues deny it,
and once having known sorrow they feel
for those in misery. You understand me.” |

“Perfectly,” Lady Fothergille answered.

“*And you will help me if you can,” Mrs.
Freeman pleaded.

“Certainly. 1 shall be glad to aid you
if possible.”” said Ethel, who was filled with
pity for the woman.

“I trust you, I trust you,” she said, still
looking into Ethel’s eyes, and then suddenly |
adding after a pause, ‘“My name is not
Freeman.”

“Then what is it P

“Fothergille.”

“And vour husband ?"

“Is Capt. Fothergille.
him,” she said eagerly.

“There may be many men bearing the

|

Do you know

same name in the army; what was his
christian name ?”

«John,” she replied. **Tell me if you
* she implored. ,

I cannot say,” Ethel replied, cautiously.
“My husband’s cousin is Capt. John
Fothergille; but he is not married,” she
added, remembering his attentions to Meg.

“Then it cannot be the same, but wait,
I will show you his photograph,” said she
who had been called Mrs. Freeman, as she
took trom her pocket a leather case in

Ethel held it under the gas: one glance |
sufficed to show her it was Sir Danvers’ |

| cousin.

Simmons |

told me I should find a new lodger here— |

Miss Fayne.”

“Yes,” replied thel who desired her
name should remain unknown.  *‘I
early this morning.”

«T have been here some time,” said Mrs.
Freeman, advancing into the room and
sitting down with her back to the waning
light. I am waiting—always waiting.”

““What for?"

The question startled her, she looked
keenly at the speaker, and then seeming to
gain confidence from the expression of her
face, answered, **For my husband. He
is away at present in France, but he will
return sometime—sometime.”

“He does not know yvou are waiting for
him ?”

“No, I wish to give him a surprise. He
does not expect to see me, but he will be
glad when we meet.”

“‘But how are you to know when he re-
turns 2%

“His servant Barlyl will tell me.”

“Barlyl,” repeated KEthel. The name
seemed familiar to her, but she could not
just then remember where she had heard
it, or to whom it belonged.

“Yes, he is very kind.  He speaks to

' me about my husband, and he let me take
Cand keep one of my husband’s photo-

graphs.”

Her hearer felt puzzled, there was some-
thing strange in the idea of a servant giving
his master’s portrait to his master’s wife.
The smell of roast beef and apple tart which
had been growing stronger every minute,
now reached its climax, when Mrs, Sim-
mons flung open the door and announced
that dinner was served.

All through the meal Mrs. Freeman was
silent, she ate but little, drank no wine,
seemed wrapped up in her own thoughts,
and relieved when dinner ended.

“It you ladies will go back to the

- drawing-room I will bring you some tea in

has |

halt-an-hour,” Mrs. Simmons said, her
face shining from the effect ot her recent
labors in the lower regions.

Those she addressed rose, and Ethel wait-
ed for Mrs. Freeman to pass before her, but
the latter shrank back, and after a friendly
dispute Lady Fothergille preceded her.
As she went up the narrow stairway she
dropped her handkerchief. Mrs. Freeman
picked it up, and was about to return it to
its owner, when her eyes fell upon the
name 1t bore and she gazed upon it in seem-
ing wonder and consternation.

*Fothergille ! Fothergille! Fothergille !
she repeated as she entered the drawing-
room.

Ethel started at the name, and turning
round, was surprised to see Mrs. Free-
man’s face flushed, her eves sparkle, and
her whole appearance excited.

It is yours,” she said, holding out the
handkerehief in a hand that trembled from
emotion. *‘I saw vou let it fall—tell me

' do vou know anyone of that name ?”

Ethel drew back a step from the woman’s
strangely altered face, on which a hectic

" flush burned brightly, and for a second it

flashed upon her that Mrs. Freeman had
become insane. For economical reasons
the landlady had turned down the gaslight
of the chandelier, so that the room was
half in shadow, but the lurid eager eyes of
the questioner shone through the gloom.

““Speak,” she said in an imploring voice.

It is my name,” Ethel replied, hoping
to calm her.

“Yours!
Fayne.”

“So I was before I married.
band’s name is Fothergille.”

«Husband ! Mrs. Freeman repeated,
putting her hand to her heart, a look of
fear dawning in her eyes. *“Where is he
now ?”

“In the countr‘\',” answered Ethel, still
intent upon calming her.

“Not in France, you are certain he is
not in France,” her questioner gasped, the
expression of anxiety on her face becoming
painful from intensity.

“I am quite sure. You seem anxious
and excited, won't you sit down.”

“No,” Mrs. Freeman answered, and then
paused as if holding communication with
herself. Suddenly she looked around, ad-
vanced quickly to the door, which stood
partly ajar, closed it, and returned to
where Ethel still stood lost in wonder at
this woman’s strange words and move-
ments. ‘I think I can trust you,” she
said in a calmer tone, looking searchingly
into Ethel's face. *Your eyes are kind
and you too have suffered, you have a
heart.”

The words touched her hearer because
of the appealing tone in which they were
spoken.

[ was told you were Miss

My hus-
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“You know him,” exclaimed the strange |
woman, reading her face.

“Yes. He is my husband’s cousin.”

“Then,” she said, excitedly, *‘you can
tell me when he will return from France.”

“He is not in France, he is in Eng-
land.”

«*He has come back, I did not know.”

Ethel saw the poor woman bad been
misinformed, but refrained from pointing
out the deception lest it might give her ad-
ditional pain.

“Ile is at present staying at Fother-
gille abbey, Hayton, Devonshire,” she. re-
plied.

““Then I must see him at once.
oo to him.”

“Does he know you are here ?”

“No, he thinks I am in Australia, but
those who kept us apart had pity at last,
and let me go, and I have come back to |
him,” the unhappy woman said, he» manner |
becoming excited, a wild light burning in |
her eyes. ;

“] don't understand,” said Ethel. **Why |
should they have parted you ?”

“‘Because they were wicked people, and
—and—" she said, looking round her,
“Ihey said I was mad.”

Her hearer started, the thoughts that for
some time had been gaining ground in her
mind were suddenly put into words.

I will

“Don’t be frightened,” she said, seeing
Lady Fothergille’s movement. ‘It was
only one of their wicked lies. I was ill, |

but [ am quite well now, as I shall prove
to my husband, and when he sces me he
will believe it, and we shall be happy
again.

“Where were vou married,” Ethel
asked, thinking this might be an insane de-
lusion.

“In Melbourne, I will show you the
certificate, I always keep it with me,” she
answered, opening the upper part of her
dress and taking out a little silk bag sus-
ended from her neck by a string. Open-
ing this she drew forth a paper certifying
that Anne Lawson, spinster, was married
to John Fothergill. *‘I have always kept
it with me,” she added, “‘even they let me
wear it, they did not deny I was his wife,
they could not.”

Ethel handed it back in silence, a sense
of depression fell upon her as she con-
cluded this poor woman had been wronged,
by whom she did not yet know, though
she could not refrain from suspecting.

“Where did you meet the captain,” she
asked.

I will tell you all, then you will per-
haps be able to help me.”

**I shall be glad if I can,” she answered,
raising her hand to turn on the gas and
lighten the room, for sitting in this semi-
light oppressed her.

“Stay,” said Mrs. Fothergille, placing
her hand on Ethel's arm.  “If you please
I would rather not have a strong light, 1
can talk best whilst it’s like this—I am
used to it and I like it,” she explained.

“Very well,” Ethel replied, anxious to
humour her. It was in Melbourne you
met Captain Fothergille, I suppose,” she
added, desirous to lead her to speak of her
past life.

“Yes. He had just come from the gold
diggings when he was introduced to me,
and from the first day I saw him 1 loved
him. No man had ever spoken to me as
he had ; he told me of his fove in words
such as I had never heard before; and
when he asked me to be his wife I ans-
wered my heart had been his from the
first.”

She paused a moment as if to linger over
recollections which softened and beautified
her face as with a glow of inward light.

“I should have been completely happy
if it were not that my father opposed my
marriage, and set his face against the
man I had chosen as my husband. On this
we disagreed for the first time in our lives,
for I loved him well. 1 was the only child,
and had never known my mother's face. He
disliked the captain, whom he called an
adventurer, but I pointed out that he had
held a high position in the army; he said
he was penniless, but, I answered, my
fortune—which came to me from by mother
—was sufficient for both. He knew it
would break my heart if I did not magry
Capt. Fothergille, and eventually he gave
his consent to our union. We were there-
fore married, but soon a cloud came upon
my new life, for my father died. It was
the first great grief I had known, and it
weighed upon me. I should not have been
so selfish as to indulge in it, for I fear my
husband found me dull, and my home not
so cheerful as before. He remained absent
from me for many hours every day, and
sought pastime at the card table.”

“Had you been long married at this
time,” Ethel asked.

“Only a few months.

I strove to conceal
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my grief, and to appear resigned. I asked
my husband to bring his triends to our
house, which he frequently did, and atter
supper they naturally played—sometimes 1
fear for high stakes. Anything was better
to me than his absence, for 1 loved him
with all my heart, and was jealous of every
hour he spent away from me. I therefore
did not remonstrate with him for the losses,
which I knew he met with, at play.”

“He gambled ! Ethel remarked.

“He did. I could always tell by his

manner when he won and when he lost,

though what were the sums that changed

hands I never ventured to ask—all I had |

was his to do with as he pleased.”
“Did you not urge him to give up gambl-

ing "

“Yes, but he would not heed me. We
were about twelve months married, and |
was expecting the birth of our child, when
the darkness fell upon me that ruined my

' lite,” she said, a nervous spasm contracting

her face, a wandering restless look coming
into her eyes.

“Do not speak of what pains you,” Ethel
said, compassionately.

«*You must hear all, I have told it to no
one else, but 1 want you to understand
me,” she replied, and then continued more

'slowly, *‘I knew he had been losing for

some time. One evening, Hawkins, the
man who had won his money. came to sup-
per with us, he was to start for Sydney
next day, and my husband said he must
have his revenge. | retired early, but I
could not rest. I dosed and woke, again
and again ; then, I must have dreamt, for
what I saw could not be real,” she said,
putting one hand to her forehead, as if to
concentrate her thoughts, *I dreamt I
heard a noise, and went softly downstairs,
the sounds increased as I drew near—the
sounds of a scufle—I hurried onward and
reached the room where I had left my hus-
band, to find him standing with a knife in
his hand over the prostrate body of Haw-
kins -the hand holding the knife was
smeared with blood. I gave a scream, and
immediately felt as it a blow had been dealt
me by my husband.”

She shuddered at the remembrance of
the painful scene her words called vp, and
her tace grew ghastly pale.

«“I suppose I was delirious, for when I

began to recover I found myself in a great |

house surrounded by insane people. My
hair was cut, I wore a uniform, and doc-
tors came and saw me continually. They
told me I had been ill of brain fever. that
my child was born dead, and I myselt had
made a hard struggle for recovery. I
asked for my husband, being sure he
would come and take me away, but they
said he had returned to England. No
doubt they assured him 1 was hopelessly
mad, and would never recover, for he left
no word for me, wrote me no letter—they
may have told him I was dead. 1 would
have left the place immediately, but they
would not allow me; at times memory de-
serted me, the past was blotted out, a great
cloud hung over me, and the remembrance
of this terrible dream pursued me; but
gradually I grew better, the dream became
more faint in my mind, and I was pro-
nounced well. When I was permitted to
leave, an old friend and school-fellow took
me to her home, who sheltered and pro-
tected me.”

“Did you not write to your husband,
asked Ethel.”

“No, I determined to seck him,
he knew 1 was coming he might forbid me,
and I could not disobey him. He had
taken my money, not thinking I should
want it ; no doubt he would have sent me
some if I had asked him. My friend strove
to dissuade me from following him, she
did not know how much 1 %ovcd him.
Under the name of Mrs. Freeman I sovght
for and obtained a situation as stewardess
on board a steamer coming to London, and
with the money [ earned and that which
my friend lent me, I have since lived here
awaiting my husband’s return.  But now

ou have told me where he is, I shall seek
jim and all will be well,” she concluded,
her countenance beaming with delight.

Lady Fothergille understanding from the
artless confession she had heard, the cruel
heartless character of the captain, feared a
fresh grief awaited his wife, but she with-
held from clouding her happiness by words
of doubt or warning.

“Would it not be better to let him know
you are in England ?” she suggested.

“No, no, I must see him. 1 have waited
so long and so patiently for the hour, and
he is so near. I must go to him,” she re-
plied excitedly.  <“You will tell me how I
can ]get there. I shall start tomorrow.

“If you will allow me to lend you some
money, I shall be glad. We are no longer
strangers, my husband is Capt. Fother-
gille’s cousin, so we are kinswomen and
need not stand on ceremony.”

“You are very good,” she said hesi-
tatingly, her hand almost unconsciously
touching a heavy gold brooch, her father’s
wedding present so her.  <“But I think I
can find enough for my journey.”

“But if you don’t, you will let me act as
your banker,” said Ethel.

“Thank you—yes,” she answered, and
then to herself she murmured—*‘Tomor-
row, I shall see him!”  Her face was rad-
jant with happiness. It seemed as if years
had been lifted from her life.

Lady Fothergille looked at her with

”
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])ity, hoping that the meeting on which her
opes rested might not bring fresh dis-
appointment and misery. From the little
she knew of the captain she was not

Uinclined to credit him with kindness—the

fact of his paying attention to Meg
troubled her; suspicions rose in her mind
which she could not banish ; and she feared
for the suffering woman before her.

“It you will excuse me,” said Mr.
Fothergille, ‘I will leave you now, but I
hope you will give me the directions for
my journey when I return.” Saying which
she left the room.

Soon the ghost-like rustle of her sil¥g,

gown was heard on the stairway and along
the hall, then the entrance door was softly
closed.

Mrs. Fothergille was on her way to the

pawnbroker.
(7o be continued.)

A Joke That Failed.

An excellent story is told of the late Pro-
f:ssor Rogers and Dr. R. W. Dale of Birm-
ingham, says London 7%t Bits. These two
gentlemen were giving a series of lectures
in Lancashire, and at every town which they
visited Dr. Dale noticed that his colleague,
who always spoke first, made the same
speech. In fact, so often did the Professor
give that speech that the worthy Doctor
knew it off by heart, and this fact led the
latter to think of a way ot taking the wind
out of his friend’s sails.

On their arrival at a town in South Lan-
cashire Dr. Dale asked Dr. Rogers to allow

| him to speak first—an arrangement to which

the latter readily agreed: so Dr. Dale
rose and proceeded to deliver the speech
of Dr. Rogers, looking every now and
then with the corner of s eye to see
how that worthy gentleman was taking
this practical joke.  Dr. Rogers sat
calm and composed, and when at length
his turn came to speak he just as calmly
rose and delivered, to Dr. Dale’s utter
astonishment, quite a new speech.

At the conclusion of the meeting Dr.
Dale said to his colleague:

I thought I had taken the wind out of
your sails to-night.”

Dr. Rogers replied: *Oh, no. I de-
livered that speech when I was here a
month ago.”—Fzx.

Everybody Kno ws.

That at this season the blood is filled with
impurites, the accumulation of months of
close confinement in poorly ventilated
stores, workshops and tenements. All
these impurities and every trace of scrofula,
salt rheum. or other diseases may be ex-
Eelled by taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla, the

est blood purifier ever produced. Itis
the only medicine of which *100 doses one
dollar” is true.

No Vanity among Men.—They were
talking ot the vanity ot womer, and one of
the few ladies present undertook a defence.
«Of course,” she continued, *‘I admit that
all women are vain. The men are not.
But, by the way,” she suddenly broke off,
“sthe necktie of the handsomest man in this
room is up under his ear.” She had worked
it. Every man present put his hand up to
his neck.—Ex.

Enamelline cannot be excelled as a Toilet
Article.

for if | Popinjay—**There goes a man who was

brought up with a silver spoon in his
mouth.” Ponsonby—*‘I know a man who
was brought up with a dozen silver spoons
in his pocket.”—dJewelers’ Circular.

“Why, is it only one o’clock ? I thought
it was two.” said Mrs. Bronson, as the
clock struck ome. *‘Naw, mum,” said
Bridget. ‘It's niver lather than wan at
this toime uv day.”—Harper’s Bazar.
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For INTERNAL as EXTERNAL use.
Originated by an Old Family Physician in 1810

GENERATION AFTER GENERATION
HAVE USED AND BLESSED 1T.

THINK OF IT.

In use over 40 YEARS in one ﬁunllr.
Dr. L. 8. JoANSON & Co.— It is sixty years since I first
Jearned of this now celebrated remedy for the common
ills of life—JOHNSON'S ANODYNE LINIMENT; for more
than forty years 1 have used it in my family. 1 say
unasked by you) I regard it as one of the best and safest
mily remedies that can be found, used internal or ex-
ternal. in all cases it is claimed to relieve or cure. O H.
INGALLS, Deacon Second Baptist Church, Bangor, Me.

Could a Remedy ?‘\1

OuT REAL M
Have Survived for Eighty Years?

Dropped on Sugar, Children Love It.
Every Traveler should have a bottle of it in his satchel.
EyEﬁr SUFFERER From Rheumatism, Sci-

atica, Neuralgia, Ner-
vous Headache, Diphtheria, Coughs, Catarrh, Bronchitis,
Influenza,Asthma, Cholera Morbul.bhrrbou. Lameness,

Soreness in Body or Limbs, Lame Back, Stiff Joints or
strains,will find in this old Anotslg‘me reliefand speedy cure.

EVERY MOTHER Moo i i

ANODYNE LINIMENT in the

house for Croup, Colds, Sore
Throat, Tonsilitis, Colic, Cuts, Bruises, Cramps and Pains
liable to occur in any family without notice. Dolm
may cost a life. Relieves all Summer Complants

tpaid; six bottles, $2.00,

magic. Price, 35 cents
Express paid. 1. S.JOHNSON & CO., BosTON, MAsS
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