
POETRY. 

FAMILY PRAYERS. 

Somehow or other, 

—1I don’t know how— 

Everything seems so altered now; 

And, to-night, I am thinking, 

—I don’t know why— 

But I'd give a great deal for an old-fashioned 
cry. 

My lamp seems to show by its flickering 

light 

The face of my father as slowly I write, 

When he said as the daylight had gone 
with its cares, 

“Don’t go to bed 

Without 

Saying 
Your 

Prayers!” 

As I said, 
Things have changed; . 

And the folks now don’t meet 

And kneel all together 

'Round God's Mercy Seat. 
1, somehow, believe I could face the world’s 

cares 

With a much stouter heart 

If he had 

“ Family Prayers.” 

How well I remember 

Our father each day 
Would read a few verses and say, ‘Let us 

1 pray! 
And then when the shadows 

Dispelled all the light, 

He'd ask the protection 
Of God 

Through 
The night, 

Nearly two score of years 
Have passed o'er my head, 

And yet like a heathen I'll jump into bed— 
For all of the pleasures 

And joys of the day 

Not a word of thanksgiving or praise will I 

say, 
Though at times I imagine 

1 see his grey hairs, 

And hear, * Don’t goto bed 
Without 

Saying 

Your 
Prayers!” 

1 see them still kneeling 

—Thé servants and all— 

"Tis true they were kneeling outside in the 

hall, 

For the “ family ”’ was large, 

—Besides we there were seven 

Who prayed night and morn to “Our 

Father in Heaven.” 

But father and mother 

Have long since been dead, 

And the rest of the children, 

And I, are all wed; 

Gracious me! it appears like a tale that is 

told, 

And although I fell young 

I niust 

Surely 

Be 

old. 

‘When evening approaches 

I always feel sad 

As my little one kneels at the knee of his 

dad and says— 

“ Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray the Lord my soul to keep, 

And if I die before I wake, 

1 pray the Lord my soul to take. 

God bless papa and mamma 

And dear Uncle Ben, 

And make me a good boy— 

For 

Christ's 

Sake— 

Amen! 

But, somehow or other, 

—1I don’t know how— 

Everything seems so altered now ; 

And to-night, I'm still thinking 

—1I don’t know why— 

And I'd give a great deal for an old-fash- 

ioned cry. 

My lamp still will show by its flickering 

light 
The face of my father, as slowly I write, 

When he said, as the daylight had gon 

with its cares, 

“Don’t go to bed 

Without 

Saying 
Your 

Prayers! 

—HoWARD SAXBY. 

me still? Haven't vou grown tired of 

me during these long months of separ- 

tion?” 
His face clouded as he remembered that 

brief, midsummer madness and his passion- 

ate despair when his idol vanished. But 

he knew, too, that in his heart of hearts 
he had always cared for Janet with a 

tenderness that would last his lifetime, 
and, now that he was with her again, all 
the old fondness had revived. 

“T have never ceased to love you, never 

ceased to think you the sweetest girl in 

the world,” he answered, gravely; “but 

men are weaker and more fickle than 

women. An absent love, a memory, is 

not enough for us.” 

« And I was thinking and dreaming of 

you all day and every night,” she replied, 

with gentle reproach. 

And he could not answer her nor justify 

himself; he fell to kissing her dimpled 

hands. 
“ Janet, when may I put a plain, gold 

ring on this pretty little finger. I want 
my wife to take care of me. 

“ Ag soon as you wish after your twenty- 

fifth birthday,” she answered, meekly. 
“You would make me wait nearly two 

years? Take care, Janet, lest you do 
what you may repent afterwards. I may 

not be alive then.” 
“Bertie! ”—she clung to his arm with 

piteous appeal. “Don’t talk of anything 

go dreadful! Why should’t you live 

another fifty years?” 
“Do I look as if I should?” he asked 

her. 
Then she noticed what in the shock 

. | and surprise of recognition had escaped 
+ | her scrutiny. There were dark circles 

round his eyes, and his cheeks had a 
little hectic color. He looked ill enough 

to give anyone who loved him the heart- 

ache. 
“Qh, my dear, my dear—it frightens 

me to see you look like that! Have you 

been ill? she cried, anxiously. 
“J cough a good deal at night, but I 

haven't much pain.” 
“Promise me you will take of yourself 

for myself. Oh, Bertie, if I were to lose 

you!”—and she clung to him as if the 
grim destroyer were trying to snatch her 

darling from her. 
His eyes softened as he looked down at 

her. 
“If it weren't for you, I shouldn’t care 

much,” he said, recklessly. “A short 

life and a merry one is my motto, and my 

half-brother would have some more to 

lose at the gaming table.” 
“Js he a gambler? I thought he was 

very quiet and cautious—the last man to 

throw money away in that fashion.” 
“So everyone thought; but since poor 

Alice’s death, which was very sudden, he 

has been a different creature. Itseems as 

if he were trying, by dissipation and 

violent excitement, to make himself for- 
get. But luck isalways against him. He 

has made away with all the money he 
can touch, and poor little Ernie will be 

very badly off.” 
“Is that his son’s name?” 
“Yes; that’s my nephew. He’sa bonny 

little chap, and strangely enough, devoted 

to his uncle,” said Bertie, lightly. 
“J don’t think it’s at all surprising,” she 

responded, resenting even his self-de- 

preciation. ; 
“But then I’m afraid, my dear, you are 

not an impartial judge,” he answered, 
bitterly. 
And Janet was fain to admit the soft 

impeachment. She loved Bertie Tre- 
garthen with all her heart, and why 

should she seek to conceal it? Butatany 
rate, if she could not be his wife yet 
awhile, she would be a very true and 

faithful friend to him. 
Bertie was staying in London for the 

present; his step-brother was away at 
Monaco, and the Manor was shut up, 

whilst little Ernie was with his grand- 

mother and the two daughters who were 

still unmarried. 
So the lovers saw each other every day; 

and Janet’s little pupils became quite 

attached to the tall handsome gentleman 

with the sweet smile, bright ways, and a 
delightful habit of having sweets and toys 

in his pocket. 
And meanwhile Sir James was gamb- 

ling at Monaco, and losing recklessly. It 

e 

SELECT STORY. 
goon came to such a pass, that only his 
step-brother’s death before his twenty- 

SAVED BY HER LOVE. 
CHAPTER VL 

CONTINUED. 

MeaxwHILE Janet Travers was on the 

fifth birthday could save him and his 

from utter ruin. 
And yet even now he might have 

shrunk from the crime he contemplated, 

but for an incident that happened on his 

return home. : 
The two brothers had travelled down 

Finally, one of them summoned courage 

to speak of the nocturnal signs to Bertie. 
No'one dared mention it to their master, 
who had grown more gloomy and moruse 
than ever since left England. Of course 

the young man affected to laugh their 
fears to scorn, although it was inexpressi- 
bly painful to him to be in the house 

where his sister-in-law had died and 
where everthing seemed to remind him 
of her. ; 

Could it be, too, he wondered, that 

Alice’s spirit was permitted to revisit the 
earth and watch over her motherless 

child? Only after that Ernie would often 
talk about the pretty lady who sat by his 

bed, and wonder why she never came in 

the daytime. 
And the nurse would just kiss the little 

questioner and change the subject. Then 

she would rejoin her fellow servants and 

say solemnly— 
“Mark my words, that child won't 

live. When they begin to talk like that 
they never do. He’s taken for death, I 

can see it in his face.” . 

But as the winter went on, and it 

seemed as if it might be spared, another 

bright young life was slowly fading. 

Bertie had lost his cough in that wonder- 

ful gountain air, yet he seemed to be 

gradually wasting away, without any tan- 

gible disease or marked symptoms. 

For a long time he would not ucknowl- 

edge the truth to himself. He was so 

young, and there was such a happy future 

opening out before him—it seemed too 

hard that the cup of joy should be 

snatched away just as he was about to 

lift it to his lips. 
He had been reading one day, and had 

stopped for a moment to dream over some 

lines of a quaint old love song that had 

taken his fancy. Then, suddenly, a sick- 

ening faintness came over him. He grew 
cold, his heart seemed to stop beating, 

and he lost consciousness. 
When he came to himself again, he 

was lying just where he had fallen; but 

he knew that his swoon must have lasted 
a long time, for it had grown quite dark 
in the meanwhile. He staggered to his 

feet, feeling indescribably weak and ill, 
and groping his way to the sofa, threw 

himself on it at full length. He firmly 

believed that he was dying, and felt too 

lanquid and feeble to rebel against fate. 

And yet it was bitter. Death was for the 

old, who had seen much both of joy and 

sorrow, who had grown weary of it all 

and were glad to rest peacefully after life’s 

turmoil. 
But he was so young—so young to leave 

the bright beautiful world and, perhaps, 

break the heart that loved him. 

Janet must come to him, he could not 

die without seeing her again. He thought 

the very sight of her sweet face, the mere 

clasp of her hand on his, would give him 

fresh courage and new strength to fight 

his battle with king death. 
So he wrote to her telling her how ill 

he was, and begging her to come to him. 

He ended with a despairing appeal. 

“Don’t waste any time, my darling, or 

1 shall never see you again. I feel that I 

am dying, and I am yearning for you. 

Come to n:e, Janet, for your love's sake.” 
He meant to post the letter himself; 

but circumstanced conspired against him. 

Their house was six or seven miles from 

the nearest post-office and nearly a mile 

from the high road, so either he or his 

brother would go or else send one of the 

servants every day, to meet the diligence, 

give up the letters to be posted, and re- 

ceive any that might have arrived for 

them, instead of waiting for the postman, 

whose journeys were precarious and un- 

certain, now that tl.at the snow lay two 

feet deep in the hollows. 
But that day, when he attempted to 

stand even, he grew faint and giddy, and 
was obliged to return to his bed. A two 

mile walk was utterly out of the question, 
so he reluctantly entrusted it to the ser- 

vant, with special injunctions fo fake care 

of it, as it was very important. 

After a week of miserable suspense and 

anxiety, he wrote to her again. He per- 

suaded himself that she had left her 
situation, or else his letter had miscarried. 
He never dreamt that both those long, 
loving epistles were safely buried in the 

dept of the forest, where probably no 
human being would ever set eyes on them 

again. 
He scarcely ever left his bed now, for 

his strength had given way completely. 
If he did, it was cnly for a few hours, 

when he would sit before the fire, gener- 

ally with Ernie on his knee. He was the 
one person the child loved. The servants 

were kind, but he had never taken to 

would be dashed to pieces on the rocks 
beneath.” ~ 

So she went to the inn, where her re- 
quest only excited mild surprise. They 
looked upon all English people as eccentric 

to the point of madness, and that one of 

them a girl and alone, should walk three 

miles on a lonely road at dead of night 

was only a little astonishing. It might 

even be the custom in her country. 

So she was provided with a lantern 

and a box of matches, and set out. She 

was dead tired by this time. Every limb 

ached, and she could hardly drag one foot 

after another. But each step brought her 

nearer to Bertie, and that thought helped 

her on wonderfully. 

But oh ! how desolately dreary it looked. 

It was pitch dark under the great pines, 

except that at intervals she could see the 

waterfall gleaming whitely between the 

tall trunks. Her lantern shed a very un- 

certain light on the path, which was 

rough and stony in places. The very 

lonliress and utter silence, save for the 

splashing of the water, added to her 

nervousness. : 

It was twelve o’clock when she left the 

inn. It was half-past one by her watch 

when she emerged from the forest into 

the high road, which she was to follow 

for a few minutes, and then branch off 

again into a narrow path of the forest 

which had been described to her. 

She went on resolutely, by the hight of 

the lantern, which now began to flicker 

ominously, for owing to her fatigue and 

her ignorance of the way, she had walked 

very, very slowly. 

Fortunately it lasted until she had 

turned into the narrow path through the 

forest. Then it went out, and she had to 

grope along as best she could in the dark, 

for the moon had hidden behind thick 

clouds, and not a star was visible. 

At last she came to the clearing in the 

forest where the house stood. There was 

a light still in one window on the ground 

floor, and something told her that it was 

Bertie’s. 

She drew near the window on tip-toe: 

There was a coping around it, and, after 

several fruitless attempts, she managed to 

climb up on to it. Her head was ona 

level with the sill, and she could see 

everything that passed in the room. 

At tbe first glance, she turned dizzy 

with horror and nearly fell from her 

perch. But she collected herself, and re- 

turned to her vigil. The light illuminated 

Bertie’s beautiful wan face ashe lay asleep. 

And his look—his deathly palor, told the 

watcher how near death he had been, and 

"made her breathe a prayer of thanksgiving 

that she had not come too late. 

Bending over him was the figure of a 

dark, sallow skinned man, who she knew 

was James Tregarthen. 

He watched the sleeper intently for a 

moment or two. Then, seeing that he did 

not stir, he moved with stealthy steps 

across the room, to a table, where stood a 

small, silver mounted jug and a glass 

three parts full of what looked like lemon- 

ade. 
Here he paused and listened again; and 

finding that Bertie gave nc sign of waking, 
he took a little packet from his pocket 

and dropped some of its contents (a white 
powder) into the glass. Then, with a 

glance of concentrated hatred at the sleep- 

er, he crept noiselessly out of the room. 

Janet waited until she was sure that he 
had finally left the room. She grasped 

the window-sill with both hands, and 
managed to raise herself so that she could 
rest one knee on it. The window, as is 

the custom in Germany, was made of 
two large, long panes of glass, and the 
fastening was in the middle. She dis 

covered that, by some fortunate accident, 

it had been left ajar. She pushed it open 
with all her might, knocking down, as 

she did so, a small vase of flowers that 

stood on the wide sill. 
Bertie moved and moaned a little, but 

still slept on. 
In another moment, she had lowered 

herself lightly into the room, and stood 
on terra firma again. The first thing she 

did was to pout the drink that had been 

tampered with out of the window, and 
then refill the glass from the jug. Then 
she knelt down beside the bedside of the 
sleeping man, and offered up a passionate 
prayer for her darling’s safety. 

How ill he looked, how changed! her 
anxiety on his account had not been in 

vain. As she gazed upon his sleeping 

face, her eyes filled with tears,and a great 

fear chilled her heart. 
The sound of footsteps in the passage 

alarmed her. She hurried back to her 
old perch, but the steps passed, and she 
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Hawker’s liver pills. They are very easy 

gists, at 25 cents. 
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to Tregarthen together. Sir James was 
watching Bertie darkly, as he leaned back 

with a happy smile on his face, dreaming 

of Janet and the happiness that was in 

store for them. 
Little Ernie came running out to meet 

them when he heard their voices in the 

hall, his yellow curls flying about his 
shoulders and his bonny face flushed with |. 

pleasure. 
“My darling! there you are,” the father 

held out his arms to the child. 
But the little fellow shrank back. Then 

he ran to Bertie and caught at his coat 

with both dimpled hands. 
“Ernie want to come to ’oo—Ernie do 

love 00.” 
He lifted the beautiful child on to his 

shoulder. : 

And Uncle Bertie loves you. But you 

must speak to father—poor father, won’t 

you give him a kiss?” 

“No, no,” he buried his golden curls in 

Bertie’s coat. “Go away bad man,” he 

cried shrilly. 

“You see I've petted him so while you 

were away, and he’s got awfully fond of 

me,” the younger brother said, in an ex- 

planatory tone; “but of course he doesn’t 
mean it. It’s only a child’s prattle.” 

“Only a child’s prattle,” James repeat- 

ed after him, although he had grown 

breathed freely again. She watched fora 
time, until her aching limbs and heavy 

eyes warned that she must sleep, to 

strengthen herself for a further encounter 

with her subtle enemy. There was a 

disused coach house at one end of the 
building. The door was standing open, so 

ghe crept in, and throwing herself down 

on a bundle of hay that lay in one corner, 

slept soundly until the sun was high. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

TrE bright light awoke her. She got 

up, although she was stiff and sore from 
the discomforts of her impromptu couch. 

Bat still she was a good deal rested, and 
her spirits rose at the thought of being so 

near the man she loved. The house stood 

quite alone, so she managed, although in 

some fear of being overlooked, to creep to 

his window, and climbing up as before to 

peep in. 
Bertie was still sleeping, but the glass 

that had stood by his bedside was empty. 

She knew he was safe at present, for the 
poisoner would not realize at first that 

his attempt had failed, seeing that the 

concoction had been drunk. So she slipped 
away again and, hiding herself in the 

wood, sat down to consider her plans. 

She remembered having passed several 

cottages on the road. At one of these she 

hoped to get a lodging, knowing quite 

other side of the globe, doing her work 

well, in spite of the aching heart she 

carried about with her, for she could only 

interpret Bertie’s strange silence in one 

way—shé believed that he had grown 

tired of her. She was too young and in- 

experienced to know that a man may be 

fascinated by a beautiful woman, while 

his first love still has the best of his heart. 

Mrs. Chalmers was fond of her pretty, 

sad-eyed governness, and the children 

were devoted to her, so she stayed on 

with them, and was fairly contented, 

Ladies are scarce in the Bush, and even a 

plain girl may count upon getting a good 
offer. Janet had lovers by the dozen, but 

they all found her inexorable. She told 

them gently and firmly that she bad no 

love to give them, and even the most per- 

sistent wearied of her coldness in time. 

One of them consoled himself with Mrs. 

Chalmers, who was a handsome, buxom 

widow of five and thirty. She wished 

Janet to live with her after her marriage, 

but that the girl would not do. Besides, 

she had been more than two years in 
Australia, and had a desperate longing to 
see the white cliffs of old England again, 

so she accepted an engagement with a 

lady who wanted help with her children 

on the voyage, and returned to her native 

shore. 

them, and his father’s sinister face and 

passionate exacting love frightened him. 
His great pleasure was to be with Bertie, 

and prattle to him of all his joys and 
griefs. It was wonderfully touching to 

see the simple strong love that existed 

between the young man and the little 

child. 
Meanwhile, Janet was wearing her 

heart out in the misery of her suspense; 

thought of her lover was always present 
with her at that time. The vague pre- 

sentiment of some evil, some danger that 
menaced him, grew upon her, until she 

could not rest night or day for the thought 

of it. 
Mrs. Dunlop, her employer, attempted 

to argue with her, but had to give it upjas 
useless. Janet was like a monomaniac— 

one idea was that Bertie was in danger, 

and she alone could save him. As she 

truthfully said, she was her own mistress, 
and no one could prevent her from doing 

what she wished. 
Her courage had never failed her dur- 

ing the trying ordeal of wishing Mrs. 

Dunlop and her children good-bye; but 

when she was on the boat, and she could 

dimly see Mrs. Dunlop standing on the 
pier to catch a last glimpse of her, an in- 

describable feeling of lonliness came over 

her. 
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How glad and happy she was! She 

felt so much nearer to the lost love, whom 

she had never forgotten, when she was 

once more under the same sky with him 

And then such a beautiful, wonderful 

thing happened. 

She was standing at the window, look- 

ing over the square garden with sweet 
dreamy eyes. 

and saw Bertie. 

She did not hesitate a moment. Janet 

Suddenly she looked up 

white to the very lips. 
But the few foolish baby words rankled 

in the father’s heart, and deepened his 

. | bitter feeling of hatred against his step- 

brother. Even with his own child, Bertie 
had supplanted him. 

: CHAPTER VII. 

Tuar year the agricultural depression 

was at its lowest depth. Sir James had 

several farms thrown upon his hands, 

She had not dared tell them how long 

it was since she had had a line from 

Bertie; they would have laughed at her 

presentiment as a foolish fancy. She 
never doubted her own strength up to 

that moment, but now that she was really 

embarked on her journey, and there was 

no drawing back, she wondered what she 

ghould do if her instincts had deceived 

her. At the thought she broke down and 

cried until her eyes smarted and her head 

well that in all probability, Sir James 

would never hear of her, and if he did, as 
she had given another name, there was 

nothing to connect her in any way with 

Bertie. He, probably, had good reasons 

of his own for knowing that she had not 

heard of his illness from him; he had 

supressed a letter of hers before, and was 

capable of playing her lover the same 

trick. 
The peasants generally stared at her 
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was no prude; she was only a warm 

hearted loving girl, who could not see her 

life's happiness slip away from her with- 

out a struggle. She just ran down the 
steps to meet him. The young man had 

turned, too, when.he heard the tripping 

of little high-heeled shoes behind him, 
and, regardless of a passing costermonger 

and a stolid policeman, he seized both 

her hands and stood still, staring at her 

with mingled delight and amazement. 

solidity, and shook their heads when she 

proffered her request. Buf at last she 
came upon one rather more intelligent 

than the rest. His wife was a brisk, 

bright looking woman, who had been a 
domestic servant and knew something of 

gentle people and their ways. He told 
Janet they had a spare room, which they 
sometimes let to artists and students on 

walking tours, and it was at her disposal. 

It was very small, but picturesque 

and had worked them himself at a dead 

loss. Those that were let on'v brought 
in a very reduced rent. The tarmers ex: 

pected to pay grudgingly and in small 
sume, and even then to have fifteen per 

cent. remitted to them. 
Even if he had had all that was due 

it would have been a hard year for the 

baronet. As it was, he literally did not 
know which way to turn. To economize 

he dismissed all the servants, even those 

ached. 

But she had recovered her courage and 

her belief in herself by the time they 

landed at Calais. She got a comfortable 

carriage, and being utterly worn out 

managed to snatch a little sleep. 

The journey was a long one, and it 

seemed longer than it really was to poor 

tired Janet. It was late at night when 

she reached Homberg, and stood shiver- 

ing on the draughty platform. 
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“Janet—Janet! 

It seems almost too good to be true!” 

He drew her into the square garden, 
where they were hidden from spectators 

by a leafy clump of acacias, and then he 

clasped her close and began to kiss lips 

and cheeks and hair, until the girl drew 
back, blushing and shamefaced. 

“Please don’t. I oughtn’t to let you.” 

“Why not?” he said, masterfully. 

“You are still my promised wife—you’ve 

never given me back my troth—and I've 
a right to kiss you, haven’t I?” 

Which he proceeded to do, until her 

cheeks were as red as roses. Finally they 
sat down side by side under the same 
friendly trees, and then Janet said tremul- 
ously— 

“ And are you quite sure you care for 

Oh, to think of it! who had spent half a life time in the ser- 

vice of the family, shut up the Manor and 

went abroad. 

Strangely enough—he could not have 

told himself what horrible fascination 

drew him to the spot—he went to the 

house where his wife had died. He had 
bought it after that terrible tragedy, and 

had allowed it to stand empty. Now, for 

the first time for three years, buman 

voices were heard and human voices 

‘echoed within the grim walls. 

But before they had been a week in 

the house, the servants complained of 
hearing strange unaccountable noises. 

They were all strangers to the family as 
well as that part of the country, bdt yet 
they had an instinctive horror of the room 
where Lady Alice had died. 

She learned from the porter that the 

Villa Speranza was more than three miles 

off, and that the way was a very lonely 

one, right through the pine clad hill he 

pointed out to her. It was impossible to 

get any conveyance at that late hour. He 

suggested her spending tie night at the 

inn, and going on to her destination in 

the morning by the diligence. 

But no! Her presentiment was strong- 

er on her than ever, and she felt that she 

must get to the villa at all costs to save 

the man she loved from some pressing 

danger. 

«But, fraulein, it is quite dark,” the 

porter expostulated. “If you persist in 

going, you must at least take a lantern 

with you. The way is partly by the side 

of the waterfall, and if you slipped, you 

enough, with a pretty little balcony filled 
with carnations and creeping plants. She 

found, to her relief, that she could get in- 

and out without waking the other inmates, 

and so keep watch when she believed 
that danger menaced her lover. 
On visiting the villa again by daylight 

she saw what, of course, had escaped her 
in the dark, that there was no danger of 

detection in peeping in at his window. 

Bertie’s room had apparently been added 

on to the original building. It had three 

windows, and took up a.l one side of the 

house, while above it was a room that 

was evidently disused, judging by the 

Jack of curtains and furniture. She guessed 

what was the truth that it was there Lady 
Alice had died. 
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