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BY J. C. B,

& hate the world '—you think that’s strong,
Stranger; it is, to you;

But hate's the word, and right or wrong,
[’'m golng to pack it through.

It hasn't been very long ago,
Since Teould draw a check,

And have it ‘pald, for a thousand or so,
But now, I'm through the deck,

t’'ve got my hands, and that’s 'bout all ;
Thé rest, my mouey and wife,

Lleft behind in a general brawl—
Right glad I kept my life.

You might not think a rough like me
Had ever loved, and lost:

Rut there you're off a point, you see—
And here is what it cost!

I was fixed up once, I was, you bet;
A right good home was mine,

A carriage, and horses black as jet—
Everything nice and fine.

And lots of friends we had, you knew,
All smilin’, and sweet-lipped,

Ag long as I had the chink to show—
But when I broke, they skipped.

That's just the truth of it, you hear me;
As long’s you're rich as Krout,

You're fricnds’ll freeze in, good and free,
And then they’ll just skin out!

©1I've been there; I know 'em pat—
Just how they come and go,

When Honorable this, and Colonel that,
And are on your list, for show.

As I was sayin’a home I had,

A wife, and baby too,
.\gmc scrub) that called me dad,
@With eyes of the bluest blue.

Well, in my biz I wanted mon.,
[ had to make a raise ;

1 gave a mortgage ; when that was done,
?t ended my best days.

f'ye suppose them money-grabs would wait
A month, all en the square ?7—

No, sir: they just pranced it at date,
And eleaned me out right there.

And then that child began to cough,
And died, and what was worse,

My wife, in pride and shame, went off—
weaven’ me to swear and curse.

“Pain’t just the cheese to sound yeur notes.
And tell you how you was whirled ;

But there fam with the d—d coyotes—
That's why I hate the world.

For men and women are on the make,
No matter how it’s done—

They'll sell their souls to pull the stake,
And chip in number one.

Wynﬁeld Hall.

BY FLORENCE PERCY ALLEN.

¢ So this is James’ daughter,” said a
kind voice, ‘look up at me, my dear—I
am not going to hurt you,” and then I
raised my eyes, and, for the first time,
saw my Uncle Robert.

A tafl, straight man was he with keen
blue eyes, and aresolute mouth—a proud
man and a stern man evidently, but his
smile was pleasant, and he s{)_eke to me
as gently as though I were a ittle child.

«'I am glad to see you,” he said, after
a moment’s steady scrutiny of my uF-
tarned face—'‘you look like your fath-
axr,” and then, afteralittle pause, ‘‘James
and I never got along very well to ether
—we were not of the same brood, you
know, but Talways thought more of him
shan he knew, and his sending you' to
me shows that he did not cherish any
hard thoughts toward me at the last ; so,
my dear, you are doubly welcome,” and
that was all.

He did not kiss me, nor even toueh | s

my hand, but I felt that his words were
sincere, and that there was a quiet,
understanding established between us
from that moment.

“ Your aunt will be down soon,” he
said, as Iturned away, and then the
door opuned, and;a dark-eyed, tired-look-
ing young lady entered, accompanied by
two children.

“ Good-morning, Miss Silverton,’ said
yurteously, and then, turu-

my uncle, ¢
tng to mo: *“A member of our family at
present, Leonora; Miss Silverton, my

niece, Miss Wyntield, and these are your
two cousins.”

I noticed even atthe first how ex-
tremely pretty she was, in spite of the
tired look, and how ladylike she was
with her plain dress and smooth hair,
and then I devoted myself to making
the acquaintance of my small cousins,
uatil wy aunt joined us.

A tall, thin lady was my Aunt Barba-
a—with a fresty smile and a predisposi-
tion to chilliness. She wore on this
particular morning, a novel head-dress,
consisting of a small white woolen open-
work suawl, folded corner wise, and

inned together under her chin, and the
tittle dry Kissshe gave me actually made
we shiver.

“ I was sorry notto have welcomed
you kere last night,"” she said, “but you
came so very late—I hope you will be
contented here. It is quite pleasant in
the summer, but now'"—and she shud-
dered in n stately, expressive manner.
«] trust youare not addicted to earache,”
she continued. *Iam, and have to be
very careful, as you see”’—and then my
uncle gave her his arm and led the way
te the breakfasi room,

After we were all seated, I noticed,
with a little wonder as to who the ab-
sent one might be, that there was a
wacant placp just opposite my seat; but
as this question rose in my mind Uncle
Robert looked across at his wife,

“Is Marchmont at home ?'’ he inquired,
1 littlo frown contracting his fair fore-
head ; and then, asshe looked up to re-
ply, a fall young gentleman made his
appearance, and with a careless word ot
axcuse for his lateness, sauntered to the
vacant Caair,

“ Leonora, this is Marchmont Severn,”
said my uncle, and then the new-comer,
with a little complimentary s h con-
eerning the pieasure he felt in making
my acquaintance, took his seat, and pro-
ecoded Lo the business of hreak fast.

After a little L found nnopportunity to
look at him unobserved, and I did so.
Such & handsome voung fellow as he
was-—so tally and straight, and graceful,
with his wide blue eyes, his fair, Eng-
Msh tace with its long silken moustache,
and closo cut curling hair. Marchmont
severn—I wondered a little as to his

iace in the family; and then, finding
ﬂ\im.um decidedly unsatisfactory, 1
gave it up and turned my attention to
my coffee and toast,

it was asilent and uncomfortable meal
—my first breakfast at Wynfield Hall.

My aunt was evidently ‘‘under the
weather,” as the country folks expressit
—and shivered and trifled with her om-
elette in silence. Miss Silverton was
busy with the children, and paid no at-
tention to auyone else, save once, when
Jooking up suddenly, I detected her

neing swiftly from young Mr. Severn

gﬂ myseif—and then her long lashes

droopod, and alittle flush came into her

faec ; Out shie went on instracting eight-

r«-old Bertio as to the proper manner

of »inaging his fork, and did not raise
her oy s again.  Uncle Robert was grave
and taciturn—in fact the last comer was
#he ouly one of the circle, save six-

o oraiabin! and he was fmporturb
pr am ; and he was

blygeod natured,addwin‘lam

now to my uncle, then to my sant, and

then to me, in no wise discouraged by

their unflattering receratiion. :

I, for one, was hea f.hd when we
at last rose from the table and returmed
to the pleasant library. Mr,Severn gal-
lantly escorting me, and Miss Silverton

ling in the children.

“Tt is too raw for Bertie and Alice to
walk this morning,” said my aunt, seat-
ing herself in a large lounging chair
before the fire, ‘“‘supposing you have a

ame of battledoor before the school

ours,” and Miss Silverton wquiudl:‘f,
d with her Then Uncle
Robert left us on plea of letter writing;
and finally Mr. Severn sauntered away
with uo excuse in particular, and I was
left alone with my aunt. .

How tediously the minutes dragged as
she eat there with her head lying back
on the crimson cover of her chair, and
her eyes closed. I n to feel nervous
and wretched, and devoutly wished that
I kmew the whereabeuts of Miss Silver-
ton and the children, that I might join
them in their game, when suddenly my
aunt opened her eyes and sat upright.

“ You must really excuse me, my
dear,” she said, pinning her shawl cleser
around her head; “but my bad heaith
makes me miserable company. You'll
find it fearfally dull here, I'm afraid.
By the way—where is March ?”

“I have not the slightest idea,” I
answered, and ‘my aunt smiled indulg-

enu{.

‘“ 1 hoj thats'ou two will be good
friends, N sho said, and then, with more
real iuterest in her face than I had seen
before: “Isu’t he a fine handsome boy?
I am very fond of him, Xou know—fool-
ishly so-perhaps.” And then, seeing the
look ‘'on my face, she laughed softly.

“I forgot that you don’t know any-
t. about us,” she went on, “‘except
that my husband was your father’s ha f-
brother. I was a widow when your
uncle married me. My first husband
was Colonel Marmaduke_Severn, and he
died in India when Marchmont wasnine
years old. He was a very fine man—
Marchmont’s father—one of the hand-
somest men I ever met. March is his
father over again—se you can judge.”
And here my aunt looked at me very
keeutly. :

“ He is indeed very handsome,” I an-
swered, feeling that she expected me to
speak, and then the door opened and
Macchimont came in—so suddenly that
I was sure he heard my last words,
althouzsh he looked so entirely uncon-
scious.

“I am glad you have come,” said
Aunt Rebecca. ‘‘Leonorahere, is grow-
ing lonesomeand wretched. Iwantyou
to amuse her.”

** | shall be most ha{: y,” he looked at
me laughingly, “anything in the world
to make myself useful,” and txen, going
to the window he looked out. *It has
tuened pleasant after all,” hesaid, ‘“‘sup-

ing we ride to Four Corners—or
den't you ride, Miss Wynfield ?”’

ibh never mounted a horse more
than twice in my life, buta tinge of
sarcasm in his veice made me suddenly

braye. :
. “I should be pleased to go,” I answer-
ofl, "only"—amF here a thought sudden-
1y arcested me—“I have no riding babit
with me.”

“ You can take mine,” said Aunt Bar-
bara; but her son indulged in a low
whistle of dissent—very impolitely.

“Really, now, mother,” he said, “do
you wantto make aguyof her? It would
take three ot her to fill your habit.”

“ Miss Silverton will lend you hers,”
she said, “just for this timme—you must
have one at once, for riding is the chief
amusement here—I will send for it
or—""

[ would rather ask for it myself,”
[ said hastily. “Please let me.” And

escorted {;y my self appointed cav-
aller, I made my way to the school-
room.

The game of battledoor was over, and
and Miss Silverton was just about to
commence the lessons when we entered;
but on making known iy errand, a five
miautes’ respite was allowed to the
children, and the pretty governess hur-
ried away to bring me the garment
whioh I wished, and I went with her as
far as my room, while Marchmont de-
parted to order the horses. :

«T think it will fit you nicely,” she
safd, returning with her burden; “‘we
are about the same size. I am sure it is
net werth mentioning,” as I thanked
hee—and then she went back to the
school reom, and I proceeded to array
myself for my ride.

Ten minutes later I came down the
groat stairway, and as I paused a mo-
ment before the mirror, in the hall, I

lanced, not unpleased with the reflec-
tion therein.

I was never a pretty girl, but I was

strikingly looking, with my black hair,
clear, dark complexiom, heavy brows,
and great black eyes; and to-day, with
my liaunty hat and trailing feather
crowning my heavy braids, and the
Little flush of excitement in my cheeks,
I knew thatI was looking my very
besk.
Marchmont was waiting for me by the
fire with his mother, and with a word of
commendation for my speedy appear-
anoe, we went out together.

The korses had been brought around
—fine, spirited animals, with a look in
their eyes that inade me actually nerv-
ous.

“ Are you afraid ?” said Marchmont,
looking down at me sharply. ‘/Jes-
sio seems to be pretty lively—shall I
send her bacsk and order a quieter
horse ?"'

The leok in his eyes pt'qucd me, “I
am not a baby,” Isaid. ‘“You can do as
you choose.”

“Steady, then,” and then I was in the
saddle, and with. Marchmont beside me,
went slowly down the drive.

“ Do you like to race ?”” we had ridden
along in comparative silence, I with iny
heart in my mmouth at every sudden
movement of my horse—conscious that
my cheeks were flaming and mg‘hauds
trembling in spite of myself; ‘“but per-
haps you are a timid hersewoman."”

+ Perhaps so!”

A spirit of mischief suddenky POSs0sS-
ed me; I, who had never ridden faster
than 8 fog trot in my life, gave my fiery
horse & sharp blew with my riding-
whip, and then we were off like the
wind.

After the first moment, I fairly enjoy-
ed the novelty—my fear left me ontire-
ly, and holding my reins firmly, I look-
ed back over my shoulder. WaS
a sudden awful slipping sensation, &
swift rush of &ir, and then a great shock,
and after a long, long time, as it seem-
ed, I opened my eyes to find myselt
lying in & muddy heap in the middle of
the road, with Marchmont bending over
me with a look of genuine interest and
fright on his handsome face.

“PDrink this.” he said, “are you much
hurt "’

It wss.a small portion of brandy, and
I swallowed it obediently. “I didn’t
tumble off,” I said trying to straighten
myself up—*‘I didn’t indeed.”

% No, that you didn’t. You ride like
a hunter, but the confounded saddle
slipped. TI'll bave }lriggs skinned
for his carelessness. Lucks the brute
didn't drag you. What is the matter
with your arm?"’

1 had tried to raise it and found H im-

ble, it was simply an aching help
wdfht. “] donPt {m',” : § usuweg

ed, * "I think—I am quite sure—it is

bauke :

n' “
“ The devil'it is!” 1 could excuse the
fanity, seeing him go down on his
nees beside me, in the muddy road to
examine it, and then he made a sling of
my veil and tied it up.
¢ ¥ The quicker we get home the better,”
he said, and then mounting me on
horse, he walked beside me, leading
him with one hand and holding me in
my seat with bis other arm until we
were -fnin st Wyntield Hall. Such a
fuss as they made over me. Aunt Bar-
bara forgot her earache and hovered
around like an agetic angel. Uncle
Robert looked into the room a dozen
times a day, te inquire as to my welfare,
and Marchmont was sepresented by his
mother as wandering areund the house
all day in a grimly disconsolate state of
mind, imperiously anxious to know
when I intended to make my appear-

ance.

My arm did remarkably well howev-
er, and very sopn I was able to spend
my days on the wide sofa in the library,
and from that time Marchment devoted
himself to my amusement. He read to
me, talked to me, he satin the music
room with the door open, and played to
to me by the hour—and his fingers had
the very magic of melody—and I saw by
his mother’s satisfied that she ap-
?mved of the friendship which seemed
0 exist between us, ¢
Of Miss Silverton Isaw very little
during these days, but ane eve
when my arm was nearly well, I was
coming by the school-room door,
hearing a stified sob, I pushed the door
open and looked in.

There sat the pretty governess, her
arms thrown despairingly out on the
table in front of her and her head bow-
ed down upon them in a very agony ef

then, moved by asudden impulse of
sympathy, I entered, closing the door
securely, and went to her.

“What is it?” I said, touching her
head lightly. ‘Can I help ou?’

She started up, and pushing her hair
back with both hands, looked at me al-
most fiercely. “Let me alcone,” she
said. ‘“‘Don’ttouch me, don’t come near
me!” and then, seeming to collect her-
self, she turned away sullenly. “I get
home-sick, sometimes,” she d, “silly,
isn’t it?—and I am best alone at such
times.”

“ Home-sick?” I really pitied the
poor girl, she looked so wretched and
forlorn. “Haven’t you any friends near
here 2"

“ T haven’t afriendin the wide world,”
she answered, ‘‘not one—except—no—
not one.”’ &

“Can Inot help you then?” I said,
noticing with a little wonder, how thin
and pale she had grown of late. “I am
home-sick too, sometimes,”” but she
stood silent, triﬂin% with the cover on
her chair, and looking at me over her
shoulder.

¢ If there is anything I can do for you,”
I said, at last, as I turned to go, “plcase
let me know. Ido not like te think
that you are unhappy,” and as I passed
her, something in the pretty iface ar-
rested my steps—a yearning frightened
look in the dark eyes that puzzled me.

“I do not like to leave you so,” I
said, and then she broke out almost
fiercely:

« It is only a love affair—that isall. I
had a lover, and now he doesn’t care for
me as he did, and Iam wretched. Please
leave me now.”

“Poor little girl!” moved by a sud-
den impulse, kissed the trembling
lips. ‘I see I cannot help you, but Iam
honestly sorry for you—I hope it will
gnd happily after all.” And soIleft

er.

Marchment was waiting for me in the
library, his handsome face bright with
smiles. “Just the day for a drive,” he
said, “will you ge?”” and I, assenting,
we were soon rolling along the quiet
road, in the pale fall sunshine, talking
and iaughing like two happy children.

Someway of late, I had not felt so

much at ease with March; perhaps it
was because I had noticed, once or
twice a coldly displeased look in Uncle
Robert’s eyes when March and I were
together, and several times he had re-
fused, almost sharply, to let me go with
March driving or walking—making the
weather or my health an excuse; but
to-day I forgot all this, and, enjoyed
every moment of the long, delightful
drive.
It was dusk when the horses’ heads
were turned homeward, almost night
and as we whirled along, the chill wind
blew my wrngpingsba . March, driv-
ing with one hand, drew them together
with the other, and then as though un-
consciously, his arm fell carelessly on
the back of the seat, then, after a meo-
ment it came closely around me.

After all it was enly March—and al-
though I felt my cheeks flame in the
darkness, I said nothing, only when he
drew me closer, 8o that my head rested
on his shoulder, I tried to draw myself
away, bu‘t‘ he held me firmly, but gently.
“Cousin Nora,” he said, “you are nure{y
not afraid of me 7"’

“ Afraid of' you?—why Marchmont !—
why should T be?” and yetI felt my
heart throb—why, I scarcely knew.

We were home, now, and as he reined
the horses up sharply, he bent and kiss-
ed me once, twice, thrice, and then
springing out, lifted me as though I were
a child, and carried me up to the door.
Ten minutes later as T was passing Un-
cle Robert's *‘Hermitage” he called me,
and I went in, He was standing before
the fire, looking sterner and graver than
ever, and as I came inand stood by bis
side he looked down at me with a half
frown. :

“Sit down,” he said; “where have you
been ¥

“ Driving,” I answered ; and then, af-
ter a little walk up and down the room,
he cama back to me, and looking down
at me grimly, said with the most dis-
composing abruptness: ‘“Has that fol-
low been making love to you?"

What could I say, with Marchmont'’s
kiss still en my Nps, what could I an-
swer 1—and, as I hesitated, Unéele Robert
spoke again :

“Answer me
Do you

this time, please, and
truthfully. love him, my
dear?”’

The real kindness of the tone
the tears to my eyes, and look:
face I was heartily thankful that I could
answer honestly and earnestly, “No, I
do not, Uncle Robert.” »

“ Very well, then,” he said, with a
long breath (of'reliof,'l fancied). “I will
tell you something; I would rather see
you dead where you are sitting, than see
you married tothat man. Do you un-
derstand me,child? His mother spoiled
him when he wasa boy,and he bas
grown up to be what he is—a handsome,
worthless good-for-nothing, and bad at
that as bad can be. 1 should have sent
him to India lon nFO, had it not been
for his mother ; she isso fond ofhim, and

roud of him in’spite of everything.
Y’erhaps I ought to have spoken of this
before, Leonora, but I put it off, until at
last, in simple justice to yourself, I felt
that I must do so.” s

Here was the npportunit( which I had
waited fer so long, to tell Uncle Robert
a little heart history which I hid so care-
fully from others; and as I told him
about the brave young fellow across the

ocean, who wascoming horfie again some

ning | thin
and | obli

weeping. One moment I hesitated, and |
.to raise the bowed head; but nudde.nl{l

'impulse was to ring for

day mnos far distant, 1saw his face bright-
en awd grow tendersnd loving as my
father’s been in the old gey ‘.y%
and when at last I sto) y he bent an

kissed me for the first time. e

“ ] am glad you have found it in your
heart to tell me,” he said ; *James wrote
me something of this, but I wanted to
know it from Thask you, my
dear girl,” and se1left him, feeli hnp-

ier than I had during all my stay at
ynfield Hall, although the stery of
l‘i‘t:l‘:h,s wrong deings troubled me nota

That evening as I sat before the fire in
my dressing sacque, there came a timid
knoek at the door, and, turning mmz
Isaw Miss Silverton's face look
me., “May I comein?’ she gueried,
and then coming swiftly across t?w room:
she stood before the fire, with her hands
cl before her, and her dark eyes
looking straight into the blase,

“ What is it?”” 1 asked, and then she
spoke ina hard, unnatural manner that
startled me.

“You said once that you wanted to
help me—are you of the same mind
now ?” ; .

s¥ (Jemlnli," 1 said, wondering at her
manner still not looking at me, but
straight into the fire, she said: ‘Lend
me ten pounds then; you needn't giveit
to me, your uncle owes me that inuch,
but I'mnot paid until the quarter, and i
want the money now."

“Is that all?”” 1 pat two crisp five
pound notes into her hand; “that is
of no consequenee. Is there not some-
else ?’

“No,” she said,“nothing; I am much
to you,” and then suddenly she
was down on her knees beside me, sob-
bing, trembling and eryingin a way that
fairly frightened me. *You are so kind
to me, Miss Wynfield,” she cried, *when

\I haven't a friend in the world. Oh, if
- you only knew!”

“ Knew what?” I bent overand tried
the sobs ceased, the clenched hands fe
nervelessly at her side, and the poor girl
lay white and still at m{efeet. My first
lp, but a mo-
ment’s thought showed me that such a
course would cause a great deal of com-
ment and questioninf as to her presence
in my room, and so I chafed her hands,
bathed her tem%les with colegne; and,
after a weary while, the white eyelids
unclosed, and, with a lomng, deep breath,
she came back to life again. For one
moment she looked at me ily, as
if tryingto collect her scattered thoughts,
and then, with a sudden effort she rose
to her feet. .

“ You are very kind,” she said, con-
strainedly, “and’I beg your pardon for
disturbing you. Good-might,” and so
sheleft e, her long, dark hair veiling
her shoulders, and her face white as
death.

The next morning, to my great sur-
prise, Miss Silverton and the children
did not apglu at the brealkfast table.

“The children have made me quite
nervous with théir shockimanners,”
said my aumt, “so I have ided that
they shall have their meals in the nurs-
ery for a while.”

I fancied that her grey eyes glanced
across at Marchmont as she spoke, hut
he met theme with a careless smile, and
she said no more.

All that long rainy day Miss Silverton
was invisible. March lounged around
the house, growling at the weather and
everything in general. Uncle Robert
wrote letters in his “hermitage” and
read the Times, and I constituted myself
Aunt Barbara’s companion, and with my
embroidery and a novel managed to feel
utterly ennuied.

“Don’t trowmble yourself to stay with
me,” said Aunt Barbara. “March is
always more: in need of sympathy dur-
ing these wretched days than I am. Go
and Play bitliards with him for a
while.” %

March's eyes seconded this proposi-
tion, although: March himself, lazily in-
different in appearance, was stretched
out in a great lounging chair by the fire;
but I expressed myself perfectly content-
ed where I was,and Aunt Barbara dozed
off again.

So the long day passed off. March
read to me, played and sang to me ; but
even Heine’s tenderest songs could not
lure me from Aunt Barbara's side, and
at last Marchmont grew sulky, and,
donning his overcoat, went out into the
storm,

2 Anythiu% is better than this con-
founded dull hele!” he said savagely, in
response to his mother’s protest, and she
looked reproachfully at me; but I was
apparently unconscious that my failure
to Y)e entertaiming was the cause of his
departure, and wished him a *‘pleasant
walk” with the most calmly indifferent
inanner possible.

March having departed, I incontinent-
ly deserted Aunt Barbara, and wandered
around the houae like an unquiet spirit
—playing a little, singing a little, writ-
ing a litile, and reading a little—until at
last it was time to dress for dinner.

My toilet was speedily accomplished,
for my deep monrninF admitted of but
little change, and then remembering
that a preeious letter was 1 ying between
the leaves of a book whichI had been
reading, I ran down to recever it.

Aunt Barbara’s chair was vacant, but
leaning a gainst the mantel before the
fire, st March—his bright hair wet
with the storm, and curling in close lit-
tle curls around hid fair forehead.

I did not see himm until I was too €ar
in the room to retreat, therefore I nod-
ded to him with a laughing inquiry as to
the weather, and securing my book,
turned to depart.

« Nora,” he said, suddenly, ‘‘wait a
minute—-I want to ask yeu a question.”

“What is it?” I said, feeling my
cheeks growing crimson; ‘“‘do not detain
me, please.”

“Why have you avoided me as you
have to-day ?”

The words came shert and sharp, and
he watched my face keenly. “Nora”—
one step and he was beside me, his hand-
some face bent down to my level—-*‘did
Ioffen d you last night. I could not
help it, because—"'

“ et me go, please’’—for he had pris-
oned both my hands in one of his—* you
are very rude; let me go!” but he held
them firmly.

“Only a_minute,” he pleaded, but I
was tairly beside myself with anger.
“You shall lét me go!” Icried, strug-
with all my might. “How dare

li
s ed softly.

you ?” but he lan

“ You havea deuce of u temper,” he
said admiringly. “I like to see a wo-
man with a spirit like yours. I re-
member that first ride of ours—do you?
1 believe I fell in love with you then.”

#“And I—hate you!” I was wearied
with struggling now, and welcomed the
sound of ap g foetsteps in the
hall with a little sob of thankfulness.
“Some one is coming—let me go!” and
then my hands were freed, but before I
could escape he bent and clasped me
tightly in strong arms.

“ I fove you—you charming little vix-
en—haven’t you seen it all along? Of
course I haven't any business to do any-
thing of the kind, but I'm —if I can
help it* Ilove you, Ilove you!” and
with his kisses burning on lip, cheek
and brow, I fled, my eyes blinded by
hot, angry tears, up through the great
hall and into my roomi. 2

There was a cloud on Aunt Barbara’s
fnce at dinner, and she mairtained an

ominous silence, which was depressing;

but March was in the gayest spirita ; and
I, lhpug(l; 1 was qusy determined to
go to Uncle Robert with my *M{.
o N gl R P

Once ox_twice I felt fae-
tened upoirme, but 1 m‘. g‘n..’.lﬂlf-
ferently, and wen$ on with my dinner
with cool unconcern. Once or twice he
rallied his mother on her apparent se-
verity, but finding ber in no mood te
enjoy even his pleasantry, desisted afler
s little, and devoted himself to the dis-
posal of his dinner.

“I wish to see you a few mem »
said Aunt Barbara to Unele Robert as
we rose from the table ; and then as we
entered the library she touched the bell,
““Miss Silverton,” shesaid to the servant
who amswered the call, snd then with
'awful solemnity, she seated berself in
her favorite chair.

March Jooked askamt at me, and
’:&ved ‘0'.1.!‘1 l}he door,‘g)ut his mothe;
rposed. “Pray remain, my son, an
go‘; also, Novs, my business v{mr Miss
jlverten will take but a moment, and I
prefer to you both here."”

A moment later Miss Silverton came
in, a lli:;&el % tewook hi.n her da;:
(] ooking er than ever w

%z color eoming and going in her
cheeks:.

“Miss Silverton,” said my aunt im-
pressively, ‘‘I have sent for you to eon-
tradict some reperts which bave come
to me—J hear that you are onrayingt on
what appears to be a very deep flirtation
with some unkmewn man., That you
meet hinrat very late and u le
hours in the garden,and that, in fact
your department ismet what we are
entitled to expect fresan a person in your
situation.”

A wave of grimsen over the
gmlty face, and then died uway, leavin,

er deadly pale. Ome slender han
grasped a high chair baek as though to
Steas_v herself,, but herdark eyes met my
aunt’s bravely..

“Do you demy-this?” said my aunt,
“have you nothingto say 2"

“No,” she answered, clearly and dis-
tinctly. “Ido netdeny it.””

% Then,” said Aunt Barbara, in a cold,
measured tone, ‘‘ef course your connec-
tion with this tamily will ceasee at once,
and youmust go. I cannetcountenance
such proceedings, and X wonder that
you are shameless enough to acknowl-
edge having been so—wosse than im-
prudent.’”’

Uncle Robert hadinot spoken once,
but his keen eyes were: fastemed on the
girl’s face; March steod. by the window
utterly indifferent and uneoncerned,
swinging the tassel of the curtain back-
ward and forward and humming soft-
1y a snatch of one of Heine's .

“Of course,” Aunt Barbara said again,
“you must go, and at once,” and then
suddenly my uncle interposed.

“ Let the young lady speak,” he said,
and then tuminito Mise Silverton, he
laid his hand on her shoulder. ‘‘Do not
be afraid,” be said, “I think I can trust
your face enough to promise to be your
friend. Have you nothingtosay against
being turned away in disgrace likethis?”
and then the slight form stood erect, the
bowed head was thrown preudly back,
and the flashing eyes met my aunt’s
defiantly.

“1 have nothing to sax,” sbe said.
“Nothing—ask him—your sen—my Aus-
band, madame, whose secret 1 have ke
go long. Ask him if it is fitting that his
wite should be turned away like this,”
and then as March, with a.black frown
on his face, and a devilish smile en his
lips, came sullenly forward, the poor
girl turned white and faiut.

«I never meant to tell, M ,”’ she
said, “but she tried me so sorely, forgive
me. I was going away—I never meant
to betray you—I wish I had died first!"

¢ Hush, my child.” It was my uncle’s
voice, and his arm supported her as she
sank trembling to the floor. “Do not
kneel to hilm—you have done no wrong.”
And then my aunt rose to her feet, and
with her shaking hands stretehed out
toward her son, and anawful gray pallor
settling down on her face, cried out like
one in mortal pain, ‘“Marchmont
yon dare mot say that this js true
~_oh, my son! tell methatit isall false!”
but Marchmont, looking askant at me*
answered never a word.

¢ Marchmont,” said Uncle Robert,
“gpeak!” And then, with his wary eyes
fastened on the girl's face, he ebeyed.

«Tt is all,” be said, “she is my wife. I
fell in love with her ls)retty face, and so—
like a fool—I married her, never think-
ing how soon the romance of the thing
would wear off. There is no use in
making such a row, mother; what’s
done can’t be undone—and there’s noth-
ing left for me but to go to the devil as
quick as possible.” He moved towards
the door as he spoke, never heeding his
mother’s cry.

« March,”” she said, “where are you
Foln —not out into this storm ? but his
1andsome face never turned toward ber,
onl‘y)'nus he crossed the threshold, he look-
ed back on us for one briefinstant, and
then he was gone.

A few minutes later we heard a clatter
of hoots through the storm, and then, as
they died awng' in the distance, Aunt
Barbara fell heavily forward. In an
instant her husband was beside her and
had raised her in bisarms; but the gray

llor of her face had changed to adeath-
ﬂ whiteness, the rich lace around her
throat was stained and streaked with
crimson, and the proud heart had ceased
beating forever.

Marchmont Severn I never saw
again, but we often heard of his wild
reckless life in London. Only once did
we hear directly from him, and that was
when, a few months after his departure,
a little fair-haired baby came to his

oung wife ; then Uncle Robert wrote to

im, and reply came a fow hastily-
written characteristic lines:

“Iam in a deuce ot a fix as to money
myself and so, can't do the correct
thing by Em and the boy; thereforo I
must do the incorrect thing, and leave
them entirely to your tender mercies.

Ve?' respectfully,
MARCHMONT SEVERN.

And that was all. .

And so Emily became one of my un-
cle's family—her sweet face and gentle
ways endearing her to us all, and when
at last I went away, she became my
uncle's ehief stay and dependence. “My
daughter,” he called her always, “My
dear daughter Emily.”

Of her husband she never spoke; but
one day when little Wynfield was in his
third year, there came a message to her
from over the sea:

+ Marchmont Severn was shot in New
Orleans on the 25th by a noted gambler,
one of his intimate friends, in a qunrrei
over a gaming table, and died an hour
afterwards.”

Se at last, in a foreign land, away from
all who had ever cared for him, shot
down likea do%‘ by “his friend,” in a
low gambling he 1, Marchmont Severn’s
erring life was en(fed.

Get Botﬁ i;hromos.

Any person wishing to secure at once
both of our new premium CAromos can de
80 by subscribing for The Mail two years in
advance, paying us §f therefor, or we will
send the paper for one year and both Chro-
mos mounted for the sum of 83, or we will
send The Mail one year and both pletures

handsomely framed in walnut and gilt for
$5,00, 5

o
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Saturday Evening
MAIL,

FOR THE YEAR
1874-5.

AMODEL WEEKLY PAPER
FOR THE HOME.

TERMS:

One yesr,. (with chronmo)............
Six mvonths, (without' chrome)....
Three -o-éu, (without chrome).....

Mail smd offiee Subscriptions will, i -
;2},3,‘!‘); discontinued at %xptrauon'o? me

. Encouraged by the extraordinary succéss
‘which has sétended the publicatisn of THE
UMTURDA»' REVENING MAIL, the publish-

er has perfeeted ayrangements by which it
will henceforih: be one of the most popular
papers in the West.

THE CHOICE OF

Two Beantiful Chromos

Presented to each yearly subscriber, from
and after thisdate. Thess beautiful pictuses
just from:the hands of the French echromio:
artists, are faithful copies of oil patatin,
the artist W. H. Baken, of Brooklyn. g
eatitled :

“Cherry Time"

Represents a bright faced boy, coming fromr
the orchard, bountifully Jaden with the red~
ripe fruit. The other, entitled

“Lily of the Field"

Is & beautiful little girl, with ene of the
sweetest of faces, gathering. lilies in the
fleld. One is & wood soene, the other has an
epen meadow in the back ground.. They
are of striking beauty.

For one dollar eatra (33.00 in all,) we will
send The Mail one year and both chremos
mounted ready for framing. These pictures
are catalogued and sold in the art stores at
FOUR DOLLARS EACH.

¥R s

We have made arrangements with an ¢x-
tensive manufactory of frames by which we
can farnish for One Dollar a frame usually
sold for 81.50 and $1.75. These frames are of
the best polished walnut and gilt. Here istle

; BILL OF PRICES.

The Mail one year and choice of Chro-

mo
The Mail one year and Beth Chrom

5 60

THE SATURDAY EVENING MAIL isan
Independent Weekly Newspaper, elegantly
printed on eight pages of book paper, and
aims to be, in every sense, a Family Paper.
With this aim in view, nothing will appear
in its columns that cannot be read aloud in:
the most refined fireside circle.

CLUBBING WITH OTHER PERI-
ODICALS.

We are enabled to offer extraordinary in-
ducements in the way of clubbing with oth-
er periodicals. We will furnish THE SAT-
URDAY EVENING MAIL, PRICE $.00
PER YEAR, and either of the above Chro-
mos with any of the periodicals enumera-
ted below at greatly reduced rates. These
periodicals will be sent direct from the
ofMces of publicatlon. Here is the list:

SEMI-WEEKLY.

Semi- Wee, New York Tribune, price
$3.00, The Mail and Chromo............ces 84 60
WEEKLY PAPERS.

Indianapolis Journal, price $2.00, The
Mail and ChrOmO...uveeeevieiiniire esisns $3 60
Indianapolis Sentinely price §2.00, The

Mail and Chromo.......... 3 50
N. Y. Tribune, price $2.00, d
ChTomo............ corees Biis Boss st bictibrobpthiioniis 3 60
Toledo Blade, price $2.09, The Mail and
NCI’\’romo.ﬁ...ﬁ...l.i..,..a..‘..‘.‘. ................... 3 50
..Bll;‘ennnYremo .......... 300
Prairie , price $2.00, The Mail
and Chromo. 8 66
Rural,
Chromo Koubkistsamviassrens 28 80
Chicago Advance, price $3.00, The Mail
ANA ChTOMO..coviierscensssererssussessriose ssnsassse 4 5O
Chicago Interier, price §2.50, The Mail
and ChTOMO........c.ccoivenverenieesesies consossssens 4 00
Inter-Ocean, price $§1.50, The
Mai ax':d.,Chromo 325
s
and Chrome ........ 525
Rural New Yorker,
IEME ITIEYOIDON ocovevs sgoses s5sss savonsoss svo sosvioon 425
Hearth and Home, price $3.00, The Mail
SN CDYOIIO0 v oo sosvis sevisssrross sasaonasoses seois 1 50
Methodist, price
Chromo 3 50
Harper's Weckly, 5
and Chromo.. e bl s 5 50
Harper's Bazar, price $4.00, The Mall
nnd"Chg:;\:‘....m ................ R 5 50
Fran ustrated ‘ewspaper,
price $1.60, The Mail and Chromo’.f'... 5 00
Deslies Chimney Corner, price $4.00, The
Mail and Chremo 5 00

Boys' and Girls’ Weekly,
ail and Chromo....

MONTHLIES.

Arthur’s Home Magazine, price $2.50

I;lt‘lxre Mall‘t}::-(;hmmoi.

PTION’S ne, pr

A.\lallnndAChromo.f...?..l.).l.’i......‘.iﬁ......... 50
merican urist, price The

b e o, e el O

Denorest’s Mondhly, price $3,00, 1 year,

The Mail and Chremo - 4

Uodrr', 's Lady’s Book, pri
Mail and Chromo.... P

2

460

Little Corporal, price § nd
(,hron:o“m_nu 3 3 b
's Monthly, price §4.00, The Ma
Aanga(ébm,:uw'nmu 520
a rice f ¢ Ja
and Chivomio.. ... . 520
Old and New, pri
Chromo......... . 500
Hand q'"v‘r"&}ﬁn:"u SRS 500
larper’s M ne, price $.00, The Ma
AN CHrOM .. cersainsveraes svacre ssssessnss 0 0
Gardener’s Monihly, price §2.00, The Mail
Young Folks Bural, The Mailand Chro- § oy
- "W

TR e con s e » Saia it be e ibinia

The Nursery, The Mail and

_ Chromo........em s M 15 00

St. Nicholas, price £.00, The Mail and
ChYOMOLHE AR o hasinitnsnir. 440
Allthe premiwma offered by the above pub

lications are: included in this clubbing ar-

rangement.

CLUBBING WITH COUNTY PAPERS.

We have made arrangements to furnish
THE MAIL, with Chromo, and any one of
the Newspapers in the neighborhood of

Terre Haute all for §3.00.
JUST LOOK AT IT!
The Mail, Pri€e.......cccvv v rieucireresnensssinnes $2 00
Y our County paper, pri L g
The Chremo, Worth................cccvseereeccsiee 4
§8 00

All these—($8.00)—for $3.00.
Address P, 8. WESTFALL,
Puabligher Saturday Evening Mail,
TPRREHAUTE, IND
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