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e | 80d 8 sneak, ' Ialways thought he was ‘Take the pen.’ 6
THE ROSE. capable ofv'genl . and now I know it.| Samuel took the ‘mn in his shaking
e He'i the el fid 11 uotbia bnock. | mpd SERIB iy CVIEE RO e
“e er . Now, w ;i , re him. .. .. . el e
s‘&ﬁ’:’oﬂe‘f‘“ B thing he wiil do {s to run awny:’ ‘Now write.! s :

For the w:nter winds are slghlnﬁ.1

All my playmates round me dying,

And my leaves will soon be lying,
'Neath the snowe. .

* ‘But I hear my mistress coming,
Said the roee;

She will take me to her chamber,

‘Where the honeysucklss clamber,

And I'll bloom there all December,
Spite the snows.

+ ‘Sweeter fell her lily finger
Than the beel
Ah, how feebly I resisted
Smoothed my thorns, and e’en assisted
Asall blushing 1 was twirled
Off my tree.

* +And #he fixed me in her bosorn
Like a star;
And I flashed there all the moming,
Jasmine, honeysuckle scorning,
Parasites forever fawning,
That they are.

“ ‘And when évening came shé set me
In a vase

All of rare and radiant metal,

And I feit her red lips settle g

On my leaves till each proud petal
Touched her face.

* *And I shone above her slumbers
Like a light;

And I said, instead of weeping,

In the garden vigil keeping,

Here I'll watch my mistress sleeping
Every night. 5

* ‘But when morning with its sunbeams
Softly shown,

In the mirror where she braided

Her brown hair, I saw how jaded,

014 and colorless and .
I had grown.

+ ‘Not adrop of dew was on me,
* Never one;

From the leaves no odors started,

All my fertume had departed,

1 h.{ pale and broken-hearted

n the sun.

“I8ti11, I said, her smile is better
24 ‘l'hgn m;; L 2
ough m, rance may forsake m
To her bos%mn&le will takye me, e
And with crimson kisses
Young again. 2

‘¢ ‘So she took me.
Half a sigh

Then, alas, can hearts so harden?

Without ever asking pardon,

Threw me back into the garden,
There to die.

¢ {How the jealous garden gloried
In my fall!
How the honeysuckles chid me,
How theé snee ngfuminu bid me
Ug!it&t;e loug gray grass that hid me
a s

me

............

“ ‘There 1 lay beneath her window,
In a swoon,

Till the earth worm o’er me trailing

‘Woke me just at twilight mmm{,

As the whip-poor-will was wailing,
To the moon,

* ‘But I hear the stormewinds stirring
In their lair;

And I know they soon will 1ift me

In their glant arms, and sift me

Into ashes as they drift me
Through the air,

448 T pray them in their mercy
Just to take
From m{ heart of hearts, or near it,
The Jaat living leaf, and bear it
To her feet and bid her weer it
For my sake.’ "

When the Ship Comes

Home.

BY WALTER BESANT AND JAMAS RICE.
Authors of “The Golden Bhuerﬂy," etc.

CHAPTER IX,
FULL CONFESSION.

Mr. Baldwin’s words were conveyed
to the outer office, and, being; curious
snd inexplicable words, were repeated
among the clerks. To them the story of.
George Warneford was an'old a
most forgotten thh\gi. 80 that they did
not connect it with Mr, Baldwin’s ex-
Km-lon. One of themi, however, when

e heard them, tremdled 'and shook.
He was so neryous and sgitated that be
could do mo work that morning. . His
hands could not hold the pen. His
mind would not take in the meaning of.
the words which he had to read; the fig-:
ures danced before his eyes, and amidat’
the buzz of those who came and went he
heard nothing but the volce of ' Mr.
Baldwin, which ' repeated, “Innocent?
Then God Ior%lve usall !’

Forgive. whom? Samuel _Pringle’s
oheeks were white ‘when Helen asked
bim for néws of his brother; but his very
lips were. white. when. he  thought of
what these words might mean to him-

self.

Might mean? Did most  certainly
mean. There was no doubt in his mind
at all that the young lady was come to
Mr. Baldwin’s about that old business
of Geol Warneford’s—a businéss
which bad ruined bis own life and de-
stroyed his peace, If the innocent man
had suffered, much more had he, the
guilty, endured torturea of repentance
and helpless | remorse. There was -no
way out of it now, except to confess and

take the consequences.

Mo sat out the dreadful hom:‘ fall of
unspeakable terror,  from ten till one,
and then, taking his hat, went out when
his turn came to take his dinner.

One thought slways comes to the
guilty—the thought :of flight. As be

from the office where he had
expected all the morning to feel the
hand of arrest, it eccu to him that
he might escape. He looked up and
down the crowded thoroughfare; no one
was wu&ohln%o bim, he thought; he
would hasten to his fodgin pack up &
fow necessary articles, al en be off,
somewhere—anywhere—out of d 5

Exoellent thought! He was a
young man, who did not lg:nd all of
small salary, and had a little money
with ‘which he would'pay his fare to
America. He would w
and say that he was called away on ure
gent business, but would be back in a
week; then ke would not be mimed.
Onoo in America, and on his way to the
w he would be safe from pursuit,
and might prove whatever they
liked about bimseif and George Warne-

ford.

Exocellent thought! He lived at Is-
lington. He took a cab, and drove to
his rooms in hot haste, mad to be away
from this dresdful fear which stung
him like a bornet. :‘And notonly to be
rid of this fear of detection and
but also of the slow devouring fires o
remoree, which had never left him fora
single moment, since the day when
George Warneford had been sentenced
for a crime which he had never commit-

ted.

So good and wise a plan did it seem to
bim, 80 practical and so original & meth-
od of shaking oft the inconveniences of
remorse and anxiety, that when hedar
Eed out of his bedroom, portmantean in

and, and saw who were waiting there
to frustrate his manmavre, he fell faint-
ing on the floor,

His visitors were John Wybrow and
the young lady he had seen in the of

nece—r! for}," D know
= th&h&ﬁm&
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- | pened and where ‘he: was.  Then- he ‘sat

{|:for & policeman
'|''Mr. Wybrow, what business is it of

. ||-do.with mn old story, eight yearsold? It

i{ all hs ben I was a boy—very |

| been bappy since, netone single day. Is
.pot. my. -

!fal, and enjoy their victuals. 'But that'
thing never lets mé sione, not once, not}.

‘| ‘We know now.

to the office | since hé h

fice. For Helen lost no time. She drove
from Mr, ra ' to John
.Wybrow’s chambers, ‘and, in as fe

words as she.could, told bim what

‘Ran away!’ e N R
‘Just that. They alwaysdo it, fellows
like Pﬂngle. He hasn’t got the pluck
to-stay and it out. - The mention
of his brother’s name will make him sus-
pect that the worthy Tom has let it all

l&o)p him.’
ohn wasted ' notime in going to the
office of Batterick and but
drovestnlﬁh )

ly judging that, if he was going to es-
cape, he would probabl{ take the very
first opportunity of  getting ‘away from
the city.  Soit cameto pass that when
Samuel had finished his packing, and
was joyously bringing his : mantean
from his , he:found this pair of
conspirators ready to receive him, and

swooned away. 5 s :

When he recovered he found himself
lying on the horse hair sofa which decor-
ated his apartment. His head was diz-
zy gnd heavy, and.it was some minutes
before he remembered what had hap:

up and realized the position. :
‘Tunocent? . Then God forgive us sll !
The wordsrang in his brain. Who
were those whe cbiefly needed forgive-
ness?. And by what suftering was tha
forgiveness to be arrived at? He clutch:
ed the head of the sofa, and groaned in
his misery. - ] y ]
Before stood Jobn Wybrow, look-
ing bard, stern and pitiless, and at the
table sat the- lady-he had seen at
Mr. Baldwin’s. private room, and her
eyes; 100, megnt pubighthent. : ) | {
‘{Now, Pringle,” said Wybrow, ‘you
have had a mﬁbt at the office; you have
comie here withy the intention of running
away to escape arrest; we :bave caught
you in the act of gackgng your portman-
teou; and we do net ‘intend you''to'run
away. Not yet.’ ey dwid 248 |
The miserable man’s lips were parted,
and his tongae ‘clave to ‘the roof of his
mouth, Giad 213 §
‘Not yet,’ repeated John. i
‘What—whatam I to de? Why do
you stop me? What ‘business Isit of
what be said. S i
‘Surely ‘you know what you bave to
do?’ - said; ‘Helen, in :her low, steady

voiees. - T SO ;

‘Pringle shook his head. 23
«SHereis paper.” John opened a'desk
and took eut some sheets, .- {Here isink.
Here is a pen. Will you writo a full ac-i
count of it, nowi,at once, or shall I send

‘Spare me!’ cried tbeabject eriminal.

yours? Young lady, what have you to
all hsppened . Wt d :
little more than & boy. .I have never
enough  punishment ?

Other clerks éqh ,'n%“t_:gt and be. cheer-!

one single day. 'Why should I suffer
‘morer’ © o 3 8
It’ neveroccurred’‘to’ his disordered:
brain that they really-had ‘no ‘pruofs ‘of,
bis guilt. He assumed at once that all'
was knowil, and they " had the power of:
glrv"lng'hlm lnmf&my ‘g:'-fth'o charge
of forgery, aggraval y:the fact that he
had -fleqwed,_anothqr to. be convicted. of
his own crime,” * i 2
‘We shall not
.reason ;of your ner
vousness and, hesitation. Spare you?
Samuel Pringle, 6f all meén Mving on this:
earth, there is not:ons whois moro!
werthy to be spared -hefore you,  In all
the Prisons in the world there is not a:
criminal ‘yo blackhearted
They have  done the: things for ‘which
they-are in prison; yon have not -only
done the things, but you have deliberate-
lii aene an innocent man' to jail for your
crime. LB SAGY i
Samuel buried hia face in his bands.
‘The convict’s drees .you bave made
George Warneford wear, you'shall wear
you;laell; the missry you: have brought
on him,
worse; the disgrace which llesupon him
and his'shall be trax: ferred to you'and
yours. Your name shall :he & by-word'
of execration and reps .People who
bear it shall be ashamed: to have such a
name. L i

Then Samuel ; Pringle cried and wept;’
he rolled bis hec% upon . the pillow, and
wished he was dead; he moqned and
whined: he declared tbat he repented,
that be al had repented, that there
was no man in the. world wmore repent-
ant than himself; and then, because no
anawer came; but every time that he
raised his: eyes  he met the. relentless

aze of John Wybrow and the steady
fok of Helen Elwood, he crawled on
his knees to

hand, implored ‘her to forgive him; and
to let him go.
' "ﬁ&.’“mﬂﬁi«'ﬁ They al
ary r : . They always
forgive. What will it do George
Warneford if the story does come out ?
He is out of prison. 1 thatirom
my brother some three yearsago.  Tom
saw him at Melbourne, walking about.
It -won’t do him an vod; and, oh!
think of what it will be'for'met! - ©
Helen drew her mdm: ayy but made
no response. - What, indeed, could she

A Wyt
5fr. Wybrow is hard” and cruel. Oh,

Wybrow was iz my place,” MHe looked
np’ furtively at his enemny, who stood
motionless, with the pen i his hend.
‘Many: a
D ot o Apoak 1o B, yoang 1ad
u .
IpE 20 h HioT Deart T Snew you
have. to bim for me. ‘Tell ' bim
that I will,

don, and ,bo’-hlll never 1
ates me 80,

me again,
& away at
rd, if be “::of:: . et
fo! ' f wha
more does be wani? gn me in
won't do him any good. es”—he
threw thbontutldtho&hrmy, {“
a8 a fecler—'besiden, he's dead, I'm
sure he's dead. Don’t persecute s po
repentant sinner—don’t be unchristian.
Think of your own sins—noé that you've
Y tnee bt bo#onée. Ike m
—little ones, g . |
and then how u ha
mind, and taking the taste out of every-
wi%;'you pat«il:fo r mouth.’
‘Now, Mr. Pringle,’ i
Wybrow, ‘we have enough
;rlhl?lng. Stand up and write at ta-
e,
Samuel obeyed, 3o far as
went. It wasa sort

for his \ong 1
his thin and san
over his forehead, hislesn armsh

belplessly at his sides, and his eyss were
red and swollen. He looked at bis port-
manteau and at the door, but between

hair was hanging

form of Jobn Wybrow.. ngle
'was neit : na rave
| man. h of 1o par-
| ture entered; his head, .1t wa: ’
“latonce. i, Cis
E &mﬁm,ﬁm
'] Samue! down,

out. He will zin ‘sway and we must)

t to Pingle’s address, right-1:

the shock was ‘80 great, that he fairiy{

fu‘}.“,,._, i S
t Simuel Pringle;now a clérk of ten

| ol

yours?! asked Pringle, bardly knowing|d

1 you;'  aatd  Jobn.| !B

“as” yourself.i| -

/| 'this scrap.of paper

you . shall feel yourself, .and | g0

the latter, and, seizing her |'

much harder han I'should be 4f Mr. | pl

e 1 bave done Mr. W{- priso!

away out of Lon- | dresst Ob!

.bmw.hu*

acrime as I have weighing on your |

o Dot ot avecy: | od withoat
nterrapéed Jotin | Toattook

stand ¢
at the and he _feit, if o '::?2 it
thing atall, thathe Yooked bis | told

bent beneatk him, |

‘Wh

B

you z;:o me s ichunce of’ escape after-
5 ey wris Y 38 T (ad e s A 54

“Helon ked_inquiringly at. Jobn
| o rmrow. The erltnar gkt the

glanee; ©1 & Lo Los son hits dngteie |
ord fogy n-ohslonhana;@in me butone,
aswingotaray ifd can.’ Fringle plead:
““Write first,’ sald John W

will makeno conditions till I

egots

O Bringie dipped the pen in the 10k,
Y e e pen in t .
: Joh?begn% to dletgl?b:" il
1, Samuel Pringle—! = Lo
%sfisﬁm“lkli’ddl 5 !’g\: hi! '.l
Y . you kin ook over his shoul-
der, Mhyl_ Elwood?’ John was tfyh‘: to

frame e form of words which should at
least be binding. The difficulty was that
he really knew nothing,-and.had ' noth-
ing to go upon but bis own _strong sus-
picions, ' ’After a few mopents of besita-
tion he began again. - Helen 'stoed ' be
hind:the trembling: ‘clerk, .on ‘whowe
forehead the beads of ;sgony gathered

'years” standing, in theiouse of ‘Batter:
S alseriok and Baldwin, repeated
ck and. win,’ repeated
Pﬂﬂ,glt;f' . and, lwin,’. repeated
‘Declare and ‘ confess that ‘theé forger.
for which George : Warneford wastried,
eight years ago, and sentenced to twen-
ty years of penal servitude, 'was not
committed by himatall> " <" ;
» 'O ‘Tord; groaped ‘the ‘writer—‘not
committed by him at all’ /. il ’
.. *Phat be was, entirely, innocent of the
offense; that it was committed without
his Enowledge; ‘that’ He' was wrongly
found guilty; that ~the::real criminal*is
'“‘g&:ﬁl“l‘l.', ,' vi' Pi ESisiggl (0a |
*Stll at large ti_rn‘ ‘Oh, miss
Hel hinrcoiﬁiﬁr : !‘%lgl‘l“pmr:
le; ¥epentant man*i=1 2o ooon
. sBut:Helen’s face sliowed nopity.‘The
.-w,eq:‘ t.t.mum!—&hmm filled her with

isg
‘Still at ]
jes and em €
:Warneford's charge were'one sndell the
work of the same’magn, who bashitherto
empedp,:dml-pment., o £5 Yk geatarns 1
" “vEscAped punishment,” the “clerk ech-
oed. b;me%r lady, ‘help ‘him to ‘es-
%;pe -flto eth -:'I‘:_tm't:';ldoieaorgq
arneford any good to see bim punish-
ed, Hé?:’ &dggdw. ‘T am’ sugd that
‘he’s dgu,em ‘he would' ‘have - come
lmi&u« @ xalh oo g8 i poaivie |
’ ‘And ,I further declare that the real
orger—
I can't write it} ¢jaculated the man.
“Me _:W.Yhm.w,\ let.me FUD AAT, Jet .me
escape, let me t

_escs 0. thig onde, .. It's pitiful
to have a g\.m'}s‘- stHﬂith’,‘ sir, a8’ :ksb

are says, and it’s unchristian to"ase it.:
Oh,; Mr. ‘Vybro w! what are we.if. . we are
n%rhChtr’iz'rt:h“ 1 forger” i ysm i
' VThat the re or 'was myself, and|
B oo ol céd&u‘d:r;!f b1 Eh ik b
elen pla e pen in the nerv: i
ﬁng;rs frgm which il:° had dropped. = |
L WHE the words;’ she said. < *
-L.sT-can't, I'can't. .It'ssllitrue;as syou
know,. . Mr, Wybrow;. but.L can’t write
the words. I feel asif they were sen-
tencing mie to's prieon,’ {iESAEL)
1 1¢Very: likely ‘they: .will;! waid John.
$ Pt:conmlqni@&lm.«. an detection,
as you will find,, Come, you Have no;
ch‘ovigei: oh Wt s s » . ed_ S by &
th a heavy- n-he-obeyed. {
M 1:.0b, mdl Oh, Lord! What|
,h%gle I written?’. = : el

P

i
i
§

{

f“ ftpow,) .
Reluctantly he signedthe ﬁnyor.- rere |
i7‘Now, :Misa Elwood;! :said Jobn, ‘we
two will witness thissignature.’ s
_ Tt .was Helen’s tarn to tremble when
ghe signed her name as‘oneof the" wit-|
nesses. 'For what:'did  it:théan o her,
7, /The sol.; respect of

ber _lover, the  restitution .of his. good
name, the rgcoye;{ o,(‘l,g that madé life
dear, the bearing back Geo:g
}den shedves, a victory :worth|
allthe other victories in the world. | = |
She si . :. Thie, wretched: mau:went
on whining ‘and pleading in the: same
ikey about repentance; about the wicked
waste of trouble in. nklngr ‘up old. .mat-|
ters,'about the: certain death of George
Warneford;-bus his words fellunheeded
on her ' ears, : She ' was thinking:-only
.about the joy-and -thaukfulness whic{-'
ishould be theirs:'when:ahe bore to George
v:rl-rneford the paper so drecious to them'
all. ‘ DEATE b o i DR i
John folded up the p‘rer ardla s
‘We bave won, leuE wood,’ - h?m

“Yon shall tell me afterward,if you will,
what you have: wom: ' You  know wkat
ismy prize) 0. onoc o soias
Then: he turned to: Pringle,  and his
voice changed: v Libw Dave
‘IfI had words—if there were: words
in the language to express the unuttera-
ble loathing and disgust that I feel for
you, I would use them.  Butthere are
no words strong enough.  You have
signed, however, We have you now
utterly in onz ntotur. . Ifyou .are to ex-
pect anything at all from us—theslight-
est mercy—you will tell usthe whole
story without ‘evasion or ‘concealment.
Out with it !’ BILATy
‘You will be merciful, then?’ cried

Prlngle, as*he saw the erer -folded In
John's t book., and deposited ins
ace of safety. . ‘Iﬂbllionp.ﬂhu‘ lars’
that you would ‘mm!um‘ln one
else, you will have a 1ittle pity? Think
of it, Mr. W{brow,'l whole life spent in

n. It At be only.
ot . mind so_much.

ten X sho
Bat s ite} never

to be free; never to de .
to be without' the ‘dresdfal -
dreamed

v

never
convict

ight tiil lm it
n w
m of it. “Oh_,’!lr,

“|Toexed up the envelops when he went

J %ﬁéﬁfﬁ&%’% o‘n S
made alast effort..

—..Samuel. : s o
‘It T write,’ he said, imploringly, ‘will | one could have touched that oxi‘velopom.,ﬂ

brow.: I

be- | 1nvol

rge.. That the. other forgerd
mémén&{lﬂd ‘to Gegrg 8

| fessor's'with me—"'

“of her!}
to her|

in, ungry heart.. 1
G ,hrgo"w-imetb'ra was _pacing the
'| room Impatiently. ‘He 'sto with'a

i8Ye8e v Tir sgowan deeiverbagsil |
‘Lot us rexnember,’ she said, the long

Sk

of 1t night after | thls?
W) ¥ D8 (MOE| George. Thers were

re W
m it would fall? It was
"¥We bad to look out for
ourselves—Tom and L. Mr. Baldwin
b
.office, ore positively that
iexeept himself and George Warnefo
Tom was in court when-be swore to. it,,
and when Tom tzl‘d me in the evening,
‘'we laughed—tha
the tears ran down his face. i
. Helen made an.involuntary .gesture
O e, maiss, niot e, 1 repent
He laughe: iss, not me. I repent-
ed. rrep%xmd at once, and the moneéy
—hundreds of pounds it was—that Tom
bad through me, never did:him any
good. I always told him it wouldn’t.
Oh, it’s & dreadful story; and somehow
Mr. Wybrow, now that I've told the
whole of it, I feel easierin my mind.” - |
Jobn Wybrow whispered a few words
to Helen, then turned to the man again.
‘Look_here, you bave told us, I be-
lieve, pretty well the whole truth, Of
course we don't believe a' word about
your repentance, and:all that. Repent+
ance, indeed!  But you have dons, us,
untarily, & service. Now, in re-
turn, Miss Eiwood, this young lady’—
Samuel Pringle’bowed, as if .he were
being introduced to ber—‘has consented
to one act of grace.” . . :
tAnd the act of grace, sir? ,
£.:5The ‘act’ of grace is this. ' You shall
have twenty-four hours' start; after that
time  a warrant will be taken out for
your arrest, aud you will take your
‘punishment if you are’ caught. The
‘punishment will’ ‘be : ‘heavy, and 3 §
cincerely. hope . you will, be ‘caught.

ow go.’ i s
He pointed to the door. _ o
Samuel Pringle seized his portman-
teauand vanished : Looking out.of the
window they saw. bim running. dowa
the street till he caughéa cab, in which
he drove away." i R L
“*There will: be mo ‘warrant in: bis
case, Ijmpoet, Mies Elwoad.. e must
now—' _ SR !
C4Wait “s’ moment.’ she’ cried. ‘M
'hemrt ‘is: too full. Tell ‘me,’ ‘she said,

sion, tﬂuiw, .quite free. George; from all
suspicion?! R it aal
‘It does. ‘Tam no lawyer, but T am
certain it does. It will atieast clear'him’
jin :the |eyes: of Mr. Baldwin aad:the
world. . Miss Elwood,,
me to & wife; Tet us go to Ruth. i
¢Not yet,” she 3 J'want to" get at
:the other man first, and'I must/wait. <L,
want ytinr advice.and :help..: My brain
18 troubled with jo'y. Let. us. keep. this
thing to ourselves for one day yet—only
one day.' And to morrow is Chritinas
ave. t. Ruth keep: the :feast. with. &
Jjoyful beart,’
_And I must n
‘row evening?’
.111Noti 'til} “to-inorrew: evening,  John
lﬂbro,w. 11{. you; eannot wait for four-
and-twenty bours, what will you think
6f ' me when I tell you that I have walted

ot see Ruth till : to-mor-

‘for'three years?’ x
i ‘You; Miss Elwoed?’ i gaifend] 4
/Yes; George Warneford.and I, That
1s'my secret,  Yon have won a wife andi
‘s &lster, too, because I am to' be married
Lo Goorgo‘ﬁnrnal’ord.l i AR ¢
Joha\ ;t%ok mhmd and :hseg -i:l: on'!
second tho he. stooped and kissed|
her on the ;:qi_ehgs. S el
5 ¢Yon “will . bé "ofir sister? ‘he said,
simply. *Iam:véry glad: < Where ‘is
Gm‘q? NS A woeloraa Y6l
.He 18 here in London. There isan-
otheér of my secrets, He' is at the pro-

o

+‘Inthe same house as Ruth®? <. o
‘In the same house as Ruth, and she
‘does not know. . Once she thought she
knew his voiee, but it passed off.” He'is.
with-me as my brother, ¥o that we can.

But to-morrow she shall know,”. . .|
““Jobn took her home, Td the front
room the gas was lit; for the ‘professor
was instructing a select class, Behind
the blinds was“RUtH; but"Jobn did not
know this, and went away: with. & long-

'gesture’ of “inguiry - when ‘Helen re-
'!ﬂ;l'#ed'c : ‘I 3 { ;
AR @OT| 2 :
’mhf:’:id ha%ee' talked with bim, and—
‘arid—Ob, my deat, dear love, 'we who
bave waited: so long, can wei.not:wait:a
little longer?’. . .. . deiaent el
“'She fell weeping into_bis arms. He
‘soothed ter and ca 'her, and pres-
ently she 1ifted her head ‘and raised ber

and weary timeof trial, and, with the re-

men
has done for.us; how it cleared amihe
clouds of soger.and, tvenES M} b)_lg
on your soun!; how it mu# ¢ yo back
to your better self, the man I learned to
know;:-how it made me. s little wel

and- & little more cateful of athers; how!
it bronght me the dearest and best thing
that can to a woman—the love

appen
of a n.’ d §
he sdid; ‘but the love of &

brance, let us think of ail that it

‘man
‘Nay, dear,’
man who would fain beall that bis wife

thinks him.’
-wgf.‘ that is it, shesail. ‘You think
me - fair and pure, end I try to be fair
and pureof ‘heart. . I think :yoa, noble,
and yon make your own noblenes "’:&&
of love for me. What is love woi
except to lead man and womln'nmnl
to the hj; life?” 0 ‘a oad pal a’
Tbes . they. were silent, and presen
the old sailor in and joined them,
,Whoﬂt'nr&rﬁou“ ol i
were si j their old cus-
tom, sids Sy side, before the fire; Ben
Cxol::ii ‘his place, with his head
- the wm—giopr;a. what day 3’

Ky B8 -

when we ongh: to put away all scrts of

awsy; he clean. m w d: in
de&%ﬁ?elﬁ‘g'inon?wﬂé‘?l@ﬁrg”%
-and..he.sw. D0

is, Tom laughed #ll

after a pause—'tell me, does this confes- |

yau have, /helped [ O

|| dess. ifriend; .. but.

travel together, . Ruth does not suspect. |

[ have !eephfr. Bald- |f

‘sald, un‘:r‘ a little—they |

i

Helen, thni;,}t‘,very true;

‘Ay, ay, Mies

canhe. Ho ltt o snvlony o the o Holen, hagugery o
e, :Eputthe’ jeck: ' ou, -~ harbor malice
'in an ‘f’l" exnctly like hisown. aqdimr:;’ noﬁexeept_;?gt:n Tom.
made an excy ﬁgr‘;uln into b jos | He's ﬁ. to swing; then I shall be at
AT R TR R v
was th¥ best:chance to throw suspicion | _‘We must focgive, 1f we can, even
on somebody el "‘.‘% ' should “we ﬁﬁ%m’mu ¢ :

know fhat G arneford would be| ‘What! forget a mutineer and a-mur-

derer, when I've got him under my
thumb?’

The old man was inflexible on this
rolnt. That Boston Tom should be al-
I‘;’ ¥ hlncswr enrztere?tllxlis he-di

88, | g ng, a part of the grea
scheme ristian forgiveness, that
‘banging should come. .and.. n
‘afterward.. And the knowledge that he
bad:caught him at last tended ﬁu&ly to
soathe his soul, and prepared him for a
e pﬂ%ymment will speciall

8ce e are’ ' specia
:g?r:léh’ewwttc nations of the earth: - y
Helen: ceased to; urge her point, But

B It was a second letter
from ‘Rupert, writtén in pencil and 'in

‘Whatever you have to do with this
man,’ be wrote to Helen, ‘must be done
qulchy. I think he is"dying. ILast
night, “after’ drinking enough rum to

 old Ben's favorite oraft, and after cough-
‘ing till he shook the walls of the bouse,
he broke a blood-vessel. We put'him
to bed,: and: he went on drinking rum,
1I.was with him all night, I think, Miss
Plwood, that I am getting rather tired
of playing my part.” The place is a den
:of thieves. -The five pounds aroalready
nearly : gone, -and the -woman of:-the
house is throwing out hints that more
will be wanted before long. AlsoIam
expecte(; to “(illﬁifé"o N‘A]}h;“ml leveglug to
easa_the; sailors, "After al], there is
géme‘ nfn in showing these timbet-toed-
lubbers what dancing really means.
But I am afraid that Dan Mizen suspects
me; he'is always on the watch. R. L. |
“Pi: 8;/~~They have had a dootor to seq
him, Bc&poru that the patient. can’t
1aat more than twenty-four hours. The
woman has carried off his clothes, and 1
saughit he'sesrehing the pockets, ‘Alsq
l;i)m mn&m boon‘m:l nghomrn-
tions Al , captures. and suc o
ﬁ %wn‘tfdea,h hl‘!.‘he’i:tryin tomake
‘soinething for himself out of tke man's
death. 'Act at onde if thersis anything
to be done.’ ]

" Helen read , this letter aloud . and

-]

“We'can do without'it, George, but we
shali be stronger with it. =
/‘Then I will go mysell

m, :

Helen' tarned to Ben. ‘What do you
think, Ben® i tiqe 0% :
8l g%i‘;.? !pnnlng im, his. tj)\;lericoat. “
_.Thi e a8 with impatience
llttéi‘fng'lt?fhh‘ AL oyes.” ‘What
s a man te think? Heré's the murderer
going to  cheat 'the gallows; and .no one
to interfere but me.. Think? Why, that
we must go to the nearest pc
and arrest him, dead or alive.”

sWe will go, ‘Ben,‘you and I. :No,
George!—ahe put him back ponuy as he
 roge.to go with. her—‘it isn’t altogether
iy faucy, but I
myself’ with’ Ben

d.gét it out

Yon are, n-
knowa and uasuspected, ¢

a time! “the time! "Ohb, ‘Heleu, I
‘catinot believe the thue
.+ 4It- has: come, [Gearge}: it is.here al
utd{. .;Hsye patience for a. sinqle : dl.&
—ouly aaingle day—and you_ will fnd
‘that' {t bis' reatly’come’ for 'you, and'for
‘Rath, aot fumj-i?y;bmhnry full,

.and_this night. )
m& ﬁ?ﬂm%t ?i.l for me, 1 am safe
with'Ben and‘Rupem.’ =« ¢ o7 £ |
« - Itswas:gine o’clock.:Ax; Helen opened:
.the: door & van drove unp,and a man,
ju;nplng'down, began to hand vut par-
.“ .. ikt i ¥y i

> 'The professor cathe, ‘Madame  being
on%é::‘;mgo'%ﬂiﬂnm?nnhung. 'f
‘Turkey. for Ar, H“P‘f:' or
Mr, Lemire—barrel of oysters, M., Le-
mire, That all’ right?’ ‘Case"of wine,
| M#. Demire=—ditto; ditto; boxes of pre-

2:0,&9,1&'? right. Very sorry, sir, to be
‘these ¢an’t be for me! cried the

D aito rignt, sir—quite right; ordered
4 ! ir—quite right; order

twoqpon;sl ,' .notﬁng to y.’ Stop a
minute! easant {0) r. Lemire—
‘wild duck ‘Hﬁj’!ﬁmﬁn’-;ood‘s head

r
and

| shoulder, Mr. Lemire, ' = .
‘But, my friend; I have ordered none
of thesethings.” . .. .
_"D!dn’t‘“l:s' you did, sif.” Friend, I
‘l;lppoﬁ, ‘o :nd *'oménll. ‘hmuumu
 time, yoa knpw. . Hamper besides;
_dm k’dow what’s  in tﬁg., ;

s told
'| Where's that box, Jim? 'We was told

to take very particulat care of that box.
. Here you are, sir—box: for Mr. Lemire.
‘Think that's all, sir. You'll have to
sign here—so—and here’s a letter,’

g'.y this time Rath Warneford, An-
- {oinette and the children were gathered
L in the little ball gazing at the treasures
which lay piled one above the otber,
‘cumbering the way. The professor, bal-
ancing himself.on his gesticulated,
Iasughed and remonstrated. ' But before
they knew what had happened, the man
wn.i the van
| were left with their boxes, ...

_ ‘But_what does it mean? 1Is it St

 Nictiolas? "Is it the good Chrisimas

‘fairies? Isits gift of heaven?’ and the
N otE i Tiolon, T aamuro.

Lre delen, ‘1 assure you

. ‘that the re-

blistiment - at ‘this

Bs carry everything lnto.

y
isde s gallant show on
Y :

revenge.”

z the door and himself szoo& the stalwart

of the firm for

saveloper”
Sl et i e e
:)rmo’l‘thounrh'i’n; mvlﬂmam'.'
check and place it in an enve| That
was the day before Wi was

.of that season whieh

snother _pleader took up the cause of'
Boston' 'lg)ﬁ)'. '

float-a three.decker, or at _least one of | te

‘waited for a response, Iooking to George |.
BIEO%A A8 1O SO : fogap’ : .
! elen hurried away, but asshe opened

first.
‘He'thought for a:minute: »:1:
SIf. the u’an’l testimony,is:to be of any
ue,’ be #aid, ‘it must be got at|up

lice station! |

want to finish this work |
and ourifriends.! L|
|| want: you to rémain where

14, the time ['

will'ever.come.’ |

e dease Cod, wil |

served fruit—bonbons—one, two, three, |

‘bad driven off, and they |

ot F‘%ndu of sliments aro

box, over which Helen stood as guard.
All was silent while she opened the
first parcel. .

custly things shculd be, and on it
was a card, ‘'For Nettie.’ Opened, it
proved to contain & winter jacket of the
very finest and best. The next was
marked, ‘For Char'otte.’ That contained
a brand-new dress,'warm and soft; and
80 with all the rest. For the girls,
dresses; and for each of the boys—the
barcels being labeled, ‘For Gaspard, care

white and crisp.
... Never was such a Christmas present.

‘But nothing at all for Ruth?’ cried
Nettie. ‘Oh;:Ruth, itis a shame!’

ad Fou not better read your letter,
?' asked Helen.

‘Ah, to be sure. The letter! the letter!
Now, it is strange that 1 should have for-
gotten the letter. Gaspard, my sonm,
l-take  the violin: -So. -Come; here is a
letter; children.’ -« . . -

. /Tnstedd’ of ‘reading it‘aloud, and at
Fonoe, he began by soiemnly taking
Ruth’s hand and . raising it to his lips
with the courtesy of the ‘ancient re-

gime.’ £ 5 X
Listen, children. This is all the let-

been kind to her.’

‘That is all, children, that is all. The
grofessor blew 'his nose. ‘Always a

lessing to us, from the day when God’s
providence bronght ‘her to our home—
always the sunshire of the house.’

‘No, no!’ eried Ruth. ‘You have been
my parents, my family—all to me.’

‘It in-fr6m her éarnings,’ the professor
went on,‘from her poor earnings, that
our Christmas fare was to bave come,
because;F confets ta you, Mademoiselle
Elwood;-that art is not remunerative in
this qukmr,v‘ But ' pardon, ‘mademoi-
aselle, you were going out when these
grand thingsarrivg. You bavedelayed
yourself on Qur unt.’

*Yes, ] have to go ‘out.for an heur.
Come theu; good niﬁbt, Nettie; good
night, ch ’hn,vull.; am sure you de-
serve all the good fortune that can befall

yoﬂ', . R
uth ran after her.

sHelen, -tell :me what do you think it
means? 1Isit John? Do you think it is
John?’ :
My dear, perhapa‘it is John. Do you
remember the promisein the church?’
‘Do I remember? Ab, Helen, can I

the deor'she heard the ‘professor strike
a cheérful note, -

‘Now, children ali! . The joyful dance

of the h:&pg round the Monument of

Plenty. 'Mademoiselle 'Antoinette ‘ will

) (% A )

_And when Madsme Lemire returned,
bringing with ‘her the humble leg of
mutton, she found the ‘children execut-
ing one:of ‘the professor's: highest con-
ception3—a. Pastoral Piece—round such
a_display of splendid things as even
Leadenhall Market could not surpass.

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]
; :
SHYLOOK TO ANTONIO.
‘I [oit'City Derrick.]

Signor. Antonio, many a time und oft
In der Rialtoyou havé abused me
About mine monies; und said dot
1took mere inderest in a year
Pen der brineipal vas come (0!
8till hat I borne. all dose mit {
A patient s -mﬁf ;

For, vat you'call'it?' Sufferance?—
.o Nasder .of all.our tribe;

Yﬂx‘ call ¢ bad names—
Misbelfever,: ontdthrolt, 0N-0V-a-gun,
b n, und so on, .

ex'a",%ﬂ'l‘?n vAS now appeared
v 2Dot you meed my:helup!

¥ Eon come to xim\md you said,
~“Mister Shylock, old
Liketo borrow dree

v, I vould
] ousand ducats
. Till next Saturday! You said so?
You, dot haf bootedme '
i Two, dree, six, several times,
nd spurn'd me l’rom your threshold
{“Like a'dog? ‘Monies iy your suit den?
By ess ‘you haf more cheek
As'a book t! “Should I not said:
Hald dog money?: o & Gtk

‘Here'you are, miss,’ he ®aid, *Name,| . Do.a son-ov-a-gun ..
Lenoire.’ {0 wit] Keéb'al{nnk ackound? °

ST will.call Madame Lemire. Please | Didn’t ftbeen im ility
'bring in the things.’ it " {pe ROt ALHERRORK SENTER

)
all:I:bend Jow; und in & bondsman's key,

gl d?hﬁd bresth und vhispered humbleness

af "
| .Fair sir, yon spit on me on Vensday last
You spurn’d me on Thursday,
On'Friday you told me to vipe off

nuder dime you call me ‘
i nigll:id"m*-h}-dc:mug’: A

§ ow; for dose din
w0 1:3«1“ ol fife cent nickle,

took & mortgage
On your old pald head!. Don't it?
: ;

Accomiplished at Last.

“The grand climax of success is at last
achieved. The poor. rejoice, the sick
arise. and walk, the rich bask in the
bright sunshine of perfect health. The.
physical miseries of theé huhsan frame
i nesd na longer be endured. ' Dr. KiNG's

3

| CALIFORNIA GOLDEN COMPOUND, for Dys-

Constipation, Sick Headache,
&‘;{;'k up or". Food, ‘Jaundice, Liver
Complatnt, Biliousness, General Debili-
ty, Drowsiness and Low . Spirita. This.
wonderful remedy will ponfa‘v:g cure,.
and that whers every other rem 5 has
failed. To prove that this wonderful
remedy will do all' we claim for it, you
‘are pnuqhud with a trial bottle free of
cost, by which you will readil rceive:
its wonderful “curative qualities, and
which willshow you what a regular cne
dollar size bottle will do. For sale by
Gulick & Berry, Terre Haute. 61

: * LIVER IS KING.

* The Liver is the imperial organ of the

‘whole human system, s# it controls the

1ife, heaith and bappinessof man, When

it is disturbed in it &ropor action, all
e natural resulit.

e digestion of the food, the move-

| ments of the hesrt and blood, the action

of tho brain and  mervous system, are
all immediately conuected with the
workings of thie Liver. It has been suc-

Flower e
Flowerls unequaied in curing all per-
sons afflicted with Dyspepsia or Liver
complsint, and all the numerous symp-
toms that result from an unhealitby con-
' dition of ‘the Liver and  Stomach.
: bottles to try, 10 cents. Posi-
tively sold in ail towns on the Western
'Contipent. Three doses will prove that
it is just what you want.

For sale by QGulick & Berry and by
Groves & Lowry. :

S ——
FAT PEOPLE.

Corpulent can be reduced from
two to five pounds week without star-
vation, by A.IE:'D Anti-Fat, a pure-
1 e rlectly harmless reme-
d;; g ticﬁ'obtlsfoodi'n the stomach,
neutralizing all saccharine and oleagi-
‘nous matter.
/. Bosron, Mass., May 2Ist, 1878.
Botanic Medicine Co., Buffalo, N. Y.:

—Without special chan}ze

two bottles of Allan’s Anti-Fat

=
red me four and one-half pounds.
Yours R fnll{, ’
A. BUSH,
383 Washington St.

Hundreds of letters similar to the above
have been received by the Botanic Medi-
cine Co. Anti-Fat sold by druggists,

It was wrapped in tissue-paper, as |

of his father,’ and so_on—a bank-note, -

r:
‘For those who love Ruth and have °

combience. Where, oh, ‘where:is Ru-

that Green’s August. '«




