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*T1S WORK THAT WINS.

Tas is no fable-land where dreams
‘Are wand-trausformed into the real:
No idler's Paradine where Lopes
Fall, realized, from Fortuue's wheel ;

sluggard's kingdom, blindly ruled,
N b Chianco sis on o goldon throte,
And throws his doubtful favors out
To gild the lives of fools alone.
It bolds itself in higher grace.
1t keeps the cleaner, stronger course.
And takes from chance what chance will give
But draws ita weekly wage for force.

Come brawn, and brain, and earnest soul—
The patient manhood that can wait,

And hold its truth through bitter days,

Will not knock vainly at the gate.

————ee————

[This story commenced in No. 131.]

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.
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CHAPTER XV.

(Continued.)

Louis wus on the spot, and with eloguent
oyes thanked Earle.

¢ My dear fellow,” said the latter, ‘‘there
wasn't the least danger in the world; I'll war-
rant Miss Clare would mount the place and
return a dozen times without danger. But
Miss Beth "—he wanted to say—‘‘is a suc-
cessful strategist,” but did not —only he smiled
as he added —** is different.”

““My poor little ward doesn’t make many
friends,"” said Louis sadly.

¢ Come, now, Louis, you know I am her
friend,” said Earle, ‘friend enough to tell
you the worst and best of the child. After
all, she is only a child.”

¢ Yes,” said Louis, with a heavy sigh; * but
a child with a woman's possibility of keen
suffering, when she realizes "—he stopped
short, grew red and confused, bit his lip and
turned away.

‘Earle drew his attention to a curious gnarled
tree that gave one the idea of a petrified hu-
man body, and presently they were talking
calmly together—Reviere havingat last gained
his coveted position at Clare's side, while the
widow and lgech walked together.

The crowd had surged on before them. On
all sides could be heard gay laughter —occa-
sionally the crack of a rifle, or the loud call
for assistance, where some had turned out of
the road and become entangled amidst rocks
and vines.

“ Well, Miss Beth, you have succeeded in
frightening us well; soscared ! " said the widow
as Beth walked by her side; * that is, if one
can be well frightened,” she added. *Your
father's face was as white as a sheet.”

“I'm glad my father had the grace to be
frightoned, ' said Beth, mockingly, while her
cheek reddened. “1I didn't know he cared
anything about me.”

“ Pray tell me who that picturesque red
fellow is, with the long hair?” asked the
widow, catching sight “of Bee. ¢ Anything
more tragic than the way he looked at you
just now, I never saw off the stage.”

Beth grew confused. Her conduct for the
the past few months suddenly loomed up in
in its trne light. She had made a play-
thing of the boy's untrained heart-—she had
kept herself in practice by using her small
artillery of smiles, sweet speeches, honeyed
praises, telling herself it was fun! And then
suddenly she had dropped him, ignored him !
with studied care. Many arough and cal-
loused man wears the scar of such fun on the
very core of his heart. Nobody sees the
wound that changed the whole current of his
life, blasted every sweei davor of sentiment,
and made one, tender by nature as a woman,
hateful, untrustful, and even malignant.

“We see a little of everything in Washing-
ton. So curious !"” laughed the widow; “ from
Indians to your humble correspondent, who
touches us up very nicely, dresses, morals
and all, for the newspaper-world of readers.
Perhaps you don't know that rather tall, thin,
ungainly woman walking over there, with the
ﬁuiy hair. Well, she will dish us up in the
dailies, to-morrow morning, and if she saw
you borne like a lamb lost over night, down
the mountain precipices, yon may thank your
lucky stars. So romantic !”

“Me!" cried Beth—‘‘do you think she
will put me in the papers?” and the little
vanity looked up with star-bright eyes.  Gra-
cious! What would Mr. Earle say ?"

“ 0 he'd laugh; he laughs at almost every-
thing. What other men rave over he just
turns into ridicule.”

“It was ridiculons,” said Beth, seeing at a
glance the other side of the mutter; ‘“and I
expect every time he thinks of it, 1t will make
him laugh. I do hope they won't be so silly
a8 to think of putting it in the papers. Sup-
pose we ask her not ?"

“Better let her alone. The poor thing
earns her bread and butter that way, and she
wouldn't spoil a sensational paragraph for!
nneydthing you could offer her. So opinion-|
at "

“T wish I hadn't been so silly,” said Beth,
thinking the matter over. * What did 1 go
up there for? I'll never forget how he caught
me up, though, and bLefore I knew it he was
down here. Are you very well acquainted
with him?”

_ “Such a question ! ” said the widow, lift-
ing her arched eye-brows. ‘I live in his
house.”

““0, do you ?"” said Beth, nestling closer to
her side. ““I've heard he was very rich and
his house very lovely.”

““Such taste ! " said the widow; ‘“ a Rubens,

Highest style of art, or none, for him. And
then, bless you, he has picked up such treas-
ures in Italy!

CHAPTER XVL

and his English cor:

his Polish retreat

He has his Roman cabinet OX BOARD THE BOAT RETURNING.
his French ALL was ion now. Women shrieked,
d in each the li men shouted dred men and boys ran

things! Well, one can travel, looking at
them. I can assure you Mr. Earle is no or-
nary man.”

““But he's an awful infidel,” said Beth, the
awe in her face giving way to contempt; ** I'd
not marry him unless he became a good Chris-

“8o funny!” laughed the little widow.
“ Why, Mr. Earle is the type of a Christian
gentleman; and as for marrying—well, he's
not a marrying man,” she added dryly.

Beth thought of his strong arms, and the
merry way he laughed, and colored.

“ How dearly I could love him!" she said
to herself, the better part of her nature com-
ing to the surface; ** but to him I am only a
child! I wish I were, and could sit on hi
knee, and rest my head on his shoulder.”

“He's awful fond of Miss Clare,” said Beth
aloud, her angelic blue eyes looking up con-
fidingly in the widow's piquant face.

“What makes you think so?” asked Mrs.
Lake, almost coming to a stand still, the ex-
clamation took her so by surprise.

*Why, it wouldn't take long to convince
you, if you saw them together,” rvesponded
Beth, who was beginning to find out the wid-
ow's weak Eoim.m ** Dear me, how he watches
her ! and there's a something different in his
way than there is toward—you and me, for
instance. y, any one might notice it. But
it's no use —she's engaged.”

A gleam of joy shonein the widow's eyes.

“Oh! sheis! Really an ed young
lady! So interesting! Do you happen to
know who to? And are you sure?”

“She told me so herself, when I hinted at
Mr. Earle's attentions. Her face grew red as
scarlet, and she was very angry. How did I
know? She showed me his photograph, and
I must say he is handsomer than Mr. Earle.
So you see he is only a friend. O, pray ex-
cuse me.”

She saw Clare walking by herself. By this
time the letter had begun to burn in Clare's
pocket where she had put it, but as yet sho
saw no chance of reading it. She was walk-
ing with a pre-occupied gaze, looking neither
to the right or the left.

Beth's lively little sallies provoked no re-
sponse,

“Where is Mr. Reviere ? " asked Beth.
““He went back after something he had
forgotten,” said Clare.

“ I wonder if it was a corkscrew ? " laughed
Beth. ‘“‘Isawa basket of champagne.”
Clare looked shocked.

0 they all drink plenty, except perhaps

Mr. Earle. Heis what they call a fanatic,”
wg B‘ethA “‘But oh! look! what a lovely
sight !”

A thousand prismatic hues burst upon their
vision. Flashing, leaping, dancing in tbose
glorious colors, every spray having its own
individual tint and lustre. In every direc-
tion stood the bold, gray rocks, some of them
piled twenty to forty feet in height, and gay
groups had climbed upon them, while out
among the rapids the moss-covered boulders
shone like low hills, covered with diamond
dust. The mighty area of water in commo-
tion, restless and resistless in its onward
rush—the low-flying clouds against a back-
ground of crimson, the sun near its setting,
combined to make a scene beyond the power
of the most gifted artist to place on can-
vas.

Earle helped Clare and Beth up some jagged
stones, from the top of which the whole wierd
glory of the picture presented itself. Clare
was struck speechless —while Beth, with the
volubility of a child, explained and com-
mented and emphasized her pretty little
opinions. -

Clare looked and looked—through tears.
What would Earle have thought, could he
have seen her inmost heart at that moment,
and known that she was thinking just then of
that awful peril of which he had formed so
terrible a feature. She saw him rushing
throngh the swirling rapids, beat against
the {Jointed rocks, sucked under yawning
whirlpools, beaten and bruised and torn.

Clare was ouly a girl, and there was a hid-
den vein of romance in her composition that
she herself had never even suspected. How
could he laugh and jest in view of that scene ?
Had he forgotten, or was it because men
were braver than women—or in nature harder
and less susceptible to the emotions of grati-
tude? It seemed to her that he should be
silent, and here he was in his brightest mood.
He pointed out a scarlet-plumaged bird, sit-
tin%l on a spray that seemed rocked by the
rushing waters—a Loy, whose white legs,
stripped to the knees, looked under the
shallow yellowish water in shore, like two
perfect shapes of chrysolite.

Beth was at her best in spirits. She had
forgotten everythinglz save that she was enjoy-
ing herself, and Mr. Earle treated her so
kindly ! and people admired her--she never
failed to appreciate a glance of admiration.
She sat close to Clare, §[r. Earle occupying a
position just behind them, in fact so near
that occasionally Beth found herself leaning
against him.

Suddenly there was a_strange commotion.
A thrill of impending danger ran through a
hundred hearts, as the Indian lad appeared in
a hollow of the rocks behind the gronp of
three, armed with a revolver.

To aiw, to fire, once, twice, thrice, was but
the work of a moment.

Then the mad savage threw up his arms,
uttered a yell that sounded unearthly, gave
one awful leap into the seething waters, and

a Vandyke, a Teniers, yes, and even a Murillo.

lay like a log where he struck.

down the steep embankment with peril to hfe
and limb, but they never minded.

Louis came up, breathless. He uttered no
word as he looked down upon the inanimate
body of poor, pretty little Beth, the blood
flowing from a wound near her shoulder, her
cheeks like clay, her body limp and lifelees.

** Earle, you too are wounded,” he said, in
a hard, hollow voice.

Then Clare, who had sat in a sort of daze,
turned about with clasped hands.

“What is it?” she cried. ‘“Oh! there is
blood! What has happened ?*

Earle stood up and looked over into the
falls. They were bringing the dead body of
the Indian lad up the banks to where the
rocks ran gradually down. He had struck on
his head and been instantly killed.

“That red devil!” he muttered between
his teeth—holding on to his right arm, through
which a bullet had torn—‘ what grudge had
he against me ?"

Clare, with a rush of retuminE conscious-
ness, for she had been faint with terror, saw
itall. Bee had evidently taken Earle for re-
viere, and so aimed at him. One of the bullets
had gone between Clare and Beth, the other
had lodged just back of Beth's right shoulder,
entering the lung. Only an instant between
supreme pleasure and sudden death, at least,
to all appearances.

Two surgeons were on the ground, and
Beth was confided to their care, while Earle
swung up his shattere¢ arm, and bade them
attend to her, adding that there was time for
him afterward.

e moon was slowly rising. It shone on
Bee's swarthy, upturned face, for they had
laid him on the rocks, and several of the
young men were making litters of boughs—
one for him and one for Beth, who lay hap-
pily unconscious.

Men and women spoke in hushed voices.
Who, on that beautiful morning, looki
upon all those happy, care-free faces, wouls
have dared to predict a tragedy before night-
fall? The widow had been straining her
eyes for Reviere, who had not yet returned.
8he had rushed from the place at the first hint
of trouble, and now stood wringing her hands
till she saw the crowd coming, which so
frightened her that she sprang into Earle's
carriage in waiting outside the woods. Into
this carriage Louis also entered, and the un-
conscious girl was placed in his arms to be
taken to the hotel.

In this way, Mrs. Lake was first to break
the news, hurrying from the iage to be
in advance of all the rest, and broke in upon
Mrs. Curl as before stated.

“You are Louis’ wife, madam,” said the

old man, and there was reproach in his face. | cam:

““You should have told us at the first. His
wife would have been welcome to what facts
we are at liberty to tell.”
“It don't matter,” said Madame Lucie,
who had seated hemlidgloomily, ““it doesn't
matter at all. I—I had a little wager with
Louis,” she added, with white lips, ““and he
has won !” And then she began to despise
herself for her sudden lapse from truth.
“And our poor little girl! our poor little
girl ! he murmured. .
““Oh man ! I cannot bearit!"” sobbed Eve.
“You must!” said Adam, grimly. ‘“’Tisn't
for you, or the likes of any of us, to say you
will and you won't and you can't, woman.
But I'd give my life to have the little one
back n. ho killed her?” he asked,
turning to the widow with contracted brows.
“An Indian that lived with the prgl'est_wr.

“J wish to hear nothing ; sir, I will hear
nothing,” she said.

*In concealing—"

She turned away.

“I must tell you while I am wrought up to
the confession. To-morrow I may lock it up
again and throw away the key. If I doit
will be forever !"

““ Let it be forever, then,” she said.

He turned from her with a gesture of resig-
nation.

*80 be it,” he said.
humiliation.”

Reviere appeared at the door.

““As I am commissioned to escort you, Mrs.
Carl, and Miss Clare,” he said, in a subdued
voice, ‘‘ we had better be going. Miss Clare
is in the carriage. They are ready for her,”
he added in a whisper, to Louis, “and think
it better for you to carry her to the litter,
which is very comfortable. They say the
doorway is too narrow to bring it in.”

Louis turned to his helpless charge and
lifted her tenderly. Mrs. Carl waited until
he had gone, then gave her arm to the tenor,
who escorted her to the carriage.

* Oh, aunt, what a wretched business this
has been!” said Clare, who held out her
bhand. Madame Lucie’s hand burned Clare's
cool fingers. She could just see that her
aunt's face was flushed and that her eyes had
a singularly wild expression.

““You see,” said the madame, turning her
glittering eyes to Clare, *if I only loved him
less ! It is that that is killing me!”

Clare looked her bewilderment.

*What was I saying?" asked the madame,
in a sudden tremor. **Do you know n.y head
feels strange ? I think it will burst.”

“It is this excitement, aunt,” said Clare.
“You will feel better when we get home.
Poor little Beth ? "

“Hush!" exclaimed Mrs. Carl, in a whis-
ger that was almost tragic. ‘* Never mention

er to me again.”

“I shall be spared a

*But, aunt——" protested Clare, much
frightened.
“I tell you to be silent. Ihope the girl

will die!"”

“Oh, aunt!” cried Clare, bursting into
tears—‘‘ ghe will--the surgeon said so.”

“Better for her, better for me,"” was the
hoarse reply. *Ob, if God would only give
me back my voice! my poor lost voice!”
she sat back in the carriage and covered her
face with her Lands. At that moment Riviere
sprang in, and spoke to the driver.

Meantime Madame Lucie made a strong ef-
fort to regain her tranquility, but nearly lost
it again as they passed the litter, followed by
a crowd, Louis walking at the head.

It looked like a funeral processson, and the
moonlight, now intense, gave it a weird char-
acter.

Suddenly Madame Lucie spoke.

“I pbn‘_ene that this is not the carriage we

e in.
“No, this is Earle's carriage,” said the
tenor.

““Oh, yes, and his superb grays. But where
is Enarle?”

“The surgeon advised him to go by boat.
It is easier.”

“The surgeon ! exclaimed Madame Lucie.

“Did you not know that he was hurt?”
asked Clare, in a trembling voice.

“Shot through the arm and an ugly
wound,” said Reviere.

“I—had not heard the particulars,” said
Mrs. Carl, with some hesitation.

“Not so bad a hurt, though, as poor little
Beth. It is well the Indian killed himself.
He would have been hung to the nearest tree ! "

‘‘Great heaven! what a chapter of hor-
rors !” exclaimed the madame in a startled
voice. ‘‘Bee dead!"” .

So strange! They are horribly
those creatures!”

There was a stir outside. Candles were
brought in, for it was quite dusk.

Madame Lucie moved into the shadow as
her husband entered, bearing in his arms a
lifeless burden.

He laid her on the old sofa, and hung over
her, touching her hair, her cheek, regretfully,
lovingly. There was that in his face that
compelled sorrow.

¢ He does not think of me!"” said Madame
Lucie to herself, bitterly, ‘“he does not ask
for me.”

“I wonder where Reviere is ! " asked Louis
in a low vuice.

“I am here,” said the former. He was just

entering.
“I was going to ask you to take my wife
home,” said Louis. ¢ The surgeons have de-

cided that the child must return by boat. I
shall go with her. Oh, you are here, Lucie.”
Reviere left the room.
Madame Lucie had stepped out of the
shadow. The room was nearly emgty now.
“Yes, I am here,” she said in a low voice,
shuddering.
“Well, you see—the sad subject of our al-
i i ing,” and he ioned

this
with his hand toward Beth.

“I see,” she said, rigidly.

“ Lucie—you will pardon me if I go by the
boat,” he added with a sad smile.

“Oh, yes, certainly ; I was myself going
to suggest another escort,” she said, coldly.
I thank you for mticipntinq me.”

“Lucie—" he said, struggling with many
emotions. ‘ Have you not some pity for me?
1 am miserable.”

*“Ido not see why youshould be,” she said,
lnu%htily ; *“that child was nothing to you.”

¢

he was something to me, my dear wife. |

Let me tell you—"

“Tell me nothing,” she answered, almost
flercely. ‘I wish to preserve some respect
for my husband.”

“But, Lucie, if I did wrong in—"

2.
viere.

“Yes, d remely dead,” said Re-
“ After the shooting he threw him-
self into the falls, with the view, I suppose,
of presenting a tragic spectacle when the
rapids had him in_their grip, but an envious
rock had the bad distinction of ending him.

“Poor Bee!" said Madame Lucie, much
agitated. *That girl -" she stopped sud-
denly, lowered her veil and leaned back,
trembling from head to foot.

After that they rode on in silence. Each
one was occupied with the saddest reflec-

tions.
(To be continued.)
—_———————
A TRIBUTE FROM THE BRITISH.

TaeE most wonderful transformation scene I ever
saw in the matter of hats, says a writer in the
Detroil Free Press, was on Fleet Street, London,
after President Garfield's death. It became known
that the Queen had ordercd the great bell of St.
Paul's to be tolled, an honor never before accorded,
except to the memory of an Euglish sovereign.
Fleet Street and Ludgate Hill were one mass of

glistening luts.

All tral

hats, !.All.‘l black,

suspend The old phrase, ** a sea of hats,” was
most apt to this scene and this was literally the
Black Probably no one in the thousands
there b ever heard the mournful sound of that

at bell. The immensge crowd waited patiently

for hours. Then came the first low, dull, sonorous
atroke of the long-silent bell. Instantly every hat
was removed and the change from a sea of hats to
& sea of lieads was most magical. The English
crowd stood, while the bell tolled, with uncovered
heads, a token of respect for the uncrowned mon-
arch who lay dead beyond the ocean.
— e
A MAN OF ARMS AND LEGS.
A Lapy is showing a visitor the family portraits
in the picture gallery.

* That officer there in the uniform,” she says,
‘was my great-great-grandfather. He was as
brave as a lion, but one of the most unfortunate of
men—he never tought a battle in which he did not
have an arm or a leg carried away.”

Then she added, proudly: *“He took part in
twenty-four engagements.”




















