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A SONG FROM THE SUDS.
BY LOUISA M. ALCOTT.

QUEEN of the tub, [ merrily sing,
While thie white foau rikex bigh ;

And sturdily wash, and rinse, and wring,
And fasten the clothes to dry.

Then oat in the free, fresh air they swing,
Under the xummer wky.

I wiah I conld wash from our hearts aud souls
Tho atainw of the weck away,

Aud lot water and air, by their magic, make
Ourselvex an purc ax they :

Then on the eurth would be joy indeed,
A glorious washing day.

Along the path of a useful life
Will the heart's-case ever bloom ;

The busy mind has no time to think
Of sorrow, or care, o gloow ;

AnT G e e he kwept away
Ab wo busily wicld the broom.

I am glad a taxk to me is given
To labor at, day by day,

For it brings mo health. and strength, and hope,
And I cheerfully learn to say.

* Hend, you may think ; heart you may feel,
But, baud, yon aball work alway.”

(This story began in No.125.]

FACING THE WORLD,

oK,

The Haps and Mishaps of Harry Vane.

By HORATIO ALGER, Jr..
Author of **Do and Dare,” “Helping
Dick, **Luck and Pluck,”

CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE WRECK OF THE NANTUCKET.

Ir was still quite dark, but it was light
enough to see that the ship had struck upon
n reef. Straining their eyes the alarmed pas-
sengers could descry land. Indeed the reef
was an outlying part of it.

All cyes were turned upon the captain, as
Mr. Holdfast was now ealled.

“If T had had men enough to stand watch,
this wounld not have happened,” he said.

“1Is there any hope, Mr. Holdfast ?"" asked
M y Clinton, pping his hands in

terror.

““Plenty of it,” answered the mate, curtly,
“but we must leave the ship.”

Under his direction the remaining boat, for
Captain Hill and bLis companions had only
takon away one, was lowered. Steering clear
of the reef they found themselves in a cove,
oordered on three sides by land. By the
light, now rapidly increasing, they saw grass
and trees, and the sight gladdened them in
spite of the grave peril that menaced them.

“Mr. Holdfast,” said Clinton, anxiously,
“ won't you let me go back for my wardrobe.
I can't get along without that, don't you
know?”

“I don't think it's the fashion to wear
olothes here, Mr. Clinton,” said the mate, his
eye twinkling. “You'll be sure to be in
fashion.”

“But that's horrid, you know. I assure
you I don't care to imitate the natives.”

“ Provisions are of the first importance,
Mr. Clinton, " said Holdfust, seriously. *After
that, we will save what we can.”

They put on the boat as large a supply of
stores as they dared, and then rowed a shore.
Landing the passengers, Holdfast selected
Jack and Harry, and went back to the ship
for a further supply.

“We must lay in as much as we can, for
we don't know how long we are to remain
here,” he said.

When the second trip had been made, it
was decided to rest for a time, and eat break-

ast.

The little group gathered on a bluff looking
out to sea, and sitting down, ate heartily.
By this time the sun had made its appearance,
and it bade fair to be a plensant day.

“Have yon any idea where we are, Mr.
Holdfast ?” asked Mr. Stubbs.

“I only know that we are on an island.
There is no mainland near here,” answered
the commander.

“It seems to be a large one, then. While
you were gone with the boys, I ascended a
tree, and looking inland could not see the
ocean in that direction.”

“What tree did you climb?” asked Har-

ryMrA Stubbs pointed it ont.

¢ There's another one higher and on higher
ground. Mr. Clinton, won't you climb it,
and see what you can discover? " asked Harry,
mischievously.

“Really, Mr. Vane,” answered Clinton, in

eat trepidation, “I couldn't think of it.
frnm quite sure I should tear my trousers, and
they are the only ones I have here. I wish
the captain would let me go to the ship and
get the balance of my wardrobe.”

“Do you think you could manage this boat
alone, Mr. Clinton?” asked tho mate.

“@Good gracious, no. Perhaps Mr. Vane
would go with me.”

“I feel like exploring the island,” said
Harry, “ who will go with me?”

Curious to see what kind of a new home
they bad, all set out. First, however, the
professor asked :

“How long before the ship is likely to go
to pieces, Mr. Holdfast ? "

“Not under a day or two in this weather,”
was the answer. ‘Later in the day I will
board her again.”

They strnck inland and walked for about
two miles. They were trees and plunts such
88 thoy had never seen before, and the songs
of unknown birds floated out upon the air.
It was certainly a delightful change from the
contracted life they had been leading upon
ship-board.

#Do you think the land is inhabited ?"
seked Harry.

“I know no more about it than you do, my
lad,” answered Holdfast.

““Suppose we should meet with a pack of
savages urmed withspears!” suggested Harry,
with a side look at Clinton, who was walking
by him.

“0 good gracious, Mr. Holdfast! do you
think we will?” asked thaf young gentleman
nervously.

“We must do the best we can. I take it
E:eharo all brave, and would be willing to

.

“ Certainly,” said , “I can answer
for Mr. Clinton and myself.”

¢ Oh, but really now, I don't think I could
fight with savages, you know," said Clinton,
turning pale.  * We'd better go back, don't
you know 2"

“You can go back, Mr. Clinton,"” said Mr.
Stubbs. ““ As for me I am going forward.”

“But I shouldn't dare to go back alone.
They might surprise me, you know.”

“I am quite sure t{\)u would surprise
them, Mr. Clinton,"” said the professor, smil-

ing.

“Do you think so, really ? " said the dude,
not understanding the significance of this re-
mark.

“1I am sure of it.”

“Won't you go back with me, Mr. Vane?"

“No, Mr. Clinton; I am curious to explore
our new home."”

“1 wish I was back in Brooklyn," sighed
Clinton,

“I should rather be there myself,” said
Harry. “Yet if I were only sure of it, I
should not mind staying here awhile.”

¢Certainly. I couldn't refuse, don't you
know? "

“Did you row, or they?" asked Mr. Stubbs.

““Well, you see, they wanted to row, and I
let them. After a while one of them askod
me a very embarrassing question.”

““What was it?"”

“She asked, ‘ Suppose the boat was to up-
set, Mr. Clinton, which of us would you save,
Sarah or me?’ But she didn't catch me. I
answered, ‘I shouldn't know which to choose,
and so I think I should save myself.'”

“How did that answer suit her?"

“She got mad—some girls are so unreason-
able, don't you know? But then, if I had
said I would save her, Sarah would have
been mad.”

All laughed at Mr. Clinton’s reminiscence,
but he sighed sadly as he thought of the
happy past, and contrasted with it the un-
promising present.

When dinner was over, if their informal
meal can be dignified by the name, Mr. Hold-
fast said:

“I think we had better make another trip
to the ship, and bring back what we can. We
shall neer* a further supply of provisions, and
there will be other things that will ocour to
s as likely to be needed.”

“Won't you bring my wardrobe, Mr. Hold-
fast ? " asked Clinton anxiously. ‘I want to
put on my striped trousers.”

“Your wardrobe .can wait, Mr. Clinton,”
said Holdfast curtly. ¢ There are plenty of
thi: we need more than trousers.

‘?ﬁny I go with you, Mr. Holdfast? " asked

&7{?&»," d the mate; I will take

“I wonder,” said Mr. Stubbs, reflecti ‘i'
““if any one were ever shipwrecked on this
island before.”

I think it qhite likely,” said the mate.
¢“It is, it seems, pretty large. If it were
located within a convenient distance of New
York, I should not be surprised if it were a
favorite summer resort.”

“I am afraid, Harry,” said the professor,
“that it will hardly pay to give one of onr
magical entertainments here.”

“Unless the island should be inhabited,”
suggested Harry.

““Even in that case I doubt whether the en-
tertasinment would be within the comprehen-
:iou of the dusky savages who might be found

ere.

“Think, Mr. Clinton,” said Harry, “how
the dusky maidens would admire you! I am
not sure but they might fight among them-
selves for your favor.”

The young man from Brooklyn didn't ap-
pear flattered by the suggestion.

“I admire_the fair sex, I admit,” he said,
“but when it comes to copper-colored sav-
ages, I would rather be excused, don't you
know? I was a great favorite with the young
ladies of Brooklyn, and had no end of invita-
tions to parties. If they could only see me
now !" he concluded with a sigh.

After a considerable walk they reached a
grove of trees, bearing a different leaf from
any to which they were accustomed. The,
did not appear to produce fruit of any kind,
but were comely and afforded a grateful
shade. This was the more appreciated, be-
cause the sun had begun to make its heat folt,
and a feeling of languor diffused itself over all.

“I move we squat here awhile,” said Mr.
Stubbs, quaintly.

“Very well,” said the mate. ‘‘We have all
day betore us, and I am afraid a great many
to came, in which we may explore the island.”

All threw themselves on the grass without
ceremony, except Mr. Clinton, who carefull
drew from his pocket a linen handkerchief,
and spread it out to sit upon.

Harry smiled.

“You are more careful than the rest of us,
Mr. Clinton,” he said.

“I don't want to soil my trousers,” said
Clinton.

“Especially as you don't know when you
can get another pair,” suggested Stubbs.
“ Really, my young friend, I am a little curi-
ous as to how we will all be looking a year
hence, if we stay here as long. Ten to one
we shall have to extemporize new garments of
sail cloth.”

““O Mr. Stubbs, don’t mention such a hor-
rid thing,” said Clinton, with an expression
of anguish.

“I think you would look rather pioturesque,
Mr. Clinton, in a sail cloth suit,” said
smiling mischievously.

All laughed except Clinton, to whom the
subject was a very solemn one.

CHAPTER XXIX.
PREPARING A HOME.

TaEY returned to the shore about noon,
and sitting down on the bluff ate heartily of
the stores they had brought with them from
the ship. They had brought no water, but
fortunately discovered a spring on their
homeward walk, which da

Harry, |island,” said Stubbs, shrugging his shoul-

you and Jack, and Mr. Stubbs, too, may come
if he will.”

“Iam quite at your commands, captain,”
said the Yankee.

“Theun you don’t want me? " said Profes-
sor Hemmenway good naturedly.

“You are rather stout, professor, and a lit-
tle clumsy. Perhaps you will be kind enough
;q remain with Mr.® Clinton and entertain

im."”

““He is more likely to entertain me,” said
the magician smiling.

“You are awfulfy kind, professor,” said
Clinton, who took the remark in a compli-
mentary sense.

“Not at all,” was the professor's smiling
disclaimer.

Nothing suited Harry better than to make
one of the cxpedition. He and Jack clam-
bered up the ship's sides, and chased each
other with boyish fun. Jack had no fear of
a stern rebuke from Mr. Holdfast, who had a
sympathy with the young. He would not

have dared to take such liberties with Cap- at

tain Hill,

““How long do you think the ship will hold
together, Mr. Holdfast ? " asked Stubbs.

“For a week ;erhnpﬂ, unless the sea be-
comes rough, and dashes her against the reef
with violence.”

“¢ At present she seems motionless.

“Yes, she is not at present recieving any
damage. It will be a sad day when she goes
to pieces,” continued the mate, gravely.

“Yes, but it will hardly make our position
worse. There is no chance of our making
any use of her, I take it.”

“You don't quite understand me,” said
Holdfast. ““ A sailor gets to feel an attach-:
ment for the craft he sails on, and she seems |
to him something like a living creature. This
is my first voyage on the old Nantucket, but
it will grieve me to see Ler disappenr.”

“You take a romantic view of it, captain.
Never having been a sailor, I can't quite
show your feelings. Still, I shall feel rather
lonely whon the old hulk collapses. It'll be

breaking the last tie that connects us with ©

home and friends, as it were.” |
It was not easy to decide of what the boat's |
load should consist. In the main, provisions
were taken as an article of first necessity.
Some clothing, also, was selected, and among
the rest, at Harry's instance, an extra pair of
Mr. Clinton's trousers. .
Stubbs and Holdfast laughed when Harry
came up from below with them hanging over
is arm.
“There are other articles of more conse-
quence,” said the mate.
““Not to him, Mr. Holdfast,” replied Harry.
‘“He wants to be a dude even on a desert

ders.

“I may take them, may I not, Mr. Hold-
fast?"”

“Yes, if you like.
he most cares for.”

Great wass.the delight of Clinton when
Harry steppéd out of the boat with his be-
loved trousers in his hands.

“You are awfully kind, Mr. Vane,” he
said. ““They are my nicest pair, too. I
paid fifteen dollars for them.”

“Very suitable to wear here, Mr. Clinton,”
T

They seem to be what

supply of refreshing drink.

“This seems like a picnic,” said Harry, as
they sat down on the grass with the food in
the centre.

“I am afraid it will prove a larger picnic
than we eare for,” remarked the professor.

“Spenking of picnics,” said Mr. Clinton,
‘reminds me of this time last year. I was so-
journing in the country. I went to a picnic
with two beautiful creatures. 'Pon my word,
they got actually jealous of each other. Each
thought I liked the other best. I found it
very embarrassing, don't you know?”

“T should think you would,” said Harry,
smiling. ‘“ How did it turn out?”

“There was a small lake in the picnic
grounds, and they insisted on my taking
them out in a row-boat.”

“Of course you did.”

ked Mr. Stubbs. ‘It is a pity there
are not more people to admire them.”

“It's a satisfaction to be well dressed,
even if you are alone,” observed Clinton,
gazing at his trousers with rapture.

«I never cared much for clothes,” said

tubbs.

«1 shouldn’t think he did.” said Clinton
afterwards, in confidence to Harry. ¢ Have
you noticed how baggy and shapeless his
trousers are? Really I think he must have
employed Noah's tailor. They look as if they
came out of the ark, don't yon know? "

It was decided not to make another trip to
the ship that day. Mr. Holdfast expressed
the opinion that the Nantucket was not in
any immediate danger of going to pieces, and
there was other work in hand.

“ Do you know anything about the climate

7]

“I don’t think it is ever cold. It is too far
south for that.”

“I mean ns to the chance of rain. Iam
told that in these tropical ‘)luces, rain comes
on very suddenly at times."

“_I suspect this is the dry season, Profes-

““Still it way be wise to provide oursclves
with some shelter.”

““True ; have you anything to suggest? "

It occurred to me that we might procure
some of the sails, and use as a roof covering,
to shield us from the heat of the sun, and
from any unexpected showers.”

“ A very good iden. Iam glad yon men-
tioned it.  On the whole, I think Iwill make
one more trip to the ship this atternoon for
the special purpose of bringing back materi-
nluhfnr a roof. Then we can put it up to-
night.”

“Better bring hatchets, if there are any on
board, some nails and cordage.”

¢¢Also well thought of. You are a practi-
cal man, professor.”

“ We shall all have to think for the general
benefit. I am sorry I can't do more work,
but I never was handy with tools.”

“I am,” said Stubbs. *¢In fact, most Yan-
kees are, and I am a Yankee. You can com-
mand my services, Mr. Holdfast, in any way
that yon wee fit.”

Mr. Holdfast made another trip to the ves-
sel, and brought back quite an expanse of
sailcloth. All bands, with the exccption of
Mr. Clinton, went to work at once, and by
sunset a considerable space was roofed over,
which the little company regarded with com-
placency.

““Aren’t yon going to have any sides or
doors ? " asked Clinton.

“That can be considered hereafter,” said
Holdfast. ‘I don’t think we shall need any,
since the probability is that the island is not
inhabited.”

The next morning a great surprise awaited
them.

(To be continued.)
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e
AN ARITHMETICAL NUT.

A 8TORY i8 told of a farmer in Schley, who rented
some land last year to a colored mam for a third of
the crop. When the drought came ou, his corn and
cotton were affected by it. He gathered two hales
of cotton and two wagon londs of corn.  The latter
he penned np for his own use, and the cotton was
sold. When the landlord called {ot his hare. he
none for him. He was thunder-

" said the dai * but. you see dar
Dar was ouly two bales of cotton
and two loads of corn ; all mine, and nuffin’ for you
by the contract.™
And the landlord could
any other way. He left t
“No rascal can make

nairy time.

ke Cuffee believe
mises, snying :
y dut two am three,

ceee

A VOUNG DIPLOMATIST.
Jomxsy—*Pa, T wish you would give me a
dollar.’
Paternal—*‘ A dollar! For what, my son ?""
Johnny—** I want to get a present for a poor lit-
tle boy that's in the same class with me at Sunday-

+ school.”

Puternal (much_gratified)-* Well, that’s very
Kind and thoughtful of you, Johnny,” (gettin
tare You going to get him?*

nny (who fears he dete
*s part) — I can get a
plenty big for him—he isn’t a very big fellow—-and
then, you see, I'll have enough lelt to get myelf
oue of the boss seventy-five-centers ! "

-or
A BIT OF TEXTUAL CRITICISM.

TRE revision of the Old Testament has revived
the hopes of some people who expect to Lave thingx
smoothed for them all through this life. 1t was thix
i i 1 that induced Shuttle to attend

wavering on }
Knife for a q

you like the sermon?” inquired n
friend as he passcd out ot the vestibule,

“Never was so disgusted in my lite. W
man took * Thou shalt not steal,’ for his tex:

“That's a good text.”

“1t's the same old text. T thought the new ver-
sion would read, * Thou shalt not compromise for
twenty-five ccuts on the dollar.’”

-———
A PERSISTENT LOVER.

THe following instance of persistency ou the part
of a rejected admirer has, perhaps, rarely been sur-
passed, says the Manchester 7imes. The disap-
pointed suitor followed the young woman and his
more fortunate rival into church—it was the chureh

he

of Burwash, in Sussex—addressing t e-clect
from time to time in piteous tones ¥ o,
artha ;™ amd this he continued

stion was put : * Wilt thou have
this man to be thy wedded hushand?™  As goon
as the fatal words, “ 1 will," had passed the brifle's
lips inatead of the **No™ which he had fondly
hoped for, he turned away and left the church.
—_—————
TWITTING ON FACTS.

Two men were quarreling. One of them threat-
ened to shoot the other. The threatened man, in
revival of an old piece of sarcasm, asked :

+ Where do you bury all your dead?”

Just then, an cxcited man drew the satirist aside
and said :

“ My gracious ! you ought not to talk that way 1

“Which way ?”

Y
here, Mr. Holdfast? " asked the professor.

*¢ Asking that man where he buries his dead."
*Why not?™
‘* Because he’s a physician,"
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LEADERS.
BY FRANKLIN E. DUKTIN
Tuk Cid. expiring av the Moors drew near,
Directed thut hix officers should lead
His corpue to battle uonnted ou the steed
He rode through sll the storm of his care
They @i Wherever towered that ¢ chic feain dear,
For victory there was no other ne
The foc's proud front was hrokeu like areed,
And be was seattered in o gale of fe
S0, Lk Tt Arthar of Powmantic Spain,
ad, the lofty ones of all the ages
aw oer st battle-plain,
Tpon the faithul steeida of Bistory s pugex :
y ally and #ustain,
vixt Truth and Error rages.

Whilst the great wa
—————————

(This story commenced in No. 121.]

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

By MARY A. DENISON.
Barbara's Tri-
Her Mother's

CHAPTER XXI.

THE MIDNIGHT CONFESSION.

For a moment the professor stared at them
blankly. Angunish and watching had made
him haggard and old and gray.

““I beg your pardon,” he said, absently,
“for a minute I didu't know yon.

¢Mrs. Carl is no worse,” said Earle.
feared that she was dead.

“No hope—no hope,” said the professor in
& weary voice.

“And they say he has lost every thing,”
Reviere whispered as they left the office.

“1I think 1t is not so bad as that,” was
Earle's response.

¢TIt is bad enough,” said the other. ** What
little money he has was in the ‘Mutual’
How is he going to provide for Miss Beth 2"

“In any case there will be no trouble about
thlt," said Earle. “I have alwoys wanted

She is the daughter of my regiment,
nnd the man who marries her takes a part of
my fonuna as her dowry.

e seems changed siuce that unfortunate
y, mud Reviere.

“Yes. Trinl has brought out the finer ele-
ments of her character. I always felt as if
sometime she might astonish us all. She is
thoughtful now beyond her years, and anx-
ious to pursue her studies. All her ambition
now centers in the longing to make up to
Lonis Carl what he has expended upon her
education—a laudable ambition. She will
study now, and it will be for a purpose. 1
predict for her a brilliant career.”

“Miss Clare—is she able to take care of
herself ? " asked Reviere in a subdued voice.

¢ Very likely,” was the quiet response.

Earle had never spoken of Beth before as
his heiress. It placed her in a new aspect.
Reviere was no worshipver of wealth, but he
liked the good things of this life.

A little indolent by nature, it suited him to
be served. Hitherto he had thought of Beth
as o pretty child, but the .constant laudation
of his reckless partner had made him think of
her oftener than he otherwise would.

“By George!” said that prodigal, *“if T
thought my father would countenance it I'd
marry her to-morrow, but the governor is
rather particular about the pedigree, aud 0
forth, you know. He's one of the F. F. V
him self—blue blood of old Virginia.”

“She wouldn’t have you if your blood ran
indigo,” said Reviere, turning on his heel.
To tell the truth he was heartily sick of this
scion of old Virginia, and studied at times
how he could rid himself of his company and
its attendant expenses.

Luckily Earle had cut the knot, and the
rest was comparatively easy. Earle had
made him satisfied with himself in his own
masterful way—ashamed of Limself, also.

Clare sat alone in the sick room. The
nurse had gone down to take her tea, Beth
was reading below stairs, Martha was be-
moaning her losses to Honty, who was always
ready to ery or laugh with her friends. The
professor had gone out with an important
message. He had wanted to send it, but
Llare, seeing his weary eyes, had conxed him

go out for the air, and to please her he had

He

& l[ndume Lucie had unt moved for hours.
Now and then the nurse poured some stimu-
lant between her pale lips, but beyond swal-
lowing it the woman gave no xign of life.

Clare never looked at her now. The trance
was too much like death.

She sat in her aunt's great chair near the
table between tbe windows, thinking gloomily.

There was & faint light, but even that
shaded. The girl scarcely moved. She was |

over that d-for visit of the |
afternoon —of what dread presence the mor- {
row would bring--of the return of Lieutenant
Arlington and its attendant terrors. But
strangest of all she thought, was the news of
Colonel Earle’s marriage. Wby had he not !
spoken to her about it ?  How had Mrs. Lake
come in possession of the facts if he had not
told her? What bhad led him to that confi-
dence? The widow was very handsome,
ite and brilliant. Colonel Earle had heen
er friend for alony time. Perhaps he had
also offered himself to her. She recalled the
woman's manner, her blushes, hesitation,
confusion.

But had he not assured her that she was his
first love? And how tr. .lingly she had be-
lieved him !

Her lip curled snddenly : she felt chilled
and discouraged. There was a stern look in
her eyes--there was a reaching out of her
heart, an inarticulate ery for help.

Her aunt was dying, hier um-h- was helpless
and hopeless, so muen so that she feared for
his reason. Her purents were lying in lowly
graves in a Virginian church-yard: her lover |
was comine bome and she did not love Lim |

Tk

She drended to see him, now: dreaded the
sound of his voice, the sight of his bonny
face- and the wnn she had turned to for love
and consolntion Lid been o nsband and Lad
not told her.

She was roused from this puinful roverie |
by the return of her uncle.

“ Any change? ” lie unked.
head. The nurse came in.,

¢ Is there unything to de
sides giving Ler stimulants?

“Nothing."” she said.

“Then go and take some rest.
with her to-night,” he said.

The woman looked a little—at Clare.

“You will call me 1f 1 am needed?
asked.

« Certainly I will.” She left the room.

How still it was ! Clare counted the black
shudows, and wished her nncle would tell her
to go.

“7 But then that would be selfish,” she said
to herself, and tried not to feel frightened at
his presence, the chill of the room, the fore-
boding silence.

Fuintly down stairs, awny at the end of the
hall, the old clock repeated the hours, ten
eleven.

Weariness had almost overcome her, when
she heard ber uncle’s voice.  She sturted bolt
upright. She saw dimly the great bed with
its draperies put aside, the still white outlines
of the figure upon it, her nncle kneeling near

Shie shook her

he asked, ** be-

" she

-the head.

“Lucie!”
ling!™

“Does she know you, uncle? " whispered
Clare. He started.

“ Ab, yon ave here, child! I had forgotten.
Aud it is midnight- I am selfish in my mis-

he said, “my wife, my dur-

Iy
2

v,
“I heard yon speak to her.”
“Yes, but she does not hear me. Lucie,
my darling, I wayt to tell you before you
go.”

Was his mind wandering?
sailed by # uew fear.

*¢Shall I call the nurse 7 she usked.

*No, not yet. There ix just u chauce, you
see,” and he smiled wanly, *“that she may
hear me, thongh uppurently - she is uncon-

Clare was as-

Shall T go, then ?” she asked, rising.
*No, for the sake of pity, stay
Dou't lenve me alone. I don't care

hears, now; my pride is dead,”

She sat down again, trembling from hend
to foot.

“Lucie,” he said, gently, *“I was willing
once to open my whole heart to you, but you
would not bhear me.  Perhaps yon cunnot
heur me now,”—she did not move u tinger or
an evelid—“but I will go on. Lucic. dear,’
you never knew it, but 1 had a little sister,
once - the most beautifnl thing.  With all the
ardor of my boyish nature, I worshipped her.
There was nothing in the world to me so fa
Every du\ 1 watched the, un{olnlm
of her beauty, till she was sixteen.,

Ue sighed heavily. Clare listened, timid at
sight of this strange scene  the nerveless fiv-
ure, dark. dnmh
slow coming of the midnight hour.

s It was !lmn we feared we shounld lose
you do not move - yonr
less on mine,
w1t is my duty to tell you, poor

At sixteen, then, she was \u\ dehi-

“ehild.
who

darling.

eate. A cough set in, and the medieal men
satd she must go so a warmer climate,  Ah,
if they had sent me abroad with her! But

wdies  my mother

no I was pursning m) )
my father could not

was a contitmed invalid
leave Lier,
At this juneture came my

nncle and

aunt from the North, They were goig to
travel — they were willing, anxions to tike
Lily, and the child wax wild to go. It was
taking the light of my lifc from me Dot

what could I say? I saw her depart with
many forcbodings. Alas! you do not hear
me, Lucie. There is no thrill of conscious-
ness from your veins to mine. Pity me,
Clare!™

He scemed for a moment to be weeping.
The tears were slowly dropping down Clare’s
cheeks. The unguish in his voice penetrated
her heart.

*¢ Nevertheless, I must pursue my task,”
le continucd. I my never have another
np[m]luun\ and I shall clear my conscience,

T'hey were abroad a year, and cvery month
sht us churming letters.
happy--wildly happy. Her inmocent pen re-
velled in descriptions of the scenes, places,
wonders she saw.  Then there was an inter-

regnum.  We watched and waited.  Mean-
time my mother died and was baried. My
futher Beenme childish after his 1 1. not
henring from Liiy, was nearly cr: "1 could
not werk, sleep or eat.  Finully we henrd

that my annt had taken the fever in Rome
then that both she and her hnsband had su
cumbed to the deandly malaria  both had
died, leaving wy benutiful sister without pro-
tectors.  Still we did not hear from Lily.

*Isent to the consul I wrote to friends @
the child was not to be found.  Judge, dear,
of my anguish ! Duty pulled hoth ways. My
father would seareely let me ont of hix sight,
my sister was lost —-ah, lost indeed !

“+She does not hear we,” he moaned, and
hid bhis face in the hed.

For a mowent nothing could be heard but
his sobs.

Clare had covered her face with her hands.

At last I tore myself from my father’s
side, leaving him in good care.

1 traveld to the town in Italy from which | ont, poor man ! into the .|mx\n.‘“.,1 the nnﬂ» Lis right mind this

ber Tnst Jetter was dated. Like n madman I
searched up and down the conntry.  Six
months aye, wine in all, T wandered to aud

cending momnac Lk wnbor

I shall stay i

the durk, the shudows, the

The ¢hild was |

| At last, in a httle Italian village, at amis-
crable inn, I heard tidings that seared my
brain as with a hot iron, changed my w ]mlui
| nutare, hardened my heart, made me old be-
fore my time, |

“My sister my idol hud fullen.  How can
[Tsuy it? Tven now, when 1 am assured of
your unconscionsness, my Lucie, 1t borns my
throut and purches my tongne,  There was a
little babe -her child ! it looked up at me
with her beautitul, pleading cyes- it swmiled
in my face, her angelic sunle it held out its
little hands as it it recognized in we a pro-
tector.  Clad in the conrsest gnrments it was
vet refined, and in bearing noble.  What
could I do? Lucie, what could I do? Do you
blame me, dear, that I took the child to my
heart, though discovering my sister had so
shamed and wronged her whole family? 1
then and there vowed that never would I
speak her name again, never acknowledge
her as any kin to me. But the innocent
child? What could I do?

**She does not hear me!" he added, bit-
terly.  **She will die and never know that I
tried to make reparation.

1 hired a nurse,” he went on in a lower
tone, “* and brought the babe home with me, |
after making arrangements with two tried
and trusted friends —-old Adnm and bis wife. |
My poor father was beyond all earthly knowl-
edye —nobody had my secret ; I was resolved

that nobody should. ‘But I engineered badly, |
‘ with 2 man’s clumsiness. I thought I durcd
jnot break the vow I had rwmluu] never to |
! breathe my poor sister's name, I Knew how |
| you looked upon such things, and my haughty |
pride wministered to yours, though I suffered
umrl\nlum. l
+Lucie—do you hear me! Give me some | |

sign!  Press my hand ever so lightly—my
God! she is cold ¥
o
1
CHA , T XXIL -
JOA ATE!

He sprang from hisknees, looked wildly ut

Clare

*Call the nurse,” he cried.
stay. It would kill me !

Clare lew to the door.  Another moment
und the nurse was there- not only she but
Martha and Honty, who bad been awakened
by Clure’s cull.

Then the girl stood back.  With clasped
bunds and strained eyeballs, she listened as
the others woved to and fro by the direction
of their trained superior.

**Sheis dead, and they are preparing to lay
her out,” she said to herself, and then a
faintness camce over her. She conld searcely
hear or see, and she felt that it was mereiful,
for she could not bear much more. hln\\l\
| sinking into the old arm chair, she leaned her
{ head against the back, and a sort of lethargy
| came over her senses from which she did not !

wish to be roused.

Presently, under the influence of a power-
| ful stimulnnt, she telt her cousciousness re-
turning.  The nurse stood near her, Honty
was clinting her fingers.

Clare gave a long sigh. It seemed to her
|if they hiad let her alone it would huve been
| more mereiful. |
| "+ Dar, now, she comin’ to, nicely. Nebber |

“1 cannot

But you ' kpowed her to go faint leu;,h lier blessed My brain was on fire.

(mn offen did. Cowe, honey, yous, all tired |
| vut.”

| **Yes, get her into bed as soon as you
| can,” whispered the nurse.

O, how will poor Uncle Louis bear 1t 2™
Lalf gasped Clare, leuning on Honty's ar, as
they left the room.
Nebber yon min’,

honey  yo's got to go
to bed or yo'll be sick too,” suid the woman,

** But, Houty—how - how does  she look

¢ Look, honey--"pears to me she look like
n corpse.”

* It will kill poor Uncle Lonis,
Clare.

“What'll kill him chile? "
pausing for o moment,

*“ Her dcuth,” said Clare, throwing herself
on the side of the bed. |

**Blews yo' licart, Loney—she no dend !”
said Honty. “"Twas de turnin’ time, sume’
de tide turns. Ef dar wor signs, de doctor
said, she gwine to liv , ef not, she gwine to
die. . But dar icas signs.”

“What!” Clare’s color came and went.
She enught Honty by the rough black hund.
Aunt Lucie better? ™
Well, I do’ no's dats what de nuss say,
she onght to know. She say de tarn wor for
de better, an’ she thinks de wuss is ober. She
nebber had no hope befo’ - T knows dat.”

= 0! Clare clasped her hands in n sort
of mapture.  * Somebody ought to tell Uncle
Louis !
| “Don’ yo' worry 'bout him, honey ; de
news’ll Lkeep, 'sides he went out I har de
| front door shut to,” said Honty, frightened
at the wild joy in her eyes. Yo's ot to go
to bed.  I'm sponsible fer you, now.”

T go,” said Clare, meekly.

Honty undressed her and Ioft her, appar-
cently asleep. The girl was tired enongh to
sleep sonndly, but Lunnting dreaws followed
{her. They were ulw of her Uncle Louis.
Now he was in danger on the cdge of some
frightful precipice - now the fire followed §
{him-—anon he was in the grasp of xome huge
[ animal ravenous for his life.

Presently Clare sut up in bed, and re-
ected.

“Leaw't rest; it i impossible.  Somo- |
thing tells me that Unele Lonis i in danger. |
‘I must go and find Lim. Bt then he went

" sobbed

asked Honty,

nizht.  Can hie have come by

She hstened. Al was Mh nt Only Ilu
(tick of her wateh in its sheath at the head of
L ehia 1ol ol thie foines Tooot oof $hos foorite |

clock down stair:
it be near morning ?

A great dread was pressing upon her brain,
and would not let her sleep.

She lighted a candle to nh».p(l the dreadful
sense of isolation the dark always brought
to her.

And still that hannting dread pressed heav-
ily upon ler.

1 must find Uncle Louis,” she said after
a while. “ Some unseen lullneuu. impresses
me--perhaps it is my mother.”

Partly dressing hel If, she took the eandle
and went down stairs.  Nobody was in the
parlor, the lounge in the hnll was empty -
Beth lay sleeping sweetly in her own room—
and yet that dread thing followed her.

““He won't come home. He will walk till
morning. Or maybe he will go to the river !
she shuddered. hln‘elv she could not follow
Liw there, and yet nomutlung said *“save
him !

How could she save him?

Then came the thonght of Earle. How
quickly, if Le had known, would Le have
come to her help? But there was no hope of

It was very dark? Could

that. Suddenly she thought of the music
room. She would make ono more effort to
find him.

Throngh the dark hall, up the shadowed
| stair casc, through the mudm,, corridor, und
"there was the room. Not utterly in darkness.
In the far distance, by the great organ, she
saw the diw light of a faper.

Hurricdly she went forward.

There snt ler uncle, his head bowed on
one hand, in front of bis beloved instrument,
but the right band lay lightly on the shining
metal of a revolver.  How still he was! For
on¢ moment Clare's heart almost ccused
beating.

« Luvlo Louis ! " she said, softly ; ¢ Uncle
Louis !

He started, removed his hand as thoagh
the weapon burned him, lifted his head. In
all her life Clare never torgm the expression
in his eves, us he turned to her. Madness
burned in their depth.

“0!” she suid with a great sigh, and
um;.,ht the hand that had fallen at his side.

**Did you think she had left us? did you
think Aunt Lucie was dead ?”

Her breath was so short — her voice so
faint!

**Uncle Louis—what were yon going to
do?” for Le still stared at Ler, unable to
quite take in the meaning of her words.

t Aunt Lucie is better ! you hear me, don’t
vyou, Uncle Louts ¥ you frq.l;t(»u me looking
at meso! The di ense Lbus turned, and the
nurse says she will live.”

He snatched her hand away.

“Come Reviere,” hie suid or rather shouted,
“ we will sing the Jubilate 1

He lifted a sprivg. The great organ-bel-
lows throbbed as if with life, aud ont mto

the durk went a clang and clash of wusic,
lond enongh almost to waken the dead.

¢ Oh, Uncle Louis! it will frighten her,”
sobbed Clare, and hung on to him.

Then of a sudden he ceased, the music
endnu,, with a terrible groan, for ull the grand
stops were out,

What am I doing? he queried, with a
puzzled air. <1 did not know it was so lute.
Do you know 1 meant
to end my wretched lifé? One mowment
| more- how came you here, child ? " he asked,
](m)\lng round.

*To tell you that my aunt is better,”
Clare, as caltly us she could,

“No! it cannot be possible—-I saw her
die.”

¢ But, uncle, yon are not yoursclf, or you
would understand we,” said Clare, uumblmg
all over. *The fever has turned ! Certain
symptoms show that she will he better--that
she will live, Do come down from the organ
and take some rest, dear nnele.  There is not
cause for alurm now —you surely hear me say
that Aunt Lucie 1s better ! ”

“Thank God!™ he repeated the words

said

twice. Then he closed the organ, and came
down, and stood like one dazed by Clure’s
Nid:-

“You will go and try to get some rest,
uncle,” she said.

“Indeed Iwill, I thought I had lost every-

thing—home, wife, reputition. I could have

borne all the rest, but not to lose L Why,
enn it be possible - Lucie will live ?
“ Yes, uncle, the nurse suys so.  The dis-

ense las turned.”

**And you, poor child, have you been up
all night 7" he asked.

#Oh, no nncle—after you left the house I
went to bed.  But something, my dreams,
partly, impressed me to try and find yon.”

**You bave saved a life.” he said, solemnly.

And you will not—will not—" Clare's
voice faltered.

“I will never lose hope and faith again,
God helping me

Then Clare cried like a baby, the hot tears
raining down her cheeks, but very quietly,
and after she had gone to bed again, she sall
sobbed and eried, till her pillow was wet
with her tears, but it was for joy and not for
sorrow.  Surely the sadness and the trial and
the darkness were gone that had made the
house seem like a tomb -what other trials
could come that would be so sore, be almost
unbearable? - As for Uncle Lonis, it be had
lost everytiing, as Honty had told her the
Auy before, he had friends, bealth, conrage,
and was not vet an old man.

s God ]ulp him ! she said, fervently,

“and forgive him, for ~.\|nl\ he wus not in

[N

Lo b continmd. )
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