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WORTHINESS.
WaATKVER lackn purposo ia evil; & pool without peb-
hrosds slime

Notauy one step hath dmlmo fashioned on the infinite
stairway of tim
Nor e\'er ume gum.l vnv.huut labor, in toil, or in science

It must \)ﬂ wmnghl out thro’ the muscles—born out of
he soul and the heart.

Why plov\ 1 the stubble with plownlnml Why win-
now the chaff from the grain ?

Ab, since all His gifts must be toiled for, since truth
iu not born Without pain !

Ho giveth: not to tho unworthy, the weak or the foolish

in d
Who 'lvot\l bul Lhnﬂ at the seedtime shall reap buta
of weeds.

As the p\‘nmld builder of vapor is blown by His
whirlwind to nsught,
o tue wong without u-um m furgnlwn His poem to
an is man's
Whatever s strong with & purpou in humbleness
ven, soul-pure,

Is lno'n to the Master of lh)gon—lln toucheth it, th

saying: * Endure!”

This story began in No. 125.]

FACING THE WORLD,

OR,
The Haps and Mishaps of Harry Vane.

By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.,
Author of #Do and Dare.” Helping Himaelf”
Dick,” *Luck and Pluck,” elc., etc.

CHAPTER XXX.
AN UNEXPECTED ARRIVAL.

It might have been because it was the first
night on land, or perhaps because they were
unusually fnh;,ned but at any rate the little
party slept unusually late.  Tho first one to
awake was Harry Vane. It took very little
time for him to dress, since he had only taken
off his coat. He glanced at his slumbering

who were d about in dif-
ferent postures. Next to him was Montgom-
ery Chinton, who had curefully placed two
handkerchiefs underneath him lest hLis ap-
parel should be soiled by contact with the
earth. He had been rather reluctant to slecp
in so unconvontional a manner, but there
was no help for it.

¢ Really, Mr. Vane,” he said, ‘I never
slept on the ground before. I don’t know
what my dear auntie wonld say if she could
see me now. She always gave me a pice
bed with linen sheets, don’t you know, and
was 80 particular that I was made comfort-
able.”

It won't do us any harm to rough ita
little, Mr. Clmton said Harry. “It will
make men of us.”

“1I don't care about roughing it,” said Clin-
ton, rather mournfully. “It’s hormlly un-
comfortable, and I don't see the good of it.”

“I don’t think you'll find any linen sheets
on the island,” said Harry, smiling, ** unless
you put one hnndkercluef on the grass, and
spread the other over you.”

“That’s & good idea, Mr. Vane. I'm aw-
fully obliged. I'll put two handkerchiefs on
the grass, nnd that will save my trousers from
being soiled.”

Huarry could not help wondering how long
Clinton would be able to be so particular
about his appearance, but he did not harrow
up that young gentleman's feelings by a pre-
diction as to the future.

“I'll go ap to the spring, and huve a wash,”
Harry decided. “I won't wake mybody up,
for there's no hurry about getting up.

Returning from the spring, Harry for the
first time looked in the direction of the ship.

hat he saw filled him with amazement.
The wreck which he had thought deserted
was alive with men. e saw a dozen on
deck, including two who were obviously not
smlors He could not immediately discern
the figures, and ran hastily to the top of the
bluff. Then he made made the startling dis-
covery that these intruders were the cn{)mm
and his i who lad al
ship in the expectation that it was duumell
.mf-mr floating about in the long boat had
by a wonderful coincidence drifted to the
very point which they themselves had reached.

g’nn’y did not know whether to be glad or
sorry. He felt that there was likely to be an-
tagonism between the two parties. All was
harmony at present under the management
of Mr. Holdfast, but this was not likely to
last. Would the’ captain assume general com-
mand, and interfere with their arrungements ?
From what he knew of him, he thought it
likely. Of course he was glad that the chief
officer and his companions were saved, but
he would have preferred that they had drifted
in some other direction.

The news was too important to keep, and
he returned to their encampment, and enter-
ing, g;)ronched the mate, who was sleeping

“Ragged

g

sound He leaned over and shook him

entl‘}n
“ Mr. Holdfast ! ” he cried.
The mate slowly opened his eyes, and
started up.
“ What's the matter?” he asked. ‘Has
anything happened 2™
“I've got great news for lf‘o\x, Mr. Hold-
° fm!t Captain Hill has arrive

“Waar!” exclaimed (hL mate, in amaze-
ment. ‘“Arrived - where ?

¢ He is nt this moment on the Nantucket,
with all the men that accompanied him in
the long bout.”

Uttering an exclamation of amazement, Mr.
Holdfast sprany from the gronnd, and hastily
made his way to the edge of the bluff.

«By Jove!” snid he, *youre right. I

never heard of anything more wonderful.”

could not tell from the expression of
his tace whether he considered the news good
ornot.”

“Go and wake up the rest, Harry,” he
said. ¢ They will be surprised, too."”

It is needless to say that the news pro-
duced surprise and excitement. All hurried
to the edge of the bluff, and Mr. Clinton, in
lis excitement, waved one of his extempor-
ized sheets.

“There's that fool again!” said Captain
Hill, as, looking shorewards, he observed this
signal.

1t was fortunate for Mr. Clinton that he did
not hear this remark.

““Will they come on shore, do you think?"™
asked Harry of the mate.

“They will have to ; but I sball at once go
out to the ship to report to my superior off-
cer. You and Juck may go with me.

1t is needless to say thut both boys were
very glad to accept this invitation. The rest
of the party remained on shore and watched
e boat's course.

“What will be the issue of this, Mr.
Stubbs ? " asked the professor, thoughtfully.

“I am afraid there will be friction. The

captain -is 8 natural despot, and he will un-
dertake to control us.”

“He can lmve no authority after the ship
is wrecked.”

“He will claim it, as sure as my name is
Stubbs. The fact is, I am rather sorry he
hadn’t managed to drift to another island.
Mr. Holdfast is a much 1ore agreeable man
to deal with.”

<1 don’t recognize it, that is all.”

“You shall, sir!” retorted the captain,
frowning. ‘‘You shall learn, also, that 1
have means to enforce it. I have nearly a
dozen seamen under e, and you have only
the boy Jack Pendleton.”

¢ Captain Hill, all this is very foolish. - We
are uhlpwrscked and have taken refuge on
the same island. Instead of quarreling, we
should help each other.”

“8o, you presume to lecture me!” sneered
the capta
Mr. Holdfnt didn’t care to continue the

ute.

“I am ready to help you remove what
you require,” he said, quietly. It will be
well to remove as much as possible to-day,
for we may at any time have a storm,
will effectually put an end to our work—"

““Very well, sir; I am glad you show a bet-
ter spint.”

The mate was both annoyed and amnsed
at this evident intention to throw upon him
the whole onus of the quarrel, but he did not
care to reply. He and the two boys helped
remove the stores, and it being quite early, | to
by noon several boat-loads had been deposit-
ed on shore, to be removed farther inland
when there was a good opportunity. One
thing Mr. Holdfast noted wngn apprehension.
There was a considerable quantity of brand,
and other spirits in the captain’s cabin, Wb)cgl
he took care to huve mclnded in the articles

&

‘“I agree with you. Asap I shall
not recognize the captain's suthority on
shore.”

“NorL”

Meanwhile the mate and the twé boys had
pulled to the sl.up, and securing the boat,
scrambled on deck.

“Good momm;;, Captain Hill ; I am glad
to meet you once more,” said the mne.

“Humph!” growled the captain, not over
politely. P When did you reach here ?

¢ Yesterday mornin,

« Where are the rest of your party?”

b “ We have a little camp just back of the
luff.

«I see you have been removing articles
from the ship,” continued the captain, in a
tone of disapproval.

“Certainly,” answered the mate. ‘We
need them, and I didn’t know how long the
ship would last.”

“It seems in no immediate danger of going
to pieces.”

¢ Things look more favorable than they did
yesterday morning. hat sort of a trip did

you have in the boat?

*“A curious question to ask,” said the cap-
tain, captiously. ¢We were m danger of
being swamped more than once.”

“We had better have remained on board
the Nantucket with you, Mr. Holdfast,” said
Appleton, the Melbourne merchant.

Captain Hill chose to take offense at this
remark.

‘“You were quite at liberty to stay, Mr.
Appleton,” he said. “I didn’t urge you to

0 with me.”

¢ True, Captain Hill, but I trusted to your
opinion that the ship was unsafe.”

The captain looked angry, but did not
make any reply.

By the sailors, Mr. Holdfast was warmly
greeted. He was much better liked than the
captain, being a man of even temper, and
reasonable in his demands.

*“Good morning, Mr. Holdfast " said Mu—

captain’s weak-
ness, he feared this mnght l to trouble.
But he did not take it upon himself to remon-

strate, knowing that in the state of the cap-
tain’s loelmgs towards him it would be worse
than useless.

By three o’clock about all the stores, with
other needful articles, had been removed, and
there was a large pile on the bluff.

“Captain, \ull you walk over and see my

asked Holdf: now that

there was lelsm'e

“‘Lead on, sir,”
politely.

It was not far away, and a short walk
brought them in front of it.

“Perhaps you will feel inclined to settle
near by,” suggested Holdfast.

*No, wir; I don’t care to intrude upon you.”

Evunmu.lly the captain selected a spot about
half a mile away. ere an encampment was
made, very similar to the mate’s, but on a

rger scale.

I am glad the captain is not close along-

" said Jack Pendleton.

“80 am I,” answered Harry, to whom this
remark was made. ‘“We are better off by
ourselves.”

¢ He would be sure to interfere with us. I
saw him scowhng at me more than once this
morning. You know he don’t like me.”

“ Nor me either, Jack. It will be well for
both of us to keep out of his way.”

To the great delight of Clinton, more of
his *“wardrobe,” as he called it, was brought
ashore. For this he was indebted to the

good natured persistence of Harry, who,
Lhnugh amused at the vanity of the young
man from Brooklyn, felt disposed to gratify
him in a harmless whim.

“You are awfully kind, Mr. Vane,” said
Clinton. *““Did you save your own ward-
robe?”

“I have an extra pair of pants, and some
underclothing.”

“Don't say plnt!CTlLB vulgar. Say trouns-

nton.

" said the captain, not over

maduke Timmins, the
am glad to be out of that miserable boat.”

“Then you didn’t have a good time.”

“I came near dying, sir. I managed to
lose overboard all the pills and pnwders I
carried with me, and, if you will believe it, I
ﬁnvent taken any medicine for four entire

ays.

":You don’t seem any the worse for it, that
I can see. Indeed, you seem to be less sal-

low.

Mr. Timmins shook his head in & melan-
choly way.

“You can’t depend upon surface indica-
tions,” he said. I feel "——ntnlung his breast

—*that I am worse, much worse.

“I hope, then, you have more pills on
board,” said the mate, politely.

“Yes, fnrtunntely. could not have lived
long without them.”

“That man is a greater fool than Clinton,”
thought Holdfast. ¢ One poisons himself
with drugs, while the other only indulges a
little harmless vanity.”

CHAPTER XXXI
THE LAST OF THE NANTUCKET.

THOUGH the mate had removed some of the
stores, much the larger portion was left on
board, for the Nantucket had been provi-
sioned for a long voyage. Yet Captain Hill
saw fit to complain.

“It is fortunate that you didn't take all
the stores, Mr. Holdfast,” he remarked, in a
sarcastic tone.

The nmte eyed the captain steadily.

“May I ask your meaning, Captain Hill?"

he asked.
I think my lap-

“I mean what I say, sir.

age requires Do interpreter.

“Then I can only reply that it would have
made no difference if I had removed all the
provisions.”

““ You nppear to forget that Iam your supe-
rior officer,” nnid the captain, in a heat.

““I had no superior officer at the time I or-
dered the removal.”

“Yon have now, at any rate.”

“We are not at sea, Captain Hill. The
vessel is wrecked, and all distinctions are at
at an end. Now it is each for himself.”

“So, sir, you defy my authonty 1" ex-
claimed the captain, looking bac

“ It comes to the same lhmg, I fancy,” said
Harry, with a smile.

““If you should get short of clothing, I'll
give you a pair of my trousers,” said Clinton,
generously.

*¢Thank you, Mr. Clinton.”

Harry doubted, however, whether he
should avail himself of the offer. Clinton's
limbs were exceedingly attenuated, and his
trousers were an exact fit. Now Harry had a
sturdy Ymr of legs, and felt sure it would be
impossible to get them into his companion’s
trousers. Hd contented himself, however,
with thanking him.

The two parties remained apart, the origi-
nal boat-hold remaining with the captain,
while four passengers and Jack Pen let,on
suml with the mate. Captain Hill showed a

disposition to claim Jack, but Holdfast said
quietly: “I think, cnpmm Jack had better
s(ay with me for the present, as he is com-
for Harry Vane.
ie captain looked dissatisfied, but was
too tired to remonstrate at that time. He
went to his own encampment, and indulged
in liberal potations of brandy, which had the
effect of sending him to sleep.

That night a violent wind sprang up. It
blew from the sea inland, and though it did
not effect the uhlpwrecked parties or their
encampments seriously, on account of their
being screened by the intervening bluff, it
had another effect which a day or two pre-
vious might have been disastrous. The ill-
fated Nantucket was driven with such force
against the reef that the strength of its hull
was overtaxed. When the mate went to the
edge of the bluff in the morning to take an
observation, he was startled to find in place
of the wreck a confused debns of timbers, !
and fr: ents of the wreck. Kegs and chests
which it had not been thought necessary to
move had been thrown upon the reef, and the |
elements had done a work of dentmcnon]
which the skill of man would have found it
hard to repair.

As the mate was surveying the scene of
ruin, Juck and Harry joined him.

+ Look there, my lads!"” said Holdfast.
“That the last of the poor old Nantucket.
She will never float again.

They had known this before, but it was
now impressed upon their minds forcibly,

and a feeling of sadness came over the
three.

*“ That settles it,” said Harry, giving ex-
pression to a common feeling. *We are
pnﬁuuers on the island now, and no mistake.”

“When we len\e here, it won’t be on the
Nantucket anywny,” said "Tuck.

*“It is lucky this happeuned after we had
brought our stock of provisions ashore,” suid
the mate.

“Let us go dcan and see what these kegs
and boxes contain,” suggested Hurry.

So the three descended to the reef, and be-
Eun to examine the articles thrown ashore.

or the most part they were of httle value,
though here and there were articles that
mlght prove useful.

*Couldn’t we make a raft out of the tim-
bers of the old ship ? " asked Jack.

“ That is worth thinking of, though a raft
wou.ld not do for a long vo)agﬂ," said Hold-

“ No, but we might be picked up. ~
“ When the captain's party is nwake it will
be well for us to haul tge lovse timbers up

ﬁ uce of safety.”

ere’s Clinton’s trunk,” said Harry, bend-
ing over and recognizing the lmtmls “ Here
is the name, ‘M. C., Brooklyn." He will be
uver]oyed buppose we ta.ie it up between

No opposition being made by Mr. Holdfast,
the boys took it between them, receding the
mate. They had just reached the summit of
the bluff.

¢ Put down that trunk ! ” said a stern voice.

Looking ugnoi)l.ne boys saw that the speaker

was Captdin
(To be continued.)
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FISHING BY LADIES.

Taar fishing with the fly is not in greater favor
88 a ladies’ amusement is matter for regret. Where
the use of a hook is practicable, there is no earthly
reason why they should not derive the same men-
tal, moral and physical benefit from it as do men.
It is a gentle pursuit, and a cleanly one, and aflords
an ample field for the exercise of thut manual deli-
cacy and «kill for which women are pre-eminent ;
while at the rame time, unlike almost every nllxer
out-of-door sport, no great muscular exertion is re-
quired, nor over-fatigue incurred.

Whether the ladies really have their fair share of
the amusements of life may well be questioned ;
while it 18 beyond dispute that the directions in
which custom now permits them to seek recrea-
tion nre uot, to say the least, to their physical ad-
van

Itis a mistake on their part if they suppose that
gentlemen think them in the way at such times—
always provided they are reasonable.

Men hope for something from women beyond see-
ing to the hoiling of the potatoes and maintaiuing
discipline among children, and that is companion-
&hip ; and she who is companionable may feel con-
fident that she has a valid mortgage on tic admira-
tion of all decent men. on which not one will make
default in the payment of interest.

———————
CANDID ADVICE.

A uexBER of the detective force, who was in the
westeru part of the city the other day in search of
a young man accused of theft, came across a boy
who was playing marbles with himself, and care-
lessly inquired if he knew the party named in the
warrant.

“ Know him like a book,” was the reply.

‘ Haven't seen him lately, eb?”

*Not rince this morning.”

“ Pretty good fellow, isn't he ?"

“One of the hest in town.™”

3] supponp you know where he lives ?”

‘0,

"Do )ou think I could hire Lim to work for
me?"

*“ Guess not, sir.”

“But we might walk up to the house and see.”

“No use—-not a bit. In the first place I'm on to
you for a detective. In the next place, the old wo-
man would *spot’ you twenty rods off. In the
third place, before you got to the gate Bill would
be two blocks oft and running to beat railroad
time. You see, I'm his brother, and I knew all
about how everything works, and you'd better save
your shoe leather.”

-————
TOOK IT TO HEART.

“Towxy,” said a fond parent, * you must not al-
low anyhody to lead you into trouble. When any-
body asks you to do anything that you think is not
right, learn to say no.”

Yes, father, I'll try.”
“ Now go out to tlle wood pile, my son, and chop
up | mme tire wood.”

W ln\( did you sa, scoundre] "'

u youn,

“ldnnlthlnk ll ix right, and 1 =ay no.
hac “ Tl teach you to be disobe-
dient.”

-
WHAT'S IN A NAME?

JouN BunNyaN was not a callous man. John
Goodman is in the penitentiary. Jacob Truelove
was divorced from his wife. Dwight Moody is said
to be very cheerful.- Senator Sharou wou't share
with Miss Hill a cent's worth. Sergeant Mason is
a shocmaker. (George Sund did not have much
grit. John Savage is a minister. les Lamb
was not ut all shecpish. James Fairplay was a
professional gambler. Clarence W histler is often
ween hut seldom heard. Charles White is black
and James Black is white.

e————
A RECORD TO BE PROUD OF.

A Texas justice asked a darkey, officially :

“Were you ever arrested before?”

4 No, boss ; ehery time I'se heen arrested de po-
liceman bbed me from behind, and dey had a
heap er trouble doing hit becase | kin run like a
turkey.”

e
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THE WINNER OF THE RACE.

Prock wins! It always wine. Though days be slow

Aud nighta be dark 'twixt daya tust come and go,

Still pluck will win. Its average s sure.

He gaina the prize who can the most endure,

Whio faces issues, ho Who never shirks,

Who waits, and watchea, and who always works.
—_——————

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

By MARY A. DENISON.
Awuthor of * The Guardians’ Trust,” * Barbara's Tri-
o Ward,” ** Her Mother's
ete.

CHAPTER XXIIL

It was very late before Clare woke the next
day and there stood Honty with a tray, and
her breakfast on it.

Clare looked about her bewilderedly; so
much had happened that she could not gather
her thoughts all at once.

¢ No matter 'bout gettin’ up, missy,” said
Honty, her broad, black face one smile.
4 You's been sleepin’ so heavy, honey, that I
didn’t like it, but then yo’ were all tired out.”

“ How is Aunt Lucie this morning?”

“Doin’ wicely. Doctor been an’ gone.
‘Well, he was de surprisedest man! But den
I reckon he war glad, too, ef it didn't tarn
out zackly as he say. Yes, honey, we's all
fast class dis yer mornin’.”

¢ Has uncle had his breakfast ? "

“Yes, missy, an’ Miss Beth she just walked
in all by herself. She gittin’' mighty strong
agin, pore little '.hiug."

Clare ate a little breakfast, then lay quite
still, thinking over the events of the past
night. Beth’s place in the family, her rela-
tionship, would never trouble her again. No
need of trying to account for the likeness—
poor little Beth had her rightful position, and
when Madame Lucie knew all, surely she
would pity the poor girl, and give her her
Pprotection.

How fast her thoughts traveled! And it
was 80 good to see her uncle in his right
mind again though he was still depressed on
account of business troubles. It was some
days before she was allowed to see her aunt,
and then she would scarcely have known the
white, drawn face. Consclousness of suffer-
ing had changed Madame Carl, and though
convalescing, she was still very week.

Earle still came, but he said no more to
Clare of love, and kept his promise, manfully.
Beth did not gain 1n strength as much as had
been hoped, but nothing deterred her from
study. In her dark eyes was a steady light
that told of the purpose of her life.

One day there came to Clare two letters.
One of them was edged broadly with black.

Honty brought them up stairs and put them
into the hands of her young mistress, as she
always called her, with many misgivings.

“Don’ know what dat ar means,’ she said.

Clare looked at the postmark—a foreign

ome.
¢ Which ? ” she whispered to herself, with
pale lips, “the mother or the son?”

And this was the letter.

My DEAR CHILD : I write to you with a breaking
heart. Wo had wade all our preparations to return,
when my dear boy was suddenly taken ill. I need not
tell you it was one of those terrible hemorrages, which
we used 80 to dread. We were stoppiug with some
very dear friends, who have shown us wuch attention
—an:l have been kind to us to the vei . How can
I wrilo you the rest? Spare me, for you will not necd
o be told that my idol lies in a foreign grave, Ot
course I cannot think of leaving here at prexeat, but
1 will send you some things he bought for you, also
the last letter he ever penned to you, when he was
in comparatively good hoalth. I'necd not tell you
with what joy he looked forward to going back. Hin
heart was in America. e talked of you till the last, |
and left you to me as a precious Y. {

‘This is all I can write at present, for I am desolato
and heart broken, but I am sure you will let me hear
from you very soon. N

It was a strange ending to the romance of
their love—or rather of Lis love, for though
Clare wept for the pity of it, and for the sor-
row of the childless woman, whose aspira-
tions for her only boy were dashed to earth
forever, yet there was no heart-breaking ag-
ony that would have followed the destruction
of all her hopes, had he been to her what she
was to him.

Yet she wept the gentle tears of remem-
brance, of affection, for ber old playfellow,
ond when she had time to think, found her-
self free now to choose as her heart dictated.

But there was another letter still, which
she hesitated to open she hardly knew why.
And when she had read it, contempt took
the place of sorrow, and her gentle, durk eyes
flashed fire. It was the cry of a deserted
wife—anguish in every line—love in every
sentence —despair throughout. Her first feel-
ing was that of unmixed anger. Her true and
honest heart loathed the man who could re-
sist such pleading. Then she looked again.
The letter had been sent by some one who
dared not sign his or her name. An enemy,
a secret enemy had done this.

The letter was addressed to Henry Earle.
He hud not earned his title then. The writ-
ing was almost childish in its carefully formed
capital letters, its cramped lines, its appeal-
ing sentences. It had evidently been penned
in a foreign country—the paper was yellow
with age. Again and aguin she reverted to it
—it would not let her alone night or day.
Her active imagination pieced out a hint here,
a circumstance there—the name of a town—
the date—the childishness, the inaccuracy—
till she felt herself the mistress of a secret
—perhaps a ""gedi' -perhaps a key to the
mystery of a story she had heard at midnight
by whut appeared to be a dying bed.

This solution, if such it was, overpowered
the sense of distrust, of blame, of wounded
salf-love —of agonizing doubt. .

“ What are you thinking of?” questioned
Beth, looking up from the study of thirds
and fifths, pen in hand, some days afterward.

““You never spesk. but go round and round
a8 if you didn’t quite know where you were.”

“I have had lotters,” snid Clare. *I have
heard of the death of one dear friend, the
faithlessness of another. Do you wonder I
am silent?"”

“0, I beg your pardon,” said Beth. ‘I
didn’t know it was 80 bad as that. I'm sorry.
Would you mind telling me what friend you
have lost?”

““You have seen his picture,” said Clare in
a constrained voice.

“Oh, not him ! " exclaimed Beth.

Clare was silent.

“You should be sick—blind, deaf—oh! I
should be—if you loved him !” cried Beth, a
tremor in her voice.

““He was my dear friend, my old compan-
ion,” said Clare, in a low tone.

“And you wero engaged to him, but you
didn’t love him,” said Beth, sagely.

Clare was silent.

“And now there’ll be a chance for him/”
said Beth, her voice low and deep with some
unexpressed feeling.

audacious child whom she meant, since she
knew—since her face betrayed by its scarlet
that she did know ?

“Your hero is mot my hero,” she said
sharply.

The girl looked at her, a sad questioning in
her eyes.

“My hero is a hero, though,” she said sim-
ply. “Heis qood enough for you or the best
woman living.”

Clare looked at her with critical eyes.

*“How do you know ?" she asked.

Beth let her eyes fall.

“ Something tells me 8o,” she said.

““Who wants to marry an old man ? " queried
Clare. *“Who wants to be the second woman
in his heart? Not I—first or none.”

“What do you mean?” asked Beth, putting
her book aside, her eyes eager. ‘I would be
the third, willingly, in such a heart! O he
is great and good—and where he loves he
loves ! "

“It isn’t possible you could prefer him to
?ev{ere?” said Clare, watching the girl fur-

ively.

‘Reviere,” said Beth, slowly, thinking.
““ He seems almost a boy beside him ! I have
wondered sometimes if it had been Reviere—
shot at, you know,” she went on shudderingly,
‘“how I should have felt -but it seemed a8 if
he, Colonel Earle, was hurt for me, in some
way—as if it made some tie between us—that
is—I mean—" for Clare was looking straight
at her, and she suddenly grew confused.

“I have henrd that he wished toadopt you,
once,” said Clare.

0, did he?” asked Beth with a llttle flut-
ter; ‘“ that was because of the regiment.”

““ Ard then you would have called him—

ther ! "

Beth stopped to think.

“I suppose I should have had to in that
case,” she said.

*“And Reviere is like a son {o him,” said
Clare, significantly. «

“ What makes you speak of him particular-
1y ?” asked Beth. ‘Reviere goes among beau-
tiful women with grand names and fortunes,
and who can flatter him. Reviere is one of
the hand t men in Washi every-
body says that. I am alittle nobody—do you
suppose he would think of me?”

“He might,” said Clare. By the way,
have you that miniature of your mother?"

“Yes,” said Beth. ‘ Let me see, did I ever
get it from Mrs. Carl? She wanted to see it,
yes—then I gave it to Mr. Louis, but he told
me to keep it. It is in one of my boxes.”

“Will you lend it to me?”

¢ Certainly I will,” said Beth, and went to
her room and got it.

¢ She was very, very pretty,” said Clare.

Both sighed.

“I never saw her.”

“ May I keep this alittle while?”

4“0 dear, yes, as long as you wish,” said
Beth.

“ There comes Mr. Barle!” gaid Beth, joy-
ously.

«You will excuse me to him,” said Clare.
“Say I am engaged. I cannot possibly see
him to-day.”

Beth looked after Clare, as she left the
room, with wonder-wide eyes.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE LOST GIFT RESTORED.

A weER had passed. Clare still persisted
in refusing to see Earle, who waited pa-
tiently.

At last Beth broke into open rebellion.

“It's very cruel—I say cruel of you not to
see Lim," she said, when Clare passed through
the room one day after Earle had gone.

“I don’t think so,” said Clare. She paused
& moment to look at Beth, whose eyes were
unnaturally bright. It seemed to her she
saw something in Beth's face she had never
seen before, and yet the look was a familiar
one. It brought before her the face of Henry
Arlington. Beth's eyes were like stars and
her cheeks like roses, but, nevertheless, it
occnrred to Clare that there was a lack of
color., And so there was, of vital health
color.

‘““He only talked of you,” said the girl;
““ he har only eyes for you, only ears for you.
Oh, yes, he said he thought I was not getting
on as well as I should. That makes me an-

y. I'm not going to die young, if I can
help it. Why, I don't see but I am well
enough.”

“Do you feel bright or langunid in the
morning? " asked Clare, conscious that she
had not concerned herself much about Beth.

“Oh, I don't know,” was the answer.

Clare looked up. ~ Why should she ask this | il

“ Sometimes well, sometimes ill. And I
cun't eat any breakfast—but I'll get over that
in time. I'm strong--fecl my hand.” .

The clasp was like iron for a little hand
like that, but.its touch was cold and clammy.
Clare felt a sudden tremor.

“What did Mr. Earle say, dear?” she
asked, feeling a new, almost motherly inter-
est in her.

“Oh, he said I wanted toning up. I'm
sure I take tonics enough—iron and stuff.
And then he said I might have to go abroad.
But that's impossible.”

“We don't know that,” said Clare.

“We do know it, if Mr. Louis is ruined.
He couldn't take me and no one else will.”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Earle ;" Clare spoke at ran-
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“Yes,” said Beth, a little bitterness in her
voice, ‘“if you marry him. Then I could go
as your maid.”

“ Hush Beth—you would go as a lady or
not at all ! But that is absurd. I shall never
marry him."”

.. ““And yet you love him,” said Beth, stead-

y.

¢ Miss Clare, the madame wants you,” said
Martha. “ Well, to be sure, she's just as fussy
—not to call it no worse name—as ever.
‘When people lay sick and dying, we're awful
apt to fancy they're angels, aforehand, but
when they're gettin’ well—" she shook her
head dubiously. *Oh, dear—oh, dear! And
I %i[ly Mr. Louis!”

r.

Louis was radiant.

pig.

eth’s words followed Clare—of course she
could not answer and could not have refuted
it if she had. Love him! It seemed to her
that her heart was hungry for one glance of
his eyes, one tone of his voice, and yet she
had denied herself that very morning, that
which would have made her happy in spite of
every trouble fancied and real.

Her aunt had not as yet been able to walk,
but she was very mnch better this morning
and put out her hand in the old, quick way.

“I'm so glad to feel a little interest in life
again,” she said. “T thought I was done
with it. You have been very kind and sweet,
Louis tells me. You are wearing yourself
out for me.”

‘““No, indeed, no, no,” said Clare, eagerly.
“Oaly let me do something to help you.”

““Poor child! you look pale and worried.
Never mind, I nfmll be up soon. I always
get well in a hurry. Now wont you give me
some of those letters over there. Louis has
been reading them.”

Clare handed her a little pile of notes and
letters. N

““Here is an invitation that came the night
I was tuken sick. It is more in the form of a
friendly note, telling me the party would
come off in the following montg sometime.
I have made Louis promise to go, and he
will if you go with him.”

¢¢O0—1I cannot possibly !" said Clare, shrink-
ing. “I am in mourning—I have, besides,
heard bad news ; I would not worry you by
telling you about it. Li Arlington

He needed no

“It would help him,” said Mrs, Carl.  *If
I were well enough, 1 should go for his snke.
I could almost drag myself from a sick bed--
if I dared, 1 would *

“No, aunt, it will be a plensure to me, nn-
der the circumstances,” suid Clare.

“The old gold can be quite covered with
black lace,” suid Mrs, Carl.

*‘Any wuy you think best, aunt,” said
Clare.

““And, my dear—by and by—T'll see little
Beth. Louis says he is not quite satistied
with her recovery. You cannot think how I
blame mysclf in looking over the past, and
my almost cruelty towards the poor child. I
am not quite sure but I have myself to blame
for all that has tuken place — poor Bee's
death and ber suffering.  Never mind. The
past cannot be recalled. I have told Lonis
that I will make it all up to her, and I will.”

¢TI am sure you will, aunt,” said Clare.

The following day Clare was occupied with
the dressmaker. At last she stood, stately as
a young queen in the old gold and lace, for
her aunt's approval.

I never saw anything half so beantiful !"
said her aunt, who now sat up in her, own
special ensy chair. ¢ Clare, you will be the
belle of the evening. I predict it!”

Clare blushed.

She only wished to look beautiful in Col-
onel Earle's eyes. She knew he would be
there—that she mnst meet and speak to him.
She had_determined to enjoy that one eve-
ning, and after that she would call him to ac-
count.

The door was ajar
practicing.

. ““Ah, she bas a voice ! " said Madame Lu-
cie, shutting Ler eyes, with a regretful sigh.

““You are satistied with the dress,” said
Clare.

“It is perfect. Hark! I hear Reviere's
voice. O, is it not delicious?”

She sat up, listening intently.

Beth was quiet now. She was also listen-

Thoy could hear Beth

ng.

“It is my favorite—Norma,” said Madame
Lucie.

Suddenly a look of i
Ler pale, beautiful face,
‘What did follow ?

She oYvened her lips, and the prisoned voice
leaped like a bird from her glad throat, in
pure, delicions sound.

¢ Vanue si! mi hascia indeque ! "

How it rang out upon the still air, full,
round, impassioned, vibrant.

Clare turned pale, but presently laughed
aloud for joy.

“Oh! God be thanked! my voice —my
voice has come back to me! Louis ! there is
no such word as fail now! Come! congratu-
lateme! Weare rich!”

The man stood in the open door, called by
the sweet, floating melody, that like its twin
angel fitted itself to Reviere's magnificent
tenor.

He threw himself on his knees by the side
of his (‘gmntl wife, and buried his face in her

iration came into
‘What would follow ?

is dead.” Her lip trembled.

“My dear ! ” exclnimed Madame Lucie, and
looked at her narrowly. “If I had known
you were in such trouble, I would not have
called upon you so much. You should have
told me.”

Her quick eye saw that there was no depth
of anguish under Clare’s quiet exterior.

“Do you know —I feared it was not a love
match,” sho said after a little, warily.

Clare smiled sadly.

““My father approved of it—my mother
loved iuim,” she said. “‘To me he was only a
denr friend.”

3 “?’l:}aan there is no heart break in the part-
ing

Clare shook her head. She was truth it-
self. She would have told bim so.

“1 have been amusing myself with fitting
you out for Mrs. Ralph's.  Therc's sure to be
a splendid company there—all the best peo-
ple in Washington. I have somo old gold
satin and black lace in my bureau drawoer
that would have made you a lovely dress.
And Madame Ball could have finished it with

your help inside of two days. I wanted

onis to go, poor fellow, he looks 5o worried !
I made hin tell me—it seems he is in money
difficulties—there are a few creditors who are
merciless. But I tell him not to mind. We
can take a small house, and now that my
mind is at rest about poor littie Beth —I am
quite willing to begin lifc again.”

“Then you know,” said Clare, eagerly.

“I know. I heard him, here at my bed-
side that night. The voice sounded away off
—but I heard every word. I knew it was
Louis. I could not move, but the mental
struggle saved me. Dear Lows! he did not
dream that he was doing the only thing, per-
haps, that could have restored me to lite. He
gave me hope, a motive, inspiration. Dear
old heart! How I have misjudged him!
But in doing so, I have also punished my-
self. I have been cold, cruel, heartless, but
I menn to make it all up to him. Ab, Clare,
you do not know what an inspiration there
is in a true man’s love !”

Did she not? The sudden glow, the quick
beating pulses, the cry that nobody heard but
God! Clare turned her head away, that her
aunt might not see the quick springing tears,

“If Louis could show himself in public, at
such a place as Madame Ralph's, it might do
him good. His creditors would be there—
they might feel more confidence in his abil-
ity to meet their demands. It might put off
the evil day,” she said a little while after-
wards.

“Dear aunt, if it would help Uncle Louis,
I will put aside my own scruples ; I will will-

ingly go,” said Clare.

Let al! go now —home, money,
friends—as she had said, he was riclh.

“¢Aye!rich if you never sanganother note,
my darling,” he suid. I have all in you.”

“But I shall sing! I will sing! Oh, Louis
—next to your love I prized my voice! How
good God s to us ! I'long to get well, I shall
do nothing but ging. Louis, I shall weary
you all with my practice !" and she luughed
like a bhappy child, the music gurgling
through every intonation. And then she
tried her voice again, softly singing little
snatches, now in English, then in French,
then in German- - bits of bird song, and then
the happy langh came again.

“I must go and tell them,” said Louis.
¢“Earle and Revicre will be jubilant.

He caught sight of Beth, who, all flushed
and out of breath, stood at the head of the
stairs, The transparent complexion gave
Ler an alnost unearthly beauty.

““Here is Beth,” he said.

“Come in, Beth,” snid the sweetest voice
was ever heard. A startled look crossed the
beautiful face. *Come in, my dear.”

Beth conld bardly believe her senses.
Neverthcless she entered, timidly.

Madame Carl sat holding both hands to-
wards her. She looked intently in her face,
a great Yily in her eyes. “You are my
niece, did you know it? Louis is your uncle,
your mother’s own brother,” said Madame
Lucie, sweetly. ¢ That is why you look like
Louis, and that is why I am going to love you
very much.”

““Oh, madame ! said Beth, trembling.

“Iam not madame to those I love. To my
nieces I am Aunt Lucie.”

“Oh, Aunt Lucie!” cried Beth, with a
little sob. “I am so glad you have found
your voice! It is so beantiful! I heard it
down stairs—and my'heart jumped for joy.
It is all 5o sudden! but I am glad for you—
and for myself.”

““ Louis,” said his wife, pitifully, a little
while after, * that child is going into a rapid
decline. We have found her to love her and
lose her.”

I cannot believe that,” he said.

“Yes, if something is not done to save her,
she is going fast. And I want to save her.
She has cowe right into my heart. I feel as
if she belongs to me. 1If we can only travel !
Don’t let her study any more. It will kill
her. She shall stay in my room and tend the
birds and the flowers till she gets stronger.
Dou’t let her study, Louis. I will have our
own doctor.”

Lonis sighed and smiled.
ing fairer to him. ‘He was renewing Lis
vouth. He could hardly believe in his owq

Farth was grow-

happiness.
( To e continued.)








