
IN CUPID'S NET. 

(coxcLi'Dr.n.) 

i n-aciii'd i,:uiy i ; .>i i -n»u\  i 
was no l i i rht .  t'xer j i t  thn ' t  of  l is : 1  union,  wnicl i  
I t ' l l  s i lvcr-whit  '  i icruss  t  Ik? bun I c t ihinw.  
With ! l  q l l lc 'c iy- ivat  II1LC !  unlocked t i l l !  
door .  'J  iU'rc  the  ]Kipci-s  lay,  untouched,  us  
Alienee I  took t l i i ' iu  away.  '  

What  should 1 do v.  l t l :  l l i !>i i r ;>ciot is  packet ' . '  
I t  must  l ie  d. ' s!i 'o ;> rd  :  !ki !  i t  \y . is  not  a l l  easy 
thi l l^  to  do.  Kwn l i ' I  tore  the |c t t" is  l i i i i i  
shreds,  then-  would s t i l i  l ie  the  remnants .  

•There was no l i re  in  any o!  Ine rooms to  
which L had access:  I could no!  ; :o  Ik the  
ki tchen.  A sudden idea came to me.  J  would 
take the package jus! as it was. tas'.cii a 

. heavy stone to  i t ,  and t l inv;  i t  in to  the depths  
nl the river Dale. 

The idea i lc l iuhled me.  I  wrapped a shawl 
l 'oiiml my head and shoulders ,  and.  holding 
the packet t i i rht ly  in  my hand,  went  out .  As 
1 passed the door  of  tne lar i j i t  conservatory.  
I saw l iy  the l idi t  ol ' t l ie  moon the shadow oi  

.  u  man's figure ;  h i i t - l ie  d id  not  appear  t  » see  
me as I  hastened elonir .  

How iair the landscape was, the moon 
sinning upon the turt anil upon tin; leaves oi 
the trees, which rustled irently in the wind! 
The calm hroodiiiLCsilenceof ni^rlit lay around 
mo as 1 walked on leisurely. There w.ts no 
need to hurry now. 1 had the packet in my 
hand, and the river l.).ile was shining in the 
distance. At length 1 readied the hank.aud 
stood for some moments looking down at the 
water that would be the grave of my hopes, 
that would roll over tiie proofs of my birth 
and my fortune, sacrificed for the sake of my 
love. 

Presently I sat down upon the grass, and 
tried to realize how Sir Adrian would look if 
he knew all. llow his blue eyes would 
brighten, yet reproach me! How his face 
would change from grave to glad, and back 
to grave again! Never shall 1 forget the 
beauty, the serenity of those few minutes I 
spentby the banks of the river in the moon
light, with the papers in my hand. 

Then I found a heavy stone, and I fasten
ed it in my apron; the weight was quite suf-
ticient to sink a much larger parcel than the 
one 1 held in my hands. I walked with it 
slowly to the water's edge. 1 kissed it Fare
well to name, to fortune, to every hope in 
this world, for my love's sake—for my love's 
sake, farewell! And, as 1 raised my arm to 
fling the parcel into the stream, I cried, "For 
inylove's sake!' And then—shall t ever 
lorget the horror ot that moment?—a hand 
seized mine, and took the parcel from me. 

"What are you doing. Gracia?" exclaimed 
a voice that chilled my heart. It was Sir Ad
rian. 
1 staggered back white, trembling, and 

faint For some moments I couid not recov
er myself: and then I broke into a wild pas
sion of tears. 

"Oh, give it to me, Sir Adrian!" I implor
ed. "1 pray you, for Heaven's sake, give it 
to me!" 

"1 must know what it is, Gracia; I cannot 
let this go on. 1 have a suspicion that it is 
something connected with yourself, and I 
must satisfy myself." 

In m y  despair 1 sank upon iny knees at his 
feet. 

"A beseech you, give it to mo!" I cried. 
"For my sake, for your own s.ikc, for Heav
en's sake! I shall go mad if you touch it I" 

He looked at me. 
"I could refuse you nothing that was rea

sonable; but in tins instance I must be mas
ter; 1 must know wiiat this is." 

When 1 heard his tone, when I saw the ex
pression on his face, 1 knew all was over, and 
sank sobbing u|ton tiie grass. 

"I am grieved to distress you, Gracia." he 
continued—"I cannot bear the sight of your 
tears; but 1 must protect you against your
self." 

By the light of the moon 1 saw him untie 
the parcel and take out the great stone and 
throw it away. I saw hint take out the pa
pers and scan them. 1 could hear the rust
ling of page after page—the certiucates, my 
father's letter, and linally the will. Then I 
became unconscious. It seemed fc> me tiiat 
the inoon and the stars fell to earth, that the 
river rose and swept me away. 

When iny eyes opened at last, I saw neith
er moon nor river—only the face of the man 
I loved bending over mine, with a look in his 
eyes to have won which i would have laid 
down my life. 

"Gracia," he was saying,"Gracia, my noble, 
generous darling! Gracia, open your eyes 
and look at me. 

Then I sat up gazing at him with dim won
dering eyes. 

"Gracia," he said passionately, "what have 
you to tell me? I Know everything, l'ou 
would have deprived vourse.lt' oi iuhu ami 
fortaiMt. Why—toll iiu way?" _ 

And 1 answered him— 
"For your sake. I could not bear that your 

low should be my gain." 
When the words had passed my lips, it 

seemed to me that the river rose again and 
carried me away. When I came hack to life, 
there was no river in sight, my love with the 
bonnie blue eyes had disappeared, and I was 
lying In a room that was strange to me. The 
viliago doctor was standing by my bed, and 
Mrs. Paterson and Kate Fisher were also in 
the chamber. 

"That is better," said the doctor; "now we 
shall do!" 

The sun was shining britrhtly into the 
room. Whither had Sir Adrian gone? Where 
were my papers? 1 started up with a wild 
cry when I remembered them. 

"Hush 2" said tiie doctor. "You need not 
fear! You have been unconscious several 
hours. It was night when 1 came; it is 
morning now. You must be quiet and rest." 
1 closed my eyes and tried to sleep: but it 

was impossible. My senses were once, more 
as elear as ever. 1 remembered all that had 
happened by the river. Sir Adrian knew 
my secret now—knew the story that the pa
pers told, and why I wanted to destroy t'.iein, 
Now what would he done? They told me to. 
rest, but I could not; mv head was burning, 
the blood coursed like liquid lire through my 
veins. Soon every one would know that! 
was Gracia Dicre, daughter and heiress of 
the Sauire; but Sir Adrian would lose Her
on's Nest. 

It was a terrible fever while it lasted. In 
my delirium it seemed to me that the river 
was bearing me away down to the sea. I 
fought with it, struggled with it, cried out to 
the waters not to drown me. Then they 
grew perfectly calm, and 1 was floating down 
the stream. 

I can hardly tell when the fever abated. 
The harvest-uioon was shining on the night 
when Sir Adrian caught me by the river; it 
was the middle of October when one morn
ing I opened my eyes to sense and reason, 
and saw the suuligr.t flickering on the wall. 

I heard afterwards what had passed; and 
I think this is the best place to tell it 

Sir Adrian had raised me in his arms and 
carried me back to the house, to her lady
ship's boudoir, where the terrible charge had 
been brought against me. He laid ine on the 
couch, and then went ill search of his moth
er. She came, and they stood one on either 
side of me. 
. "Mother," h" said, "do you know who this 
is—this girl who has been nameless an 1 
friendless, against whom you brought <i 
charge of theft, whom you have ordered 
from the only she ter she has ever known? 
Do you know who she is?'' 

"Neither 1 nor an v one else can answer 
that question," replied Lily Oiryl. 

"I can answer it," declared Sir Adrian; "I 
know who she is. She is the daugnter and 
heiress of the late Sijtiire." 

"I do not believe it!" cried her ladvship; 
but lieu- face grew ghastly white. 

"U Jad those papers." said Sir Adrian,"and 
then you must believe." 

Slowly her ladyship reail them through, 
then laid them down. 

"Do you believe now?'' asked Sir Adrian. 

!  !U-1 • !  J!  l l^W tTt 'U ;  MUL l- t l t t  
;  v . -  • !•  •  •  •  -n  i , i  p iDlest ,  even airainst  
I her  wil l .  ' I - i  • l .  a l l  r  a  few moments '  
I t ; io imui .  sh; '  I mI . "What  a  terr ible  mistake!  
; I .. m-ie!" f : i  • old Squire  could rest ,  in  his  
I ' ' i t  Ye !  I! is o.ily eh, d t :»o !  '  
:  " i t  n  f• : i •  i  e 'Mudi .  nioiher .  that  these 
: pro >ii  i t  i  .  i  • u : ty  and i . ie  Squire 's  wil l  
l  iu:i . .e  in  ! , . t  !a \or  rir-•  w hat  she loiuid in  the 
: o ld  luni ' i  i :o  , ! ih .  She had hidden them, 
; . t l id  men:! ,  l id  ,- iniv them. 1)  > vou see the 

ifeuiTos; t  .  oi  the  deed? .She wa< giving t ip  
! name,  lonuue.  posi t ion—and why? Shal l  1  
j ta l l  vou wnv.  m.i thei?" '  
i "Yes "a,!-*\ . - i  ed her  ladyship;  and there  

were le . ; i \ -  in  I .  •! '  eyes  as  she spoke.  
"Fori : : .  S. i - .e .  and because she could not  

j  bear  t i ia t  her  . ; ' . i in  should be my loss ,  she 
wa  ̂  u i \  111u up al l  I ha t  she value I most  in  the  
world.  .Motuer ."  l ie  added quickly,  "do you 
think there  is  another  woman i l l  the  world 
who \voi t :d  do this  tor  me' . 1 ' '  

And the tears  ra ined down Lady Caryl ' s  
face as  >he answered that  she did not .  

"She must  have her  r ights ,  and have them 
at  once."  S : r  Adrian went  on.  "The Squire ,  
might well speak of righting a wrong'. A 
more cruel  wrong than this  was never  perpe
t ra ted.  1  wil l  send lor -Mr.  ( i rul iam to-mor
row.  and she wil l  be acknowledged mistress  
of  Heron 's  Nest  at ,  once,  i t  is  hers ."  

"Yes." agreed her ladyship most unwill
ing! v, "it is hers. lintw'hat will the world 
say?"' 

"1 care nothing for that." replied Sir Ad
rian. ".Mother, you will see that she is 
known heucelortli as Miss Daere, heiress of 
Heron's Nest." 

Then 1 was carried lip-stairs, and my terri
ble fever began, and lasted until I awoke 
that morning and saw the sunshine flicker
ing oil the wall. 

-My senses were clear, and I found that my 
story was known, lor the nurses calJe.t me 
Miss D.icre. 

When 1 was able to boar the interview, 
L uly Caryl came to see me. She was kind 
and gentle, but evidently ill at ease. 

"It has been a terrible mistake, my dear," 
she said, bending down to kiss ine; "the 
Squire was greatly ti> blame! You have been 
cruelly treated!" She was silent for a few 
moments, then she continued, "For iny share 
in it I beg your pardon. I was completely 
misled. I was forced to believe that you 
were the unacknowledged daughter of an old 
servant—a friendless dependant on the chari
ty ot the house; and, in treating you as such, 
I did no wrong. Indeed," she added, after a 
pause, "I in.iv say that I treated you gener
ously. Of course I had not the faintest idea 
that you were Gracia D icr.)." 

I drew her hand to my lips and kissed it 
"I hope 1 shall never get well, Lady 

Caryl," I said. "I cannot bear the thought 
of taking Heron's Nest from Sir Adrian. He 
is so proud of the old place!" 

She smiled—a peculiar smile, such as I had 
never seen on her face before. 

"It is your right," she answered. "My son 
will feel the loss; nut he is not a i>onr man; 
he will soon lind another home. No harm 
has been done to us; but great harm has been 
done to you. We must atone for it" 

When Lady Caryl did anything, it was al
ways royally done, and she made full amends 
to mo. 

"lean never do too much for you," she 
said to me one day; "for you would have 
given up everything you had in the world 
for inv son." 

As I mew stronger. I found that the whole 
county knew of the strange incident which 
had taken place at tiie o cl m inor-hotise. 
Ladv Caryl herself had at once made it pub
lic; and. as accounts of it had appears! in all 
the newspapers, every one in England knew 
how the poor companion had become the 
proud owner of Heron's Nest. 

The day came when I was well enough to 
discuss my future wita Lady Caryl. I had 
not seen Sir Adrian since my illness began. 
Lady Caryl hail promised me from day to 
day that when I was a little better he should 
be present at the consultation we were going 
to have. It was one of tiie last days of Octo
ber, and I was carried into the library on my 
couch. 

How it brought back oNl times to me, to 
SiHt that room again, the chair in which my 
father, the Squire, had s it writing, tie table 
on which those precious p ipers had lain! 

It was a bright warm atttimri day; a few 
late roses were in boom. and the chrysan
themums were unusually line. During all 
those long weeks 1 had forgotten Ladv Adi-
tlm; but now I remembered her sudden I v as 
the woman whom 1 understood Sir Adrian 
was to ni.UTy. I asked L idy Caryl where 
she was. 

"Gone," she replied. "Mrs. R iper has a 
great dread of illness. As soon as she know 
that you had bnin-'ev r, she left, and Lady 
Ailitha went with her." 

"I hop " T ien I pmsad, for the 
words seemed so riilliciiitto utter. "I hope 
that my illnes-i did not de'ay the marriage." 

"What nurriage?" asked Lady Caryl 
quickly. 

"l)iii I dream it? I had inanv dreams 
when I was ill, and they were so real. I am 
confused at times. I thought Sir Adrian and 
Laity Aditlia were to lie in irried." 

Lady C iryl looked a little perp'exe.l. 
"I told you that." she sain. "I ought to 

explain. L uly Aditha's mother and I were 
great friends, and our children were plav-
nntes twenty years ago. It was her mother 
and I who talked about their marriage then, 
and I have wished for it ever since."' 

"Then they were not eng .ged?' I queried. 
"Not perhaps iu the strict sense of the 

word." she replied; "but I have alwavs look
ed upon t.ieni as an engaged couple. I have 
a'ways thought of L uly Aditlia as my son s 
wife." 

"And he has done the same, I suppose?" 
was iny remark; but she did not. seem quite 
so snre of it 

Shortly afterwards Mr. Graham came in, 
followed by Sir Adrian; and. when inv eves 
fell once more upon his face, I forgot every
thing. I had seen it last in the moonlight in 
that supreme hour of my life when he had 
taken the papers from me. 

"Gracia," lie said, as his took mv hands, "I 
am pleased to see you again." Then he sat 
down by my side: and to my foolish happy 
heart it was as though he had taken posses
sion of ine. 

There could be no question, Mr. Graham 
said, as to the validity of the paiwrs, none as 
to my rights. I w is indeed heiress of Her
on's Nest Then I untie my petition to them, 
and it was tint they would not take Heron's 
Nest from Sir Adrian, but let him keep it. I 
would accept money from them—enougn to 
live comfortably on—enough to live in luxury 
—but not Heron's Nest Sir Adrian loved it; 
let him keen it 

"You do love it, do you not?" 1 said, turn
ing to him. 

"I do." lie returned earnestly; "for it holds 
the noblest heart iu the woriil." 

"But you love it for itself, do you not?" 1 
asked again. 

"Yes,' he answered, with a smile that I 
never forgot 

"Let me give it to him; let me make it 
legally his!" I entreated. 

Hut Mr. Graham shook his head. 
' It cannot tie done. Miss Dicre. Heron's 

Nest is yours, and you must keep it" 
Sir Adrian bent down and kiss-'d my hand. 
"There could be no belter m.stress for it, 

Gracia," lie said. 
It was arranged that I should remain where 

I was until Christmas, and that L.uly Caryl 
should stay wiln inc. 

"Do you know where I am going, Gracia?" 
Sir Adrian whispered presently. 

1 forgot that any one else was near—I for* 
got Lady Caryl and the lawyer as 1 clung to 
the hands that held mine. 

"Where are you going?" I asked quickly. 
"Oh. Sir Adrian, do not go! Stay here." 

He bent his head still lower. 
"Gracia,''lie said, iu a low tone, "I could 

not stay here just now, dear. It would be 
hardly right.  1 am going to Spain.  1  shal l  
see lhe old church in Granada where your 

i  mother  and the Squire  were marr ied,  and I  
shal l  see  the white  marble  cross  with the 
name -Jsola '  upon i t .  Are you content?"  

'" .Musi  vou ivo ' . ' "  I  c r ied.  
; "Yes,  Cracin."  he said:  " i t  is  imperat ive;  

but  i  shal l  be  back lor  (  hr is t inas ,  and you 
wil l  be qui te  wel l  by then.  I  shal l  go hoping 
to  ini  I you i ic l l .T- 'nav,  wel l—when 1  re
turn."  

l ie  weul :  and I .  growing bel ter  and 
. s t ronger  every day,  did mai l ing hut  count  the 

hours  iui l . i l  h is  le turn.  

( i: U'rt.t: M:. 
I t  was Chris tmas Kve again:  but  how 

changed,  was al l  the  world to  ine!  Last  year  
a  nameless  outcast ,  th is  year  1 was Gracia  
Daere.  heir-ss  oi  Heron 's  Nest :  and,  with 
swit i iyd 'a l l ing tear- ; .  L o l l 'ered up my thanks 
to  Heaven.  

•N'othi i ig  could have been kinder  Ohai l  the  
world 's  welcome to  me.  I contrast"d i t  wi th  
that  accorded to  me when I lus t  came to the  
old manor-hoi is" .  1  learned many lessons 
then that  I  should never  have learned other
wise. The wonder excited by my story did 
not last long. 1 heard a norwards that no 
one was very much surprised; people con
tested that tliov had not. thoiightof it before. 
The neighboring residents welcomed me 
most heartily, while they approved highly of 
Lady Caryl ;  they said that  sue had done the  
right and proper thing—that, by remaining 
wiln me for a time, she had shown the great
est magnanimity ami generosity; and the 
whole county warmed toiler ladyship as it 
had never warmed before. 

Lady Caryl thought it better to change 
most of the new servants, but not the older 
ones: tiiey were only too delighted to know 
that 1 was the old S piire's daughter. 

1 must, confess that I enjoyed the first call 
made by Mrs. and Miss Sale. When I was 
simply GraciR, without a second name, they 
had treated me witu the coldest contempt; 
they treated Miss Daere with the utmost re
spect Mrs. Sale held out her arms to ine. 
and would have embraced me; but I could 
not sutler her to do that 

"My dearest child," she cried effusively, 
"you must do your best to make up for those 
wasted years now. Anything that we can 
do—iny daughter and myself—we will do 
most willingly." 

L idy Caryl cut her raptures very short 
"To think." sighed Mrs. Sale, "that the 

last of the D.icres was living amongst us, 
and we did not know it!" 

She made me many overtures of friend
ship: and her daughter, who had never had 
a civil word for the friendless girl, wasfawn-
ingly polite to the heiress of Heron's Nest; 
but I could not encourage their advances. 

Lady C.iryl, in talking to me about the fut
ure. said that she fancied Sir Adrian would 
purchase an estate in Norfolk. She express
ed great affection for me, and said that, if 
the idea met with iny approval, I should 
spend next season in town with her. I did 
not tell her why the suggestion pleased ine 
so much. 1 knew that, if I were in town 
with her, I should see her son almost every 
dav. 

Sir Adrian wrote to me from Spain, and 
told me that he had seen the church where 
my mother and father were married—that he 
had seen the marriage-register ami the marble 
monument that bore the name of "Isola." 
He added—and I kissed tiie written words 
again and again—that he should be back at 
Christmas, and hoped to spend it at Uerou's 
Nest 

And Christmas came with a pure mantle 
of snow and a crown of green holly. AH 
that had passed since the Christmas before 
would have seem i t like a dream but that it 
was so happily true. This Christmas Eve 
was exactly like the last, cold and clear and 
beautiful, with the stars shining brightly. 
There anion :st them shone the luminous 
star that had led ine only last year to the 
postern-gate. L ttle need to ask whither its 
light had led in t now! I could hear the bells 
chiming, as 1 had heard them years before, 
"Cliristai is is comCaristnias is come!" 
Every word caiue so clearly to me over the 
snow. 

ileron'sNest that Christmas Eve looked 
most picturesque, and I had taken great pains 
to in iKe it s i. Misileioe and tio.iy hung iu 
profusion on the wails of the grand old man
sion. Christmas w is in iO"d come, bringing 
with it love and peace. No harsh word dis
turbed the harmo.iy that reigned through
out the turns. 
1 had resisted every effort that L idy Caryl 

made to relinquish her position. 1 was de-
t Ttuincd t iat, so long as sli • remained in the 
house, she should be complete mistress of it: 
and, when s.ie discovered that, she showed 
her appree aiion by iu leased kindness to 
me. We h i t both agree I that the old man-
or-li mse s.i'mal look iis fairest and best on 
C.irisunas E e. Every picture-frame, every 
•hilar w is wreath tl with holly and laurel, 
f here was no doubt about its'tieilig Christ
inas. and the gay appearance ol' Ileron'sNest 
iimnistaka ily proclaimed it 

S r Adrian was to come t rit night, just as 
K'had done on C.iristmas Eve the year be
fore, through the star:igiu, over the snow. 
Oa, happy Christmas that was to bring him 
tome! 1 did not reflect- .whether his stay 
would be long or short; I did not try to fore
see any ending; all iny thoughts were con
centrated on the fact that I was to see him. 

L idy Caryl had ordered my dress—pale 
rose silk,  trimmed with white* tulle—and 1 
wore diamond ornaments. Yes, 1—Gracia, 
who last year was a friendless dependant-
wore the D icre diamonds, and at my throat 
and in my hair was fastened a sprig of lau-
rustinus. May lleaveu lurgivc me if, as I 
looked in th<* glass, I felt a thrill of pride! I 
could not help seeing then that I was beauti
ful : and I was glad. 

The bells of Ileronsdale Church had not 
ceased chiming, and the moon was shiniug 
white and high in the h-avens. Feeling 
restless and impatient. 1 went to one of the 
windows of the drt wing-room, whence I 
could see the drive. This was my home now. 
and I must bid him welcome to it When at 
last I saw the carriage. I never thought of 
etiquette, but hastened to tiie hall door to he 
thetirstto greet him; and I remember 110 
more until a handsome face, cold with the 
fresh air, touched iniue, ;i*.d the voice I loved 
best on earth cried "Gracia!'' Thou I bade 
him welcome home. After that both of us 
must have forgotten everything else in the 
world but each other, as wo stood on the to)) 
of the great flight of steps by the wide-open 
hall door, the ruddy light streaming out up
on the snow. 

Presently he unclasped his arms, and, go
ing into the hall, he took down a large tur 
cloak that was hanging there and wrapped 
it round me. 

"Come with me, Gracia." lie said. "I have 
something to say to you; and I can say it no
where else tmt at the old postern-gate." 

1 went with him down the terrace-stops, 
across the lawn, and over to the postern-gate. 
The ivy-manted wall was covered with 
snow, as it had been a tweiv. month before, 
and the bright Christinas star w;is shining 
overhead. Idid not tremble: but a feeling 
of awe came over me. He had not spoken 
as we walked along; but, when we stood 
near the ivy and the wind stirred the green 
leaves and the snow fell, tie caug.it me In his 
anus and kissed me passion dely. 

"Ob, Gracia," lie cried, "here, where the 
light of the star first led you to me, let me 
ask you—will you be my wife?"' 

1 took courage, and looked tip into his face. 
"What of Lady Aditlia?' I asked, blush

ing deeply. 
"L uly Aditlia is going to  marry the. Duke 

of Cortland," he laughed. "She was very 
fond of me when 1 was a little boy: but, to 
tell you the truth, Gr.icia. she ceasred to care 
for me when she found that I had lost Her
on's Nest." 

"Did you caroV" I  asked fal ter ingly.  -
"Not  a t  al l .  Why,  G.-aeia ,  1  have always 

l i tvei l  you,  and no one but  you!  O.i  the  
night  I  l i i s t  saw you—you.  wit l ' i  your  beaut i 
ful  dark eyes and sweet  quaint  l ianic—I lov-'  „  *  A  •  «  •  . . . . . .  j  

yon over  smee.  Wil l  you be my wire ,  
Gracea? 1  

1 could not  speak for  very excess  of  jo  v.  
"1  si  la  11 never  love anv one else ,"  he went  

oi l .  "My love ior \ou.  t  J ra  •!• ; ,  wi l l  never  
change.  AY i I i  you ne my wile ' . ' "  

I  said "Yes:"  and then 1 i l l  my turn told 
hini  how 1 had loved mm. 

So we pl ighted our  t roth under  the l ight  of  
the  s tars ,  witu tne Chris tmas snow Iving 
uni te  on t i ie  ground and tue bel ls  chi i i iuig— 
a  t roih that  has  never  been bro: :en.  and wil l  
be  kept  while  l i le  las ts .  

I t  was thi ther  that  (he l ight  of  the Chris t 
mas s tar  led me,  end us  rays shine warm ui  
luy hear t  even no w.  

i ;.i. r.xi). 

Tin: LAWVMlt. 

I t  was a  capi ta l  hi t  and we' l  del ivered,  ful l  
between the eyes,  i t  sent  the recipient ,  a  
gaudi ly  dressed lop,  spinning into the gut ter ,  
ini i ' -h  io  the detr iment  oi  his  l ine apparel ,  
and served l i ini  r ight  lor  insul t ing an unpro
tected gir l ,  whose hurr ied s t . -ps  and t imid 
manner  betrayed her  i tn . -as iuess  a t  being 
alone on the s t reet  a t  suen an hour .  

Having done his  duty in the  premises ,  and 
waiting t :> see  the besi i .gured coxconio pick 
himself up ungraeelu !y and s l im;  away 
abashed and cowed, Ne t Armour turned til 
sue what had become of Ins protegee. She 
stood trembling, as though fright had arrest
ed tier steps. Her pale lace, on which the 
light of a neighboring lamp chanced to fall, 
was of surprising beautv, and Ned, being a 
knight as gallant as brave, begged permission 
to see her safe home. In a sweet, gentle 
voice, with a slightly foreign tinge, she ac
cepted the offer, and the two walked off to
gether, for the most part silently. 

"Will you not come in, sir? 'said tiie girl, 
stopping at the doorof a plain-looking house. 
"My father, 1 am sure, will wish to" thank 
you for the kind service you have rendered, 
lie is an invalid, and it was an eiraud to pro
cure him some necessaries that took ine out 
to-night." 

Neil accepted the invitation, and that was 
the beginning of his acquaintance with M. 
Bcrtraml and his charming daughter Marie. 

Ned Armour was the junior of a law tirm, 
of which his uncle, Mr. lianting, was the 
head. He had little love for the profession, 
but had entered into it to please his uncle, to 
whom he oweil everything, his rearing in
cluded. It is safe to say that after the ad
venture just related tie spent two evejiings 
in tiie society of Marie ami her father to oiie 
passed with Coke <& Blackstone. 

M. Bertram! was an old soldier of the first 
empire, who, with the fall of his chief, had 
lost all; and driven into exile with his infant 
child, he hail wandered from couutry to coun
try in the hope to mend his fortune. Now, 
his daughter and himself had no other de
pendence than the earnings of the former, 
who turned to the best account she could tier 
proficiency in music by giving private les
sons. Neil would gladly have assisted his 
lriends fiom his own purse, had tie known 
how to do s i without giving oH'_-nse to the 
proud old soldier. 

"I've been thinking of a wife for yon," 
said Neil's uncle one morning, as the two sat 
together in the senior's private ottiee. 

"So have I," replied Ned. 
"Ahem!" returned the uncle. "I've pick

ed one out for you," lie continued. 
"I've picked one out for myself," said Ned, 

'that is, provided I can oht lin her consent." 
"The deuce you have!" exclaimed the 

head of the linn, who had a'ways regarded 
the question as one within his own exclusive 
jurisdiction. 

There is no knowing to what a pitch the 
discussion would have reached hut for the 
entrance of two gentlemen who came to con
sult Mr. Banting. 

A Frenchman, a strangeiyt seems,had died 
suddenly while on a visit to the city some 
years before, leaving a large sum of moiiev. 
One «>f the two gent email present had been 
appointed trustee of the inn I, an 1 the other 
Claimed to be next kin to tiie Deceased, whose 
cousin he asserted himself to be. 

"The deceased spoke Oi having a brother," 
said the trustee, ' in search of whom he was 
traveling.'' 

"Yes, his brother Antohie," said the other, 
"who absconded fro.u this country years ago, 
and of whose death I have anip e proofs." 

The papers were submitted to Mr. Baiuing, 
who promised to examine them and give his 
opinion next day, at which tiin \ if every
thing was regular, the money was to be turn
ed over to t ie claim int. 

_ It wasn't often that Ned naid much atten
tion to business of the olli -e, but the men
tion of certain names dining the colloquy 
caused liini to prick up his ears while seem
ingly busy with the morning paper, and, live 
minutes lat r. he was mini.ng at full s >eed 
to tiie house of his friends, the Berlrands. 

At the appointed hour next inoruiii;- the 
same two gcnti-ni -n came to hear Mr. Hunt
ing's decision. Ne l, as h fore, had the morn
ing paper betorc It.ui, but kept a sharp ear 
turned. 

"The papers appear to be all right." ob
served Mr. lianting. "I have scrutinized 
them earetully, and find nothing wanting." 

"Then it only remains to pay over the 
money, 1 suppose," said the heir-expectant 
rubbing his hands. 

"Nothing more," replied Mr. Banting. 
Tne trustee produced bis accounts, show

ing the sum on hand, which had been large
ly enhanced by accruing interests, and was 
beginning to draw a check for the amount, 
when Ned Armour threw aside his paper, 
and strode forward. 

"Don'tba too fast!" ho exclaimed. 
It was the first time Ned had ever interfer

ed in a business consultation, and his uncle 
looked np surprised. 

"Why. what do you know about it?" ask
ed tiie latter. 

"I've a witness in my private room I think 
you'd better examine ueiore proceeding fur
ther." answered N ed. •' Wait a moment and 
1 il bring him. 
, Ned stepped out and returned immediate-
iv, escorting an inlirnt old man, witose eye 
flashed as it fell on the cowering counte
nance of the would-be l»eir. 

"Tell these gentleman who you are." said 
Ned, "though one of them doesn't seem to 
need the information." 

"I am Antoine Bertraml," replied the old 
man, proudly, "the brother ant! heir of him 
on whose fortune this b >se wret h seeks to 
lay his lawless grasp. It was this villain. 
Wtieii the star of my illustrious chief went 
down at Water.oo, who, through perjury and 
falsehood, drove me into exiled and received, 
as the reward of his jierjury, my entire 
wealth. 1 he proofs he now presents areas 
false as those lie manufactured then, but 1 
have the documents here which will leave 110 
doubt as to my right." 

The false heir did not remain to see in
spected tiie packet of papers which the old 
man presented. Suttice it to say, tli were 
found iu all respects correct." Marie Ber
traml was now a match for the wealthiest 
man iu the land, and when Ned told his un
cle that it was she whom lie Had picked out 
tor a wife the old man didn't object: neither 
did Marie nor her father: anil Ned Armour 
lived for many years, happiest of luisoaiiJs. 

After the review at Stuttgart the Em
peror William was told bv Prince Her
mann of Saxe Weimar that'll iCi-year-old 
veteran who had served under him sixty 
yeitrs a<io was present, having made Si 
loiijr journey just to see his commander 
acjain in tl'iis world. Kaiser Willielm 
was much moved, and insisted upon 
alighting from Iiis carriage and walking 
over to that in which the veteran was 
seated, when he. held some conversation 
with !iim, and shoo!; hands cordially at 
pa:-tiii£. 

CALL CIS 

He is now prepared to 
supply all sorts of 

furniture and 
HOUSE FIXTURES, 

AND DO 

REPAIRING 
AT TIIE 

Fmr Fmniure to! 
IX TIIE 

Davis & Pickett Building 
COOPERSTOWX, I)AK. 

NORTHERN PACIFIC 
RAILROAD. 

TIIE DIRECT LIXE l iETWEEN 

SAINT PAUL, 
MINNEAPOLIS. 

OrDULUTH, 
And nil  points in 

Minnesota, Dakota, Montana, 
Idaho, Washington Ter'y. 

OREGON, 
BRITISH COLUMBIA, PUttET SOUND 

—AND— 

ALASKA. 
Express Trams Daily, to which are at

tached 
PULLMAN PALACE 8LEEPEUS 

and 
ELEGANT DINING CARS. 

NO CHANGE OF CARS 
BKTWKEN 

ST. PAUL AND PORTLAND, ORE. 
on any class of Ticket. 

EMIGRANT SLEEPERS FREE. 
The Only All Rail Line to the 

YELLOWSTONE PARK 
For full information as to tima, rates, 

etc., Address 
C'l lAS.  S.  FEE,  

Gencrul  I 'apsMmgor Agent .  
Sr .  Paul ,  Minn 

THE CHICAGO. 
MILWAUKEE 

ST. PAUL B Y 
Is the Fast-Mail Short Line from St. 
Paul and Minneapolis via La Crosse anif 
Milwaukee to Chicago and all points in 
the Eastern States and Canada. It is 
the only line under one management be
tween St. Paul and Chicago. and is the 
linest equipped railway iu the North west 
It is the only line running sleeping cars 
with luxuriant smoking rooms, and the 
finest dining cars in the world, via the 
famous "River Rank Route," along the 
shores of Lake Pepin and tiie beautiful 
Mississippi river, to Milwaukee and 
Chicago. Its trains connect with those 
of the Northern lines in the Grand 
L nion depot at St. Paul. No change of 
cars of any class between St. Paul and 
Chicago. For through tickets, time-tables 
atiu tull information, apply to any eou-
poll.ticket agent m the Northwest. 
R.Miller.General Manager: .J.F. Tucker, 
Asst. Gen'l. Manager; A.V.il. Carpen
ter, Gen 1 Pass. Agent; Geo. II. Ileaf-
ford, Asst. Gen'l Pass. Agent. Milwau
kee, Wis.; W. II. Dixon, Gen'l North
western Pass. Agent, St. l/aul, Minn. 

FIRE! HAIL! 

LightningandTornado 

INSURANCE. 

We represent  a  ful l  l ine of  sol id  comiinnieF.  and 
respectful ly  n»l ie i t  your  I jv .Hniceu in  that  l ine,  l 'o l -
lc icHpromptly wri t ten upon 

Farm 
Dwell ing.  

Businc*?,  
and oi l ier  properiy.  

NVw York Underwri ter!?  Agency.  
Ini- i i rnnce Cotnpuny of  I  
Herman American Insurance Co. .  N.  \v  York.  
^prin^l ie ld  Fire  and Murine Inet i r . - ina;  Compa

ny.  Springfield.  Mass.  
Hermania Insurance Co. .  Xow York. 
St. l'aul Fire and Marine In^iiraniv Oo. 
Hartford Fire  Insurance Co.  
l ' l ie t i ix .  l t rooklvn.  N.  Y.  
Don' t  run any r isks ,  l . i i t  r?:i! ; i ; i :1 us  nt  

once.  Yours  for  ! :nl i  ni! i : iy .  
( . InsuranceDepartment  l 'aul :  of  c<\ .pcr?tc\vn.1 


