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1 reaenea paiay ol s ik, ) (83
wils no licht, exeept that of the moon, Waich
foll silver-whit: ae the bunl eabinet.
With a quickly-hea LT unloeked thie
door, There the papers Ly, untonched. (o
silence 1 took them a

What shoudd I dow
It must he o s
thing to do.
shireds, there

b Bat it was not an easy
il e the lettas i
It HoDbe the remanis,
There wis no Hy of the rooms to
which 1 had aeeess: could not w0 o the
Kitehen, A sudden iden eame to me. T would
tike the package jJust as it was, fasten o
heavy stone to it and fiing it into the depihs
ol the river Dale.

The idea delichtod me.  Twrapped ashawl
round iy head and shondders, and, holding
the packet tishtly inmy hand, went out. As
1 passed the door ot the lurge conservatory,
1 saw by the light of the moon the shalow of
aman’s figure; but he did not appear ty sce
me as I hastened along,

How fair the landscape was, the moon
shining upon the turt and upon the feaves ot
the trees, which rustled gently in the wind!

1 SO SHT IsWCTea . puu ue

words N protesi, even against
P ey wil U aftr a few  moments’
Lo, < CledesWhntactervible mistikel

I wond Soaire enubl restin his

the precions packet? |

Thecalin broodingsilénee of night lay around |

me as 1 walked on leisurely. ‘There was no
need to hurry now. | had the packet inmy

| rian.

hand, and the river Dale was shining in the |

distance. At length L reached the bank.and

stoud for some moments looking down at the

water that would be the grave of my hopes,

that would roll over the proofs of my birth

?nd my fortune, sacriticed for the sake of my
ove.

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

Then I found a heavy stone, and I fasten-
ed it in my apron; the weight was quite suf-
ficient to sink a much larger parcel than the
ons L 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 | raised my arm to
ﬂ‘mﬁ the parcel into the stream, | eried, *“Kor
my love’s sake!’ And tuen—shall i ever
10rget the horror of that moment?—a hand
seized mine, and took the parcel from me,

*What are you doing, Gracia?”’ exclaimed
a voice that chilled my heart. 1t 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 wiid pas-
sion of tears.

*'Oh, give it to me, Sir Adrian!” I implor-
e‘g. “]"pmy you, for Heaven's sake, give it

me

“1 must know what it is, Gracia; I cannot
let thisgo on. 1 havea suspicion that it is
something connected with yourself, and I
must satisfy myselt.”
e In my despair 1 sank upon my knees at his

eet,

‘*4 beseech you, give it to me!” I cried.
“For my sake, for your owi sane, for Heav-
en’s sake! I shall go mad if you touch it}”’

He looked at e,

*1 could refuse you nothing that was rea-
sonable; but in this instance I must be mas-
ter; L must know wiiat this is.”

When 1 heard his tone, when I saw the ex-
pression on his face, I kuew all wasover, and
sank sobbing upon the grass. ]

“f am eﬁrievw to distress you, Gracia.,” he
continued—"I cannot bear the sight ot your
wau" 83 but I must protect you against your-
self.

By the light of the moon 1 saw him untie
the 1 and take out the great stone and
throw it away. I saw him take out the pa-
pers aud scan them. I could hear the rust-
ling of page after page—the certiucates, my
father’s letter, and tinally the will. ‘I'nen 1

e unconscious, It seemed to me tihat
the moon and the stars fell to earth, taat the
river rose and swept me away.

When my eyes opened au last, I saw neith-
€I moon nor river—only the tace of the man
I loved bending over mine, with a look in his
eyes to have won which 1 would Lave laid
down my life,

“Gracia,” he was snying,“Gmcin, my noble,
generous durlin;! Gracia, open your eyes
and look at me.’ RO

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

*Gracta,” he said passionately, “what have
you to tell me? I know everyihing. You
would bave deprived yourselt of nang aud
fortune. Why—tell me way?”

And 1 answered him—

“For yoursake. I could not bear that your
lose should be my gain.” .

When the words had passed my lips, it
seemmed to me that the river rose again and

me away. When I eameback to life,
there was no river in sight. my love with the
bonnie blue eyes had disapprared, and I was
l)ilng In a room that was strungeto me.  The
village doctor was standing by my bed, and
Mrs. Paterson and Kate Fisher were also in
the chamber.

*“T'bat is better,” said the doctor; “now we
shall do!”’

The sun was shining brightly into the
room. Whither had Sir Adrian gone? Where
were my papers? [ started up with a wild
ery when I temembered them.

‘Hush!”” said the 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.”

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep: but it
was impossible,” My senses were once more
as clear as ever, 1 remembered all that had
happened by the river. Sir Adrian knew
my secret now—knew the story that the pa-

vers told, and why I wanted to destroy them,
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e in ! reowhat she found in the
old fan (i She had hidden them,
ol nnen vl siray them, Doovou see the
conerosity of the decd? She wias giving up
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and because she could not
shotid he my toss, she
st up st that she value | most in the
Motner, he added gquiekiy, <do yon
¢ s another woman in the woekd
tid do this tor me”
ars rained down Lady
mswerad that she did not.
thave her righls, and have them
at onee,” S Advian owent one CUhe Squire
might well speak of righting a wrong! A
more eruch wronge than this was never perpe-
ated,  Lwill send for Mr, Gealiun to-mor-
row, and she will be acknowiedzed  mistross |
of Heron'™s Nest at onee, It is hers.” |

“Yes !t agreed her Ludyship most unwill-
in;rl'\'. sitis hers. But what will the world
suy?

=1 care nothing for that,” replied Sir Ad-
“Mother, you will see that she is
known heneeforth as Miss Dacre, heiress of
Heron's Nost,”

Chen 1 was earried up-stairs, and my terri-
ble tever began, and Llstc(l until I awoxe |
that morning and saw the sunshine flicker- |
ing on the wall.

S[y senses were clear, and I found that my
story was known, for the nurses calle.l e |
Miss Dacre.

When I was able to bear the interview,
Loy 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 me; “the
Squire was greatly to blame:  You have been
cruelly treated I~ She was silent for a few
moments, then she continued, “For my share
initl bcpi your pardon. I was completely
misled, was forced to believe that you
were the unacknowledged dauzhter of an old
servant—a friendless dependant on the ehari-
ty oi the house; and, in treating you as such,

Idid no wrong. Indeed.” she added, after a
pause, “'I may say that I treated you gener-
ously. Of course I had not the faintest idea
that you were Giacia D er...”

I drew her hand to my lips and  Kkissed it.

“L hope 1 siall never get well, Lady
Caryl,” I said. “Leannot bear the thought
of taking Heron’s Nest from Sir Adrian, He
is so proud of the old place!”

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

*It Is vour right,” she answered. “My son
will feel the loss: but he is not a poor man;
he will soon tind another home. No harm
has been done to us: but great harm has been
done to yon.  We mustatone for it.”

When Lady Caryl did anything, it was al-
;vu vs royally done, and she muade full amends
0 e,

“f can never do too much for yon,” she !
said to me one day; “for vou would have |
given up everything you had in the world |
for my son,” {

As I grew stronger, 1 found that the whole |
county knew of the strange incident which |
hadl tiken place at tie o'd manor-house.
Lady Caryl herself had at once made it pub- |
lic: and, as aceounts of it had appearsd inall |
the newspapers, every one in Eagland knew |
how the paor companion had bicome the
prond owner of Heron's Nest, !

The day came when I was well enough to
discuss my futare witn Ludy Caryl. I had
not seen Sir Adrian since my illness began.
Loady Caryl had promised me from day to
day that when T was a little better he should
be present at the consultation we were going
to have, It was one of the last days of Octo- !
ber, ;md I was carried into the library on my |
couch.

How it bronght back o!l times to me, to '
see that room awain. the ehair in whieh my
father, the Squire. had st writine, the table
on whieh those precious papers had lain!

It was a bright warin autum day; o few
late roses were in boom, and the “ehrysan-
themums were unusually tine. During all
these long wecks 1 had forgotten Lady Adi-
tha: but now I remembered her suddenly as |
the woman whom L understood Sir Adrian ¢
was to marry. I asked Loy Caryl where

she was.

*Gone,” she raplied.  “Mis, Roper has a !
great dread of illness.  As soon as she knew !
that you had briin-tev r, she left, and Lady
Aclitha went with her.” i

“I hop —" Taen I pausad, for the
words seemed so diflicuit to utter.  “I hope
that my itlness did not deiay the marriage.” |

“What muarriage?” asked Lady Caryl |
quickly. |

“Did I dream it? T had many dreams |
when L was ill, and they were soréal. [am |
confused at times, I thought Sir Adrianand
Liudy Aditha were to be mrried.”

Lady Caryl looked a little rerp‘exe:!.

*[ told you that.” shesaid. *I ought to !

aryl’s

| explain, Lady Adithi's mother and I were I

L ntes twenty vears avo.,

Lwife,”

| taken the papers from me.

Now what would be done? They toll me to !

rest, but I could not: mny head was burning.
the blood coursed like liquid tire throuzh m
veins. Soon every one would know that
was Gracia Ducre, daughter and heiress of

the Squire; 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 tothe sea. I
fought with it, strugiled with it, cried out to
the waters not to drown me. ‘I'hen they
grew perfectly calin, and I was floating down
the stream.

I can hardly tell when the fever abated.
The harvest-moon was shining on the night
when Sir Adrian caught me by the river: it

was the middle of October when one morn- |

ing L opened my eves to sense and reason,
and saw the sunlight flickering on the wall.

d 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 tothe house, to her lady-
ship's boudoir, where the terrible charge had
been brought against me.  He laid me on the
couch, and then went in 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 wio has boen nameless and

{ am pleased to see you again,”

| heart it was as though he had taken posses-

| Gracia,” he said.

friendless, awainst whom you brought «

charge of theft, whom you have ordered
from the only she ter she has ever known?
Do you know who she is?"

“Neither I norany one else ean answer
that question,” repiied Luly Caryl

“Lean answer it declaréd Sir' Adriang 1 |

kiow who she is.  She is the daugater and
heiress of the late Squire.”

*1 do not believe it!” eried her ladyship; |

but her face grew ghastly white,

1 ad those paners,” said Sir Adrian,“and
then you mast betiove,”

Slowly her Ladyship read them through,
then laid them down,

=Do you believe now?? asked  Sir Adrian.

i ed upon taem as an engaged couple, "I have

preat friends, and our children were play-
It was her mother
and I who tked about their marviage then,
and I have wished for it ever since,”
“T'hen they were not enz wed??’ I queried.
“Not perhaps in the strict sense of the
word,” she replied: “*but I have always look-

a'wiys thought of L uly Aditha as my son s

“Aud he has done the same, I suppose?”’
was my remark; but she did now seem quite
s0 sare of it.

shurtlf' atterwards Mr. Graham came in,
followed by Sir Adrian; and. when my eyes
fell once more upon his face, I forgot every-
thing. I had scen it last in the moonlight in
that supreme hour of my lite when he had

“Gracia,” he said. as he took my hands, “I
{ _Then he sat
down by my side: and to my foolish happy

sion of me. “

‘T'here could be no question, Mr. Graham
said, as to the validity of the papers, none as
to my rights. I was indeed heiress of Her-
on's Nest. Then Iimade my petition to them,
and it was that they would not take Heroa's
Nest trom Sir Adrian, but let him keep it. [
would aceept money from them—enonszi to
live comfortably on—enough to live in fuxury
—but not Heron's Nest.  Sir Adrian loved it;
let him keep it

“You do love it, do you not?” I said, turn-
ing to him.

“I do.” he returned earnestly ; “for it holds
the noblest heart in the worid,”

“But you love it for itself, do you not?” 1
ask:d again,

“Yes,” he answered, with a smile that I
never forgot,

“Let me give itto him;let me make it
lezaily his!” I entreated.

But Mr. Graham shook his head,

* [t eannot be done, Miss 1D wre, Heron's
Nest is yours, and you st keep it.”

Sir Adrian bent down and Kissed my hand.

*Lhere could be no better mestress for it,

It was arranged that I shouid remain where
I was until Christmas, and that Lady Caryl
should stay with me,

Do you know where I am going, Gracia?”
Sir Adrian whisperad presently,

1 torzot that any one else was near—I fore
got Lady Caryl and the Lawyer as 1 elung to
the hands that held mine,

SWhere are you gomz?" I asked quickly,
O, Sir Adrian, do not go! Sy here,”

He bent his head still lower.

CGraciy' he said, ina low tone, “I conld
not stay here just now, dear. It wonld he
hardly right, “Lion comg to Spain, L shall
see the old ehurehin Goanadic where your

¢ mother and the Squire were maried,

{ that I was the old Shuire’s dau

1 Oa, happy Coristinas t

and I
shall see the white maebie cross with the
name cIsola® uponcit. Are you eontent??

SMust vou wo 1 eried.

SYoes, Gracia,” ho said: St is imperative ;
but { shall be baek tor Clivistinas, and  you
Will he quite weil by then, I shall go hoping
to dind you  beftor—nay, well—wvhen 1 re-
tirn.™ i
i
Y
hours

went: better  and
€ every day, did nothing but count the
bl s return,
GNP TR ENTTS

It avas Cliistmas By agiing
changed wis al the workd to mee!
AN onteasty this year b was Gracia
Daere, hiviress off Heron's Nost: and, with
swiltiy-fadling tears, Loffered up my thanks
to Heaven.

Nothiie conld have been Kinder than the
worli's welcome to I contrasted it with

I. srowinge

hut how
Last year

| that aecorded to me when D arst came to the

old numor-house, 1T learned  many lessons
then that 1 should never have learned other-

wise, Uhe wonder excited by my story did
not last long, I heard adterwards that no

one was very miach surpriseds people con-
fessed that they had not thonghtof it before.
The neighboring vesidents welcemed me
most heartily, while they approved highly of
Lady Caryl: they said that she had done “the

P richitaned proper thing—that, by remaining

with me for a time, she had shiown the great-
est magnanimity and generosity; and the
whole county warmed to her ladyship as it
had never warmed before,

Lady Caryl thought it better to change
most of the new servants, but not the older
ones: they were only too delizhted to know
hter.

1 must confess that 1 enjoyed the first call
made by Mrs. and Miss Sale. When I was
simply Gricia, without a second name, they
haud treated me with the coldest contempt?
they treated Miss Dacie with the utmost re-
spect.  Mrs, Sale held out her arms to
and would have embraced me; but I coul
not suffer 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—my dauzhtor and myself—we will do
most willingly.”

Ldy Caryl eut her raptures very short.

*T'o think.” sighed Mrs. Sale, “that the
last of the Dacres 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 sivl, was fawn-
ingly polite to the heiress of Heron’s Nest;
but I could not encouraze their advances.

Lady Caryl, in talking to me about the fut-
ure, said thiat she fancied Sir Ardrian would
purchase an estate in Norfolk. She express-
ed great affection for me, and said that, if
the idea met with my approval, I should
spend next season in town with her. I did
not tell her why the suggestion pleased me
somuch. I knew that, if I werein town
‘\jvlth her, [ should see her son almost every

Av.

Sir Adrian wrote to me fromn Spain, and
told me that he had seen the ehureh where

i my mother and father were married—that he
| had seen the marriace-register and the marble

monument that bore the mune of *‘*Isola.”
He added—and L kissed tae written words
again and azain—that he siiouid be back at
Christmas, and hoped to sp nd it at Heron's

Sl 5

And Christmas came with a pure mantle
of snow and a crowan ot green holly, All
that had passed sinee the Christinas ”before
would have seem 1 like a dreain but that it
was so happily true. This Christmas Eve
was exactly like the last, cold and elear and
beautitul, with the stars shining brightly.
There amon:st them shone the luminous

star that hod led me only last year to the

wstern-gate, L ttle need to ask whither its
ight had led m: now! I counld hear the bells
chimine, as I had heard them years befom‘
SChristins is com —Caristinas is come!”
Every word came 8o elearly to me over the
SHOW,

tleron’s Nest that Charistinas Eve looked
most picturesque, and Liad taken great paing
fo mike it s, Misdewe and hoday hung in

profusion on the walls ol tie grand old man- |

sioi,  Christins was in el come, bringing
with it love and peace. No harsh word dis-
turbed the harmoay that reigued through-
out the hous.,

I hal resisted every effort that Lady Caryl |
1 was de-

made to relinguish her position,
t riined taaty 50 longas sh e remained in the

| hotse, she should be complete mistress of it

and, when sae discoverad that. she showed
her :u{)n'w-.:uiun by increased Kindness to
me,  We bl botitagreed that the old man-
or-hose saond look iis tiirest and best on
Carvisimas E e, Every p‘.v.turwtrame\e\'er?'
valar was weeath <0 witi hoily and Jaurel,
There was uo doubt about its being Christ-
ulas, and the gay appearance of Heron's Nest
unmistakaoly proelimed it.

5 r Adrian was to come tint night, just as
ke hadd done on Caristinas Eve the yvear be-
fore, throngh the starigit, over the snow.
1t was to bring him
tome! L did not retleet  whether his stay

! would be long or shiort; I did not try to fore-

see any endinz; all my thoughts were con-
centratd on the fact that I was to see him.,

Lady Caryl had oraered my dress—pale
rose sitk. trimmed  with white ” tulle—snd L
wore diamond ornaments,  Yes, 1—Gracia,
who last year was & friendless dependant—
wore the Dacre dinmonds, and at my throat
and inomy hair was fastened & sprig of lau-
rustinus, My lleaven iorgive weif, as [

looked in the glass, 1 felt a thrill of pride! I
could not help seeing then that I was beauti-
ful: and I was glad.

The bells of Heronsdale Church had not
ceased chiming. and the moon was shining
white and high in the h-avens. Feeling
restless and impatient, 1 went to one of the
windows of the driwing-room, whence I
could see the drive. This wis my home now,
and I must bidd him welcome to it.
last I saw the carriage. I noever thoughs of
etiquette, but hastened to the hall door to be
the first to greet him; and 1 remember no
more until a handsome face. cold with the
fresh air, touched mine, aed the voice I loved
best on earth cried “*Gracial” Then [ bade
him welcome home, After that boty of us
must have forgotten everything else in the
world but each other, as we stood on the top
of the great tlizht 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 larze tur
cloak that was hanging there and wrapped
it round me.

“Come with me, Gracia.” hesaid. “I have
something to say to you; and I ¢an say it no-
where else but at the old postern-gate.”

1 went with him down the terrace-steps,
across the lawn, and over to the postern-gate.
The ivy-mantied wall was covered with
snow, as it had been a tweivo month before,
and the bright Christmas star was shining
overhead. Idid nottremble: but a feeling
of awe came over me. He had not spoken
as we walked along: but, when we stood
nearthe ivy and the wind stirred the green
leaves and the snow fell, he eangat me in his
armns and Kissed me passiontely,

“Oh, Graela,” he cried, “here. where the
light of the star first led youto me, let me
ask vou—wiil you be my wire?

I thok courage, and luoked up into his face.

“What of Lady Aditha?" I asked, blush-
ing deeply,

“Luly Aditha is goinz to marry the. Duke
of Cortland,” he laughed. “Shé was very
fond of me when I wasa litile boy: but, to
tell you the truthy, Graeia, she ceaswd to care
for me when she found taat I had lost Her-
on’s Nest,”

SDid you caret™ I asked falteringly. .

“Notatall. Why, Geacia, 1 have always
loved you, and no one but yon! 0a the
nizht hirst saw you—you, with your neauti-
ful dark eyes and sweet gadint imne—I lov-

|

|

|

{
|
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I

s star ded o

You ever Ssinee. Will be
Gracia?”

1 conld not speak for very oxesss ot jov.

SLshall never love any one eise,” he weng
SMy love for you, Gosvely, will never
change,  Wili you b sy wit

said SYess and oy turn told

hint how 1 had foved hin

Soawve plishited one troth under the licht of

you iy wiie,

the strs, wita the Christings snow g
Witite on the growid i thee hells ehiine—
a troth that has never been brosen, aud will

e lite lasts,

her that the light of the Christ-
il its rays shine warn

my heart even now.,

HE END.

THILE IDLIE LAWY,

Tt was a capital hit and we'l delivered, full
betwveen the eyes. It sent the recipient, a
gawcdily drees=ed top, spinning into the gattes,
mich to the detriment of his fne apparel,
and servesd b vight for insu AU -
tected girl, whose hurried steps and timid
manner betrayed her uneasiness at being
alone on the strect at siicts an hour,

Having done his duty in the promises, and
wiiting to see the bespaicred coxcomb piek
himselt up ungracetu'iy and  sliak away
abashed and cowed, Neott Armour turned to
see what had becoms of his protocee,  She
stood trembling, as though fright had arrest-
ed her steps. Her pale tace, on which the |
light of & neighboring lamp chanced to fall, |
was of surprising beauty, and Ned, being a!
knight as gallant as brave, besged permission |
to see her safe home. In o sweet, gentle
voice, with a slightlf’ foreizn tinge, she ac-
cepted the offer, and the two walked oft to-
gether, for the most part silently.

*\Will you not come in, sir?” said the girl,
stopping at the door of a plain-!ooking house.
“My father, I am sure, will wish to thank
you for the Kind service you have rendered.

e is an invalid, and it was an eirand to pro-
cure him some necessaries that took me out
to-night.”

Ned aceepted the invitation, and that was
the beginning of his acquaintauce with M.
Bertrand an(fllis charming daughter Marie.

Ned Armour was the junior of a law tirm,
of which his uncle, Mr., Banting, was the
head. He had little love for the profession,
but had entred into it to please his uncle, to
whom he owed everything, his rearing in-
cluded. Itissafe tosay that after the ad-
venture just related he spent two evesings
in the society of Marie and her father to one |
passed with Coke & Blackstone. I

M. Bertrand was an old soldier of the first
empire, who, with the tall of his chief, had !
lost all; and driven into exile with his infant |
child, he had wandered from country to coun- [
try in the hope to mend his fortnne.  Now, !
his daughter and himself had no other de- |
pendence than the earnings ot the former, '
who turned to the best account she could hex
profieiency in music by giving private les-
sons.  Nad would gladly have assisted his
triends f10m lis own purse, had he known
how to do 5 without giving ofl:nse to the
proud old soidier. ;

“I've been thinking of a wife for youn,” !
faid Ned's uncle one morning, as the two sat
together in the senior’s private offive.

“So have 1.” replied Ned,

“Ahem!” returned the unele, “I've pick-
ed one out for you,” he continued.

*1've picked one out for myselt,” said Ned,
“that is, provided I can obtiin lier consent.””

“The deuce you have!” exciaimed the
head of the irm:. who hivl a’wavs regarded
the question as one within his own exclusive
Jurisdietion,

There is no knowinzto what a piteh the
diseussion would have reached but for the
entrance ol two gentlemaen wio came to eon- |
sult Mr. Bantine, |

A Frencliman, a stranger,it scoms had died !
stdden’y while on a visit to the city some
years before, leaving a large sum of money,
One of the two gent cian present had been
appointed trusiee of the inn [, an:l the other
cinimed to be next kin to tie deceased, whose
cousin he asserted Limsclt to e,

*I'he deceased spoke oo lavine a brother,”
sitid the trustee, “in search of whiom he was
traveiing.”’

“Yes, his brother Antoine,” said the other,
“who abscondiad froan tiis eanntry vears ago, |
and of whose death § have ampe proofs,”” |

The paapers were submitied to Mr, Banting, }
Who promised to examine taer and give his
opinion next day, at which tims, if every-
thing was regular. tie money w.s to be turn- |
ed over to tae claimant. !

It wasn’t often that Nod paid maeh atten-
tion to business of the ofti o, but  the men- |
tionof certain names duing the colloquy |
caused him to prick up his cars while secni-
ingly busy with the worning paper, and, nve |
minutes lat r. he was runing at fuil speed
to tiie hiouse ot his trieads, the Bertiands,

At the appointed hour next morniin g the
same two gentiom o came to hear Mr. Bant- |
ing’s decision. Nel, as b fore, had the mor- |
e paper betore han, but kept a sharp ear |
turned. - \

*The papers appear th be all right,”” ob- !
served Mr. Banting, I have serutinized
them carerully, and iind nothing wanting.”

“Then it only remains to pay over the
money, 1suppose,” said the heirexpeetant,
rubbing his hands, |

SNothine wore,” replied 3r. Banting. i

Tue trustee produeed  his accounts, show- !
ing the sum on hand, which had been large- |
Iy enhanced by aceriing  interests, and was |
besinning to draw a cheek for the amount,
when Ned Armour threw aside his paper, |
and strode forward,

“Don’t ba too fast!” he exelaimed. 14

It was the st time Ned had ever interfer-
ed in o business consuluition, and his uncle
looked up surprised. ‘

“Why, what do you know about it?” aske i
ed tne [atter. i

Ci've nwitness in my private room I think
you'd better examine deiore procecding tur-
ther.” answered Nad, - \Wait o mowent and |
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Nod stepped out and refurncd immeadiate-
iy, escorting an intivny old man, wiose eve

ashed as it fell on the cowering counte- |
nanee of the would-be Leir. {

“Tell these gentleman who you are,” said |
Nead, “though™ one of them doesn’t seem to
need the information.”

“Lam Autoine Bertrand,” repiied the old |
man, proudly, “th» drother and heir of him |
on wiose fortune this bise wret-h seeks to
lay his lawiess grasp. It was this villain,
wien the star o my illustrious chicf weng
down at Water.oo, whao, through perjury and
falschood, drove me into exile, and recéived,
as the reward of his perjury, my entire
wealth. The proofs he now presents are as
false as those he manufactured then, hut L
have the documents here which wiil leave no
doubt as to my right,”

The false leir did not remain tosee in-
spected the packet of papers which the old
man iu:.-&-nlcd. Suflice it to say, th:y were
tound in all respects correet.” Marie Bor-
trand was now a mateh tor the wealthiest
man in the Land, and when Ned told his un- |
cle that it was she whom he had picked out
for a wife the old man didn’t object; neither
did Marie nor her father: and Ned Armour |
lived for many years. happiest of husoands, |

— O —— — |

After the review at Stuttoart the Eme
peror Williim was told by Prince Her- |
mann of Saxe Welmar that a 93-year-old |
veteran who had served under him sixty |
years ago - was present, having made a |

| long journey just to see his commander |

again in this world.  Kuiser Wilhelm
wis much moved, and insisted upon
alighting from his carriage and  walking
over to that in which the veteran was

i seated, when he held soms eonversation !

witl hin, and shook hands corstinlly at
parting.

t once,

CALL ON
HS. PICKETT
FOR

He is now prepared to
supply all sorts of
furniture and

HOUSE FIXTURES,

REP ATRING
Pioaer Turniure Stars !

Davis & Pickett Building
COOPERSTOWN, DAK.

ORTHERN PACIFIC
RAILROAD,

SAINT PAUL,
MINNEAPOLIS.

Or DULUTH,
And all points in

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

BRITISH COLUMBIA, PUGET SOUND

—AND—

ALASKA.

Express Trams Daily. to which are at-
tache
PULLMAN

1
l’.\lul\CE SLEEPERS
and
ELEGANT DINING CARS.

\NO CHANGE OF CARS

——BETWEEN-——

ST. PAUL AND PORTUAND, ORE.
on any class of Ticket.
EMIGRANT SLEEPE.S FREE.
The Only All Rail Line to the

YELLOWSTONE PARK

For full information as to tima, rates,
- ete., Address
CUAS. 8. FEE,
Genernl Passenger Agent,
S, Panl, Minn

THE CHICAGO.
MILWAUKEE
ST. PAUL R'Y
Is the Fast-Mail Short Line from St.
Paul and Minneapolis via La Crosse anc
Milwaukee to Chicago and all points in
the Eastern Statesand Canada. Itis
the only line under one management be-

tween St. Paul and Chicago. and is the
finest equipped railway in the Northwest
It is the only line running sleeping cars
with luxuriant smoking rooms. and the
finest dining cars in the world. via the

| famous **River Bank Route,” along the

shores of Lake Pepin and the beautitul
Mississippi _river, to Milwaukee and
Chicago.  Its trains connect with those
of the Northern lines in the Grand
Union depot at St. Paul.  No change of
cars of any class between St. Paul and
Chicago. Forthrough tickets. time-tables
and full information. apply to_any cou-
}mn ticket agent 1 the Northwest.
R. Miller.General Manager: .J.F. Tucker,
Ass't. Gen'l. Manager; A.V.{1. Carpen-
ter, Gen’] Pass. A;:('nt; Geo. 1. Ileaf-
ford, Asst. Gen’l Pass. Agent. Milwau-
kee, Wis.: W. II. Dixon, Gen’l North-
western Pass. Agent. St. i*au!, Minn.

FIRE! HAIL!
Lightningand Tornado

INSURANCE.

We represent a full iine of solid companies, and
respectfully solicit your business in thut line. Fol-
icies promptly writfen upon

arm
Dwelling.
Business,
und other property.

New York Underwriters Agencey.

Insurnance Compnny of Dakora.

German American Insurance Co., New York.

rpringlicld Fire aud Marine Insurance Compa-
ny, Springfield. Mass.,

Germania Insuranee Co., New York,

St Punl Fire and Marine In<urvancee Co.

Hariford Fire Insurance Co.

I'henix. Brooklyn, N. Y.

Don't run any risks buat enl!
Yours for fdenm:

(Insurance Department Buaw

and soe ne at

W Coaperstown.)
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