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“Bat your fsther never made a seo
ond will?” inquired the priest.

“No, but he died displessed vnth
2K me, end I sometimea bhelisve might
W have zmade it if he had not been'
I3 called eway so suddenly. He felt
protty well assored thast I would
eventually change my mind. I never
would,” added the young lady, withs

‘nm right.”

“Yes, there cannot besny question
Ofth‘t, thd snd in &5 ] ma‘“
death of Gen&rsl Ludlow,* wid Fa-
ther Oarmel, forgetting where he was,
and with whom ho was talking, partly
in cne of thoso dresms which waylsy
old men in their conversation; *it does
seem like the will of God thet fhs
property should not bave been left
away from youn.”

“If it bad been. what on mth wonld
have become of me?" aid Raachel,
with a laugh and a shudder. “George
bas nothing, and 1 woold gever have
married him to drag him down, and I
should aimply have starved. As itis,
I certainly am very lortnns&o—-dmon
the richest girl in Maryland, I believe
—and,” she eaid, suddenly, with quilo

merry, “listén, Father Carmel —th
very first thing Iehall do, will be to
give you a lot of money- -in trust,
thoagh, becanse you are so exim
vagant—the prodigal father who las
wasted all his substance in almegziving
—and you are to build a church, yon
undersiand® -and so on she telked,
making great schemes for the future.

A little later George Milhorst
came, ob his great black horse—a
handsome fellow, Geosge, a law sta-
denf with excellent prospects. And
so, in oonverse, and planning air
castles, and recalling things of the
pest, pleasant and sad, the svening
pissed away.

About ten o'clock Father Oarmel
was shown to his room, a very spa-
cious, bandsome, bul rmther gloomy
apartment, formerly the generals.
The priest, always a happy man, was
pow in delightfal lpirlts.

His little Radie, of whom he hsd
always been so fond, whoso growth he
had watchad and tended with a jealous
ocare, had been so blest. E verything
had turned out just as he could bave |
wished,

He was ot slespy—he waa, indeed,
a little excited. the least bit nervous,
perhaps, with his simple pleasure.
What should he do for—sayhalf an
hour? His office he had slready said;
be glanced round the great ©ld room,
emiling with a listless inquiry,

Agains the wall, near the window,
bhe observed an encient and rather
battered oak osbinet; some old books
in it, perhaps, and he hud a curious
tasto and liking for old books;s0 up he
rose aocd orossed the room to that
antigune depository, and in a minaote
held it open.

Yes, there were, among papers and
alt sorts of rubbish, really some old
books, big fellows, in dusty brown and
black uniforms, some standing erect,
some topphng, some prostrate.

Father Carmel pressnily became
quite absorbed in tambling them over,
with remarks upon esch in se.liloguy.

“Johnson’'s Works—'Raselas’'—such
a very dull book—and what's this?
Moutaigne -'The Idler's Bieviary'—
Young's ‘Night Thoughts'— and what
can this be?— ‘The Confessions of
Jean Jacques Roussean’ Ha!what'a
that ?®

Something had slipped from the
leaves and dropped to the flocor-a
thick paper, with a big red seal on it.

He etooped and took it up, and care-
lessly unfolded it. Within, atthe top
of the page, in huge black letfers, and
in General Ludlow’s handwriting, he
saw these words:

“My Last Will and Teatsment.”

Father Carmel read on. The instru-
ment was dated only two weeks before
the general's desth, andas the priest
grasped the meaning of its fow and
terriblo sentences, they sesmed to ring
in his head like thunder.

The will was lator than the other,
and anoulled it absolutely;, every
dollar of the general’s vast wealth he
left away from his daughter, and sole~
; 1y to her cousin, Oscar Ludlow, as his
i heir forever. It was signed and duly

witnessed by Matthew Price snd his
wife, formerly servants of Croswood,
now supposed to be living in Leonard~
town.

1t an eartbguske had shaken the
world sround him, FPather Oarmel
could not have shown more consterns.
tion. With the dresdful document he'
had found olutched in his hands, and
his fingers interlaced and uplifted, he
stood there, in a pmio vrxﬂn wild
prayer upon his lips.

But, alas! it was one of those awinl
realities which are not o be put aside.
The will was genuine and the last, snd
Rackél was a beggar,

The wild thonght shot through his

. brain: “No one in the world knows of

* N =
A I e, '

‘‘‘‘‘

oo e i e i

i .f .amzs mx&'s Tfﬁ?Tk'ﬂM;i viopie who »fem o wha e
: -~ AhaR G deslior it o) the lamp?® .

toss of her beausitul head, “and I know |

another sort of laags, ver) bright asd '

% 1 this paper's existence except myaell .
g 1 - '3 md tns two ignonnt snd stnpid old 7

How could. he give it up? His httler
I‘Radto-hu pet—his bir@—his ,ﬁotort
! Should thie be tho hand to snateh’
from her her mhentmce——to hke tb.a
: i hand ponrod the wmdbﬁwtnm o
i her firnt ehildxsh confession, .

With stresmiog eyes, the saintly n!&
| man straggled  with lis firat tempts~
! tion of bis loog and aublims life. For!
the firsi time he realized his groat age |
~more than ssventy yenrs—iifiy spont
in the service of Almighty God-hiz.
{ sonl atill as innocent and apotiess s
when it was given him,

For balf a centary he hndtoilad&nd
practiced every kind of eelf-denial,
snd haé won many s convert b0 his:
fhith, Wonld not & mercifol God lot

i

trifie—to burn a bit of paper; and yef
for this he was willing to undergo
overy kind of morsifieation and psnsnoe
for the years that remsined #o him.
Ho; wonld live oo bread and water, |
exiing but once in three days, erd
would epend only an hour of esch
twenty-four in sleep; his religious seal
should be s hundred-fold grestor {han
it had ever heen. All this for a trifle

—a nothing.

On the other hand—what? What
was hé abont to do?—he, the ialde

pricst, the Simon Magus, for whom
vas prapnoa by unguenchable fire!
He wus not abont to destroy a simpls |
piece of paper, but to steal » vast
t inkaritanoce; after that, to live & life of
lies, pursued everywhars with ﬂis
memory of his spaciral orime; and af
Iast, when he was éaliad, fo go to kis
judgment and hear the thunder of his
-condemnation to the Iake of darkuess.
Whst wers bis ssventy yearsof fnno-
oconoces? He had not sinnad, beoause
by s special grace he had naver been
tempted; here he was, ready to fall st
the Srat offering of evil—he who. had '
so often counseled resistanoe inothers,
and had told the snblime stories of the

+ mazrkyrs, trembling .with the nmt«

hope that he might be tried some duy
a8 they wero. . i

‘Again he gl;hood ;t the lmhwk:
| papér and thought whlt Md”‘hnd-
low—of hh promiss ' €0 her dng,
mother to watch over Rachel while h;é
lired. How conld he make her a beg-
gar and atfll be trne to that trust?:
How could he take this great waaltlg
from s dsughter of his Ohuich and
give it over to a wicked: man w hé?
would misnse,it, and who hated and
execrated him and his calling, ﬁr
religion of every kind ? :

Bo, in his dreadful agony, bis np»
raisad face, wild and wet with mu,}
the priest, struggling with his tampt’r
tion, sank upon his knees and prayei?
for light. 1

Next morning, very early, in thﬂ
bright sunshine, rode two honemeﬁ
slong the road that leads from f.!zn
river all the way to Orosswood. Oné
of these was a thin little mun, vitﬁ'
qray hair and a pert nose, through,
which he was conatantly sniffing, like
a small animal scenting for prey. Thiu
was Mr. Chalks, the lawyer. The'
other gentleman —dark and stern, thﬁ
vicsious and profligate eyes —was Oxm

Ludlow,
As they rode,. Mr. Lidlow . ma

moody and silent, while hiscompanion
talked inoesssntly, and. aniused hir-
solf in various other ways--cutting at’
sod kalling all the bees and butterflies
that came within the singular skillful ;
reach of his whip, and stoppiLg once
tv rob s bird's nest.

#Fhen they arrived at Crosawood, it
was still a long time bafors breskiast, |
and Maas was yet to be ssid by Father

the house. George Milhurst had come
over to attend the celebration of the
Istter., snd was now walking up and-
down the pistza with Rachel. The
young lady had just said:

*YI have told them not to wake’
Father Carmel. I don't think he
slept well, for he was heard walkin
sbout his room till almost daybreak.”

She had scarcely firiished her sen-
tence when thie two horsemen emerged
through the tress and drew up at the.
foot of the steps.

Rschael gveate& hot kinsman graoi
ously, snd with ‘some atiffuess to his
friend, Mr. Chalks,

Ho ‘suiiled ploasantly, and eaid,
*Well, we are rather eatly callers, I
supposs you think, l\linlludlow- but
wo ocome oOn business. W‘i esmo, in
fact, to sémroh this housa,®

Rachel flushed, snd huughtﬁy iguor-
ing the lawyer, turned o Oscar Lud-
‘low. Before she could spesk, he eaid,
nising kis pale, dark fmtiid
lutely meeting her proud gizey -

" *Rachel, it's no use mﬁﬁ’ﬁxmﬁﬁeﬁ.ﬂ
‘We have oqme to -search for your

‘low's will. I have the ltmngut

in the house.”

“My father's will, sir, hu’beenmﬂl~
and proved You knmr that es welt
‘s L* ‘
© “Yes: buf ot His last will. . Woe
‘ave the most positive proof that he
mads «Will still Ister ¢hati the one
slwady reooraed, in wl‘uo’ﬁ ha dio-

i her heads mﬁuhharxﬁahn&mm ‘tool,. and e wh
h&vum‘im,ud!dm\\ndtommh )

these things plead? Onlyonesin—a|"

| railiog.”

ltor the will 1 found it Inst n?ght in}

i T think she looksd 1 ;fonﬂtgi
old wan st ber side-as the b cku; wiotive, impulws, of Wha

Curmel in the little chapel attached o |

‘ment for the Liture eogx;ﬂ b xam;

father’s will —my unole, General Lud- |

m:m vou_ avd mﬁw ﬂu

propatty fo me Yeou Bave pavar liked | 0 m-x‘ L
B 'inat meﬁapmﬁyﬂmtwg

‘ms, Radie, snd T don's sos whit renson !
I should have for hesitating tn. ke,
‘what is mine, evén thongh it fﬂlﬁ“"

ishes. you. nm;gmwm
choes to ba a8 soxb ahnm:a(mi

amt you an’}mmﬁom 3!3{&

xk"

his wife at Leohardiown = Thar hoth

d.nxmpoﬁmaymm”m!” 2 ¢
nrillnw;s (imnllmlhww}ya

fortnight,

Aunt Phobe b«ringﬁulmﬁm 1,

bad appao
*“Matthow Prm andhix ti!v! Pooki*
‘she inttrruphd. with 'scorn. *Bothk |

ol aod imboeils. You know very well, {with 1
OscarLadlow, $has they would sweariniver

hﬂuir very dresms aa vealitien.”

“Very wall* said Mr Chslke, jan

briskly, “supposing it is all a dream;
o0 much the beiter for yon; but we
don™ think- &0, “and. no&hln& bat a.
search will donvinos ua. Ax st honor

able lady, Miss Ludlow, anxious to de|:

what's right aud keep a clear comsci-
eno..lmnmyonm’tu!mutho
privilege of locking for ourssives.
You'd be trontled in your ‘mind, T

know, to hald this propaty undar s |eomain

doubL®

IIBOD" lht'n to hlm, B.dh’g ﬂ\& ,“ S5
Miss Phobe, vehismently, notleing

thet Rschel showed signs of yislding.:
“Don't let them search ihe houss.

You domt know vhanzhk tho:‘ ey w

bs up to0.”

“We intend o mrgh ihq hoase,™
retarned Oscar with & -ﬁmiv oath,:
losing his tempen

*No, Mr. Ludlow,” said & new volce.
tremulous snd gentle, bchind thcm l.li,
“do ot do that.”
It was Pather Omnal«—pﬂo and’
' ead. ‘

Neovar had thay sesn so mnoh mhery
in & human face.

“What have you to do with it

demanded Oscar, bmt&l!y. exakper-
sted at the sight of the olommm -
olass whom he considered, in his.own
i slegant phrase, as “canting inters
fopars.”

“It you won't let me lukl tbt
séarch mmb!y, I uhdl m,lko it by
foroe.” ,

“Not while 1. utsy ‘here, dr. n&d
George Milhurst, quietly; Mand niter:
oue word more in the presence of thess
1ladies in the tone you haye bun

fﬂ;&hmdh: mgmtnmofhie. e

oA in: obharselt. :
‘ '%?hm gmm: Price qnar

e MWWM&M! b
i i&fm mmmmﬁq
egs, bot ikouald ok
“Wh,ymﬂ Bus for that- ihak
&nmn hﬁ#mm :hogltl by

I knew toc wall m difters
Wthhol. you will d:;; ag

Al ste yop golng to on' ‘odh
0ot h‘hva totm.ﬁﬁ&smk x'él?! 1&&

"05. you, £ Rpre; q‘& soeLabal
ly sxsinte, ma Jou will m
nt.' caxfmm w ’hik

gotting ou undex his nnr_nm&iﬁm
‘It h&sm&dgm nm:iy

tinual revel. Ianppgu
the life.of Lord Byron an
a8 Newstead, ‘whes I
man--something, per

oar's is & great deal
“% am sorry; Im
imovr ‘that he i',

It was qnito m ‘Vay xaueh
altared looksd " the kindly cld mamas {
he oame up; “simosk breathleis ‘!rlth
his long - walkndaye: Bad wads the !
ditference of years.' o, MM
ings, they went inbo tha Bouss.

ohild, Georgﬂnlhmm hwm,ﬁ

aaked,. mﬁonﬂy

asing, and T shall’ throw you 0'6: ﬂng _ nshs

“8tay 1" commanded ‘Father {Jnmd,
sdvancing. “There is no need, Mr.-
Lodlow, to search your tnole’s houu

. the oak oabindt in my room, and: 3
now surrender it to yon. By it: provi:
sions you sre master of Lhi place and
! of all General Ludlow's estats, sn& his
dnughter is  beggar.”

Oscar took the paper, nmilinc.
soarcely believing his senses.

Rache! burat into tears and fell upon)
ber aunt's bosom, while thnt sstop’

some plan for she-fature sod wiil nod’ RRE
veveal ft. Will: mmmlmmhr?

{1 have & mind 40'godnto & wnvank” -
A loo‘k o i:oubfe. mbrlu

Hitls patm. ho n&ﬂ ,
“But you have 50 wou
afraid”* -
“It will oome intime

entered upona ulig
thappy; but Tosabe rﬁgn&i:" !

ished lady ejnculated with » terzible| .“L hope, you, will 5ot » dolva’

reproach:

Oh, Father Carmel! Yonr !ima wwared,
Radie! How couid you? Whathave: :
you done? . ‘What have you done?* - A

His duty; bt Miss Phocha's’ .tmp‘ '1hat, e doubbed xf‘lhﬁmﬂ A%VN’ bh, | wontd

were regulated in ferinine fashion by
her sympathies, and; for the‘minntg,

and most ungrshhi of iuim‘t.

About a week had nu(‘! mn.z
was realding temporxily with the Mif. |
huret family. The day wasa lovely
one sod in an old-fashioned, and per-
haps not very piciuresque, mu-bppnot,
snd with gauntlets on, and & frowel:

still Lrombled “gnd ¥ lﬂﬁt
\Sbeﬂsw %b;i he' &8 :m :pprom

us she aaid, reaighed; sx
no donbt, othier oo

x| mede hin still #nore. lﬂxi(m‘ : F—Mﬁl

ii the bottonr of alL this;

. A silation susossded;:

'I‘lu nweet inﬁmn,a B
a% the window, the: vofoes of hablrds
the faint shopt:of ‘the dliant plow
wing $o his hom~ ma m& !nokid

happy.
Suddeniy thou vgt j

in her hand, and watering-pot aud hos | Tootafepe-—u man W

snd rake atid oikie¥ ”ﬂoﬁoﬁl}mﬁ g
g | implements ‘houtluﬁ shb“!nm *or%‘ ‘

| ing in the garden,
Ot came Greorge. W&h » mﬂé

delicacy he had ayoided har as mnoh; :

28 possible sinos she had coms as his

mothei's guest, ntil some- mrz:gn a‘ ohsl, du,

but now ws he sﬁooﬂ,u&&m-thg‘nmq vely?.. She stepped Fo:
porch of ¢he cottuge snd saw hér tofl-| , “* SPTIES :

ing smong the flowers—so beautifal, |

20 sad—he could resiat no longer. - Bo,’

sunmingsmﬁs, and’ with his bands | or

in his potkefs, he Ioungo& eimleiﬂ:

to the spot she ocoupied. . ,
“Whst an indastrions littls womiﬁ,

ho ssid. “Csu’t T be of sime belp?
| You don’t know how miseeable idls sndd |

laxy 1 feel. Updin wy woxd@Md,

Jou_must use some sort of magio with] .
these flowers, thoy have so thriven| .

since you began to-¢are for them,” -

“Do you think 507~ she amiled troib. y

.the depths of that ourious old bosnet,
. ressons for bolio_ving that it u hidden |

"Eteq one thinks so; a5d not. only
{'the flowers grow better, ss if they
really enjoy growing, but, Bschel, we
are- all brighter and happier iifpoo ;Qn

| oame, wnd--and—1 thought-

ko stammered, “that you won

angry it I say thu.t ‘we_should nll be
still hsp,pier i wo were. oaxhin Jon
xonld nhm,ys :amlin wﬂh ula A& lor

‘wyl»t&om & nom amnﬂ to luu *
Oreat vommoklon; -of oconrse;-
Fsﬂxer Gmne% xode wwar onh

for udditmml particalerd,. mx"a
thq ;mom, told knmkngm,

“|any -atep rashly;: yiy ehlll” heapel

A& Title Inder, “bhapﬁﬂtndw mm-.

*Yes, 1 will m;m. ;Mhézw. g 1

distinot vobation,: 1 dod’% ;xp.chgj:i ﬁoi*ﬂ s




