A Deaitful Dowry Tht
7 Ist at Last,

——————

BY P. J. §MITH.-

L Chaptar VI.
. The might, or rather the remainder ot
© tH¢ mor.ing, passed by uneventfully,

Ears,
‘We all met at a late breakfast, except
Fanet, who dozed o far into the after
maon and awoke very cruss, complainiug
.of a bitious headache.

take the diamonds to their stronghoid, I
offered to undertake the respousibility of
theirescortas | had more shopping to
got through, and, for the purpose of keop-
ing BEmmeline out of Trot's way, I usked
her to accompany me. She readily cun-
sentvd, and, when wehad safely dispused
of ‘vur precious parcel, we separated fora
1ittle time, she to send on & box of ruses
to an invalid lady with whom she had
made friends when coming from Aus-
tralis, I Lo visit my buotimaker,

I x:‘amgmbered that I wanted herto doa
comntisaion for me at the station, to
which the postoffice was attached. Ho
T ¥an after hher ioto the office, and, not
finding her there, entered the larger
building, which was in a state of bustle
caonaequeut on the departura of our one
afterncon train. The platform was
crowded, but, after & moment, I quickly
dotected Emmeli e's bright yellow hair
and red fiat.  Pushing forward, I tapped
her smartly on the shoulder.  She
tarnad with a little sereaws, her fuce
flashing suddenly.

Il #QOh, aunt Netty, what's the mntter?

Yo telghtened moss! What is 4™

“Only & messagel forgot. 1'w sorry

Ifrightened you, Emmy! I wanmt you,

whon the triin gues, to see James Grant,

the porter with the crooked eye, and
tetl him ¢hat the parcel I gave him to
sond on Friday last vr the8.45 to—to—"

“ O, srantie, " alie interrupted, muving

im petuotesly toward the tr:ln, “isn'c it

too bud about myros~a? IbLimght them

to the postuffice au i thay wuulkin't take
theas—-not, at least, by this mail; they
sid | was Inte.  And now poor Miss

Ry=a wo=:"t huve them till they are qute

-~ . withered!”
» “You must send her some moic we
morrow. © '
- . %¥es; butthose are eo lovely —the sort
T she's e fond ofl And they'rs all packed
and divected and ready! Aunt Netty,
\ o you kcvow what 1 have half a mind
27 %odo! Runalong the line of carriages
L til I see aface [ can trust, and ask the
owner to post the parcel at the firstoffice
they come toin London! She'd get them
woight that way,” !
“Come along,” I said ; “it's not » bad
[dem. ” ‘
It was rather ap embarras de richesses,
for, in the bustle of depariure aud of bid-|
. ding “Good byes," nearly every carriage
door was crowdod with rather trust-:
worthy countenanoces, I thought. But
Emmy seemed esomewhat flurried and
undevided, and the “five minutes bell”
lixd ruug some time sinoe.
o “Yook, Emmy, look!” I whispered,
SO clutching her elbow. “What do you
; think of that sweet-looking young wid-
ow with the little boy at the second-
class window! There's no one talking to
her. ”

“Netty, ™ slo whispsred with a very,

“wguish arnile, “1 think, dear, oconsid-'
sting that I hado’t time to—to etamp the
box, you kknéw, it would be better, surer !
togive it to a gentleman.” l

“¥You little diplomatist!”

SA gontieman, young and first-class, I'
think, dear. ”

. ‘But I don't like addressing— It

v would look s if we—we wanted to

7 mnke his acquaintance. Then the com-
L c-iplimsat, Emmy,” 1 objected, withdraw-

.dng fxom & smoking-carriage towards

- whioh { feared she was leading me in

i _her impulsive innocence. ‘

e What will i€ matter? He will nover
 know—geo usagain, Ah, I perceive our

+ pp~the wery mant”

Where? Show mel”

*Thee, at the window—two below
the smokinng-tarriage with the fair hair,
reading the paper. Come on, sunt Net-
ty—now or neverl Walit till you see
how gracefully I'll tackle him."

‘Waita moment till I got » sixpence

3 %:; .Ons can't put one's self under an
wﬂ; )

7 dbligation” to s stranger like that; it
vé highly improper.”
- $Quick’thien, dear; the train will start
- inauother minutel”
- But, whésx wWe got closs to the carriage,
. - whem the young geatleman raised a very
-Iangonid pair of gray eyes to our fushed
facks, the girls guilsless courage sud-
- Joaly deserted her, aud, slipping behind
fhe, shio whispered, with an hysterical
gixgla-that he must have distinctly over-

|

y, I oan’t. Ask him for
uick{™
prpardon,” I began, “but X
. 1Bw if you would kindly post
hib garcel v London this afternoon for
By miete.. She bhas unfortunately just
e woall; and it is important that
ohits destination to-night.”
. It ive me much
gk this. slight service to
our niece,” he anawered
~-g”.,p:§ frot: mgm and
rward o get s ghic
Yol o e
postage,” X
usly, for

d tone

withowt any falee or real alarm of burg-

‘When the fiy came at about twelve to

¥ had left her only & law seconds when

"1 Janef promise to transfer the mansage.

i, 3{; w;er‘tg(u‘pmar& London man, if the

" glimpse of her pretty face.

and put out, I am astonished at you! [
thought you had more—~—more seuse, self-
respect, ”

“Oh, forgive me, suntie dear!” she
pleaded, so penitently that my wrath
melted almost at once, *I am sgo
ashamed of myself! [don't know what
came over iie. It was just—just when
you dropped the sixpence that the
thought struck me that he might open
the box and let my roses all get with-
vred; not open it to steal anything, you
know, but just to see if I was sendinga
frigette, ov false teeth, or scmething.
And you know he did lcok—Ilook a
little——"

* Fast—yes, Emmeline, you are right;
he did look fast, and I wish I had not
spoken to him. I should not have al-
lowed myeself so be persuaded by a girl
of your age, who knows 8o little of the
wickednessof the world. 1 wish that
sixpence hadn’t fallen wupon the rails,
too. "

* Well, well, no use crying over apilled
milk, dear; he basit now, andit wouldn't
* be much use trying to get it back from
. him, I expect. Ha, hal What an ad-
{ venture it has beem, to be sure! Il
make Trot laugh over it all the evening;

and Ill take you off, aunt Netty, trying ’

to snub that wicked young mun when he
, made eyes at youl Oh, I feelthat] can
¢ tuke you off to the life, and I will, too!”
1 It wus evidently of po use whutover
trying to muke Emnmeline look at the in-
cident from a serious polut of view,
was of no use eveu asking her to keep it
fromn the others, for she would talk of
potinng olse,  And, what is more, she
did tanke e fF co the hfe, the otlrs de.
clured, thouzh { must say that I niyselt
did not see 1he Likeieoss, ur bear that she
Lad caught o a note the tone of my
woice when | try to be overpoweringly
dignified, as they suid she bad. How-
ever, it amused my sisters immeosely,
and of courss I was very glad to ba able
" thus to contribute so easily to their en- -
Jjoymeut. But [ noticed that though
Junet pronguoced her daughit-r to be the
cleverust little mimic she had ever met,
and Dotty complained of a stlich in her
side frum laughter, the perfarmance did
not amuse my little Trot in the lenst,
Shesat all the time, her fingers busy
with her work, nota ripple pf a smile
once orossing her sweet pale fuce. In-
deed, her gravity was so marked that 1
feltsure Emmeline must have noticed it,
and dreaded every moment that she
would ask a question or make a com-
ment that might causs the explosion
which we were all trying with saoh fe-
verish apxfety to avert. Butshe forta-
natuly sald nothing until Trotsod twoor

' three of the others had left the room.

Then she came to my side and said, in a
low, troubled tone—

* Aunt Netiy, do you know what is the
matter with Trot? I—I have voticed a
great change in her during the last few
days. 8Sue has become so quiet and—
and reserved, as if she had some secret
anxiety. I—I have fancied tou, though

tried to—to avoid me at times.”

“Trot is not very well, Emmeline,” I
answered, after a little pause; “she has
not beon hersel! all the summer, in fact,
so Peggy has decided on takiog her for a
few weolks to the sea-side. You—you

Emmy, or—or make any remark to her
about it; she—she dislikes having it no-
ticed. In a month or go we hops to bring
her home quite her own bright self
again.”

“Aunt Netty "—clasping my hands
eagerly—*if—If she should not get bet-
ter—if this should be the begiuning of a

you promise—promise to send for me to
narse her as [ nursed dear Phil—will
you? Ah!" !
8he stopped with a little scream, and [
saw that Trot was standiug by my side

—~—had been there I knew not how long, you want meto catch my death ofcold, }er to me—quick! Iam naturally anx-:

for the room was almost in darknesas. !
“ We—weo were talking, Trot, of that

little girl at the Humphrey's lodge, aunt have believed it wus my sister 8till wg were all over the honse and grounds, |

Hetty's protegee, who had been ailing .
for the past week,” Emmeline explained
volubly.

“Have you, Emmeline?” .

Unoonsciously I gripped the girl's
shoulder and glanced sppealingly at
Phil's wito, who moved away, humming
a walts tune.

“Netty, what are you afraid of?” Trot
asked, with a bitter laugh. “Do you
think that, because—because I lot myself
break down before you who love me, I
have not sufficient pride and courage left
to uphold me before her? Do you think
that I should degrade myselt by bandy-
ing abuse with a woman like that? O,
do not fear; tell the others not to fear—
not to watch me asthey do! It hurts
me, Netty; it hurtsmel Tell thom there
will be 1o secene botween us now or ever!”

“Oh, Trot,™ I pleaded, “if I could con-
vinoe you how wrong you sie—if I could
show you »

But her hot hand closed my mouth.

*Husgh—it’s of no use; you couldn't
donvince me! You could show me noth-
ing but what I know. Let us not talk of .
itagain, He will come totake her away
soon, I suppose, Then we shall all be
bappy agein, dear.”

Yes, I supposed he:would arrive soon,
for the next morning”the gecond half of
the thousand pounds, about the transter
of which there had been much trouble
and delay, was at last to be forwarded to
Australia by Bmmelive, and she talked
of nothing but the date of hig arrival.

Very much relieved by the explanation
with Trot and by the fact of the two
youug people quietly avoiding one an.
other, we let things take their course
during the fow remaining deys before the
 wadding. - The only eontrifemyps was an-
other hitch about the money, which go
irritated the ydung wife that she made

ment of hor son's affairs from our family

oes 'wes not satisfactorily settled
Yihail day, And, lndeod,

“Don't opsn it—-they're only roses, nos
worth stealing! " the girl cried langhingly,
, a8 he leanod out, evidently to catch a last

*Emmeline,” I exclaimed, very angry

1n a matter whers Phil’s iutorosts were
8o maupifestly at stake; and [ felt in-
clined to agres with her when she an-
grily declared that the old fool was in

fond of the desr old man, nevertheless ;
he hud managed all our little difficulties
and family trouble with usvarying tact
and ability forupward of s quarter of a
century, and his olever wife was our
right hand in all our charitable under-
takings.

Two days after the regimental daace
we had a visitfrom Colonel Roper-Coote,
whom, alas, 1 did pot recogmize in the
least! He was stout and buid, but, on
the other hand, had lost the impulsive
gaucherie of his youth, andseemed a very
pleasant easy-going old—I mean middle-
aged geutleman.

When the Colunel rose to takzehis leave
it was almost dusk, and itsomehow hap-

we atoncel”

my remonstrance, he w
to seize his victim’s han

sume sense of shame, AN
= (3o, go—go at once, sir!
covering now!” exclaimed Dotty;

long shuddering sigh.
—it 18

ne rushed forward. his arms outstretcnea
as If to seize her; but I had strength to

intervene.
his dotage and not fit t mawnge any| “sSwp!” Icried fndignantly. “Not an
client’s business. But we wersall very | ipch coser! Do you want to kill her al-

together 2 Bend the others—send help to

He vbeyed without a word, and in an-
other minute they were all around me—
Hetty, Dotty, Peggy and the three ser-
vants—in a state of incoherent execite
ment, wrathfolly pushing the wretched
young man aside, for, potwithstanding
sull seruggling

his face and
attitude, 1 was glad to see, expressing

at last th@ closed eyes opened with a
“It is shameful

saw PLil's wile by uy side,

ling sunle
Netry, ”

“Duu’t spoil sprort,

pasoed all that sort of thuyg,

twn nevertheles.
" Ueni—have you indeed ?”
1 lcuned vver the bulusuen.

flomer, aud Dutty, with the
girlish graces of eighleen, wus enhun-
ety by foigned relucwnce the value of
Lics vonsent,

* (o—gol what nonse we, you
ailly mau! Asil you couldu’t flud your
way to the gatel Why, yuu kisow your
way u8 well as [ do! The durk? How
very ubsurd you s1e? lhere uare 0o
sirabge dogs, I iell you!”

My shoulders wore heawtng with the ef-
fort to restrain my laushter—poor Dot's
tone of cuy coquetry wus (oo amusiug’
I thiuk I should have decidedly betrayed
mysell, but for Emmy’s wiuspered eox-
bworuation @

“For shame, for shame, you ugly
apiteful thing! I'll nerer speak to you
agnin If you spoil the sovue!®

Then, when Dot, uunsble to resst her
admirer’s importunities, had couusented
to guide him across the dasgers of ow
lawu, she turned to me with softened
voize, all the merrimeant gone outof hel

prgg{.‘y blue eyea,
uey were lovers once, weren't they,

aunt Netty?”

“Twenty five years ago—befare you
belonged to the world, my dear," I an
swer, thrning away after gently pressing
the young sympathetic ingers.

And this was the gitl we tone of us
could love! This was the girl Tiot be.
lieved wus an incarnation of —of —

My reflections were brought to a rather
sudden close. I had mored a fesv stepe
up the stais towards my owm room,

1
'l.

| 1 am sure I must be wrong. that she has then, rememberiog that I had left my

work in the drawingroom, I re-de-
scended and very softly pushed open the
door,

Phil's wife and mother wers the only
occupants of the room The latter was
standing at the bow-window, peering

| must oot mind thechange yousee in her, through the darkuess, evideunlly watch-

ing in moody aoger her sister snd the
Colonel; and she formmer —the former,
with every trace of sentiment and sy m-
pathy banished from her face and voice,

. was mimicking poor Dot to the life, re-

hearsing the little scene we had watched
together with a faithfulness of tone,
gesture, language that was marvellous

« fever or any thing serious like that—will and most ridicutous to listen tol

“Oh, nonsense, you silly man! How
absurd you are! There are nv strange
dogs, I tell yout Well, only as far as the
larch plantations, not a step farther,
Just look at the slight shoas I've on! Do

sir P v
I I had closed my pnined eyes, I must

speaking.

“1 don't like her—I don’t like her—1I1
never will )ike her!”

“Don't like her? Whom? Phil’s
wife?” echoed Dot, meeting me in the
hall and making me aware I had spoken
my thoughts aloud. “ Why, [ thought
that was a settled point months—weeka
ago, Net!”

Chapter VII.

We came down to breakfast one morn:
ng in rather fretful temper and spirits.
Hetty complained of a touch of her old
enemy, heuralgia; Dotty, without any
accountable cause, had had a very rest-
less night; and Trot, pale and heavy-
eyed, was suffering from headache,
Emmeline was the only member of the
party with unclouded countenance and
beaming eyes. Particularly beaming,
indeed, for this happened to be the great
morning of her week—mail morning.
To celebrate which she had fastened a
bunch of bright red rosesin her flowing
yellow heir, and eat in our glum circle
the incarnation of bleoming happiness
and expectation.

Our meal over, we geparated to our
usual morning employmenta—Pegzgy to
superintend her packing, asisted by
Hetty,for Peggy was starting for Biigh-
ton the next day; Dot to water Trot's
fernery, which the child was too ill to
undertake; and Emmeline to am idle
morning at the lobby. window, watching
for the postman.

At about eleven o'clook, my household
orders disposed of for the day, X went
down to the drawing-room to see how
Trot was getting on, I found heraitting
in an easy-chair, with closed eyes, the
pain somewhat eased; and I was just in
the aot of refreshing a wet bandage
Peggy had applied to her forehead, when
asudden change in her face frightened
me—from a dull pallor it fushed & vivid
crimson, then, with a little ory, she roee
quickly froma her sest and fell sensecloas
&t my feet. . , "

1 turned toward the doorshehad been
facing aud saw my nephew, Emmeline’s
busband, croming, the threshold, .

pened—by pureaccident, of course—that
Dutty, who had left the drawing-room
half uu hour before, was watering some
flo ers in the hall as he pussed out. 1
was ¢ »ming down the stars to nd him
“Uuud-Lys" too, wheuu soft hand pressed
my wm restruutugly, and, turming, 1

“Wait," she whispued, witha dimp-
Miss

“Oh, nopsense,” | retortél; “we have
Emmy!”
Diut | was ot ill-plessed  at the sugyes-

Freddy— |
pour uvid, bald headed Freddy—was poti- |
tioning Dutty —our prun, practical, de-!
It termed Dotty, whouse tougue was the !
terrur of duvday school—for the gift ofa
sirs and

semetbugile ovn, | opey :

mast violeutly.

graphed for me! I—I— -7
voices trembling with 1ndygmtion,

“Old Maxwell . then;
What has bappened to you allt Trot,
Trot, 1ot me—"

* Envagh of this, sir, snouzh! If you
liuve any sense of sirame, any feeling of
—of—7" 1 began bitterly, whea Peggy,
with her face aflame, flew at him like a
virasgo.

“You v retch! How dare yon stay here ?
(3o up at once to your wife—yovur wife
W lip—— n

“Tomy wile?” he repeated stupidly.
*To my What did yovu say, sunt
Pexgy? My——"

Theo Janet interrupted ''m with @&
scream, encircliog him with  er arms.

“Oh, us 18 blisal Welcoma—welcome
st last! Ourdarling, where s she? Doea
she not kpow? Oh, come to her —quick!™

Th+n, as he did not move as quickly as
she wished, she darted from him intuthe
ball. loudly calling Emmeline's name.

* What does this mean?” he asked, re-
turning from the door, facing us with a
duzed dumbfounded look. *“ls it Bed-
lsm? Oh, Trot, my love, pity me, and
-~and tell me what it means!”

“It—it means, " she answered pantiogly,
“that you had better go up to your wife
at once, Phil,and see us after! She fs
lungiug for yoo—"

Something in his face made her halt,
coveriung her own. He leanad slightly
toward her and asked in & whisper.

“Whois my wife? Tell me hername ",

*Emmeline Devereux, whom you mar-
ried at Ballaratl”

“Never heard of the woman in my lifet®

Therewas a moment's complete silence.
Trot rose to her feet and stuoud looking at
him.

“Well,” I said at last in a high mock-
ing voice, “it’s stitange, yuur statement,
for the lady has been here for the past
two months, bearing your name, wear-
1ng the wedding ring you placed on her
fiuger, receiving letters from you by
every mul.”

“She has—she bas!”

“And it's straoge. too,” continued
Dotty hotly, “that you should have writ-
ten youmelf announcing the fact, beg-
ging us to forgive your treachery to Trot,
explaining how you couldn't have helped
Yuurself, you loved this woman sol”

He anewered not a word, but looked at
us with a deep frowning glance, his
hand grisping the back of a chair.

“Come, Trot, this is no place for you!™
Peggy whispered. ' ,

*No, no—wait a—a moment,” Trot.
answered, her eyes brightening—* wait a
momeant! Phil—<Phil,” she murmured,
with outstretched hands, “what does it
—it mean? Tell me—1I will believe youl™

The hard dogged look faded from his
handsome fuce; he made a step forward,
then drew back.

“You said, some of you"—he spoke af-
ter a moment, looking away from the

" girl—*“ that this lady, my wife, has been
here—what, is heve now? Then bring

' ious to meet her.”
In a second the room was clear, and

| even out in the high road, calling Em-
meline’s tame, mgking the still moxn-
ing air echo with the glad tidings of her
husband’s return; but no Emmeline
could we find. We came across Janet,
dishevelled, distracted, at every cormer.
We sent down, at her instigation, mes-
sengers to the post-office, to Mr. Max-
well's, to the church, to our usual village
haunts, but without success. Nobody
had seen Emmeline since half-past
eleven, when Eliza the housemaid, after
dusting the spare-room, had beheld her
seated at the lobby window, the red roses
drooping in her hair, her blue eyes fixed
longingly upon the high road along
which the postman came. It was unac-
eountable, inexplicable.

At last, I think it must havebeen fully
twoo'clock, I sank exhausted on a hall
chair, begging for 8 glass of water. Phil
brought it to me, held the tumbler to my
lips, and 1 drank deep and long.

“Well, you haven't found her yet?*

I shook my head, and I think I wanted
to kiss him, and I think he wanted to
kiss me; but we only looked at each
other, Ashe thus stood beside me, Trot
came in in 8 worse plight than even [
wag—as regards heat and thirst, that is,
for her headache had mysteriously dis-
appesred long ago—and he held the glass
to her lips, tes, with another saroastio
inquiry.

“Trot, my liftle friend,” he said, “I'll
never forget the devotion you have
shown to me at this terrible crisis. If a
similar plight should befall you—if your
husband should disappear mysteriously
any morning-—oh, trust me, my hand
will be the first t0 sound the bottom of
the well, to drag the—-"

“Phili” she ssid; and the next mo-
ment the glass was lying shattered on the
flags and they were in each other's arms.
He carfied her into the drawing-room,
closed the door behind him, and I made
a rush at Hetty and Dotty, who were
coming in

“Netty, Netly, what do you think
-about Emneline——" ¥
t!’l.qm-no. bless Emmeline]

unpardonable, your conduct! \ﬁ}
How dared you arrive in such s man-
ner, without a line, a word of warning?®

* What do you mean ?” he retorted, al-
“What does this greet-
g menu? [—I1 came because you telo.

“We telegraphed for voy—we?” our

1V's the samel

" been. 1 was senseless for six weeks;
, they were able to rummage everything I

lnwn, upd vvertook Phil's fly returning,

. L L] * 4 * #*

Our dear boy told us the story of the
lasnt few tryiog but trimmphant mouths
of his residencein Australis. On his way
up country to purchase the property he
had written o his mother about, at the
begiuning of the spring, he had had a ge-
were attack of sunstroke, {ollowed by a
long and daogerous fever, which kept
him uncouscious for mounths in a rough
and very shady establishment, half hotel,
balf gambling-house, on the road to a
new mining c¢amp. During occasiosal
returng of cousciousness he had asked

e peuple about him to make his condi-
wn_to us. They had assured
Lim they had done so; then, the mo-
went he was fit to travel, he had contin-
ued his journey, and, thanks to the gen-
erosity of his partner, whohad advanced
him Lis share of the purchase money, the
pruperty had becume their freehold, and
promised, by the sample of the return it
was already muking, te turu them both
iniv cupitalists before the end of a year.
After that, not hearing from s, he had
telegraphed, received a reassuring reply,
had begun a letter warning us to look
out for him before Christmas, when a
second telegram from Mr. Max well urged
hin o retura hume at once.

He had started by the mail ¢chat waa to
carry his letter, and arrived to find us all
apparently in Bedlam, and a wife—a

A wifel” here two or three of m
broke in excitedly. “Oh, Phil, do you
inean o say you really haveu't the faint.
est idea who she—Emmeline is? Oh,
you must have! Why, she kuew lots of
things about youl®

triumphaotly, banding him a photo of

. teur artist some few weoks ago.

set very good, stil——"

' *Polly Cunovingham,” shouted Phil,'

! the mument hu glance fell upon the pio- |

! \ure—"Polly Cunningham here? Wha

. dues it mean? What was the game ?”

! “The gume was—was—— Oh, Phil,
Trot, I'm surry for yuu, deuts! ™ broke in .
Dotty, covering her face with her haunds
“The game was your money, your thou. |
sand pounds in the Funds, Phill Apd
she has got it—the minx! Mr. Maxwell
realized the second flve hundred yester-

"day. and gave it-at least, sent 1t ont for

her. That was what she was waiting

for.” .

“ Well, well, o use crying over spilled ;
milk,” oried Phil cheerfully, swhen we
had iven our disgust and ustopishment |
smple vent. “It can’t be helped, and '
would scarcely pay trying to get 1t back, |
Ifancy. Buat, by Jove, what a game it
was—what & game! I begin to see how |
it was worked-—-I begin to see! She,
Pully. was in the house where I fell ill, ,
she and a whole gang of her relatioas
and accomplices, her mother, a very
wily customer, and her father—at least
her mother’s husband, for he wasn't ten ;
years older than his reputed daughter—
Joe Bradley, a ticket-of-leave man, flrat-
class forger, I heard——"

“Forger? Then, Plil, 1t was he who
wrote the letter announcing your mar-
riage ; 1t was exactly like your writing—
nobody had a doubt of it. ™

“Of course—of course; it must dmve

ol (7]

bad, open all my letters, learneverything
sbout me. I had all Trot’s old letters in
my portmanteau, all my partner’s aboul
the money, drafts of mine to him, every-
thing they could want to know —every-

, thingl Stop—one thing I don’t under-:

stand. When I left the place, and got
clean out of their clutches, I continued .
writing to you every mail, and sent Trot |
ny photograph. How was it you didn't
got my letters and learm the truth,
how ——"

“How?™ four quivering voices an-
swered in chorus. “Because she got
them, Phil—she got them first! Mail
day was the great day of her week,
She used to sit at the window all the
morning watching for the postman.
She always met him at the gate and got
your letters from him! She—"

“Ha, ha, ha, ha!™ I thought he would
never have done laughing. Peal after
peal rang throug our discomfited silence.

“Oh, Phil, Phi), stop, you cruel hoy!”
at last protested Peggy. .

“And the worst of it wds,® burst in
Dotty, “she—she, the wretch, enjoyed if
thoroughly! She got value out of every
hour ahe spent here, bamboozling wus,
fooling us, torturing us with her wan-
ton tricks! And—and—now to think—
tothink she has walked off with your
thousand pounds.”

“She hasn't! She hasn't walked oft
with & penny of it, Miss Dotty!™ The
speaker was Mr., Maxwell, who had been
standing at the door for some time, tak-
ing in the scene with a smile of intenss
satisfaction. “Not a penny! I had my
suspicions of the lassie almost from the
start, ladies ; but: you are such & set of ime

- pulsive people up here that I was afraid

to hint even an idea to one of you L

don in the 12.95 train. They say--at
least the boy in the yasd, who's just
come back from his dinner, says she
went out of the house by the back door
when Puil arrived, darted scross the

which tovk her at once to the station.”

wife—- |

! her and Trot taken together by an ama- I

l ‘The best remed

| fox churches, |
order prics,
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ment, old ladies,® said Phil, “for Tros
and I aro going to be wmnarried this day
weck! Can’s have invalids at our wed-
ding, you know!”

“I wonder,” said Peggy thoughtfully,
after a while, *that she did uot make a»
attept to get hold of Janet's diamonds;
they were worith Puil's furtane seven
times over, © ,

“Ob, she didn"t eare for jewelry, don’s
you remember?”

“Polly Cuoningham oot care for jew-
elry! The boys at Ragg's Camp kuow
better than that!®

We looked at one anotbh~r in silenes;
then they all surned to me. Inodded
wmy head emphatically.

*Safe, safe; dont be fri~htenedt 1
siw them lodged myself, pu. thens inte
the manager’s hands. "

Mr. Maxwell rose, announcing he
would return in time for dinner,
hurriedly lef¢ the room. He came back
in about an hour with Janet’s renowned
casket in his arms. We opened it, and
found the following nots lying on the
top of & bed of garden pebbles—

** My beloved mother-in-law, good-byes
| When you read this, 1 shall have flown

back to my distracted hustand! I am

sorry to deprive you of the urnsments

that so become your brunette charms,
. but you have had quite a longenougk
| lease of them, and shey were never yours
; by right. They were the property of ny

mother before you even knew of tiefr
existevr« —my mother, a lady of the
pame of Jardine, whuom yon wronged
and ill-used. Do mot try t» get them
back ; it will be of no use, I have come
teu thousand miles to make this capture
and will enly surrenver it with my
, life. “PoLLy."”

“The ruses,” I whispared piteously, as
soon as I had mastered ms voice. “They
, were the box of roses I handed into—

into——
“Her husban "3 hands.® Mr. Maxwell
prompiéd. “He w '« over ith har. [

am afraid the laugu bas turued
= Here 13 ber picture, Phil, " cried Hett’! ot bas lurued agaings

us, ladies 17

When poor Jepet swoke the mext
mourning one side of her hair was com-
pletely white. Bhe has since apens
months, years, trying to recover her fatal
murriags ssttlement; but, though shy
has now two darkeyed, dark haired
gruuddgughters who she declnres are the

( motive furces of her unwearying enej

in the matter, and who will sustain her
courage to the end, yet none of us fanoy
she will ever succeed in ' resting the
Brownrigg coronet from the pretty yal-
low head of M. Jardine's daughter.

One Inst item of pews Dotty hme
ceased to draw her Civil Bervice pension,
She ia not dead, se ¥ supposs any one can
guess what has happened to her,

(tHE EXND )
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“What suspicions? Oh, Mr. Maxwell,
toll us, tell us!” .

“Well, on the day she said Philhad
parted from her at Melbourne, I heard
by next mail he happened to be seven
hundred miles up country in company
with a cousin of mine; so that circum.
stance put me slightly on the alert. 1
made inquiries, kept her movements

4 BUGGY WHEELS $6.90
HICH @ SARYVINS PATENT, tired and
i am.a,klfgighz 31, 4 n., 8 £6 81N, ord £&.
Spokes1i18oriidin, For any other
es send for catalogue, Cut thisad.out
¥ and send to us with ONE DO) state
d sire wheel warited and we will send them
by freight C. 0. D, KXAMINE THER at
b # your freight depot and then pay freight
Rt agent balanes, 85.00 and fre ha

protty well withinsight,and found she had
ocoasional meetings with a smart young
gentleman in the, shrubberies after dark,
So [ delayed the money transactions as
wng as I could without exciting her sus.
picions, then transferred the whole: sum
atraight out to your partner’s agents at
Sydney, Phil, instead of to the address
she gave me, After which, hearing you
had secured the land, I wired to you ta
return at once and make your wife's ac-
quaintance—he, hal”

“Then she got nothing~-nothing? She
has had ber long trip for nothing ? Xet,
‘Trot, Het—ocan you realize it ?* T

‘For all her clevernees, she had to clema
?:;“',i‘h,““‘ apennj?  No, I can't real:
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