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And what’s to me o riag o' pold
Thot provea the written law?
A ring of alrn's around my hoort
Thut sadly breaks in twa!
OQld Dullad,
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CATTERs U AND I1—Mr and Mrs O'Mara, both of shom
artisty, oocupy rooms in Peter street, Wesbminstor, with
their infant child. Dorn, Tho husband is somewhat of a
gpendibrift and idle t0 boot, but the wile manages to keop
the weoif from tho door as well as she can by miniatuye
painting, Maddenel by misfortune, O'Mara deaconds £3
cheating at cavds, but is detactod et hig friends’ chambery,
urd lenvesin disgrace. As he arrvives home he hoars the
voice of his wife and that of a strangs man,

CEAPTER III.—A Turer xx i Nigur.

Giay, meanwhile, had completed hor work, and
teliowed ber husband's example of golog outb fo find a
patron for it, with less success than he had met,

Nore of the tradesmen o whom she offered the
little packet of cards, painted with pretty, fesble
desiyes, wanted them, or had need of any service she
was [itked to perform, Bhe was only one of muny
hundreds of women, gestly born sud nurbured, who
were tramping the strec's of London that day on
similer errasds, tryiog to turn t5 some profit the
conventioral accomplishment which is part of what
is termed their education,

Of all the sad spectacles in the world, the penniless
{ady is the most hrpeless. One meets her on every
hand, Lravely ard silently fighting her hopeless
battle, content if she can secure wages a bricklayer
would scorn.  And every day her numbers increase,

& neighbonr as poor at herself, a little sorapsiress
svho worked sizxteen hours a day for five farthings an
hour in the garret overhead, had taken chavge of
Dora {or her during her abeence. 8he had nothing
wut thuphs to glve lier for her services, nor would the
brave littls woman have accepted any recompenge
inore solid.

Only these who bave lived among the poor can
Lisow what they are to cach otber, how by continual
little shiftings of their common burden they mske it
andurable to their bruised and heavy shouldera.

Gillian sat with her child in her lap beside the
window in the fading light ¢f the chill spring evening,
There was & threat of reia in the low-lying clouds and
in the moist, dark rie, At no time of the year is
Pcter street a particolarly pleasant nelghbourhood,
but it knowsits dreariest period in the dresry evenlngs
which precedo the coming of summear, at least to the
minds of such of 1ts juhabitauts a8 have any moemory
or imagination of the brooding peace of the lands
bevond the city,

‘Tho cracked and dirty pavements, the roadwany
littered with vegetable offul, the sordid houses, irom
wwhose windows davgle wretohed scraps of household
linen the heavy air, gritty with dust or foul with
the mista of the neighbouring river and the fummes of
the forest of chimneys, a'l weigh upoa the spivit with
aleaden ploom. 8warms of children, ragged, dirty,
and unkempt, fill the stieets with tumultin a haggard
semblance of play. Rosty oats asd dilapidated
poultry swear and spit and cluck and scratch about
the liennels,

Sho fell into a dreamy reverle, from which ghe was
awalkened by the striking of a clook on the tloor below,

'* Nine 1 she counted. ' Itis time he was hers,
Surely, ¢h, surcly, he will not disappoint me to-day,
when ke knows bow much depauds en it "

The child stirred in her lap with a feverish wail,
:nd she vaised it to her breast and rocked it there,
:dvging to quiet it,

““1f'we could oaly pet away from London,” she s

thousht, *'away from the people who take Philip
rom bis work and his home! Oh, darling, hush !
Yeu must be patient, dear. Papa will come direotly,
and biipg the medicine to make my dsrling well
again, and perhaps the money to take us into the
country, all smong the grass and flowers and the
{resh air,”’

She ran on, as mothers will, talking to the child as
if her words were as comprehensgible to ita little
icielligence as the happy tone in which she forced
harself to speak them,

“ That's all wo want, isn't it, to make ng well and
strorg again ? Huah, what’s that 2”

Ste paunsed in her talk to the child with a sudden
catch of the breath,

¢ Philip? Yes, thank God )”

Her faoe flushed at the sound of a foot upon the
stair. It mounted as she listened eagerly, but sho
fcll back In her seat with a sigh of patient disappolot.
awent a8 a knock sounded at tho door,

“Come in ¥’* ghe answered, and the visltor obeyed.

‘ Mr Bream ?” she asked, pcering at him through
tha shadowe,

“Yes," answered a cheery voice,  ¢'1 was passing
on my way homo and thought I would rus up and see
tow ycu were, and the little one,”

Gillian rosc and lit a candle,

Her visltor was & man of thirty-tive or so, broad
shouldered and strongly built, deep in the cliest, long

in the arms, with a clean-shaven face of healthy

pallor end crisply cuviiog hair. He was rather
uealigently dressed in the uniform of & Church of
Ergland curate, but his general style and manuer
were by no mesng of the conventlonsl clerical kind,
snd but for bis olothes he might have besn anything
in the world but a parson.

““Mr O'Mara's out, I see,” he remarked, after
shaliing hands.

““Yesy ho finished the picture this morning, and
has gono to take it home. I am expecting him back
cvery minute. Pray teke s seat, Mr Bream,"

Mr Bream'’s quick eyes, travelling round the room
in a perfectly candid examination, rested on the
Lrandy and the empty soda water bottle,

¢ Hum ¢ he said, in & tone too low to reach his
cempanion’s ear, and, obeying her invitatlon, drew
the remaining chair to her sido and sat down,

* And how 1s Dora 7V lLie asked, hending above the
child as she lay in her mother's lap, *f Allow me,”

He took the obild delicately in his strong hands,
and cxamined it by the laht of the candle, with hig
finger cn the little wist,

*“Hum I” he ssid again.  *“The medicine does vot
geem to have answered ag well as I bad expected,
You are sure you obeyed the directions ?”

Gillian’s fluttering breath was the only answer to
his query.

" The pulse is weaker,” said Bream, as if to him.
self, Lut with his eyes fixed on the mother's averted
faco, *' Dry skip, distinetly feverish—DMrs O'Mars,
answer me plesse, Has the child had the medicine ?”

‘ No," she angwered faintly.,

““That,” said the curate, ‘“can mean only one
thing—that you have rot the monsey to buy it, Come,
con.c, are we not old friends enough yet to speak to
each othier plainly 2 Did you put your pride in the
balapce with your child's life ¢

“ With her life ?” she aaid, ‘' Oh, My Bream !”

“The child is geriously ill,” he answered., *'She
was ill yesterday, and is worse to-day.”

Mrs O'Mara stared at him with a face as whibo ag
paper.

I warn you that Dora’s life is in danger, She
must bave proper treatment, proper food, chabge of
;llil‘. Thipk ! Is there no way of procuring theae for
16r 7

Gillian shook her head, with her hands opesmog
and shutting with a nervous, mechanical gesture,
The blow had been so sudden she conld not realise it
3ot
: “The medicive,” said Mr Bream, ‘18 easily arrapged

or,”

110 turned to the table, and wrote on a leaf torn
Irom lhita note book,

¢ Excoso me," ho said, ‘‘while I give this to the
landlady.”

Giliian, left alonc with the child, strained it {n her
arms, but without looking at it, staring sbraigh
Lefors her, with a wide-syed look of terror,

“ Listen to me, Mrs O'Mara,” said Bream, re-
enterieg the room, ‘1 knew, when firat you came to
live in this place, that both you and your husband
swere different in birth and brecding from the paople
about yon, It was lmpossible to see elther of you
and vot to know it, 1t was not wy business then—it
would have been an impertinence—to ask queations,
to pry into your past, to seek in any way to know
more of your history thsn you chose to tell, It 18
differeut now, and 1 am resolved to allow no soruple

of fulse CQelicacy to restraln me from promnpting you

to p'ain duty, Have you any relations, any frionds,
who could help you? I do nob ask to know who they
are,i for the moment at lcast, DBut, are there any
suni ¥V
““No,” she snswered, ‘¢ There are none.
out their patience months sgo.”
o o I you bave friends and relatives,” sald Broam,
think if $here Is not ome among them who wounld

1 wore

" Dora a month in the coustry, or a$ the seaside.

helg vou once more. Your chlld’s life depends upon
it!" -

Y have tried them,” she answered, ‘' They have
not even answered my lotters.”

¢ Your parents ? "

‘¢ Thoy are dead ! "

¢ Your husband's fricuds 2"

¢« He has none, None at [east who would help,”

¢ Wha are his frlends ? You knew his family wlhen
you married him 2" |

‘¢ No," |
Rhe tried to bind hor answer to that one syllable,

but ber lorging for sympatby, tho need which lies in ¢

all of us to lighten the burden of our suffering by
speeoh, impelled her on, though ahe kept watch over
herself, and apoke only in guarded words.

' Be was & stranger when he came to—to whore I
lived, I wasan only child, He said he loved me,
My father was dying, my mother was dead, 1 had
noither brother nor sister, I saw the fime comiog
when I should be alone in the world, He won my
father's confidence, who was glad to lenve me with a
protector who could take care of me, and urged ms
to the murriage.”

¢ oAnd yonr know nothing of his people—of his
family 727 3

«“ Nothing, I do not even know if the had any
right to the name he gave me,”

Mr Bicam was silent for a moment before askinz—

“ Does he know tho state of the child ?” |

T ¢old him what you said last night, Whon he
went out this moraing with the ploture he promised,
if he sold it, to return and give me some mouney for
the cbild. Oh, my poor little innocent darling ! "

The floodpates of her tears, closed too long, opened,
and sho wept without restraint.

“* I have rome mouey,” said Bresm, ‘'entrusted to
me for chimitable purposes by friends of mine, A
movth of country air and proper atteation, aud
wholesome food, would save the child's life. You
must let mo be your banker, Mra O'Mara, No, no |
I wen't hear a word, You must take it, When
fortune is bioder to you, as must happes, for no man
of M1 O'Mara’s talents can remain poor for long, you
may 1epay me, and if you like to add a little 1ntarest,
I shall not refuse it, Now, my dear Mrs {'Mara. 1
won’t hear apother word on the subject, It’s settled
and done with, Hero is the money—ben pouads,
With economy that shounld be eneugh t» give you and
Mu

O*'Mara, I am sure, will not objaot to your recaiving it
an & lonn,”

¢ T can’t refuse it,” gald Gillian. I huve mot tho
right. And yet—Mr Bream, I shall never be able to
repay you.'

‘ You will repay me, snd over pay me, by bringing
back Dora strong and well. In the mcantime, whils
you are away, I must try and see if [ cannot find you
some employment in the msighbourhosd, Do you
think you could teach im the sohool ? QOae of the
Indies there is about to leave us, The salary 14 not
large, Lut every little he'ps, and we might be able to
find something better later on, Aund pow L must gat
away, for I bave other visits to make. No, don't
move, I teg. I can find my way out perfectly well,
Good bye, little one ; I hope you will come back with
the roses is your cheeks which used to be there. (tood
night, Mrs O'Mars."”

He gontly extrloated his haud from Gillian’a grate-
fully clinging grasp, and bustled out to cul short the
Hool of incoherent thanks she poured out on him,
The lending outside was too dark te permit him to
see the figure of O'Mara, against whom he almost
bruched as he descended themtans,

Lot alone with Dora, Gillian's joy overflowed in &
thousand bysterical cavesacs, which so frightened tho
child that she began to ery. The mother quiefed her
by dancing before her oyes the glittering coing which
Bream had left behind him; a thousand times the
¢um in minted gold had never gounded half so sweet
in the miser’s ears as did the clink of those few pre-

- ciong coine in Giilian's,

** Jsn't he a good man, my darling? You shall
learn to bless him, and thank him, and pray for him.
He has saved your life, my sweel, and your poor
mother'as too, for how could I live if my preclous one
wore taken away from me? X kuew help would
come, I knew if. God could not be so cruel as ¢
rob e of you, my treasure,” |

She stopped suddenly at sight of O’Mara, who had
entered the room unnoticed, and was shanding almost
beside her, his clothes glistenlng with rain.

‘“ You seem excited,’”’ he sald, ** May I ask if any.
thing in psrticular hag occurred 27

His sudden appearance, his monotonsus, mocking
voice, froze her with terror and foreboding,

In that sudden bright dream of hope for her child
she bad forgotten her hushand’a mers existence,  Af§
the firat sight of him she had instinctively clozed hor
hand upon the money. She stood psuting and

staring at him, as if be had surprised her wa the com- |

miassion of atheft, He looked back at her with & face
like a mask, and bis eyes gliftering evilly in the
candle light,

‘t What have you got in your hand ?* he asked.

* Mr Bream has been heve,” she began, and paused,

¢! Mr Bream has been hore,” ho repeated, ** Well t”

‘¢ Ho kas given me money to take Dorva lato the
country.’”’

‘- How much ?"’ he asked.,

‘¢ Tor pounds,” she answered. He had expeoted
her to say leer, snd had mercly asked the quastion to
Lelp hor in the lie, which showed how little real
knowledge he had of her nature after thelr years of
marringe,

“* Mr Bresm ig generous,” he said, with a hovdly
perceptible sneer.

Bis manner was unusual, and puzzled Gillian
almost as much as it frlghtened her. Thers was
somethirg of a struggle going on in hismind, which he
disguised by his expresslonless faco and voice. He
mesnt 0 take the money Bream had left, but his
sense of shame was not wholly dead, and he hasi.
tated as to the means he should employ to wrest 1t

from hel‘-
Suddenly his bruiality, always ill conocealed be-

n¢ath the varnish of his affections, triumphed,
*¢] want that money,” he said, ‘' Give it tome!”
For the first time for mauy a day, the courage

which undexrlay Gillian’s acquiescence flamed out into | 50 quistly,

open revolt,

* Not ore penny if you kill me !” she answered,
with her teeth set, and outraged wife and mother
written in her face, and the inspired poise of her
figure ay she faced him.
he advanced. **Don’t dare to touch me, Itismy
child’s life I hold in my hands, and I wall die rather
than yield it up,”

He made a sudden clubch % the bhand which held
the money, and, missing it, seized her by the throat
in & sudden access of rage, For the moment her
passion lent her strepgtb, and she struggled hard,
but the cruel grip choked her breatl, She fried to
cry for help, but only a stifled mean escaped her, and
ehe feil, s*'riking her head hoavily againgt the leg of
the table, with a orash which seemed to 'shake the
houre, and lay still npon the fioor,

With a noigeless step O’Mara ran to the door anc

i hatened,

; 1'."'L‘he house was still; ro one had heard Gillian's
all,

He crept back to her, and saw from among the
tumbled t$resses of her hair a dark red line,
momentarily growing in width, siaining the boards,
Kven in falling she had kept the hand whlich held the

money closc shut, .
In a thievish tremor, with his heart beating like a

mufiled drum in his ears, ke knelt beside her, and
forced open the rcluctaut fingers, With pale face
and shaking limbs he moved backwarda to the door,
clesing it to shub onb the henuting vision of Gilltan's
white face—whiter in contrast with that widening

atalo.
A minute Jater he had reachod the street.

[

CHAPTER IV,.—Tur Crovp BREAKS,

wWueyn, slowly, like a swimmer rising through
deep, dark waters to the growing light above, Gillian
csme baok %o consclousness, phantom memories of
the troubled vislons which had haunted her through
her long sleep so iningled with realities that 1t took
gome time to settle her impressions of the things

around her,
She was In bed, in a large and lofty room, which

was certainly not the reom in which the last few

| moments of her life had been passed, though whose

it might be, or how she had come there, were
mysteries at which she could make no guess.

There were hushed voices speaking at a little dls-
tance, but she was g0 weak that when she tried to
turn her face in that diveotion' she found the efford

- boyond bor strength, She lay and wondered, with a

langunid curiosity, $il1l a step approached her bed, and
ehe saw, bending above her, the face of a young
woman, with a cloud of fair hair arranged beneath &

white csp. .
A goft hand touched her forehead, and a voice

asked : *

' You are better, now ?” .
i Where am I 7" Gillian would have asked 1a

veturn, but her volce, like her strength, had gone,
and the low and broken murmur which escaped her
lips were Ecarcely audible to her own oars,

1 Vou have becn very ill,” the girl gaid, 10 answer
to the movement of her Jipa. **Do not try to talk,
you ae too weak, You arein St Thomas's Hospital,

Yon have been hero over 8 week," n‘%
Memory flowed haok on Gillian like's flood.

|

| all the details.

‘' Stand off "’ she cried ag |

' bolieva i "

‘' Dora 1" she panted feebly,

No emotion less strong than that all conguerlog onoe
of maternity could have given her tho strength %0
rhape an ivtelligible word,

‘* Your little girl? She is well. She is in tha

| country, Mr Bream is taking care of hér, Youn shall

see her when you are well emough — §0-morrow,
perbaps, if the doctor will allow you.
must be very quiet, and not try to falls any mors,
You have heen very ill indeed, aad in great danger;
but that is over now.,” _

Gillian was 8o weak that bofore the happy tears
the woman's reassuring words had cslled to her eyes
were dry upo> her lashes, she had fallen asleep, When
next she woke the room was growlng davk with
shadows The great bulk of the Palace of Parllaman®
was dull purplo against the rosy light of the western
sky, and softened murmurs of voices and the clank of
ears came up from the river helow, )

Presontly a voice was heard praying, and muflisd
responses oame from the rows of beds whicl liaed she
ward, Thena hyma way sung,

" Ablde with me, fast falla the eventide !"

and the guests of the great hostelry of the good Sank
! Thomas addressed themuelves peacefully for sleep. -

She woke in the catly morning to tind the gilded
vane of St, Stephen's burning

her.
She thought of her husband, aud though hor

memory of every detail of their life together was clear

and perfect, she remembered him with neither hate |}

nor horror, but with the same languid iandiff=rence,
which nothing but the idea of her child could atie.

She murmured the name to herself, finding that after |

Ler night's sleep she had strength cnough to speak
1t, |
“ Dors, Dora, Dora”
And o sho fell selsep, like a tirad child.
There was the echo of a well known voice in her

cars when she woke again, and it was with ng shook

of surprise that she recognived it as Mr Bream's,
It would not be advisable, you think,” le was say-
ing, ¢ to give her sny hint of that matter yet?”
*I thirk not," another voice replied,
Goed news can always waib; It loses nothing.
{;nolf; ! She iz awake,
er.

Bream came and sab beside her, with the grave and |
friendly smile his face constantly wore. He took har |
band--the right of it surprised him, it was 5o wan ana |

thin—in his, aud patted it gently.

** Hush 1" he said. ‘* You must lst me do all the
talking, You want to know first about Dora? Dora
is dolng grandly, She has been in the country exactly
a week, and has put on exactly two pouuds 1n weight.
I made the people who have her weigh her every day
and serd me & bulletiv, Tell me the aga of a child,
and how much the child welghs, and L'll tell yon
whether it's healthy or not. When will you see her,
is the pexbt question, lsn’'é it? "That, my dear Mrs
O’Mara, depends entirely on yourself. It depends on
how soon you get sbrong enpugh to bear the meeting.
Let ue make a bargain. ¥ you are very good, and
get beiter very fast—Ilet meo see, to-day i Iriday—
yes, you shall see Dora on Sanday., Ia that under-

stood ?"
There was an almost magic influence in Dream’s

strength avd tenderness, in bis kindly face and help-
ful voice, which had often done s patient more good
than all the drugs in the pharmacopoes could have
worked, Gillian smiled at him through the molature
with which her weskness add his friendliness had
filled her eyes, and he felt her fosble fingers press his
ever go lightly.

 That's well,” he said, as he rose, ‘''I mustgo
now. Thisis notthe regolar visiting hour at all, and

I have been admitted oniy by spesial favour. I

walled thia hoepital befora 1 took my degrse and was
Liouge surgeon in this very ward for two yesrs. Good-
bye, and remewber your promise. No linprovement

means no Doral’
With such a hope for her sick heart to feed on it

| wos not wonderful that Gilllan should make rapid

progress, The doctor who saw her morning snd
evening mervelled at the apeed of her return to con-

valescence.
‘T am to ses Dora on Sunday, if I am better,” she

told him, and the explanation sufficed, as she had

thought it would,
¢ Dora deserves to be patented and registered as a

new hesling agent,” sald the surgeon,

Sunday ofternoon came, and with it came Diora, !

oarrled in the arms of a strapping, ruddy cheeked
peasant woman, who, dropping & curtgey, introdnced
herseltf ag the little lady’s nurse, and hadn’t she coms
slong beautiful ? So pale and wizened as she had
been, and now jusb lcolk at her,

From the moment the child wag Iaid upon her
hreast Gillisn's recovery went on at an even quicker
rate, With reviving strength came new interest in
the things of life, She asked Bream when nexf he
came where her husband was.

*"He has vanished,'’ was the answer, * We have
o news of him,”

‘¢ Was any effort made to find him ¢ she agkad.

1 Yen,” answered Bream, ¢ Every effort, but with-
out result,” .

“‘ Dora and I must face the world alone,’ gaid
Gillian, after a pause,

¢ T hope—1I think,” said Bream, *‘ thab the struggle
will net be so severe as you anticipate. You ara
strong enough to bear good news now, I have #ome
brave news. Your trials ave over, Mrs O'Mara,”

She looked at him with questioning eyes and

heightened colour,
‘T have spoken perhaps before I ought,” said Mr
Bresm ; ¢findeed there is an aceredited messenger of

And now you .

‘¢ Sho 18
very woak. There is no necesslty for telling her yel, |

Don't stay too long with |

like a beacon in the |

bright dawn, and lazily watched the lash thin wreaths
of vapour from the river melt in the warm air. Her |
mind seemed as feeble ag her body ; hor one dafinite |
idea was that Dora was well, and that she should see |
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the good rews, a lawyer with whom I have been in | |

communication for the past week, who can fell you
1 can tell you nothing more than

that you are, by the death of your uncle, Roberb
Scott, of Sydney, put beyond the need of want.”

"1 am very glad,” she sald, ‘' for Dora's sake.”

It was & xelief to Bream to find her take the nows

‘] have seen you besr so much trouble bravely,”
he said, 'that 1 could not help telling you go much,
May I bring the lawyer hers to-morrow afternoon ?”’

“I am glad I heard it first from you,” she
anawered, °‘Dear friend, you are my good angel,”

Bream came again the following day, astompsnied

.by a gray-haired, fatherly old gentleman, ef precige
and methodjcal manner, whom he introduced ag Mr |

Probyn, - _
¢ Of the firm of Grice, Probyn, and Davies, Old
Jewry,” added the solicitor. ‘°X have the honour of

addicaeing Mra Philip O’Mara. "
¢ That is my name,” said Gilliav,

~““Otherwise Gillian Scott, only child of the late |
Jobn Scott, doctor of medicine, of Merton Barnett, |

Shropsbire,”
“ Yes, '

‘' Do you remember your father having referred, in |

vour presence, to & brother, Robert Scott "
““Yes, ho was my father's younger brothor,

went oud to Australia before I was born.”

He

' Quite so0,” said Mr Probyn, referring to some |

memoranda.  ‘‘ In the year 1849, There were money
transactions between them after Robert Scott left
Ingland,”

‘T lelieve mo, My uncle wa# not successful in
bis business, and on mors than one oocasion ke
spplied to my father for asslstance,

“+ Quite 50,"” gaid Mr Probyn agein, ‘'l am happy
to state, however, that his bad luck did not last, He
died on the 3rd of Y'ebruary of the present year, a
widower and childless,

of hig will.”
He unfolded the docunend, and, perching a pair of

gold-rimmed glagses on the extreme tip of his nose,

geanned it at arm’s length.
¢t 17 Robert Scott—(h'm, ueed scarcely trouble

you with mere formalities)—*do hereby give, be-

queath, and dovise all proporty whatsoever of which-
I die possersed, after the payment of iy just debts, |

to Gillian, only daunghter of my late beloved brother,

John 8cott, of Merton DBarnet, in the county of
The peraonalty has baen

Shropsbire, England.'
sworn under £20,000, and will be ¢ransferred to your
account in London on the completion of the legal
forms meceseary In such cager, There in slso some
land in the neighbourhood of Sydmey, of which you
would bave no difficulty of disposing, if so minded
thiugh wo are adviged by our correspondents, the
golicitors of the late Mr Scott, that it is steadily
rising in value, and is, thersfore, probably worth re-
taining, Those and other details can be arranged ab
your convenlence, Meanwhile, madam,” the old
gentleman rose and made & cordially stately bow, */1
have the pleasure to wish you joy of your geod

fortune,”
[To BE CORTINUED.]

The death is announced at the age of 63 of Mr
Dacensed

George Williams, of Scorrier, Cornwall,
was & director of Bolitho's Bank, and was largely
interested in tin smelting and ag an adventurer in

Cornigh mines,
WHAT QUr ARTIST HAS TO PuT Ur WITH,~Ouny

Artiat—" Weall, how do you like the portraits, Miaw |
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