'HE WEDDING RING,

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN,

Anthor of “The Shadow of the Sword,” ‘' God and
tho ban,” “Stormy Watbers,” &¢,
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And what's t5 vae a ring o pold
That proves the writton law
A ting of airn's around my beart
Thut sadly brosks in twal .
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CALTERS T AND IT—Mr and DMrs O'Mara, both of thom
arlists, occupy rooms in Petor street, Wostrinster, with
thoir infant cbjld, Dora, The husband issomewhat of o
apendthrilt and idle to boot. but the wife manages to keep
the woll from the Coor as well as sho can by miniature
printing, Maddenel by misfortune, O'Mara desconds t2
cheating as cards, but is detocted at his {rionds’ chambara,
and lenves in disgrace. As he grrives home he hoars tho
veoice of his wife and that of a strangs man,

CHADPTERS IIT AND IV.~Mr Breoam, tho clovgymean, witd
takes the greatest interest in Qillinp, js the gontleman on
.. vigit to nery on hor hushand's return, He insists on being
bher banker, and lends her £10 for the purpvse of providing
medicing ard change of air for hersell and little one,
O'Msra Lears the convereation, and after DMr Bream's
demarture he asks for the moneoy from her, Bhe refuses,
and a strupple ensues, Rhe falla and cute her temple.
O Mara takes the money from her clenched heud sud
decamps, Mrs O'Mwa is taken to St. Thoraas's Hdapital,
ard recovers to hear that she isan heiress to £30,000 lefv hor
by an uncid,

CHAPTERS V AND VI — Mr Bream, teking anothel
curacy in ¥seex, meets a Mrs Dardimonth, a distinguished
parisaioney, and recogpises in her his acqueintance of
aeven years ago. She is acquatnted with Sir George
Conables, the squire of tho manor, IMr Breom and Brs
Darimmotth comuare notes as to the ovents that have
ocenrred since they last met., She has heard nothing of
her rascal:y busband.

CHAPTLER VII,-—S1rR GLORGE,

'ue two {riends rofe sids Dby side, in silence for the
most part, until thoy came to Crouchiord lodge, &
venersble pile of buildiog, of which the central and
oldest portion was Elizabethau, and the two wings
of the date of the first Charles and the second Georgo
respectively,

It stocd on a little emisence {quite a hill, 1t sesmed
amid the flat Essex mesdows) and commanded 2
goodly view of the broad acres which owned Sir
(zeorgo as mastoer.

Dinner that evening was ag qull a business as if tha
two companions, instead of being bosom friends who
had not met for years, had been long since bored to
death by cach other's society, aud could find nothing
*o say. Bream, who had by this time pot over lus
amazement at recogoising his old Westminster pa-
rishioner in Mrs Dartmouth, made several attempts
o lead his companion into conversation but with little
avail, Siv George wole up for a minute, only to fall
back into his unecasy reserve, At last, when cofles
had been served, and they were left alone with theic
cipars, the curate roundly challenged his friend as to
the reason of his melancholly,

“ 1 mayas well toll you,” sgaid Venables, ¢'One
acts a sory of relief sometimer by talking freely, Bub
not here, Let's get out of doors inYo the fresh air,”

They rasted out together in the growing moosnlight,
and tho baronet, at first with an obvious effort, hut
increasing eaze a8 he continued, uuloosened himself to
his old friend.,

““You asked me just now,” he ssid, * why I went
albroad the year before last, and stayed away until two
months ago, I'll tell you. It was because 1 had
asked Mis Dartmouth to be my wife, and she had
refused, and X thonght that change of scene and occu-
pation might help me to forget her.”

i She refuzed you,” repeated Bream,

“*Yes,"

¢t Did she give any reagon for the refusal 2"

¢/ [ ssked her for a reason. She begged me o leh the |

question go unanswered, bub ossured mo bthat the
1cnson was sufhvlent.”

¢ VWho ¢s Mra Dartmouth ?” asked Bream,

It went against the honest openness of his nature to
be guilty of even such innocent feigning as this, but
t.e held the woman's secret in frush, and had bound
bimself insilence, Sir George was his oldest f.iend,
and]llza must needs show sympathy for him in his
trcuhle,

¢' Sho 1z Mre Dartmouth,” answered the baronot,
¢t That is all I know, aud all I want to know, except
for the last five years she has bheen the only woman
in the world to me.” |

8 You know pothing of her antecedents

¢ Ivothing whatever. She came hero with her chill
five years sgo, nod took the farm through an agand,
A year later sbe made personal overturss to buy if,
My father was very unwilling to let it go, but 1
versuaded him, and be gave way, That was the
bopinping of & misunderstanding betwoeen us, and
which lasted ¢ill his death—the only one we ever had
together. I was 8o infatuated with Gilllan aftor my
firet meeting with her, that I could not keep away
frcm her, and my constant presence at the farm gob
to be the talk of the county. There was some scandal
about it, I heard—the fools about here would talk
secandal of an angel, I think,”

He pauted, angrily striking his boots with hig
riding whip. -

s Well, it came to my father’s ears, and he sprke
of It to me, and warned me that I was damaging Mrs
Dartinouth’s repuistion and hurting my own pros-
vects, e had plans for me, Our neighbour, Sir James
Dayre, had an only daughter, and the two estates ran
gide by side. It was the old man’s dream to puf a
ring fence round them., He told me all this, I don't
know what I said, bnt I remember what I did, I
jumped on horseback, and went over to Mre Dart-
moutb, and asked her to marry mo, She refused, ag
i have already told you,”

Broam listened, but expressed no surprise, Sir
{Georgo continned —

¢t | was like a man dazed for weeks after, and then
{ had a severe illness—a brain fever, 1t was thought
very good abont it ; he did not reproach me, or press
me to obey his wishes in any direct way, for some
time, I suppose be saw the case was desperate, and
avderstood that his ornly chance was to give ms
timo, After a while, ho returned to the subject very
dolcately. He brought Miss Dayne and me together,
and encouraged poople, in a quiet way, to look on our
union as cortain, I suppose I gave him gome right to
do 80, for I never mentioned Mrs Dartmouth’s name
fcr months, or went near her,”

¢t Wise, perbaps,” interrupted Bream.

¢! Oace I met bor by accident, at a yeomaury hall,
and I am sure thabt no stranger who had seen our
meeting would have discovercd thal f$here was any-
thing hetween us bat the most commonplace acquainte
ance. I seemed numbed, somehow, as I felt once
whken I was pitched on my head oub hunting, and go
np and rode home. My father thonght I was cured ; 1
sbould have thovght so too, if I conld have cared for
anything, or felt any interest in life, Something like
a tacit enpgagement was entered into with the Daynes.
[ was to go abroad and travel a little, and when [
came back the epgagement was to be made public,
and wo were to be married.” |

Sir George paused, with a gloomy frown, then
nroceeded ¢

¢She—the girl, was a good, feeble, insiguificant
little creature, who would have marricd a labourer off
tier father's ficlds, if she had beem ordered to do it,
It was arranged that I should go away for a year, I
started, and got as far as Pans, and then~God knows
what idca 1 had in my poor head—I knew 1t was
hopeless, and whether I was at home or ab the North
Pole it would make no diflevence ; buat I came back, I
conld ot beor o be away from her., My father saw
that it was no further use to struggle with me, and
aave in aboub Mics Davne, He died a year later, and
{ succceded to the title and the estales, and some
months later, I made 2 second proposal to DMra
Dartmouth,”

¢ And then ¥’

v ¥ learnt then what X had never known belore,
thet sho Joved ma.  She told me so. I begoed her o
tell me what was the obstacle that kept us apart, buk
she would not, She extracted a promise from me that
I would go sway from England for a short time, and
that comie what might, she would msarry no other
man, I went, and travelled all over the conlinent,
aund through America and Ausgtialia, 1 was away
ncarly two ycars, till I could slay away no longer.
The ahsence did me a little good, 1 shall never ceass
to love hor, but I have learned paticnee, I can mcees
her vow as o Irlend, without making her unhappy by
asking her for what she cawnot give ma, 1 am no:
very unhappy, except al moments, aad I maunage to
keep my unhappiness to myself, as a general thing.

I potter about the estate, and attend uarter ses- |

siops, and all the rest of it, and 1 davesay some day I

shall po into tho House, and be a tolerable success asa |

country gentlcman.”

‘*Have you no idea of her rcagom for refusiag to
marry you ?’

* Sho gave mo pone. I canonly guesy, The likeliest
guces 1 can make ia that ber husband 1s still allve, A
vice byute he must bave been fo quarrel with an
angel like $hat, By God, Bream, when youknow her
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ag I do. She's an angel.

the peor say about her
wonder. She's the best friend they ever had.”

‘“ Do you geo her often 2"
“t No oftener than X can help,” he replied, slmply.

¢¢Y hadn't heen there for six weeks when I called

to-day,”

“You could hardly have liked my monopelising

her ag I did,” sald Bream,

¢ T did not miod it,”" answerced Sir George. ' I am
olad o be near ber, but it is as well, perlinps, that I
abould not he slone with her, I am nof cextain, if L
con!d {rust wyself to speak of—of things better lefb
unspoken of,” |

The snodyne which soothes the hearb of one who
hoa epoken of his seoret frouble to a sympathetic
listener had come to him, and he was more cheortul,
move like his atrong and bopeful self, whom bBream
had krown yesis ago, whenr they had been boys
together. They walked late under the moonlight,
talking of mary things, old memories and future
plans,  Bir George was cheerful at breakfast, and saw
his friend mount aud statt back to the village with
juvial invitasions to him to como again soon, and to
stsy a lonper tine. o

As Bream drew mear Mrs Dartmouth’s house, he
gaw approaching him the figure of a tall and atrongly
bnilt man, olad in what sesmeod a psculiar comproe-
mite between $he ordinary dresy of s peasant and thab
of a sailor, He had on & pair of dilaprdated long shore
hoots reaching to mid-thigh, and splashed with mud
¢f various hues, 23 were the corduroy trousers which
smmmounted them, a bluo {lannel shirt with & cara-
leesly knotted flaming red tie, a razged tweed jacket,
and a broad felt sombrero, He seemed o be under
the influtnee of liquor, for lie was reeling and tackiag

frem side to side of the road, and every now and |

then pavsing to hold on to a tree branch, Thisking
that it was an eatly hour for the most faithinl subject
of La Dive Boutellle to be go nearly prostrate at her
shrine, and wondering if one 80 strangely garbel was

merely & pasting tramp or cne of hia parishioners, .

Bream turned in at Mrs Dartmouth’s gate.

The lady was on the Iawn in front of the house
cquipped with gpardening gauntlets and & pair of
ehears, and epgaged in trimming & rosebush, with
Rora hovering sbont her, She gave him a pleasant
oreeting, and called to a gardener at work at a litble
distance to take the ma-e rouud to the stable, They
were chatting together as she contivued her work
amorg the lowers, when a sudden cry of alarm from
Dora made them beth turn, Thore, in the gateway,
ktood the figure which Bream had seen a faw minutes
before in the road. In the very momen$ in which
Bream again caught sight of him, ho set hboth haunds
to his head, snd with a lobg groan fell for vard on the
path, sending the gravel flying in a little shower
about bis prosirate Hgure,

Bream ran to him. He was lying face downwardy,
in an atiitude of complete unconsciousness and sell
abandonment,

Turning him ovor as he raised his head, the curate
paw that he had altcgether misread the man's cons
dition, He was not deank, but clearly very ill, His
face was blanched to the hne of chalk, his lipg a dull
violet, the half-opened lids showed the glaring and
discoloured whites of his eyes, The beating of his
heart was scarcely sensible to the touch of Bream’s
hand, snd only his slow and stertorous breath
betrayed that lifo was in him,

“The man is sericusly ill,” he angwered to brs
Dartmouth's rapid questions, ‘* He has fainted from

hunger.”

‘" Poor wretch,” said BIra Dartmouth, pityingly.

‘¢ Can yvou not carry Lim into the halt? Tom will help

vou,”

Tte gardener bad returned, and lent a
strong and willivg bands, The broken wayfarer was
carried into the house, and set upcn a chalr, where he
gat, lax ag an unsttung mariouette, supported hy
Bream's arm.

“ A bad business, I fear,’” said the latter. ¢ Cou'd
vou lot me have # little brandy, please?”

A riog at the bell produced Barbara, who went in
g-arch of the spirit, and stood by while Bream geutly

' ireinuated a tesspoonful into the man's throat, He

siphed, and & faint tinge of colour flickered into hig

aslien checls,

¢ That's betior,” snid Bream, * Come, my lnd, try
another dosge,”

The second &easpoonful of lquor worked a marked

change for the better in the man’s agpeot and condition. |

The colour In his face dcepened, his eyes opened, and
after letting them wander for & mowmen$, he fixed them

on Mrs Dartmonth, Fis lps stirred with a hroken
muraur, and he made a wandering movement with
h's arm, meant, perhaps, for a phrase of thanks and a

snlnte, thongh no word was distioguishable, and his
arn fell heavily by his side again,

‘13 there any workhouse or asylum that would

take the poor fellow in?" askod Bream,

“*None nearer than Stortford,” answered Mra
Dartmouth, **and that is twelve miles away. Is he
viry i} 2" .

¢*Top ill $o stand such a journey,” said Bream.
¢ He ig slmoat exbausted. What is o bs done "

¢t Wo must give him shelter here, 1supposa. It
wm}ld”be inhuman to turn him oub upon tho road
acain,

¢ Eh, Misees,” said Barbara, * bub he is such a
rough lookin' chap.”

‘It may be a long business,” said Bream ; ‘‘he hag .

¢vidently only partially recovered from a sovere ill-

ness, possibly an infectious disorder.’”
t« There 18 a loft over the stabie,'’ said MMra Dard-

mouth, * where the groom used to Jive before his

cottage was finished. He would be quite safe there,”
¢ Lord, save us, Misser,” again interposed Barbara,
¢ wo shall all be murdered in our beds !”
¢ Not by this fellow,” sald Bream, *'fora time at

{ any rate, He hasn't the strepgth to murder a ily.

Whatever is to be done, shonld be done quickly,”

¢ We canno} turn him out,” eaid Mrs Dartmoubh,
apaip, ¢ that would be too shameful, Wiil you help
Tom carry him to tho loft, Mr Bream, and pleasc tell
me what food he should have.” .

¢¢ Soup—not too strovg, A spoonful every hall-
hour, Now, Tom, my man, take hislegs, So! You
had better come with us, Biss Barbara, to ses that
the room is in order.”

Barbara followed, a mute protest oxpressed in her

thas I should dies but I recovered, My father was ' face, and DBream and the gardencr boroe thelr natient

- to the loil,
I that Bream notlced a regged and dirby scrap of paper

1% was not until they had got him thore

clonched in the man's hand, It seemed as if, even in
his mental prostration and physical exhauation he
blindly attached some value to i, for ha feebly re-
sented the curate’s effort to take it from his fingers,

On it was written, In thip, rusty ink, in straggling,
formless characters, these words,

* Barbara Leigh,
¢t Crouchford Court, Crouchford, Essex.”

He read the words aloud, and way electrified by a
sudden scresm from the woman at his side.

‘¢ Lord sakes, it's Jake !"”

' Jake )’ snid Bream, *¢you know him

‘“ Know him! He's my own very brother-n.law—
Jake Owen, as married my sisber ten years ago and

teok her to Amoriky 1”

ey, g e

CHAPTER VIII,—JAKE OWEN,

4 JAke1” eaid Barbara, Lneeling beside the bed,
‘¢ Eh, Jale 1ad, to think a3 I'd ha’ turned thee out on
to the road again, like & starvin' dog{ Lord forgive
mo for my wicked sin, Jake, don't ee knowme? I be
Jeon's sister, Jees, a8 you married, Jake,” |

The repstitlon of the name stirred the travellor.
Bis cyes, which had been fixed upon the ceiling with
a mesniogless and plassy stare, grew brighter, the
ripid lines of his face svftened,

“ Jake)” said Barbara agalp, ¢ won't ee epenk to
me, lag ¢”

The fingers which had held the paper fumbled feebly
on the counterpano, as if seeking for it, Jake turned
his head and gaw Barbara kneeling beside him,

“ Who beyou ?” he asked ; *' where am I2"

“1'm Barbare Lelgh,” sh&sald, lctbting his second
questic o pags unanswered,

¢ Barbara Leigh,” he repeated, ¢ let's see thy face,
Avye, Baibara Leigh. Jeas’s sister,”

“ Yeg, yeoo, Jesa's sister. \What brings es hers ?”

i ’ve come,” sald Jake, slowly and with diftioulty,
*to gee ve, and bring ye a message. How did I come
heve! Where did yo find me? Ah ! I remember,
I was ab the gate when my head wen$ round, and 1
secmed death struck, and then—ywhat place is thig?”

# Orouchiford court,” answered Barbara s ** U'm ser-
vant here, Ye had the name wrote on this paper,”

“* Ah 1" sald Jake, recogaising if, ¢* I wrote it my-
zelf, two days agone, when I left London, after 1'd first

-;}H
| |

felt the deadnese coming over me, 80 a8 folks might

know as 1 had irlends, and belonged somewhera.
Who's this ? he asked, with a gesture of the head t»-
wards Mr Bream, who stood quietly attentive at the

bedside,
‘“ It's Mr Bream, Jake, the curate of the parish, a8

- found ye at the gate, and brought you here,”

¢ Barvice t'ye, sir,’” said Jake, *'though I'd rather
gee ye in a coat of another colour,”

“Ave?’ gaid Bream, “and why #o, my good
fellow IV

“ Why,” answered the wayfarer, ¢ they say where
black coats gather they be like ravens, and scent
death. But I won't dle yet, no—by God—nob #ill
I've done my work )"’

“You'll live to do plenty of work yet, my friend, if
yow'il take care and not excite yourself,” |

She's been the sunlipht of

this place since she's been herc. Yeu'll hoar what
They worship her, and no

pair of

‘! Bless you, sir, for them words !” said Batbara, God Almighty, just to let me aand befora that muﬂ

“You've had a lovg tramp ' gaid Bream,
¢ Aye, all the way from Liondon, Thres nights anl
days on tho road, 1'm sore epent, huf there's life 11

me yed, "
“* There is indeed,” ss:id Bream, lookingab kim with

interest.

There was a galvanie vitality In the man,
mirnutes ago he had seemed almogt on the polnt of
death, now his voice, though weals, was firm, aad his
pale face was full of a reatless energy. ** You'll come
through all right, but you must be quiet, and nob
oxoito yonrself, You've had brain fover,”

Ay 1" said Jake, #'That's what they
aboard ship. But I wan$ to talk to Barbey, and,
begeing your pardon——"

“ You want me to go? Well, go I willin a minube.
Let me fe:l your pulae, Are you huogry 2"

“‘T was a while ago.” ’

¢t Some goup will be herain a little while. 8ee that
lie eats moderately, Barbavra. He is not so ill as I sup-
poeed, but he must be careful, I'll look in again
towards evening, Keop your heart up, my fine fellow,

apd yeu'll soon be on yvour legs again,”
‘' Thankes, sir,’’ said Jake, ‘‘for what you've done,

and my service to Barbey's migsig,”
‘t Tcll me,” snid Barbara, when the door had cloged

Lhehind Mr Bream, **tell me abou$ Jess. YWhere 13
shet Isshe come back to Eapland wi’ you 2

“ Nay,” said Jale, * she'il come back to England
no nwore, my lass,”

¢t Jake ' said Barbars, ¢ Can't ce spesk plain?
Whats is it as ye're trying fo hide from ms?”

¢ She's dead,” s3id Jake,

‘' Dasd 1" said Barbara,

“ Av.” gaid Jake, staring abt the ceiling,
dead avd burled, She died ia my arms,”

“'T ean't bglieve it,” said Barbara ; “‘eh, Jake, ye're
Iying, I doubt, for sport, Say as ye are,”

¢ 1t's the God's truth,” said the man., ''She d'ed
i’ my arms, out yonder. Look me i’ the face, Barbey;
did you have no word from her—no news o' whab

happened ere sho died ?”
“ Not o word,” said Barbara, f*Noba word hava L

had from her for twelve months and more. The last
letter I pot she saild she was well and happy, and that

yon wag geod to hor,”
¢t Better to her, may be, than she deserved,” snid

Jake.

‘s What d'ye mean ?" said Barbara, ¢ I'd'olaw the
face of any other man as said a word ageu my sister,
Speak out, stralght and open, like a man.”

¢t She left me,” said Jake,

* Left ye, how latt yo ?°

¢ She went off with another man,”

‘! She's

‘ No, no !"” cried Barbara, covering her face with her |

hands, as if to shut out some horrible vision. ,
“ Aye,” said Jake, °'that was the end of it, That

was what cams of nine years of happy married life,

Goud to her! She mipht well say that, Barbey, and

more to the bock of it. Good fo her! I loved the
ground she trod on—the thing ahe touched, I'd ha’

put my hand in the fire to save her from the tinger-
ache, And ghe loved mo too-—till ¢ came.”’

““Hs " repented Barbara.
¢¢ Ay, tho man she bolted with.” e lay looking

at the ceiling wiih the same unwinking stare, and

then eaid, softly, but with an indescribable intonation |

of bate and loathing, ¢ Damn him "
Barbara sat silent for a time, rockiag her bodg

quietly to and fro, till suddenly she broke into loud |

weeping, |
v Ay, Jass,” gaid Jake, with the same evil sounding

quiet 1u his voice, *I've done that too, hnt it dida't

fetch her back,” .
Barbara wopt unres'rainedly for some minubes,

¢ "elt me,” she gaid at last, ¢ how it came about,”

¢ Tt was in California, at a place called Jackson's
Qulch, I was mining thers, and doing well, for the
vlace wag rich., 1'd Deen doing well prety much all
aleng, after I marrled Jess, for when a man loves a
gall as I loved her, it put the starch into his back, I'd
done @ lot of things, and tried a lot of trades and
places, for there mipht ha' keen gipsy blood in her
voing, she was that fond of change. We had no
children, thank God! Thoughk, p
after & pause, *‘if we had hnd, it might ba' kept her

atraight, .
‘« Well, we got to Jackson’s Guleh, and it was there

we met Mordaunt, That was $ho nmame he gave
himself, though most likely it wasn’t his own, He
was a gentleman, born and bred, and a scholar, and I
took it as » good derl of honour as he should have

took to me directly a'most as he saw me. Jess liked.

him, I conld sce, and I wae glad to see her make &
friend, for the place was full of rough people as she
didn't care to mix with, I woe away at work all day
long and I thought no harm even when I knew as he
was alwaj 8 with her,
world, after the nive years we'd lived together, and
him with-her, for I believed he was my friend, and
was proud to be in hig company, He never did any
work, and always seemed to have plenty of money,
somohow, Everybody liked bim, and gave way to

him, he wag a sort of king among them rough chaps, .

and every womnan in the camp was after him, Tuere
was nothing as he conldn't do. e could talk to the

Frenchmen and the Germars in their own lingo, and .

hoe could play the fiddle better than any obh er chap in
the place, and could draw puople’s pictures 80 ag they
reemed to speak to you out of tho paper a'mosk, Hoe
did & picture of Jess, as used to havg in the cabia a%.
the Gulch, X burned it after—after ¢ha¢ happened,.
for I couldn't stand seeing the eyes follow me about,
Y found out afterwards as there'd beea a lgt of talk ia
{he camp abou$ her and Mordannt belugso much to-
pether, but nobody said anythiog o me atthe time.
P'raps that waa lucky for 'em, for I wag o mad about
the wench, aud so took up with dordaunt, that ag

likely as not I should have stuck a knifeinto ‘emn for.

thelr pains, Well, the end came at last, I wonb
home one night, and the cabin was emply. I waited
till one o'clock in the morning, and then I went to
the har, beginning to he afeard as something might
bave happened, aod I thought I might get news of
her there. Nobody bad seen her, Then I asked
where Mordaunt was; and the man as keph the bar
said he'd borrowed a horse from him and rode oub
that morping, and hadn't come baok yet, I went baok
{o the cabin and waited all night, No news came,
aovd no news all next day, I was well nigh mad with
fright, and I went to the chief of the Vigilance Com.
mittce, and asked him to give me a search party to
leok for her. *¢Ib's no nee, my lad,’ he sald; *they’ve
pot six-and-thirty hours start of us, and God knows
where they are by now.’ ¢ Z%ey? I sald, *What
d’'yvemean? And he told me, she'd been seen with
Mordaunt, thirty miles away, ab six o'clock the day
before.

Ho paused in his story, panting a little with the
exettion of so much spesch, Barbara sat waiting,
with clagped bands and tear stained cheeks, for him
to continue, Ontside, the pleasant honely sounds of
farm life came {loating up to the window of the room
on the still June air, the clamping of the horses in the
atalls below, the cluck of poultry, the ragtle of the hiz
mastifi’s chain as he snapped at the flies, the call of-a
wagoner to his horses fifty yards away on the high
road, the distant clatter of s sheep bell, the drowsy
music of the trees, Presently Jake's voice rose again,

| monotonour and hollow, like a ghost's,

‘] was that mazed I couldn’s think for an Iiour or
twe. Then I went to the claim where my partaer

was working,
happened. He knew salready, and he saw it in my
face as I knew too, I asked him %o bny mypgnara
and he took {t, and paid for it more than it wag Wortl,
I remembered afterwards, though I afdr't notice atb
tlie time., He offcred to conme along with me, but I
gaid T idn’t wont him. It was my work, and I meant
to go through with it alone. I meant to find 'em and
to kill ’em both, and what was to liappen afterwards
I did not know, and X didn't care, T hunted ’em for
a lopg time, and nearly all across Americs, gebting
word of ’em here and there, but never coming up with

" {hem, till at last I got to New York, They had been

thereBtogether, and Mordaunt hiad sailed to England
a day or two before, alone. I went all over the city
looking for Jess, and nb last I found her, She was iu
the hospital, for she'd been fever struck, and he'd
took acdvantage of it to run away, and leave her fo die,
or to starve, or to go npon the streets, I'd meant to
kil her, cven whent I heard she was in the hospital ;
I went there with murder in my heart, and my knife
was open in my pocket when the doctor toolk me to
her bed, But oh, lass, when 1 saw her poor white
face, with the mark of death on it, plain for a child to
read, my heart broke, and I fell crying by the bedside..
I'or I loved ber in spite of all.”

Batbara took his hand, and kissed if, and wopb
upen if, in & helpless passion of pity.

‘'She died,” Jake continued. ¢ Thank God, she.
dled in my arms, and knew as I'd forgiven her. I way
raving mad for days after, and knew nothing a8 hap-
pened. When my brain cleared, I was standing by
her grave, and there, with the rain bealing down on
mo like my own heart's blood, I swore to find the
man a8 had done it all—-as had killed her and ruined
my liff'i” ‘ ‘ .

‘¢ And did you find kim 2" asked Barbara, involun-
tarily shuinking from the bed, though she sbill clung,
to Jake's hand, |

‘“ No,'"" said Jake, ‘‘or I wouldn’t be raving here,
like an old hen wife as had lost half-a-dozen chickens,
If 1'd found him, I'd be guiet, lyiag In the grave with
Jess, Thal's what's brought me here, That's what'g
kept me alive through the fever and the trouble, and

the hunger.,

Five -

ealled i+

| were excessive, and asked for a new trial,

| Jady in onse -lstler had

‘mother,
| the circumstances into consideration, the £10,000

‘damnged given by the jury were extravaganst and
excepsive, seeing the means of the defendant, who wasd

erhape,” he added, |

1'd have trusted her across the |

‘the summing up in London,

‘Pregervation Asesociation,

I didn't need to tell him what had:

the old witnessen,

It's fed my mouth like bread the.
thought of meeting %im face to face, 1t's all I askrof- |

wlinfulell

e i

g !

for cne minute,”
The simple peasani woman had never seen pasion
liko to this, It frightened hor to stlence,

"bqgan to stammer religioug commonplaces about the
wickedness of revenge, Jake lay staring at the ceiling,

and made ne answer; it was doubtful if he beard her,

* I'm tired, Ings,”" he said, quistly, a minute atter
her voice had ceaged; *'leave mo fo myseli—I'li
gleep & while,”

[To g CoNTINUED.]
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THE KNOWLES-DUNCAN CASE.

APPEAL AGAINST THE VERDICT,
The appeal of the defendant in tha Knowless

[ Duncan breach of promise case came before the

Appeal Court on Thursday. The defendant, Lealie
Fraeer Duncan, appealed from thae vaerdict of the jory
nt Lowes apsizo awarding DMisa Gladys Knowles
£10,0(0 damages, on the ground that the damu'f.gﬁza

8

Solicitor-General represented Mr Duncan, who was

formerly editor and proprietor of the ** Matrimoniai |

News.” He deeoribed the menner in whioh {he

1 defendant became acquainted with plainbifi at_the
| ¥ Matzimonial Newa’

offigs, and hig propoaal 6o
They ocorresponded, and tho
promised defendant two
return of post,

wwarry her,

kigsses if he would write by

| and in reply he sent Ler ten thounsand kisses. The

Master of the Rolis—That was 4 large proportion in
return (laughter), The Solicitor-General—Thera i8
another lettez in which the defendant writes the

| fipure 60 with sny number of crosses, 1 wish the

court to take judicial notice of that as indicating
kisges, The Master of the Rolls—I do not know thab
we can take judicial notice of the promised lcisaes
(inughter), ke Willis, Q.C,, for the plaintiff, unid there

| wae not much kissing abont the law., The Solicitor-

General read the correspondence that had passed, in-
cluding ono letter from Miss Knowies asking Mr
Dunecan to marry her and make her the ¥ happioest
girl in the world,” She went down to (ray court,
defendant's houso in Hasex, to be married, and
took her wedding dress with her, bub Me Duncan pub
off the marringe on the ground that the vicar of Ham
was not at home, and ‘that he could not allow the
young curate to perform the ceremony, The Solicitor-
General then reviewed the evidence aboub [Miss
Knowler' visit to Grey court, and said he could not
excuse the condnet of the defendaut in taking the
yourg lady to his house and breaking into her bed-
room in the middle of the night, No impropriety had
occurred there, nor at a botel in London, ‘I'he Master
of the Rolls said that the defendant had told & pack
of liea to Bliss Xnowles in order to induce her
to marry him, -The Bolicitor-General said i was
olear from the evidence that Migs Knowles wanted
to marry him, The Master of the Rolls—After he had
stated that he was 6 wealthy man, holding Russian
and Portuguese honds to a large extent, He had

| promiged to settle £1500 & year upon her and to leave

her £4000 & year, If he, an old man of 70, had told her
he was poor, she would not have consented U0 marcy
him, The Solicitor-General naid she made Duncan's
acquaintance in March, and up to the Sth May she

| was preasing him to aliow her to go to Grey court, He

did not wish to casb o slur upon the young Indy, The

Master of the Rolle—No ; what you want o Epy I8
that she was & foolish girl, with a atill more foolish
Tha Solicitor-Genesral aaid that, taking all

now in the bankruptoy court. Mr Willis, Q.C., with
whom waa Mr Fillan, for the plaintiff, said he wished
to impress upon the court that Miss Giadys Knowles
never wrote .a lstter to the defendant until he had
made & promiee to marry her, The lenrned ooungel
suggested thet the defendant never intended to marry

| Miss Klnowles, and that his proposals were made with

2, view to seduce her, The Mester of the Rolle—Did
{nu put that view of the case before the jury?! Mr
Villis—J did, mylord, and Baron Huddleston said I was
justified in doing 80, The learned counsel said he was
not prepared to defend the indiscrebions of Miaa
Knowles: but it must be remembered that the defen-

" dnnt had told plausible stories about his wealth to the

laintiff, Lord Justice Fry—Had she any means of
er own! Mr Willis said she had no income,
mother baving an allowance for the maintenance of
her children. The defendant wanted to Lkeep the

. marzinge secreb from her mother, He was(3 yearsof |
sge and she was 20, The DMaster of the Rolls—5hs |

nfter she fooijshly

accepted defendant three weeks
Mr Wiilis 8aid he

cnlied at the matrimonial agency.

. could not deny that she was no doubt attracted by she
apparent eplendour in which defendant lived, Mr

Willie read ocorrespondence between Misy Knowles’
mother and the defendant, and the court adjourned,

ST. ANNE'S WOOD INQUIRY.

THE LEGAL ARGUMENTS.

The lepal arguments in the St, Anne's Ferry vight
of way case were heard on Thuraday, befora the Official
Referee (Mr W, H, Verey, Q.G.), at the Royel Courbs
of Justice, London, It wilktbe recollected that the
evidence in this important public case was unfolded
before the Official Referee at Bristol, during eitkings
extending over 14 days, when it was deoided to hear

Mr Bullen (instructed by MMesars Pitman and Sons,
of London) repregented the plaintiff, Mr Jas, Sinnokbt,
owner of the St. Anne's cetate, and Mr Pillers, tenant
of the estate; Mr O, I, Elton, Q.C, M,P, Mr D,
Metonlfe, and Mr Mackey, represented the defendant,
Mr R, C, Tuckett, accretary of the Briatol Footpaths
who instructed them,
Among those preseat besides the legal gentlemen
engaged were Br James Sinnott, Mr Pillers, Me d, R,
Webley (one of the witnesses), and Mr W, Mallett,

_pepior clerk to the Official Referee,

My Elton, in the couras of his argument, went
back to very early times to show that a public path
did exist, and wae used by pilgrims to the chapel of
St. Anne. If it conld be shown, as he contended it;
had been, that pilgrimogen did take place, and that a
iarge number of persons were in the habit of going
to the chapel, there would be presumptive evidenca
that s public path did exist in ancient times, ' In the
game way he would ask the referce to take inio con-
eideration 2ll the circumatances connected with the
converging pathe, All those paths seemed fo
have no purpose except to lead to the monasbic
and religious remsains, and it was almost 1m-
possible to believe, am would be alleged by the
other eide, that they were incompleted ronds leading
into fielde. They muet have been there for a

urpore, and it wns impossible to resist the
ides that the existence of these physical
tracks had slwavs been publio footpaths, The

sugpestion would not be tolernsted for & moment that |

hecpuse durine the last few years & dess number of

people had been there that that altered the onse,
to the ferry that was important for them to show the
exaot line of the road, and he held that they had
found that line, He did mot rely solely on the fact
that pilgrime visited the cien
beenuee the answer would be that those pilgrims were
dead and forgotten ; but he had shown that the paths
hed heen used in recent timen by the public—lovers
among otheys—and he by no means wished to contend
that the rightof way was only for pilgrimageput poses,
But thediscovery of old coinsbelonging to the pilgrims
and the ueser by these of the path had to be taken in

connection with the user of it now, It might beanid |
that it was & Aort of three-branch thing, and the |

guestion asked, Why not take one? He would Yopiy

" that people might want to come from difterent direc:

At any rate that did not affect the queation if
bad been sufficient, The learned counsel
guoted from eeveral cases in support of Ghis confen-
tion, mentioning among others the case of King v,
Liovd, in which it had been Iaid down that if 2

tions,
tbe unger

passage which led from one part to another, or if it be |
| » very oircuitous road, had been open fo the world for

a great number of years without any bar or chain
acroBs it ib was considored as dedicated to the public,

and became & bighway. ) |
iy Bullen asked if that porticular oaze was not a

nipi prius cage, o o
Mr Biton said almont o1l cases of this kind were niai

rius cases, but when they once got into the text

aoks they were never questioned, After going fally
into other cores, the learned counsel wenb through the
evidence, relying, sy he snid, particularly on that of
He pointed out that although one
witness had stated that the boat used as a ferry wos
once ueed for purely private purpores, numerous
witneszes had sworn that they had paid to cross, and
the court would remember the evidence of Dirs
Marshall May, whose pweetheart had paid for her
to czoss the ferry in the early part of the present
century, DMr Elton ocoupied the whole ol the aftar-

noon by wading through the evidence of the witnesses
serintim, commenting con the fact that they all awore
to baving paid to cross the ferry, and that on noc
occasion had the gates heen locked,

The learned counsch had not conckuded when the

court adjonrned,

. |
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The Common Council of the City of Londan on
Thuredny voted 200 guineas to the Irish Diatress
Fund-

Mr Kipling, it in reported, contemplates returning
to Indis nbout August and taking up his residence
nermanently in the land of his birth,

Is the inimitable Emin in difficnlties agnin, asks the .

#Pgll Mall Gazetto?"” It wonld seem go; for, acoord-
ing to a letter publinhed in Tueeday morning’s
“ Dimep,” he is again orying out for help, *Come
and help us,’ he writes to Dr Carl Petora, The
“ Times "' correspondent notices as ¥ naive and charace
teristic ” the Pasha's calm forgetfulness that such
appeals ought firat to be made to Major von Wissmani,
But sven moxe naive is Emin's appeal for help at all,

| We may find him sending again to Stanley for a

recond ¥ rercue” yet,

Tor REASON,—He—'"1Ia it true you're poing to

marry Jones!” She—*No,” He—"So glad,” She—

} Why? Chance of bappy future for you(” He—''No

~-chpnee Lok Jones,"—L'un,

ounp |

As |

Then ghe |

her | |
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