* A Tale of English Life,

By Waltor Besant.
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» Noom! held Jup her finger:

in a sleep.

sho 18 have her again,” saldthy

t you

"+ last. They let her go be
egval:m, and the time was s
pan| when she would-have ha
Jesve, I brought her hom¢
" spe-was & good deal exclted,
|¢i but at night she grew com-
d told me more than I knew,
ger ‘husband—her husband—
that! The man went 1nt? the
los and sent his own wife te
nitude. She did not stab hin
icery bocause he had deserted
wanted to kill herself. I will
all presently. He knew that,
villain!—villain!
0 villain!” echoed . the 1i
see her directly. But shg¢
'ehf[,lnc this morning. She doeg
% we. She thinks she has goi
in her lap—it was born_in the
od died in the prison.  But she
red woman, rernember. Bhe
¢ hu-band—oh, her husband
her. Tell me what I should
ein. Her eyes are closed, I
iss'eeping.” _... .
-la s&dfy morning in mid.
tiutzidle, the church bells-
tat 1t was not a quarte:
2 ¢l 1o prayer i8 heeded, ani
of the people were not sel
zris. Within, a bright fire, &
nd in an easy chair the
e. She had put off hes
they ha:i suffered her haii
ter beautiful light balr curling
r [urehead; her face, refined by
forinz, scemed in its delicacy
trauty to ho the face of some
asaint who spent her days in
incon: her eyes were closed,
¢rou «l of the voices and the
of the door she awoke and loolk.
o)

am.

j, dear,” she said, smiling,
he was cnce more in her

‘nep. Ithink. I forgot
«, wnd I thought I was

"sid Naomi.  “Forget the cell,
v w lorget it See, I have
you my friend—my best friend.
dear, he knows all; he will ad-
wd help us.  He has been very
pi kind to me, dear—while we
kite!.  Pecause it was lonely
and when one thought—
fover, Oh! my dear—
iti~alt over and we are to-
il e bear anything mow—
K.
bnician trigd to speak. But he
wiy his face, and the tears
wi his cheeks even to his great
ko!. "Twus a soft-hearted li.

e ot to grow quite sfrong
azen. my dear,” he said, tak:

“Quite strong anc
f;-'_.\nu think about anything.

Ml never get strong or weli
she v-plie “I heard the doo-
k #ay o, That mat-
& pt that I shall be such
& everybody. Oh! Naomi,
g troble 1 have been to you!
@alinl trouble, T have spoiled
- fite, 1y dear.” :

feti—,
Boarseiy,
Witk

t vou, Ruth,” Naomi an-
iv. “But that villain—

It hurts me that any-
call him names, At first 1
on him for the sake of mjy

it
tue

BISK s1y IS IN A RLEEP.®
—

——
18 very terrible for -a child ta
Prison, isn’t " it—and for its
n'n: ulconvict. No ohild can
g that disgrace, But God
0 +and then I was ha pler.
m'ﬂy mysolt to 1hink About,

‘o fosl that it was worse 01
oF me, Nothing can unde
rommo to forgive him, dear,
rmr)ml him it 1 could, Bui
N Bll()l!t Your husband, - Wom-

;";‘.;:::m the librarian. “God

ﬂ?}ﬂ'r you thought I was over-
h e disgrace and shame

lo“t““\‘- ! never could feel any

o0 hothing to me, noy
',‘,';‘,"- 1 obeyed the rules,
i wmind them, You seg,
joeent. But I had o sen.
W more terrible to bear.

only

hor hands; feelin
and

walls of her cell
R
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. "Wili you have some breakfast now,
dear? You would not eat any an hout
sg0.” . A .

“I thought we had breakfast at 7.
Half a pint of cocoa and—and——~
She looked about her with troubled
eyes; her brain was wandering again,
I must clean the cell and roll up the
blankets ..-before "'work begins, The
matron lets me do her room; they are
sll kind to me. Of course they know I
gever did it.” - She shut ber eves ag it
trying to collect herself. *Give me my
baby.” She started up and opened her
eyes and held out her arms. “Give me
Ey hl"abliy' iOh!I my precious baby.

ush! 6 18 asleep.” She tho
@hild was in her lx)ap. “He 1su %ht th?
8ir, Naoml. _You didn't know I had-
such a lovély baby, did you? He has
gok his Iather's eves -exaetly, hasn’t
he? Come and look at your son, Harry,
Kiss bim, dear— Hé shall grow up ad
handsome and as good as his father, ”

“Oh! my friend,” said Naoml. “What
shall Ido? What shall 1do? It tears
l:]ny heart to hear her and to look at

er. ”

‘Well, there was very little to be done.
The librarian, who now showed himselt
a person of infinite resource, went awa 4
that very morning and brought bael
with him 2 medical man of wondertui
akill ie cal man—to
800 the girl, and told him pleces of the
story. The medical man said that, con-
sidering everything, it was fortunate
she had not died in prison, and that she
would certainly die before many weeks;
that to such en organization as this
woman seemed to have, love and happi-
ness were the food of life; then he
added, “What a murderer!” He recom-

SBHE ALSO S8EXNT IN A PIANO AND PLAYED.

mended something or other and went
away. Buthe did more. For this med-
ical magical person had a dsughter, one
of those who spend their lives in good
works. And she, moved deeply by the
sadness of the thing, eame to nurse the
girl, and instead of reading to the pa-
tients in the hospitals, sat all day long
with Ruth while her sister was at work,
and talked to her and prayed over her
continually with the sunshine of sym-
pathy and friendship. She also sent in
a piano and played to the sick girl. In
the evening Naomi came home, and
when the’librarian could get away, he,
tco, came and read -or talked of grave
pthings, thoughts concerning” men ahd
women and the conduct of life and the
teaching which is read aloud in the
churches without ceasing, and remaine
as much reglected as ever. So they
talked her poor weatied brain into rest,
But ever and anon the dying girl's eyes
would wander troubled round the room,
and she would go back to her prison
cell, and she would call again for her
baby and dandle the pretty child | pefors,
his father—the father so handsome and
8o good. i

One evening, when she felt a little
stronger than usual, she told her sister
about her marriage.

“Harry wouldn’t marry me openly and
take me to hjs own people,” she said,
“because was dgpendent on his
Byt he wouldii™t give me up,

day he told me that he had
ing ready and would marry me
secrotly in a registrar's. office. But :
was to tell nobody—not even you, dear
and I promised. Heo took me in a cab, ]
don’t know where. One of his friends,
Mr. Middlemist, who was a clork in hiy
father’s office, came with us. We gol
out of the cab at the office, and wen|
within. 8o that his father should nof
find out, he signed a false name. He
took his mother’s name, and signed him.
self ‘Henry Hendrlcksens ”

“And you rememoer the place, dear?’
“No, I do not know where it was, be,
cause I never thought of looking. After-
warde he toldy me that it was a sham
reglstry, bu§ I know now that. it was
not, because people who have sham
offices do not put up brass plates and
rint the name of the office in the pil-
ars of the door. -Besides, we had t¢
walt while another couple were married.
I amhis wife, dear, a8 much as the law
cen make ma.” .
‘When Naomi told this to the librarian,
he sald that now they kpew the particu-
"Tars nothing would be’ easier than to
“find out whoro the marrlage took plsae,
because a register is kept, and can ba
consulted. And he took certain steps
unknown to the two sisters.
After this they talked no more about
the past, As the bodily frame grew
weaker hor mind became more_restful.
uring the day she seeme rgot the
rst. Bhe listened, her hollow eyes
ooking far away, while her nurae—the
physiclen’s daugeter—playsti to her; on
the wings of the musio shé was .borne
. thought. When
sho talked it was of the Iuture~—now go
-child—shoukd—]

he past, as she truly
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slator, had left upon her soul
tamesnot. the least touch.

- g fie 0
ang dead in the prison,
would weep with her and Y

antil the dying girl, Ia her turm, soothed

&nd consoled the girl who had to live.
One evening, towards the. end of

old days, when'the swifts few about the
tower of the cathedral, and the leaves
began 0 come out upon the trees; amd
she spoke of the sweet serviee on the
Bunday morning, and of the quiet shop,
with its shelves of books, round which
the canons of the eathiedral would slowly
walk, reading the titles; and of ihe
dean, who always came to shake hands
with her father, and patted her cheek—
alt the old life—so long ago, s0 lon
8go. She" tdlked about this all the
| evening: it seemed as if she could think
of ‘nothing else,

bead upon the pill
“Naomi, dear, there

ow she murmured,
is nothing worth re-
membering but the old days—and you,
dear, and you—unless it is my baby,
Oh! he is waiting for me, T ¢an see his
pretty face: he holds  out _his pretty
hands.” Then, with no more. words,
fer eyes closed and she fell asleep, Na-
mi watched her; she was breathing
freely an1 lightly; she went to bed her-
self. An hour afterwards she awoke ir
glarm, and listened. Ruth was breath.
ing lghtly and regularly. - -Naomi felt
asleép again. When she awoke again it
Wwa3 morning, and Ruth lay dead,

-CHAPTER VII.
" LOED PERIVALE.

Mr. Harry Stoke had finished break-
fast, and was waiting his wife in order
fo go to church with her as a Tespecta.
ble and God-fearing gentleman should
on Sunday morning. His wife—for he

other than Lady
Beatrice, daughter of the Earl ané
Countess of Thordisa. He was himsell
the Honorable Harry, eldest son of Lord
Perivale, the newest cregtion. No one
could grudge elevation of a man whe
had achieved, single-handed, what “al]
the men in the City are perpetually try-
ing to do with the “aid of partners, an-
cestral ccnnectious, inherited capital,
und the brains of paid servants; he had
amassed an encrmous fortune; all gov-
ernments jcve to honor the City and the
successful children of the City; there-
fore there was but one murmur of ap-
proval when Mr. John Stoke, of Thread-
ueedle street, was elevated toa peer-
| uge. And the fact that he had so much
money was a sufficient reason for mak-
Ing his childrer and his children’s chil-
dren, so long as the stock should last, g
caste apart, and hereditary legislators.

The honorable gentleman looked per-
fectly healthy, happy, and contented
with himself. Why not? His partner-
ship enabled him to occupy a good
house in a gecod square; his marriage
opened a great many good houses ic
him; he had a brace of fine, strong
children, one of whom, the heir to the
peerage, a little boy of 2, had beer
brought down to play with him, aod
‘was mow rolling on the hearth rug.
The choicest gifts in store had been
poured into his lap, which was like g
sack for cupacity, and was ready to re-
ceive mcre choice gifts—the more and
the choicer the better. Heaven cer.
tainly scems very good indeed to the
ircher creatures.

A footman brought him a card.

“Who is it?” he asked; “I don’t know
the name. What does he mean by com-
ing on Sunday morning?”

“Gentleman says he has to speak to
you on most important private busi-
ness.”

“Oh!” He thought it must be some
message from the city, or from his fath-
er. “Show himinto the study. No, let
him come here.”

The visitor was an clderly gentleman,
dressed plainly, who entered, bowed,
and waited to be asked his business.

“Well, sir,” asked the Honorable

me? You said you had important pri-
vate business with me?”
“Yes, I have brought you some
news,” R
- “What news?”
“You gave evidence in a irial about
threc years and a half ago.”
“What about that trial?”

pale. “Who are you?”

ry.

stabbing and wounding.
sent your own
for seven years.’

“My wife?
He said more, but the terror in his eyes
greatly detracted from the strength of
his words, | R

"It is true,” said the librarian, calmly,
“Your own wife.”

“Prove jt, if you can.”

“Ican. It can be proved very easily.
You took lodgings in a certain parish
undet the name of Hendricksen., Un-
‘der that name you were married at the
rogistrar’'s of that district to Ruth
Heron. You dontlnued in your lodg:
" Ings, and your-wife, who lived with hes
sister, visited you there,” One of yous
friends, a man named Middlemist, ther
a clerk in your father’'s office,.was in
your confldence, and was preseat af
your marriage.” . o

“Middiemist is dead:”

“Not at all. He lost his place in yow
office and had to go abroad.. He has

the lodgings. There {s_no doubt pos-
sible,”

ou going—going to do?”
The man caught the back of the ohair
nd showed o ghastly face. “Man, it is
ruiln—absolute ruin—to me.
‘know what mlao?lef you tnglay be doing.
I will pay anythin ng.
“Abptlza «m ﬁﬁue would say
nothing; & word from her would have

L hope?
“Iwill m‘xsnsnfe at any nfe'f QIB‘:l;atk
ou aud I present;

bere, there are only ¥ oy prosents

.

1t doesn’

8 | mean, I say?

When she laid her'!

bad married with his father's sanctior

Henry Stoke, “what do you want with

The Honor-.
ble Harry turned very red and then

“I am librarian of a free public libra-
It really does not matter who Iam,
You gave evidence in a case of alleged
Your evidence
wife to penal servitude

It's a lie—a lie, I say,”

now come back again and has made,as .
afidavit of the facts. We have also obe ;
tained an affidavit from the landlady of ;

ou don’t,

*

nearfy

time
&
sai

His face
Then it is all
1 anybody.” .

“It matters to het memory and to her
friends, She is dead, and now the story
shall be told, Yes, Mr. Stoke, you will
face the whole truth * | -
| Just then the door was thrown open,
- and Lord Perivale himself walked in; he
. bore in his hand a little bundle of pa-
' pers, which he threw upon the table,
| “What is the meaning.of this an-
i Douncement, 'sir?” he asked his son;
“and this, and this. In the 8t. James’
Gazette—in the Pall Mall—and in the
| Observer this morning. What does it
{ ‘On  Friday, April 29,
{ Ruth, wife «f the Honorable Henry
i Hendricksen Stoke, of Chester Square
: and Th‘readnegdle Street, daughter of
i the late Nathazlel Horop, J: P., of Bar-
I chester, aged 25." ‘Hat is this, I ask?”
i His son looked at th» announcement,
i but made no reply.

“What is it?” roared his lordship. .

*It means,” gaid the libravian, “what

her lifetime nothing was . But
your wife 18 dead.” .

“Dead? Is Ruth dead?”
brightened again. *“Desad!
: right! It doesn’t matter to

BT

says. Your son’s wife is dear,”
“Who put in this announces: nt?”
“Idid.”

“Then, sir, -you shall
thete is law in the land.”
“It is true,” the librarian said, guietly,

smart for (¢ if

MEN OF THE PRESS.

Embarrassing -~ Short Supply - A Brave
Horse-«-Nothing Against Him--Unsat.
isfactory Answer---Signs. '

“ENBARRASSING.

Pater—Yes, it's hard to make both
apc]ls weet witl’ my family of six grown
zirls. e
Sympathetic Friend—I. su;
bave to husband your time?-
‘Pater—Yes. until I husband some of
my daughters. -
SHORT SGPPLY..
Clergsyman (about to baptize an infant)
—Name the child. . c
Father—t hartes™ Emillius Otto “Philip
Ferdinand Lelumann. .
- lergyman « aside to apparitor)—Please
fetel me a ljttle more water,

ppose yoy

A BRAVE KORSE,

Buyer (confidertially j—Say, boy, are
you sure this hurse won't scare at a loco-
motive

JESTS AND YARNS OF THE FUNN<_

Stable bos--tScare? Notmueh!- Whyy ~—-—="lt

“Tour son’s wife is-de=xd:
“Who is dead?” DR
It was Lady Edatrice who “stood at

the door, dressed 1cady for church, arnd

asked this question. B
“Who is dead?” she 1cpeated,

“This man's wife is cead,
| librarian, pointing to her own hisband,

“His wife? What do you mean?”

“His wife died on Friday. She willbe
buried the day after to-morrow. ”
“Harry! what is the meaunj Z of-thig?™
€ caught her husband by (he arm.
“Speak! what does this mesn?” =

“It meéans—it means
could not finish the sentence.

“It- means that his lawtul wife is
dead,” the librarian eontinued. “Th's
man was married five years ago, at a
registrar’s offiee, to Ruth Herou, under
the name of Henry Hendricksen, which
was his mother's name. She cied yes-
terday at her sister’s lodgings.”

“Harry! speak.,”

“It’s e,” he repeated, but feebly.

“By —,” said Lord 1 crivale, “I Le-
lieve it is true.”

“It is true,” said the librarian. “His
wife’s sister sends me to inform him of
this news., All the papers and ptools
are in a lawyer’s hands. There is no
doubt possible.”

“Then whatam I?” asked ILaly Bea-
trice, looking around lieIplessly.

The librarian was silent. )

“And what are my children?”

“Madam,” said Lord Yerivale, “if
this story is true, you are almost as {ll-
used a woman as the other, Ruth Heron!
You, sir, it was your own wife—your
own wife—your own wife—that _you
sent to a convict prison!”

. . S -

Iut he

-

The reason why Iady Beatrice sep-
arated from her husband is not known.
Nor is it generally known why the
Honorable Harry Stoke left his father’s
firm and went abroad. His brother
knows, however, that he is forbidden on
auny pretext whatever ever to return 1o
his native country. And what will be
done when he dies, and the question of
the succession to the title will arise, is
doubtful. The second son, the Honor-
able Joe, is determined that it shall pro-
ceed in the legitimate line—that is. to
say, to himself. And as for Naomi, she
is married fo the librarian. At sixty,
you see, one begins to feel tie want ofa
wife.

{THE EXD.] -

Copyright. by the Authors’ Alliance, Al

eights reserved.

There are so many Housers in
Houston county, Ga., that if a
candidate can get the family to vote
i for him, he is generally sure ¢f slec.
tion. One of the old residents was
asked about this recemntly. “Well,”
said he, “there are so many Housers
in Houston that I can't keep track
of them. When one of the family
runs for an office, if he can get his
relatives to vote for him he's all
right. There are just 742 of them
in the county.”

“All of one family?”

“All of one family, and the old
grandfather of them all is alive yet.

In meeting new acquaintances in
Houston it is a good policy to say
very nice words about the family,
for you may be addressing a nephew,
a cousin, a brother-in-law, or some
kind of a relative of the family.

There 18 an excellent opportunity for
some ambitious girl 5 outshthe the nu-
merous American duchesses, countess
es and marquiseses now sojourning in
foreign parts. King Alexander, of Ser
via, I8 very anxious to take to wife
some 1ich and handsome damsel from
the United States, and as an inducemeni
he proposes to elevate his prospective
bride to the ranks of royalty.in order
that she may be on social equality with
tits kingly nibs. Then he will espouse
her with splendid ceremonizl and use a
portion of the bride's “dot” in purchas-
¢ Ing a nice new crown. It is true Alex.
i Is conrse amd brutal in his manners an}
altogether one of the most dlspleasing
und odlous youths a person coul® imag-
tne, but that shouldn’t stand it the way
{ where & queen’s coronet 13 to be won,
' to the everlasting envy of the American

i afovesald. __ -
! . Practice and iFreaching

I upAlways—" .
| The minister was in the habit ¢f im

" said the—

sirthree differcar men have been Killed
because that there horse balked in the
middle of the track jest to enjoy seein’
the bulljine comin’.”” -

NOTHING AGAINST HIM,

I Weary Willie—Wy do you t'nk ole

Raggles ain't one of us?

Flowery Fields—(ause he always tells

e truth.
2 0 k3! dat'soutt’n

gaionst him; he tells de truth 'cause he's:

tco lazy to Cink up lies—dat's all.

UNSATISFACTORY ANSWER.

“Is there much poetry seat.in to the
aditor the calier asked of the office boy.
**Poetry »” replied that intelligeat young
mau.  *The editor has poetry to burn.”
HEK VIEWS,
Clerk—Why not take aset of Dickens ?
Mrs. Parveno. (msking up a library)—
i dou't want anything so common as
Dickens. Why, all sorts of people have
1is books! .
SIGN3.
Wallace—Do you believe in sigas?
Ferry—Some.- Wheo you see 8 woman
Iriving south and-looking east it is a
aretty sure sign that'she means to turn to
the west at the first corner. .
MISUNDERSTOOD.
Yeast—I struck an old friend on the
street to<day.
Crimsonbeak —Yes?
you get?

How much did

SAVED. .
*“Yes, Dr. Dobbs saved my husband
life when Lie had 1yphoid fever.”
“How did he do itz
“Ran a lawn-mower up and down out-
side the window and threw him into &
profuse perspiration.”
B PROBABLY.
Burrows—What is the best wheel on
she market?
- Hills—The best wheel is not on the
market any more. I bought it myself
;wo weeks ago.

STRATEGIC.

Tatraiman—One of the robbers had a
frightfuily pimpled face.

t hiet Detective —Insert un advertise-
ment in ull the papers offering to give
away Lotiles of a new skin medicine free.
We'll cateh bim yet, b* Jove!

REPROACHED,

Husband-—Don't you think you are
rather unreasongble 1o expect me. to take
you to a ball, stay awake until 4 o'clock,
and theu get up at 8 to go to my work?

Wife —1 may be a little unreasonable,
but it's perfectly brutal of you to mention
it.

UNREASONABLE.

Gilley—Sir, I love your dauglter.
trumpy—Well, you infernal idiot,
ihat's not my faull. Don't you suppose
U would have preveated it if I could?
SHOULD STAY TOGETRER.

Gobang—It seems to me that garmen
is two small for the baby.

Mrs. Gobang—DBut yon must remember
that it will shrink from washiog.

Gobang—~Fo does the baby.

EXTRAORDINARILY POLITE.

It wus skocking to see the wgy Miss
Babble whispered,” said Maud.

“Yes,” teplied Mamie, ©If she had
iy breedivg at all'she would konow it is
impolite to whisper in company. Inever
think of doing such a thing.”

“Neither do I 1f [ bave anytbing to
say that [ don’t want to have overheard I
wait until somebody gets up to sing or
play the piano.” :

A FEATHERED SOCIALIST.

“That therc thin chicken with the
irageled feathers,” said the farmer to the
summer boarder, ‘“'is the oue I call the
Socialist.  Know why ?”

Of course the boarder didn't know,

“Well, I'il tell you. 1 call him that
cause he spends so much time chasin®

the other chickens to get their vittles
away from 'em that he don’t find no time
to pick np none hisself.”
STRAINBU. .

“So you had a chance to pay your re-
spects _to the Czar when you_were in
{ussia.
there. for you are fearfully hoarse.”

“Yes, I spoke with his Majesty. That's
why I'm so boarsg.” ..
.. “low's thut?  Did he give you" thag

‘ou must have caught'cold up - '

. from_you syould ting bits of wisdom to lis family a1
\ at forglveness— meqls. s "
have saved ber glver i fthr & good graeel’ —

ooy
! i ks o)
i *He thervupotd réturned than

' . ites while the meat and
about ten mut@ le 2t and

iy siage 2! <
y You-see, 1 thought I must

Tress Tiim by his whole title.

Voice gave ont repeatedly. Had be.

gin three da s before the til}_‘mlsAeLt for the

3
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o
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become pn la.—Ngw York World,
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e same -time .
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