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~ CHAPTER XIX.

The next morning Bell wandered restiess!y from
room to room and from phn to place, vainly try-
ing to engage her mind lu something more profit-
able than constantly thinking of Helen Langdon's
highly colored history ol Mr. Raymond’s disrepu-
table career.

“Perhaps, after all,” she thought to herself, “he
is not quite so blaci as he's painted. He shall
have a chanee to defend himself."

Bell sauntered idly into the conservatory, where
she unexpectedly encountered her mother, whom |
" she had particularly avoided this morning in or-
. der to escape disagreeable questioning. - As she
had anticipated, her mother pluonged into the
middle of the dlum»ful subject without circum-
locution.

“Isabell, did not Mr Raymond ask special per-
mission to call this morning " _

" “No, mamma; he did not, I mluuted him to
ohme. "

“For what purpose, may I inquire ™ .

“That 1 might answer a question he asked me
last night."

“Isabell, my daughter, I think I can guess that
question, and what your answer will be. I must
tell you how gratified und happy I'shall be to
witness the consummation of my hopu-nd
wishes."

Bell felt like a criminal; but she was too
wounded, too deeply grieved, by ber mother’s
treachery to undeceive her. She was even selfish
grough tobe happy when she thought of her dis-
— appolutment and defeat when she discovered the
truth.

" 'When Rnymond came; ‘Bell went down to meet
nted purpose.
“Miss De Guerry, you look as cold and un-

~ friendly as you did last night. I had hoped that

the morning would dispel the shadows between
“.!l

_ “Mr. Raymond, the shadows lnﬂ grown heav-
jer and darker. I can see and hear you through
them now; but & little while, and they will sepa-
rate us forever."

* “Miss Bell, I cannot believe that fate has any-
thing »o0 oruel In store for me as the loss of your
friendship. You speak as though T had commit-
ted some terrible sin.™

“Yﬂl.h"."

Raymond smiled doubtfully, for he now thought
 the whole miatter a farce, He supposed that he
had
propriety, and that it suited her eapricious fancy
to-assume this tragical style in informing him of
her displeasuyre. With a great display of nortln-
cation and penitence, he answered her.

“I beg you to believe that my wrong-doing was
the result of ignorauce, not premeditated wicked-
ml' F

Bell thought that he willfully misunderstood
her, and her volce had a tone of rebuke as she an-

swered, bitterly : =
“Pardon me, Mr. Raymond, if T say that, with

" every evidence of your gullt before me, it is im-

possible for me to regard that deed othervlgllun
intentional and eriminal.”

With a flash of thought that made every drop
of blood in his veins tingle, Raymond understood
her. His mortification was not mere pretense
now, as he partially covered his face with one
hand and held the other toward her in mute ap-
peal for merey.

“Mr. Raymond, Feannot find it in my heart to
pity you. Ydo not kndw whether I am less mod-
est than othér young ladies, or only less discreet,
that I dare to mention your past life to you, and
to tell you that it is impossible for me to éall such
a man my friend.”

Raymoud's haud dropped from his face and he

Jooked up, pale and distressed; dnying, ina low, |.

broken volee:

“There Is naught for me to say, cxémpl—‘my sin
has found me out’ 1 supposed that you were fa-
miliar with—with that, long ago.”

“You were mistaken. T have more self-respect
“than yow gave me oredit for, Mr. Raymond. 1|

heand the story yestérday ; to-day [ have nputed |

it to you. Yoursileuce affirms its truth. 1 thisk |
that our interview is ended. Hoping that your
future will be a better life than your past, 1 will
‘bid you a lasting farewell.”

Raymoud arese and held out his hand, which
Bell refused to notice.

“Miss De Guerry, is this final? Are there no

‘,—“mﬂm under which I may elaim

“Ilr Raymogd, bring back that woman,
 Agatha Wyeliffe, unspotted from the world; give
back to her, husband, honor, friends; then, and

~ mot till then, claim my friendship. When dylug,

hungry, forsaken and alone, then claim my pity.
But now T hope that all pure women will hate
you and all honest men shun you, as & just retri-
iﬂ.ﬂ’nnh."
De G “that Is & terrible cun

any You nphuianhpd
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some minor rule of etiquette or |

‘he asked you last night

amazement. A moment's silence, so profound as’

~able as he is. Whe |s it

mﬂumumuﬂ%
had failed utterly and miserably. She remem-

hnlmpow&culrllﬂuml‘u'hth ;
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m!omtthom\rhomlumnwbdon
God to cleave to till death parted them and, while
she was yet alive, marry apother. Miss De
Gmnylmmvthnmpmuhm-
deed forever. ltyuunlonbo.udwhhuo(
such a loathsome thing as you consider me,

remember that mine are always with you; llf
thoﬂmmmvhonyoumd.mm
t.nldmmum.ppnlhmlnvﬂn."

He had spoken slowly and steadily. His deep-
toned volce never faltered, but his handsome face

m.hmaadrl‘id,nmlthop_dalnhhoyn'

showed that he suffered keenly.

Without giving her time to Ahswer him, :nspu
Raymond bowed haughtily to the -vin
hiad so-ecruelly dismissed him, and left the n&om
feeling as though the mark of Ciin was on his
brow—that all he cared for in life had eluded his
SrTasp. '

Bell went slowly to her own room, wishing in
her heart that she had not mentioned the past to
Mr. Raymond,

Yt was yeaki ago.  He has repented. O-Ihvn
have forgiven himi; why not 1?7 Am I so much
better than other women, that I should throw the
first stone? How generously he trested me! |
| think—yes, T think if I could have known that ke
would not deny it, 1 would néver have spoken of
it. And yet, could anything be more disgraceful
than an jutrigue with a married woman? If he
sowed tares, he could not hope to reap wheat.
The woman has gurnered the bitter harvest; let
him taste the poisoned fruit.”

There was a knock at the door, and a servant
told her that her mother was walting to_speak
with her. In her deep stidy, she had forgotten
the dreaded interview with Mrs. De Guerry.
Mrs. De Guerry, in large capitals, was the way in
which shé thought of her miother, as she shud-
dered at the contemplation of that lady's indigna-
tion and chagrin when she heard of the unex-
pected turn affhirs had taken.

Radiant is the only word that would rightly
describe Mrs. De Guerry's expression of counte-
pance as Bell entered her presence. She was

leaning tack 11 & comfortable easy chair, her |

ptump white hands complacently folded and her
aristocratic head reposing on the velvet cover of
her chair.

“Isabell, my- Iove."—Mm De Guerry spoke in
her teriderest accents, varying a tritle the monot-
onous formula in which she always addressed
Bell—“are you so selfish that you cannot share
your new happiness with your mother "

“I have no new happiness to -hne with my
mother or to enjoy alone.”

The girl's attitude, voice and wonds were so
hopeless and dreary that they brought her mater-
nal ancestor to an erect position with a very un-
dignified jerk.

-~ “Isabell "

“Mother.” .

“What is the mnlng o( this? Where is Mr.
Raymond ™

“Gone," replied Bell, amweﬂng the last ques-
tion.

“Have you refected him 2

“I did got have the opportunity.
offer himself."

ilWh’ ..!' I

“Well, really, mother—" -

“Isabell, no nonsense. What was the question

He did not

“He inquired if 1 was not offended with bhim.”
“And you replied—"
“I'gave him to understand that I was."
“For what, pray tell 2 !
" “For eloping with Hn. Wyeliffe.,”
" “Isabell De Guerry, you never dared? You—
you—did not—""
But words failed her, and sinking back in her
chalr, Mrs. D¢ Guerry gasped in horror and

to be almost painful, ensued.

“Isabell, it Is scarcely worth while for me to in-
quire who was your informant. There is but one
persoj of my acquaintance who is base enough to
repyat an idle tale reflecting on the charscter of
oné to whom they pretend to be a friend.”

"I agree with you, mamma. I know of ~only
one such person.”
“That Is your cousin, Jack De Guerry.”

“It was not Jack who told me.” '

“Then there is another indlﬂdual As dlshonoh
-

“If is Helen Langdon."

The blow was almost cruel, it stung Mrs. Dé
Guerry so deeply. She felt a vain longing to
eateh Helen Langden in her grasp and crush her
out of existence. After doing everything in her
power to assist thist woman in marrying the man
of her choice, this was her reward. * Her reward
for searing her eonscience and stalning her soul
with falsehood, even perjury, was the contempt of
her friends and the hatred of her child. She was
trying to think of some loophole of escape through
which she could retire gracefully, but none pre-
‘sented iteell. The caleulating, cold-blopded wom-
an sat there trembling and afraid, waiting for her
daughter to take the initiative.

Bell was silent. Her heart beat so loud that
she ‘feared it would betray her agitation to the
weman who was watching her so narrowly, and

-m For instance, I always get in at enctly

several weeks. He pointed his words by & mean-

homu at a short distance, inquired; imrtrer most

eaniest

,r:grvmmw

‘pang of comvie-

tion, thatdsohld-nﬂyﬂmldhuoutdhr
heart, that in the last few months she had lved
entirely without her. The fact could not be dis-
. puted that she was growing old, and the day was
not far distant when it would be too late to ask
bu' forgiveness or claim her love.

Bell looked up and saw her mother sitting there,
cold and white and still, and a flood of pity swept
over her soul. Golng to her, Bell knelt beside
her chalr and, dropping hér head in hcr lap, whis-
pered, pleadingly :

“Mother, O mother! Why did you leave me to
hear this story from the lips of & stranger *’

It was well for Mrs. De Guerry, if she wished to
retain one vestige of her daughter’s affection, that
the contrite girl could not see the gleam of tri-
umph which flashed over her face and brightened
her eyes at this unusual display of pityful en-
treaty. But with ready tact she concealed her
feelings and assumed an air of patronizing conde-
scension as she answered :

“I would not believe or repeat anything against
& -person-whom we received as o friend, and' T
know of no reason why we should discard the ac-
quaintance of a man wlwm the beet society
courts.”’

“It's the money, mother, not the man, that so-
ciety kneels to, If Mr. Reaymond had been a poor
man, his sin would not hue been so soon forgot-
ten.”

“Tsabell, what did Mr. Raymond say in his own
defense

Bell raised her head, and looking straight (o her
mother's face, answered, solemnly : 7

“‘He said that his sin bad found him out.”

Mrs. De Guerry shuddered. 'She realized that
Jasper Raymond's future would never be under
her control, and the anger that she felt erept into
her voice, despite her most determined efforts to
the contrary.

“Isabell, you are no longer a child, and you cer-
tainly know enough of the ways of the world te

_know that it was your mother's duty to talk with !y

Mr. Raymond on that subject, and, if necessary,
dismiss him from the house.”

Bell ‘made no reply. She would not tell her
mother that she could not trust her, and there was
nothing else to be said.

The door opened and shut with a bang, lnd
both leoked up and saw Jack standing in the room.
He noticed their positions, and his lips curled
with the cold sneer, which was fast becoming
habitual to them. '

“I am a most singularly fortunate man in some

the wrong time and place.”
- 'This {was Jack's greeting after an absence of
ing glance at llw bmghlthcbocblood
to her face anil” reyes,

She -arose from- herhﬂrpulﬁnn mduuln;'

indifferent mannér:

“When did you return ?’

“Several days ago.
~ Mrs. De Guerry looked amazed and ineredulous
as she said, questioningly :

“Helen was here yesterday. She said that she
had riot heard from you sinee you went away."

“She blundered on to the tmth for once in her
life.”

“Jack De Guerry I exclaimed hisaunt. -

“You are surprised, Aunt Ann, to know that
she ever spoke the truth, yet it is even so. I did
not write to her during my absence, nordu hrish
htrto know of my return.”

" While Mrs. De Guerry was endeavoring to col-
leet her thoughts and breath sufficiently to ad-
minister & proper rebuke to the willful, deflant
young man sitting moollily opposite her, Bell
came to the attack by saying, maliciously :

“Jack, are you developing heart disease, that
you keep your hand over that organ so fixedly 7"

“No,” answered Jack, revengefully ; “my heart
In perfectly sound, but I can't say as much for my
hand."”

As he spoke, Jack drewhis hand from the breast
of his coat and laid it upon his knee. It was
bound and bandaged in the most skillful manner,
preving that it had been handled by professional
art. Bell's heart leaped to her throat till it al-
most stifled her witli its heavy beating, and before
she thought what she was doing, she went to him
and raised his hand tenderly to examine its num-
berless wrappings. :

“Don’t it look awe-inspiring

Jack's voice, with its hard, metallic ring, re- {
called her to a consciousness of her acts and words, |
and dropping his hand, she ioguired, with ill- |
assumed indifference :

“What js the matter with it

“I bad the misfortune to get it crushed at oneof |
the factories yesterday. St. Claire was with me, |
and the same shuttie which smashed my hand
knocked him senseless.”

Jack did not say that he had voluntarily thrust
his band into dangef to save Bt. Claire the im-
pnﬂuhbv,mthn&mthemhwm his
right band was rendered useless.

Mrs. De Guerry dropped their former dinguu-
ble topic, and expressed polite regrets at the un-
fortunate accident.

Jack again slipped his hand into his coat as the |

means of carrying it without the trouble
mmuammm-m.
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ntunned and not. urloml: lnjured. he laokod u
happy as most men Wwould on recelving news of
the death of their mother-in-law. /It Is not his
lové for him. ' I think—but then I've no founda-
Bell, do you know sny rea-
mﬂ’

“No, I de not: Jack, lut me seée your Iund."

“I ean't. The doctor gave me strict orders not
to undo it."” TR~

Bell did not urge him, but in a few moments it
commenced to-ache and pain almost beyond en-
durance, and he appealed to Bell for assistance,

“My hand is tired, and I think perhaps if it was
untied it would relieve "

Bell went to him and slowly removed lhe white
cloth, roll after roll, till the mangled, bleeding
hand was exposed to view. A faint, gasping
sound ualtricted their -attention, and turning
around, they saw Helen Langdon standing beside

them.
J . ITo be.continued.] -
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Many of the papers opposed to ex-Senator Conk-
lihg, sayvs the Ban Jose Mercury, have made bit:
ter comments in regard to him in connection with-~
the attempt on the President's life. They have
endeavored in some roundabout way to place the
responsibility of the actof (uiteau upon Conk-
ling because ke had political differences with the
President. They have even made bitter comments
on his alleged silenee in reference to the matter,
These bitter and unjust comments upon the ex-
Senator simply show that political vindictiveness
has no reason, no sense and ‘no conscience. Mr,
Conkling wrote this very kind letter to Attorney-
General MaeVeagh on the 5th of July:

Firru-Ave. HoTeL, NEW YORK, July 5th.

My Dear Sir:~In the abhorrence with which
all decent men alike shudder at the attempt to
murder the President, I have given thought™to a
matter to which your attention may or may net-

turn,
omicide o sl cases nltke; 1rrﬁ8ee1fve of the
vietim. Murder should be visited ¥ the greatest
possible penalty, Perhapa no distinction between-
another could be founded on the
public relations held by a person slain. Butin
the case of an attempt to murder, a broad distiner
tion ean be made between asssiling the life of an
individual and the attempt to take a life of special
value to the whole people,. The shocking occur-
rence of Saturday, I think, demands the definition
and punishment of asssults aimed at high execu-
tive officers, and, whether successfil or not, uhould
be made thoroughly rigorous. A man who at-
tempts the life of a President, if moullly mpon-
llble. commlits an :gbnuiv;.h:’eh ‘l?:h:‘
against a nis a m

elvﬁud natious wp:mploy 4 oat this u
deserving of consideration, lly ound sy mpa-
thies are \rlth the President and with all you
every hour. The conflicting

stable except the facts, and I trust that the
I-wish you-

i past. would express to the Presl-———
dent my deepest sympathy in this hour, which
should hush all disco ;n.d enlist the prayers of

ill for his safe deliverance. Please, also, give
Mrs. Garfield my most ful condolence.
Trusting all will soon be well, cordially yours,
RosCoE CONKLING.
R e —

The gold axe of Ashantee for Queen \"lctﬂl‘h
has been received by Lord Kimberley at the Colo-
nial Office in Lendon. The origin of the axe Is
lost in nnthulty. but tradition says it was & bat-.
tle-axe of an ur{ King of Ashantee. A leop:

Izes courage, while the gold is
the emblem of wealth. The King did not readily
surretider the axe, but he was led to believe that
some such sacrifice was essential &o rove the sin-
cerity of his friendly and professions,
He was esj yansious
into anybody’s hands at the Cape, and he gave it
up on condition that this emblem of high sov-
ereiguty should be presented to the Queen. With
it came a unique gold -ornament—the Royal
Order of Ashantee—worn by the Klng on state
oceasions,’

Eed' ns lomethl Misa
Hammerandbang ' as L | nhould like
to ever so much,” she =aid, loo ng at her \n!ch;
“but really I have no time.” *So I have heard,’

“Wou't you please

.\\ )

replied l-ou “but we will overlook that, you
knuw - i : : »
Nelghbor's daughter — “How much Il

y
this nysnl  adl E)n per’'s son ulesperatel Ygpoony’
on heri—“Only one kiss.' elghbol’s daugh-
ter—If it's so’ ohup, I will take three yards, and
grandma will pay you."
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The Old Testament will not be revised for three

years vet. People will have to break the ten ecom-

mandiments as they are for the present.—New
Heaven Brpister,

Rescaed from Death. ;
statement of William J, Coughlin,
of Somerville, Mass,, is 50 remarkable ghat we beg
to ask for iy the attention of our readers. He
says: “‘In the Fall of 1576 I was take¢n with a
violent hleedlng of the lnnwllotul by a severe

soon began to tite and
ﬂugh I was so weak at one time hat could not
leave m

bred.
mitted to the City While there the
do;t:l?mhldn hole in my lef;ll‘;:’ u‘l!blgu
a oxpended over n doctors
ntmlhmthn
went around that 1 was dead, T'
me of Dr, Wm, Hall’s

llugbed

at mg‘lm
lnenubi' tIgota
‘:o..: su and

revive, and v 1

The tnllowl

and medicines. I waaso far gone
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Our eriminal code treats of premeditated
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