N2 WEST SHORE.

uwn history ; which was, in substance, that shie was found by
some Asharmen miles off the coast from Monterey, California,
Inshod to u spar and kept shove water by & man with a life-
preserver.  The lutter was almost exhausted and lived buta few
hotrs, Mo was sposchiess, hut when they asked him if the
child was his he shook his head in the negative, and did the
name when saked (f be knew whove it was, On the livtle girl's
clothing were the initials G, G.""  She sesmed to be abont
two years old, and was taken care of by & fishermen’s family
until alx ; then adopted—or at least taken—by & childless couple
named Irving, who came to Australis some three years since.
They are not wealthy—Irving ix & good fellow hut o financier.
Imogene—as the Lrvings named her—is tll, has & good figure
~Auvors yoursell in this | think—and is & decided blonde, with
areal or imaginary, resomblance to the pleture you otice showed
we of your wife. Bhe was rescued the same year that the
Storm Bird went down,

Now | know no more ; but am strongly impressed with the
fact that Twmogens Lrving and the loat baby, Grace Gettwood,
o identioal. | pray heaven that it may be so at least. Cote
and mee lor yoursell Is my advice,

Your Friend,
Jomx Hyam.

No wonder the man, who for fiftoen years had
wonrned an ane having no hope in this world, enught
at theray held out to him in this letter as & drowning
wan ontches ot w straw. He had had business in
Jupan and taken his wife and baby girl with him
Bofore his business was completed there, word came (o
them of the sickness and threatened death of Mrs
Ciettwood's fathorin Denver, Colorada.  The laidy eni-
barked on the first homeward bound vessel, which
chaneod 1o b the Storm Hirdthe same one on which
Tom Veeder was expectod—in the company of two lady
missionaries, coming howe for rst,  As we know the
vessol wont down with its living freight.  Before (he
Starm Bied had boon out w week, Prof Gettwood Wik
taken violently i1l At the time, he was on his way
townrd the interior in search of Wotanioal . winwn»--—
the search for which had been the mnin uanl ol hix
voyago—atid among strangers, chiefly natives several
months rlnpnd before he renchod San Francisc
From there he telographed 10 Denver, wildly hoping
that the news of the Storm Bird's lobs might be finlme
butinvain,  They had never had one word
1 the mowsages sent to Japan ; and did not Know that
the young wife had andertaken the homes and voyage
ALl the inforuation that he could gloan was |hn‘t the
vessel had gone down with all on board Rroken.-
hearted he roanied altilenaly about for yorrs before e
vould again take up the thread of life, and resune the
duthes of his profession |'|-r|'|||-~ i all this time no
friend had semed more dear 10 him than hix old eol.
leoge chum, John Hoath,  Twioe he had Apenil n senson
with him and his charming family in Melbourn - and
so attractive had been the tlors of the islind 1o the
butanionl profssor, that be had promised anothor visit
in the near future.  But the recalpt of John Heath's

in r-ml-mu

letter had determined him to resign his position in an
eastern university and go at onoe,

Imogene Irving turned from her mirror with o
smile of satisfaction.

“I hope this new father of mine will be pleased
with me," she said aloud.  *Oh dear, I hope he really
in my father, und rich a8 Croesus. 1 am tired of this
pinched way of living, every look and act of one's life
# pretence, just for the sake of keeping up appearances.
How different my life and Alma Heath’s, She don't
know what it is to turn and serimp, and has never en-
dured the agony of wearing cotton lace and slippers,
and don’t have to make two silk dresses do for ten. |
don't believe that T was born poor, my tastes are s
expensive, and I like nice things so well, Yes, I am
tiredd of poverty and hope this unexpected luck is good
luck. The Heaths say that he is wealthy and travels
o good deal, and that would just suit me, To be sure
I shall rather hate parting with Father and Mother
Irving ; but one ean not have all the good things of life
#t onee.”

Sowe one called her from the hall below.  “I'll bet
that's hin." she exclaimed inelegantly, turning to
onee more survey herself in the glass.  Complacently
she patted the butterfly bow at her throat and de-
.‘l'l""l'!'ll.

Prof. George Gettwood, standing by o window of
the sumall. fashily furnished Irving parlor, pressed
his hand o his heart in the vain hope of stilling its
wild throbbings. A movement outside and he started
nervously. What would the opening of that door re-
veal? Would it confirnm his hopes or dash them to
the earth forever ?

Tmogene, with her hand on the knob, felt a sudden
thoking in her own throat. Would she, & moment
Iater, be standing face to face with one of her own
flewh wnd blood ¢

It was fipreme moment in both their lives
Softly the door swung back, and they stood revenled
toench other's anxious gaze, There was s brief silence.
and the Professor reeled and groped for a chair,

"Mother! ™ Imogene eried.

“There, | am botter now, thanks! only a slight
dizziness,” he waid ns mother and daughter hurried to
h:ﬂ '"ii'

With evident reluotanee Mrs, Irving repeated t0
Wim the story his friend had already given him, but
could add Little to jt. Vainly he questioned the gir!,
but her recollections were confined fo a faint memory
of & pale, pretty woman in the midst of a terrible
Hor, erying and ealling for somebody to save her

baby  Bowing his head on his hands the proud man
wept bitter, sonlding tears




