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IMARRIED FOR MONEY.

BY THE DUCHESS,

AUTHOR OF “rryLuas” “sMoLLY
BAWN." ETC., ETO,

CHAPTER IL—CoONTINUED,

| ®8o you know Mr. Mervyn?" she
gays coolly.

| “A little. It would take a clever
man to really know him. He—itis
rather awkward, all things considered—
but he is the one enemy [ have on
earth, One would wish to be at least
on good terms with one's wife's
—friends.”

1 *Yourenemy "

It occurs to her as strange, even at
this moment, that Randal Mervyn had
not mentioned his scquaintance with
her hushand.

“ Well, that sounds rather theatrical.
Let us gay that he objects to my society.
Once I found him out in— bul that
ean't matter now. What remains is
the cortainty that he would do me a
bad turn if he counld.”

“ And you hate him *"

“1 really don’t know,” says George
Barrington. “1 don’'t care about soil-
jing my fingers at any time; and at
least I could hardly surpass the injury
‘he has done me.”

“ At least you know all now,” she

says.

“ 1t is a pity, for both of us, Idid not
‘know it sooner.”

“If 1 had told you, you would not
have married me?” she says.

* At this he stares a little, and then
says contemptuonsly,

“Your affection for him must be
jgreat indeed if yon gave him up for the
mere sike of filthy luere.”

“It wasn't that,” =he says; *“and
thero is no good fo be grained by an ex-
planation now, When my declared in-
difference to you did not indace you to
forago your defermination to marry
me, nothing else would.”

“"I'here you wrong me,” hie snys'eoldly,
“1 am at Jeast an hionest man. I never
hankoer after my neighbor's goods.”

she pales alittle at this insult, but
Buys nothing.

“hay @ ask,” says Darrington pres-
entiy, “why you «id me the honorto
marry mo¥"

*To tell you what vou already Know
would be waste of time.”

“1 ¢an Lardly believe yon sacrifiee:
ynur love il yvour whole life for the
sgike of DOMY. w year. It isn't good
enough”

“You put it wrongle,” shie says, with
some passion, rising in such a violent
fashion asshe pushes the chale on whiely
ghe has been sitting far from  ley
*How dare you think that!  Were you
Oreesus Limself 1 wonld not have mar-
ried you, but for my father's sake”

“1 ld no tdea vour father was so
dear o you,” retorts his, with a sneer,

“Ie owed your father money; he
could not repay it. ‘There was only
one way, and I - 1 was saerificed! Now
that you made me nay whit yon already
know, are you satisfied® 1Is your re-
venge camplete® Tt was well arranged
between you all”

Lhen, 1 i second, her passion dies.

“Why disouss (12" she suys, with the
old eulm listlessness,

“Your father owed mine money!
repents he, in a somewhat stunned
manner, his faee vory pile,

“Yeu" Then, with n contemptuous

smile, “you would bave me believe you
Knew nothing of it "
Y “On my soul, I didn't, says Barring-
ton. “All this is o revelation. T ean
now read between the lines. My poor
fallior! sothisis nanght to se-
wure my happiness,  Alag, how difticult
@ thing it is to meddle with the threads
of Hle! But pour father, eries ho
fieveoly, * what shall be =aid of him 2

" Auything you like, sayvs Florenee
coldly, “The worst yeu could say
woulidl neither pain nor offewd me. 1
have done with him for over. 8o
much gratitude 1 owe yon,”

“DPaon't overburden yoursell,™ says
urnington drily, e pavses for a mo-
mend, and eonsiders o Littte; and then
agnin turns his face to hers, * May 1
ask you again,” he says, “what you
now intend doing? Is it toba home,
or laly, or whoepe "

* Doeide for yoursell," returns she
curtly,

* 1 omust consider you top,” e says
this very gently. * However divided
our interests may be, we are, nnfortu-
nately bound to vaeh other until Kindly
death steps in Lo do o good turn to one
or Lhie other of uw.  Therefore to
precipiiate ourselves again so soon
upen the friends we Lave left behind
will only ereate comment, and make
matiers even more awkoard for us than
they are already ™

she hows her head, but says nothing,
Bhe is looking pule and exhausted, and
almost incapable of speoch.

“Then et va po on to Paris,” says
Buarvington, * It will be dull for you,
but wo need stay there only a week,

Low he

When we return to our home you can |

eauly explain—that we; yes, we will
be decidedly the best  ploed fora home
Christmas, and so we camp back sooner
than weo flirst intended. Nobody will
belbeve you, 1 dare say; bul at least no-
body can prove the le”

*Yes, it I8 & good plan,” she says
heewily, conguering, by a supreme ef.
fort, the sense of weakness that isover-
powering her,

Bhe rises as she spoaks, and stunds
resting her hand on the back of her

# As for this week yon are topnt in
with me alone,” says Dorrington hur-
riedly, “don’t let it distress yon. You
will dine with me, for the sake of ap-
pearances and the prejudices of your
maid; but beyond that I promise you
shall see me only when you desire my
presence.”

“1 thank yon for that, atleast,” she
says gratefully.

There is a note of passionate relief
in her tone, She makes a step forward,
with a faee the color of death. Then
something happens to the walls of the
room. she hardly knows what, but she
flings out her arms affrightedly, as
though to keep them nway from her.

“Florence!" cries Barrington, hurry-
ing towards her.

She sways slowly forward, and, but
for his arms, would have fallen heavily
to the ground.

CHAPTER IIL
T i Just golog Lo leap into the dark. ™

“We take no note of time but from
itsa loss,” says Young. To Florence
Barrington these seven dava in 'aris
are each one s century in itself, whose
death is longed for even as its birth is
known, Now, back azain in her native
country, she feel the hours no whit less
wearisome, and chafes and writhes be-
neath the yoke that has been lald upon
her.

She let her thoughts run  with wilful
directness upon the man she loves, or
nt least believes she could have loved
had things gone smoothly with her, and
onie day 15 startled Ly flinding herself
face to face with him.

According to some people, Mr, Mer-
vyn is a very nice Young man, Ile cer-
tainly is niee in the matter of elothes,
and feet, and figure; and whatever hair
his barber  leaves him curls really
beautifully.

When Florenes finds him standing
in her path with his hat off, he is look-
ing specially handsome, and  full of
relancholy, 1le was not, perhaps, quite
so melanehaly the moment before, hut
he must love her indeed to grow so de«
spondent the very instant he sees her—
o sees thot she sees him-—it is almost
Lhie sime,

He really does feel some dejection as
lie gazes at her ehinrming face and notes
how 16 pales beneath his gaze. She
might hiave been his, be tells himself,
had the Fates been more propitious.
By which he means, it the Fates had
endowed her with a liberal income,
And now it is all over, and the man he
hates most on earth has stolen her
from him,

But #s it all over? he asks himself,
a8 he watehes her changing face, and
notes the deep discontent bosomed in
her lovelyeyes.  To work the undoing
of his enemy secms to Mr. Mervyn a
very pleasing pastime wherawith to
while ivway these deeary winter days,

Hour by hour this thonght grows
with liim, and strengthens into n posi-
tive detevininntion, to lower the man
who hd once lowerad him in the es-
tec of his fellows. It is his sweeiesi
dream by night and day, and after a
while he tells himself, with a fierce
glow of delight, that he has sueceeded
even beyond his utmost expectations.

To Florenee his love is but a secondary
consideration when compared with her
wild longivg to eseape from a thraldom
into which she hasbeen foreed, A mar
tyrdom the more terrvibly degrading
in that she belioves Barrington to be aa
indifferent to heras she to him,

Andl so the perishable days come anid
go, and the dreary silent Christmas
creeps past them, and the New Year is
it hand,

L] & L ] L ] L ]

Opening the door of the library, she
enters the yoom guietly, and goes up
to where Durrington is sitlipe. It 1s
quite ten o'¢loek, yet there s some-
thing about her of wind awld fresh ehill
that suggests the possibility of her hav-
ing Leen abread, even on such a night
ns this,

It is rainless, trady, but the frost is
biting, mud the snow is falling sottly
botween earth and heaven,

Barvington, however, eX presses
neither surprise nor disploasure.  Iis-
ing courteously, he moves to one side,
thus dumbly inviting her to come to
the tire.

“1 am not cold,” she says with a lit-
tle deprecating gesture,

* Exercise provides the best warmth,
certainly,” returns ho quietly.

“Yues, | have beon out,” says Florenes,

“A  little  ifmpradent; don't  you
think ¥ inquires he, knocking the ash
ofl his eigar, and finally throwing the
cigar itself (with what appears to her
almost a regretful glance) into the five.

“* What¥" she says sharply,

“Your meeting him in this sort of
way, and unattended.”

Sho starts as if shot, but rallies di-
rectly, and walks straight up to the
tire,

Y1 didn’t know you were your own
detective,” she savs coolly; “but as it
is so, I am glad of it, It simplities
matters; and makes it easier for me to
tell you why 1 eame hare to-night.”

“After all, my words but expressed a
menfal cortainty,” he says slowly; *1
hud nothing to build upon. Do not
teach yourself to think more harshly of
me then you need. When 1 saw you
Lhad been out, of course 1 knew— Well,
aud you have something to tell me, you
CH i

“Yes, itls en my mind, and [ must
got nid of it This life we are leading
1 cin stand it no longer(®

#1t is dull, certainly,” says Mr. Dar-
rington. “One cannot blame you for
such a speech as that. Even [ find it
insupportable.”

“Well, I am going,” says Florence
recklessly.

“Yes! and with whom ?*

“You know; Randal Mervyn," re-
plied she, with a deflant glance, Itisa
glance, too, so full of weariness, and
almost childish anger, that from his
soul he pities her,

“1 think, perhaps, you might have
made a better choice,” he says, * But
that is your own affair. Existence
here, I know, is barren to the last
degree, but -how do you propose im-
proving it?"

“Any change must be an improve-
ment.”

She creeps closer to the fire, as if
chilled, and holds out her small hand
to the genial warmth. A ray from the
fire catehing the diamonds in her rings |
draws her attention to them. Slowly,
mechanically, she slips them from her
fingers one by one, and lays them on
the chimney-piece.

“O, pray don't do that,” says Bar-
rington. You will miss them, and they
are of no earthly use to me. It seems
to me such a silly thing to make one-
self uncomfortable in this sort of way.”

“I am happier without them. Of
course, I might have gone away with-
out giving you warning," she says,
turning her faecs up to his; “but I
knew you would lay no embargo on
my going; on the contrary,” bitterly,
*“I knew yon would rather rejoice at it.”

“Shall I? Well, never mind that
now,” says Barrington; “leave me out

says, with eold diz1in,

“There yon mistake me azain. 1
owe both him and you a debt of grati-
tude, but no grudge, You are doine
me a very good turn, which I acknowl- [
edge. Iy your goodness I shall be
enabled to obtain a divorce; and, as
the gods cannot alrrays prove ankind,
I dare say some time or other in the
futare I shall induce some heart to
love me."

She makes no answer to this. Some-
thing in her face—a vague restlessnogs
—and her determination not to sit
down, reduce speculation to certainty
with him in a few minutes,

“You are going to meet him again
now ?" he says, with calm question,

“Yes" defiantly.

“It would be neceszary, of course, to
make arrangements. Yon have not
told me, I think, when syon intend
going ¥*

“To-night, if possible,
up-triain at midnight”

As she says this, still with a touch of
defiance nbout her, a sigh escapes her.
I't doea not escaps him.

“Buat consider the cold. Why not
wait until the morning, and go up to
town comfortably? Take your own
ponies to the station, and your lug-
gage, and that. To be without one’s
mggage means misery. I would avoud
the orthodox secrecy, if 1 were yuu,
and the usual conventionalities. An
affair of this kind must necessarily he
vulgar; but, by stripping it of its worn
out trappings, [ don't see why you
could not make something almost
attractive out of it."

“It is kind of you to interest your-
self 50 much,” she says sneeringly.

Tlere is an

IN A SECOND HE HAS TWINED IS ITAND IN MERY YN'S COLLAL, AND BROUGHT
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of it altogether, 1 don’t suppose 1 was |
ever really init. You are going to try
life auew with Mervyn, you say ¥

o ‘-"‘.“ Il":. ‘l'il"' 15
tived that either exeit
would be almost 1mpossible to it.

“ But "

“There must e no hindrnees” in-
terrupts she doggedly: “my mind is
quite made up. If you detgin me now,
it shull be to-morrtow. And if not then,
some other time.”

“You quite mistalie me,” says Iar-
rington ealmly. *1 seek to place no
hindrance in your way. Why should
1?7 A prisoner would be to me a most
embarrassing possession. Go  where
you will, I shall not seek to detain you,
Indeed, I must thank your for you be-
havior on this oceasion; yon have
spared the idle conjecturing and angry
searching that usually accompany this
sort of thing, It is really the most
comfortably areanged affair of the kind
that I have ever known., Well; and
when are vou going #*

“Assoon as possible,” she says, puz-
zled by his careless treatment of what
she regards as a tragedy. Is her ven-
geance, then, to be incomplete ?

“It is o serious step, I should take
time to consider it if T were you,” says
Barrington thoughtfully. “To change
from one evil to another can hardly
be termed wise”

“ It cannot 4t all eyonts be n chango |
for the worse,” she says bitterly. “To
him at least 1 am something; to you, |
nothing." '

“ Aro you so sure of that "

“lave you ever spoken even one |
word of love to me? Do you treat me
a3 he does?”

“1 dare say not: but the reason for
my stupidity is obvions: 1 never loved

I never thought of love in connec-
tion with any one but you. e 1 un-
derstand, has had considerable experi-
enee.”

“Itis your part to malign him,” she |
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*1 have alwavs felt an interest in
vou." Then suddenly, * Yon are look
ing pale and tived, Think of the jour
ney that lies before you; and let me
entreéat you to take at least a glasa of
wine before you start,”

“No, no!"

“Why not?" He pours out a mlass
a8 he speaks, and brings it to her
*There 15 no reason why you should
refuse to take a simple cordinl frow
the hands of the man you swore ‘(¢
love and honor;' we will say nothing
of the “oboy. as it would have bem
my pleasure to turn the tables, and
obey your slightest whim, had things
been different, You are going to b
tray me to-night; but ut l=ast let us
part friends.” .

There 18 & eynieal smile on his lips
but, her head being bent, she is ignor
ant of it,

“Where do voumeel im*" he asks
presently.

“ At the smaller pate, at the end of
the garden,”

“He has a conveyance for you ?*

“ He has a earriage.”

“If heis there now you should not
delay him, Remember what a severe
night it (5. New Yearseve, by the
bye. Well, I hope your mnext vear,”
with a courteous glance, ” will be hap-
pler than your last.”

“You are very kind,” she gys.
" And now, good-hye."
“Not yet. Not here. Let me ao-

company you as far as the garden
gate.”

“ You'™

“Yes. Why not? 1 am one of the
advanced school of thought; one of
those liberal beings who look with
lepiency upon anything, Why should
any humau thing be unhappy, if it can
necomplish an escape from ita misery ?
It is nusery to you to be with me or
without Mervyn-—I really don't know
which, You ery to yourself, ‘O, that

I had wings likke adove, for then would

I flee away and be at rest” Nature
not having endowed you with these
nseful appendages, you wisely make
another way for yourself to eseape.”

“Whyshould I take you out at this
hour #"

“For no reason, exeept that I want
to go. You see,” pointing to the dog-
whip beside him, “ I was really going
out, whethaer or nn, to the Kkennels,
Let me sce you to your destination
first.”

“Thera 13 really mo nacessity,” sho
says, drawing back.

“Perhaps not. Dat T have a fancy
to see the lnst of vou.  What! will yon
refuse this small request of mine, when
probably we shall never meet again?
Come, let me take vou to Mervyn.
Wlhen with him I shall understand youn
are in safe keeping” Again the
shadow of a smile, replete with sar-
castic bitterncas, eros=es his face,

CITAPTER 1V,
*Thore's neither houssty, manhood, nop
Goo 1 E-Towsilp b the ™

The snow has eceassd to fall, and a
dull moon shines snllenly from between
two eclouds. It gives suflicient light,
Liowever, to let Mervyn, at the wicket-
gate, see that two ligures are approach-
ing him instead of one. Il starts in-
voluntarily, and makes a movoment
as if to go.

“You needn't run away,” says Bar-
rington, the grave ghost of a humorous
expression lighting his eyes.

Thus openly addressed, Marvyn per-
force comes to a standstill, thongh
the desire for ftlight is undeniably
written npon his brow,

Florence, glancing nervously from
one man to the other, tells herself at
this momeat there is a mental beauty
that far ontdoes the merely physical.

“1 Enow all about it,” says the ugly
man imperturbably. * Mrs, Barring-
ton, having found life with me insup-
portable, is desirons of trying it with
I think my=elf she shows bad
taste; but that is so natural a coneeit
that I dare say vou will execuse it. She
tells me vou intend to travel, Continn-
to be desired on

AEALE

ous clumaze is alwans
sich vecasious; bub I hope yon will he
able to make her happy. 15 ex-
travagant in I like an
extravagant woman myself,” says Dar-
rington pleasantly, *Dut it doesn’t
siit all purses.™

“Idon’t understand yvou,” says Mer-
¥yn, with a attempt  at
hauglitiness,

“Then I mast try to make my mean-
ing clearer. Look hore,” says Darring-
ton, changing his tone swldenly, and
turning sharply upon tha others, “lat us

She

SOMmMe  WiYS.

miserable

drop hints and coms to business.  You
are indebt, as I Baor: you are on the
point of absolite roin as 1 suspest. In

six months you will not have enough
money to Keep vonrself going, to sav
nothing of another, 1 give yon a
chiance of beginning a new life else-
where, If vou will leave this place
alone to-morrow 1 will give you S000..™

The erisp, clear and
silence follows it Barrington,
throwing back her hood from her face,
stares with passionate impatience at
theman in whose love shie had believed
a minute agy. Will he weesr speak ?
Is there to be a hesitation, a choice, he-
tween Jier and a paltey sum ot money ¥

“If 1 thought,” he stammers at last
lamely, “that it would be for lier hap-
piness to leave her in peace,l

“If yon are about to make any allu-
sion to Mrs, Barrington, 1 inust beg you
to leave it unsaid,” interrupts Mrs,
Barrington’s husband unpleasantly.
“Come to the point. You will take
the money, and be gone 7"

There is another silence, even more
distressing than the last. Plorence,
immovable as a statoe, stands ervct;
Barrington is beating his foot angrily
on the ground. As for Mervyng—he i
ruined —~there was noe exageeration in
that suspicion—and the money is a
temptation, and

“Considering all I am giving up
e beging, too confused, perhaps, to
comprehend the enormity of his words,

“There, don’t be & greater blaock-
guard than is sivietly necessary,” says
ticorge Barrington, cutting him short
with a frown, * You accept my terms?
I'hat is well. To-morrow morning you
sha!ll have my cheque, and now-—yon
shall have this /"

In a second e has twined his hand
in Mervyn's qollar, and bronght him on
liis knees before him. Ralsing the dog-
whip, ha brings it down with uncontrol
lable fury upon his shoulders again and
again, until the miserable craven crivs
aloud for merey, grovelling at the very
feetof the woman to whom he had been
half & hero at least, an hour ago.
With a final cus, Barrington flings him
fur from him, and, taking Florence's
hand with impulsive haste, hurries her
toward the house until they are ont of
sight and hearing of the frightened
wreteh they have left behind,

Then, the fierce 1it of passion and re-
venge over, Barrington stops and
breathes heavily. The livid palior de-
parts from his lips, the baleful fire from
his eyes: he even sinfles,

Florence, territied, bresks into bitter
weeping.,

“Come home, you little silly fool”
says ugly Darrington, not altogether
unkindly; and then he sctually laughs
aloud, s he may who wins, But pres-
ently, secing Low she sobs and tremblos,
he goes nearor to her, and (inally places
his arm round ler

But she shirinks from hilm,

“1 wonder you can bear to touch me,”
she says, shivering. “1 supnoss after

VO Ceases,
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“1 would trust you with my iife—

niay. with fitr more, i i —thiis vary
momont,” savs Darrin fha simply, “ie
spite of all thut hasecons and gona, A
woman who founla difienlty in rone
ning away feom hor husband, without
first apprising him of her intention
ean't have mush the matier with her
Let us forget to-nignt. [t is known
but to that eur and you and me; and
he, I fancey, will be slow to speak of i&"

“Duotyou will think of it.”

“Notl; or evenil 1 do, it willba only
to laud myself afresh for my clever
treatment of a grievous evil, I uae
masked a villain juat at the right mo-
ment, and before the necessary witneas.”

“If you had treated me Qifferently
just at first—had shown me that you
loved me—" 7

“Nay, then I should have besn 8
clumsy fool, and have lost my gama
Now I breathe the air of lieaven with
renewed lungs, and hope again there is
still a chance to win your love,”

“* Hope, that some fool has called
the anchor of the soul,'” murmurs she,
copying the tone and words he had used
on the evening of their marriage tos
nicety, Ilesmiles, and she smiles too,
because youth is warm within her, and
it is so hard to be always sighing. Still,
the smile is followed by a sigh.

But the ice being slightly broken, hae
bends down to her, and kisses hey
warmly.

“That isthe first real kiss I have ever
dared to give you,” he says, his plain
face lighting up until it is nearly hand.

some. “Now [ begin to woo you in
earnest. And there is one thing, sweet.
heatt: let no sense of mistaken gratl

tude, of revulsion of feeling, induce
you to fancy you love me until you
really do. Let me be your suitor for
the present.”

She makes him no answor to thia
They have regained the house now
entering the hail, a glow of warmth
smites on their hands and faces.

“At least tell me” he says, looking
into her nervous eves, “that yon find
it pleasanter returning to a warm fire
than to be hurrying, on such a night as
this, through slest and snow,"

She shndders,

“ What have vou not saved me from'™
she says. She halt puts out her hand,
a8 though to touch him, and then tim-
idly draws it back again,

“Now, [ will have none of that,” he
says, in his masterful but tender fash-
ion, taking her hand and laying it upon
his henvt,

“There is one thing," she says, with
downeast lids. “Ninee our marriage
though | Lhave not Kissed gon, 1 have al
least kissed no one else,” She blushes
excessively as she says this, but she
lifts her head and looks him very
fairly in the ¢yves. Ile draws his breath
quickly.

“1 thank you for that,” he says; and
then more lightly, “after all, I believe
your liking for him was more fancy
than anything else.”

“ And obstinacy,” confesases she, In
alow, sweet tone, “ My father was so
averse to him; and besides, he used Lo
say sweet words to me when all the
world seemed unkind.”

“And when 7, who should have pro-
tected you, was silent and reserved
The blame must rest with me, for I was
the better man of the two,” says Bar
rington boldly, *and should have found
victory easy. After all™ quaintly,
“there are other things as werthy of
commendation as a Grecian nose.”

“Ah! what is that¥" exclaims she,
starting violently. FEven as she speaks
the sound of the ealm, sweet, solemn
bells ringing in the New Year is borne
to them upon the wings ef the rushing
wind

“* It is another year begun,” sayvs Bar-
rington gravely. * Let us pray that in
it may be found happiness for us!”

THE END,

Canada Bill's Funeral

Canada Bill was the greatest monte
man and cross-roader that we ever had
in this country. e diad at Seranton,
Pa., and I remember his funeral very
woll.  We went out to the graveyard
with the body, and just as the ecoffin
was being lowerad into the grave one
of the party broke out:  *I'll bet a
hundred to lifty he's not in the box!"
uod there wusn't a man te take it
“For,” said unotber, **I've known him
to get out of as tight plices as that.'
Bill was known from one end of the
country to the other. It was astory
generally circulated just before hs
death that he had offered a railroad
corporation £25,000 a vear for the priv-
lege of play ing monte and deing *'con,”’
work generally, and guarastesing to
tackle no passengers but ministers. —
From an Inlervicw with @ Confidence
Man,

e .

It Might Have Bean.

A fair and buxom widow who had
buried three hushunds recently went
with a gvitleman, who in his younger
years had paid her markoed attention,
to inspect the graves of her dear de-
parted.  After contomplating shem in
mournful silence sho murmured to her
companion:  “*Ah, James, yeu might
have been in that cow now if yea had
only had a littke more courzge! —

St Albans Messenger,
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