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CHAPTER XXII

It was early morning. The \\.'i.udnws

of uy room were open, ndmittm;:‘(he
frosh. cool air, which had been purified
by one of those terrific thunder storms
&0 common in a southern clime, l"()l:
many weeks I liad lain there in a state of
unconsciousness, save at intervals when
1 had u dreamy realization of what was
transpiring aronnd me. The physician |
who was called fn Dr. Clayton’s stead
had more than orice hinted of continned |
insanity, citing similar cases which h..n.d'
come under his observation; but in spite
of lis opinion, ' I, that bright August
morning, awoke from a refreshing sleap,
with perfectly restored faculties. At first
1 thought I was alone, for there was u
deep silence in the room, and from ghe
hall below I distinctly heard the ticking
of the clock, reminding me of the time,
years ago, when once before I had hov-
ered between life and death. Now, s
then, I experienced the delicions feeling
of returning health, but I missed the fa-
miliar faces of my friends, and as I
thought how far I was from home and
all who loved me, I said aloud, “I am
alone, alone.”

“Not alone, Rosa, for I am with you,”
.answered a deep voice near; and the next
meonent the dark form of Richard Dela-
field bent over me. *

Eagerly scanning my face, he said, “Do
sou know me?”

“Yes,” I answered. “Mr. Delaficld.”
“Then as a dim remembrance of the past
<ame over me, I lifted my head and look-
ed ronnd the room for one who I knew
had not long since been there.

Divining my thought, he said very
gently, ag if the announcement would of
«course give me pain, “He is not here,
Rosa. He was obliged to go home; but

1 dare say he will soon return; meantime :

1 will take care of you. Don’t feel so
badly,” he continued, as tears of genuine
Joy at Dr. Clayton’s absence gathered
in my eyes.

1 could nor tell himn the truth; and
-when 1 gpoke it was“to ask him’ concern-
dng my illness, After telling we all that
he thought proper, he took the letter
from his pocket, and said, “Dr. Clayton
deft this for you.. Have you strength.to
read it now?”

. “Yes, yes,” 1 replied, eagerly, at the
same time stretching out my hand to

* take it.

There was a blur upon my eyes us I
wead. and I pitied Dr. Clayton, who had
thus laid bare to me his wretchedness,
Tbut mingled with this was a feeling of re-
lief to know that I was free. He told
ame what he had written to Mr. Dela-
field, and when I came to that portion of
the letter, I involuntarily uttered an ex-
«clamation of delight, whilé I glanced tim-
idly toward him. But he made no sign.
“I'he letter which would have explained
zall was safely lodged behind the burean,
:and with a gloomy brow he watched me
while I read, interpreting my emotions
into the satisfaction he naturally sup-
posed I .would feel in hearing from my
Jover. With me the revulsion was toc
:great, for 1 fancied I saw in the cx-
;pression of his face contempt for one
who had presumed to love him, and burst-
Ang into tears, I cried and laughed alter-
inately, while he tried to soothe me; but
‘I would not be comforted by him—-he
thated me, I knew, and very pettishly I
<told him at last “to let me alone and go
away—I was better without him than
with him,” I said, “and he would oblige
rme by leaving the room.”

The next moment I repented my harsh-
wess, which I knew had caused him pain,
for there was a look of sorrow upon his
-face as he complied with my request. Rut
1 was too proud to call him back, and
for the next half hour I cried and fretted
alone, first at him for making Dr.'Clay-
ton think he loved me when he didn’t;
secondly, at Dr. Clayton for meddliag
with what didn’t concern him; and lastly,
at myself, for being so foolish as to care
‘whether anybody loved me or not. At
ithe end of that time Richard came back.
The cloud had disappeared, and very
-good-humoredly he asked “if I had got
«oyer my pet, and if I wanted anything.”

Before night I was so much better
‘that Ada, Lina and Halbert came in to
see me, each expressing their pleasure at
my convalescence. But one there was
wvho came not to greet me, and at whose
-absence I greatly marveled. She had
.ever been the first to meet me in the
ymorning and the last to leave wme at
‘night. Why, then, did she tarry now,
‘svhen I wished so much to, see her?
.Alas! I did not know that never again
-would her home be gladdened by the
sunshine of her presence, for it was Jes-
gie whom I missed—Jessie for whom T
1longed—straining my ear to catch the
«sound of hef ringing laugh or bounding
Jooisteps.

4 ‘At Tast, as the'day wore on and she

did not come, I asked for her and why
she stayed so long away. Wringing her
hands, Mrs. Lansing exclaimed, *‘Tell
her, Richard, I cannot. It will kill me.
©Oh, Jessic, Jessie!”

But: I had no need ‘for further knowl-
edge. I saw what I had not before ob-
scrved, the mourning garments of those
zound . mo, and in tears ‘of anguish I
cried: “My darling is dead!”

“Yes, Jessie is dead,” answered Rich-
ard. “We shall never see her again,
for she is safe in the happy land of
awvhich you so often told her.”

. I could not weep. My sorrow was too
great for tears, and covering my face,
q thought for a long, long time. *“\Vhy
~vas it I asked myself, ‘that always
when death had hovered near me, I had
becn spared and another taken,” for, as
in the case of Jessie. 80 had it been with
brother Jamie—they had died, while I
hind lived, and with a fervent thanks-
‘giving to heaven, which had dealt rhus
mercifully with me, T prayed that it
might not be in vain.
¢ Gradually, as I could bear it, Mr. Del-
afield told me the sad story—how she
thad hung fearlegsly over my pillow when
‘all clse had deserted me; how she had
come for him; and how naught but her
motker's peremptory commands had tak-
en ler from my side. As he talked,
there came back to me a vague recollec-
gion of a fairy form—a seraph I thougat
4t to have been—which, when the dark
river was running fast at my feet, bad
fiovered near, whispering to me words of
fove, and bidding some one bury me be-
meath the tall magnolin. Then he told
e how she had stood like a minister-
Ang spirit by the rude couch of the poor
Africans, who with their dying breath
thad llessed her, calling her “the Angel
of The Pines.”” From her head he him-
:self lad shorn her beautiful shining curls,
«one of which he gave to me, and which
iI prize as my most. precious treasure; for
wften as I look upon it, I see again the
fittle gleeful girl, my “Georgin rose,”
.who for a brief space dwelt within ber
ifair Southern home, and wes then trans-
planted to her nutive soil, where now she
blooms, the fairest, sweectest flower of
iall which deck the fields of heaven.

The shock of her death very naturally

geivid my recovery, and for wuay |

|
weeks more 1 was contined to my room. |
About the middle of October, Charlie,
whose coming 1 had long expected, or-
rived, bringing to me the sad news that
death had again entered our hounsehold,
that by my father's and Jamie's grave
was another mound, and at home anacher |
vacant chiir, that of my nzed grandmoth- |
er, whose illness, he said, had prevent- |
ed him from coming to me sooner, ndd-
ing further that they had purposely lept l
lier sickness from me, fearing the effect
it might haye. Of Dr. Clayton he couldl
tell me but little. He had not visited
Sunny Bauk at ali; but immediately after
his return to Boston he had written. to
them, saying I was out of danger, and
Charlie must go for me as soon as the
intense heat of summer was over. This
was all they knew, though with woman's
ready tact, both my mother and my tis-
ters conjectured that something ‘was
wrong, and Charlie's first question after
telling me what he did, was to inquire
into the existing state of affairs between
me and the doctor, and if it were my
illnen‘u alone which had deferred: the
marriage.

“Don’t ask me now,” 1 replied, *“not
until we are far from here, and then I
will tell you all.”

This silenced Charlie, and once when
Mr. Delafield questioned him concerning
Dr. Clayton, and why he, too, did not
come for me, he replied evasively, but In
a manner calculated still further to nis-
lead Mr. Delafield. who had™o suspicion
of the truth, though he fancied there
was something wrong. One day Charlie,
with his usual abruptness, said to wme,
“Rosa, why didn’t you fall in love with
Mr. Delafield? 1 should wmuch rather
have him than a widower?” |

The hot blood rushed to my checks &
I replied quickly, *‘He is engaged to Miss
Montrose. They were to have been 'uar-
ried this fall, Mrs. Lansing said, but
the marriage is, 1 presume, deferred on
account of their recent affliction. At
least, I hear nothing said of it.”

“If I am any judge of human nature,”
returned ' Charlie, “Mr. Delafield cares
far more for you than for Miss Mon-
trose, even if they are engaged. But
then you are poor, while she is rich, »nd
that, I suppose, makes the difference.”

I knew Mr. Delafield too well to sus-
pect him of mercenary motives in marry-
ing Ada, and so I said, ““He loved her,
of course, and it was natural that he
should, for though she had some faults,
he probably saw in her enough good to
overbalance the bad.”

At last the morning dawned on which
1 was to say good-by to the scenes 1
loved so well. 1 was to leave the “sun-
ny South.” with its dark evergreens, its
flowering vines, its balmy air. I was to
leave him, who, ere the next autumn
leaves were falling, would take to his
beautiful home a bride. Then I thought
of little Jessie's grave, which I had not
seen, and on which my tears would never
fall, and taking from its hiding place the
tress of shining hair, I wept over that
my last adien. It was later than usnal
when Mr. Delafield appeared, and as he
came in | saw that he was very pale,

*Are you sick?’ I asked. as Le wipad
the perspiration from his face.

“No, no,” he hurriedly answered; at
the same time crossing over to a side ta-
ble, he poured out and drank two large
goblets of ice water.

Then resuming his former seat near
me, he took my hand, and looking me
earnestly in the face, said: *“Rosa, sha)!
1 ever see you here again?”

Befrre I could answer, Ada chimed
in, “Cf course we shall.. Do coax the
doctor to bring you here some time, and
let ur see how you bear the honors of
being madame!’ -

Instantly the earnest look passed away
,from Mr. Delafield’s face, and was suc-
i ceeded by a scrwl, which remained until
the carriage which. was to take me to the
depot was announced. Then the whole
expression of his countenance changed,
and for a brief instant my heart thrilled
with joy, for I could not mistake the deep
meening of his looks as he bent over me
ané. whispered his farewell. ;

* God bless you, Rosa,” he said.
Resa, 1 once hoped to call you.
ca'anot be. Farewell!”

There was one burning Kiss upon my
lips, and the next moment he was gone.

**Are you going to the depot?”’ asked
his sister, as he was leaving the room.

“No, no, no,” he replied; and then as
Qharlie aga/n bade me come, I rose he-
wildered to my feet, hardly realizing
when Mrs. Lansing, Ada and Lina bade
me adieu,

Halbert ‘¥ent with me in.the carriage,
and together with Charlie looked won-
deringly at me, as I unconsciously. re-
peated in a whisper, “My Rosa, 1 once
hoped to call you. Itis Ada who stands
in the way,'”” 1 said to myself, and cover-
ing my fice with my veil, 1 wept as I
thought of all 1 had lost when Richard
Delafield offered his lieart to another. Ie
did Jove me. I was sure of that, bt
what did it avail me. He was too hon-
orable to breck his engagement with
Ada, so henceforth ‘I must walk alone,

bearing the burden of an aching heart.
- * ‘. » . * -

“M_V
But it

In the meantime, a far different scene
was being cnacted in the apartment I
had just vacated. Searcely had the whis-
tle of the engine died away in the dis-
tance, when a troop of blacks, armed
with boiling suds and scrubbing brashes,
entered my chamber for the purpose of
cleaning it, They had carried from it
nearly  every article of furniture, and
nothing remained save the matting and
the bureau, the latter of which they were
about to remove when they were surpris-
ed at the unexpected appearance of Mr.
Delafield, who could not resist the string
desire which he felt to stand once more
in the reom where Rosa had spent so
many weary weeks, For a moment the
blacks suspended their employment, und
then Linda, who seceméd to-be leading,
took hold of the bureau, giving onc ¢nd
of it a shove goward the:center of the
room. The mo':'«-m(\m dislodged the long-
lest letter, which, covered with dirt and
cobwebs, fell npon the floor at her feet.
She was the same woman who, wecks
before, had carelessly knocked off the
letter, which she now picked up and
handed to Mr. Delafield. saying, as she
wiped off .the dirt, It must have laid
thar a heap of a while, and now I (think
on't, 'pears ‘like ever so long ago. when
I was breshin’ the bureau, I hearn some-
thin' drap. but I couldn’t find nothin’,
and it must have been this."”

Glancing at the superseription, and ree-
ognizing the handwriting of Dr. Clay-
ton, Mr. Delafiedd broke the seal, and
read. From black to white—{rom white
to red—from red to speckled—and from
speckled back again to its natural color,

intensity of his feelings that the negrovs,

grew his fice as he proceeded, while his |
eyes grew so dazzlingly bright with the

before he hiad finished the letter ne ume
derstood everything just as it was—why
Itosa had appeared so strangely when
she read Dr. Clayton's letter to herself,
and realized perfectly what her feelings
wust have been as day after day went by
and he still “mnde no sign.”

“Bnt she is mine now, thank heaven!
md nothing shall take her from me," he
excluimed aloud, unmindful of the pres-
ence of the negroes, who, confirmed in
their impression of his insanity, looked
curiously after him as he went down the
stairs, down the walk, and out into the
street, proceeding with rapid strides to-
ward the depot.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Mr. Delafield's great object now was
to rench Charleston before the boat in
which Rosa was to sail should leave the
landing. Suddenly he remembered that
the express train left Augusta about four
o'clock p. m. It was now ten, and he
could easily reach it in time for the ears,
provided there had been no change in
the time table. To ascertain this, there-
{fore. he hastened to the depot, where,
to his dismay, he learned that the train
left Augusta at two.

But with him to will was to do. Kly-
ing rather than walking back to his
house, he called out Bill, his coachman,
startling him with the inquiry as to
whether it would be possible, with his
best horses—a span of beautiful dappled
grays, whicf were valued at a thousand
dollars—to drive to Augusta in less than
four hLours.

Besides being naturally lazy and un-
willing for exertion of any kind, Bill was
also remarkably tender of said grays,
who were his pride, and whom he had
named Fred and Ferd. 'On hearing his
master's inquiry, therefore, he looked
perfectly aghast, and diving both hands
into his matted wool, by way of illustra-
tion undoubtedly, replied, “Mighty tough
scratchin', 1 can tell you mars'r. Them
ponies hain't becn driv, only what I've
ex’cised 'em for health, for better'n a
month, and to run 'em as I’d hev to run
'em, would kill 'em stone dead. No,
mars’r, can’t think on't for a minit;" and
as if this were conclusive, and his word
the law, Bill stuffed his hands into his
bagging trousers, and was walking quiet-
ly away, when Mr. Delafield stopped
him, saying, *I shall try it at all ¢vents.
So get out the carriage immediately, and
mind you are not over five minutes. do-
ing it. Ask some one to help you if nec-
essary. Ho, Jack!” he called to a rag-
ged mulatto boy who was doing nothing,
and bade him assist Bill in harnessing
the horses.

Rolling his white eyes in utter aston-
ishment at what scemed to him the folly
of his master, Bill began to expostulate,
“Mars'r, you Kkill %

“Silence, and do as I bid you!" said
Mr. Delafield in a tone which Bill
thought best to obey, and sauntering oft
to the stables, he brought out the ponies,
who pranced and pawed the zround,
while he admired (heir tlowing .inanes
and smooth, shining coats.

Mr. Delafield hastily packed a few
articles in his portmanteau, wrote a line
to his sister, and ¢une out lo superin-
tend in person the movements of his ser-
vant, whose peculiarities he perfeatly
understood. He ordered him to start up,
and 'entered the carriage, while  Bill
mounted the box. where he spent quite
awhile in comfortably disposing of his
long, lank limbs and in adjusting his
palm-leaf hat.

“Go on, you rascal!” shouted Mr. Dela-
field. beginuning to lose his temper; und
gathering up the reins. Bill whistled to
the spirited animals., who dashed off at
a far greater speed than their driver
thought was at all conducive to their
well-being.

*““Hold on dar, Ferd? Stop dat foolin’,
will you, Fred! Easy dar, both on you,
for you come mighty nigh histin’ me off
de box.”

This last was =~'d quite loud 7or the
benefit of Mr. Delufield, who, perceiving
that their speed il slackened, for they
were well trained osnd readily obeyed
Bil's voice, called out, “Drive faster, 1
tell you. Give them the ribbons, and
let them run.” \

The horses started forward as if a
volley of artillery had been fired at their
heels, while mingled with the roll of the
wheels Mr. Delafield heard the distress-
ed Bill saying, “Whoa, dar, Ferdfnand;
can’t you whoa when I tell you? Come,
Frederic, you sct him a ’xample. That's
a good boy; no 'casion for all dis hurry;
if we misses one train we catches an-
other. All de same thing. We uain't
chasin’ a runaway gal, as I knows of.”

After a little he succeeded in stopping
them, and for the next ten or fiftecen min-
utes they proceeded on rather leisurely,
and Bill was begiuning to think his mas-
ter had come to his senses, when he was
startled with the stern command, “Let
them run now as fast as they will. Don’t
check them at all until we reach the
depot.” v

Accordingly, for a mile or sp the horses
rushed on at headlong speéed, Bill sym-
pathizing with them deeply, and mental-
ly promising himself “to "tend ’em wighty
keerful to pay for this.”

At last, when he thought it safe to do
so0, he held them in, taking the precau-
tion, however, to say aleud, “Get ulong
dar, Ferd—none your lazy tricks here
when mars'r’s in sich a hurry. Can’t
vou get along dar, I say? An’ you K'red,
wake up yer bones to de merits of de
case.”

But if in this way he thought to de-
ceive the resalute man inside he was
mistaken. Perceiving that their. speed
was considerably slackened, and hearing
Bill londly reproach the horses for their
laziness, Mr. Delafield softly opened the
carriage door, and leaning out, learned
the cause of the delay. Boltyupright vp-
on the box, with his brawny feet firmly
braced against the dashboard so as to
give him more power, sat Bill, clutching
the reins with might and main, for the
horses' mettle was up, and it required his
entire strength to keep them from run-
ning furiously. © All this time, tod, the
canning negro kept chiding them for
their indolence in moving so slowly.

“RBill."” said Mr. Delafield, sternly,
*stop' the carriage instantly. T under
stand your tricks, and for the rest of
the way I shall drive myself.”

Rolling his eyes wildly in their sockets,
the erestfallen Bill folded Lis arms and
resigned the ‘horses to their fate, say-
ingmentally, *I shall wear mournin’
for 'em, I shall, and he may help his-
self."” - :

Over rough and stony places, over
i smooth and sandy roads, over hills, over
{ plains, through' the | woods, through the
'ﬂ'.\'mups. and through .the winding val
leys. on they sped like lightning, the
excited horses covered with foam, their
driver silent and determined, while poor
RBill, with the perspiration streaming
{ down his shining face, kept up a_con-
i tinued expostulation, "Now, mars'r, stop
!'em 'fore dey draps down dead. Took at
!:l(‘ white specks al over [erd's back—
j ne’ll never stan® it. You kills 'em sartin,
and dar goes a thousand dollars smpek
an' clean.”

tTo be continued.)

His Gain.
LaMontt—*He is the meanest man }
ever heard of.”
LaMoyne—"\Well, if ne is so mean N

who watched him, whispered among
themselves that he “must be gwine stark
mad."

Hix active, quick-seeing mind took in

the w uning of each sentence, aud eved wuch.”

is a wonder he allows his daughter tc
be in love.” Y

LaMontt—*0Olh, that tickles him. He
heard that pecple in love dout ems

.~ -
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CHAPTER XXIII.—(Continued.)

But Bill's entreaties were all in vain,
and his distress was at its height when
fortunately his thoughts were diverted
in another channel. At a sudden turn
of the road a gust of wind lifted the
old palm-leaf from his woolly head, aud
carried it far away. “Now, dear mars'r,”
said Bill, laying his hand on that of Mr.
Delafield, “you'll sartin let 'em breathe
while I picks up my hat, 'case you see
how’ll you look gwine into town wid
me bareheaded.” )

Glancing over his shoulder; Mr. Dela-
field saw the hat away over the tields,
and quietly taking a bill from his pocket
and placing it in the negro’s hand, he re-
plied, “That will buy you five such hats."”

“Yes, but de hosses,  de hosses!” ex-
elaimed Bill, almost frantically. *“Don’t
you see Ferd is gwine to gin out?”’

Mr. Delafield feared so, too, and more
to himself than to his servant, he said,
“perhaps the cars will be behind time
—they usually are.”

Without considering the consequence,
Bill answered, “No, they won't; 'case I
hear how they hired an engineer who
drives all afore him—gits ahead of de
time an’ all dat.”

The next minute he repented a speech
whose disastrous effects he foresaw, und
he was about to deny it as a fabrica-
tion of his own brain, when his master,
who really saw signs of ‘lagging in the
nervous, fiery Ferd, said, “Bill, you have
a peculiar whistle with which you spur
up the horses. Make it now; Ferd has
run himself almost down.”

As they approached the town, they
heard a heavy, rumbling sound. It was
the roll of the cars in the distance. A
few more mad plunges and the horses
reached the depot, covered with foam
and frothing at the mouth, just as the
train was moving slowly away. With
one pitying farewell glance at his dying
grays, Mr. Delafield exclaimed, “Cut the
barness instantly,” and then with a
bound bound sprang upon ‘the platform,
which he reached just as Bill called af-
ter him in mournful accents, “Ferd’s
dead, mars'r, Ferd is.”

But little cared he for that. Rosa Lee
was to be overtaken, and to accomplish
this, he would. willingly have sacrificed
every horse of which he was owner, éven
were they twice as valuable as the dap-
pled grays. |

Mr. Delafield, witb closely knit brows
and compressed lips, sat musing in the
car of the time when Rosa Lee would
be his wife. They were about half way
between Augusta and Charleston and go-
Ing at great speed, when suddenly at a
short curve there was a violent commo-
tion—the passengers were pitched for-
ward and backward, while the ongine
plunged down a steep embankment,
throwing the train from the track, and
dragging after it the baggage car, which
in some way became detached from the
rest. ‘Fortunately no oné was seriously
hurt except Mr. Delafield, whose injuries
were simply mental, as he knew this ac-
cident would probably detain theln, for
many hours.

The sun had long been set and the
stars were shining brightly ere they
were able to proceed, and it was after
midnight when they at last reached
Charleston. Driving immediately to the
landing, Mr. Delafield, to his great joy,
found that the steamer bound for New
York still lay at the wharf and would
not start until morning. But was Rosa
Lee on board? That was a question
which puzzled him, and as there was no
way of satisfying himself until morn-
ing, he sat down in one of the state
rooms and rather impatiently awaited the
dawn of day.

k4 . . L (] . -

The hurry, the confusion and the ex-
citement of starting was over. We were
out upon the deep blue sea, and from the
window of my state room I watched the
distant shore as it slowly receded from
view, and felt that I was leaving the land
of sunlight and flowers. Notwithstand-
ing the fatiguing journey of the previous
day, I was better this morning than I
had been for many months before, for I
had slept quietly through the night.

An hour or two after breakfast Char-
lie came to me with a very peculiar ex-
pression in his face, and asked me to go
upon deck, saying the fresh breeze would
do me good. I consented willingly, and
throwing on my shawl and a simple Leg-
horn hat which had been of much service
to me at Cedar Grove, and which Mr.
Delafield had often said was very becom-
ing, I went out with Charlie, who led
me to the rear of the boat, wherc he
sald we were not so liable to be disturb-
ed. Seating me upon a small settee, he
asked to be excused for a few moments,
saying I should not be long alone. The
motion of the boat produced a slight diz-
siness in my head, and leaning my clbow
upon the arm of the settee, I shaded my
eyes with my hand and sat lost in thought
until I heard the sound of a footstep.

“It was Charlie,” 1 said, so I did not
look up, even when he sat down by my
side and wound his arm round me, wrap-
ping my shawl closer together, oh, so
gently! “Charlie is very tender of me
since my sickness,” I thought, and much
I loved that he should thus caress me.
It thrilled me strangely, bringing back
to my mind the night when I sat in the
vine-wreathed arbor. where I should nev<
er sit again.

For a moment there was perfect si-
lence, and I could hear the beating of
Charlie’s heart. Then leaning forward
and removing my hand from my eyes,
he pressed a kiss upon my lips and whis-
pered as he did so, “My own Rosa!”

Once, when I was apparently dying,
the sound of that voice had called me
back to life, and now with a cry of joy
I sprang to my feet, and turning round,
stood face to face with Richard Delafield,
who, stretching his arms toward me,
said, “Come to my bosom, Rosa. Hence-
forth it is your resting place.”

The shock was too much for me in my
weak state. A faintness stole over me,
and if I obeyed his command, it was be-
cause I could not help it. When I re-
turned to comsciousness, Richard’'s arms
were around me, and my head was rest-
ing upon his bosom, while he whispered
to me words which I leave to the imag-
ination, as I dare not give them to the
world. lest he—Uncle Dick I call him—
should be angry in his way, and I have
learned to be a very little afraid of him
since that morning when on board the
steamer “Delphine” we sat and talked
together of the past.

Wonderingly I listened while he told
me how long he had loved me; how it had
filled his heart with bitter grief when
he saw me about to marry enother; how
his sister had deceived him or he should
have spoken to me then; and how, in a
moment of temptation, when he stood
over my pillow, he had asked that I
might die, for he would far rather ¢hat
death should be his rival than a fellow-
man. Then as he thought how near I
had been to the dark valley he shudder-
ingly drew me closer to his side and told
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ton’s leaving me so abruptly, and how
sometimes, when 'a ray of hope was be-
ginning to dawn upon him, it had been
chilled by my manner, which he now un-
derstood.

“You esfinot conceive,” said he in con-
clusion, “what my feelings were yester
morn when I bade you adieu, nor yet
can you comprehend the overwhelming
delight I experienced when 1 read that
letter and felt that you wowjd at last be
mine.”

When he had ceased to speak, I took
up the story and told him of all my own
feelings, and that nothing would wver
have induced me to think for a woment
of becoming Dr. Clayton’s wife but the
belief that he. was cngaged to' Ada, a
story which I told him his sister afilrm-
ed when I went to her for. counsel.

“And so Angeline played a double
part,” said he, sighing deeply. “l never
thought she could be guilty of so much
deception, though I have always known
she was averse to my marrying any one,”

Of Ada he said that never for' a
moment had he been engaged to her.
“She is to me like a sister,” said le,
“and though I know she has many faults,
I am greatly attached to her, for we have
lived together many years. She was com-
mitted to my care by her father, and I
shall always be faithful to my trust. And
if, dear Rosa. in the future, circnm-
stances should render it necessary for
her to live with us, shall you object?
She cannot harm you now.”

He had talked to me much of his love,
but hot a word before had he said_ of
my -sharing his home at Magnolia Grove,
so I rather coquettishly answered, *‘You
talk of my living with you as a séttled
matter, and still you have not asked me
if I would.” !

A shadow .for a moment darkened his
face, and then with a very quizzical ex-
pression he made me a formal offer of
himsélf and fortune, asking me pointedly
if I would accept it, and—and—well, of
course I did what my readers knew I
would do when I first told them of the
dark man at the theater—I said “yes,”
and promised to return with him to Mag-
nolia Grove as soon as my health would
permit, which he was positive would be
in a very few weeks, for he should.be my

daily physician, and “love,” he said,
“would work miracles.”
Thus, you see, we were engaged—

Richard and I.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Over the New England hills the lmzy
light of a most glorious Indian summer
was shining, while the forest trees, in
their gorgeous array of crimson and gold,
lifted -their tall heads as proudly as if
they heard not in the distance the voice
of coming sorrows and the sighing of
winter winds. The birds had flown to
their Southern home, where I fondly
hoped® to meet them, for I was to he a
bride—Richard’'s bride—and the day for
my bridal had come. We had been ev-
erywhere—Richard and I—all over the
old Sunny Bank farm, sacred to me for
the many hallowed associations which
clustered round it, and very, very dear
to him because it was my childbood’s
home. So he told me when we stood for
the last time beneath the spreading
grape vine, and I pointed out to him
the place where, years before, I had lain
in the long green grass and wept over
the fickleness of one who was naught
to me now save a near friend. ;

Together we had sat in the old brown
school house—he in the big- arm chair,
and I—but no matter where I sat—when
I told him of the little romping gl with
yellow hair, who had there first learned
to con the alphabet and to trace:on the
gayly colored maps the boundary of
Georgia, little dreaming that her home
would one day be there. Then when I
showed him the bench where I had lain
when the faintness came over me, he
wound his arm closer around me—though
wherefore I do not know. Together, too,
we had gone over the old farm house, he
lingering longest in the room where I
was born, and when he thought I didn't
see him, gathering a withered leaf from
the rose bush which grew beneath the
window, and which I told him I had
planted when a little girl.

For a few days we lingered at my
mother’s fireside, and then, with the fall
of the first snowflake, we left for our
Southern home: Richard promising my
mother, who was loath to give me up,
that when the summer birds came back
and the roses were blooming agnin by
the door, he would bring his Rosa to
breathe once' more the air of her native
hills. We stopped at New' York, Phila-
delphia, Baltimore and Washington, and
it was not until the holidays were pass-
ed that we landed at last at Charleston
and took the cars for Chester, which we
reached about dark. X

With a loud cry of joy, Bill, who was
waiting for us, welcomed back his mas-
ter, and then almost crushing my fingers
in his big black hand, said, with a sly
wink, which he meant should be very cx-
pressive, “I know now what mars'r killed
dem hosses for!” at the same time mak-
ing some apology for the really sorry-
looking animals he was compelled to
drive in the place of the deceas®d I'erdi-
nand and Frederic. As we drove through
the town, I could not help contrasting
my present feclings with those of the
year before, when I thought I was leav-
ing it forever. Then, weary, sick and
wretched, T had looked through blinding
tears toward Magnolin Grove, which
was now my home, while at my side,
with his arm round me, was its owner—
my husband. ~

“You tremble, Rosa,” said he, ns we
drew'near the house, and he bade me be
calmer, saying the meeting between iny-
self and his sister would soon be bver.

But it was not that which 1 dreaded.
It was the presentation to his servants,
to whom I bore the formidable relation
of mistress, and for whose good opinion
I cared far more than I did for that of
the haughty Mrs. Lansing. Something
like this I said to Richard, who assured
me that his household would love me be-
cause I was his wife, if for no other rea-
son, and thus I found it to be. As we
drove into the yard; we were surprised
at seeing the house brilliantly lighted,
while through the open windows forms
of many persons were seen moving t
and fro. s 4

In a displeased tone of voice Richard
said, “It is Angeline’'s work, and I do
not like it, for you need rest, and are too
much fatigued to see any one to-night,
but I suppose it cannot be avoided. Ho,
Bill,” ‘he called to the driver, “who is
liere ?” Y 1

“Some ob de quality,” answered Bill,
adding ‘that “Miss Angeline done ’vite
‘em to see de bride.” <

“She might at least have consulted my
wishes,” said Richard, while my heart
sunk within me at being obliged to wmeet
strangers in my jaded condition.

Mrs. Lansing, it seems, had In her
mind a new piano for Lina, their pres-

" as the surest means of procuring ont, she

thought to please her brother by noticing
his bride. So in her xeal she rather oyer-
did the matter, inviting many of the vil-
lagers, some of whom were friendly to
me and some were not, though all, 1 be-
lieve, felt curions to see¢ how the “ple-
belan”—thus Ada termed ine—would de-

.mean herself us the wife of a Southern

planter.

Dusky faces, with white, shining cyes,
"peered round the corner of the building
as the carriage stopped before the door,
and more than,one whisper reached me.
“Dat’s she—de new miss, dat mars'c's
liftin’ so keerfully.”

Upon the pianza stood Mrs, Lansing,
her face wreathed in smiles, while at her
side, in flowing white muslin, were Ada
and Lina, the former of whom sprung
gayly down the steps, and with well-
feigned joy threw herself into the arms
of her guardian, who, after kissing Ler
affectionately, presented her to me, :ay-
ing, “Will Ada be ‘a sister to my wife?”

“Anything for. your sake,” answered
Ada, with rather more emphasis on your
than was quite pleasing to me.

Mrs. Lansing came next, and there
was something of hauteur in her manner
ns she.advanced, for much as she desirad
to please her brother, she was not yet
fully prepared to meet me as an equal.
But Richard knew the avenue to her
heart, and as he placed my hand in hers
he said, “For the sake of Jessie you will
love my bride, I am sure.”

This party was followed by many
more, and ere I was aware of it, Mrs.
Richard Delafield was quite a belle—
what she said, what she did, and what
she wore being pronounced au fait by
the fashionables of Chester. Upon all
this Ada looked jealously, never allow-
ing an opportunity to pass without speak-
ing slightingly of me, though always care-
fu) that Richard should not know of it.
In his presence she was vastly kind; sit-
ting at my feet, calling me “aunty,” and
treating me as if 1 had been twenty
years her senior. "

. Toward the middle of August, invita-
tions came for us to attend a large wed-
ding in Charleston. 1 was exceedingly
anxious to go, having heard much of the
bride, who was a distant relative of my
husband, and though'both he and Mrs.
Lansing raised every conceivable objec-
tion to my leaving home, I adroitly put
aeide all their arguments, and ere Rich-
ard fully realized that he had been coax-
ed into doing something he had fully de-
termined not to do, we were rattling
along in a dusty Charleston omnibus to-
ward one of the largest hotels, where

morning after our arrival, I went into
the public parlor, and as I seated my-
self at the piano I saw just across the
room, near an open window, a quiet,
intelligent looking lady, appdrently twen-
ty-six or twenty-seven years of age, and
near- her, sporting upon the carpet, was
a beautiful little girl, with flowing curls
and soft, dark eyes, which instantly riv-
eted my attention, they were so like
something I had seen before,

At the sound of the music she came to
my side, listened attentively, and when
I had finished, she laid one white, chub-
by hand on my lep and the other on the
keys, saying, ‘“Please play again; Rosa
like to hear you.”

“And so your name is Rosa?’ I an-
swered; “Rosa what?”

“Rosa Lee Clayton, and that's my new
ma,” she replied, pointing toward the
lady, whose usunally pale cheek was for
an instant suffused with a blush such
as brides only wear.

I knew now why I had felt interested
in the child. It was the father whom I
saw looking .at me through the eyes of
brown, and taking the little creature In
my arms, I was about to question her
of her sire, when an increasing glow on
the lady’s cheek and a footstep in the
hall told me he was coming.

The next moment he stood before me
—Dr. Clayton—his face perfectly unruf-
fled and wearing an expression of con-
tent, at least, if not perfect happiness.
1 was conscious of a faintness stealing
over me, but by a strong effort I shook
it off, and rising to my feet, I offered
him my hand, which he pressed, saying,
“This is Ipdeed a surprise, Rosa—I beg
your pardon, Mrs. Delafield, I suppose?”’

I nodded in the afiirmative, and was
about to say soniething more, when an-
other footstep approached, and my hus-
band’s tall figure darkened the doorway.
For an instant they both turned pale,
and Dr. Clayton grasped the piano nerv-
ously; but the shock soon passed away,

brief separation, so met these two men,
who but the year before had watchad
together over my pillow, praying the
one that I might live, and the other that
I might die.

[ ] [ ] . L ] L] L J .

The fervid héat of summer has passed,
and the hazy light which betokens the
fall of the leaf has come. On the north-
ern hills; they say, the November snows
have already fallen, but we are still hask-
ing in the soft sunlight of a most glorious
autumn; and as [ write, the south wind
comes in through the open window, whis-
pering to me of the fading flowers, whose
perfume it gathered as it floated along.
Just opposite me, in a willow chair, with
her head buried in a towering turban of
royal purple, sits Juno, a middle-aged
woman, nodding to the breeze, which oc-
casionally brushes past her so fast that
she lazily opens her eyes, and with her
long-heeled foot gives a jog to the rose-
wood crib wherein lies a little tiny thing
which was left here five weeks ago to-
day. Oh, how odd and funny it seemed
when Richard first laid on my arm a lit-
tle bundle of cambric and lace, and whis-
pered in my ear, “Would you like to see
our baby?”

Jessie was she baptized, Mrs. Lan-
sing’s tears falling like rain on the face
of the unconscious child, which she fold-
ed to her bosom as tenderly as if it had
indeed been her own lost Jessie come
back to her again. Upon Ada the urrival
of the stranger produced a novel effect,
overwhelming her with such a load of
modesty that she kept out of Richard’s
way nearly two weeks, and never once
came to see me until I was sitting up in
my merino morning gown, which she had
embroidered for me Lerself. Ada has a
very nice sense of propriety.

baby is waking, and at my request Juno
brings her to me, saying as she lays her
oh my lap, “She’s the berry pictur’ of
t'other Jessie,” and as her soft blue eyes
unclose and my hand rests on her curly
hair, which begins to look golden in the
sunlight, 1. too, think the same, and
with & throbbing heart I pray the Father
to save her from the early death which
came to our lost darling, “Jessle, the
Angel of The Pines.”
g , (The end.)

Stable Yard Gossip.

The Cow—Have you heard of this
new food they are making out of chop-
ped cornstalks?

The Horse—No; but they needn’t try
it on me. I won'’t touch it.

The Cow—0OND, it isn't for us. It’s for
human beings,

Used No Typewriter, Anyhow.
“Have you any system in doing your

work?”’ asked the inquisitive friend.
“Yes,” replied the struggling author
stifly. “I have always used the Spen-

we bow Le Lad woundered at Dr. Clu;

eut one being rather old-fashioned, ud‘

B

L.rln system.” v
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rooms had been engaged for us.  ‘The'

and then as friend meets friend after a

There is a rustling in the erib—-the’
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Dalrymen Want Retter Roads,
The dairy' farmers of the United
States are' wl:lmw:\k(e.uud progressive,
egpeclally where thelr Interests are

conceryed.  Recently they have been
catching the enthusfasm of the good
ronds movement. The National Dairy
Unlon Is one of the greutest favmers’
organigatipns in  the country. Its
power was shown' last year when it so-
cured ‘the ‘passage through Congress
of the oleomargarine bill. It looks now
as it the Union will take up the fight
for natlonal .aid in rond improvement.
Secretary Charles Y. Knight recently
expreased himself as follows concern-
ing the Brownlow bill: ~

“In company with hundreds of thou- |
sands of other people throughout the
United States, I am very much Inter-
ested in this bill. 1 have just returned
from a tour of Italy, France nn@ Eng-
land, where I had an opportunity to
observe the character of the roads in
those countries. Coming home and
looking over our miserable facilities
for getting around in the rural dis-
tricts, I made up my mind that it will
be necessary for this country to do as
European countries have done in order
to get good roads, I. e., have Govern-
ment aid.

“The National Dairy Union is organ-
lzed throughout the North- in every
Congressional district which has any
amount of agricultural constituency,
and I am firmly of the opinion that
the progressive farmers who are dairy-
men will be In favor of the bill for na-
tional aid. I am so much interested In
its success that I am willing to ‘use
my influence to have pur dairy farmers
petition for the passdge of this bIll. T
would be willing to give several hun-
dred dollars out of ‘'my own pocket to
see the roads-of this country improved

like }%se of France.” .

To many it will doubtless be news
to learn that something very simlilar
to the proposed co-operation of State
and nation has been going on for many
yvears. In the bullding of Mississippl
levees. In a recent report on this sub-
ject Col. Amos Stickney, President of
the Mississippi River Commission,
said:

“The allotment for levees .for the
fiscal year ending June 30, 1903, was
$1,000,000, and the expenditure of n
like amount, under contract, is author-
ized for the. ensuing year.

“The total amount expended by the
United States upon levees from the be-

to June 30, 1902, is $16,580,614.17. The\yg

ginning of that class of work in 1882 :
total contents of’ levees long the Mls—%“ o

sissipp! River is now about 170,000,000
cubic yards, about one-half of which
has been placed by the United States,
the other half being the work of State
and local boards. The amount of mon-
ey expended by these organizations Is
not known. -

“There are ordinarily no restrictions
placed upon the expenditure of allot-
ments, but all allotments are ‘some-
times determined by the amount of
work that local authorities can do in
connection with or supplementing gov-
ernment work to make it more effec-
tive.

“The funds applied by the State and
by local boards are understood to be
derived from speclal taxes authorized .
by the respective Legislatures.” :

Here we have just such a co-opera-
tion between the Federal Government
on the one hand, the States and local
committees on the other, as is proposed
in the Brownlow bill, although not car-
ried out under specific act of Congress.

Placed There Years Ago.

When Senator Gorman was a young
man and was fllling a position under
the body of which he is now a mer-
ber, he and others took occasion
place their names and some coin in
the bullding to remain for all time,

It was nearly fifty years ago, says
the Washington Star, and three or four
of the officers and employes of the
Senate, sitting in the vice president’s
room, ncticed that the base of the
east column of the north .front had
been set and the column was being
ralsed.

One suggested that itheir names be
written .and with c¢oins of that date
be placed in the Lewls hole of the
block and It was done. Then they
saw the montar spread and the column
put in place. Doubtless Senator Gor-

‘man had at that time little idea that

he should occupy the position he now
holds.

When the work of erecting the shaft
of the Washington monument was re-
¢ommenced August 7, 1880, it having
been suspended before the civil war,
President Hayes and others placed
their initials and the date in the struc-

ture. The shaft was then 170 feet
high. An eagle ($10) was stamped '

“R. B. H. 87, 1880, for the presi-
dent. The others on the platform pro-
ducing colns, silver or gold, some as
low as a quarter, they were marked
and as the stone was being ralsed the
coins were placed in.the mortar.
Some. noticed the figures “8-7,” and
suggested they represented the vote of
the electorial commission.
’

Auto of Roses.

The druggist smiles at:the chauffeur
who enters. Without a .word he’ goes
to his perfume case, takes from it a
small phial of extract, receives a dol-
lar from the automobilist and bows
him politely out, | !

“I'm selling lots of that odor,” he
says. !

“What is it?” asks the man lean.
ing against the cigar case.

“Auto of roses.”

“Auto? You mean attar.”

“No; I mean auto. It is essence of
roses, with a dash of gasoline. It is
manufactured especlally for motor-
ists.”—Judge.

A Radical Change.
“Frisble  and Thornton are not

friends any more,” sald Bloobumper

to Spatts.
“Why, they used to swear by each
°th".” t ¢
“Well, now they swear at

each
other.”—Detroit Free Press. “




