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LADY BETTY'S INDISCRETION.

“Horry! I'm sick todeath of it!”

There was a servant in the room gather-
ing the teacups, but Lady Betty Stafford,
having been brought up in the purple, was
not to be deterred from speaking her mind
by a servant. Her cousin was either more
prudent or less vivacious; he did not an-
swer on the instant, but stood looking
through one of the windows at the leafless
trees and slow-drooping rain in the Mall,
and only turned when Lady Betty pet-
tishly repeated her statement.

“Had a bad time?” he then vouchsafed,
dropping into a chair near her, and look-

ing first at her in a good-natured way, and
then at his boots, which he seemed to ap-
prove.

“Horrid !” she replied.

“Many people here?”

“Hordes of them! Whole tribes?” she
exclaimed. She was a little lady, plump
and pretty, with a pale, clear complexion
and bright eyes. “I am bored beyond be-
lief. And—and I have not seen Stafford
since morning,” she added.

“Cabinet Council ?”

“Yes !” she answered, viciously. “A Cab-
inet Council, and a Privy Council, and a
Board of Trade, and a Board of Green
Cloth, and all the other Boards. Horry, I
am sick to death of it! What’s the use of
it all ?”

“Country go to the dogs !” he said orac-
ularly, still admiring his boots.

“Let it!” she retorted, not relenting a
whit. “I wish it would ; I wish the dogs
Jjoy of it!”

He made an extraordinary effort at dif-
fuseness. “I thought,” he said, “that you
were becoming political, Betty. Going to
write something, and all that.”

“Rubbish! But here is Mr. Atley. Mr.
Atley, will you have a cup of tea?” she
continued, speaking to the newcomer.
“There will be some here, presently.
Where is Mr. Stafford ?”

“Mr. Stafford will take a cup of tea in
the library, Lady Betty,” replied the Sec-
retary. “He asked me to bring it to him.
He is copying an important paper.”

Sir Horace forsook his boots, and in a
fit of momentary interest, asked, “They
have come to terms ?”

The Secretary nodded. Lady Betty
said “Pshaw!” A man brought in the
fresh teapot. The next moment Mr. Staf-
ford himself came quickly into the room,
an open telegram in his hand.

Henodded pleasantly to his wife and her
cousin. But his thin, dark face wore—it
generally did—a preoccupied look. Coun-
try people to whom he was pointed out on
the streets called him, according to their
political leanings, either insignificant or a
prig, or a “dry sort;” or sometimes said,
“How young he is!” But those whose fate
it was to face the Minister in the House
knew that there was something in him
more to be feared even than his imper-
turbability, his honesty, or his precision—
and that was a sudden warmth, which was
apt to carry away the House at unexpected
times. On one of these occasions, it was
rumored, Lady Betty Champion had seen
him and fallen in love with bim. Why he
had thrown the handkerchief to her—well
that was another matter; and whether the
apparently incongruous match would an-
swer—that, too, remained to be seen.

“More telegrams?”’ she cried now. “It
rains telegams! How I hate them!”

“Why ?” hesaid. “Why should you?”
He really wondered.

She made a face at him.
tea,” she said abruptly.

“Thank you; you are very good,” he re-
plied. He took the cup and set it down
absently. “Atley,” he continued, speak-
ing to the Secretary, “you have not cor-
rected the report of my speech at the club,
have you? No, I know you have had no
time. Will you run your eye over it pres-
ently and see if it is all right, and send it
to the Times—I do no think I need see it—
by 11 o'clock at the latest? The editor,”
he added, tapping the pink paper in his
hand, “seemed to doubt us. I havetogo to
Fitzgerald’s now, so you must copy Lord
Pilgrimstone’s terms, too, please. I had
meant to do it myself, but I shall be with
you before you have finished.”

“What are the terms?” Lady Betty
asked. “Lord Pilgrimstone has not agreed
to—"

“To permit me to communicate them !”
he replied with a grave smile. “No. So
you must pardon me, my dear. I have

assed my word for absolute secrecy. And,
indeed, it is important to me as to Pil-
grimstone that they shonld not be di-
vulged.”

“They are sure to leak out,” she retorted.
“They always do.”

“Well, it will not be through me, I
hope.”

ghe stamped her foot on the carpet. I
should like to get them and send them to
the Ttimes!” she exclaimed, her eyes flash-
ing—he was so provoking! “And let all
the world know them! I should!”

He looked his astonishment, while the
other two laughed softly, partly to avoid
embarrassment, perhaps. My lady often
said these things, and no one took them
seriously.

“You had better play the Secretary for
once, Lady Betty,” said Atley, who was re-
lated to his chief. “You will then be able
to satisfy your curiosity. Shall I resign
pro tem.?”

She looked eagerly at her husband for
the third part of a second—looked for
assent, perhaps. But she read no playful-
ness in his face, and her own fell. He was
thinking about other things. ‘“No,” she
said, almost sullenly, dropping her eyes to
the carpet; “I should mnot spell well
enough.”

Soon after that they dispersed, this be-
ing Wednesday, Mr. Stafford’s day for din-
ing out. Every one knows that Ministers
dine only twice a week in session—on
Wednesday and Sunday; and Sunday is
often sacred to the children where there
are any, lest they should grow up and not
know their father by sight. Lady Betty
came into the library at a quarter to eight,
and found her husband stiil at his desk, a
pile of papers before him waiting for his
signature. As a fact, he had only just sat
down, displacing his Secretary, who had
gone up stairs to dress.

“Stafford I” she said.

She did not seem quite at her ease, but
his mind was troubled, and he failed to
notice this. “Yes, my dear,” he answered

litely, shuffling the papers before him
into a heap. He knew he was late, and he
could see that she was dressed. “Yes, [am

oing up stairs this minute. I have not
%orgotten." )

“It is not that,” she said, leaning with
one hand on the table; “I want to ask

ou—"

“My dear, you really must tell it me in
the carriage.” He was on his feet already,
making some hasty preparations. “Where
are we to dine? At the Duke’s? Then we
shall have nearly 2 mile todrive. Willnot
that do for you? He was working hard
while he spoke. There was a great oak

st box within reach, and another box for
etters which were to bedelivered by hand,
and he was thrusting a handful of notes
into each of these. Other packets he
swept into different drawers of the table.
Still standing, he stooped and signed his
name to hali a dozzen letters, which he
left open on the blotting pad. “Atley will
see to these when he is dressed,” he mur-
mured. “Would you oblige me by locking
the drawers, my dear—it will save me a
minute—and giving me the keys when I
come down ?” &

He went off then, two or three papers In
his hand, and almost ran up stairs. La_d‘y
Betty stood « moment on the spot on which
he had left her, looking in an odd way—
just as if it were new to her—round the

ve, spacious room, with its somber
panish-leather-covered furniture, its pon-
derous writing tables and shelves of books,
its three lofty, curtained windows. When

. her eyes at last came back to the lamp, and

“Here is your

Pl

;|
dwelt on it, they were very bright, and her
face was ﬂm}x1 . Her forgt conl;l behheud
tapping on the carpet. Presently she re-
membered herself and fell to wgrk, vehe-
mently slamming such drawers as were
open and locking them.

The private secretary found her doing
this when he came in. She muttered some-
thing—still stooping with her face over the
drawers—and almost immediately went
out. He looked after her, partly iemuse
there was something odd in her manner—{
she kept her face averted—and J)artly be-
cause she was wearing a new and strikin,
gown, and he admired her; and he noticed,
as she a(S-msssed through the doorway, that
she had some papers held down by her
side. But, of course, he thought nothing
of this.

He was hopelessly late for his own din-
ner party, and only stopped a moment to
slip the letters just signed into envelopes
prepared for them. Then he made hastily
for the door, opened it, and came into ab-
rupt collision with Sir Horace, who was
strolling in.

% pardon !” said that gentleman,
with irritating placidity. “Late for din-
ner ?”

“Rather !” cried the secretary, trying to
get round him.

“Well,” drawled the other, “which is
the hand box, old fellow ?”

“It has just been cleared. Here, give it
tome. The messenger is in the hall
now.”

And Atley snatched the letter from his
companion, the two going out into the hail
together. Marcus, the butler, a couple of
tall footmen, and the messenger were sort-
ing letters at the table. “Here, Marcus,”
said the secretary, pitching his letter on
the slab, “let that go with the others. And
is my hansom here ?”

In another minute he was speeding one
way and the Staffords in their brougham
another, while Sir Horace walked at his
leisure down to his club. The Minister
and his wife drove along in silence, for he
forgot to ask her what she wanted, and,
strange to say, Lady Betty forgot to tell
him. At the party she made quite a sen-
sation. Never had she seemed more reck-
lessly gay, more piquant, more audaciously
witty than she showed herself this even-
ing. There were illustrious personages
present, but they paled beside her. The
Duke, with whom she was a great favor-
ite, laughed at her sallies until he could
laugh no more, and even her husband, her
very husband, forgot for a time the coun-
try and the crisis, and listened, half proud
and half afraid. But she was not aware of
this. She could not see his face where
she was sitting. To all seeming she never
looked that way. She was quite a model
society wife.

Mr. Stafford himself was an early riser.
It was his habit to be up by 6, to make his
own coffee over aspirit lamp, and then not
only to get through much work in his
dressing-room, but to take his daily ride
also before breakfast. On the morning
after the Duke’s party, however, he lay
later than usual; and as there was more
business to be done—owing to the crisis—
the canter in the park had to be omitted.
He was still among his papers—though
momentarily awaiting the breakfast gong,
when a hansom cab, driven at full speed,
stopped at the door. He glanced up wear-
ily as he heard the doors of the cab flung
open with a crash. There had been a
time when the stir and bustle of such ar-
rivals had been sweet toc him—not so sweet
as to some, for he had never been deeply
in love with the parade of office—but
sweeter than to-day, when they were no
more to him than the creaking of the mill
to the camel that turns it blindfolded and
in darkness.

Naturally he was thinking of Lord Pil-
grimstone this morning, and guessed, be-
fore he opened the note which the servant
brought®into him, who wasits writer. But
its contents had, nevertheless, an electrical
effect upon him. His browred dened.
With a quite unusual display of emotion
he sprang to his feet, crushing the frag-
ment of paper in his fingers. “Who
brought this?” he jasked sharply. “Who
brought it?” he repeated before the ser-
vant could explain.

The man had never seen him so moved.
“Mr. Scratchley, sir,” he answered.

“Ha! Then, show him into the library,”
was the quick reply. And while the serv-
ant went to do his bidding the Minister
hastily changed his dressing-gown for a
coat, and ran down a private staircase,
reaching the room he had mentioned by
one door as Mr. Scratchley, Lord Pilgrim-
stone’s secretary, entered it through an-
other.

By that time he had regained his com-
posure, and looked much as usual. Still,
when he held up the crumpled note, there
was a brusqueness in the gesture which
would have surprised his ordinary ac-
quaintances, and did remind Mr. Scratch-
ley of certain “warm nighws” in the
House. “You know the contents of this,
Mr. Scratchley ?” he said, without pre-
lude, and in a tome which matched his
gesture.

The visitor bowed. He was a grave,
middle-aged man, who seemed oppressed
and burdened by the load of cares and re-
sponsibilities which his smiling chief car-
ried so jauntily. People said that he was
the proper complement of Lord Pilgrim-
stone, as the more volatile Atley was of his
leader.

“Aud you are aware,” continued Mr.
Stafford, still more harshly, “that Lord
Pilgrimstone gives yesterday’s agreement
to the winds ?”

i “I have never seen his Lordship so
deeply moved,” replied the discreet one.

“He says: ‘Our former negotiation was
ruined by premature talk, but this last dis-
closure can only be referred to treachery
or gross carelessness’ What does this
mean? I know of no disclosure, Mr.
Scratchley. I must have an explanation,
and you, I presume, are here to give me
one.”

For a moment the other seemed taken
aback. “You have not seen the Tlimes?”
he murmured.

“This morning’s? No. Bat here it is.”

He snatched it as he spoke from a table
at his elbow and unfolded it. The secre-
tary approached and pointed to the head
of a column—the most conspicuous, the
column most readily to be found in the
paper. “They are crying it at every street
corner I passed,” he added, apologetically.
“There is nothing to be heard in St. James
street and Pall Mall but ‘Detailed Pro-
gramme of the Coalition.’ The other
dailies are striking off second editions to
contain it

Mr. Stafford’s eyes were riveted to the
paper, and there was a long pause—a pause
on his part of dismay and consternation.
He could scarcely—to repeat a common
phrase—believe his eyes. “It seems,” he
muttered at length—*"it seems fairly accu-
rate—a tolerably precise account, indeed.”

“It is a verbatim copy,” said the secre-
tary, dryly. “The question is, who fur-
nished it? Lord Pilgrimstone, I am au-
thorized to say, has not permitted his note
of agreement to pass out of his possession—
even up to the present moment.”

“And so he concludes”—the Minister
said thoughtfully—*"it is a fair infereace
enough, perhaps, that the Trmes must have
procured its information from my note ?”

“No ! the secretary objected sharply
and forcibly. “It is not a matter of infer-
ence, Mr. Stafford. I am directed to say
that. I have inquired, early as it is, at
the Times office, and learned that the copy
printed came directly from the hands of
your messenger.” ;

“Of my messenger ! cried Mr. Stafford,
thunderstruck. “You are sure of that?”

] am sure that the sub-editor says so.”

And again there wasa silence. “This
must be looked into,” said Mr. Stafford at
length, controlling himself by an effort.

“For the present I a with Lord Pil-
grimstone, that it alters the position—and
perhaps finally.” : =

“Lord Pilgrimstone will' be damaged in
the eves of a large section of his supporters
—seriously damaged,” said Mr. Scatchley,

“Possibly. From every point of view the

ing is to be deplored. But I will call
on Lord Pilgrimstone,” continued the
Mi’lyl,ister, “after lunch. Will you tell him
s0?
_ A curious embarrassment showed itself
in the secretary’s manner. He twisted his
hat in his hands and looked suddenly sick
and sad—as if he were about to join in the
groan at a prayer-meeting. “Lord Pil-
grimstone,” he said, in a voice he vainly
strove to render commonplace, “is going to
the Sandown Spring meeting to-day.”

The tone was really so lugubrious—to
sag nothing of a shake of the head with
which he could not help accompanying the
statement—that a faint smile played on
Mr. Stafford’s lip. “Then I must take the
next possible opportunity, I will see him
to-morrow.”

Mr. Scratchley assented to that and
bowed himself out, after another word or
two, looking more gloomy and careworn
than usual. The interview had not been
altogether to his mind. He wished now
that he had spoken more roundly to Mr.
Stafford ; perhaps even asked for a cate-
gorical denial of the charge. But the Min-
ister's manner had overawed him. He
had found it impossible to put the ques-
tion. And then the pitiful, degrading cen-
fession he had had to make for Lord Pil-
grimstone! That had put the coping
stone to his dissatisfaction.

“Oh!” sighed Mr. Scratchley, as he
stepped into his cab, “Oh, that men so
great should stoop to things so little [”

It did not occur to him that there is a
condition of things even more sad—when
little men meddle with great things.

Meanwhile Mr. Stafford, left alone, stood
at the window deep in unpleasant thoughts,
from which the entrance of the batler,
sent to summon him to breakfast, first
aroused him. “Stay a moment, Marcus!”
he said, turning with a sigh as the man was
leaving the room after doing his errand,
“I want to ask you a question: Did you
make up the messenger’s bag last even-
ing?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you notice a letter addressed to the
Times office ?”

The servant had prepared himself to
cogitate, but he found it unnecessary.
“Yes, sir,” he replied smartly. “Two.”

“Two ?” repeated Mr. Stafford, dismay in
his tone, though this was just what he had
reason to expect.

“Yes, sir. There was one I took from
the hand-box and one Mr. Atley gave me
in the hall at the last moment,” explained
the butler.

“Ha! Thank you, Marcus. Then ask
Mr. Atley if he will kindly come to me.
No doubt he will be able to tell me what
I want to know.”

The words were commonplace, but the
speaker’s anxiety was so evident that Mar-
cus when he delivered the message—which
he did with all haste—added a word or
two of warning. “It is about a letter to
the Times, sir, 1 think. Mr. Stafford
seemed a good deal put out,” he said, con-
fidentially.

“Indeed ?” Atley replied. “I will go
down.” And he started at once. But be-
fore he reached the library he met some
one. Lady Betty looked out of the break-
fast room and saw him descending the
stairs with the butler behind him.

“Where is Mr. Stafford, Marcus?”’ she
asked impatiently, as she stood with her
hand on the door. “Good morning, Mr.
Atley,” she added, her eyes descending to
him. “Where is my husband ? The coffee
is getting quite cold.”

“He has just sent to ask me to come to
him,” Atley answered. *“Marcus tells me
there is something in the Times which has
annoyed him, Lady Betty ; I willsend him
up as quickly as I can.”

But Lady Betty had not stayed to re-
ceive this last sentence. She had drawn
back and shut the door smartly; yet not
so quickly but that the private secretary
had seen her change color. “Umph!” he
ejaculated to himself—the lady was not
much given to blushing as a rule—“I won-
der what is wrong with her this morning.
She is not generally rude—to me.”

It was not long before he got some light
on the matter, “Come here, Atley,” said
his employer, the moment he entered the
library. “Look at this!”

The secretary took the Tlimes, folded
back at the important column, and read
the letter. Meanwhile the Minister read
the secretary. He saw surprise and con-
sternation on his face, but no trace of guilt.
Then he told him what Marcus said about
the two letters which had gone the pre-
vious evening from the house, addressed to
the Times office. “One,” he said, “con-
tained the notesof my speech. Theother—”

“The other—" replied the secretary,
thinking while he spoke, “was given to
me at the last moment by Sir Horace. I
threw it to Marcus in the hall.”

“Ah!” said his chief, trying very hard
to express nothing by the exclamation, but
not quite succeeding. “Did you see that
the letter was addressed to the editor of
the Times #”

The secretary reddened and betrayed
sudden confusion. *“I did,” he said hur-
riedly. “Isaw so much of the address as
I threw the letter on the slab, though I
thought nothing of it at the time.”

Mr. Stafford looked at him fixedly.
“Come,” he said, “this is a grave matter,
Atley. You noticed. I can see, the hand-
writing. Was it Sir Horace's ?”

“No,” replied the secretary.

“Whose was it ?”

«] think—I think, Mr. Stafiord, that it
was Lady Betty’s. But I should be sorry,
having seen it only for a moment, to say
for certain.”

“Lady Betty’s ?”

Mr. Stafford repeated the exclamation
three times, in pure surprise, in anger, a
third time in trembling. In thislast stage
he walked away to the window, and, turn-
ing his back on his companion, looked out.
He recalled at once his wife’s petulant ex-
clamation of yesterday, the foolish desire
expressed, as he had supposed 1n jest. Had
she really been in earnest? And had she
carried out her threat? Had she—his wife
—done this thing so compromising to his
honor, so mischievous to the country, so
mad, reckless, wicked? Impossible. It was
impossible. And yet—and yet Atley was
a man to be trusted, a gentleman, his own
relation! And Atley’s eye was not likely
to be deceived in a matter of handwriting.
That Atley had made up his mind he could
see.

The statesman turned from the window
and walked to and fro, his agitation be-
trayed by his step. The third time he
passed in front of his secretary—who had
riveted his eyes to the Times and appeared
to be reading the money article—he
stopped. “If this be true—mind I say it,
Atley—" he cried, jerkily, “what was my
wife's motive? I am in the dark! blind-
folded! Help me! Tell me what has
been passing around me that I have not
seen. You would not have my wife—a
sp.v ?,’

“No! no! no!” cried the other, as he
dropped the paper, his vehemence and his
working features showing that he felt the
pathos of the appeal. “It is not that. Lady
Betty is jealous, if I may venture to judge,
of your devotion to politics. She sees
little of you. You are wrapped up in

ublic affairs and matters of state. She
?eels herself neglected and set aside. And
she has been married no more than a
year.”

“But she has her society,” objected the
Minister, compelling himself to speak
calmly, “and her cousins and—and many
other things.”

“For which she does not care,” returned
the secretary.

1t was a simple amswer, but something
in it touched a tender place. Mr. Stafford
winced and cast a queer, startled look at
the speaker. Before he could reply, how-
ever—if he intended to reply—a knock

came at the deor, and Marcus put im his
head. “My lady is waiting breakfast, sir,”
he suggested, timidly. What could a poor
butler do between an impatient mistress
and an obdurate master?

shaking his head and frowning.
\

“T will come,” said Mr. Stafford, hastily.

“T will come at once. For this matter,
Atley,” he continued, when the door was
closed again, “let it rest for the present
where it is. I am aware I can Sepend
upon your’—he paused, seeking a word—
“your discretion. One thing is certain,
however. There is an end of the arrange-
ment made yesterday. Probably the
Queen will send for Templetown. I shall
see Lord Pilgrimstone to-morrow, but
probably that will be the end of it.”
Atley went away marveling at his cool-
ness ; trying to retrace the short steps of
their conversation, and so to discern how
far the Minister had gone with him, and
where he had turned off upon a resolution
of hisown. He failed to see the clue,
however, and marveled still more as the
day went on and otherssucceeded it—days
of political crisis. Out of doors the world,
or that little jot of it which has its center
at Westminster was in confusion. The
newspapers, morning and evening, found
ready sale, and had no need of recourse to
murder panics or prurient discussions. The
Coalition scandal, the resignation of Min-
isters, the sending for Lord This and Mr.
That, the certainty of a dissolution, pro-
vided matters enough. Inall this Atley
found nothing to wonder at. He had seen
it all before. That which did cause him
surprise was the calm—the unnatural calm,
as it seemed to him—which prevailed in
the house in Carlton Terrace. For a day
or two, indeed, there was much going to
and fro, much closeting and button-holing;
for rather longer the secretary read anx-
iety and apprehension in one countenance
—Lady Betty’s. But things settled down.
The knocker presently found peace—such
comparative peace as falls to knockers in
Carlton Terrace. Lady Betty’s brow grew
clear as her eye found no reflection of its
anxiety in Mr. Stafford’s face. In a word,
the secretary failed to discern the faintest
sign of domestic trouble.
The late Minister indeed was taking
things with wonderful coolness. Lord
Pilgrimstone had failed to taunt him,
and the triumph of old foes had fziled to
d him fo a last effort.  Apparently it
ad occurred to him that the country
might for a time exist without him. He
was standing aside with a shade on his
face, and there were rumors that he would
take a long holiday.
A week saw all these things happen.
And then, one day as Atley sat writing in
the library, Mr. Stafford being out, Lady
Betty came into the room for something.
Rising to find her what she wanted, he was
holding the door open for her to pass out,
when she paused.
“3hut the door Mr. Atley,” she said,
pointing to it. “I want to ask you a ques-
tion.”
“Pray do, Lady Betty,” he answered.
“It is this,” she said, meeting his eyes
boldly, and a brighter, a more dainty little
creature than she looked then, had seldom
tempted man. “Mr. Stafford’s resignation
—had it anything, Mr. Atley, to do with”
—her face colored a very little—“some-
thing that was in the ZTimes this day
week ?”
His own cheek colored violently enough.
“If ever,” he was saying to himself, “I
meddle or mar between husband and wife
again, may I—" But aloud he answered
quietly, “Something, perhaps.” The ques-
tion was sudden. Her eyes were on bis
face:. He found it impossible to prevari-
cate. “Something, perhaps,” he said.
“My husband has never spoken to me
abeut it,” she replied, breathing qnuickly.
He bowed, having no words adapted to
the situation. But he repeated his resolu-
tion (as above) more furiously.
“He nas never appeared even aware of
it,” she persisted. “Are you sure that he
saw it ?”
He wondered at her innocence or her
audacity. That such a baby should do so
much mischief! The thought irritated
him. “It was impossible that he should
not see it, Lady Betty,” he said with a
touch of asperity. ‘“Quite impossible !”
“Ah!” she replied, with a faint sigh.
“Well, he has never spoken to me about
it. And you think it really had some-
thing to do with his resignation, Mr.
Atley?”
“Most certainly,” he said. He was not
inclined to spare her this time.
She nodded thoughtfully, and then,with
a quiet “Thank you,” went out.
“Well,” muttered the secretary to him-
self when the door was fairly shut be-
hind her, “she is—upon my word, she is
a fool! And he’—appealing to the ink-
stand—“he has never said a word to her
about it. He is a new Don Quixote! a
second Job! a new Sir Isaac Newton! I
do not know what to call him !”
It was Sir Horace, however, who pre-
cipitated the catastrophe. He happened
to come in about tea time that afternoon,
before, in fact, my lady had an opportun-
ity of seeing her husband. He found her
alone and in a brown study—a thing most
unusual with her, and portending some-
thing. He watched her for a time in
silence, seemed to draw courage from a
still longer inspection of his boots, and

then said: “So the cart is clean over,
Betty ?”
She nodded.

“Driver much hurt ?”

“Do you mean does Stafford mind it ?”
she replied impatiently.

He nodded.

“Well, T do not know. It is hard to

”

“Think so?” he persisted.

“Good gracious, Horry!” my lady re-
torted, losing patience, “I say I do not know,
and you say, ‘Think so!” If you want to
learn so particularly ask him yourself.
Here he is!”

Mr. Stafford had just entered the room.
Perhaps she really wished to satisfy herself
as to the state of his feelings. Perhapsshe
only desired in her irritation to put her
cousin in a corner. At any rate she cooll
turned to her husband and said: “Here is
Horace wishing to know if you mind being
turned out much ?”

Mr. Stafford’s face flushed a little at the
home thrust which no one else would have
dared to deal him. But he showed no dis-

leasure. “Well, not so much as I should
have thought,” he answered frankly, paus-
ing to weigh a lump of sugar, and, as it
seemed, his feelings. “There are compensa-
tions, you know.”

“Pity all the same those terms came out,”
grunted Sir Horace.

“It was.”

“Stafford!” Lady Betty struck in on a
sudden, speaking fast and eagerly, “is it
true, I want to ask you, is it true that that
led you to resign?”’

Naturally he was startled, and even
showed that he was. She was the last
person whom he had expected to ask that
question, but this long training in self-
control stood him in good stead.

“Well, yes,” he said quietly.

It was better, he was thinking, indeed it
was only right, that she should know what
she had done. But hedid not look at her.

“Wasit only that?” she asked again.

This time he weighed his answer. He
thought her persistency odd. But again he
assented.

“Yes,” he said gravely. “Only that, I
think. But for that I should have re-
mained in—with Lord Pilgrimstone of
course. Perhaps things are better as they
are, my dear.”

Lady Betty sprang from her seat with
all her old vivacity. “Well!” she cried,
“well, I am sure! Then why, I should
like to know, did Mr. Atley tell me that
my letter to the ZTimes had something to
do with it ?”

“«Did not say so,” quoth Sir Horace.
“Absurd !

“Yes, he did,” cried Lady Betty, so
fiercely that the rash speaker, who had re-
turned to his boots, fairly shook in them.
“You were not there ! How do you know ?”

“Don’t know,” admitted Sir Horace,
meekly.

“But_stay, stay a moment " gaid Mr.
Stafford, getting In a word with difficulty.
It was strange if his wife could talk so
calmly of her misdeeds, and before a third

¥, too. “What letter to the Times did

Atley mean ?”

“My letter about the Women’s e,”
she explained earnestly. “You did not
see it? Ne, I thought not. But Mr. At-
ley would have it that you had, and that
it had something to do with your goin
out. Horace told me at the time tg?lt
ought not to send it without consulting
you. But I did, because you said you
could not be bothered with it—I mean you
said you were busy, Stafford. And so I
thought I would ask if it had done any
harm, and Mr. Atley— What is the mat-
ter, Stafford?” she cried, breaking off
sharply at the sight of the change in his
face. “Did it do harm?”

“No, no,” he answered: “Only I never
heard of this letter before. What made
you write it ?”

“Well,” said Lady Betty, while she col-
ored violently and became on a sudden
very shy—like most young authors. “I
wanted to be in the swim with you, don’t
you know.”

Mr. Stafford murmured “Oh !”

Thanks to his talk with Atley he read
the secret of that sudden shyness. And
confusion poured over him more and
more. It caused him to give way to im-
gulse in a manner which a moment’s re-
ection would have led him to avoid.
“Then it was not you,” he exclaimed un-
warily, “who sent Pilgrimstone’s terms to
the Times?”’

“I?” she exclaimed in an indescribable
tone, and with eyes like saucers.- “I?” she
repeated.

“Gad!” cried Sir Horace, and looked
about for a way of escape.

“I?” she continued, struggling between
wrath and wonder. “I betray you to the
Times! And you thought so, Stafford ?”
Then there was silence in the room for a
moment—a long moment during which the
cool, imperturbable statesman, the hard
man of the world, did not know where to
turn his eyes. “There were circumstances
—several circumstances,” he muttered at
last, “which made—which forced me to
think so.”

“And Mr. Atley thought so ?”” she asked.
He nodded. “Oh, that tame cat!” she
cried, her eyes flashing.

Then she seemed to meditate while her
husband gazed at her, a prey to conflicting
emotions, and Sir Horace made himself as
small as possible. “I see,” she continued
presently, in a different tone. “Only—
only if you theught that, why did you
never say anything? Why did you not
scold me, beat me, Stafford? I do not—
do not understand.”

“I thought,” he explained, in despair—
he had so mismanaged matters—“that per-
haps I had left you—out of the swim, as
you call it, Betty. That I had not treated
you very well, and after all it might be
my own fault.”

“And you said nothing!
to say nothing ?”

He nodded.

“(3ad!” cried Sir Horace, very softly.
But Lady Betty said nothing. She
turned, after a long look at her husband,
and went straight out of the room, her eyes
wet with tears. The two men heard her
pause a moment on the landing and then
flit up stairs and shut the door. But her
foot, even to their gross ears, seemed to
touch the stairs as if it loved them, and
there was a happy lingering in the very
slamming of the door.

They looked, when she had left them,
anywhere but at one another. Sir Horace
sought inspiration in his boots, and pres-
ently found it. “Wonder who did it then?”
he burst out at last.

“Ah! I wonder,” replied the ex-Minis-
ter, descending at a bound from the rosy,
tumbled cloudland to which his thoughts
had borne him. “I never pushed the in-
uiry; you know why now. But they
should be able to enlighten us at the Times
office. We could learn in whose hand-
writing the copy was, at any rate. Itis
not well to have spies about us.”

“T can tell you in whose handwriting
they say it was,” said Sir Horace, bluntly.
“In whose ?”

“In Atley’s.”

Mr. Stafford did not look sarprised.
Instead of answering he thought. And
the result was that he presently left the
room in silence. When he came back he
had a copy of the Times in his hand, and
his face wore a look of perplexity. “I
have read the riddle,” hesaid, “and yet it
is a riddle to me still. I never found time
before to read the report of my speech at
the club. It occurred to me to look at it
now. It is full of errors, so full thatit is
clear the printers had not the corrected
proof Atley prepared. Therefore I conclude
that Atley’s ccpy of the terms went to the
Tlimes instead of the speech. But how was
the mistake made ?”

“That is the question.”

Happily the private secretary came into
the room at this juncture. “Atley,” Mr.
Stafford said at once, “I want you. Carry
your mind back a week—to this day week.
Are you sure that you sent the report of
my speech at the club to the Times ?”

“Am I sure?” replied the other confi-
dently, nothing daunted by being so ab-
ruptly challenged. “I am quite sure I
did, sir. I remember the circumstances.
I found the report—it was typewritten,
you remember—lying on the blotting pad
when I came down dressed for dinner. I
slip;{:}d it into an envelope and put it in
the box. I can see myself doing it now.”
“But how do you know that it was the
report you put in the envelope?”’

“You hmf indossed it ‘Corrected report.
—W. Stafford.’” replied Atley trium-
phantly.

“Ah?’ said Mr. Stafford, dropping his
hands and eyes and sitting down suddenly,
“] remember! My wife came in, and—
yes, my wife came in.”—The Cornki¥ Mag-
azing.

You intended

Saved by Bees.

An exchange says: “Once when the
Turks had begun to scale the wall of a
church in Transylvania, a girl’s wit saved
the people from capture and death. Be-
hind the church was a little garden and in
it a dozen beehives which it was the girl’s
duty to care for. Seizing a hive she ran
up the fortress wall and hurled it down
among the enemy. Again and again she
repeated the process until ten or more
swarms of maddened bees were stinging
the Turks. They were blinded and dis-
mayed, and unable to cope with the in-
sect foe, beat a hasty retreat. They had
been discomfited by a young girl's device.

Ir you would be rid of chills and fever
Simmons Liver Regulator is what you

need
A FRIEND’S ADVICE.

How a Casual Conversation Resulted in
saving the Life of a Thoughilsse Yeung
Man.

Two friends were seated at & lunch-table and

and bright; the other pale and langnid. After
studying the bill all over, the last-named per-
son said:
“It's no use, I have no appetite. I cannot
.0

His friend looked anxious.

“What is the matter?"’ he inguired.

“I don’t know. I have a cough in the morn-
ing, a tickling in the toroat, difficalty in breath-
ing, my pulse is quick, my breath short and I
have a tightness across my chest. In the even-
ing 1 feel chilly; during the day feverish. I
don’t know what it means.”’

consumption. I know, because I was in the
same terrible path once, myself. You must do
something at once.”

“What can I do?” was the anxious inquiry.

“Be careful, exercise, aud drink pure whisky
several times a day.”

“But T have never been in the habit of drink-
ing whisky.”

“30 much the better. Thea it will cure you.
I used Duffy’s Pure Malt Whisky for more than
a year, and still take it regularly, Iama tem-
geranee man, a8 you know, but I am not so

igoted a&s to allow my heaith to suffer when 5 3
know what will restore and preserve it¢”

The above is not an imaginary conversation,
but actnally took place, substantially &s nar-

thousands of other people throughout America.
Duffy’s Pure Malt Whisky will check consump-
tion, will prevent pneumonia, wiil build up tis-
sue, harden the mmseles and give life and color.

It is pourishing. It iz pure. It can be p!

ercised to secure only the genuine.

consulting the bill of fare. One looked fresh |

“My dear fellow, you have the symptoms of

rated. Itis a statement of the experience of

in any part of the land, but eare should be ex-

FOR

SPRAINS, BRUISA8, BACKACHE, P.
tions act lize
DYSENTERY, CuULIC,
LESS

a tumbler of water. 50 Cents & Bottle.

AR

DY RELIEF

AY’S

PAIN

THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE FOR FAMILY USE IN THE WORLD
Insumtly stops the most excmchtl:f - T:Hnever fails to

ve ease to the sufferer. For
E CHEST OR SIDES, HEADACHE, TOOTH-

ACHE, CONGESTIONS, INFLAMMATIONS, RHEUMATISM, NEURALGIA, LEUMBA -
ATICA, FAINS IN THE SMALL OF THi BACK, or any otver external PAIN. a fow applics.

magic, eausing 1he pain to instantly s'op. All INTERNAL PAINS, DIARRHEA,
R SPASMS, NAUSEA, FAINTING SPELLS, NERVOUSNESS, SLEEP-
N , are relieved instantly and quicklsyo ;:gn‘z)d bg taking inwardly 20 to 60 dro?s in half
there is no better CURE or PREVENTIVE QOF FEVyER AND AGUE.

ruggists. With RADWAY'S PILLS

Ws&w

distinction.”

PC&I‘S obtained the only gold medai

awarded solely for toilet SOAP in competi-
tion with all the world. /Zighest possible

« Paris
Exposition,
1389.
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CHAMBERLIN | & 1 COX

Sell a No. 7 Cook 8tove for ...
A Nickel-Plated Lamp, 60-Candle Power....c....ccceeeennen... $2.
Roofing, 8heet-iron Work and Repairing.

6183 Kstreet....cocceeeeevevneeannnn...

......... T e e G i 1)

Telephone, 224,
B Sacramento, Cal.

The Peerless!
TEIE: F'.

Gloves, Feathers, Ribbons, Rugs, ete.

THE FIRST PRIZE AT MECHANICS FAIR (SAN FRANCISCO) IN 1885,

The Unexcelled!

TEOMAS

ARISIAN DYEING AND CLEANING (E‘;I(?\BI‘}I{.%_BASII‘KS' VELVETS, WOOLENS, LA

N' EN’'S8 CLOTHES REPAIRED. 707
street, Sacramento, Cal. OUR PROCESS of doing u
1S UNSURPASSED. & Perfect Work Gunra.ntgedp i e s T L e 3 L

MAIN OFFIOE AND WORKS, 27 TENTH ST., SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. TT8

. Goods Called for and Delivered.<@8

ONE WORD.
““Write me an epic,”’ the warrior said—
“Vietory, valor, and glory wed.”

“Prithee, & ballad,” exclaimed the knight—
“‘Prowess, adventure, and faith unite.”

“An ode to freedom,”” the patriot cried—
“Liberty won and wrong defiea.”

“Give me a drama,’”’ the scholar asked—
“The inner world in the outer masked.”

“Frame me a sonnet,” the artist prayed—
“Power and passion in harmony played.”

“Sing me a lyric,” the maiden sighed—
“A lark note waking the morning wide.”

“Nay, all too long,” said the busy age,
“Write me a line instead of a page.”’

The swift years spoke, the poet beard,
“Your poem write in a sigle word.”

He looked in the maiden's glowing eyes,
A moment glanced at the starlit skies;

From the light's below to the lights above,
And wrote the one-word poem—Love.

WALLACE BRUCE.
—Blackwood' s Magazine.

For rheumaticand neuralgic pains, rubin
Dr. J. H. McLean's Volcanic Oil Liniment,
and take Dr.J. H. McLean’s Sarsaparilla.
You will not suffer long, but will be grati-
fied with a speedy and effective cure.

® For Coughs # Colds

There is no Medicine like

DR. SCHENCK’S

ULMONIC
SYRUP.

A\ It is pleasant to the taste and
B does not contain a particle of

¥ opium oranything injurious. It
is the Best Cough Medicinein the
‘World. ForSale by all Druggists,
Price, #1.00 per bottle. Dr. Schenck’s Book on
Consumption and its Cure, mailed free. Address
Dr. J. H. Schenck & Son, Philadelphis-

HUMPHREYS'®

Dr. HUMPHREYS’ SPECIFICS are sclentifically and
carefully prepared prescriptions ; used for many
nmprlv:’te x :hlcew t.hl:uEm ,mdtor%ver
ears 1€ PeO] . LV nlngle
ex%g[s’:uspeciﬁil;mtornllédheu:rymed. o3
ese Spec cure without 3

ing or reducing the system, and M?ﬁﬁ
deed thesovereign remediesoftheWorld.

'_ JANAS DINEMNIRE

LIST OF PRINCIPAL NOS. CURES.
Fevers, Congestion, inflammation... .
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W{ tes, too Profuse Pe
Difficult Brea
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d Chills, Malaria. ...
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27 Kidney Disense................ PR

NeTmom Roaily ., wetsing Bed. |
]
2 Hisen:eyo of thel-l?a'.h,?sl

Sold Drusgam. or sent tpald on receipt
of glr!eg.’ DR. HUMPHREYS' ﬁ‘fmu.. (144 pages)
richly bound in cloth and gold, mailed free.
Humphreys’ MedicineCo.109 Fulton 8t. N Y.

SPECIEICS.

Bed.
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SAUCE

. (TEE WORCESTERSHIRE)
Imparts the most delicious taste and gest $0

EXTRACT =

of aLETTER from
a MEDICAL GEN-
TLEMAN at Mad-
ras, to his brother
at WORCESTER,
May, 1S5L

“Tell £
LEA & PERRINS' (¢
that their sauce is ¥
highly esteemed in f—

palatable, as well Booo
as the most whole- &
gomue Eauce that is

2
@ KoDires

L e
Signature on every bottle of thegenuine & orizind
JOHN DUNCAN’S SONS, NEW YORHK.

Liebig Company’s

EXTRACT OF MEAT.

For improved and economic
cookery, use it for Soups,;Sauces
and Made Dishes. In flavor im-
comparable, and dissolves per-
fectly clear in water. Makes deli-
eious Beef 'lea and keeps in all
climates for any length of time.
£~ One pound equal to 40 pounds of lean beef,
Only sort guaranteed
genuine by Justus von - -
Liebig, and bears his

signature in blue,thus:
n6-WSém

GET IT!
The Blue Book of Trade Marks,

—A WORK FOR—
EVERY MANUFACTURER,
INVENTOR, MERCHANT,
AxDp BUSINESS MAN.,

In fact, an interesting book for anyone’s
perusal. Over 1,400 Illustrations, show-
ing the Trade Marks of as many articles,
invaluable to any inventor or manufac-
turer seeking a new Trade Mark or de-
sign, Many hiots given. The Trade Mark
Law fully discussed. Sold onlr by the
publishers. Sent postpald on receipt
of 81,

POND & RAYMOND,

NEW HAVEN, CONN.
n20-3mWS6tw

Wood-working

MACIHNERY

Ofall kinds, ot Best Make, an
LOWEST PRICE.

SAWMILL
MACHINERY,
Hoe Chisel Tooth Saws, eta,

ENGINE GOVERNORS

Iron-Working Tools,
Crosby Steam Gauges
ENGINES and EQILERS
OF ANY CAPACITY, Erc

TATUM & BOWEN,
84 &36 Fremont st., Ban Francisco,
{8W Manufacturers and Agents.

we cordially recommens
your & as the best ramedy
xnown to us for Gonorrhoea
and Gleet,
ﬂ“’e haJe sold comsiders
ble, and in every case B
Bas given satisfactica.

¥ Curesin
1 TO 5 DAYS,

Mr'donly by the ~Aleott & Lisk,
2 ! ' Hudson. N. ¥,
Ohio. Sold by Druggistss
Price $1.00,

A WEAK MAN

Can now cure himself of the de%lonbln results of Ely

Abuse, and perfeetly restore his viger and vitall
nhe newy and wonderful -

Leclanche Soiuble Medicated Bongies

GOLD HE&L_,_PABIS, 1878,
W. BAKER & CO.’S

 Breakiast Gocoa

Is ¢btolutd}1 ere and
it is soluble.

No Chemicals

are used in its preperation. It has
\ more than thres times the strength of
| Cocos mixed with Starch, Arrowroot
or Sugar, and is therefore far mere
2 Bl economical, costing less than one cens
a cup. It is delicious, nourishing,
strengthening, EASILY DIGESTED,
and admirably adapted for invalids
as well as for persons in health.

Sold by Grocers everywhere.

W.BAKER & CO0., Dorchester, Mass.

"a12.5mWS

ABOUT CLOVES.

When youare buyl loves remmember that there is
sach a thingas a price that
is too cheap. Itis betierto
pay a fair price and get
food gloves like Hutch-
nson’s. They are mad

in particular,
stamp for the book About
Glcvxea It will interest

you. ABLISHED 1862,
JOHN €. HUTCHINSON, Johnatown. N. Y.

STCETme T
a marvel of the 19th Century. #8 and 86 per box
mail. NeverC.0.D. France’s latest tribute to med}
scfence, Method of Prof. Pierre Leclanché. Old men
made young. Sworn testimony. Treatise free. Consule
tasion, mail or office, free. Remarkable curesof hopeless
1ng‘o;1t quackery. Address,
'

h
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{UMMONS.—STATE OF CALIFORNIA, Coun-
L) ty of Sacramento, ss. In the Superior
Court in and for said county. The Peopleot
the #tate of California to BYRON T. FICAL,
greeting: You are hereby notified that an
action was commenced in the Superior Court o
the County of SBacramento. State atoresaid, by fil-
ing a compiaintin the Clerk’s office of said Court,
on the 14th day of November, 1889. in which
action HATTIE 8. FICAL is plaintiff, and you
are defendant. That the general nature of the
action, as appears from said complaint, is as
tollows: To recever judgment dissolving the
bonds of matrimony existing between plaintiff
and defendant, on the giound of the willful de-
gertion of plaintiff by defendant, and awarding
the care, custody and control of the issue of
said marriage to plaintiff. All of which will
more fully appear from the complaint on file
herein, to which you are heteby referred. And
you are hereby directed 10 appear and answer
said complaint within ten days from the service
of this writ, exclusive of the day cf service, if
served on you in said (Joun:i‘ of Sacramento;
and within thirty days, exclusive of the day of
service, if served elsewhere; and you are fur-
ther notified that urless you so appear and an-
swer avithin the time above specified, the

laintiff will apply to the Court for the relief
Semanded in her complaint.

In testimony whereof, I, Wm. B. Hamilton,
Clerk of the Court aforesaid, do hereunto set
my hand, and afiix the seal of said Court, this
14th day of November, A. D. 1889,

gmLL W. B. HAMILTON, Clerk,

. P. ROYSTER, Deputy Clerk.

CHAUNCEY H, DUNN, Actorney for Plaintift.
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