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A Woman’s Sacrifice.

CONCLUDED.
THUT, unknown to Georgie, Miss Tath-
_I erton was bezinuing to be extremely
nunoyed about the growing intimacy with
Cecil, and one evening it showed itsell
plainly to Georgie's guick oyes. Every
Haturday evening was a recoption night at
the school, and ou one of these ocensions
an unele of Georgie's was present, Ile
wis an officer; whose name was  just then
in every one's mouth for gallant-service on
seg, and Georgie invited him to  call npon
Miss Hatherton, knowing how much pleas-
ure it would affovd her, not only in  the
presoent call, but the future opportunity for
mentioning, incidentally, ** My friend Ad-
miral Cleveland,” Now the admiral was
u widower, and very gallant, withal, and in
her michievous enjoyment at Miss Hather-
ton's delight with his flattery, Georgie for
a while forgot to  notice that Cecil was not
in the parior., When she discovered her
absence she flew up to the schioolroom, and
there sat  Ceoll, surrounded by tho usaal
flock,

“[eonldw't imagine whero you were,”
said Georgle; ** pray come down  aud let
nie present my uncle to you."

Ceoil's lip trembled o little assho an-
swored:

“You e very, very kind, but indeed it
is best that 1 should stay here.  Miss IInth-
erton doos not like to bave her under-
teachers brought into notice,"

# Abominable 1" sald Georgie,

# N6, only her *duty to socloty,' "
Ceeil, aehly.

Geovgle stood  reflocting, and then said,
warmly:

AR to-morrow I Saturday, will you
make ono of our party to the opern? My
pnele has takon & box for me,”

wadd

Cocll aceepted, feeling keenly the deli-
cate salvo to her wounded pride, but from
that day both givls were ponsclous of hinv-
ing roused the bisterest spite agaiost them-

solves that Miss Hatherton was eapnbile of |

feeling. Bhe madeit felt in muny polty
ways, but her tyriuny was oxerted ohiefly
for Cecil’s benelit, as she stood in whole-
some awe of Ceorgie's cool tongue, and
Georgie's **position in society.” To get
into that select and aristoeratic cirele—to
be received by the Evelyns—what would
not Miss Hathorton have bartered in ox-
+ thango for that privilege ?

One ovening, sy Georgle sat singing at
the piana in her own room, Ceeil knooked
at the door,

‘0, do come in ! I'm so glad to see you!"'
said Georgle. T4 study hour over '

“Yes, and 1ecame to Lewr you sing. |

What wiss that lagt song 01

A little  Ttalian romaneza: but sit down
and let me slog you ballads, my dear,
sweot ballads,"

That was o charming hour %o Cecll, for
Georgle's voloe was wondorfully pathetie,
und she sang oxquisitely, Old memories,
old associntions orept over Coell, wuntil at
Jast she borst into tears, Georgle spang
up in dismay and ewayed to comfort her,

HMiss Dare—Cooil dear, sweet Cecil,
wlhab fx the mitter ™"

A roport ot the door made them both
start.

“ What 1s it " naked Georgin, opening
the dooy, aud carefully interposing her
person between the servant aud Cecil.

YA gentleman for madsmosclle,’ said
Fanchon. Georgle glanced at the card,
snd turned to Cooll with helghtened color,

Y1 muat go down, dear, and 1 am so
sorry, for I want to comfort you, Will yop

and Georgle flew about and made a hasty
tollet. Left alone, Cecil sat weeping for
some moments, and then the pussion spent
| itself, but loft an nching pain behind, Bhe
| triod to busy herself with a book, but her
thonghts wanndored so much that at Inst,
with an impatient gesture, she Inid it nside.
As slio did so, the Dbook struck somothing
that fell to the ground with o rattling
noise. With an exclumation of dismay
| Cecil stooped to pick up the locket, set in
dinmonds, which Georgio genorally wore,
| and, ns she took it in her hand, looking to
{ goe if it were injured, she saw that it had
flown opon; nnd involuntarily, without
| thinking what she did, she glanced at the
picture, Fatal curiosity ! for, smiling up
at her, with the frank loving eycs of old,
was the face of Percie Lennox! Ceell did
not fuint or scoream, but she closed the
spring, Iaid down the locket, and walked
out of the room asif she had been half

much together; she could not but love the
friend whose keen wit and ready tongue
often stood betwesn her and much un-
pleasantness.  But Cecil grew paler as the
| days went on, und began to have n haoking
| cough that troubled Georgie, and made ey
| glad tliat the school holidays were ap-
proaching.

Coming along the hall one evening,
Georgie oncountersd Cecil, and stopped
her by throwing lier arm around her waist,

“Where do you think 1've been to-day?"*
snid she, in o whisper, for the givls were
coustontly passing, and she did not want
them to hear. ““ At the Maxwells, and
there T met your mother. Cucil, don't
dare Legin with *no,’ but T have o lovely
plan, to which your mother consents; to
tuke you hnck with moe to Boston for the
holidays.""

#0, how kind!
love to go, bhut—""'
clhiecked

Dear Georgie, I should
A sly catlike footfall

the words on Cecil’s lips as Miss

ITntherton passed them.

“YWhispering in the hinlls, as yon cannot
in each other's rooms ! Breaking my

Miss Evelyn.' The voice was evon

more insolent than the words.

| be
rules,

““This is too much,” said Georgie, angri-
ly, “but it's my battle, Cecil, so don't
trouble yoursell about it,” And having
stayed long enough to got a fmnt assent to
her invitation, Goeorgie walked straight
| down to thuit lndy's room,
| Miss IHatherton," said sho calmly,
“ L oame down to ask you what you meant
by your very cxtroordinary remark just
now,"'

My rulos are that there shall beno
tulking in the halls, and my dufy towards
my houselul of children obliges me Lo us-
gart that they shall be obeyed,'" snapped
out the answer,

“What o martyr you ave to duty, Miss
Hatherton ! Tt's rveally quite n study with
you, 18t net? DBut, allow me to remind
you that 1 am in no way under your ‘rules,’
having nothing to do with your school,
your scholurs, or even your duty towards
them ! T régret to have any unpleasant
| words with you, but I really osnnot permit
| you to call me to necount in this way."

“* And Miss Dare, your charming tondy,"

¢ Miss Dare is o lady," said Goorgie, be-
frayed into a hovghty emphasis of the
word, “and I do not “intend to bring her
name into this matter. 1 beg your pardon
for interrupting you, Miss Hatherton, but
| baving nlwnys boen nooustomod to exerolse
[ my own judgment i my cholco of friends,
I decline any interference in this instunce."

A moment's pause, during which Miss
Hatherton eyed ber with concentrated
venum ; then & smile broke over Geéorgie's
face, ** We will not quarrel," she said,
|onlmly. *“You percelve that you made a

mistake, and of course I shall thinky no
| more about it.  And if you come to Boston,
as you kay you think of doing befors New
Yoars, I am snre that you are too kind.
| howrted not to be glnd to see Miss Dare en-
Jjoylng himself with me in Beacon Btreet.”
Avtful lttle Goorgle ! Enraged or not,

what was the poor bafiled grifiin to do ex- |

cept awillow the unwelgome intelligence
with & semblange of aminbility, It she
hoped fopmoy future attentlon from the
| house of Evelyn?

Two weoks nfter, when CGeorgie (as she
gleefully expressed it) had +‘shaken the
dust of the Hatherton mansion’ off her

Inte one afternoon,

utay boro, sit by my fire and amuse your-  “ Mamma returned, Holmes ' naked ulie,

nelf with wy  and mosie until L ye- | of the grave butler at the coor,

twrn? 1 wont be long." ‘ “No, Miss Georglo; Mes, and-="
Cecil looked up and ldswod the sweot

!

beyond ber just theu,

“No matter,'" suaid she, haatity, ** Ceoil,
| wh can amuse ourselves till my stepmother

stunned.
Aflter this jveoidont a strange change |
eame over Ceoll, Georgio and she were

littlo foet, Ceell and abs mrrived in Boston, |

comes home, Up one flight more ; there,
isn't this n pretty room ?"

How lovely I'"" anid Ceoll, sinking down
in the easy chalr, and feeling as i sohool-
life and *“ the grifin’® were very far distant,
It wans a pretty room, with its rose-volored

tures, one of which, n spirited likeness of
Percie Lennox, attracted Cecil's gaze. A
pain darted through her heart, and the
question she began to ask Georgle dled on
| her lips, ns she thought, “ Why cannot 1
be brave enongh to asle one question nnd

drapery nnd tinted walls hung with pie- |

ond all this mystery "
Goeorgie left Cecil for n while, and upon

ing headache, and thevefore would order
tea in her room. It was o cozy meal, as

was delighted to find that her friend looked
nlmost happy among Lier new surroundings,

SAWhnt o bore "' said Georgle, dismally,
s Holmes came in with a card just as ten
was over ; ““Tlorgot to say we weroe en-
| gaged. What shall T do?

"1 might go down ns proxy," said Cecll,
lnughing, ‘*except that I don't know your
friend,"

Georgie colored nneasily.

“Then Le fibbed,” said she, laughing to
cover her slight embariassment. * You
| did not see the eanrd, Cecil; it's Clive
Harold.”

Cecil started,

"1 do know Mr. Harvold, but he is
not a person whom I care to meet.”
“Very well ; Holmes, just say—'" But

a gesture from Cecil stopped her.

A sudden thought had stiuck the girvly an
unaeeountable desive to see the man  who
had so injured hor, which afterwards seem-
ad to her like an ingpiration.

“T've changed my mind ; if you do not
feel well 1T will be the bearor of your ex.
cuses,”

Georgie looked more relieved than the
ovension seomed to warrant, thongh she
begged Ceeil not to go unless she rveally
folt like it.  DBut as seon as Ceeil left ler,
Georgie gave a very trivmphant chuekle,

“I wonder what my prisoner is doing?
Poor Pereie | 1 must run down and let him
out of the house while she is away. Cor-
tainly, the most unlueky cohances always
befall me ; who could have foreseen that
the dear fellow wonld get back fiom Eu-
rope just at the very hour of our arrival ?
I neverswill undertake to mauagea love-
alluir agnin ! From which it will e seen
that Miss Georgie was only o sad naughty
plottor in disguise |

Unconseions of all this, and that tricky
fate was preparing another trial for her,
Cecil followed Holmes down stairs. Har-
ol was bending over a fine engraving, and
did ot hear Lier light  step until she stood
nimost nt his side. Expooting to see Geor-
gie, e looked up with a merry smile; to
meet the oyes whose grave reproach had
haunuted him over since that stormy iuter-
view on the sands of Wnchahassot.

# Qeell l—and how chianged "' burst from
Lis lips as he started up,

“1¢ is some months sinee we have met,
My, Harold,'" she said, gravely, “and I
have not been well this winter, 1 do not
wonder that you find me altered ; T can sve
it in the mirtor mysell."

“1 mever hoped to have the pleasure of |
seeing you here," he said, recovering him.
solf. I did not know that Miss Georgie
and you were friends. How do you find
Mrs, Evelyn 7

1 hinve not met bor ; she iy absent from
home,"

“ Not met her?"' he said, ‘surprisedly.
| You used to be o great admrer of hers,
_What ! answering her puzzled face ; ‘it
is not possible that you ave not aware that
the present Mrs. Explyn was formerly Mrs,

Lennox "

they sat before the bright fire, and Georgie |

her return annonnced that she had a shook- !

Har shocked start and change of counte-
nanee convineed him how ignorant she wis
of the fact: Like & flash many mysterlons |
nets of Georgie’s came back to her mind— |
the locket—Percio—her stepmother.

“ What can you think of me she oried,
| passiouately. ** I did not know where 1 was
coming ; in my seclusion I néver even
heard of Mrs; Lonnox's second marriage.
And Percio is away—for Heaven's sake, do
not think [ moan to break my word !

He looked at her remorsefully ; looked at
tho sad pale fice, until tears dimmed the
oyes of that bold bid man.

“1 would not have believed that so noble
& wombn breathod on earth as you are, Ce-
oil Dare! How did you ever cometo let
me see you thus? Did you think even my
heart proof against your lovely wan face 9"

Too smazed to answer him, Cecll oumly
fixed hor large eyes on him in wonderment,

His features worked conclusively ;hie nelzed

her hand and kissed it with remorseful

tondermess.

““ You have now your last and greatost
vietory ; you have conguered me [/ Ceeil,
did a thought nevoer cross your mind that
the lying and forging might have had anoth-
er author than Pereie Lennox, or that dis-
grace might fall on other heads than his ?
I lavad you better than my own soul, and 1
stooped to sin for your sake. But you
roarly baflled me, Ceell ; if you had been
an ordinury girl yon would have done o
Had you chosen, insteand of bearfng the
weight of sacrifice yourself, to take the
otlier course with which you threatened me
that day—had you gone to Percie with the
base tale 1 told yon—he could have proved
to you that I swore falsely, and forced the
lie down my throat. They were forgeries,
Ceeil, but done by my band, and planned
by my traitor's head to plunge n dagger
into the truest, bravest heart that ever
throbbed in & Womai's breast 9

“Then may God forgive you, Clive Har-
old ; you teaitor, who traded upon a wo-
man's purest feelings ™

An ivon grasp clutched Hardld's throat,

| o tall grand form that they knew well

towered above them, and Péreie Lennox's
beautiful face was darkened Ly rago as hie
flang himsell between the, speakers. A
cry, 80 full of love and joy that it thrilled
Geoygio's listening cary, broke from Cecil :

“Pereio ! Percie ! O my darling, forgive
me—and him "

Olive was no coward. He freed himself
by & sudden spring, and spoke :

“1'Ilweet you when you wish, Lennox
It will never be anght but mortal hate be-
tween us two."’

“Porele,'” the low tender voico sald, “he
is not all bad ; for my sake, lot this miser-
able matter go no forther, For my yewnrs of
puin I freely forgive him, since he, of his
own froe will, confessed the bitter wrong
he hod done you. Mr. Harold, 1 can take
your hand now with more respect than I
have ever done; in the happiness you have
given me to-night, the past is fully at-
toned."”

A tenr, hot wnd burning el on her hand,
and with that last spoken tribute of her
womanhood, with bowed head and  quiver-
ing lips, Clive Harold left hey, Iot us hope,
a botter; humbler man.

Shall [ go further, and try to paint the
rivdiant bhappincss that the New Yoar
brought for my lovely Cecil, the deep sub-
dued joy of Percie over his recovered trens-
ure, Flora's malicions glee, and Georgio’s
delight at hoaving imprisoned her step-
bLrother where he had heard both  lids ne-
onsation and viodieation?  Percie had
come home by Georgie's suggestion, to
mnko ouo last effort to olear up the mys-
tery ; butshe bhad imploved him not to
present himgell before Ceeil until sho had
sounded the ground for him. And she was
about nndertaking that hazardouns opern-
tin when Mr. Harold's card interrupted
them.

Percie and Cecil were married very
quietly one February morning, at the Max-
walls', and nmong the guests'assembled to
grace the oceasion, Cecil insisted upon hav-
ing the redoubtable * griffin,”" who, decked
with smiles, and looking handsomer than
ever, fair nnd false ns usual, was endeavor-
ing to atone for past mistakes, Ceoil for-
gavo her, but 1 doubt whether Georgie ever
did, for ns Mr, and Mra. Lennox atood on
the deck of the Conard steamer the next
day, just befors she bade them a loving
good-by, Georgie announced her intention
of golng back to keep Miss Hatherton in
order for the next month |

“1 ean bring myself down tos proper
Christian dogree of forgiveness townyd Mr,
Hurold,'* said she, with o gay little langh,
“ but as for the ‘ griffin,' I cherish s grudge
ngninst ber still for Cecil's sake. Never
mind; I'll be even with her yot 1"

I haven't n doubt of it,"
sauclly.

“ You needn't laugh ; I'll write a novel
and Introduce herin i, or you'll find a
sketeh of her, some day, wandering around
in some of the magazines, Fine materinl
there, and plenty of voom for incidental
touches !"

And alie has kept her word ! — Ballou's

said Percle,

[ Muagaesine.

A Mountaln of Conl.

A conl mine hne boon discovered in Wash-
ington Territory, on Cadar river, about
cighteen miles from Elliott Bay, and a
oharter for s narrow-gusge road has beon
obtained from the mine to the bay, The
stratum  of coal passes through o high
mauntain, ind by actunl measuroment is
thirteen foot thick; it is estimated that
#,500,000 tons of conl oan’ Le taken from
the mive without sinking or pumping,

How a Quakeress Stopped Borrowing.

Anold Quaker Indy, another neighbor,
whe bad endured borrowing for n long
time patiently, bit upon a very philosoph-
ical mode of eventually puttiog a stop to
the nuisance, Keeping her own counsel,
the next time her good man went to town
he had o separate and express ovder to
purchise a pound of the best tes and also
n new catiister to put itin. As he knew
ghe already had plenty of ten, and also a
canister, he was puzgled to determine what
the old lady wanted of more tea and n
new ennister, but his questioning and
rensonings elicited nothing more than a
repetition of the order.

“Jim, did Inot tell thee to get me o
pound of the best ten aud n new canister ?
Now go along and do as I bid thee."”

And go along hoe did, and when lie came
home at night the tea snd now canister
were his companions, The old lady took
them from him with an amused exprossion
an her usual placid features, and depositing
the tea in the canister set it inona shell
for o special use, It had not long to  wait,
for the borrowing neighbor had frequent
uso for the aromatic herb. The good old
lady loaned gencrously, emptying back in
tho canister aoy remittance of borrowed
teas which the neighbor's consclence in-
clingd ber tomnke, Time went ony and
after somothing less than the humdredth
time of borrowing, the neighbor again ap-
peared for ** just another diiwing of tea,™
when the  oft-visited tea canister was
brought out and found to be empty and
tho old lady and obliging neighbor was just
ong ponnd of, tea poorer than when she
bought the new canister, which now only
remained to tell the story. Then she made
a little characteristic speoch, perhaps the
first in hier life ; sho said ; " Thon secst
that empty canister, 1 filled it for theo
with a pound of my best tea, and have lent
it all to thee in driblets, and put futo it all
thut thou hinst sent me in return, and none
but thyself hath taken therefrom or added
unto it and now thou seest it empty ; there-
fore T will say to thee, thou hast borrowed

"

thyself out, and I can lend the no more !
Horses in Battle.

Army hosses, generally speaking, were
o knowing sot, although many of them
wore perverse and vicious, and In' their
genernl conduct were specimens of anima-
tod ugliness on four legs, Theboys had a
theory that all the kicking, biting and
baulky horses were sont to the army. But a
majority of these soon yielded to discipline
and the trooper and his horse soon froze to
oach other. Thoe horse followed his master,
enme nt his eall, obeyed signs as well as
words, and at times warned his rider of
danger. Horses learned the bugle ecalls
readily as well as their places, and to start
the horses it was only vecessary to sound
foed or water eéall.  In action many horses
wonld about face, turn right or left, halt,
move forwird, ete., at the bugle call with-
ont word or sign from the riders. Coming
off Chinncellorsville battle field the Captain
of u battery dismounted to look after a dis-
nbled gun, the remainder of the battery
passing on,  Ilis horse broke looss, joined
the column, took his place at the head and
would allow no one to appronch him, until
two or threo miles had been truveled,  The
conenegions of the artillery discharges ef-
feoted the hearing of horses as it did that
of men, Often the enrs would lop down
jinstond of standing crect, muking so much
change in the appearance of u borse, that
hig rider wonld bardly recogmize him,
Tired men moved much better under the
influence of musie, and horses worked
better under the bugle. On one occasion
the guns of Captain Paddy H.s battery
ware stnck in the mud of the bad roads.
Eyerything had been doune to make the
Lorses pull through, but they could not do
it, At luit Captain Paddy tumed in dos-
peration and shouted, * Bergoant, Sorgoant,
have the bugle sound for the forward eall,
they'll fotch *om then.'' And so they did,

Dean Richmond's Little Joke.
Apropos of fals, snd thelr frequently
very questionable devioes for maising mon-
oy, we copy the following story from an
exohnuge : A minister of & Western
town was once nocosted at a falr of his
church, whore some of these expedients
were in full blast, by no less & person thau
the wellknown Dean Richmond, in this
fashion : * Dominfe, I don't éxactly under-
stand all your games herg, but 1 would like
to help the causo nlong. If you've jo ob-
Jeetlon, 1'd like to go lnto one of these aide
rooms and try a .aﬁ of poker with you—
the winnings to go to the church anyway.’
The parson squirmed alittle, but the ohurch
gume of "Dblauks nnd prizes disy
from that brasch of Zion forthwith,"”




