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I 1 GBI cULTURALwAREHOUSE¦
I STOUCH & SHRIVER,
I , iiifr'KTYANDGBEEN STREETS,¦ WESTMINSTER, MD.,

I tke cheapest place in the county for¦ * „. Implements. "e are sole agents

ICarroll county for the celebrated Deermg¦
. , B mders, Reapers and Mowers,

H • Teiption. Portable and Stationary En-¦ Saw Mills, Ac.: Newark¦ '

|, ¦I, jlors,. Hakes and \ ictor Clover

I Jff," Superior Drill. Buckey Force Pump,¦ Turbin Wii‘l Kns'ines, Stover \Vind Ln-
H. .Mnekeve Wrought Iron Fencing and
B ’ tlonhle and single; Webster, Brown

Bsfmhcr makes of Farm Wagons, Chilled
B jtVmiifflitPlows, Corn Planters, Double

Shovel Plows, Hay Forks and
B, ¦'. 'the best I lay Tedder on the market,¦ '“"irFrench Burr Mill, Stover Sweep
Brimed Mill, "<• all goods kept by agricul-

¦ Seders. Having had long experience,

I prepared to do all kinds of Plumbing,

B Tfh as putting in rams, pumps, fitting up

Ii Ac. We have a Repair Shop con-¦ Sand are prepared to do all kind of

¦ mrt at short notice. Farmers will do well
¦ 'amine ollr Hinders before buying, ns we

ILe the Oldest. Simplest and Lightest Bind-¦ 1 pn the market, and have a full line of

¦ Lairs on hand. We refer you to a few who
ILe using the Deering Binder, who willcheer-

Ifllv giro any information asked: Gran-
I IP President First National Bank

IIf Westminster: David Roop, of A., Wake-¦ ,j j(j.; l.ovi Knglar, Linwood, Md., Ed-
i.J Vhrist. New Windsor, Md.; Charles¦ wh, McKinstry-s Mill, Md.; Geo. Fiscel,

¦ fniontown, Md.: G. W. Hull,Westminster,
¦Respectfully,
I S

STOI’CH A SHRIVER,

I niar l.i-lin Westminster, Md.

I mAMINATION OP PUBLIC
Ih SCHOOL TEACHERS.

I Notice is hereby given to all whom it may
I concern, that by order of the Board of School

Commissioners of Carroll County the annuul

examination of public school teachers and
other persons desiring to secure certificates of

qualification as such, will be held at Central
Hall Schoolhouse in Westminster, on Wed-
nesday, Thursday and Friday, April 10th,
pilland 18th, beginning promptly at 9 o'clock
A. M. each day; that all applicants for teach-

ers' certificates and all teachers except those

diohavc life certificates, diplomas from State

Normal Schools, or county certificates which
ihioh will not expire within the next school
war, arc required tg attend said examination,
jgno certificate willbe granted or renewed;
without examination, and no other examina-
tion willbe allowed during the year except by

(|rial |iermission of the Board for good and
Efficient cause tothem made known; and that
the fallowing regulations for the examination !
will he strictly enforced :

Hih us ;—Wednesday, A. M., 9to 12, Die- ,
Winn and Grammar; P. M., 1.90 to 2.30, ¦
Geography: 2.30 to 3.30, History.

Thursday, A. M., 9to 10.30, Arithmetic; |
10.30t0 12, Algebra ; P. M., 1.30t0 3, Georo- j
rtrv; 3 to 1. Book-Keeping.

f'riday, A. M., 9 to 10.30, Philosophy;
10.30 to 12, Physiology.

Papers on each subject must be surrendered
atthe end of the specified time ; no extension
uftime nor opportunity to make up time lost
willhe given.

lateness, talking and oilier disorder will
I*taken into account in estimating a teach-

er's value. Dictation willbegin promptly at
a! o'clock Wednesday morning, and will not
be repeated.

JAMES A. DIEFENBAUGH,
iiiar22.lt Examiner.

TO BUY DRY GOODS !

SPRING OF 18S4.

HAMILTONEASTER & SONS,

()F BALTIMORE,

Arc' larv fiarparters, Jobbers and Retailers
ol Dry Goods. Their business, established in
CBSo,'.has.been done on strictly honorable

prEirijilo.,ithereby increasing their trade to

illpresent dimensions.
iheyhaweii.lt One Price and that price

marked in plain Jigures on every article.
They keep no goods but such us they believe
will prove of full value for the price paid by
the purchaser. Their various departments
include low-priced to the finest Dress Goods,
Black Silks. Colored Silks, Satins and Velvet, !
Mourning Goods, Domestic Cottons, Linen
Goods, Flannels, Blankets, Quills, Goods for
Men'sand.Boys' Wear,Gloves, Hosiery, Under* I
wear, Handkerchiefs, Laces, Embroideries,
Cloak sand Fashionable Wraps, White Muslin .
Goods, Notions, Ginghams, Calicos, Percales, l
Salines, Ac.

As barge Importers, they have the advan-
tage of a buyer visiting Europe twice a year to

•elect oil new fabrics direct from the manu-
facturers, and their long experience and the
amount of their sales enable them to purchase
American Manufactured Goods in large quan-
tities and consequently to great advantage.

Samples will he sent to parties who give in-
structions in regard to about the price of
goods wanted, colors preferred, Ac. To fill
larders satisfactorily, definite, plain instruc- !
ifions must be given to us.

HAMILTONEASTER A SONS,
199, 201, 203 Baltimore Street,

mar 22-.". m Baltimore, Md.

J}ATIPICATION NOTICE.
Jn the Orphans’ Court of Carroll County.

Estate of William Reese, deceaned. j
February Term, 1884.

On application it is ordered this 24th day
ofMarch, 1884, that the sale of the leasehold
property and real estate of William Reese,
late of Carroll county, deceased, made by
John .1. Reese and Joshua W. Hering, Exe-
cutors ofthe last will and testament of said
deceased, and this day reported to this Court
"J the said Executors, be ratified and con-
firmed, unless cause be shown to the contrary,
on or before the 4th Monday, 28lh day of
April next; provided a copy of this order be
inserted for three successive weeks in some j
newspaper printed and published in Carroll '
tounty, before the 8d Monday, 21st day of
April next.

The report states the amount of sale to be :
two thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars, i
($2,750.00.)

WILLIAM FRIZELL, 1
WILLIAM T. SMITH, \ Judges.
ELIAS MYERLY, j

True copy, —Test:
J. OLIVER WADLOW,

mar 20-Jt Register of Wills.

0.2147 EQUITY.

In the Circuit Court for Carroll county.
William Stnltz, Jr. and Frances J. Stultz and
Mnext friend of Ella R. Stultz and others

vs. Ella R. Stultz and others.
Ordered this 2-lth day of March, 1884, that

the sale of the property mentioned in thepro-
in the said cause made and reported

William P. Maulsby, Trustee, be ratified
nnd confirmed, unless cause to the contrary
thereof be shown on or before the 21st day ot
April next; provided a copy of this order be
inserted in some newspaper published and
printed in Carroll county, once a week for
<-ach of three successive weeks before said
day.

Ihe trustee reports that he sold said prop-
erly at private sale for the sum of SBOO.OO.

FRANK T. SHAW, Clerk,
i rue copy,—Test:

mar2U-:u ' Frank T. Shaw, Clerk.

TO CREDITORS.
litis is to give notice that the subset!-

obtained from the Orphans’ Court
* barroll county, letters of Administrationn the Personal Estate of
, HENRY B. RUNK,

eof Carroll county, deceased. All per-

il
nß

k claims against the deceased are
treby warned to exhibit the same, with the

it-P thoreof legally authenticated, to the

Ik* it*
r°n or k<? *ore 22nd day of Octo-

jT they may otherwise by law be ex-
ed from all benefit of said estate.

p ilVen under my hand this 26th day of
Hbruary, 1884.

m edman h. KEHLBAUGH,
22-4t* Administrator.

ttSED CORN FOR SALE.—Demand
Gourd Seed variety. Address

J. D. LISLE,
J6p,T Glen Falls, Md.

testZlk e soun< lness of this corn has been
n ,[i-v.f3 lroll, 'n g- 90 per cent, guaranteed,
wu go-2m

QBCHILLA GUANO,

—THE-

GREAT SOIL ENRICHER.

By Analysis Equal to Bone.

THE STANDARD FERTIL-

IZER FOR CORN.

Best and Cheapest for AllCrops.

PRICE,

$25 PER TON, CASH.

SEND FOR OUR

40- PAGE

BOOK OF RECENT TESTIMONIALS,

JfST PUBLISHED,

Or write to such well known farmers as
I

CART. JOHN C. BRURAKER,

Uniontown, Md.

SOLOMON SHEPHERD,

Union Bridge, Md.

WILLIAM 11. DOTTERA,

Double Pipe Creek, Md.

E LIJAH CLOSE,

Double Pipe Creek, Md.

GEORGE W. MANRO,

Freedom, Md.

R. A. WOOLDRIDGE & CO.,
IMPORTERS,

64 Buchanan’s Wharf, Baltimore. |

Philadelphia Office, G29 Walnut St.

FOR SALE BY

C. S. DEVILBISS & SON,

Ukiontowx, Mn.

T. P. MULLINIX,

Mt. Airy, Mn. feblo-3m !

'yY'HITE:LOCK’S VEGETATOK.

We offer you our ’’VEGETATOR ’ in fine |
ami dry condition, for this Spring’s use. It ,
has always given universal satisfaction where ]
applied to Oats, Corn, Potatoes, &c. The
quality is guaranteed equal to any sold you in.

| the past.

We ask trial side by side of other Fcrti- |
tigers. Our customers say the same amount i
of money expended il( the

VEGETATOR

willpay better and prove cheaper than Ferti ;
lizers at a lower price per ton.

MILLER, LIPPINCOTT k CO.,
I

I
Succeanortf to W, Whitelock & Co., j

No. 44 South Street, Baltimore, Md, j
1

| Price—s 36 per ton of 2000 lbs. (New Bags |¦ 107 lbs. —12 Bags to a Ton.)

EOK SAI.K BY

I N. I. Gorsuch & Son, Westminster.

E. O. Grimes 4 Co., Westminster.

I Smelser 4 Engel, New Windsor.

C. M. Murray, Hampstead.

] Joseph Englar, Linwood.

Geo. W. Horner, Fiuksburg.
mar 22-8 t |

TP. BUCKINGHAM,
• (Successor to A.M. Warner).

West End Westminster, Hd.

DEAI.BR 18

SYRUPS, SUGARS, COFFEES, TEAS,

BACON, LARD, SALT, FISH,

BURNING AND LUBRICATING OILS,

confectioneries;

PURE CIDER VINEGAR, TOBACCO,

CIGARS, CIGARETTES, ETC.

Also Agentfor ROLAND CHILLED PLOW.
Repairs constantly on hand. A call is so-
licited.

jaly2B-lyr T. P. BUCKINGHAM.

Fine cigab and tobacco
STOKE,

MAIN STREET NEAR COURT.

Allthe Choice Brands of Chewing and

Smoking Tobacco, Cigareetts, Pipes, 4c., 4c.

Also a large stock of all the best brands of

Cigars, Foreign and Domestic.

COLE & LANG’S

Celebrated Brands of Cigars a

Specialty.
l. c. TRUMBO,

marc-29-84 tf Westminster, Md.

TO CKEDITOES.

NO. 1942 EQUITY.
In the Circuit Court for Carroll county.

Frank T. Shaw vs. George E. Hoppe et al.

Notice is hereby given to all the creditors
of Josephus H. Hoppe, deceased, tofile their
claims, duly proven and authenticated, with

the Clerk of the Circuit Coart for Carroll

county, on or before the 2nd day of June, A.

D’ IBB
JNO. J. BAUMGARTNER, Jr.,

mar29-4t Auditor.

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS for sale at

this office.

p-R-O-O-F
That we are selling goods cheap,
is that our sales arc increasing
every day. Wc make

A Specialty of Fine Goods,
AND

Do Not Deal in Auction Trash,
But willsell you

CUSTOM GOODS
AT SAME PRICE..

You will find at our store a
full assortment of the following
makes;

EVITT 4 BRO.’S LADIES’ FINE SHOES,

CHAS. REISER’S GENT S FINE SHOES,

S. D. SOLLERS’ Children’s FINE SHOES,

CELEBRATED

WALKER BOOT.
Also, a full line of Spring Style
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We are determined to hold our reputation,
and will assure you —taking quality into con-
sideration—that OUR PRICES WILL BE
THE LOWEST.

MEN’S Plow Shoes, I Children’s Shoes 25c.
solid leather, 85c. Men’s Hats 20c.

Ladies’ Shoes 05e. | Boy’s Hats 15c.

Large and complete line of
TRUNKS AND VALISES.

Call and be convinced that

WE ARE HEADQUARTERS.

WM. H. BIXLER,
Zeiher Building, Westminster, Md.

I mar2D West of Depot.

GREAT REDUCTION

HEAVY& WINTER GOODS
AT

f J. E. MATHEWS’, ?
@ @

OPPOSITE CATHOLIC CHURCH.

Dress Goods, Flannels, Kerseys, |
Cossimeres, Blankets,

Wool Jackets, Shawls, Nubias, Hoods,
Buck, Dogskin and Yarn Gloves and Mittens, |

HOSIERY,
Undershirts, Vests, Drawers, &c., &c.

All Marked Down at Closing
Out Prices,

To make room for Spring Goods.

BOOTS, SHOES, HATS, CAPS,
Must and will be sold,

NOW is YOUR CHANCE for BARGAINS.
! Two Cases of the Celebrated MAGRUDER
| Calf Hoots left, and I intend to Sei.i. them.

I Every pair warranted medium weight.

CARPETS, 20 Cents and Up.
j Come and make your own prices, as lam

i going to close them out.

: AFull Line of Rubber Goods.
Men’s, Boys’, Misses’ amj Children s Boots ]

j aud Shoes, Arties, Gossamer Coats, /jtp,

PELS’ HAND-MADE SHOES $3.50

S6L.Dr. Mathews’ Family Pills are doing
I efficient work.

A HAPPY GREETING TO ALL.

jan26 J. E. MATHEWS.

jgARGAINS, BARGAINS.

J. T. WAMPLER

j Cordially invites his friends and the public

I generally to call and examine his

LARGE STOCK OF GOODS,
and compare prices before purchasing else-

! where. We have

LADIES’ DRESS GOODS

AND DOMESTIC GOODS, 4r.,

OF ALL KINDS.

OUR NOTION DEPARTMENT

la full and complete with all the Latest Nov- j
| elties. In our

QUEENSWARE DEPARTMENT,

Which is the largest and best selected in the

county, we defy competition.

OUR GROCERY DEPARTMENT

Is always complete with all the various grades
of Sugars, Coffees, Teas, Spices, Fruits, 4c.

We keep also a Large Stock of

j Japaned Ware, Tin Ware, Wooden

Ware, Glass Ware and Sample

Goods,

! All of which we sell at Rock Bottom Prices.
J. T. WAMPLER,

ap 22-tf West End, Westminster, Md.

H. HUBER,

NO. 3 CARROLL HALL,

DEAI.ER IX

DRUGS,
CHEMICALS,

PATENT MEDICINES,

AND PERFUMERY.

ESPECIAL ATTENTION PAID TO PHY-

SICIANS’ ORDERS ANDPRE-

SCRIPTIONS.

april 25-tf

Flower and
VEGETABLE SEEDS.

Buy SANFORD’S TESTED SEEDS if ,you
want” to grow Flowers or Vegetables. You
will find tnem reliable and true to name. I

can supply any kind wanted by the packet,
ounce or pound. Send for price list.

VEGETABLE PLANTS.

Jersey Wakefield Cabbage, 1 per doz. 12 cts.
Early Winningstadt “

per 100 SI.OO.Early Flat Dutch F

Early York “ J per 1,000 SB.OO.
Cauliflower, Henderson's Early Snowball, 40
cents per doz.; per 100 $2.50; per 1,000 SIB.OO.
Allthe above cold frame plants ready from
now until the 15th of April, after which time
I willhave hot-bed plants of the same at half
the rates quoted above. Also Egg Plant,
Tomato, Pepper, Celery and Cabbage
Plants, of all the heat sorts, ready, each inits
season. CHAS. E. SANFORD,

Seedsman and Market Gardener,
Cosy Dell Gardens, Emmittsburg,

feb 2-3 m Frederick county, Md.

©ripial soctri*.
SONNET TO THESWALLOW.

f Written for llu; Democratic Advocate

BY J. S. O.

Tliou wanderer fair in the realms ofair.
Once more dost thou greet our sight;

Where the day-god beams, and his beauty gleams,

Thy plumage glances bright

Thou hast roamed the land, where the breezes bland
Have ruffled thy sable wing—

W’here the voice Is heard ofthe joyoas biPd
Neath the endless smile of spring.

But now o’er the hill,aud the sparkling rill
Ofour own dear native home,

' Where the freeman’s song is borne along,
Doth thy form ofbeauty roam.

Thou lav’st thy wing, and the waters fling

, Their pearl drops over thy breast;
Then away in thy glee, o’er the verdant lea.

Like some angel spirit blessed,

Then welcome once more to our smiling shore,
Thou harbinger bright of spring!

Tillthe winter’s storm, inhis chilling form,
His robe o'er the earth shall fling.

New Oxford, Pa., April,1884.

Jstori).

THREE EASTERS.

BY ANNIE J. DUFFELL.

FIRST EASTER. #

It was in the interior of the State of North
Carolina that the events transpired which I
am about to chronicle.

It would be difficult for any one who has
not been in this section of the country to real-
ize the primitive habits there prevailing. Ig-
norance, prejudice, superstition run rife, and
reduce the few inhabitants to the level of the

1 early aborigines. Large iracts of timber lands
j here abound, which, withthe thin population,
makes life as desolate aud barren as the wilds

jof some uncivilized country.
| It was at the close of an extremely unpleas-

ant day that Saxe Spencer found himself in
j one of the most unlovely points of this unlove-
-Ilysection. He was the representative of a

! large northern lumber firm, had come south
1 at their bidding to examine some forest tracts

! for which they proposed to open negotiation,
provided the investigation was satisfactory :
and now having become separated from his
guide and attendants, was inthe disagreeable

i predicament of being lost in an apparent inter-
minable forest with night fast approaching. In

I hastily reviewing his situation, he perceived
i no way by which he could extricate himself
i from his dilemma. The only course open to
I him was to press on in the hope of coming
i across some wood chopper's hut, or the hab-
I itation of some of the low whites or negroes
: that find life possible in this dreary region.

Beside him was a dull, sluggish stream,
from which a slow but dense mist was even

1 now beginning to arise in the early evening
hours. He decided tofollow the stream. The

j wisdom of this instinctive course was manifest-
* ed to him when, half an hour later, he arrived

1 at a point, which, by courtesy, might have
been termed a settlement.

In all his life Saxe Spencer had never be-
held anything quite so desolate as the scene
here presented.

Before him, and across the stream, which
was the incarnation of miasma and disease,
reared the square, angular shape of a frame
house, which, altogether having never been
completed, was beginning to crumble into
decay. In this dim, dreary hour it appeared
like a huge skeleton rearing its grim shape

Ithrough the night shades fust falling. A few

i crumbling posts, visible at long intervals, in-
j dicated that a fence had once surrounded the

¦ grounds, now gone to waste, and several low

i bujldings in the worst state of dilapidu-
I tipn inpreaspd tim fprlprp pspept pf Ihe plapo,

Saxe stood for a moment in silent cohtero*
plation, then crossed the attenuated plank
spanning the creek, and made for the house.

As he mounted the shaky steps, the broad
form of nn aged negress appeared around the

neighboring angle. This was an encouraging
! circumstance, the more inthat the fat, good-¦ natured countenance inno way partook of the
i weird character of the scene.

Saxe made known his condition and wants,

and thereupon was conducted to a door in the
! rear of the building, which evidently led into

the kitchen. Thence he followed his con-
ductress into a long, lowhall, extending the
whole length of the house, and which was
apparently the favorite apartment of the
household.

Crude, bill Strong? chairs were plentiful;
; tables were strewn about, littered with guns,
ammunition, fishing tackle, and upon one a
banjo aud tambourine were visible amidst the
chaos, while a huge, rusty stove gave forth a
pleasing heat inthe cavernous hall.

The negress, whom he subsequently ascer-
taind to be named Venus, drew up a couple
of chairs to the fire, one of which she motion-
ed Spencer to accept, herself occupying the
other, and proceeded to regard him with an
expression that invited conversation.

“What an extraordinarily lonely situation
for a house !” observed Spencer.

Venus emitted a sound between a grunt and
i a chuckle.

1 “’Tain’t half os lonely as them as is in the
j house,” she observed. “Lor* ! but ’tis aaw-

j ful place, mas’r.”
! Spencer straightened himself. His counte-

I nance took on a look of interest. He began

to scent a mystery, i
“Y'ou do not livehere alone?” heobservod,

encouragingly.
“No. There's five of ’em 'sides me. Once

there was tnore'n that; they’re dwindlin’
down. It's the fault of the curse.”

And then, to Spencer’s unmitigated aston-
ishment, the old woman suddenly covered her

face with her apron and burst into wheezy j
sobs.

j “We’s a drefful set, mas'r,” she continued,
after an interval ot weeping on her part and

of uncomfortable silence on his. “Lor'l I j
don’t know when I’se see a wisitor—not for
nigh onto five years. You've come into an
unlucky plane, mas'r. It's got a curse hang-
ing over it.”

An exclamation broke from Spencer. His
gaze hod been attracted by the portrait of a
beautiful girl which hung upon the opposite
wall. He rose and went to it eagerly.

“Howlovely 1 How incomparably lovely,”
he exclaimed. !

For a few moments he remained inabsorbed
contemplation, after which he became con-
scious of his companion's utter silence.

Turning, he was startled to sec that the old !
woman had bent forward ia her chair, with
her hands thrown out infront of her, and her

wrinkled visage wearing a look of mortal
fright and horror.

Spencer stared at her stupidly.
“For the Lord’s sake,” she finally gasped.

“Mas’r, what for did yon go straight to that
picture?”

“Because it is very beautiful,” returned
Saxe.

Venus gave a hollow groan.
“It's the curse—it’s the enrse!” she mut-

tered, and, rising, hobbled off to the remote
regions of the kitchen.

Deeply mystified, Spencer had scarcely

¦ seated himself when a loud stamping at the
main entrance, and fierce baying of dogs, ap-
prised him of an arrival.

In the next moment the door was thrown
violentlyopen, and there entered a man of
gigantic stature, accompanied by a young girl
and followed by a half-dozen hounds of various

size and breed.
Doubtful of the reception he might receive

from this fierce-looking stranger, whom he at
once surmised to be the master, Saxe rose to

. meet him.
On their part, the newcomers seemed to ex-

i perience more of curiosity at the sight of their

i guest than any other emotion, and peered
[ aearchingly in his countenance, the girl ap-

, pearing almost stupefied.
Spencer proceeded to explain his presence

at once.
“You are welcome,” the man at last ex-

claimed, reaching forth his hand. “Take a¦ chair—make yourself comfortable. Visitors

are scarce, eh, Em ?” —turning to the girl,
who still stood as though dumbfounded.
“Run and tell Venus we arc wailing supper,

) aud bid the witch give us plenty.”
The girlflung down her gun, to which were

i strung several brace of birds, and left the hall
; upon her errand.
f At the first glimpse of her, Spencer had

, hoped to have found inher the original of the
> picture; and atthe second he perceived his mis-
-3 take; she was younger—being not over six-

teen —and inevery way less attractive, though
bearing sufficient similarity to the portrait to

give rise to the possibility of developing into
. equal beauty as maturity approached.

But he now transferred his attention to her
father, his host. It was a fact as apparent as
the splattering tapers that this individual was
strongly under the influence of liquor; and
that it was a frequent condition with him his
bloated countenance, bloodshot eyes and
trembling hands gave no room to doubt.
Yet, wrecked by intemperance as he was,
this man possessed one merit —the true South-
ern hospitality.

Now he walked with an unsteady step to a
cupboard and returned with a decanter of
brandy, from which he poured two generous
cups of the liquor, one of which he proffered
to his guest. At this moment a half-grown
negro boy entered and announced supper.

Saxe followed his host into a barren, dun-
geon-like apartment, opening off the hall, in
which a large table was bountifully spread
with various sorts of game and home-made
delicacies.

Seated at this table, to his intense delight,
he at last beheld the original of the picture.

Of that there could be no doubt; the same
low, broad brow, the same long lashes and
liquid eyes, now' a trifle more mournful in |

| expression, the same delicately oval cheeks jI and beautiful lips with their drooped corners |
1 —could ever mortal flesh wear a more lovely
| guise ? The dark, soft eyes were raised to his

1 for a moment as the father introduced “My
daughter, Elinor Tempest;’’ then were low-
ered, as though no mortal object could awaken
their interest.

! Spencer was so entranced by her loveliness
that he failed to notice another introduction
made by the host, and it w-as some moments

bemre he ciuld divert his attention from her
long enough to observe the other remaining
stranger —to him—at the board.

When he did so he experienced a complete
revulsion of feeling; a strange shock swept
through him; beside Elinor Tempest, in start-
ling contrast to her rich beauty, sat a shrunk-
en, ghastly woman, who might have risen
from the grave, so unearthly did she look in
the flickering light of the tapers. She might
have been young, she might have been old:
the dull, sunken eyes, the attenuated features,
the harsh, yellow skin drawn over the sharp
boneii defied conjecture as to age.

For some reason this “silent death's head”
possessed an irresistible fascination for Spen-
cer that even exceeded the influence of Eli-
nor's undeniable attractions. Not until he
beheld this hoary phantom did he become

impregnated witha sort of superstitious dread
of his surroundings.

When supper was over, Elinor rose and
tenderly lifted up that living skeleton. Em
sprang up, and, joining them, drew a soft
shawl around the sharp shoulder—a service
which the shrunken lips endeavored to reward
with a smile, the result of which was incon-
ceivably ghastly, and between them they
helped the invalid from the room.

When they disappeared Spencer drew a
long breath of relief, reluctant as he naturally
was to part with the charming Elinor, and
turned to his host.

To his surprise, he perceived that the
glance of that individual was fixed in horror,
and something almost akin to fear, upon the
door through which his children had just
vanished.

“Is the lady who is illalso your daughter ?”

inquired Saxe, abruptly.
Tempest’s bloodshot eyes turned slowly ,

upon his interrogator. A shudder seemed to
go through his gigantic frame. A fierce oath
broke from his bearded lips.

“Yes, my daughter Rachel.” Then he
continued, more as if speaking to himself than
to his companion: “My daughter Rachel.
She was named for her mother.”

After that his potations grew more frequent,
and in two hours’ time the negro lad and an
old negro man, whom he surmised to be
Venus’ husband, dragged him from the floor,
where he had collapsed in a state of utter
drunkenness, and stumbled down the hall
with him to his own room.

Left alone, Saxe Spencer was conscious of
a sensation strongly akin to loneliness and
homesickness, notwithstanding the proximity
of the lovely Elinor.

Perhaps the feeling was, in a measure, in-
tensified by the sudden recollection that it was
the eve before Easter Sunday, and the com-
parison of his present situation with that of
former similar occasions, of which even the
most fastidious could not have complained.

Next morning, after a night’s rest in a cav-
ernous chamber, carpetless, furnitureless, ex- j
cept for a huge ebony bed and a few rickety
chairs, he arose somewhat refreshed and took
his way to the low’er hall, which was deserted
save for his host.

Here he received a pressing invitation to

remain over Sunday, which invitation he de-
cided to accept; but, to his disappointment,
only once during the hours that followed did
he catch a glimpse of Elinor, and that was at ,
dinner, at which, to his relief, Rachel did not !
appear.

Itwas at the table that a curious circum-
stance occurred. Tempest, who had been
drinking during the day to an extent even un-
usual with him, was in a most irascible mood, .
and vented his anger continually on his I
daughters.

Em answered his attacks with something of :

his own spirit, but Elinor remained silent and !
unresentful.

MWhere is Rachel ?” he finally inquired, j
Elinor answered briefly that her sister was :

in her room.
“Better had she stay there than be fetching j

her death’s head among living people,’' said
her father, with a sneer. Then, turning to

Spencer: “You see in me a man mightily
blessed in his family—a father who should be

i proud of his offspring. Did you see that liv-
ing skeleton at the table last night? Well,
sir, in her you perceive but a type of the fate
of these young ladies, in each one —deuced
strong as they now seem—the curse will be
perpetuated. Happy father, with such a pros-
pect. Look at them.”

His sneering tone was interrupted by a low, j
j inarticulate cry from Elinor, whose lovely j
countenance had turned to the hue of ashes, I
and whose little white hands were flung out ;

as ifto beg for mercy.
For an instant she sat thus, as though turned

¦ to stone; then springing up, she pushed back
1 her chair and fled from the room.

| Not tillthen did Em betray any emotion.
Now she also leaped up, and was going to her

1 father’s side, clutched his arm; her face was
; flushed, her eyes literally ablaze—her whole

appearance indicative of passion that was
magnificent,

j “It is false!” she said, in a suppressed
! voice, “Before God I call It a lie. Oh, you

monster —to twit us with such a doom, even
if it were true.”

j Her father seemed to cower before the fiery
, denunciation, and getting to his feet staggered
out of the room.

For an instant the girl remained where he

; had left her; then she turned slowly to Spen-
| ccur, in her flashing eyes such a look of mad-
; dened fear and agony as to make him shud-¦ der.
j At that moment Venus entered with anxious
! eye. Em ran to her and flung herself upon
1 her broad breast, crying passionately,
i “Oh, mammy! mammy!—l wish I was

dead.”
Venus strained the girl to her.
“Don’t say that,” she cried with a look of

fright. “Don’t! It'll come soon enough!
Lor', poor, cursed honey, don't tire of the few
years given ye.”

Sheer terror seemed to quell the girl s
excitement. Her sobs ceased, her arms
relaxed, and withdrew from Venus’s embrace,
she turned and walked slowly out of the room.

“For heaven’s sake, what does it all mean?”
exclaimed Spencer, turning to the negress.

She shook her tumbled head, while slow
tears rolled over her wrinkled cheeks.

“I das'ent tell ye,” she said slowly. “1
only wishes they had none of'em been horn-
ed/’

“It’sa shame!—a crime!” cried Spencer,
with energy, “to bury two such charming girls
in an existence like this. No books, no
neighbors, no diversion of any kind, .and only
the society of a drunken parent —it’s enough
to drive the strongest brain mad! By-the-by,
did not you say there were five of them ?

Where is the fifth?”
Spencer was made impatient by this exag-

gerated air of the mystery that invested all
things, and flung himself out into the hall.

Here he was soon joined by Venus, who

seemed to have a passion for society—a weak-
ness, however, which was but rarely gratified.
He took his gaze slowly from the portrait
which he had been studying, and fixed itup-
on the old woman.

“At least,” he said, “I have discovered the
original of this picture.”

The old woman who had been about to seat
herself, straightened herself, and again that
shrinking fear was visible in her manner.

“What you mean ?” she inquired, in an un-
steady voice.

“I mean,” said Spencer, impatiently, “that

Miss Elinor sat for this portrait; and a very

i good one it is, by-the-by.”
? Venus drew still further back ; the dusky

visage had bleached to a sickly saffron her

old eyes held a strange light; she clutched
the arm of her chair and leaned toward him.

“Marse,” she said, in a husky whisper,
“It's a mistake—you don’t know what you's
talkin’about. ’Clar to goodness, you’s under
the curse!”

Spencer was guilty of experiencing a pecu-
liar sensation down his spine—it angered him.

“What the deuce are you talking about, old
woman?” he cried, angrily, “to tell me that
this is not the picture of Elinor Tempest,

' when it is her very self—her every look and
feature ’’

“Marse, ’tain ther,” interrupted Venus, des-
perately, with a bleached but solemn visage.
“God knows it nigh killsme to have to say it,
but 'tain’t Miss Elinor, marse. You’s never
yet seed the one that picture was painted
from.”

Spencer slowly turned bis gaze upon the
portrait; he stared fixedly, almost, stupidly,
so great was his bewilderment. Not Elinor
Tempest—that face at which he looked with
the soft eyes, broad brow, and tender, curving
lips that he had seen but a half hour ago at

{ the dinner table. For the moment his glance

j held the same shrinking dread that was in
Venus's as he looked about him and asked of

| himself what the mystery was.
BECOXD KASTER.

Two years passed, yet Saxe Spencer in his
Northern home and busy with his pursuits,
thought frequently of the strange family he
had stumbled upon in the Carolina wilds, and
it may not be impossible that the memory of

beautiful Elinor Tempest had hardened his
heart to the attractions of the young women
of the metropolis inwhich he lived. One day
he returned from business earlier than usual. 1

“Mother," he said to the dear old lady,
whose one pride inlife was her handsome boy 1
—sons are “boys” to mothers’ hearts, even j
after the gray has vanished the sunny locks of i

i childhood —“I have received a letter from I
;Em Tempest—she is a sister to Elinor, you j

remember. She says she is in great distress, |
and begs of me, as the only one oil earth to :
whom she can appeal, to come on and visit
them, when she hints I can be of service to j
them, mother. lam half inclined to go.

Mrs. Spencer looked aghast; but in halt
an hour her son had vanished all opposition,
and decided upon his course.

As upon the former occasion, it was night

and Easter eve when Spencer arrived at the ;
end of his journey.

The isolated spot looked even more solitary,
the buildings were crumbling into surer dc- 1
struction, and the dank mist rising from the

; stream seemed to hold the very seeds of fell ;
disease.

A feeling of oppression was upon him as he
took his way to the front entrance and knock-
ed. ¦

Venus admitted him, and seized his hand
in a transport of joy, evidently aroused by his
presence.

Then from the shadowy distance came grace-
fully forward a slender form, and sweet sad
face that had floated through his soul since last
lie parted with it—the face and form of Elinor
Tempest. He took her outstretched hands in
his hot clasp —his eager eyes rested upon her
beautiful countenance.

“Elinor—Miss Tempest!” he exclaimed,
joyfully.

The girl smiled mournfully—her hands
tightened slightly upon his.

“Not Elinor,” she said, lowly, “but Em.
Involuntarily he dropped her hands and

stared at her ina stupor of amazement and
bewilderment.

At that moment a faint, husky voice roused
him from his stupor.

“I am Elinor,” it said.
He turned. In front of him stood the

ghastly phantom-like being he remembered so
well—the living death's-head that had exer-

; cised such a strange influence over that first
night two years ago. This the charming,
Madonna-like creature lie had parted from
witli regret and even a deeper pain —this the
beautiful Memory he bad cherished in his
soul through the days they had been separ-
ated, that had excluded from it every thought
of any other woman. He flung out his hand
—he irould not allow his dream to be thus
rudelv shattered.

“Ktq no!” he oried. “Not Elinor; ill’s—
h must be—Rachel!”

The pale, worn ghost at his side raised an
attenuated arm and pointed out of the widow;
he looked, and saw a long grass-covered
mound out in the grounds,

j “Rachel is there,” she whispered, and, nod-
| ding to Venus, who quickly came to her as-
; sistance, she dragged herself out of the room.

Spencer started from Em to the picture that
he had first mistaken for Elinor—now he
could have sworn it had been painted tor the
girl by his side. Was he dreaming—living? (
What meant this mystery—this ever-changing j

I tide of health and beauty ? He felt like one |
| in a horrid nightmare.
I “Willyou explain?” he said, hoarsely. j
| “Iwill,” replied his companion, motioning

| him to a chair, and occupying another hersell.
| “But first let me thank you for your compli-
ance with my request. It is an inestimable

i blessing to the last hours of a dying woman,

and one which I pray God to reward in the
jfuture, as lam powerless to afford even the

' I smallest return. At jthe same time I must;
apologize for the liberty I have taken in send- |
ing for you, and be assured it I had possessed ,

| one other friend upon earth I would not have
troubled you. But time is short, as I must
jtransact my business before my father arrives,

j Willyou pardon me ifI inflict upon you a por-
tion of our unfortunate history?”

Spencer bowed; he was trembling with a
strange agitation.

“Ishall be only too happy to hear it,” he
said, lowly.

“You must have been aware,” she pro-
ceeded, inthat strangely pathetic voice which
was so vastly dissimilar to the gay tones of

j two years ago, “that our family embraced a
| mystery; the mystery is simply this; we arc j

cursed! But to fully explain. I must go back |
a step. My mother, who died sixteen years |
ago, was of an extremely nervous disposition,
and owing to my father’s habits ot intemper-
ance, they never lived happily together. Ve- j
nus says my father was very unkind to her; [

| and upon one occasion struck her a blow that Ijknocked her to the floor; that was a few
i months before the birth ot my elder sister,

j Martha, who died two years before you came
' \ among us, and whose picture hangs there upon

; t the wall. My mother remained unconscious

1| for a day—she was in a trance. When she re-
' ‘vived she related a terrible dream thatshe had

i had. In that dream it had been revealed to

1 j her that all her future children were to be
| born under a curse for their father’s sins—-
that they were to fade away before bis eyes
on the very threshold. She lived to be the

mother of five daughters, and at the birth of
I the last, died. But, oh, my God! what a

curse she laid upon her children!
Em had risen, and began pacing the floor

in violent agitation. After a pause she re-
sumed :

“Being the oldest, Martha was naturally the
first to fall under the curse. You have seen

1 Rachel and Elinor? In them you behold
1 Martha—between us there has always been a

striking similarity. Though Rachel nursed
1 her with the utmost devotion, before she was

twenty Martha sickened, faded to a skeleton,
r and died, the first victim ofthe curse. A year

; afterward Rachel began to droop and fade
' until she sank to be the horrible phantom—a

duplicate of our elder sister —you beheld two

years ago. Nobody could have been more dc-
i voted to her than poor Elinor was, yet she

1 died —no power on earth could save her.
1 About a year afterward Elinor began to show

signs of decay—until then 1 would not believe
that the doom was intended for all of us—l
would not resign myself to such a cruel fate.

But when she drooped, and, care for and nurse
her as I would, I saw her fading away before

1 my very eyes. I knew we were none of us to

¦ be exempted—that her time had come and
mine was soon to follow. I am as sure of it

i as though I already stood on the brink of the
! grave. Of late a strange languor has begun

1 to steal over me—l have scarcely strength to

’ lift Elinor—there is a constant ache in my
1 breast, a feeling upon me sometimes as of suf-

p focation. And I have learned from Elinor

¦ that it has always been thus the curse has
first manifested itself; as the last days of one
would approach, the disease would seem to be

1 transported to the next succeeding one. As
we have nursed one another, we nave felt it

i coming.”
Was there ever such a case of pitifulsoph-

. istry and superstitution ? Spencer sat as if
t stunned; the last supernatural awe vanished,

like a flash his healthy brain grasped cause
and effect, and afforded natural reasons for

s this miserable tragedy that superstition as-
cribed as the effect of unnatural agencies.

He saw how the ravings of a passionate and
t resentful woman had been accepted as pro-

phecy by her ignorant and superstitious asso-
• ciates; he saw how n knowledge of and firm

belief in that prophecy had weakened and
t diseased the brains of its victims, which, ad-

r ded to loneliness and ignorance, had acceler-
ated the inevitable result of the unhealthy lo-

j cation upon natures predisposed to delicacy;r he perceived how the disease—which, in his
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and each alike experienced exquisite pleasure
in witnessing it improve and develop under
the auspicious opportunities that were thus
afforded her. For, although not rich in thisworld's goods, Saxe’s business afforded acomfortable income, by which means they
were enabled to mingle to a certain extent in
polite society, and avail themselves of the di-
?ennons, as well as the literature of the day.

Aida was immediately sent to a fine school,
in which her natural endowments enabled her
to make rapid advantages; but from this pen-
niless and otherwise friendless girl, the secretwas always carefully guarded, that her depen-
dence upon their bounty was absolute, thatshe was supported as much by charity, as the
veriest pauper inthe city.

At long intervals letters arrived from theSouth, in which Em related the meagre his-
tory ol that unfortunate family.

Six months after Aida’s departure, poor
Elinor was laid at rest; the father was drink-
ing harder; Venus seemed to be feeling her
age; and she, Em, was so infinitely blessedthat her darling was in such a happy home.

But for this, the certain knowledge of Em’shappiness in Aida’s prosperity—it is doubtful,
attached as she was to her benefactors, if thegirl w.uld have consented to the prolonged
separation.

Kut upon those occasions when in her let-
ters she had broached tho subject of her re-
turn, the proposition had called forth such
passionate entreaties from the elder sister for
her to remain in her present situation, that
the younger could not fail to perceive that her
happiness could only be promoted by gratify-
ing her desire.

Likewise as firmly did Era refuse all invi-
tations to come North; it was better for her
to remain where she was—she was quite con-
tent in knowing of her darling’s happiness,
and asked nothing more: when she needed
her she. would send for her; but above all

; Aida must keep her faithfully posted as to tho
| condition of her health.

I'pon this one point she insisted mefet stren-
uously. _ As for herself, there seemed to be no
change for the worse, ifher crude letters were
to be relied upon.

Thus two years passed in unalloyed happi-¦ ness; in the small family no reference was
ever made to what was supposed to be the

! curse of the Tempests, and her friends believed
1 that the taint of superstition had been entirely

[ eradicated from Aida’s nature.

In the gay and beautiful girl that was thecharm of this home and social circle, them
certainly was no trace of the almost pagan
fanaticism of her Ihmlly.

j It was about this period that Saxe awoke to
a realisation of the intense love he bore her.
It was an awakening that fetched with it a

j keen sense of pain and apprehension; for
j what right had he to suppose that the girl who
had regarded him as an elder brother and

| even parent, could be brought to look upon
I him in the more tender relation he coveted’?But when, upon the torture of uncertainty and
desire growing too severe fur endurance, he

j put the question to the test—lo! the sweetest
assurance of reciprocated passion became his.
Thank heaven, Aida loved him! Thank
heaven, the one wish of her pure young life

I was to be his wife!
i Loving her with such an absorbing passion,
what wonder was it that Saxe Spencer grew¦ appalled as ho looked his happiness in tho
face, that he was dazed wellnigh by its magid.
tude —that he asked himself if it was possible

[ for such mortal bliss to continue.

Some months after this mutual confession of
1 sweetest love, Saxe returned home one night
to be met at the door by a very wan and

[ troubled girl.

i It was Aida. Inher hand she held a paper,
| which she offered him.
[ “Head it,” she said, in a small voice.

Saxe instantly recognized the stiff and un-
cultivated handwriting. It was a letter from
Em. It contained only two lines.

“Come. At last the time is here. I want
you. Lose no time.”

That was all it said, but a chill foreboding
seized him. He reached forth his arms, and
suddenly drew his sweetheart to his breast.

“Darling,”he said, passionately, “I cannot
let you go. ’ ’

Aida burst into tears.
“She is dying—lknow it, Iam. confident of

it,” she cried.
He led her into the dainty small parlor.

Again he said:
“I cannot let you go. Oh, we were so

happy. Why need this thing have come to us
now? Do not leave me.”

She looked at him reproachfully.
“And she dying, poor girl,” she exclaimed.

“Think how the slow, sad days must have
passed to her in that horrible place. Ofi,
Saxe, you do not know what a horror I have
of those old scenes—it seems as though it
would drive me mad to think of them. And
yet fancy her dying there alone —the still
rooms, the moaning forests, the dark waters,
the graves and damp and mist —Saxe, I should
have gone to her long ago.”

She was of a peculiarly emotional tempera-
ment; that she was agitated now to the ut-
termost was evinced by her trembling form,
pallid face and wild, staring eyes. Secretly
Spencer was terrified.

“You shall not go,” he said; “my darling!,
if you have such a dislike to the place—it is
no fit spot for you at all. 1 willgo and attend
to the poor girl as faithfully as you could.”

“No, no; she sent for me, and, oh, Saxe,
my heart goes ont to her in a perfect agony of
worship. Fear my old home as I may, 1 yet
feel as if I cannot wait to get to her—as
though I must fly to my darling. Saxe”—
her voice growing hushed and awed—“l re-

member so well how poor Elinor looked —do
not you ? I have no doubt Em is very like
her, and she was so beautiful when I left her.
Oh, heaven I”—flinging herself outstretched
upon a sofa in sudden abandonment of woe —

“shall I, is it possible for me to ever grow
i like them?”

Spencer used his utmost endeavor to soothe
her. At last, she grew comparatively com-

l posed. It was then that she lifted her white
face and propounded a question that made

' Saxe Spencer shudder.
“Saxe,” she said, “was there not something

-about a curse ? It seems as though happy
; years had intervened between that time and

this—you have done so much for me and made
i me so happy —yet lam sure we were horn to
i a dark inheritance. Oh, my darling, there

‘ was—this—a curse. What ifI ”

i “Hush,” interrupted Spencer, harshly.
“You are talkingmadness. After these years

. of civilization are you as much of a savage as
j your sisters ?”

; After more mature reflection both Spencer
1 and his mother felt that they had no right to

keep Aida from the sister whose heroic re-
r nunciation had been of such benefit to the

younger girl. She was dying now, and it was
meet that they should be together. Aida her-

f self was consumed with the most feverish
t longing for the reunion: accordingly the ar-

rangemenls were speedily made; in spite of
r the girl's earnest dissuasion, Mrs. Spencer
r resolved and arranged to accompany her on

. her perilous trip, and Saxe decided to accept
the offer which had that very day been laid

i before him by the firm, viz., to take a flying
. trip to Europe on business for his employers.

It would not consume over three months,

i and it would be the most endurable mode of
, passing the dreary siege of separatiom from

- his loved ones.
l Ifthe dying girl were to go to her rest be-

. fore his return, they were immediately to
come North and re-establish themselves inthe

, little home to meet him.
, Spencer accompanied the ladies as far as

was possible; then came the bitter agony of
i actual parting.
t “Inthree months I shall come for you,” he

cried, straining Aida to his heart, “and though
• you be dead or live, I shall take you. On,

[ darling, live for my soke—wait for me; look
, for me. It willbe Easter about that time—l

i shall come for you on Easter Eve, beloved, as
I I came for you tho first time. Mother, take

, care of her—save her for me.”
Important and exacting as was the nature of

, Spencer’s business, time passed as ithad never
t passed before—with maddening tediousness.

From the first a horror and apprehension of
. this trip, as regarded its possible result to

, Aida, nad been upon him, and added the
misery of anxiety to the torture of separation,

i There was another fact that increased his
; miserable foreboding; letters miscarried, so

that after the first two brief communications
, which informed him of their safe arrival, and

that the invalid was slowly sinking, no word
came to relieve or confirm his fears. The last
letter was not of a character to inspire him
withcourage, though containing no absolute
cause for the hitter depression that troubled
him, as the subsequent extraction will testify:

“Tempest himself is in a most shocking con-
, dition of dissipation; indeed,. it is my belief

that he is but a few degrees removed from
imbecility. The one virtue he possesses is
that he leaves us to go our way unmolested.
Em is sinking slowly but surely. Asshc must

| have been a lovely girl when you last saw
[cO.VmTCT) OX FOt’BTH PAOX.]

opinion, was simply nothing more nor less
than consumption, and which he had always
believed to be contagious—had been commu-
nicated by the invalid to the nurse, whose
feeble constitution weakened by the pestifer-
ous atmosphere of this locality, and the fore-
knowledge of its pronounced doom, had sunk
without a struggle under its force; he saw all
this, but how was he to make it apparent to
this poor, deluded girl who, ingood truth, was
doomed, unless she could be wakened to the
truth and removed from this plague-spot?

“Great heaven!” he cried, “was there ever
such madness—such infatuation ? How is it
possible you can be so blind? Curse! There
is no curse over you but sinful superstition
and miasma. Do you not see ? It is the fault
of this noxious place in which you live. The
first moment my eyes rested on this miserable
house, for ever shrouded in the vile vapor of
marshes and creek, I knew it was the birth-
place of disease. IfI were to live here for
two years I should be a corpse myself at the
end of that time. How can you be so mad as
toattribute your misfortune to that senseless
prediction?”

Em regarded him with a slow, sad smile.
“How is it that my father and Venus resist

it, ifthis theory be true ?” she inquired.
“There arc physical reasons to account for

it, that may not be apparent either to you or
me. One thing is undeniable —their constitu-
tions are much stronger than yours or your
sisters’. Do not be so willfullyblind—listen
to reason.”

And for an hour he talked, reasoned, argued,
but to no avaH. Foul superstition, strengthen-
ed by ignorance, held strong possession of her
soul, and made her creed immovable. Every
circumstance in her life, the credulity of her

1 father, Venus's constant garrulity that be-
moaned their doom, had kept that doom for

i ever before her, and so no power could uproot ;
her reliance in the infallibility of the pro-
phecy.

“It is useless,” she at last observed,’* to !
attempt to convince me that I am mistaken
when I feel the curse already on me.”

“Itis the first indication of consumption,’ 1
he interrupted, vehemently. “Every sensa-
tion you have described is but the symptom of
that disease.”

She stopped him with a gesture.
“Have it so, if you will,’’ she said, simply, j

“As for me, I know but too well that you 1
are deluded. However, it was not to discuss
our fate that I made bold to send for you to
come so many miles. You must have observ- 1
ed that 1 said there were five girls of us—the
fifth you have never seen or heard mentioned.
She is Aida”—a convulsion broke up the set

face, and bitter tears of hopeless woe rolled
over the Hushed, delicate cheek. “For my- |
self and Elinor I an? resigned to Aida’s doom:
she is so young and beautify!—if I pould I i
would save her from her sister’s wretched fate, j
I have prayed and almost wept tears ofblood j
that Aida might escape the curse, and so I I
know has my father who, though he has seem-
ed to know no affection for any one of the rest

|of us, adores his youngest child. So deter-
mined was he that she should be spared when
she was ten years old he compelled a complete !
separation between us; she was not allowed to

sit at table with us—was forced to occupy |
rooms in a different part of the house, and at- ,
tended only by Mammy Venus, whom he swore
he would murder if she but breathed a word I
to remind her of the curse. This he continued !
until Elinor was stricken; then he seemed to

feel the hopelessness of the object, and al-
lowed her to return to the family, since which |
he has never drawn a sober breath. It is for |
Aida’s sake that Elinor and I have sent for !
you.”

She had clasped her hands and looked so i
lovely in her pleading and despair that Spencer

felt the fiercest pang he had ever experienced |
as he beheld her brilliant eyes and hectic !
cheeks in which her doom was but too surely
written.

“1 thought if we could induce you to re-
move her from this haunted spot —to take her
North perhaps the curs emiyht not pursue her.
Do not think that we are unaware of the great
and even terrible demand we make of you;
nothing but the exigencies of the case would—-
could—induce us to such a course. I am
aware that for you it will be attended with
difficulties and expense; but I have here what

1 trust will in a measure defray the latter
until Aida is able to support herself. They
were ornaments that belonged to our mother.

As she spoke she took from her bosom a
few little tarnished trinkets which in her ig-
norance and inexperience, she believed of
value, and pressed them upon him, while her
eyes grew more eager and feverish.

“Do you think it could be done?” she con-
tinued, wistfully. “Would you he willing to

1 burden yourself with my sister untilyou could

j put her in some way of earning her support ?

Somehow I felt I could trust you —1 hope I

am not to be disappointed.”
it was a scheme that betrayed the ignorance

and inexperience of the originator, yet Spen-
cer was not dismayed at the responsibility it
entailed upon himself. His heart was pro-
foundly touched by the wretched little history
just revealed, and, as was not unnatural, the
beauty of these pensioners upon his mercy
stimulated his sympathy.

“But your father,” he said, “would he be
: willing to part with his favorite child?”

“I am sure he would,” returned Em, ea-
gerly. “Convince him that it is for her ben-
efit, and I am positive he would let her go.

jHe must —he shall, ifonlyyou willtake her.”
1 Spencer looked pityinglyat the hectic flush

| on the delicate cheek, at the dark eyes whose

i deep fires were ominously brilliant? Was it
! possible that this fair girlwas doomed I
! Not for worlds would he have disappointed
* her. His nature held much of old fashioned
j chivalry ; and, though he was comparatively

a poor man, he resolved that the young girl
in question should be rescued, itmattered not

! at what cost or sacrifice to himself.
This decision was strengthened by the know-

ledge that in his mother he would have an
able support for this somewhat appalling duty
that he had taken upon himself.

| “She shall go, ifit rests with me,” he said

¦ simply.
His mission became the easier when he saw

the girl herself.
Unlike the others at her age, Aida Tempest

; was a counterpart of what Elinor was wnen
I he first saw her, of what Em was at the pres-¦ ent moment. What wonder if the vague,
I sweet fancy roused by her sister inSpencer’s

breast should strengthen into a sweet hope
i uudor the sudden realization of these years to

i be spent together?
As Em had surmised, Tempest, after the

first shock, offered no real opposition to this

1 plan.
“Only make her well,” he said, piteously;

“keep her alive until she has passed the period
of the curse, and then bring her back to me.
I can’t live without Aida. 1 would give my
soul to save her from the curse.”

The girl herself was too young and inex-
perienced to perceive the full significance of
the separation; to her it was but a pleasant
episode, not an eternal parting.

But to the day of his death Spencer never
forgot the mute agony withwhicn that already
dying woman and the girl soon to be death-
smitten parted withthe adored one.

“It is frightful, horrible, to leave you to

your doom,” he cried to Em, who had fol-
lowed them as far as the stream. “It is cer-
tain death to remain here. If only I were a
rich man, you should not stay: and, as it is,
when poor Elinor is gone Iwillcome back for

j you, and take you North to live with Aida
and ray mother and me, if you will promise

! you will come.”

i The beautiful face, blanched by its pain,
brightened momentarily; in her eyes came a
great light.

Who knows how bitterly she was tempted in
that instant? But in the next she had bent
to her burden.

“It must not be,” she said, in a steady
voice. “Itwill be better for her that we shall
be separated. Besides, itwould not be right
to burden you with two of us. No, no! \ou
have taken her —it is all I ask or desire —and
that may God bless and reward you. Go
now—go quickly!”

The last words, hoarsely uttered were a
prayer, and Spencer, with an unusual mist
Before his vision, hastened to obey her.

Once, before turning a sharp angle inthe
road, he turned and looked back at the woman
they were leaving.

He saw the slight, solitary figure standing on
the water’s edge, enveloped inthe poisonous
vapor, with arms outstretched toward the sis-
ter going from her; then the turn in the path
hid her, and he never saw her more,

THIRD RASTER,

A good deed usually insures its own reward.
This proved to be the case with Spencer.
Though at first he had been influenced by
purely philanthropical motives, a short time
sufficed to show him that he, and not Aida,
would be the debtor in this arrangement that
made his homo hers.

To Mrs. Spencer, as to her son, the bright
and loving nature with which they were thus
thrown in contact, became an untold blessing,


