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vYon will not go, Clareves, will yor?"
guid Clarice; “you Lave sutloréd so wneh tow
day, and you tre worn ont with ull you huvo

“Not 2o, consin Clinee?” exclaimed the
goang man; “yon rust indecd think ma
weak if you can Lnagine that the lossof g
false woman ean so nuch uffeet me! No,
go! Art shall console me. A glorious fg.
tare shali wipe out the past! I will show
this woman that the artist in Lis greatuess
may be worthy the love of an Empress!”

Clarence Suydaw rose wud iovked ut his

ttch. -

“Eight o’clock,” ho suid; “*plenty of time,
Good-vight, Clariee.”

“When will yoa return?” nsked his cousin,

“By eleven, at the latest,”

“Cousin  Clarence,” said Clarice, earne
atly, *“do mot go to this plice to-night.
There is something at 10y heart that tells
me that barm to yourself will result from
this meeting. If this Mr. Spencer desires
fo patronize you, let him come here—or led
$im wait till to-morrow.”

“Impossible, Clarice. I may lose s valn.
“E“"m if T fuil to keep this appoint
ment,

‘?y. Clarence; there is danger befoze

W
' #Ay, danger. I feel it—I know it.*™

*Pabaw, my poor little cousin, this is
flly™ maid lin young man. *“You need
far no danger, and at eleven o'clock you
ahall pee me safe at home. ™

: For
0o, immovable as a statats, but when the
upan the chimney-picce atruck elvven
rose from her seat and walked o the

1

to tez minutes before five, 8
Wahous knock souuded upon the panel &
“At last!" sho exclaimed —nt last?”

' 8bo sprang toward the door and nnloci:g
less) it wil

hew, t cont, and with his
in muffled in a c{-ghr::nere shawl.

Cold s the niglit was, heavy drops of par-

rolled dowh his swarthy face, and

cume ghort aud quick, us if he

ning.
dl!}::hixﬁnd Miss Ovington—well!®
man hesitsted for some moments, ¢
g t};? hrlml iwl Lis lxs:' m&md and

10 his tremlling hands, and staring
Weantly straight before Lim.

. with visible effort, and without
oking at Miss Ovington, he said, slowly:

“T've done everything, madam, according
8 was arranged.”

Migs Mand Ovington drew herselfl up to
:::ldlut beight, and a glance of mingled
: trinmph shot ncross her expressive
Wuntenance, - .5

“Iam very glad!" she said.
wus something almost terrible in
deliberation with which she pro-
these few words,
oa have done pren grent service,” sheadd-

slong panse, durinyg which she had

J:»!

. "

e alow,
Mownced

—
no oue in this zreat city more in need of
money than the H Lle

But what of that?" s
change of tone,  “‘Giy
liam-—the packo4!

» The man recoiled a fo paces,

“Im very sorry, madum.” he fnswered,
looking down, "8 if afriiid to  nwat
the eyes of the beantifal creqture beforg
bim—-I'm very sorry, bat I couldu’t Ket
that."

**You have not brought me the packete”

“No, madan,”

“He hadu't it about Lim, then?"

“No, madam.”

“*And yet yon—""

“Ididas yon dirzeted. madam, ronlied
the man, *lecanse, Ly his words and bis
manner, I faneied he "Ll the packet that
you wanted nbont him, und I offered bin
what you told me if he'd give it up, but he
wouldn't; so I told him what you said, and
there was only oxne conrse left, and then ¥

She stopped him with sjmpirious ges-
tare of her small hand.

“Enouglh!” siie said; “you did asI told
you?"

*Yes, madam.”

“To the letter?”

“To the letter, madam,” answered tho
man, still looking down,

Sho waived her hand hanghtily, and the
man crept toward the door.

“Come back; I

“Stop!" she excluimed.
and stood awniting her

lol, with a sudden
© e the packet, Wil-

bave something to say.”

The man returned
pleasure as before.

“I have said nothing to yon," she mnr-
mured slowly, “of keeping the secret of this
night's business. I have asked no osth
from you, for I know that such as you break
our oaths as lightly as you take them.,

fou have been well paid for what you have
done, have you not?”

*Yes, "

“And it was done of your own free will?"

**Yes, madam,” g

“You will keep your secret then, remem-
ber, for your own sake, not for mine. You
understand me?™

““Yes, madam,"” answered the man, lifting
his eyes for the first time, and looking the
woman full in the face, “I understand you
perfectly now, aud shan't forget a word thas
you've said.” .

“Go then,” said Miss Ovington, coldiy,
“since you understand. Yet stay—one
word more. On my marriage, you will
leave my father's service and enter that of

the General. You will be better paid than
you have been here.”

The man bowed low.

“You are good, madam,” he said.

I want no t! gol™

Bhe followed the servant to the door and
closed and locked it as noiselessiy as she

in varions degrees of intoxicatium, and Dow,
be sat quietly reading

ask

following up his
se t had rtunity to speak.

e T

i bell at his side. *‘Where did

u. wn a durlmfroni. I was i
South street, and as I came near P

cry
too fleet of foot.” -
“Did you call for the police? said the

t
“Eo: I wnsso horror-stricken that I thought
of nothing but nmnin} him down, and get-
ting him in my gras)
n'l"'he oﬂeiﬂ,-hoor bis head and again
tapped the bell. .
“Can you describe the man whom yon
saw run away?”
+‘Only his dress,” ed the young man;
“for I could hot get a look at his fen:nm—
he was at t0o grest a distance ab
The two policemen who had been sum-
moned were dispatched with the young man
who had gl‘v)rlen the information to the scene
the trouble.
O‘Aﬂ:r half an hour's search about the
docks, by the nid of lanterns, the men re-
turned to the station as wise as when they

No one on hoard the vessels moored along
the docks bad heard apy uunusual noise.
Not ‘a single soul except the breathless
young man seemed to know aught about the

He found the once pleasant room deserted,
The pictuzes werz all turned to the wali, and
o black curtain hung over the easel—ilio
cusel npon which still remaived tha unfiv.
portrait of Miss Ovington.
Dead!™ he excluimed.  “Clarence, 13y
1—my life-long (riend—dead! This i3
bitter blow!”

ark into o chair near the easel, and
cuvered his face with his hands.

He searcely kunew how loug he had re-
mained soated in this melmeholy attitnde
when the curtains between the two apart-

red, standing in the opening between

ier white face was more colorless than
the purest marble; Ler large dark eyes Liz-
{"Zng trom this white face had o terrible und
| stouy expression.

**Ah, Mr. Dalton. you have returned
! she exclaimed, clasping her slender hands

|1t was surely un all-wise Providence whioh
l(‘.ireﬂed your footsteps Lither, for I have
reed of a friend.” .

“I know all!" answered the young man,
“I nsk you no® question, for your answer
| conld tell me nothing which I have not al-
| rendy learned from the aspeet of this once
i familiar room. Those pictures turned from

the light of day, that gloomy drapery upon
| the ease., the closed shutters, and the dark-

| deatli.  Clarence Suydam is dead. Do not

| distress yourself to tell we the terrible truth,
Clarice; I know all.”

The young girl answered with a mocking
langh—a laugh borribly discordant in its
tone. o
*‘Yon know all” she exclhaimed. *“You
know nothing of the bitterness of my de-
spair!”

p“\\'hnt ean I know more than that Clar-
en o is dead?” asked My. Dalton.

“There are many kiuds of death,” replied
Clarice, with an icy despair that was dread-
ful to look upon.

“In Heaven's name, what mean you,
Clarice?” exclaimed the yonng man.

*I mean that my cousin Clarence Suydam,
l:nsll{)een murdered!” “®

“Murdered!" gasped the young man.
“Murdered!™ he repeated.in a hoarse whisper.

“Yes,” auswered Clarice — *‘brutally,
treacherously l;ng.{ered!" .

“Clarice, wi you mean?”

“Clarence left here last night, ising,
if alive, to return at eleven o' He hus
not returned, and you know he mever yet
broke a promise.”

*‘Never,” replied the young man. ‘"But
who could have any motive for so horrible a
deed?”

“What motive?” she repeated, with a smile
of dark meaning. *‘Ay, what indeed?”

“Tell me all, Clarice,” said the young
man. “You t dout my i inall
that concerns my old friend, or my eager-
::stoa’.'id you in the endeavor to asccrtuin

fate. . b

*“Seat here, then,” replied Clarico
—-‘hcn,,muu this —ml.'ql):lrr there is
something hidden by that curtain which I
will show you when the time comes.”

“His portzsit?”

*No; the portrait of & woman. Within
the year that followed y depart for

to his

gentleman to give lessons in painting to

dauchter—a beauty and nh. \m::’n of cr:.iI
oung, very aminb very mui

gngd bv&mou who know her. You know

“She or she pretended to do eo.
Ohmud}o:l'lﬁded innl:; he told me all—his
happiness in the
fature. She

ments were slowly drawn apart, and Clarice |
» ;
e

‘They are dearcr to me than my life, he
sid, ‘and I will never part with thew bus
with Tife!"”

“Does this lady koow of your cousiu’s |

disappearance?” )

“She has heard nothing from me." an-
swered Clarice; **but T am satistied that sbo
knecws of Clarence’s disappearnce.”

“Strange! the young man said, thouglht.
fally. . )

Tuena cald ehill ran throngh his veins,
and a horriblesuspicion —a suspicion that he

. wonld vot utter—tlashed throngh s hrain,

“Look at her face.” said Clarice, lifting

| the cartain from before the pictnre, “and

| tell me if you can read the secrets of, this

oud slowly approaching the young wan. |

Winan's sonl,”

Jumes Dalton grzed Tong at the beautims
mini.ture.

“The face is that of an ancel!” he ex-
elaimed; “vo shadow of wrong can hurk be-
nesth the light of those rdiuut Llue eyes.”

Clurice Iaughed scornfully s she dropped
the black drapery over the eascl.

““That is ever v au's reasoning,” she said;
“do you forget that the Marchioness de
Drinvillers was as lovely as a Hebe—that
Luecretin Borgia was more beautiful than
Juno? The face is but a mask, the more
cowpletely hidden is the heart beneath.”

“Hark!” exclnimed the young man. I
heard a earriage stopping at the door below.

| Can it be any tidings ot Clarence?”

| ened chhmber—all speak of one calamity— |

“No; those who have destroyed Clarence

| Snydam are above suspicion. It is not to

the police that I must fook for help.”

She walked to the window and looked out.

“It is Miss Ovington's carriage™ she ex-
claimed. **What can bave brought her
bere? Nay, do not stir, James,” she added,
as the young man was about to leave the
soom. *I told you thet I should have need
of your aid. Wait! wait and watch!

The room was in shadowy obscurity, only

{ luminated by long rays of light, which

streamed through the narrow apertures be-
tween the shutters, which were lcft a little
way open to admit this light. James Dalton
seated himself in the shadow; Clarice Suy-
dam remained standing before the easel.

Miss Maud Ovington drew back with &
gesture of astonishment as sha entered this
balf-darkened room.

“‘What, in mercy’s name, does this mean?*
she exclaimed.

“It means, Miss Orvington,” answered
Clarice, “‘that my cousin, Clarence Suydam,
is dead?”

uY ;‘ surprised, gl

“Yes. Youare are you no

*Terribly rised,” said Miss Ovington,
sinking into a chair, and holding her hand-
kcrebief before her face.

*‘And yet his life or death could be of lit-
tle consequence to you,” replied Clarice,
“since you had proved your indifference to
lm_x‘x by deserting him for a wealthier
suilor.

**You are very cruel to me, Miss Suydam,”
said Miss Maud Ovin, ving the
handkerchief from ber face, and lifting her
bright blue eyes, with a piteous G:r'cl'lon.
toward the inflexible countenance of Clarice;

P T i
cousin die?”
ooy b ytrtey, Mim Orng
:! ;:;lnin, Clarence Suydam, died
B e e wae. toniy i,

i ith ber
Clarice, with peculiar emphasis upon
“Yea."
"No.m :::‘k"mg. m.eﬂ:. hlohtzll
yot for o you
, unha,
::% r-g:clt'ing my poor, PPy cous-

“But what has this to do with your cons-
in's disapp ?" exclaimed Mr. Dalton.
{ Clarice Snydam looked at him for a few

moments in silence.
s 'l’erhncr nothing,” she murmured—*‘per-
haps much!"
She then told the younz man of the letter
which Clarence bad received upon the pre-
| vious night—the letter which invited him to
| the meeting from which be had not returned.
‘ ““Have you that letter in your possessiou?
ked Mr. Dalton,
i m“'Nn; Clarence had it in his pocket when
he left the house,” answered Clarice. “I
went early this morning to the hotel named

| in that letter, and found that no one of that | ‘sary.

The

pame had been stayi g there, ple

| belonging to the house were very willing to
ive me all the information in their power,

l t they could throw little light upon the
mystery. They told me that a person had

| walked into the dining-room at a quarter
| past eignt, and had given a card to the
waiter with the name of Spencer written

4 der. ‘A gentleman will call here at
ey ot it beors | grder gf SUIRRLEENIE o que. | SP0m 1 . ntiman will cal Bere st
. y SRR St it tions and then bade the young 1iau a per- tell him that I am waiting for him
:n“-erﬂu. and I will not forget my tory * fng.” thus giving b m ym:A et i

B unlocked her dressing-case, which to understand that h"m"_l to_bear noth- | 0 o consin's iption came in and
W & massive casket of ebony inlaid with more of what ho tarmed “a e | Wasshown at once to the dining-room; ten
®l. 8he pressed a spring in the inner ter in the day, the young man who bad | pyinutes aflerward, the two men left the
Rzt of the casket, and u ecret drawer flew | caused the pokice so oo | bouse e .
::ﬁehlibz a few neatly-folded papers ;”lw to the residence of Clarence Suy :!A:lll. ,h mr could ascertain?”

Ml Ortygiom vock sat the rollof motes | . o saked for Clarense, snd was admittod “When your cousin Clarence left this
“Mg‘on el imwediately.by the servant of the house. house did be carry with him the letters

“Tike hia. she mid. Tt was to bave | , He walked dlowly up the stairs and eo- which the lady had asked him to surrender?”
Bl for 1y wodding dressee, but Stowars | 1ered the stodio &“!_—;g"“‘"'m “Ho did. He told me onos he always car-
2% e m credit for those.” Who would | bo aad Clarence many BapPY | rin her lotters about him in & sealed packet.
&mﬂﬁm_uhﬁ e : :

yesterday, when my cousin’s idol came here t favor.”
to tell lim with her own lips—with the calm “Indeed, madam™
insolence of her class—that she was false to “Will yon grant it?"
every vow she had ever uttered.” “Perhaps—when I know what it is.”
Tuf: | d Mr. Dalton. “Your cousin had in his possession a num-

“More toan this, she demanded of him | ber of letters written to him by me before
the letters she had written to him during | my engag t to the G L All pap
the past year—Iletters that would have eter- | belonging to Mr. Suydam have no doubt
nally compromised her had they fallen into tnmed into your hands since his death.
the innds of her betrothed husband. These | Will you return those letters to me?”
letters Clay fused to restore; nay, “I cannot, Miss Ovington.™
more, he swore that he wonld deliver them “You cannot!”
to General Dumont, the man she was to *No, I cannot, because those letters are

not in my possession. Clarence Suydam
had no secrets from me—we were as brother
and sister—and I know that he carried the
packet containing your letters about him
until the hour of his death.”

The rays of ight st g t g
the narrow openings in the shutter shone
full npon the face of Miss Ovington. Clar-
ice Suydam saw that fuce changeto the color
of alabaster.

“He carried the letters abont with him at
the time of his death!" exclsimed Miss
Ovington, *“‘Are you surc?”

“] am sure.”

*Yon could swear it?"

“With my dying breath, if it were ncces-

: h N

“Enough, Miss Suydam. I have ~sked
you these questions and you have answered
them candidly. I will distress younolonger
by my presenceswhich must help to remind
you of your grief. Good morning."

The accomplished woman of fashion
bowed and swept from the room.

She descended the stairs and hurried to
her carringe, which was waiting for her at
t.hedooroﬂ]::lehou::e oo

“To Brooklyn," she sai e coachman,
who assisted Il’:r, into the vehicle.

This conchman was the man whom she

called William upon the ious night,
M'l.i'he man tormed pale as ﬁ:ud Ovington
gave this order.
“Madam,” be said, in a low,

NO. 27.

< you shall Lear that I have spoken ths

But you cannot see him until to-
idghit, There wenld be danger to us both
in that plice before durk."

Miss Ovington shrugged her shoulders
| impatiently.
i
{

1

l “Then you shall see kim, and from his
y

!

]

*“‘Letit be so, then," she said.

“To-nigh
after dark.” ghty

CHAPTER V.
THE MISTERIOUS MESSAGE.

Among the lions of New York society was
General Granby Dumont, of the United
States Army, a man of about thirty-five;
that is to say, in the fairest and fallest period
of maw’s life.  An accomplished gentleman,
o statesian and a soldier, Granby Dumont

was one of those men who gdd lustre to so-
ciety. It was little wonder, then, that he
should be proud, not with the paltry pride
of the purse-proud parvenu, but with the
noble sentiment of a high-born gentleman,
who scorned & mean or dishonorable action.

He bad reached the age of thirty-five with-
out baving married, because lie had never
met with any woman whom he had consid-
ered worthy to bear his idolized widowed
mother’s proud name.

But in Miss Maud Ovington he thought
that he beheld all that was perfect in wo-
man—youth, beauty, innocence, candor,
truth, all that can make even the highest
rank yet more elevated by adding to it the
inherent nobility of virtue,

He believed this, and he made an offer of
his hand to Ler who was already mistress of
his heart.

He was accepted, and he belioved that he
was also loved. He litile knew how seldom
the heart goes with the hand among the hot-
bouse flowers of the wortd—the artificially-
cultured beauties of fashionable life.

The soft blue eyes met his gith a loving
light in their agure depths. e rosy lips
were ina “ortle swile. Was it pos-
sible he could look ®wdeceit in such a face?

(%0 = cowervven)

A Cough, Cold or Sore
Throat should be stopped. Neg-
leet frequently results in an In-
curable Lung Disease or Consump
tion, BROWN'S BRONCHIAL
TROCHES do not disorder the
stomach like cough syrups and
balsams, but act directly on the
inflamed parts, allaving ‘irritation,
give relief in Asthma, Bronchitist
Couyhs, Catarrh, and the Throat
Troubles which Singers and Publio
Speakers are subject to. For thir-
ty years Brown‘'s Bionchial Tro
ches have been recommended by
physicians, and have always giv
en perfect satisfaction. Having
been tested by wide and constant
use for nearly an entire generas
tion, they have attained well-meri
ted runk among the few staple re
medies of the age. Sold at 25
cents a box everywhere.

TUuTr's PILLS A SUGAR Prum!
—Tatt’s Pills are now covered
with a vanilla sugarcoating, mak-
ing them as pleasant to swallow
us a little sugar plum, and render
ing them agreeable to the most
delicate stomach.

They cure sick headache and
bilious colic.

They giveappetite and flesh to
the body.

They cure dyspepsia and nour
ish the system.

They cure fever and ague, cos
tiveness, ete.

Sold everywhere.
box.

25 cents a

*io—no

CooxiNGg Or1L.—In our family we*
have been using refined cotton seed
cooking oil for about one month.
For most purposes it is much supe
rior to lard. Y% will cost but abont
50 or 60 per ceut ot the price Baigl
for lard.

We have no hesitation in recom
wending it to families believing i
to be purer. cléeaner and more pala
table than the lard tow found in
the market,

It can be had of S.T. Grisamore
who will keep it constantly on
hand for sale.

A Drrricurt PacuiEM SoLveD: — The
desire for stimulanw, is becoming a mon-
strous evil and how to overcome it is a se

warning | rious question with reformers. Parker’s

Ginger Toaic fairly solves the difficult
problems It invigorates body and mind
without intoxicating, and has brought
health and happiness to many desolate
homes.—Enquircr. See other column,




