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this way, now thatbut all the time with
& wecrel etopumgement, Bul now, ne
suddenly ns a fanh lights up the sky and
disnppears, everg shadow of a hope had
left his heart.

Willls Boynton had boon  the Inmate
of Mr. Mayoard's home sinee hila tenth
year, and he was now twenty-five. He
was born In Bouth Carolinn,hut his fatber
dying, he was gent to My, Maynard, &
relative, and one who had loved the
dead man dearly, Though partly edu-
cated in the North, he did not lose the
tiery nature that had been born In him,
e hnid, however, for the sake of his
ohild doveorushed hiv wild impuises nnd
and subdued his Imperious nature.

He possessod 0 small fortune that en-
ahled him to realige his nmbition to be n
auvcessful lnwyer,and when anxlety and
the loss of hope made It incumbent on
Biim, to travel, His father was o Col,
Boynton, n man  greatly esteemed for
his wealth and social position, In South
Carolinog, and he was extremely prond
of his lineage, though both father and
mother were dend, and he had held no
eotrespondence with the other members
of the fumily, Mr, Maynard, for the
pake of bis fdend, hnd slways treated
b s o son, and, Tmmersed as he was

in bustness, did not gee the change that |

had gradunlly come over his lhouse.
hold.

Willis Boynton did not meet Florence
again untll the next morning ot the
hrosk fst-table,. Then she saw what one
Lirlef night of agony ocan accomplish,

The Mee of her lover was as white aw

deathy, and bore the stamp of hmmeasur-
able sorrow.  But he had wrestled with
his anguish and partly conguered it, His

groeting was subdued and manly, but he |

never onee, if he could help it, lvoked
toward Florence, In vain she strove to
vemd his countenance — he gave hey
opportunity.

no

IFor several evenings hie absented him- |

a1l 3 and whenever he met Florence, his
manner wae cool, though kind, Yot be
seomed strangely pre-ocenpled, and more
than onee Florence caught hls glance
resting upon her face with an expression
she did not Hke: but, as he seemed to
have given her up at Inst, she waited

patiently,
Meantime the stranger, who was to

hinve stayed but a few days, yot lingered. |

Hometimes Florenee met him, and the
meeting always made her happier, At
Iength hie ventured to eall, and spent an
evening at Mr. Maynard's, The old
gentleman was delighted with his mod.-
esly and aequirements. Like the rector,
he pronounced him at once the most
sgreeable man he had met, and looked
at Florence searchingly as he said go,—
Ahe could not conceal the sparkle of her
eye, or the quick blush that lightened up
hier whole face, and whatever her father
might have thought, he kept it to him.
self,

For many evenings the stranger came,
and at last, having taken board at the
hotel, he seemed likely to gettle for the
winter, Now Florence had full oppor-
tunity to pity and sympathize with Wil.
lis Boynton, With the whole strength
of her heart, its slumbering emotions at
length fairly and thoroughly roused, she
loved Gilbert Allington. It was strange,
she ncknowledged to herself—it was per-
haps unmaidenly, but it was also un-
avoidable, She could not help it. If he
had never spoken to her one word of
aflection, she would still have loved
right on—if he had left her forever, his
fmnge would still have been forever up-
permost in her heart of hearts,

One evening when Gilbert was pres.
ent Willis came in. He looked haggnrd
and unbappy, as he always did of late.
He did not try to master his pugsion by
uoble resolve, or manly patience. The
sentiment he cherished was fust chang-
ing to revenge. If he could not wed
Florence, no one else should, if it laid
in bis power, Florence was singing ns
he entered. Unconsclonsly her joyous
tones took on a padness, the atmosphere
seemed clouded—it would nol ring as
before with the sweet vibrations of her
volosa,

Willis cast a scowling glance that was
not observed toward the twain. Gilbert
bent liked one privileged over the musi-
cian, carefully turned the pages, and
seemed entlrely absorbed in the voice of
the sloger and his too pleasant ocoupa-
tion, It was the place, the delightful
duty that bad been his, Willis thought,
bitterly, and in bis deep-set eyes gleam-
the fires of vengeful disappointment,—
Under his arm he held a book, which he
placed carelessly upon the centre-table.
It was unique in binding, very different
from the many richly covered volumes
that lay scattered round, a pale, mottled
vloth much worn and somewhat defaced,
‘When the two turned from the piano,
Willis had seated himself. His features
asmumed a8 smile of condiality, they
ittle knew what smouldering fires it
hid,

For sometime the conversation was
quiet and common.place. Florence
watched anxiously, sure from his man.
ner that he was uneasy and excited. At
leugth the toples discussed began to
cover 8 wider range. Willls spoke of
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tenvel,  Almost linperoeptible théy were
Ted to talle of Australl,  Aw soon, How-
ever, ns thab theme was touched (he e
of Glibert underwent an diitire chnnge,
Wilis' syes voversd him continually —
e notload the evident shfinking the un.
easy movement, and a amlle of trlumph
tarkéd nround bis Jips. Al this was
read by Florence, :

“You bhave triveled much, I sup-
pose ' unld Wills, quietly.

“ For three years," returned tho other,
speaking as with an eftort,

‘ Have you ever been In Australlny®!

Willls" tones, Took wnd attitude, were
nstudy, He st loaning forward allbtle,
his Hips parted, his oyes fustened upon
Gilbert, and his fingers working un.
eastly,

Gllbert Allington started { one Instant
and his blanehed Hp was quiveriog, lils
cheek devold of all color, his eyes un.
stendy In their glanee, and the whole
expresuion that of & min excecdingly

terrifled. It was, however, only for a
moment, SBhivering onee, he came out
of the slrange, Lancedlike manner,

cought at his self-possossion ns they sy
drowning men eatoh st straws, wnd held
it Mmst,  With the utmost ealimness.even
while the nstonishied glanee of Florence
was fustened upon him, he answersd the
inslnunting question,

T have been T Austialin . n glorlous
countey It Is, too, "

DIl you redide there long ?'
Willis, trembling.

*“Have you uny partienlar réason fof
wishing to know ' naked the stranger,
his volee changing (0 n sternness that
was alimost awful,

1 have, " returned Willis,

“Then perhaps you will have the
kindness to wave (he suliject for to-
night, and meet me at somoe other place
for the transaction of this Important
buslness,*!

Willls sank back In his chale, breatli-
This answer had daunted him, had
blunted the edge of s cool, revengeful
audacity. ITe turned his eyes flercely
upon the stranger, us he sald ;

1 will meet you to-morrow, ' nnd rle.
ing stormily, he left the room.

“This man seetns to conduct himself

queried

loss,

strangely,” sald Gllbert, with a smile,
turning to Florenoce.

Hhe merely answered ;

* 1 don't understand it."

1 do,”" waa the gquiek reply. ' He is

evidently trying to plek o quarrel with
me, for some insane purpose,

“*You will not—mest him In
Mr, Allington !"?

“Who,I? Ihaveno wish to meet
him at all, Miss Florence, 1 think 1
understand the seeret of his animosity.
We must overlook much that seems out
of place in those who fancy themselves
Ijured, Yel Heaven knows I would
not injure any man! I have guflered
too deeply myself,”

*You must remember that he s
Southern-born, and of & warmer tem.
per,by nature,than we of a colder clime,’
she said, fuintly, trying to excuse his
abruptnesg, though In truth there was
no reason why ghe should, save that
love made her pity him, although he
wns not its object, Besldes, she felt the
tenderness of the glances that were be-
stowed upon her, and this appeal to her
womanly sympathles made her anxious
fo soften the errors of one who had been
very kind to her from her earllest rec.
ollections.

unger,

For some time nothing more was sald,
At last Gilbert arose, hastily, almost
nervously. He stood by the table, quite
close to where she was seated, He gazed
down upon her with one of his rare
smiles, and seemed nbout to speak. The
strange book that Willls had brought
in lay directly under the light of the
chandelier. Carelessly he lifted it in his
hands, and as carelessly opened it —
another moment the book was on the
floor, he stooping with a white fuce to
plek It up agaln.

* Unpardonable carelessness,”’ he sald,
restoring its disordered pages, and plac-
ing it in its old position,

Florence could not forbear seeing that
agaln gome storm of passlon or regret
was sweeping over hia soul, for his hand
shook as he put it back, and his chest
heaved, The smile did not return that
night, and left alone, Florence, halting
between love and a haunting fear, which
like & presentiment saddened her, re-
flected bitterly upon the events of the
evening. Bomething akin te hate sprang
up In ber bosom toward Boynton, who
seemed determined to let no opportuni-
ty escape him in which he might thwart
or distress her, Thinking it over, she,
too, lifted the buok, and listlessly open-
ed it. 'What made her heart throb heav-
ily, the blood surge across her cheek and
forehead, and her sight grow dim? It
was i list of Australinn convicts for
years back. What was the meaning of
that vminous yuestion which Willls had
asked, the ominous book which he had
brought—that dreadful unquiet man ghe
loved ¥

Eagerly she perused It, looking with a
slckening dread at the long nrray of G's
and A's, and at last drwing  a breath
of relief when she saw that the one

name that hnd power to touch her
heart-stringn wae not there. With a
sigh of wenrinews sho placed the book
down and tried to throw off the gloomy
forebodings that oppressed her, but they
would not go away. Darker and more
threntening they closed sround her soul,
il she wished In her angulsh that abe
bind never mel thin man, whose lghtest
smile was so Inestimable preelous to her,
That night she slept but little, snd when
she did, her gleep was filled with dis-
tresalng vislons,

It was well that she could not seo the
other vietim of the HBoutherner's mnllce,
He sat in, hils room, without motion,—
The elock struck out nll the hours, until
it struck the one that proelalmed mid-
nlght. Then he Hfted his face, In the
dim Hght 1t was ghastly.

CAnd T was to ask her tosnight—und
this fAend  has come between me  and
happiness,”" he whispered honrsely.—
“ I thought 1 knew his face, and I tried
In vain to remember whete I had  seen
him, Ol 1t is ernel, orael !

He nrose, changed his thiok cont for n
dressing.gown, drew on a palr of st
#lippers, and flung himsell moodily in
the ehale ngnin,

1 see,” e murmured, T am in this
man's power, and God helpme If he
has no merey—und Gold holp him,
ton,'”

Blowly the hours passed by, bt he did
not seek his cduch. Toward morning,
he paced the floor, baek and forth § then,
as daylight began to steal Into the room
he drew toward him & box of papers
(they seemed to be letlers) nnd began (o
examine them, thrusting some aside,
and plaelng ethers In o small heap, The
sun ghining in, still found him thus oe-
cupled,

Hearcely tasting his breakfast,he placed
the pnckel In his pocket, ns the day

deepened, and golog oul wended his
wny o the house of  the rec-
tor, There he was closted for two
lioars,

When he eame out, the rector cnme
with him, his face searcely eheerful, bul
very filendly. As the two parted, the
former placed his hand upon Cillbert's
shoulder, saying, In a low tone;

“Trust in God, T think it will all
come oub vight,”
1 hope #0," snid the young mun,

drearily.

When hie veturned (o the hotel, he wns
somewhnt surprised to receive Willis
Boynton's enrd. That gentleman wos
in the parlor, e mot him with cool
elvility.

“Tenn hardly fall to understand the
object of your coming,’ he gnid, ** 'Will
you walk up into my room ?**

“Certainly,”

Willis looked like n. man prepared to
do a deed of villainy,

They entered the pleasant private par-
lor together,

“Now, sir 7" sald Gilbert, In eplm,
clear tones. I am mot afrald of
you,”

It wns not my purpose, I nssure you,
to create fear; on the contrary, I wish
to save one who s dear to me from
unnecessary mortifieation—from what,
believe me, in one so sensitive, would
cause death, perhaps, "

* Gio on,sir. What are your charges ¥

*Tmet you in Australla, three years
ago."

S Yeu,"

* Do you remember me P

1 do now, Well ¥

“You were there n conyiet,

HGo on," sald Gllbert ealmly.

*“Good Heaven ! could I say more?"?

* Yes, much more, Mr. Boynton. Go
on.”’

* You were convicted of forgery when
a very young man — s clerk in a bank.
ing house in Manchester, England, You
see, I know all about it.”*

“Is that all ¥

f#No,lt is not enough. What has that
to do with your present visit ¥

“This, that I will not see Florence
Maynard sacrificed,

* What i= she to you "

“Your coolness is auducious, Ble is
my — my-—sister — that Is, I regard her
in that light.”

“You love her.””

“Bir!" eried Willis, turning red.

“1 eay, you love her,”

* Very well; and what if I do ¥

* You are a rejected lover, and wish to
wreak your vengeance thus upon her
and upon me."*

“*You are Impertinent,”

“ 1 am right.”’

“Great Heaven !
would see any woman I respected wed-
ded to a convlet ¥°

Gllbert grew pule. He arose, walked
a few steps, then came near Willis with
n resolute fuce.

I wish you to answer me one gques-
tion,”" he said.

* What is it?

“ Did you ever hear me spoken of by
any one¥"

“I— Of course I did.
was extraordinary,”

“ How extraordinary ¥"’

* You were econgidered a bookworm ;

Your course

do you think I
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mil you were, too, w port of preacher
and a teacher, ™

[ 1} Yu‘l!

“That was sll.'!

AV ! wan thist all thiat gou heard
of me ¥',

And hin plerelng oyos seomed to red
the very seorets of Willla Boynton's
cownrdly soul,

COf course,’

Y Do you dare say that with deliberss
tlon, Mr. Doyoton ¥

“ What do you mean "'

" This: that it was wld you by every.
body—nand you remember 1§ too—that 1
wis an innocent man, Not one of the
colonlsts, nol one—even the most hard-
ened among those felons, many of them
tranuported for life—but belleved In my
entlre Innocence,  You know T wae al.
ways polnted out ; thut my story wis
nlways told; that T had s bitter enemy,
ngiionst whom I was powerless in Tng-
land,  Willls Doyuton, look at me! In
your lnmost soul, you do not belleve that
I nm guilty of the erime sharged ngninst
me,’

1 know that you were transported,”
snld Willis, o red Hght gleaming in his
oyos,

AN you know, such was the leans
Ing toward merey in Eogland, though 1
could get no proof, thiut my punlshment
was nlmost commuted | that ten of the
fourteen years were cot oft,  Yes, yon
know-you know all this. Now why
do you persecute me ¥

U Becnuse you  have
proven Innocent, "

Y But 1 shadl be, so sture as there Is @
God In heaven. 1 am biding my time,
that will one day come,"

Boynton Inughed Insaltingly,

In the menntime," he ald, sneer.
Ingly, “ with this cloud upon your repu.
tatlon,you would take thoat innocent and
conflding girl to the nitar, nnd inake her
the wife of a convier,”

S Nol" thunderdd CHllbert, * You in-.
terpret my motives too rendily by your
own glnlster thoughts, 1 should have
done no sueh thing, Whatever 1 am, 1
nm not & coward, BufMiee itthat T should
have been honorable, ™

not yet been

“Honorable 1" he sneered : ** honora-
Lile, Indeed!*

Cillbert controlled Limself. He lad
very nearly lald hands upon him; but
insanely, wickedly as Willls was ncting,
he remembered that he loved Tlorenee,
and 16 saved him,

 Yeu," he sald calmnly, * I love her
too well to eloud her life even by a sus-
plelon. T Dbelleve she loves me, and
would be willing to walt the lssue of the
evidence pending In my hehalf,”

The eyea of Willis Boynton blazed
aguin ; all the evil ppasions of bls nature
were roused.  He too believed that Flor-
ence loved thls man, who In weeks hud
won what he had toiled for years with a
patience and asslduity and self-denial
that had been admirable in a loftier na-
ture.

1 swear Florence Maynard shell not
be your wife!" he oried, flercely. * Bhe
shall not bend ber pure head to the
caresses of a felon, I will brand you,
sir. You are o law-breaker: you have
worn the chaln — the badge of penal
servitude and outrageous erime. That
is enough to make your nnme n lLy-
word 1"

Gilbert Allington shivered from head
to fool, His eyes were wild, his hands
clenched Involuntarily. Ife came to-
ward Willls, and even he was dismayed.

“Don't Iny your hands on me!" he
said, hoarsely., I won't submit to it.”

Gilbert regarded him for a moment.—
His face changed, his hands fell, his
eye lost its fire,

“ I pever struck a man yet,” he said,
in a strange, earnest whisper, ‘I never
will while God gives me reason — much
less you,for whom I feel a soverelgn con-
tempt. You are unworthy tobe touched
by me. Go spit your foul venom, if you
will! go ruin me. There'sa God above,
I believe in him, I serve him. You are
powerless before him, and you cannot
harm me ultimately., Your curses will
full upon yonr own head. You too per.
haps will some time feel that lofty pride
bent low ; you too may shed the bilter
tears of regret, and siill be lnnocent, I
do not hope this. I only say, as you
would hope for merey, have mercy."

*1 do not need your advice, nor your
good wishes,” sald Willis, hoarsely.—
““ Cio your own way ; I shall go mine.—
IT you do not leaye the village, on your
head be the consequences. 1 have warn-
ed you.”

And thus they parted.

It was nearlng twilight. All day poor
Florence had been haunted by uneasy
thoughts, Now, seeing a well-known
form coming up the street, she seated
herself, almost faint with apprebension.

Gilbert was very grave when he en-
tered, but there was something so beauti-
ful Illuminating his face. Was it hope ¥
was il joy ¥

“ Florence,” he sald, ** can we be
alone s few moments ¥

“ Certainly,” She was re-assured by
his manner.

“ Florente, I 'have a story to tell you.
A certain boy, an English boy of six.

-k .
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teen; Indurred the undylog hate of o
man, beonuse yents befors, Bia mother
‘hael rofased hilm boe  Land [n minerlage,
He Inid n plan whieh sorked the boy's
ruln—at least IL soenied so. The boy was
transported for the orime of forgery,
when he was ns fnpocent i you ure,—
'The plan suceeeded but too well, The
lieart of u gontle Eoglish woman was
broken ; she died the first year hor son
was away. The boy was recommendsd
to merey booause. there was strong aym-
pathy In bls favor, His punlshment
was only for a shorl term of years, In
the colony he had many friends, among
them one old, ehlldloss man, who had
boen there twenty-five yoars. . The msn
dled, leaving a large fortune to him.—
Thus, you see,Clod In part frustrated the
plans of his esemy, That boy sits e
fore you & man, who has been unjustly
Ilm"r hj‘."

Florence starled, ultered a low cry,
and covered her face with her hands,

" To-day I recelved w visll from your
friend Willls Boyuton. I will not tell
you how he trented me — what  bitter,
oruel words he used, He swore I should
never marty you, for I told him, ns 1
havo longed to tell you,that 1 love you."
Florence did not shirink from him as he
took hier hand, " After he hnd gone,
there chme n strmnge guest to me, sod
sat down by my slde. It was Despalr,™

Florence shilveved o Hitle,

“Hhe did not sty long, however, for
presently Faith erepl in, and In her
presence 1 grew o moan ngaln, I brought
some old letters to show you thal were
sent to me from England, but in the us-
unl mall to-day (and now his face grow
trlumphant) * there come & mont 1m-
portant letter, Florénce, my enemy Iy
dead; he hoad confessed nll, T am olear
not only In the sight of Heaven, bul
that of my country."

COh, Tameo glnd ! erled Plorence.
springing to her feel, lier whole fuee
beaming.

*Its o forgery!™ orled n hollow volee.

Gilbert sprang to Wis feet : Florenes
uttered n ery of lerror,

Mo you have been lsloning ¥ sald
Gilbert, in tones of contempt, * Do you
think I would be s0 insane ss to con-
teroplate even a deed Hke that, which 1
could by no possible jmeans prove ¥
No: I would rather cut off this right
hand.”

YT tell you I will brahd you,"” erled
Willls, like one frantie, * You have
been o convict; never forget that,”

When Mr. Maynard returned, he was
made aequainted with the full partlea.
lars, He enlled Willis into his study,
and reasoned with him. He might as
well have thlked to a manine. The man
ruved forward aud back, and was so bit-
ter in his hostility to Gilbert: that his
guardian was fearful some harm might
be done.

“Pell me, will you let your child mur-
ry un Australian conviet? cried Willls,
furlously.

I shall say nothing about it, I have
nol yet made up my mind; but if my
child loved the poorest man on earth,
and he was honest, she should marry
him. This Allington has been wrong-
ed,but I do not see but thatall isstralght
now. Buch cases excite sympathy, nat
prejudice. I am sorry you eannot afford
to be generous,'’

ST will tell every man, womnan, and
child in this town what brand he bears
upon him!" sald Willls, resolutely, de-
fiantly.

My, Maynnrd was silent. He saw that
this rash thing would be done. There
was but one way to avolid it

YWillis, ™ he seld, *listen to me, I

have your life's secret also In my hands.
If you harm my child, you are at my

- - —

mercy."
The man glared at him,
1 would have spared you If I had

seen any mercy in lynu ; but you must
be punished, Willls Boynton, your
mother was & slaye, I have your free
papers, made out when you were six
yeurs old, up-stalrs. Now shall 1 be
sllent ? or will you run the risk of my
resentment ¥

For one moment the room swam
round ; the next, Boynton fell to the

round heavily. Weeks of dangerous
nlne«u mude another man of him. He
rose from his bed hombled and chastened
and at Gilbert’s wedding he gave Flor-
ence a brother's kiss,

-

Charity for the Falien.

Never say anything damaging to the
good name of a woman, it matters not
how poor she may be or what her place
In soclety. They have & hard enough
time at best, and God help the man who
would give them a kick down the hill.
Weareall too free with thelr names—

we talk too mueh about them on our
gtreet corner clubs and in public places
to be heard of men. We do very wrong.
The least little bint that there sOme-
thing wrong, that *‘ she ain’t all right,"’
whether spoken in jest or in earnest, is
taken up, and like the rolling stone
gathers moss as it goes from corner to
corper, and at last comes home to the
persecated  ereature  with  crushing
welght, Bhe has done nothing but keep
quiet while her ldle persecutors have
pursued her, and now she is kicked

m door to door and has fallen so low
that none will do her reverence. Give
:m:hdnnmudm'h-d as well

im; talk a o good in
street corner clubsand across -ro0om
oounters, and you had ns well set her
down &t once as a social wreck.




