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, Ppleasant work
better busy.”
ere 18 one thing I must ask, Edith,”
he resumed after a-pause; ‘‘a last favor.
You will grant it, will you not ?”

"Vl’c':’wr 1 is there anything I would not

t?

“It is this, then—that when I am gone,
you will take what is your right and your
due. This you must promise me ; no rhqke
false pride—the widow of Sir Victor Cath-
eron must take what is hers. Juan Cath-
eron is marfiéd to a Creole lady, and livin,
in the island of Martinique, a rel'ormeﬁ
man. He inherits the title and Catheron
Royals, with its income, as heir-at-law.
For the rest you have your jointure as my
widow ; and my grandmother’s large for-
tune, which descended to me, I have be-
Tluthed to you in my will. So that when

leave you, my dearest, 1 leave yoa free
from all pecuniary troubles. It is my last
wish—nay, my last command, that vou
take all without hesitation. You promise
me this, Edith ?”

I promise,” she answered lowly. She
could not look at him—it seemed like the
Scriptural words, ‘‘heaping coals of fire on
her head.”

Then for a long time there was silence.
He lay back among the pillows with closed
eyes, utterly exhausted, but looking yery.
happy. The bitterness of death was passed
—a great peace had come. They could
all see that the last great change was near.
Pain had left him—he was entirely at
rest. s

“Read to me, Edith,” he said once as the
day wore on.  She took up a volume of
sermons that Lady Helena was fond of.
She opened it, haphazard, and gead. And |
presently she came to this, ren«gug of the
crosses and trials and sorrows of life. “*And
God shall wipe away all tears from their |
eyes, and there shali be no more death;
peither sorrow nor crying; neither shall
there be any more pain.”’

His eyes were fixed upon her with so
radiant a light, so infinite a thankfulness,
that she could read no more. Her voice
choked—she laid the book down. Later, as
the sunset came streaming in, he awoke
from a long slumber, and looked at the
glittering bars of light lying on the carpet.

“Open the window, Edith,” he said ; “I
want to see the sun set once more.”

She obeyed. = All flushed with rose light.
and gold and amythist splendor, the even-
ing sky glowed like the very gates of para-
dise.

“It is beautiful.” Edith said, *‘but its un-
told beauty brought to her somehow a
sharp pang of pain.

“‘Beautiful !” he repeated in an ecstatic
whisper. “‘O love! if earth is so beautiful,
what must Heaven be !”

;  Then she heard him softly repeat to him-
self the words she had read :  **And God
shall wipe all tears from their eyes, and
there shall be no more death ; neither sor-
row nor crying ; neither shall thére be any
more pain.” He drewa long, long breath,
like one who is yery weary and sees rest
near.

“Darling,” he said, ‘‘how pale you are—
white as a spirit.  Go out for a little into
the air —don’'t mind leaving me. I feel
sleepy again.”

She kissed him and went.  All her after
life she was glad to remember that their
last parting had been with a caress on her
part, a happy smile on his. She descended
the steps leading from the window with un-
questionable obedience, and passed out into
the rose and gold light of the sunset.  She
remained perhaps fifteen minutes—certainly

wot more. The red light of the October sky
was fast paling to cold gray—the white
October moon was rising.  She went back.
He still lay as she had left him—his eyes
were closed—she thought he was asleep.
She bent over him, close—closer—growing
white almost as himself. And then she [
knew what it was.

“And there shall be no more death;
neither sorrow nor crying; neither shall |
there be any more pain.”

A cry rang through the room, the long,
wailing cry of widowhood.  She fell on her
knees by the bed. An hour after, the pass-
ing bell tolled sombrely through the dark-
ness from the steeple of Chesholm Church,
telling all whom it night concern that Sir
Victor Catheron had gone home.

CHAPTER XXVIL

One brilliant, August noonday a Cunard
ship steamed gallantly down the Mersey
and out into the open sea.

There were a great number of passengers
on board—every cabin, every berth, was
filled. Every -country under Heaven, it
seemed, was represcnted. After the first
two or three days out, after the first three
or four times assembling around the dinner-
table and congregating on the sunny decks,
people began to know all about oue
another, to learn each other's names and
histories.

There was one lady passenger who from
the first excited a great deal of talk and
curiosity.
in widow’s weeds, who rather held herself
aloof from everybody, and who seemed all
gufficient unto herself. A young lady,
pitifully young to wear that sombre dress
and widow’s cap, remarkable anywhere for
her beauty, and dignity, and grace. Who
was she” as with one voiceall the gentlemen
on board cried out that question the
moment they saw her first.

She'was a lady of rank and title, an
English lady, travelling with her two ser-
vants—otherwise quite alone— the name on
the passenger list was Lady Catheron.

For the first two days that was all that
could be ascertained—just enongh to whet
cariosity to burning-point.  Then in the
golitude and seclusion of the ladies’ cabin
the maid servant became confidential with
one of the stewardesses, and narrated, after
the manner of maids, her mistress’s history
as far as she knew it.  The stewardess re-
tailed it to the lady passengers, and the
lady passengers gave it at third hand to the
gentleman. This 18 what it was :

Lady Catheron, young as she looked and
was, had neverthelsss been a widow for
two vears. Her husband had been Sir Vic-
tor Catheron, of Cheshire, who had died
after the first year of married felicity, leav-
ing an immensely rich widow. Miserable
Sir Victor ! thought all the gentlemen.
She—Sarah Betts, the maid — had not
known her ladyship during the year of her
married life, she had been engaged in Lon-
don, some months after my lady’s bereave-
ment, to travel with her on the coutinent.
My lady had travelled in company
with her aunt, the Lady Helena Powyss,
and her cousin, & *“Mrs. Victor. They had
spent the best part of two years _wa!!(lering
leieurely through every country in Europe,
andnow my lady was finishing her tour of the
world by coming to America—why, Betts
did not know. Not many ladies of rank
came to America alone, Betts thought, but
she had heard my lady was an American by

birth. = Everywhere my lady went she had
been greatly adinired—gentlemen wiways
raved about lier, but she seemed as cold as
marble, very high and hsughty, utterly in-
ditferent to them all. She did not go into
society—she had been awfully fond of her
late husband, and quite broken-hearted at
losing him so soon.

valentine, was just enough to make them
wish there was more.

For the man servant and avant coutier of
my lady, he was a genteel, dignified, taci-
turn gentleman, like an elderly duke .in
difficulties, with whom it was impossible

L)

A darkly handsome young lady |
s ok T3 Borsett | leaves behind her that which renders keep-

| ders her restless—she

e’ liks S;u':hl\"\';;’l‘::'s‘\(::’u'{":,:lb:l heavily against the counter, and looks at

8l
acquaintances, was
3 who spoke
- with the chldren,
was and sweet as the sun-
reticence could hardly be

Before the vo; was

over she was many times forward among

© steerage p I'd luvi:r 1
Lehind her, and always followed by uﬁ.ﬁn
and when she came away. Not
pride, surely—the dark fathomless
oyes were ly sweet and soft ; the
lips, that might once have been haughty
and , tender and gentle now, and yet
there was a e, intangible something
about her, that held all at arm’s length,
that let no one come one inch nearer than
it was her will they should come. Lady
Cath had been their interest from the
first—she was their mystery to the end

Yes, it was Edith—Edith going home—
home ! well hardly that, perhaps ; she was
going to see her tather, at his urgent re-

uest. He had returned once more to

dy point, he had been ailing lately, and

he yearned to see his darling. His letter

reached her in Paris,and Edith crossed over
at once, and came.

Was there in her heart any hope of see-
ing, as well, other friends? Hardly—and
yet, as America drew near and nearer, her
heart beat with & hope and a restiessness
she could no more explain than I can. In
Naples, six months , she had met a

ty of Americans, nzsonmong them Mrs.
F::Lherbnin, of light-headed memory.
Mrs. Featherbrain had recognized an old

quai in Lady Cath aod hailed
her with effusion.

For Edith, she shrank away with the old
feeling of dislike and repulsion, and yet she
listened to her chatter, too.

““How sad it was,” ’said gay Mrs. Feather-
brain, ‘“‘about the poor, dear Stuarts. That
delightful Charley, too | ah ! it was very
said. Did Lady Catheron correspond with
them? But of course she did, being a rela-
tive and everything.”

“No,” Edith answered, her pale face a
shade.paler than usual; ‘‘she had entirely
lost sight of them lately. She would be
very to hear of them, -though. Did
Mrs. Featherbrain know—"

“QOh, dear, no!” Mrs. Featherbrain an-
swered; “I have lost sight of them too—
every one has.  When people beconie poor
and drop out of the world, as it were, it is
impossible to follow them up. She had
heard, just before their. party started, that
Trixy was about to be married, and that
Charley—poor Charley! was going to Cali-
fornia to seek his fortune. But she knew

nothing positively, only that they were
certainly nov to be seen in New York—that
the places and people who had known them
onee, knew them no more.” That was
all.

It could not be, then, that the hope of
meeting them was in Edith’s mind, and yet,
her whole soul yearned to meet them—to
ask their forgiveness, if no more. To clasp
Trixy's hand once again,—honest, loving,
impulsive, warm-hearted Trixy,—to feel
her arms about her as of ¢id, it seemed to
Edith Catheron, she could have given half
her life. Of any other, she would not let

| herself think. He had passed out of her
| life forever and ever—nothing could alter

that.

“Everywhere she went, she was admir-
ed,” her servants had said, *‘ but to all she
was cold as marble.” Yes, and it would al-
ways be 8o while life remained. There had
been but one man in all the world for her
from the first—she had given him up of her
own free will ; she must abide by her deci-
sion ; but there would never be any other.
One loveless marriage she had made ; she
never would make another. Charley Stuart
miﬁht-—would, beyond doubt—forget her
and marry, but she would go to her grave,
her whole heart his.

They reached New York ; and there
were many kindly partings and cordial fare-
wells. I).ndy Catheron and her two ser-
vants drove away to an up-town hotel, where
rooms had been engaged, and all papers

| duly chronicled the distinguished arrival.

One day to rest—thendown to Sandypoint,
leaving gossipping Betts and the silent
elderly gentleman behind her. And in the
twilight of an August day she entered
Sandypoint, and walked slowly through
the little town, home. Only three years
since she had left, a happy, hopeful girl of
eighteen—returning now a saddened, lone-
ly woman of twenty-one. How strange-
ly altered the old landmarks, and yet how
familiar., Here were the stores to
which she used to walk, sulky and discon-
tented, through the rain, to do the family
marketing. ere spread the wide sea,
smiling and placid, whereon she and Charley
used to sail. Yonder lay the marsh where,
that winter night, she had saved his life.
Would it have been as well, she thought
with weary wonder, if they had both died
that night? Here was the nook where he had
come upon her that wet, dark morning with
his mother’s letters, when her life seemed
to begin—here the gate where they had
stood when he gave her his warning :
“Whatever that future brings, Edith, don’t
blame me.” No, she blamed nobody but
herseif ; the happiness of her life bad lain
within her grasp, and she had stretched
forth her hand and pusned it away. There
was the open windbw where he used to sit,
in the days of his convalesence, and amuse
himself setting her inflammable temper
alight. It was all associated \Yibh him.
Then the house door opens, a tall, elderly
man comes out, there is a great cry, father
and daughter meet, and for an hour or so,
she can forget even Charley.

She remains a week—how oddly familiar
and yet strange it seems. The children
noisier and ruder than ever, her father
grown grayer and more wrinkled, her step-
mother, shrill of tongue and acid of temper
as of yore, but fawningly obsequious to her.

The people who used to know her, ahd
who flock to see her, the young men who
used to be in love with her, and who stare
at her speechlessly and afar off now. It
amuses Eer for a while, then she tires of it,
she tires of everything of late, her old fever
of restlessness comes back. Tuis dull
Sandypoint, with jts inquisitive gapers and
questioners, is not to be endured, even for
her father’s sake. She will return ta New
York.

In the bustling life there—the restless,
ceaseless flow of humanity, she alone finds
solitude and rest now. She goes, but she

ing boarders or teaching classics forever un
necessary to Frederick Darrell.

She goes back, What her plans are for
the futare she does not knyow, She has no
plans, she cannot teil how long she may re-
main, or where she will eventually take up
her abode. It seems to her she will be o
sort of feminine Wanderi all her
life. That lite lacks something that ren
does nov care io
think what, She may stay all winter--
lhedmny pack up andstart any day for Eug-
land.

September passes, and she has not gone.
A few of the acquaintances she made wheu
here before with the Stuarts call upon her,
but they can tell her nothing of them. If
the Stuarts were ail dead and buried they
could not no more completely have droppe:l
out .of the lives of their summer-time
friends. It musy be true, she thinks, what
Mrs. Featherbrain wold her. Trixy is mar-
ried and settled somewhere with her mother,
and Charley is thousand of miles away,
“*speking his fortune.”

Then, ull at once, she resolves to go
back to England. Her handsome jointure
house awaits her, Lady Helena and Inez
long for ber, love her—she will go back to
them—try to be at peace like other women,
try to live her life out and forget. She has
some purchases to make before she departs.
She goes into a Broadway store one day,
advances to a counter, and says:

I wish to sae some black Lyons velvet.”
Then she pauses, and looks at some black
kid gloves lying before her.

“What is the number ?” she asks, lifting
a pair.

I'he young man behind the counter makes
no reply.

She raises her eyes to his face for the first
time, and sees—Charley Stuart !

.

CHAPTER XXVIII,

Charley Stuart ! ‘The original of the pic-
tured face that lies over her heart by night
and day. Charley—unchanged,  calm,
handsome, eminently self-possessed as ever,
looking at her with grave gray eyes.

She tarns giddy, with the utter shock of
the great surprise—she leans for a second

him with eyes that cannot believe what
they see,

*“Charley "

“Edith 1”

Yes, it was his voice, his smile, and he

stretohes his haod acrese the' counter end . Gwendoline,

necessaries of
. I began to think,
you_must have gone away
again.

She looks at him. He isin no way chang-
ed that she can see—the very same Charley
of three {nn before. ‘“Yon knew I was
here !” she asks.

“Certainly, Lady Catheron. I read the

ho wever, that

‘m rs, and slways look out for | 10
Qleving ished | '

arrivals, Like the scent of
the roses; my aristocratic tastes cling to me
still. I thought you would hardly endure &
month of Sandypoint—adelightful, no dou
as that thyiving township 1s. I don’t n
to ask you how you have been—I can see
for myself you never looked better.”

He meets her steady, reproachful gaze,
with perfect sangfroid. ““You knew I was
here, and you would not come to 'see me,”
those dark luininous eyes say. His perfectly

1 indiffe T stings her to

the quick. i

“Trixy knew 1 was here too, of course !”
she says in a very low voice.

“No,” Charley answers ; “I don’t think
she did. I didn’t tell her, and I am pretty
sure if she had found out for herself, her
family circle would have heard of it.

tly doubt even whether she would not
ve taken the liberty of calling upon

0]
”: She lifts her eyes lglin, with a reproach
her lips will not speak.

“] have deserved it,” that dark, sad
glance says, ‘*but you might spare me.”

“We were all very sorry to hear of Sir
Victor Catheron’s death,” Charley resumes
gravely.
occasionally. Heart disease, wasn’t- it 1—

r fellow ! I hope Lady Helena Powyss

quite well ?” *

“‘She is quite well,”

Then there is a pause—her heart is full,
and he stands here so utterly unmoved,
talking common-places, and looking as
though even the memory of the past were
dead and buried. As no doubt indeed it is.
She handles the gloves she still holds ner-

“Hammond told us; he writes :

vously, for once in her life at a loss.

“Your mother and Trix are well?” she
says, after'a pause.

“Quite well.”

She looks up desperately :

“‘Charley,” she exclaims ; “mayn’t I see
them? I have waated to see them so much
—to—" No, her voice breaks ; she cannot
finish the sentence.

“Certainly you can see them,” Mr. Stuart
answers promptly ; ‘‘they will be delight-
ed, I am sure. They might not feel at
liberty to.call upon you, Lady Catheron, of
course, but all the same they will ‘only be
too happy if Lady Catheron will so far
honor them.”

He says this in the old lazy, pledsant
voice, but it is quite evident he does not
mean to spare her—his seif-sarcastic accent
makes her wince as though in actual bodily

ain.
’ ““I’ll give you the address if you like,” he
goes on ; “it’s not the most aristocratic
neighborhood in the world, but its perfect-
ly quiet and safe.” He scribbles something
in poncil. ‘‘Here it is—due east you see.
Trix won’t be home until seven : she’s at
work in a fancy shop in Sixth avenue, you
know—no, you don’t know of course, but
she is, and I generally call round for her
at closing-up time. f;uc you're safe to find
her at home any evening you may name,
Lady Catheron, after seven p. m.”

She takes the slip of paper very humbly
—very unlike the Edith he used to know—
her lips quivering, as he can seec.

"Mmy& go at once ?” she asks in that
humble little voice ; *“I can’t wait. I want
to see your mother, and I will stay until
Trixy comes.”

“My mother will be there, and charmed |
to see you.  Of course you can go at once |
—why should you hesitate.—it’s very kind
of you and all that: I would eseort you
there if I could, but unhappily I'm on duty.
You'll have no trouble at all finding it.”

He is perfectly cordial—perfectly indit-
ferent. He.looks at her as he might look
at Mrs. Featherbrain herself. Yes, Edith
it is all over for you !

“I thought you were in California,” she
says as she rises to go; “‘and that Trixy
was ‘married.”

*No, I have never left New York, and
Trix is pining in single blessedness still.
We are going to alter all that shortly
thoughi—for further particulars apply to
Trix. Are vou going? good-by, for the pre-
sent, Lady Catheron.”

Soe is out in the bright sunshine, fesling
as though she wete in a dream. [

She summons a hack, and is driven away |
castward to the address he has given her. |
She tinds it—a tall tenement house in a
close street, simelling of breweries, and ehe
ascends & long flight of carpetless stairs,
and knocks at a door on the upper landing,
It is opened, and the well-remembered face
of Aunt (

“M

A beautiful face is before her,
two biack gloved hands are outstretched,
two brown briiliant eyes shine upon her
through tears. Awmd Mis. Stuart recoils
with a gasp.

“Oh, dear me ! she says, ‘‘itis Edith!

Yes, iv is Kdith, with tears large and
thick in her eyes, wio kisses the familiar

sce, and who is s:tting beside her, how,

Mrs. Stuare never kuows in her amaze and
bewilderment, in the humble little front
room.

How changed it all is from the splendor
of that other house in Fifch Avenue. How |
ditferent_ this dingy black alpaca dress and
rusty widow’s cap from the heavy silks and
French millinery or other days. But Aunt
Chatty’s good, easy, kindly face is the
same. .

A hundred questions was asked “and an-
swered.  Edith tells her how long she has
been in New York, of how only an hour ago
she chanced nf)on Charley, and fannd out
their wherabouts. And now. if Aunt
Chatty pleases, she is going to take off
her bonnet and wait until Beatrix comes
home,

Of course you will wait | take of your
things right ‘away. Dear me ! and it is
really our Edith ! won’t Trix be surprised
and glad. It isn’t much of a-place this,”
says poor Mrs. Stuart, giancing about her
ruefully; *‘not what you're fised to,my dear,
but such as itis—"

An impetudus kiss from Edith closes her
lips. .

p"Ah hush ! !’ she says; ‘‘yon are in it—
and glad to see mo. ] ask no more.”

“‘And you are a widow too, dear child,”
Mrs. Stuart sighs, touching ner black dress
compassionately ; it is - very hard—so
young, and only gne short year his wife.
Captain Hammond told us—he writes to
Trixy, you know. Poor Sir Victor ! 8o nice
as he was, and that good: pleasant Lady
Helena. We were all so sorry. And you,
my dear—how have you been "

“Perfectly well,” Edith answers, but she
will not talk of herself. Aunt Chatty must
tell her all about their trouble. Aunt
Chatty tells plaintively, only too glad to
pour her sorrows into sympathizing ears.

“[t was very hard at first—dreadfully
hard. Poor Mr. Stuart died—it was too
much for him. iverything was sold—
everything—we were left_beggars. Work
was difficult to get—then I fellill. Charley
was in despair almost—he grew thin and
hollow-eyed, the very ghost of himself. All
our old friends seemed to drop off, and only
Providence gent Nellie Seton along, we
might all have died or gone to the alms-
house.”  °

“Nellie Seton ¥’ Edith inquired ; ‘“‘who is
she ? what did she do ?”

*'She was a school friend of Trixy’s, in
reduced circumstances like ourselves, who
came to our succor like an angel in.human
form. She got Trix a situation in a fancy
store, she nursed me, and kept me alive on
wine and jellies when I could touch nothing
else. She cheered up Charley and kept
him-~from dying of despair. To  Nellie
Seton, under Heaven, we owe it that we
are alive at all.”

“She is_a young lady—this good Miss
Beton ¥’ Edith asks, with & sharp contrac-
tion of the heart.

“Yes ; about Trixy’s age, and wonder-
fully clever. She writes poetry and gets
paid for it, and the prettiest stories for the
magazines, and is quite rich. She is one of
the family pow almost,—very likely she
will be home presently with Charley and
T#ix—they’re always to%:viner. And now,
if you will excuse, me, Edith, I'll go and
get tea.” i

She bustles away, and Edith sits in the
little parlor alone.  And. she feels, with a
heart like a stone, that what she has lost
forever, this brave, good Nellie Seton has
won. , Well ! she deserves it ; shé will try
to like her, Edith thinks ; but somehow
even at the thought, her heart revolts. Fhe
old feeling- for Featherbrain, for Lady
tries to come back. in spite of

>

¢

open, ‘sud “Trixy's

well-remembered voice is animatedly ex-
claiming :

“Ma! is tea ready? T am famished and

What! the t:\blo set in the par-

r in state. Goodn g
Edith rises, white as the dainty Marie
Stuart widow’s cap she wears —still and
beautiful she stands.  She sees Trixy’s tall
figure, a smaller, slighter young lady beside
her, and ey standing behind both.
Half a minute later Trix sweeps in, sces
the motionlegs figure, and recvils with a
shriek. "

“Trix!” Edith advances with the word
that is almost a sob. And Trixy's face
grows radiant.

“Ivis !itis it is 1"

She screams, and rushes forward, and
catches Edith in a perfect bear’s hug,
laughing, crying, and kissing, all in a
breath.

CHAPTER XXIX.

No about the wel here, no
ungracious remembrances of the past, no
need ever to doubt Trixy’s warm héart,
and generous, forgiving, impulsive nature.

All Edith’s shortcomings were long ago
forgotten and forgiven—it is in Edith’s way
to inspire ardent love. Trixy loves her as
dearly, as warmly as she had ever done—
she hugs, she kisses, she exclaims at sight
of her 1n a perfect rapture of joy:

0 darling!” she cries, “*how good it is to
see you again! what a sarprise is this !
Charley, where are you? look here! Don't
you know Edith?”

*‘Most undoubtedly I know Edith,”
Charley answers, advaucing ; ‘‘old age may
have impaired my faculties, but still L recog-
nize a familiar face when [ see it. I toid
her I thouzht you would be glad to see her,
but I dido’t tell her you intended to eat her
alive.”

“You told her! Where? when?”

*In the store—this afternoon. She came
in ‘promiscucus’ for black Lyon’s velvet,
wasn't it, Lady Catheron? You didn't
gevit by the way. DPermit me to iniorm
you, in my professional capacity, that we
have a very chaste and elegant assortment
of the article alwaya in stock. Trix, where's
your manners? Here's Nellie hovering
alooi in the background, waiting to be in-
troiunced. Allow me to be masier of the
ce emonies—Lady Catheron, Miss Nellie
Se.on.”

Both young ladies bowed —both looked
each other tuil in the face—genumne ad

14

miration in Miss Seton’s—keen, jealous
scrutiny in Lady Catheron's. She saw a
girl of two or three and twenty, under-
sized and rather plump, with a face which
from a point of beauty would not. for one
instant compart  with her own or Trixy’s
either. Buu it was such a thoronghly good
face.  And the blue, beaming eyee the soft
smiling mouth, gentle, and strong, and
. i, surely made to win all hearts at
E Not a beauty—something infinitely
better, and as a rival, something infinitely
more dangerons,

*‘Lady Cutheron’s name is familiar to me
as a housenold word,” Mfss Seton said,
with a  frank ltile laugh, that subdued
Edith ay once. “Trix wuakes with your
name on her lips, I believe, and goes to
sleep murmuring it at night. Lady Cath-
eron doesn't know how madly jealous I
have been of her before now.”

Edith turns once more to Trix—faithful,
friendly, loyal Trix—and stretches forth
both nands with a swift, gracefnl impulse,
tears standing, large nnﬁ bright, in her
eyes,

“‘My own dear Trix !” is what she says.

*‘And now I'll run away,” Miss Seton ex-
claims brightly ; ‘“‘auntie will expect me,
and I know Trix has ten thousand things to
tell and to hear. - No, Trixy, not a word.
Charley, what are you doing with your hat?
FUL it down instantly—I .don’t want you.

would very much rather go home alone,”

“Yes, its so likely I'll let you. There's
no earthly reason why you shounldn’t stay ;
but if, with your usual obstinacy and
strong-mindedness, you insist upon go-
ing—" i

“I do insist upon going, and without an
escort. You know you are rather a nuis-
ancc—in the way than otherwise—on, I
mean it. I get home twice as fast when I
go by myself.”

He looks at her—Edith turns sick—sick,
as she sees the look. He says something in
too low a tone for the rest to hear.  Miss
Seton laughs, but her color rises and she
objects no more.  Edith sees it all.
gray-kidded hand is extended to her.

““Good-nighv, . Lady Catheron,” Miss
Seton’s bright, pleasant voice says, and
Lady Catheron takes 1t, feeling in her
heart that for once she cannot dislike a
rival. This girl who will be Charley's
wife—O blissful fate !—is worthy of him.
They go out together laughing as they go.

“Isn’t she just the dearest darling I”
cries Trix in her gushing way ; “and O
Edith ! whatever would have become of us
all without her, 1 shudder to think. 1In
tne dark days of our life, when friends
were few and far between, she was our
friend—our savior. She nursed mamma
from the very jaws of death, she got my
place in the fancy-store, and I helieve—she
won'v own it—but I do believe she saved
Charley’s life.”

“Saved his life ?” Edith talters.

“It was such an awful time,” Trix says
in sombre tones, ‘‘we were starving, Edith,
literally starving. All our old friends had
forsaken us; work we could not get, ‘to
beg we were ashamed.” If you had seen
Charley in those days, gaunt, hollow-eyed,

8

| haggard, wretched. He looks and feels all
| right now,” goes on Trix, brightening up a
| bit, *‘but then ! it used to break my heart

to look at him. He tried for work, from
morning until night, and day after day he
came home, footsore, weary, despairing.
He could not leave mother and me, and go
elsewhere—she was sick, father was dead—

r pa !—and I was just crazy, or near it.
And one dark, dreadful night he went out,
and down to the river, and—Nellie follow-
ed, apd found him there. Ah! Edith, he
wasn't so much to blame ; I suppose he was
mad that night. She came up to him, and
put her arms around him, as he stood in the
darkness and the rain, and—I don’t. know
what she said or did—buv she brought him
back to us. Apd Providence sent him work
next day—the position in the store he hag
now. I don’t know about his merits
as & salesman,” says Trix, laughing, with
her eyes full of tears, ‘‘but he is immensely

pular with the ladies. Nellie says it

1sn’t his eloquence—where the other clerks |

expatiate fluently on the merits of ribbons,
and gloves, and laces, shades and textures,
Charley stands silent and lets them talk,
and smiles and looks handsome. I suppose
it answers, for they seem to like him. So
now you see we get on splendidly, and I've
almost forgotten that we were ever rich,
and wore purple and fine linen, and feasted
sumptuonsly every day.”

“You are happy?’ Edith asks, with
wonder and envy in her eyes. . i

*‘Perfectly happy,” Trix replies cheerily;
“I haven't a wish unsatisfied—oh well !
now that.you've come. I did want you,

“Dithy; it seems such ages and ages since

we met, and I was troubled about you. I
heard of him, you know, poor fellow.”

She toucheb timidly Kdith's widow's
weeds. There is no answer—Edith's tears
are falling. She was contrasting her own
cowardice with Trixy’s courage; her own
hardness with Trixy’s generosity.

“How do you know?’ she asks
length.

“Captain . Hammond. You remember
‘Angus Hammond, 1 suppose ?’ Trix says,
blushing and hesitating; ‘‘he wrote us about
it, and”—a pause.

**Go on; what else did he write?”’

““That there was trouble of some sof}, a
separation,l think—that you had parted on

our wedding-day.  Of course we couldn’t
lieve that.” %

“It is quite true,” was the low reply.

Trixy’s eyes opened.

“True ! O Inic:”!
day !”

“‘On our wedding-day,” Edith auswered
steadily ; ‘‘to meet no more until we met
at his death-bed. Some day, Trix, dear, I
will tell you how it was —not now. Two
‘years have passed, but even yet I don't
care to think of it. - Only this—he was not
to blame—he was the bravest, the-noblest,
the best of men, ten thousand times too
good for me. © I was a mercenary, ambi-
tious wretch, and I received*my just re-
ward. We parted at the last”friends,
thank God ! but I can'never forgive myself
—never:”

at

On your wedding-

m the Whnip;‘ Tribune.

The modern world is decidedly skep-
ticul, and in the care of cures by ad-
vertised medici it is t | res
marked that they ‘occur st long dis
tanc:s. R cently, however, the Tri
bune was told that a Winnipeg gentle-
man had pussed through an experience
us remarkable as any of those pub-
lishied, and inquiry into the watter re-
venled the fact that severa. prowinent
citizens of Winnipeg had bren greatly
Lenefited by the use of Dr. Wiliiams'
Pink Pills.  One of these citizens is
Mr. W. A Charleswoith, the well
known contraceor,, who during his
residence in Winnipeg has added t»
the beanty and wealth of the Prairie
Capital by erecting some of its finest
and most substantial buildings.  Nat-
urally what Mr. Charlesworth would
say as to the merits of a medical pre
paration would ve read with interest
by the many citizens who have met
him in businéss and socially and a
Tribune reporter was dvtailed to get
from him some particuiars in the
matter.  Mr. Charlesworth was seen
at hi beautiful and cosy home on
William street, a few days since, and
while unwilling to attract publicity,
yet, for the ben fit ot those suffering
a8 he onve was he consented to give a
simple statewent of his case.  About
thirteen years ago, whi'e living in the
southrn part ot Illinois, nesr Caiio,
he had - several uttacks of malirial
fever and agne, which left his blood
poor aud thin, and so deranged his
system that for about ten years after
he was a suffever from chronic indi-
gestion. He came north after residing
there for some years in order to try to
shake off the eff cts ot the malaria,
but without much success. He has

not bad, wh le in the mnorth, another
real uttack of ague, but every scason
he has -had incipient atlacks, which |
were only warded off by the prompt
use of quinine, Bilious fever also
threateued in the same way.  He also
suffered severely from indigestion.
Determining to make a decided effort
to get rid of his complication of dis- |
orders, he began in the fall of 1391 to
use Dr. Williams’ Pink Pil s, the ad-
vertisements of which he had read in
the newspapers. However, from that'
time on improvement was rapid and
the effect marvellius,”  The cold of the
winter of 1891-2, as will be remember
+d, wa~ intense. and yet so great was
the toning up of the sys em and the
envichment of the blood, that he
scarcely felt the cold at all that win-
ter. His indig stion was r1emoved,
and since that time he has not had an-
other attack of malaria fever, He
continued taking the pills up to about |
the middle ot Jannary. In clo-ing his |
interview  Mr.  Charlesworth  said :
“Huowever, do not rely upon my author-
ity alone, but see Mr. Fairchild, who
has used the pills ”

The Mr. Fairchild, it is needless to
say, is Mr Frank Frank F.irchild, the |
largest dealer in vehicles ard farm
machinery i wes'ern Canada. M.
Fairchil’s name is to well known to
veaders of the Tribune to need any
further introduction. He was also
and fully confirmed what Mr.
wl-sworth  said Some time ago

F.irchild suffered from nervous
prostration brought on by overwork,
and suffered also from a dull p.in in
the back of the head.  After spending
some time at a famous Chicago sani-
tarium he was advised to take some-
thing to build up. his blood, the doc-
tors men‘ioning Pink Pills in their
list of thinys advised. At first he
took a fluid preparation, but as he
found this unhandy to take with him as
he traveded, he decided to try Pink
Pills, a~ Mr. Charlesworth had wviry
s rongly reconmended them, He
found grest beucfit from their use and
continued tani g them until restored
to hea th. no hesitation in

seen

C

H~ has
r-commending them as a great builder
up and purifier o' the blool,

Dr. Wiliums’ Pink Pills may be
had of all druggists, or direct by mail
trom Dr. Williams' Medicine Com-
pany, Brockville, Ont., Schenectady,
N.Y., 50 cents a box, or six box+s for

250.  The price at which these pills
sold make a conrse of treat-
ment comparatively inexpensive, as
compared with other remedies or
medical treatmrnt.

are
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Printers, do you want a first-class
card cutter {largest size) for less than
half the price of anew one. If so,
write or call on the Reporter, Athens,

Ont;

Rueumarisy CURED IN A Dav.—
South Awerican Rheamatic Cure, for
Rheamatism and Neuraigia, radically
cures in 1 to 3 days. Tts uction upon
hs gystem is remurkable and mys-
terivr 5. Itre noves at once the cause
and the di ease immedintely disappears.
The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect relief in all of
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease
in 30 minutes, and speedily erfects a
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pal-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spelly, Pain in Left Side and all
symytoms of a Distressed Heart. One|
dose convinces.  Sold by J. P. Lamb,

cases

CatarrH RELIEVED 15 TeEN T0
Sixty MiNvuTEs.--One :hort puft ofl
the breath through the Dlower, sup
plied with each bottle f Di. Aguew’s|
Catarrhal Powder, diffusci ths Po-|
der over the suyrface of the nasn] pas:
sages. Painless and delightfu. to use,
it relieves i stantly, and permancatly
cures Catarrl;, Hay Fever, Colds, |
Headacbe, e Throat, Tonsilitis -and “
Deafness. 0. cents. At J. P. Lamb’s, |

JKeuier 1¥y Six llours —Distress- |
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re-|
lieved in six " hours by the “N.w
Great Sonth American Kiiney Cure.”
This new remedy i- a great surprise |
and deligzht to physicians on acconnt of
its exceeding promptness in relieving |
pain in the bladder, kidnéys, back and
every part of the urinary passages in
male or female It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. 1f you want quick
relief and cure this is your remedy.

Suld by J, P. Lamb, druggist, \

%

Jinks.—If you women had to earn your
money, you wouldn’t be so fond of spend-
ing it!

Mrs. Jinks.—Earn it, indeed! How
would you men feel if you had to beg
yours?

. YANKEE SENATORS.

Some Noted Instances of Their Charaot-
eristic Sharp Repartee.

When Col. Thomas Ochiltree was in
congress he was popular, not only because
he is a prince of good fellows with all the
world, but for his ability to return asharp
answer where i d tod d
a quick wit and ready tongue.

*Ochiltree” a member said to him one
day, with an impertinent sneer that grated
on colonel’s sensibilities, “if I had your
cheek I'd be on top of the heap.”

“You snipe,” exclaimed the colonel, *if
you had my cheek and your brain you’d be
kicked out of every decent place.”

Thadd Stevens p d the same
gift, and old members of the house tell one
amecdote of an occurrenee in which Mr.
Stevens and the speaker of the house got
into a sharp tangle, ending in Stevens
savagely rolling up some documents on
which he had been addressing the chair,
and turning his back to the speaker in the
most impolite way while passing furiously
up the aisle toward the cloakroom, says the
‘Washington Post.

“Is the gentleman trying to show his
contempt for the speaker?” shouted that
dignitary.

‘No!” thundered back Stevens turning
around facing the wielder of the gavel; "1
am trying my blamedest to conceal it.”

A very interesting episode occurred be-
tween Representative Conger, of Michi-
gan, afterward senator, and Sunset Cox,
then speaker.

It was well known that Mr. Conger had
an affliction which gave him geat pain,
and often in debate caused him to writhe
and squirm furiously. It was said that it
was liver troubles, and that he wore a liver
pad to alleviate his sufferings. One day
Conger was particularly irascible and pro-
voking. He was writhing, screwing his
face into a grimace of pain, and holding on
to his side, while at the same time making
a stubborn objection to some ruling of the
speater. It annoyed Cox so that he saids

*'I'nke off your liver pad and get a bottle
of liverettes, those famous little liver pills,
which are a positive cure for constipation,
sick headache, biliousness and all troubles
caused by a torpid or inactive liver.”

Most members have heard the story of
Cod n with Joe Cannon, who used
to have a fashion of constantly gesticulat-
ing and thumping his desk with his left
hand while speaking. His experience
with Cox is snid to be responsible for the
fact that he does not do so now to the ex-
tent of formerly. Mr. Cox was addressing
the house, and Mr. Cannon asked permis-
sion to interrupt him. It bothered Cox,
but he exclaimed:

“All right; I will let the 'gentleman in-
terrupt me, and allow him to talk so long
s he *ps his left kand in his trousers
p cket.

Cannon accepted the proposition, and
pushed his side wheel into his pocket.
Cox waited.  Just as Cannon launched
liimself into his subject with full energy,
out came the left fin, and began to beat
the desk.

“I will resume my speech.
man  has pulled his hand

The gentle-
out of his

| pocket,” explaimed Mr. Cox, and went on

as if nothing had happened, while the
house roared with laughter. Cannon has
neve en the point of the joke.

AMr. Springer has several times been the
victim of Mr. Reed’'s sarcasm, but the
story that the members who were in the
(ifty-first congress relish more than any
other is the one ting to Mr. Springer’s
ringing declaration in the course of a

g “I'd ravhev be right than be pre-

ou'll never be either, Springer,” said
. Reed, with a benevolent smile.

“It's a good thing,” said a member who
who listened to his story in the speaker’s
lobby, “that Reed didn’t live fifty years
ago.”

“Why?” inquired another.

‘“‘Becnuse he would have been challeng-
ed to fight a duel, and he is so huge no
bullet could have missed him."”

It is to Alexander Stephens that a good
congressional story is attributed.

One irate member, smarting under Ste-
phens’ sarcasm; in a fit of passion declar-
ed. “I'll eat you up.”

“If you did,” was Stephens’ ready reply,
“you'd have more brains in your stomach
than you have in your head.”

“(zoodness, how you frightened me,
madam! I thought it was my wife!”

“I'm sure I &m quite as much disap-
pointed as yvou are, sir. I wish to hea-
ven it h11 been.”

The Coy iiry Circus—A Moment of Envy

Boy (from tent)—Hey, fellers! Rum
home an’ get de money to come in, even
if yer have to. steal it! It's immense.
De clown's a stand .n’ on his head, an'de
baby el ‘phant’s a chuckin’' a pint o’ pop-
corn into his ears—don't yer wisht yer
wuz me?

No Money There,

First Dt
talking.
Second Burglar— What's he saying?
First Burglar—That he will never bet
on another horse as long as he lives.
Second Burglar—Let's get out of this!

No money here; he's lost every gent.
}

r—Hark!I hear some man

We Answer

o the Tatlor Shop of
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WOST SUCCESSFUL RENEDY
FOR MAN OR BEAST,

o _3; b ATHENS
ortl dall h ) 4 e
KEND Iml L'S SPA A L S TR b
De.B. 3. Kemaus, Co. e Tweeds, Worsteds, Overcoatings, Ete.
Sirs—1 have used your Kendall's ﬂ ! J ]
H‘;‘."J:"?‘;'gum%fﬂ'v?&'.‘-'" ‘= Call and inspoot the stock before placing
: o4 3 o your order, He guaran

truly, Avavsr rees
Frice 61 por Bosis. Custom work will receive prompt and care-
ful attention.

For Sale by all Druggists, or address
Dr. B.J. KENDALL COMPANY,
MAIN 8T, ATHENS,

ENOSBURGH FALLS, VT,

CONFECTIONERY ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Sudcessor to J. L. Upham,

Fruit & Commission Merchant

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

BROCKVILLE ONTARIO

OYSTERS TN SEASON Two (2) Srores—TeLEPHONES 244a & 244b

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS
WANTED

- EBE PLANK

Hemlock Boards, Scantling and Cordwood in ex-

or
ROCK ELM

TAMARAC
GREY ELM

change for Rollers ete.
J

For Particulars apply to
G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont,

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIEL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER O1L

HAS NO EQUAL

MANUFACTURED BY

MeColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine’’ and beware of
imitations.

For sale by all leading lealers in the country

DISEASED MEN,

€. 0. ROLLINS. G. 0. ROLLINS.

[NERVOUS, DESPONDENT,

T. E. GLEASON, T. E. GLLFARON.

]
After Treatm ..c.

Emissions, Varicocele, S8eminal Weakness, Self-Abuse, Syphlilies
Gleet, Stricture, Unnatural Lischarges, Loss of Vital Fluid In
Urine. Impotency, Sexual and Mental Weakness, Kidney
and Biadd :r Diseases Positively CURED OR NO PAY,

16 Years in Detroit. 200,000 Cured.

Young or Middie You have lel a gay lifo or indulged in the vices of early youth. You feel
Aged Man.  the symptoms stealing over you. . Self abuse or later excesses have broken
down i-uur system, AMen‘ulty, physicaily and seruaily you are not the man you ueed to be er
shotld ha, Lustful practices reap rich harvest. Think of the fatore. ‘m you heed the
ndent and gloom bef H

|4 danger signals? Are you norvous ad weak; des) 3 Bpec! 'ore
| back weak and kidneys irritable; palpitation of heart; dreams un(f losses at night; sedi-

ment in urine; weakened manhood; pimples on face; eyes sunken and cheeks hollow; poor
memory; eareworn expression; Varicocele; tired in morning; lifeless; distrustful; lack en-

B ercy ctreng'k and ambition.  Our New Method Treatment wﬁl positively cure you. It will
B muko a man of you and life will open nnew. e guarantes to cure you or vefund a4 money paid.
No names used without written consent. $1,000 paid for any case we take and cannot

|
Before Treatment.

v cure.
SNATCHED FROM THE CRAVE—-A Warning From the Living.

Emisslons “"At 15 I learnod a bad habit. Had losses for sevon years. Tried four doctors
Cured. and nerve tonics by the score, without benefit; I became a nervous wreck.
v a)f(“"‘l‘:l who }“‘il Ilm n mlrlm! by Dra, ]\vn)nwly & Kergan of a similar disense, n.vised me
ry them, I1dilgo., and in two months was positively cured. ‘Lhi ears
ago. 140 now aarrisd il have two Realthy ofildren 2 i by
C. W. LEWIS, Baginaw, Mich.

Varicocele “Variencele, tho resunlt of early vice, mada life miserable. I was wesk and ner-
ured.  vous, eyes sunken, bashfal in -ociety, hair thin, dreims and lo-ses at night, no
ambition. The “Golden Monitor” openad my eyes. The New Method T'rcatment of Drs.
Kennndy & Kergan cured me in a few wooks." . L L. PETERSON, Ionia, Mich,
rible blood disefeg was in my system for eight yoars, Had take
two years, but the disease returned. Eyes lr“ed, gimplm and blnklnwt.):'
ue, bone pains, falling out of hair, werkness, eto.
| d d Sricture by Drs. Kennedy & Kornn. recom-
. They gured mo in a few weeks, and 1 God 1 consulted them. No
in six years, W. P, M., Jackson, Mich.
ev. W. E. iparks, of Detroit, says: I know of no disease so injurious to
1, bady and soul of young men as that of Self Abuse. I have sent many
lizst£al habit to Dis. Kennedy & Kergan for treatment. ily en-
i twd Lreatment which cured them when all else failed.”
w nothing in medical science so efficient for the cure of Syphilis
20588 tha New Method 1'reatment of Drs. Kennedy ;l;’erm.h !l::?
had Latlled scores of physicians were cured in_a few weeks, [
1y eyes und know it to be a fact,” 1. E. ALLISON, M. D,
yon been gnilty? s rour B ood baen diseased? Are yon weak?
0 be a min? Are yon cont mplating marringe? Our New Metho
care yo'i. Cures Guaranteed or No Pay. Consultation Fr e.
b treate Uyon, write for an hone<t opinion (ree of char,
Frea,—" 1o Galden Monitor"” (idustrated), on Diseascq
118

wsed without Written Consent.
D. No
Coutilent’al,

retarn of t
A Minis'er |

Do
et you

Charges
en, En.

N
renson b o

B close pont e Healod.

Private. No Medicine
*atirs on Boxes or Envelopes. Everything
Question List £ r Home Treatment and

Cost of Treatment, Free.

, Kerzan, 143 Shefby Stieet, Detroit, Mich.
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Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

| The Best in the World for Fall and Winter use.
; Sold Wholesale only by

The Samuel Rogers 01l Co.

\‘ Ottawa and Brockville.

A. M. CHASSELS
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