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The Taue Wirness bas within the past
year made an immensé gtride in circulation,
and it the testimony of a large number of our
subgcribers {8 not toe flattering it may also
claim a stride in general improvement.

This is the age of general improvement
and the TroE Wirnsss will advance with it.
Newspapers are starting up u.rc_:und us on all
sides with more or less pretensions to pub_hc
favor, some of them die in their tender in-
fancy, some of them die of disease of the
heart after & few years, while others, though
the fowest in number, gTOW stronger as they
advance in years and root themselves all the
more firmly in public esteem, which i_n_fa_\ct
jg their life. However, we may criticise
Darwins theory as applied to thespecies there
is no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, it i8 the filtest which survives. The
Troe WirkEss hss survived & generation of
men sall bot two years, and it isnow what wo
may term an established fact.

But we want to extend its usefulness and
its circulation still further, and we vya.qt its
friends to assist us if they believe this jour-
nal to be worth $1.50 a year, and we think
they do. We would like to impress upon
thelr memories that the True Wirsess ie
without exception the cheapest paper of its
class ¢n this continent.

1t was formerly two dollars per annum in
the country and two dollars and a balf in the

- gity, but the present proprietors having taken
charge of it in the hardest of times, and know-
ing that to many poor people a reduction of
twenty or twenty-five per cent would mean
gomething and would not only enable the
old subscribers to retain it but new ones to
enroll themselves under the reduction, they
have no reason to regret it. For what they lost
one way they galned in azother, and they
assisted the introduction into Catholic
families throughout Canada and the United
8tates of n Catholic paper which would de-
fend their rel’gion and their rights.

The Taue Wirness i8 too cheap to offer
premiums or ¥ chromos 7 ag an inducement to
gubscribers, even if they believed iz_1 their
efficacy. It goes simply on its merits 22 a
journal, and it ig for the pcople to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

But 88 we have stated we want our circula-
4lon doubled ia 1881, and all we can do to
encourage our agents and the public generally
is to promise them that, if our cforts are
seconded by our friends, this paper will bs
gtill further enlarged and improved during
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the subacriber will be
«ntitled to recelve the TRUB Wirness for
one yoear. .

Any one gending us the names of 5 new
gubscribers, at one time, with the cash, ($1.50
cach) will receive one copy free and $1.00
cash; or 10 new names, With the cash, one
«copy free and $2.60. ]

Our readers will oblige by informing their
friends of theabove very liberal inducements
to subscribe for the TRUE WITNESS; also by
gending the name of a teliable person who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and sample copies will be sent on ap-
Plication.

We wantactive intelligent agentsthrough-
out Canada and the Neo:thern and Weatern
8.ates of the Union, who cap, by serving our
interests, serve their own as well aud add
materially to their income without interfer-
ing with their legitimate business,

The Trus WiTxzss will be mailed to clergy-
men, school tenchers and postmasters at
$1.00 per snnum in advsnce.

Parties getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themselves to any particular locality,

but can work up thelr quota from different
towns o> districts; nor is it necessary to sand
all thenames at once, They will fulfil all
the conditions by forwsrding the names and
emonnts ugtil the club ia completed. We
have observed that our paper i, if pessible,
more popular with the ladies than with the
other sex, and we appesl to the ladies, there-
fore, to use the gentle but jrresistible pres-
ure of which they are mistresses in our be-
half on their husbands, fathers, brothers and
gons, though for the matter of that we will
take subscriptions from themselves and their
sisters and cousinsas well. Rate for clubs of
five or more, $1.00 per annum in advance.

In conclusion, we thapk those of our friends
who have responded &0 promptly and €0
cheerfully to our cali for amounts due, snd
request those of them who have not, to follew
their example at once.

«POST" PRINTING & PUBLISHING CO.
741 CRAIG BT., MONTREAL, CANADA.
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Epps's C000A—GRATEFUL ARD COMFORTING—
« By u thorough knowledge ot the natural
laws which govern the operations ot digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful application of
the fine properties of well selected cocoa, Mr.
Epps hss provided our breakfast {ables with
a delicately flavored beverage which may
save us many heavy doctors’ bills, It is by
the judicious use of such articles of diet that
a copstitution may be gradually built up until
strong enough to resist any tendency to
" disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are
floating around us ready to attack whersver
there Isa weak point. We may escape many
a fatal ghaft by keeping ourselves well
fortifed with pure blood and a properly
nourished frame."—Civil Service Gazette, Sold
only in packets labelled—* Janes Epps & CO..
-Homeopathic Chemists, London, England.”
Also :roakers of Eprg's CHOOOLATE EssENcE
for afternoon nse. .
g -0~
Iftheincreasein the revenue were to beac-
counted tore stlely by increase in the quan-
tity ot imports, the facts would not be alto-
gether displessing ; butt is wholly so when
~ {§t1d found'to’ be due to Increased taxation,
-~ fallibg heaviést on the poorest consumers, and
' to advance-in' 'the’values of foreign: goods,
valorem

- -grhich’adds to ‘the volume of ‘the ad
dutles, —Hualifaz Ohronicle. - -
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= /CHARLIE STUART
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. PART IL
CHAPTER XIV.—CoNTINUED.
« will accompany her,” said Bir Victor
you had better retarn to . our guests. They
will bogin tofeel themselves neglected.”

Migs Catheron left the room. In’ five mi-
nutes she Teappeared, clogely veiled, as whén
‘he had met ber on the stairs. The adienx were'
hastily made. He gave her bis arm and led
her down to the close brongham. As they
passed before the drawing-room windows,
Miss Stoart uttered an exclamation: .

1t} I gay! where is Bir Victor golng in tne
rain, and who is the dismnl-looking lady in
black? Edith, who is it? You ocught te
know.”

«1 don’t know,” Kdith answered briefly, not
looking up from her book.

& Hasn’t Sir Victor told you?”

« T haven't asked Sir Victor.’

« Oh you haven't and he hasn’t told? Well,
all I have to say ig, that when I'm engaged I
hope the object of my affection will keep no
secrets from me.”

« As it he could ¥
mond,

41 declare, he Is going off with her, Edith,
do como and look. There! they are driving
away together as fast ng they can go.”

But Edith never stirred. If she felt the
slightest curiosity on the subject, her face did
not show it.

They drove rapidly through the rain, and
barely caught the train at that. He placed
her hurriedly in an empty carriage, & moment
before it started. As it flew by he caught one
last glimpse ofa veiled face, and & band wav-
ing farewsl!. Then the train and the woman
were out of sight.

Likes man who walks in his sleep, Bir
Victor Catheron turned, re-entered the broug-
ham, and was driven home,

murmurs Q‘ptuin Ham.

CHAPTER XV.
LADY HELENA'S BALL.

Three days after, on Thursday, the fifth of
June, Lady Helena Powyss gave a very large
dinner-party, followed by a ball in honour of
her American guests. When it is your good
fortune to number half a county among your
friends, relatives and acquaintances,itis pos-
sible to beat once numerousand select. ‘The
creme de la creme of Cheshire assembled in
Lady Helenn's halls of dazzling light, to do
honour to Sir Victor Catheron’s bride elect.

For the engagement had been formally an-
nounced, and was the choice bit of gossip,
with which the shire regaled itself. Sir Vic-
or Catheron was following in the footsteps of
his father, and was about to bring to Catheron
Royals one of the lower orders as it's mistress.
It was the Dobb blood no doubt cropping up
—theso sort of mesaillances will tell. An
American, too—a governess, & poor relation of
gome comon rich people from the States. The
best county families, with daughters to marry
shook their heads. It was very sad—very sad,
to see a good old name and n good old family
degenersted In this way. But there was al-
ways a taint of madnessin the Catheron bloe.
—that acconnted for a good deal. Poor Sir
Victor—and poor Lady Helenal

But everybody came. They might be deep-
ly shocked and sorry, butstill 8ir Victor Ca-
tieron was Sit Victor Catheron, the richest
baronet in the county, and Catheron Royals
always a pleasent house to visit—the reigning
Lady Catheron always & desirable acquaint-
ance on one’s visiting--list. Nobody acknow-
ledged, of course, they went from pure, down-
right curlosity, to ges this manceuvring Ame-
rican girl, who had taken 8ir Victor Catheron
captive under the arlstocratic noses of the
best-born, best-bred, best-blooded young ladies
1 a circuit of twenty miles,

The eventful night came—the night of
Edith’s ordesl. Even Trix waa a little ner-
vous—only & little—Is not perfect self posess-
jon the normal state of American young lady-
dom? Lady Helena was quite pale in her
anxiety. Tbe girl was handsome beyond dis-
pute, thoroughbred as a young countess, des-
pite her birth and her bringing up ina New
Eogland town and Yankeo boarding-house,
with pride enough for @ princess
of forty quarterings, but how would she come
forth from the fiery furnace of all thoge piti-
less eyes, sharpened to points to watch for
gaucheries and soleclsme of good breeding—
feom the merciless tongnes thas would hang,
draw, and quarter ber, the instant their own-
erg were out of the house. .

« Don’t you feel nervous, Dithy?” askes
Trix, almost out of patience at last with
Edith's serepe calm. «I do—horribly, and
Lady Helena haa get a fitof the fidgets that
will bring her gray hairs to ao early grave,
if this day lasts much longer. Ain't you a-
fraid-~honour bright 77’

Tdith Darrell lifted her dark, disdainfal
eyes. She sat reading, while the afternoon
wore on, and Trixy fussed and fluttered about
the room.

« Afraid of the people who are coming hero
to-night——is that what you mean? Not a
whit! I know, as well as you do, they are
coming to.inspect and find fanlt with Sir Vic-
tor Catheron's cholce, to pity him and call
me an adventurcss, I know also that any
one of these young ladies would have married
bim, and eaid, * Thank you for asking,’ if he
had seen fit to choose them. I have my own
pride and Sir Victor'sgood taste to uphold to-
pight, and I will uphold them, I think "—
ghe lifted her haughty, dark head, and
glanced, with & helf-conectous smile, in the
pler—glass opposite— I think I can bear com:
porison by lamplight with any of these
¢danghter's of a hundred earl’s/ such as—
Lady Gwehdoline Drexel for instance.”

« By lamplight,” Trix sald, igooring the
rest of her speech, ¢ Ah, yes, that's tho
worst of it, Edith ; you dark people always
light up well. And Lady Gwendoline Drexel
—1 wonder what Lady Gwendoline will wear
to-night 2 I should like to be the best dress-
ed young lady ot the ball. Do you know,
Dith,” spitefully this, «I think Charlie is
quite struck with Lady Gwendoline. You
noticed, 1 suppose, the attention he paid her
the evening we met, and then he has been to
Drexel Court by invitation. Pa is most anx-
ious, I know. Money will be no objsct, you
know, with Chatlie, and really it would be
nice to have a titled sister.inlaw. ¢My sls-
ter, Lady Gwendoline Stuart, will sound very
well in New York, won't it? It would be a
very suitable match for Charlie.”

« A most suitable match,” Miss Darrell re-
peated ; “age included. She ig ten years his
genior if a day ; but where true ‘love exlsts
what does a trifle of years on either side sig-
nify 7 Hehas money—she has rank. Hehas
youth and good looks—she hag birth * and a
handle to her name, As you say, Trixy,a

| most suitable match!”

And then Miss Darrell went back to her
book, but the elender, black brows were meet-
ing in & frown, that quite spoiled her besuty——
no doubt at some'hing displeasing in the
pages. :

. «Bat you mustn’t sit here all day,” broke
in Triz agaln; *it's high time you were

in yourdressing:-room. What are you going

" to wear, Dith?”

_| blazed froni end to end of the great mansion,
and the June dusk had deecpened into dewy

‘it-doesr’t | much‘matter.’
look ‘my beet 1a abything,” "

.. She arose and’ sauntered out o :
and was _seén no mors. until the waxlights:

night, = Then, as theroll.of carriages came
without censing along the drive, she descend-
ed ‘arfayed for -battle, to-find her impatient
glave and adored awsiting her at the foot of
the grand stairway." She "smiled . upon him
her brighteet, most beaming amile, & smile
that intoxicated him at-sight.

«'Will I do,Sir Victor?” sheasked.

"Would she do? He looked at her a8 a man
would look balf dazed, at the sun. He could
not have told you what she wore, pink and
white clouds it seemed to him—he only knew
two hrown luminous laughing eyes were look.
ing straight'into bis, and turning his brain
with their epell.

«Youare sure I will do? Yon are sure you
will not be ashamed of me to-night?” her
laughing voice asked again.

Ashamed of her—ashamed! He laughed
aloud at the stupendous joke, as he drew her
prm within his, and led her into the throngerd
rooms, as some favoured subject may once in
bis life lead in a quecn.

Peorhaps there was excuge for him. ¢I shall
look my best in enything,” she had said, in
her disdain, aud she had kept her word. She
wore a dress that seemed alternately com-
posed of white tulle, and blush-roges in her
rich, dark hair, always beantifully worm,
Sir Victors diamond betrothal ring shone on
her finger ; round ber arching throat she wore
a slender line of yellow gold, a locket set
with brilliants attached. The locket had been
Lady Helena's gift, and held Sir Victor’s por-
trait. That was her ball array, and she look-
ed as though she were floating in her fleecy
white draperies, her perfumery roses, and
sparkling diamonds, The dark eyes outshone
the diamonds, a soft flush warmed either
choek. Yer, she was beautiful; so beauti-
fal {hat samer men than her accepted lover
wight have been pardoned if for a moment
they lost their heads. .

Lady Helena Powyss, insweeping moirennd
jewels, receiving her guests, looked at ner and
drew one long brenth of great rellef. She
might have spared herseliall her abxXious
doubts and fears—low-born and penniless as
ghe was, Sir Victor Catheron’s bride wouid do
Sir Victor Catheron honour to-night.

Trix was there—Trix resplendent in silk
with a train half thelength of the room, pearl
gllk, point lace, white-camelias, and Nespo-
litan corals and cameos, incrusted with dia-
monds—Trix, In all the finery six thousand
dollars can buy, drew a long breath of deep
and bitter envy.

#1fone wore the Koh-i-noor and Coronation
robes,”’ thought Miss Stuart sadly, “she wonld
shine onc down. Bhe Is dazzling to-night.
Captain Hemmond,” tapping that young
warrior with her point-lace fan, « don't you
think Edith is without exception the most
beautiful and elegant girl in the rooms?’

And the gallant captain bows profoundly,
and answers with o look that points the
speech.

# With one exception, Miss Beatrix, only
one.”

Oharlie is there, and perhaps there can be
no doubt about it that Charlie is witbout ex-
ception, far and away the best looking man.
Charlie pazes at his cousin for an instant on
the arm of her proud and bappy lover, ra-
dient and smiling, the centre of all that is
bestin the room. She lifts her dark, laugh-
ing eyes as it chances, and brown and gray
meet? foll. Then he turns] away to & tall
langaid, rather passive lady, whois talking
alowly by his side. :

« I8 Miss Darrell roally his cousin! Real-
ly? How extremely bandsome she is, and
how perfectly infatuated Sir Victor seems.
Poor Sir Victor! What a pity there is insan-
ity in the family—insanity is such a very
shocking thing. How pretty Miss Stuart is
looking this evening. She has heard—is it
true—can Mr. Stuart inform her—are all
American girls handsome 7"

And Charlie—as Captain Hammond has
done—vows, and looks, and replivs :

«] used to think 8o, Lady Gwendoline. I
have suen English girls since, and think
differently.”

Oh, the imbecile falsshoods of society ! Ha
ig thinking as he says it, bow pallid and faded
poor Lady Gwendoline 13 Jooking, in her
dingy green satin and white Brussels lace
overdress, her emeralds and bright golden
hair—most beautifnl and most expensive
gbade to be bad in London. He is thinking
how the Blauc de Perle and rouge vegetal is
ghowing on her three-and-thirty-year-old face,
and what his life'would be like if he listened
to his tather and married her. He shudders
inwardly and gives it np—* that way madness
lies,” and while there iz a pistol left, whore-
with to blow his brains out, he can still bope
to escape a worse fate.

But Lady Gwendoline, freighted with
eleven seasons’ experience, and growing 8eedy
and desperate, clings to him as the drowning
cling to straws. She is the daughter of a
peer, but there are five younger aisters, all
plaln and all portionless. Her elder sister,
who chaperones her to.night, is the wife of a
rich and retired msnufacturer, Lady FPortia
Hompton. The rich and retired manufac-
turer, has purchased Drexel court, and it is
Lady Portia’s painful duty to try and marry
her sisters off. .

The ball is a great success for Migs Edith
Darrell. The men rave about her; the wo-
men may sneer, but they must do it covertly ;
her beauty and her grace, her elegance and
high-breeding, not the most envicus dare dis-
pute. Music swells and floats deliciously—
gcores are suitors for her hand in the dance.
Tpe flush deepens on her dusk cheeks, the
streaming light in her starry eyes—*fhe is
dangerously brilliant to-night. Sir Victer
follows in her train whenever his-duties al-
low him; when he dances with others his
eyes follow his heatt, and go after her,
Phere is but one in all those thronged rooms
for him—one who is his idol—his darling—
the pride, the joy, the desire of life.

# My dear, ] am proud of you to-night,”
Lady Helena whispered once. #You sur-
pags yourself--you are lovely beyond com-

are. You do us all credit.”

And Edith Darrell’s haughty eyes look up
for a moment and they are flashing through
tears. She lifts the lady's hand with exqui-
gite grace, and kisses it. Then smiles chase
the tears, and she is goneon the arm of some
dovoted cavalier. Once-—only ouce, she
dances with Charlie. She has striven to
avoid him--it i8 he who lias avoided her. She
has Eeen him.--let her be surrounded by
seores, she has seen him whispering with
Lady G wendoline, dancing with Lady Gwen,
doline, fanning Lady Gwendoline, Afirting
with Lady Gwendoline, It is Lady Gwen'
doline he leads to supper, aud it is atter sup:
per, With the enchanting atrains of a Strauss
waltz filling the oir, that he comes up and
acks her for that dance.

1 am gure I deserve it for my humility,
he says plaintively. I have stood in the
background, humbly and affar off, and given
you up to my betters. Suvely, after all the
bitter pills I have been swallowing. I de-
serve one sugar-plum.”

/| plum 7 shie asks, . You certaiily. seam -to

riedly,’ and*movés:off. %. . -

| julg Lady Gwé:i't]'dliiig,d:',’;il'l?‘ai a¥

ugar-

AN

2\

\vo had‘an’overdosé_ofher.” . ., . .-

4 w]’ owe (Lady.’Gwendoline ; my  deepés
-thanks,” hsangswered gravely. ! Hereffortsto
keep me amused this. evening, have been
worthy of a belter cangé. If .the  deepest
_gratitude. of a too-truasting heart,”-eays Cbar..
lie, layiug his head on the left.side of his
-white wastcoat, « be any reward for'such ser-
vice, it ia her's.” . N

Phey float away, To Edith it is the.one:
‘dance of the night. She hardly knows wheth-
er she whirls in the air or on the waxed floor ;
she only knows thas it is like heaven, that the
‘music is celestial, and that it is Charlie's srm-
that {s clasping her close. Will she ever
waltz with him again she wonders, and she
feels in her inmost heart,  that she is
sinning against her affianced husband in wal-
tzing with him now. Bat %t is sodelicious—
what a pity most of the delicious things of
earth should be wrong. If it could only last
forever—forever | ‘And while she thinks it,
1t stops. ‘

« O Charlia! that wag s waltz!” she says,
leaning on him heavily, and panting; “no
one clge has my step as you have it."

¢ Let us trust that Sir Victor will learn it”
he responds coolly ; « here he comes now. It
was a charming waltz, Dithy, but charming
things must end. Your lawful proprietor ap:
proaches ; to your lawful proprietor 1 resign
you.”

He was perfectly unfleshed, perfectly unex-
cited. He bows, smiles, yislds her to Bir Vie-
tor, and gaunters away, Five seconds later
he is bending over Lady Gwendoline’s chair,
whisperlng in the pink patrician ear resting
sgainat the glistening golden chignon. Edith
looks once—in her heart she hates Lady
Gwendoline—locks once, and Jlooks no
more,

And a8 the serene Juno morning dawns, aad
larks and throshes pipe in tho trees, Lady
Helena's dear five hundred friends, sleepy and
pallid, get into their carzlages and go
homae,

CHAPTER XVI.
Qg MY COUSIN SUALLOW-EEARTEDV

The middle of the day is past before one by
one they etruggle down. Breakfast awaits
each nmew-comer, hot and tempting. Trix
eats hers with a relish. Trix possesses one
of the chiefelements of perpetual human hap-
piness—&an appetite that pever fuils, a diges-
tion that, in her own metaphorical American
ianguage, “never goes back on her.” But
Edith looks iagged and spiritless. If people
are to be supernaturally brilliant and bright,
dashing and fascinating all nightlong, people
must expect to pay the penalty next day,
when lagsitude and reaction set in.

« My poor Edith!” Mr. Charles Stuart re-
marks,” compassionately, giancing at the wan
cbeeks, and lustreless eyes, a8 he lights his
after-breakfast cigar, @ you do look most aw-
fully wsed up. Whata pity for their peace of
mind, some of your frantic adorers of last
night can’t see you now. Let merecommend
you back to bed and try an S. and B.”

‘,‘ An+¢8. aud B? « Edith repeats vague-
1y.”

« Soda and Brandy. Ii’s the thing, depend
upon it, for such a case ag yours, I've been
geedy myself before now and know what I'm
talking about. I'll mix it for vou, if yon
like.” :

There i8 a copy of Tennyson, in blue and
gold, beside Miss Darrell, and Miss Darrell’s
reply is to fling it at Mr. Stuart's head. It
ig a last effort of expiring nature; she sinks
_back exhausted among the cushions. Charlie
departs to epjoy his Manilla out under the
waving trees, and Sir Victor, looking fresh
and recuperated, strolls in and bends over her.

« My dear Edith,” he says, “ how pale you
are this morning—how tired you look! If one
ball is going to exhaust you like this, bow
will you stand the wear and tear of London
sessons in the blissful time to come?”

She doge not blush—she turnk a trifle im-
patiently away from him aud looks out. She
can see Charlie aud Hammond smoking so-
ciably together in the sunny distance.

« T will grow used to it, [ daresay. ¢Suffi-
oient unto the day is the evil thereof,’”

« Have you had breakfast?”

#«1 made an effort and failed. I watched
Trix eat bers, however, and that refresbed me
quite as well. It was invigorating enly to
look at her.”

He smiles and bends lower, drawing one
long brown silken tress of hair fondly through
his fingers, feeling as though he would like to
stoop and kiss the pale, weary face. But Trix
is over yonder, pretending to read, and
kissing is not to be thought of.

« [ am going over to Catheron Royals.” he
whispered; ¢ suppose you come—the walk
will do you goed. I am giving orders about
the fitting up of the old place. Did I tell you
the workmen came yusterday 7'’

« Yes ¢ you told me.”’

# Shali I ring tor your bat and shawl? Do
come, Edith."

« Excuse me, Sir Victor,” Edith answered
with an impatient motion, I feei too tire
—too lazy, whichever you like—to stir.
Bome other day 1 will go with pleasure—juast
now I feel like Iying here aud doing the dolce
Jar utenle. Don't let me detain you, how-
ever.” .

He turns to leave her with a disappointed
face. RBdith closes her eyes snd takes an
casler position among the pillows. The door
closes behind him; Trix flings down her
book and bursts forth : ‘

u Of all the heartless, cold-blooded animals
it has ever been my good fortune to meet,
commend me to Kdith Darrell I”

The dark eyes unclose and look up at her.

« My dear Trix! what's the matter with
you now! What new enormity have I com-
mitted 7"

« Oh, nothing new-—nothing new at all, is
Trixy’s scorniul response; “it is quite in
keepiog with the rest of your conduct. To
be purely and eptirely selfish is the normal
state of the tuture Lady Catheron! Poor Sir
Victor! who has won you. Poor Charlie! who
has lost you. I hardly know which I pity
most,”

«I don’t see that you need to waste your
precious pity on either,” answered Edith

rerfectly unmoved by Miss Stnart’s vitupera—
tion ; “keep it for me I shall make Sir
Victor a very good wite ag wives go, and for
Oharlie—well, Lady Gwendoline is lsft to con-
sole him,”

« Yes, of course, there is Lady Gwendoline.

O Edith! Edith! what are you made of?
Flesh and blood like other people, or wax-
work, with a stone for a heart? How can
you gell yourself, a3 yeu are going to do? Sir
Victor Cutheron is no more to you than his
hall-porter, aud yet you persist in marrying
bim, You love my brother, and yet you
hand him over to Lady Gwendoline, Come,
Edith, be honest for once ; you love Oharlie,
don’t you 7"
« It is rather late in the day for such ten-
der confessiona as that,” Edith replies, with
a reckless sort of & laugh; but yes—If the
declaration does you nny gocd, Trix—I love
Charlie.” '

« And you give him up! Miss Darrell, I
give you up as a cofilundrum I can't solve.

‘i

utif L
.man,’-cried Trix, . withykindling):
‘him

smothéred sigh. 7. =

~“uT belleye you, ‘Trix ; but.then, yon'

of lawn, and coppice, and woodland-
it is ; I Jove Charlie, but I loye myself better.
-0 Trix, child, don't let us talk about it ; Iam
tired, and my head aches.” She pushed back

with both hands. *-I am what you call me, &
selfish wretch—a heartless, little brute—and

him,if you like poor fellow ! for he loves me
with his whole heart, and he is a brave -and
loyal gentleman. - Bat don’t pity your broth-
er, my dear ; believe me, he dosen’t need - it.
He's a good fellow Charlie, and he likes me,
but he won't bresk his heart or commit snicide
while he has a ocigar left.”

«Here he comes,” exclaimed Trix, “and I
believe he hag heard us.”

 Let him come,” Edith replies, lying list-
lessly back among her cushions once Imore.
«It doesn’t matter if he has, It will be no
news to him" o

«It is o pity you should miss each other,
though,” Trix says sarcastically, as she turns
to go; “such thorough philosophers both; I
believe you were made tor each other, and, as
fur as easy-goivg selfisbness is concerned,
there is little to choose between you. It'sa
thousand pities Sir Victor can't hear al
this.*

« Ho might if he liked,” is Edith’s answsr,
w1 shouldn't care. Charlie!” as Charlie
comes in and Trix goes out, ¢ have you been
eavesdropping? Don't deny it, sir, if you
have 7"

Oharlie takes a position inan easy-chair
some yards distent, and looks at her lying
there, languid and lovely.

T have been eavesdropping—-I never deny
my small vices. Hammond left me to goto
the stables, and. strolling under the window,
I overheard you and Trix. Open confession
is beneficial no doubt; but, my dear cousin,
you really shouldn't make it in so andible a
tone. It might have been Sir Victor instead
of me.

She says nothing. " The sombre look he has
learned to know I8 in her dark eyes, on her
dark colorless face.

« Poor Sir Victor!? he goca on ; “he loves
you—not a doubt of that, Dithy—to the
depths of idiocy, where you kuow so well how
to cast your victims; but bard hit as he is, I
wonder what he would say if he heard all
this ?” -

# You might tell him, Obarlie,” Edith sava.
«I shouldn’t mind much, and he might jilt
me—who can tell ? 1 think it would do us
both good. You could say, fLook bere;
dor’t marry Edith Darrell, Sir Victor ; she
isn’t worthy of you or any good man. She is
full of pride, vanity, ambition, sellishuess, ill-
temper, cynicism, and all uncharitableness.
She is blase at nineteen—think what she will
be at twenty.

She dowsn't love you—I kpow her well
enough to be sure she never will, partly be-
cause m heart was left out in her hard abpa-
tomy partly because—because all the liking
she ever hud to give, went long ngo to some
body else. Charlie, I think ho would give
me up, and I'd respect him for it, it he knew
that. Tell him, if you have the courage, and
when he casts me off, come to me and make
me marry you, Youcan do it, you know;
and when the honeymoon is over—when
poverty strikes in at the door and love flies
out of the window—when we hate each other
as only ill-assorted wives and husbands ever
hate—1let the thought that we have done .the
tAll for love, and the world well lost’ business
fo the bitter end, console us.”

She laughs recklessly, she feele rockless
enough to say anything, do anything, this
morpnipg. Love, ambition rank, wealth—
what empty baubles they all look, seen
through tired eyes the day after a ball!

He sits silent waiching her thoughtfully.

« 1 don’t understand you, Edith,” he says.
«] feel 1ike asking you the same question
Trix did. Why do you marry Sir Victor ?”

« Why do I marry him ?" she repeated.
« Well—a little because of his handsome face
and stately benring, and the triumpb of car-
rying off a prize, for which your Lady Gwen.
doline and half a Bcore more have battled. A
little because be pleads so eloquently, and
loves me as no other mortal man did, or ever
wiil ; and oh! Charley, a great deal because
be i8 Sir Victor Catheron, of Catheron Royals,
with arent-roll of twenty thousand a year and
more, and a name that is older than Magna
Cbarta. 1t therebe any virtue in truth, there
—you have it, plain, unvarnished. I like
him—who could help it ?—but love him—
no!” Bhe clasped her hands above her head,
and gazed dreamily out at the sparkling sun-
lit scene. % I shail be very fond of him, and
proud of him when I am his wife-~that I
know. Il will enter Parliament, and make
speeches, and write polifical pamphlets, and
redress the wropgs of the people. He's the
sort ot man politiclans are made of—the sort
ot man a wite can be proud of, And on my
wedding day, or perhaps a day or two betore,
you and I shall ehake hands, sir,and see each
other no more.”

«No more?” he repeats.

t Well, for ayear or two at least, ustil all
the folly of the past can be remembered only
ag a thing to be langhed at. Or until there is
a tall, handsome Mre. Stuart, or, more like, a
Lady Gwendoline HStoart, And Charlie”
speaking hurriedly now, and not meeting the
deep gray eyes she knows are fixed upon her,
« the locket with my picture and the letters
—yon won't want them then—suppose you
lct me bave them back.”

#] won’t waut them then certaicly. Char-
lio responds, « If by fthen’ you mean when I
am the husband of the tall, fascinating Mrs,
Stuart or Lady Gwendoling. But as I have
not that happiness yet, suppose you allow me
to retaln them until I have, 8ir Victor will
never know, aad he would not mind much if
bedid, We are cousins, aro we not ? and
what more natural than that cousins should
keep each osher’s pirtures 7 By-the-bye, 1see
you still wesr that little truopery pearl and
turquoise brooch I gave you, wilh my photo
on the hack. Give it to me, Edie; turquoise
does not become your brown skip, my dear,
and 'l give you a ruby pin with Sir Victor's
instead. Perhaps, a8 turquoise does become
her, Lady Gwendoline will receive this as
love's first timid offering. The rubies will
do twice as well for you.”

He stretched cut his. hand to unfasteu it.
She sprang back, her ch-cks flusking at his
touch.
«You shall not have it! Neither Lady
Gwendoline noranyTone else shall wear it,
and, married or single, I shall keep It, to my
dping day If 1 choose. Charlie—what do
you mean, sir! How dare you! Let me
o [’
& For he had risen saddenly and caught her
1a his arms, looking steadily down into her

Whilst he held her, whilst ‘he looked at her,
he was her master, and he knew it. ~ -

uCharlie, let me gol”she: pleaded. wIf
any one came in; the servaute; or—or—Sir

Bhe laughs—glances at Bir Victor, meking

Rank and title are very well-—nobody thinks

Victor," L !

3 nel re:| by.the loye th
different from me.” She half-raised herself,
looking dreaniily out on. the -sunlit- ‘prospsct:
« Here

the heavy, dark hoir wearily off her temples.

am going to marry 8ir Victor Catheron. ‘Bity |-

dark eyes, with a gaze she could not mest. |'

still. a0d held g

glowing cheeks, “1'd"Mmarry, “«Yes Edith; suppose Sir V
~woilld, though he Were:a beggay arid saw his bride.elect with ai °’é‘;§r§f‘ oy
-~ Edith - looked up; at ‘her, ki h s {arm about her walst?, Suppose Itolzg;fi

the truth—that:you sre ming, .not hig; 1, M
lorie makes marrriage’hol; i

‘his for. his $it] hisrent=roll—hought o7
he would 1 ;

sold. "By Heayer,/1 half wish
: "‘T‘Va.s‘t_l;ja'Chisr']ie—Uharl_ie Stuart?

She caught her breath-<her pridy and hed
Ineolence dropping- from her—only g gi;y 3]
the grasp of the man she loves. In th%tr n
ment, if he had willed it he could baye o
ber forego her. plight, and pledgy hsrzel fmad
his whollyyaud he knew it. t0 bog

4 Edith,” he said, #asI stand anq g .4
you, in your beauty and your Eolﬁshnok ;
hardly kuow whether I love or deg i o 4
most. I could make you marry m!; o Jog
you, mind---but you are rot worth snéakl.
He opened his arms contemptuous]y' a dQ'
leased her.  You'll not be a bad wif, fn é
Victor, I dare say, as fashiouable wiy oreu
You'll be that ornament of society g me;s igo
flirt, but you'll never ran away with hig ér N
est friend, and make & case forthe D, @ e;; '
for love, and the world well lost, is no moftd
of yours, my handsome cousin.,  Aweek 4 I
I envied Sir Victor with all my hepyt f \
day I pity him with all my soul?’ —

He tarned to go, for once in his lifs {y
roughly aroused, passionate love, passignat
rage at war within him. She had sunk by
upon the sofa, her face hidden in her hapdol
humbled as in all her proud life she had peye
been humbled bsfore. Her silence ang hu
mility touched him. He heard a stifled gop R
and all bis hot anger died out in paineq 1 )
morse. '

% Oh forgive me, Edith |” he gaid, « forgip
me. It may be crue], but I hed to speakg I
is the first, it will be the lest time, ] gy
selfish, too, or I would never have paineq yo
—better never hear the truth than that thd
hearing should muke you miserable, Doy}
cry, Edith;1 can’t bear it. Forgive me, myg
cocsin—they ure the last fsarsl wiu]eve
make you shed.” N

The words he meant to soothe her, hur
more deeply than the words he meant tg
wound, “They are the last tears I will eveg
make you shed!” An eternal farewell wag in8
the worde. She heard the door open, heardd
it close, ard knew that her love and her lifd]
had parted in that instant for ever. ]

CHAPTER XVII.
Y POR EVER AND EVER.”

Two wecks later, as June's golden days werg
drawing to a close, five of Lady Helens'd
guests departed {rom Powyss-place. One 1e
mained behind, The Stuart family, with th
devoted Captsin Hammond in Trixy’s train§
went up to Londot ; Miss Edith Darrell stayd
ed behind.

Since the memorable day following the balk

the bride elect of Sir Victor Catheron hafjl
dwelt in a sort of earthly purgatory, had lived
stretched on a sort of daily rack, «How
blessings brighten as they take their flight.}
She bad given up Charlie—head cast him of
had bartered herself in cold blood—for titl8
aod an income, And now that he held bes
at her true value, that bis love had dicd a na
tural death in contempt and scorn, her wholg
heart, her whole sonl went to him with a sic
longing that waslike death., It was her daily;
fortune and penance to see him, to speak to]
him,snd note the cold scorn of his gray trap-]
quil eyes. Jealousy had been added to herg
otber torments; he was ever by Lady Gwez-§
doline’s side of late—ever at Drexel Court.
Hig futher had set his heart upon the mateh ;
she was graceful and highbred ; it would end Y
in & marriage, no doubt. There were times
when s8he woke from her jealous anger to rage §
ot herself.
« What a dog 1n the manger 1 grow,” ghe}
gaid, with a bitter laugh. 1 won't have
him myself, and I can't bear that any one
elge should have him, If be would only go
away-~If he only would—I cannot engure thig
much longer.”

Truly she could not. She was losing flesh
and color, waxing wan a8 & shadow, Sir Vicd
tor was full of concern, full of wonder and
alarm. Lady Helena said little, but (being 8
woman) her sharp old eyes saw all. :

« The sooner my guests go the better,” ehy
thought ; “the sooner she sees the last of thij
young man, the sooner health and strength
will return.”

Porhaps Charlie saw too—the gray, tal
quil eyes were very penetrating. It was be
St all events, who urged the exodus to Lond

on. '

« Let us see a little Liondon life in the ses:
son, governor,” he said. #Lady Portia Ilamp-
ton, and that lot, are going. They'll intro-
duce us tn some nice people—so will Ham
mond. Ruatic lanes and hawthorn hedges
are all very protty, but there is a ‘possibilit
of their palling o depraved New York minde
I pine for stone and mortar, and the fog andg
smoke of London.”

Whatever be may have felt, ho boreit easily]
to all outward seewing, a8 the men who fee
deepert mostly do, He could not ba said 10
actuslly avoid her, but certslnly since thsf
afternoon in the drawing-room, they had neve
been five Beconds alone.

Mr. Stuart, senior, had agreed, with alun0s8
feverish esgerness, to the proposed ckange-
Life had boen very pleasant in Cheshire, withg
picnics, water-parties down the Dee, driveats
show-places, lawn billiards, and croquet, bt
& month of it was enongh, Bir Victor wh
immersed in bis bnilding projects and A8
lady-love; Lady Helena, ever since the coR-
ing and golpg of the Iady in black, had not
been the pame. Powyss-place was a pleasat!
house, bnt enough wag enough. They wert
ready to say pood-bye and be off to 1 fregl
fields and pastures new.”

"« And, my dear child,” said Lady Helens !
Edith, when the departure was fixed, ¢ I thin}
you had much better remain behind.”

There was an emphasis in her tone, a meat
ing glance in her eye, that brought the cot
scious blood to the girl's cheek. Her eyt
fell-.-per lips quivered for an instant—sbd
made no reply. :
« Certaluly Edith will remsin,” Slr Victo]
interposed impetuously. «As if we could
survive down here without her! And, of
couree, just at present it is impossible for &8
to leave, They doo’t need her half as much
as we do—Miss Stuart has Hammond, Princej
Charlie has Gwendotine Drexel ; Edith wonld
only be in the way I” :
«It is settled then?” said Lady Heleoty
agaln, watching Edith with a cariously intent
look. * Youremain!”

u [ will remain,” Edith answersd, very 6%
1y and without lifting her eyes.

« My own, idea is,” went on the young bar
onet confidentislly, to his lady love, that thef
are glad to be gons, Something seems to b8
the matter with Stuart pere—ander a cloid
rather, just at present. Has it struck yoU,
Dithy ?”

He had caught the way of calling her L
the pet name Trix wod Chatlie used. 4
lifted ber eyes abstractedly now, as he ask
the guestion. '
aMr. Btuart! What did you say, Sir VI
tor? Ob—under a.cloud. Well, yee, I hsv?

.| noticed it. I think it is something connect®

with bis bosluess in New York. - In pape®

lustilatter he alluded toit.” .= -
) (Continued on Third Page.)
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