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;\ﬁnanIPTIOK an engaged young.lady.. Lord Harvey
gaged. Looking after her, as she mov-
ed across the room, he could uot help
thinking of Menlin's description of the
stranger maiden who had won the
king’s heart. P
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And Mrs. Hardinge looked on, and
chafed more than ever at her sister’s
_perverse choice of Percy Stanhope.

Before he went away that night Lord
Harvey had decided, in his own mind,
that there should be more communica-
tion between Abbeylands and The Blms
in the future than there had been in the
pas!

ract advertisments
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e
Ag still amid the fux of things
And purposeless gray happenings
Some force subsists that makes for beauty,
And semething ‘through the chaos sings,
B0 'mid your fevered flutterings
Jor alry flights or proud poised wings,
Some wistful instinct gropes for duty,
»/And still o’er all your vagrant moods
Love, likv a crowded heaven, brooks.

t. »
fre, Hardinge is a lady,” he sald
to himself, “though rather fade and in-
sipid; and, as for her sister, she is love-
.ly. It does one good to see a face lke
hers.”

So he thought then, Would the time
ever come when the “good” would ap-
pear more than doubtful to him, becanse
of the pain with which it was balanced?

“Dulcie,” Mrs. Hgrdinge eaid, when
the guests had departed, and Mr. Hard-
inge, as was his habit, had gone inté
l the library to read and smoke in quiet,
“do you know that you flirted outrage-
ously with Mr. Carre to-night ¥

asther looked up in surprise, Dulcle

| colored visibly
“MYSTERIOUS DAVE.” ' :

His Name Was Rodebaugh, and He
Was a Mystery, Sare.

Dave Rodebaugh was the man who

Dear, trust the still, small voice; distrust

The fawning court of lesser selves,

The tricksy swarm of sprites and elves,
Informed with sly usurping lust
To drag the central “you' te dust,

And render mute the sovereign ‘‘must”’

That sends them scurrying to their delves.
Let their gay friskings serve to grace thy reigo,
But be thou queen by work and love and pain. l

. —1L Zangwill in Collier's Weekly.

‘W'hat harm If I 4id, Mrs. Hardinge ?*
“None,- my dear, unless .to yourself.
.i But, remember, he ‘may be little better
| than a pauper for all that we can tell.”
“And, therefore, no match for me,
was best entitled to the sobriquet of , ¢ ut : , !
“Mysterious Dave,” which has been ! who am htt](; b(-lter"than S peuper” Wy
wrongtully applied to Dave Mathes. | self, you woti d say.’ i
Rodebaugh's advent to the.circle of fa- ', Not exactly”-with a lasy sbrug.
mous western characters was unherald- | One never cares to be so blunt as all
ed, but in nowise lacking in brilliancy. It @ that. “‘“""“ is as well to be careful,
was at Great Bend, Kan., in the carly | ¥OU know.
geventies, that one Frank Whitfield, w"0 4] shall be eareful, thank you."
by ‘reason of his former habitation wus “I wonder that you should speak like
known as Texas Frank, was one day that to Dulcle,” BEsther said, a little
amusing himself by shootIng up the town. later, as her sister, candle-stick in hand,
His crowning feat of deviltry was to lingered at her room door. Dulcie had
cause the bartender of the Rome saloon ' gone straight to her own bed-room, and
to kneel with a full glass of beer upon , lolted herselt in. “And I hate that
his head and to shatter the glass with &  \ord ‘flirting.’ It's an {nsult, in my
bullet from his revolver, fired from the  opinion.”
opposite side of the room. Much un‘msml “No other would have been o ex-
at the beer bespartered bartender, F rank pressive,” Berta Hardinge responded
proceeded to execute A dance of approv- . |y .nhnding the candle from the
al. He was recalled to the t:inre sur- 1‘rn||;£0;t with one jeweled hand. “She
roundings by the sharp command: SR 4 o
“Drop It, pardner, and shove up yer looked at Mr. C’“"l‘; (0’9"‘*(‘]" and talked
hands. I've got ye covered.” to !”m' and struck attitudes for him,
Frank turned to look inte the muzzle in 4 way that no man in the world could
of a six shooter in the hand of a little misunderstand. 1 could see that she
was turning him rougd her finger. He

red headed man with a thin, red beard. :
Frank's hands went up very high, and quite lost his head. Those blonde men
can't stand too much of that sort of

the strange man ordered him to kneel 1
. with his face to the wall, which. erder thing.”
“Oh, - Berta, that is a horrible way

was, obeyed, and, following red head-.: C
ed maa's ¢ the #HEKEEDEr [laced - o¢ talking! If Mr. Carre admired Dul-
o &lags of beer pw4n his head. The ' cie—] don’t see bow any one could help
strange wia tuen stepped against the ' admicing mer—it does not follow that
AN opposite and, with a shot from his ghe tried.to make him do.it.”

“Doesn’t it? I only know, from my

o olver, smashed the glass in the same
0% anner that his victim had done 80 ré .y experience, that most men would
cently for the barkeeper. After doing keep their hé‘lld; better than fhey do, if
this the stranger backed out of the sa- the girls would, let them alone.” .
Esther—who had slipped her dress off,

loon, mounted his pony, which had been
ing in front, 1 rode leisur g 2

left standing in front, and rode lel urely and was brushing her hair “out befors

the glass—turned round, brush in hand

out of the town.
No one could be found who knew him, 3
at this.
“Let them alone, Berta!”"—indignantly.

and he was not seen again for some time.,
“You talk as if girls made the men love

His next gppearance was in the thick of

a street and saloon fight, in which he
contributed two men to Great Bend's them, whether the men wanted to do #0
boot hill. His appearance and departure or not.”
were as mysterious as the first, and he “And eo they do, my dear’—com-

was dubbed “The Mystery.” placently. “But few, I am sorry to say,

Notlilong after the incident last related have the same knack of managing it
he l:i a faro dealer, whose gun caught - that Dulcle Levesque has.”

*in the®cabbard, and was arrested. Al- She retreated with that parting shaft,
though acquitted, the inquiry disclosed half-vexed and half-amused at Esther’s
that his name was Dave Rndol‘rfmgh, unbounded belief in her friend.

and he was u't"ter\\‘xu-d known as ‘“‘Mys- And Dulcie? Dulcie was sitting in
terious Dave. .;'\"‘v‘," Mathes _'"“f‘”.“d a big chair before tlic glass in her bed-
the title m,\'StGlI(;‘ll_ﬁl they ';;e‘f f“"!‘l" room, her arms folded on the table, her
guished by the addition of their fami Y eres, blazing with passionate light now,
names. In Mathes' case the name was . Iy fixed fiariiect h
not the true one. Just here it may ',""\my xed on the reflection of her face,
stated that Mathes was a native of Ohio, ,”““ red roses In her bosom were droop-
his family being one of the most promi- IN&; one had begun to ”4"““ its petals,

ont of the state, and that he was edu- and they laid on the whitebreast and
cated at the Ohio Wesleyam university. round bare arms like patches of decp
‘The writer knows that two of his strange crimson - gore. She shuddered a little
disappearances from his haunts in New as she saw them; but she mever moved
Mexico were caused by visits to that to brush them away.
state. One was upon the death of his “The horrid old thing!” she said to
father and the other to attend the mar- therself in a hushed, "passionate whisper.
riage of his youngest sister.—Chicago In= “She could not bear to see me happy,
ter Ocean. even for an hour. How I hate her!”

And then she remembered how lorely
she was, and that this woman had been
kind to her, after a fashion, and the
big tears began to flow, and cool the
fever of the hot, bright cheeks.

“Did he think me a flirt, I wonder?”
she went on, brushing the tears away.
“] should not like him to think that.
And yet, why not? It is the truth, I
suppose. He told me so plainly enough.”
And by this last ‘“he,” she clearly did
' not mean Julian Carre!

She got up after a while, and trailed
her long skirt over the carpet to the
writing table. A little homely desk that
she had had for years stood on it, Open-
ing this, she tossed the contents about
carelessly, as if she were looking for
i something, There were letters in pro-

fusion and one or two printed scraps.
At last she found that for which she
was looking, A letter written on thin
foreign post in a large running hand. It
was a long letter, and she read it from
the first line to the last. It was.full
|.of earnest, passionate words, which
made her eyes fill as she read them. The
love in it seemed so faithful, so warm,
so present, that-it cut her heart like a
knife.

Hot tears fell upon the letter—bitter
tears, which- somehow seeméd to be
| washing a little of her glowing youth
| away with them. Then she tore it
angrily _and = deliberately—into little
pieces, and dropped them, like a shower
«of snowflakes into the fire. b

“That is ended,” she thought, watch-
ing them curl np and torn ipto tinder
in the greedy, lapping’ flames. “Dear old
tty, I would rather cut off iy hand

THE PUNSTER.

A iteak ie none the more costly for be-
g rare.

An unbridled passion sometimes leads
te the halter.

It's an easy matter to chase any mam |
you can get on the run.

Yhen the drop curtain- goes dowm,
men go out and put down another drop.

Many a man has Jost a lot of money
through the holein the top of his pocket, |

The easiest way to raise vegetakles
is to plant them and then raise chickens. |

A eynical bachelor says Adam's wife
was oalled #ve because when she ap-
peared his day of happiness was at an
éud.—Chicago News.

The Story of Mignon.

The Goethe society of Vienna discov: '
ered the real story that lies back of
Goethe’s beautiful creation of “Mignon,”
which has passed into so many songs and
even Into an opera.

This story runs that in 1764 an Italian
equilibfist named Caratta went to Goet-
tingen with ‘his troupe. In his company
was a child, evidently of good family, *
who took her part with marked relue- |
tance. The report soon spread that the |
child hiad been kidnaped by Caratta, but
he fled wnd escaped all injury.

The fate of the 11-year-old Petronella,
as she was called, caused a great semsa-
tion in Goettingen. Young poets of the

- town wrote en the theme, and Daniel
Schiebler; one of the university students, |
collected these pgems inte 'a yolume.
Soon ' after “Schiebler. went, to Leipsic,
where he was thrown much with Goethe
::]‘Lt"lil:iw:_l"d t:;;?i“lt' “‘m'eﬁ:t“;‘; than give you one pang of pain.”

ats {  Very slowly she took her pretty dress
came one of the n'l:l‘t chl!::lgl of poetic ; off and put it away, smiling a Mttle to

ARG P s herself, but with less bitterness than at
: minous. ﬁ":{- o":ooMb‘:.u HH:;dinn'l warning. -
e I am u for a poor man,”
..;'fé‘,"e.i,‘l“.'.‘f.'.'.' 21::‘3:.'."::'} 3:.:‘: | ehe thought, letting her bright hair fall
notice” because she was going to be ‘nbout her. face and over her snowy
“Mrs. Blank said: shotlers. - “But 1 could never love any-
know, Julia, that marrisge is & bcdy aghim so there Is no fear from
rious. thing.” .| that gquartes. Still I must do my best
_-olied Julls, #But wot gittin | to get wettled, for I know it would kill
s~ thing Some- | me %o be spubbed, as women like Berta
1. | Hardinge would snub me, if 1 wewe

an

'.,!' my o -

m
o You

1-

ny-;aimln »a,
of “ Between Two Lom'“‘WM 1

never gave a thought to her being en-|.
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“And in hér tender eyes

Just that soft shade of
times see
In evening skiesl'”

“If you were to spout for @
month, it would mot change my opinion.

“You prefer dark ~ eyesT'. ‘with
meaning-nod dnd a ‘sinlle. i

“] prefer any color to green.”

“Rut you ean't demy thit the girl is
lovely?” TR :

“My dear tellow, T don’t want to deny
it"lazily., i

Julian loughed, and knboked the ash
out of his pipe. ;

“You don't mean to smy that you are,
smitten in that gquacter, Julian?” ris-
ing on one elbow, the better to see the,
otlier. { g A
Uugmitten, 1 should rather think not.”

“well, it would be singular,” Lord
Harvey went
the invineible to go
shot hefore a pair of green eyes, and
a ripe, baby mouth, wounld be something
to astonish the natives.”

“] have mo-intention of ‘going down,'
as you put it, but a _fellow can admire
a pretty girl, and no harm done.”

“hat all depends, if you keep well
within the bounds of admiration. It's a
dangerous game, I can tell you. and
leads you down to the depths before you
know where you are.”

“Spoken with the woight of experi-
ence,” the other said, coolly.

Lord Harvey winced a little.

“Then you should hedd ¥ the more,
Julian.” §

“No, fear for me, old fellow, I'll heed.”

And so he intended. He was rich,
and flattered, and sought after, and, n
consequeiice, not a litte epoiled. That
this ginl, without—so' far as he knew—
one grand connection in' the wofld, n1
with not a penny to call her own, whonul¢
have the power-to burt him, rathew
tickled' his \wense of humor.

“She iw\|a dear litte thing,” he
thought; “aid I shall be awfully glad to
see her again. But marry her! Well, I
should be mad, indeed, to do that.”

CHAPTER VI

spolled child.

A few days sfter Mrs, Hardinge's Ht-
tle dinner, the Harvey carriage drew up,
and Lady Harvey, upright and haughty,
alighted to pay her first onil at The
Elms.
. Mrs.
home, but

Hardinge herself #as mot at
Eether was; and it. was she
who received the old lady in the lous,
bright drawing-rooms. Dulcle, at sight
of the carriage before the gate, had run
away, and poor Hsther was left to do
the honors' alone. She was very gracl-’
ous, and very quiet,” with a high-bred®
ease that charmed her visitor immensely,
This was not at all the sort of girl that|
she had expected to see. My, Hardinge,
Lady. Harvey believed, was in business
of some sort in the city; a stock.-broker
or money-lender, = probably; the wife
seemed a handsome nobody, but this gid,
in her high, plain gown, and exquisite
lace ruffies, was altogether different.

Lady Harvey had come to please her
son; she stayed to please herself. She
was so affable and friendly that Esther
was amagzed. »

“We have been neighbors, I find, for
some time,” she said, as she rose.to go,
and held Esther’s wilm white hand in
her own gloved fingers; “but I hope that
we #hall be friends im future.”

The girl smiled and thanked her, and
thought in her heaft that people had
misjudged this old lady grossly, when
they talked of her pride and harsh dis-
dain, and cruel scorn of humbler folk.

“May I come in?” Dulcle called out,
peeping into the drawing-room as the
carringe-wheels were heard _departing.
“Has the Gorgon gone, witlibut doing
any harm?”’

“Oh, Duicle, she was very pleasant!
She has asked us both up te the Ab-
bey; and she sald, going away, that she
hoped we would be friends in fature.”

“The fates forbid, dear., I shonld ex-
pect to fade away like a ‘changeling’ if
she turned those black orbs upon me in

anger.

Esther Iaughed.

“But we need not anger her, Dulcie.”

“Oh, I shonld be sure to!"—with &
comical urue mgn. ~f nave a talent ror
upeetting the nerves of elderly people.”

“Yes, and of people thet are not elder-
ly, Dulcie.”

- “Your sister’s, for examplel”

“Oh, I was mot thinking of her!”
Estifer answered promptly.

“You were thinking of something she
said then;”, and, after a pause, going to
the dow, and peering out, disconsol-
ately: “How shall we pass the morning
away, Btty? There is the rain at last;
so we need not attempt to go out.”

“] have letters to write,” Esther re-
‘Plied; “and Jasper asked me to make
a copy of some papers for him before
to-morrow. 1 have my hands full; but
I don’t like leaving you. I wish Berta
were at hoine.”

«] ghall do very well without her,
dear,” dryly., “Don’t ‘wish her home on
my account.”

“I am sorry that you don't like Berta,”

stooping over her friend’s chair and run-
ning her fingers through the short curle
on her forehead.

“] like her very well; she's a woman
of the world, and so am I, only we
understand each other.”

“She is rather harsh in her manner
sometimes, I kmow, but she is very
good. She has been like a mother to me
since mamma died,” Esther said, a little
wistfully.

“Notw, what's troubling your tender
old heart,” Dulcie Iaughed, throwing
back her head, and lifting keen, quizzi-
cal eyes to Hsther's face. “Has she been
lecturing you aebout your fondness for
me, or asking you to give me a ‘word
in season? "

“No, indeed, mo"—hastlly. “But 1
thought you were vexed with her the
other night; and I know - she meant
nothing wrong by what she said. Bhe

coid just the same fo me.”

; es,” sha

her cheek well:pressed into

Ahe piliow. “I shan’t befit for anything
pow, till it goes aw:

. little {ing!"—laying &

soft as- velvet on her-throb~

ke you-a oy

y do you good,

“No, please don't’—a lttle fretfully.
“Km want to_be left alope.”

hen 'l go away and not disturb
“Try to get a sleep if you can.”

’ she had gone, Dulcie turned on

groan, ;

with . fever-bricht

eyes, and

earily back

fair

enough to keep

s such a -thing s flinging love away.

.| 1t is a dangerous game to play, for one

W 7] cahiiot- always win' kDIuck when one
it aver finished i, Before the| would; and so willful ulcle had found,

but she @ b‘*’

last verse was reached, she broke a her ; @ . x
3 dden. passio tears. han Percy Btanhope “had “told ‘the trith
g i . when he said it had -not  ‘been all his

went np to her eyes, and ehe ‘cried for
0 men a | fault. The blame lay pretty equally be-
a mizute of 60 with - et o tween them. He had loved her dearly,
and she had loved him better than she
knew herpelf.

But she had been willful, as her na-
ture was. BShe had tried him by her
whims, but, above all, by her passion

9

“Good heaven! Duicle, don’t cry like

then the pleading changed to
He was harder with her than
pertiaps' & better man would have been.
And she was stubborn.

first, and

as epy
m.udnhhhndh.mimm
4t was. That voice, »o she thought,”

i | bt tor

.| for admiration. He pleaded with'her at |.

o

down on
" She
glad to have :

“I am 0

| yon Mnow"-tryitg th make her fook nt

Him—"1 have done little else than loo}
you for the last fortnight! Where
have you been hiding yourself?’

“Nowhere”—stopping to pick up her
at from the grass,

“You are not going? I shall think
tdl‘:_! I have frighteaed you away if you

“And so you did frighten me!” shé

g ;.. “1 was going’ off to
Sthen T tHié door bang.”

“I,am 80 50 B

They were stauding aiikie-deep in the
lgng grass; Dulcie with her hat in one
bare. hand, and her skirs held up in the |
other, Against the rough, gray walls
tLe delicate, high-bred face steod out in
vivid condrast. The smali, queenly head,
and. long-lashed, liquid-eyes had-seldom
been seen to more advantage.

“If you go away now,” Julian Carre
went on, in his low, musical voice, “T
shall feel that you have not forgiven
me for disturbing you, and I shall be
miserable.” L

Dulcie laughed, and stood irresolute,
In truth, she was not soxious to go.
It would be much nicer, she thought,
idling there In the sunshine with Julian
Onrre, than walking across theé fieids
alone on the chance of meeting the lov-

ers, und perhaps of mot being wanted
when she did ‘meet them, Whereas they
would be sure to come back for her.
_ “You will not go, Miss Levesque?”
He had been reading her face -while
she pondered, and felt pretty sure of her
answer before he put his question.
“Yes; T will stay for a little while.”
He smiled, and thanked her; and, lopk:
ing into his eyes, she remembered what
Mrs. Hardinge had said, and a sudden

“] will not be preached at and threa-
tened,” she told him one night,. when
he was speaking to her seriously comr
cerning her numerods flirtations. “It

would' have had power te ~ plerce thei
shades of death and reach her closing |
Ay
in his v a !
”m”:‘ rivies "“'I-“d tot, guilty, beauti- does me no good. It only makes me k_-ne
ful Hiushés of wild joy burned on her | YOU- Go your way and I will go mine,
cheidk : lnd':f ever we do meet again, let it be
nhope, i as strangers.
R m:.u\!y e 1o iy o lo;:; She had said this in her passion at
5 bis trances & hidi and he
find taken her at her word; and gone.
That it was forever, that another wo-
man would ever step into her place in
his heart, never entered the girl's head.
“He will come back,” she thought,
“when he tires of ‘fuming. He loves
me toop well not to come back.”
That was In the previous summer.
| Then weeks and months went by; she !
grew fearful, but not hopeless never
hopeless, till, looking at the likeness of
Esther’s lover, she found that it was
Percy Stanhope’s face. That pight,
when he met her, as she had told him
to meet her, ds a stranger, she almeost |
felt as if she hated him—as if she could
never really have loved any one so light
and fickle as he was.
This was at the first, when the anger
and surprise were strong upon her. Baut !
aftes— Ah, poor Dulcie! !

CHAPTER VIL

and
heart that he was hers still. 3

“Iisteh to me, Dultie"—slipping his
syl round her other shoulder and press-
ing her head against bim, as he stood
partly behind, partly beside her, “It
has not been all my fault. Heaven
knows 1 thought you meant it, when
you told me you hated me, that night.
_swear that I never for one moment
ought that you loved me still. .
He pressed his lips to the glossy hair, i
and the arm that held her to lum tight-
ened its hold. She was wicked—she
knew it. Her heart was filled with pain
and shame, and hopeless, mad love, This
man was not her lover—could never be
hers again. He belonged to another
woman, whom it was her miserable fate
to love, as dearly, almost, as she loved
him. And yet the regret in his words,
the clasp of his arm, tbe gentle caress
from his lips, thrilled through her whole
frame. s

With a sudden resolution she put it
all from her, the joy and the temptatiom,
and swung herself round on the music-
stool and out of his arms with a jerk.

“] wish you would learn to come irto
a room like other peopls, Mr. Btanhcpe.
I did mot know that you were wit in
miles of this place.”

“I have only just come up from the
station,” he answered, slightly taken
back by her manner.

And she could see for herself that
what he said was true. He had not even
waited to take off his overcoat; and his
hat lay on a chair beside him

“Even so, you need not—Sitse—"
And then she paused, paling swiftly
under the fire of his eyes.

“Need not have— What, Dulcie?”

“Talked like that,”. the girl broke out,
piteously.

“I could mot help it”—coming a step
nearer and lifting up his hand pas-
slonately, his clenched right hand, as if
he would like to vent his pain on some
one. “You know I could not. Am I a
stone, do you think? I have watched
all your moods and said nothing. If we
had been the strangers it has been your
will to have us appear, I could not have
been more guarded. Is mot that true?’

“Yes, it is,” she replied.

“But now, that I know you love me;
now that 1 know—Heaven help me!—
that 1 love you as madly as ever I did, |
is it not time to speak?”

“No,” she said, “and”"—panting a lit-
tle, as if her breath were failing her—
“] do mnot love you. You are mistaken.”

He looked at ber and laughed—laugh-
od aloud, in & weird, mirthless fashion, |

and the girl's eyes darkened with pain !

; heard
or fear, or both, perhaps, as she hea hands, and with quaint little caps. Thore |

him.
Then he strode forward and took her Ware ons °"l' two stone croses. But oue
1. | monument in granite took Dulcie’s eve, |
hands into his, lifting them up, and hold-' o008 Fo L5 earer to look at it. It |

ing them together in a close, cruel grasp. | was & Higle olllar, broken off at. the

“Look me in the face, if you dare,
top, as if by one rude buffet of a might
f ghty |
Dulcie"lxvnque, and tell that falsehood hand. Standing there in the warm |

Sh':. @id not answer him; she neither spring glow, it told its own,story. It nced- |
moved nor looked at him. Outside, the ;d no words to explain that it was a
rain fell drearily, and the boughs of ﬂ"::"he"d that had been laid low un- |
the old elm tree shivered with an eerie |~ From the front Dulele - waridesed]

sound.
. round to the back of the building. A
You cannot;, Dulcie. narrow flight of stone stairs ran up the’'

say it"—pleadingly. outside an i
. W d terminated in a low, lron-
“Oh, Percy! she said, lifting eyes | .o 4403 door, not unlike the door of nl

o
:;V‘me:nlnm“;';;'. to his face, “have yOU | 4,000, This had been the servants' |
af‘o“' hee matids Wied, an it the | entrance to the galley in old days, and |
Sofh wdlhwite el 540 besn hot Meon. no ;me but the Harveys and their de-
At that moment a é&tep sounded out- peg“:;“ freq:en,tpd it.
side, the door opened, and Esther herself, | [ o\ 4 :bon: b owr;‘l oh the, Mapa and
a pile of letters in her hand, came into 4 At hiere wery few gravcs
e “Bhe gave a little cry of de- on thlg sile, and such as there were
ll;mmlt e sighit of Percy, and as obde were hidden away under a very wilder-
he turned to meet her. His eyes were n;u_ of spring flowers and grasses, Trees
iy with Tove—biit a0t of hit; his threw wa\'ering' s.hadown across them,
g By wer;ﬂumed. bit her coming had and swallows flitting by skimmed over
St Baihed Whdes. . them. There was a narrow wooden
R i mot know that, though .She fence between the church-yard and the
e i ahe e HAL A4 the joy ﬁf'h_i- beyond, and that was the only
o Ther face made her beauty fairer. division there was between “God's Aore”
\When dld you come? And, oh, how an‘d the plowed land of the farmers.
0., “How quiet it all is!”” Dulcie thought.

wet your coat isl” “Th
ese people loved and hated, and
And eo it was, but nelther he mOr | 1., .03 for what they couldn’t get. just

Dulcie had noticed its being so. "
“Y;u must go ind take it :ﬂ at once,” ]flke‘::t' ,‘A'nd mow. $heix yery maines wre
s.m' ou ¥ or en. g
?Yh;n e 'beimhl:lm ‘;‘:"“;0“:“;:’ The sunshine felt warm about her, In
hibe; 1 you te o careiees of Jourselt.” a tree near, a thrush was singing. She
A3 he obeyed her, like a man walk- oculd hear the wash of the river, flowing
L] between the osiers. The restless little

ing in his sleep. b A
Gy eart felt comforted, the brilliant eyes
At the sound of Esther's voice Dulcle grew dreamy. Hhe inid Ber hesd ngatnnt

had turned and fled, as it from the ap-
' S "| the wall and clasped her hands behind
of a foe; but Esther, accustomn i, in her favorite attitude when res:ing.

o to her ess ways, had never hecd- She had dropped her hat onto the grass

s,
ed th beside her, and the sunshine fell upon

Just pausing in the hall to fling a
her upturned face, fipon the dreamy
heavy shawl over her head, Dulcle went parted lips, the closed eyes, B ¥4

out by the back entrance into the lime | "0 o5 5oL, " oftly shaded with &

!ulk. Bhe feit as it she could not bloom like the bloom of a ripe pench. 1t

the an longet ind Her
had become warmer, Or t it so,
brain ached. as if some one had given . ¢ vl
her a violent blow on the head, and her in the drowsiness that had stolen over
heart beat fast and unevenly.

The rain was still falling heavily, but
so long as Dulcie kept to the walk she
was safe, for only a few drops could
penetrate the thick arching trees, Up
and down, up and down she walked, as
if she couid tire eut the pain that pos-
sessed her. knd all the time her heart
was with the two in the drawing-room,
the two who had s right to love each
other, \ 3

“How delightful!” Dulcie said to her- !
palf, with a little sigh. “How exceed- '
ingly entertaining to sit here alone and
watch those two go ‘mooning’ along, in |
an ecstatic day-dream.” 1

It was a clear, fresh April day, and
the three, Dulcie and Esther and Percy
Stanhope, had walked across the fields
together, and were loitering now in the
graveyard of the old church. At least
Dulcie was. She had professed herself
:)i:ed, and quite unable to go a step fur-

er.

“I will sit here,” she had told them,
‘to get up a modern edition of ‘Medita-
tions among the Tombs,' while you and
Mr. Stanhope take your walk.”

Esther had demurred. ’

“We'll stay with you,” ehe said; “L
think that I am a little tired, too.”

“Oh, no, you are not!” was the brus-
que rejoinder. “You look as if you
could walk miles and miles yet. Take
her away, Mr. Stanhope; I would rather

. have her room than her company.” |

And they went at her bidding, laugh-
ing and looking back, stopping now and
again on the winding field-path to wave
their hands to the little figure swaying
lIozily to and fro on the low, wooden '

| Eate.

| - When they had passed out of sight,
the girl was as much alone, for all she '
could see or tell, as if she stood in the
| heart of a deseft island. Before her ros:
the ohurch, a narrow building, with «
stone porch and lattice windows., All
about the walls there were graves; some
mere grassy mounds, with neither name !
nor date; some ralsed and railed in; and
others with figures carved upon them,
knights in armor, ladies with folded

You would not

her. i
She was slipping gently into a sound
; sleep, when she was roused with a starf.
A noise close to her, over her head it
almost seemed, made her spring to her
feet in sudden dismay. A heavy door
had been swung to, and, looking up, she
saw a man standing at the top of the
steps above her. She could not see his
_face; the gloom of the low-browed door- |
way hid it. Bat, when he had come
down a few steps, sher knew it was

| Julian Carre.’

At gight of her he quickened his steps
.4 with a little laugh—though
otill pale from the
_lest the run

Yop

thought,

Fwept
wsic

! swell of the organ.
| playing as if, like the monks of old, he

| such a ‘shining light.’

shyness sent the blushes into her face.
“Sit here,” he said, going on a step
or two before her; “and then you wil
be in. the shade, and need mot put on
your hat. You look so much prettier
without it.”
«“How do you know?’—very serious-
ly. “You have not yet seen me in it.”
“QOh, yes, I have—or in one of some
sort! You forget we tere fellow-travel-

; ers, . when you were coming here first.”

“8o I did!"—with a laungh. “I don’t

! often choose the shade, but, if I am to

sit ‘bare-headed, perhaps it will be best
for me now.” S

She gathered her skirts round her,
and sat down; he took his place on tae
step below her, so that the two heads
were not very far apart. Where they
sat they could plainly hear the roll and
Lord Harvey wis

sough to exorcise some evil spirit by

| the power of his music.

“Her smile made sunshine in a shady

! place,” quoted Julian Carre, in & low
! voice,

lifting  grave, admiring eyes to
Duldie’s.

That young lady ‘cauing back, with
her hands fo'ded on her lap, looking
back- at him as gravely. -

“Poor thing! I should not like to be
It would be al-
most worse than having emerald eyes.”

“You have not forgotten that?”’

“No. Why should 1? You meant it for
a compliment, did you not?’

“Yes: but you did not take it as such.”

“Didn’t I"—innocently.

Looking up at her, some of the subtle
witchery that .clung about this girl fell
over him. The smiling lips and delicate
hands, so near that he could have bent
his head and touched them, with his®
mouth, did their work. There was cer-
tainly something bizarre about her, an
his friend had said. He had certainly
never seen any other girl like her in the
least, but she was none the less lovely
for that. Looking into her eyes was
like looking into the sheen of deep sea
water. 'They shone and glowed, and
seemed to grow more and more pellucid
the longer one looked.

Here was a face no man could see
without owning its power, its charm.
It would creep into his heart: it would
make itself a part and parcel of his
life, and then, let him forget it if he
could!

- Julian Carre was learning something
of this as he sat on the moss-stained
steps, in the April light, and talked to
her. She laughed at him, and with
him frankly. She was gay and quiet
by turns. She plainly took all his preity
speeches at ‘her due, and not even his
vanity could discern any effort on her
part to please him.

She was simply enjoying the fresh air
and the sunshine, and she allowed him
to help her to enjoy them; that was all.
And still the organ pealed, and the p'ay-
er in the shades of the dusty old organ
forgetting all the world but her, and had

“Hark!” Dulcie said suddeniy, lifting
hor-head to listen, “Did you hear that?”

Julian Carre had been looking at her,

| forgetting aH the wolrd but her, and had

heard nothing.

“No! What was it?'—rousing himselt
a little,

“A cuckoo;
tinetly."”

“Indecd! In what direction?”

“Jt secmed to be over there"—pointing 4
in the direction of Abbeylands: “but 1
cculd not be sare:” and then, meetin:
his cyes, her own fell, and she blushed
furiously.

“Ah, I see that I need not remind you
of the old superstition!”

“I don't believe in old superstitions”—
scornfully.

She was vexed witl hierself for blush-
ing, and with hima for making her blush,
She could have bitten her lip through
for the blunder she had made. And yet,
how xhould this man guess at her fool-
ish longing to win the master of that
old pile, who had never given so much
as a thonght to her? He could not
know it. It was only her silly fancy.

“I ghould like to believe in them,” he
gaid, looking away from her into the
blue hazy distance. “It would be com-
forting to, know that our fates were
forecast; and that, in drifting with the
stream, we only yielded to our destiny.”

1 should not like that at all,” the g'rl
answered quickly. “I would rather be
my own destiny, and, taking my life in
my hand, dp with it what I would.”

“The strongest of us cannot do that,”
Julisn Carre said; “and, perhaps, it is
as well that we cannot.”

“I do mot know.”

“But you do know"—gaeing longingly
into the exquisite face above him—
wwhat the first call of the cuckoo is
said to signify to those who hear it.’

“Qh, of course! But that is mere
nonsense.”

“Sweet nonsense; sweeter than any
wisdom. I shall not refuse the comfort
it brings me, at all*évents. I will he-
lieve in the omen so long as I may."”

And then, leaning back a little till
his _close-cut head was near her arm,
and he could feel the gentle breath from
her sweet mouth sweep over him. he
began to repeat, earnestly, half-passion-
ately, the word¢ of Maud’s mad lover:

I heard it twice, dis

“Oh! let rthe' solid ground not fail beneath

my feet,

Before my life hae =
found so sweet!
Then let come what come may, what mat-
ter if I go mad?
1 shall have oad my day.

1 what some have

“f,et the sweet heavons endure, uot closs
and darken above me 5

Before I am quife, qnite
is one to love me;-

Then let come what come may, to a 1ife
that has been so sad,

Y shall have had my day!"

‘sure that there

Dulcie listened to him with a smile
in her eyes. It was plain to her that he

had wot guessed the cause of “her sud-

den blushes. His egregious vanity had
linded him.

“hank you,” she snid, sweetly, when

nged, as if he had gone through

pance for her amusement.
how he divined by her way
e 49&!_[12 words, that,
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For Infants. dissolve a
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Young children  will_ readily |
swallow them, because they are
like bits of jelly.

_ READ the statement “of a
prominent

The Capsuloids Co-. Brockville, On!t‘..
we_should never ral
mo! 1 was very much i
people.

1 finally decided to at last give them a trial, and
noticed a decided improvement in him.
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(Signed) GEO, WOODING
Mérchant, Brockville.

Dr. Campbell’s Red Blood Forming Capsuloids are manufactured from Fresh Bullecks’
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KARLEY
HARDWARE
MA .

of all sizes,

and Chimneys, Piessed Ware, &c.

Agent for the celebraed
cheapest an.l b st
Ageut for the )
purts of the wor 1d. Give mé a call.
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Agents Wanted.
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‘

Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Brushes, Witdow Glass,
Builders' Hardware, Nails,
Spades, Scoops, 1von Piping, (all sizes), )
Guns and Ammunition

Farmers,

i&i ofmm

KEEPS A FULL S8TOCK OF

i,

‘v

Coul Oil, Machiue Oil, Rope
Fuik:, Shovels, Drain Tile,
Ayate Ware, Lamps

Tinware,

BICYCLES:

Massey-Harric Wheels, all styles and priass,

the
els.

Dominion Exjreés Co —the cheapest way to & nd money to all

WM. KARLEY

LYN ACRICULTURAL WORKS

feed your
and other stock cooked

roots and other food and make
money.

The Economic Feed Cook-
er will pay its cost in_g
season and i
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THE TWO GREAT RAIN EXCLUDERS

excellence, Does your house or
require repairing or a new roof ?
new building ? If so, you should se
these goods or apply direct to

Athens

BLACKSMITHING:

C. E.
M. Stevens his shop, house, ctc. OB
beg to notify the community at lange
do all kinds of general Blacksmith
of Waod and Iron Work on all

rmrachinery, etc.
~ Having worked at the trade
rapable of giving good satisfaciion,

MHESE GOODS are rapidly winning their way in [Cpuiar
favor because of their cheapness, durability and general

any of your outbuildings

Are you going to crecta

nd for circular describing

W. G. McecLAUGHLIN
MANF'R AND SOLE PROPRIETOR r

Ontario

WQOD-WORKING

~AND PAIN;’&@-

Pickrell & Son “Mave. leased ﬁ;(-n’.. Ww.

in street, Athens, and
Wt they are prepared te

48

(Ngs Wcluding the: repairin &
kinds of vehicles, -in's’pl_el:n'r‘pﬁgy
o

~ Painting dgne on the premises.

for many years, *‘we are
We use an’axle-cutter

fhink I'll go out awhile | (o shortening arms where they have too much play.
& 0 needn't go out for | Horse-Shoeing will receive special attention, Call and
B0 e e e will endeavoy to please you, s

s - |




