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Are you quite sure of that, my son P It
n,ln!-mgytohnit.'rq:liedﬁo earl,
gravely. ‘I do not believe in prea
outside the pulpit, and I bave no wish to

ive advice unssked, but I can-
not refrain from eaying, Cuthbert,
that I think you are
Juliet Fane very untairly. On the very
first evening of your arrival you devoted
yourselt to her exclusively, and paid her
the most marked attentions. Ever since
then. too, you must admit thét you have
t most of your time at the Dower
ouse.’
VWWLWMy
aspect. *The principal scenes ot the novel
be is now working at are laid in Cairo,and,
88 he has never wisited the place, I have
been givisg him the clearest ides I could
of the local coloring—in addition to which,

‘I went to see Mr. Fane, replied the
big. 08NSt | 3
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So he kept out ot her way as much as
conversation,

88 you know, he keenly enjoys s gossip
about Art.’
*Certainly, certainly,’ assented the earl;
but I presume that Juliet was' more often
present than not at these interviews, and
took part in the conversation—not that [
bold you in any way responsible for that ;
but 1 believe she is sitting to youass
model for ‘Marguerite’ P’
‘She is. But there is surely nothing com-
romisiog in that P I might ask the ssme
L}r of lehv Br?ﬁ:::;"

“You might ; and, ides giving me t
pleasure, it would net be refused. \ﬁ:m
18 more, Mrs. Grundy herself could not
find anything to cavil at, since Lady Brian-
court is your stepmother.’

As these last words left the lips of the
earl, he distinctly saw the young man
wince and turned pale, and it puzzlod him.

Was it possible, that after all, his son
secretly resented the fact of his second
marnage P

If 80, \hought Lord Briancourt, ?.orhlp-
the reason why Cutbbert had of late ab-
sented himselt from home, and spent his
days at the Dower House, was oecause
be either did not like his stepmother, or
could not reconcile himself to the relation-
ship that had sprung up between them.
lm} therefore avoid gar as much as pos-
sible.

Had he not even expressed a wish to re-
sume his wandering existence P’

The thought that such might be the
case filled the earl with a keen distrress;
but for the moment he put it from him, and
returned to the topic siready started.

‘I don’t like interfering in a matter
that is so purely personal, my dear boy ;
but my strong and fond affection for you
gives me the priviege to do
80. I am sure that you would
not deliberately behave badly to any girl,
and ye: you are behaving badly to Juliet
Fane. 1f you cannot see that she is most
ardently in love with you, and has peen so
ever since the first, all I can say is that
you are as modest as.you are blind ’

‘I may be blind,’ mlind the young man,
‘for certeinly I should never zm found
out for myselt that Julict Fans bad lost
ber heart to me, and, even now, I fancy

you must be mistaken.’

‘But I know that I am not. Why, the
girl betrays her secret every time she looks
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at the Dower House must be Juliet.

“It my father thinks I bave behaved bad-
ly to this girl, her father, possibly, is of
the same opinion,’ mused the young man,
moodily, as he sauntered across the park.
‘It certainly did strike me that he was not
gnite 80 cordial as usual yesterday; and

uliet’s eyes looked suspiciously red, I
tancied.

‘Could it have been on my occount that
she was orying, and that her father looked
stern? I teelunhh a coxcomb to even sup.

such a thing, and yet—yes—and yet I
p"(.;n looki :t‘ck over the past six weeks
he seemed, since the earl had opened his

to see things in quite

‘The tact of it is,’ said Lord Lovel, to
himeelf, ruetully, ‘I appear to hava be-
haved like a brute and a cad ; but now the
Question remaine—how am I to repair the
mischiet P He stood still for s moment to
think, then suddenly bis troubied face
cleared. ‘I knew what 1'll do. I'll find
out if she really does care for-me as much
as the dad imagines, and, it so, I will ask
her to be my wite. Why not?

‘It seems to me I canmot do better. I
am not absolutely in love with her, per-
baps; but then, I shall never love
woman again—the faculty of loving is dead
within me. 8till, 1 feel that I could grow
very fond ot her. I am that slready in s
cousinly sortof fashion—she is so sweet
and winsome, and, in trying to make her
bappy, I might—who knows P—find bappi-
ness myself, or, at any rate, grow recon-
ciled to lite, which, at present, seems a!l
out of joint. Yes, that 1s what I will do.’

Like all men of the artistic temperament,
Cathbert Dunallen was i ive.
thNnobomw hdnd e made ht:.p his mind

prepared to act upon bis decsion,
l(ocbmip y—by the lgon of babit, as
1t were—his steps hed turned, with his
thoughts, in the direction of the‘Dower
House, and, by the time he had made up
his gind to ask Juliet Fane to be his wile, |
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ible, never addressing her, save in the
mﬂmwlue
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irl hid her blushing
|‘on’| shoulder.

‘So tar so good,’ said he
arm round ber and drawing
F‘i:. ‘but now ssy—Cuthbert, I love you’

me a A

Soms minutes elapsed, and & good deal
of coaxiog and ‘conching’ was required
before Juliet could summon up courage to
comply with this request, but the fest was
sccomplished at last, and even re ¢
nnnr times—just for practice the
man lnggumi—-nnti then five o’cloo]
struck, and Juliet remembered that not

y was there such a thing as tea
but that her father would be waoting it.

the young man, in a tone

*Possibly,
and see P

A very shy and blushing Juliet indeed it
was that entered the Dower Hous drawing-
room.

Toe novelist, of course, moticed the

at once.
‘g" guilty you look, Juliet I he said,
lsughing. ‘z you were ten years younger
1 should suspeet you of stealing plums.’
‘She has stolen -omethins of much more
value, M. Fane,’ said Lord Lovel.
‘And what is that P asked Juliet’s father

came.
*The heart of your humble servant I’

Scrofula.
Another permanemt oure
by B.B.B. after twe
dootors falled.

Ask any doctor and he will tell you
that, next to cancer, scrofula is one

of the hardest diseases to cure,
Yet Burdock Blood Bitters applied

of Kirkton, Ont., permanenti
after many 'mincx:t hylicmz;

failed ; Cu w. et, of | of

Crewson's Corners, Ont., perman-
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P.Q., states his case

;
f

|
f‘i

i

|

screens, one
m front ot the door so
iad dressed for dinner

voices were those of Lady Brian-

'Dilﬁnotlyhn“l:op‘ndl.ﬁ.'ihuy,in pas-
sionate protest—

and I do not deserve your
I ask is, that you will
you could spare me a | tion

ou cannot refuse me,
1t ot tor the sake . of
0 into the pavilion

in common courtesy,
though he guessed the snswer betore it | after

is coming to see your
and their interview is
ng one. Imust see you—

father about mine,

well then, since | you, insist,’ was
y;:’ngm’n;dm- Lo
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were cruel enough
tolin;thﬁmmm';:-nmwnnm-
expectedly. 4

you might

‘I thought
that,when you must have kao
ories it would nm in

quiet bitterness. It is all over. m:m
is & grave in which we shall do well to ury
(Conrruzp ox Frrrasxem Paen.)

‘They also relieve Distress from
Indigestion and Too

 fect remedy




