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left at the ha.Mr. Gilawtie -till hat hb head 
b'wet Piea.ntl) hi said: ‘Moy, I 
bet so overwhelm» d by tebat I hare 
heard hoar Mr. Davoren, and now

jerk thdr eenle with ears.
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ment, ibe was both tad and anxious. 
She longed for and yet dreaded her 
next interview with Mi. Gilmartin. 
She c: uld not aettie to work or read
ing indoors. She bit as if the fresh 
meriting air would do ber good. So 
•he borrowed one of Kitty's snow- 
white aprons, and putting b around 
her, went out and gathered a bathe' 
of ll yweri to adorn the rooms in 
honor of Mbs Wentworth's visit io 
the afternoon. She still had her 
apron on and was standing betide the 
diningroom table, on which wear 
Urge tray of (I iwen, and vases to pet
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Fur Lluody horror, alarays ci ins Usta Rlthem in, when Kitty announced Mr. 
t dimartin. She actually showed him 
into the dining-room, for the was 
giving an catre cleaning to the rest of 
the house in preparation for the after
noon.

Moy, Handing there
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he said, ‘for you are right,

reminded Mr Gilmartin of Charlotte, 
in the ‘Sorrows ol Werther,' and be 
himself felt not unlike the hopeless 
hero of that well-known romance.

Poor Moy ! There she stood—so

It must not be by aay word of Ml nUBBAHAXThe ft|*»tle will linisli up the game a*d dig
Uw players' grave*. allowedfor us yet'

•Yes,' aid Moy, softly, ‘I am ante 
of that. No one ever did their duty 
humbly in tbia world, without being

lorway H 
Syrup.ilflfsieia ui Segw,MOY O’BRtSN. J., m 1874taken by surprise that she did not 

even lay down the violeu the one 
holding until Mr. Gilmartin was
sbndiiy heetde her. Then she emp-

Gilmartb rather
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And yet, knowing ill thb, I long 
ego decided to devote what intellect 
God has given me to the tarries of 
my country—to the Home Ru'e cause;

And Oow I have know I «hall
That time writing otalways whet b good You will thinkaak you one <| lew ion

of Ireland, end work fur Ireland
cared for me a li'lle—why did •Yea,’ he lowered in a low roiee
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Am 1 not even to kiss the brow of a
Moy hardly knew what to call him1 have to tell you all this—I know it 

b only right to do an; but now I here 
nearly done. Ever rince 1 have loved 
you 1 hpve felt what a helpmeet you

or where to tegin ‘Why did 1 drive 
you away?’ she tepeeted in a low
voice.

•God knows,' he answered, SI you 
were not engaged in Daroatn.'

•1—1 halmvud yoo west than en
gaged,’ said Moy—‘engaged to Mbs 
Wentworth.’

That was not until long afterward»,' 
he mid ; Tot until just before she 
came to Ireland. Bu‘, Moy, you got 
my letter—that ex; lained all—before shat if he staved another 
1 called that lt« day.' —'-------------

Moy trembled now, be she mew 
tell the truth.

•No, I never got your letter; not 
then at least,’ she said.

He let her hand bU from hb as he 
almost repeated her fir« words. 'You 
never got my letter ! Toe letter Mm 
Syms promised to put in your hand 
herself ?

•No; she never gave it to me till— 
till lately, when she met with the 
accident. Then I did not know where 
you were, to I went over at once to 
Lady Catherine to aak her, and she 
told me she had a letter from Mias 
Wentworth that very morning telling 
of her engagement to yoo.'

Moy said this all very calmly. She
rVM iinninimd K rftas’w anmn mkiL

'You mu« not speak so,' mid Moy,
HHOVELB.•When neat we

1er a men withwould Albany,‘With regret I’ he cried with scorn CHANDLER,OFFICE FOR THE PRESENT AT
never loved me I’

Auguwin
1 began, between hope and bar, to 
ask myself was it possible that yoo 
could love me, Hill I hesitated to 
apeak what was in my heart, because 
I knew that the woman who con
sented to be my nib would not only 
have many sacrifices to make fur my 
sake, but must be prepared for some 
hardships, tor the opposition of friends 

well aa of foes—mu« be even pro- 
pared to tee ber husband imprisoned, 
not for hb acts, but for hb opinions. '

Indy Catherine raised her bright 
eyes to hb lace, and there was a 
proud smile in them as she laid her 
shapely band upon hb atm. Mr. 
Devotee took it and pressed hit lips 
to it. Then he said :

‘Catherine, do you love me enough
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to help me in this ambition of my

StiUrn b higher fata aadatvtShe answered in a low but dear Regulates the Stomeeh, etvme—voice, 'Long before we ever met, such Liver end Bowele, unlock»
n life aa you have sketched out the Secretion3.WurlflenUie 

Slued and remove» all Im
purities from ■ «Impie to 
the worst Scrofulous Sere.

even unpinned Kitty’s apron while 
she was speaking, and folded it up 
neatly.

Mr. Gilmartin teemed stunned for 
a moment or two. At laH he mid 
‘And that woman—what did she keep j 
my letter tor?1 •

Moy hesitated, then tgid in a low 
voice ‘1 think the did not want me 
to he the wife of bar kaaband'a cm-
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She looked at him archl), hot leers 
were glistening on her eyelashes as 
she said:

•My whole future life shall be the
Lady Catherine, yen lavs

What is the
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Devore n, is he primed 
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