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CHAPTER XIIL—(Continued. )

“ Ay, ay, I do mind ye. Ye're the
bonuie wee leddy that gied me the
shilling von nicht forenent the big
hoose in Glaskie. The doctor telt me |
wad se2 yve afore lang, but I wad hae
kent yve it he hadna telt me.”

“1 should not have known you,
Katie: and yet I have often thought
of you, and wished to see you again !"

There is a winning earnestuess in
Mabel's tone which seems to touch a
right chord in Katie's heart. She
Jooks at her wistfully.

“ Where is your mother now ?—and
where is Maggie, vour cruel sister?”
pursues Mabel, with keen interest of
voice and manner.

“‘ Mither's awa’' to prison—Maggie’s
aye cruel,” replies Katie “Och! 1
dinna need them noo.”

** Katie, will you come up to where
1 live and see me this evening ?" asks
Mabel, for there are many people about
the court ; so that it is no place for con-
versation, but Mabel is determined not
again to lose sight of Katie.

Katie promises gladly. She is much
drawn to Mabel, and is pleased to think
that she shall see her again ; so Mabel
gives her address, and appoints an
hour for the interview : after which
she asks Katie if she will come upstairs
with her, but Katie shakes her head.

*“Na, na, gang forrit yersel'—ye
canna miss yer way. Puir Lizzie's
gettin' the last sacraments.  Father
O'Donnel’s wi' her I dinna want to
see him.”

So Mabel is obliged to go alone, for
Mary has already preceded her; and
hearing that a priest is in the room,
Mabel fecls much alarmed as to how
Mary has, under the circumstances,
comported herself, for, to good, honest,
but prejudiced Mary Graene, a Popish
priest appears in the light of an evil
angel in disguise,

When Mabeal opens the door of the
room she finds, however, to her great
relief, that Mary is quietly seated near
the fire place, doing or saying nothing
aggressive, but watching, with an ex
pression of horror upon her counten-
ance, an old man of venerable appear
ance, with a silver head, and a singu-
larly humble face, who, kneeling be
side the bed of the dying girl, is call-
ing upon Jesus to have mercy.
Wretehadly destitute of all comfort as
the apartment seems t» be, it has,
nevertheless, been carefully preparved
with all due respect for the solemn last
vites of the Catholic Church. A tem
porary altar, consisiing of two boxes
piled one on the top of the other, and
coverad with a largoe white linen sheaot
lent by some charitable Zhbor, who
has opened for tha occasion herlnapor
press, has been erected, and upon it
stands a crucifix, two wax tapers, and
goma really beautiful flowers, carofully
arranged in cracked china mugs
Exquisitely clean, too, is the sick girl'’s
clothing, Lor head is roverently cov-
eced with a white veil, and round her
neck 1 Broad blue ribbon, to which
a large silver medal is ‘hed, upon
which her glazed eyes ave fixed with a
look of deep devolion.

The prayers ave nearly over before
Mabel entorvs —this she rather regrets
than otherwisn, for she would like to
have assisted at the solein service, for
which shie knows Mr. Vanghan has a
Bpoe admiration.

As for Mary, she has been prepar
ing for the eacounter she imagines is
to take placo berwixt herself and the
Popish priest, who, she doabts not, will
be very anxious, as soon as the prayers
are over, to attempt the conversion of
hersolf and Mabel.  She is, therefore,
surprised and somewhat disappointed
when, the ceremony being ended, the
old priest, having addressed a few
kind words, ficst to the dying girl,
then to the weeping mother, leaves the
room immediately, saying only, with a
benevolent smile and courteous inclin
ation of the head, to Mabel and Mary
as he passes them, *“ God bless you,
dear children.  God reward you for
your charity to His poor !”

Lizzie Lo s too ill to take much
notice of her visitors, so that, after a
fittle conversation with the poor
mother, and after bestowing upon her
the pecuniary assistance they have
brouzht her, Mabel and Mary take
their leave not, however, helore
Mary has deposited several of her
precious tracts upon the table,  They
were received by Mr. Logie in
silence, but Mary would have beaen
distressed could she have seen their
fato.  So soon as her back is turned
Mrs. Log thers tham all together
and throws them into the fice. *'1
canna read mysel 7 she says ;o * but
wha kens what's in  they tracks?
Mayba the bairns wad mak’ mischief o’

them.”

Some hours later, towavds nightfall
of the same day, Lizzie Logie wakes
from a short slumber, and finds her-
self alone with Katie Mackay. Katie's
eves are red with weeping, and there
iy a softened expression upon her
face which has long been foreign to
it

“Wull it be wee Katio Mackay ?"
gays Lizzie feebly. *“Eh lassie, I'm

|
outstretched hand, sobs as though her
very heart would break. Lizzie looks
disiressed.  She is too weak to talk
much, but she strokes Katie's head
gently, and whispers—

“Dinna greet, Katie, och! dinna
greet, If yo wad but believe me
I wad dee happy gin ye wad promise
me to behave yersel. Ye're awfu
temptit, puir lassie, 1 ken it fine, but,
oh! it's sair, sair to sce ye gauen to
the deevil, an' Steenie alang wi’ ye
puir lad !"”

¢ Aweel, Lizzie, listen,” says
Katie, checking her sobs, and clasping
her hands firmly together. 1
sweer it to ye. 1 wull behave mysel’,
I wullso! Il awa’ to Steenie, an’
mak’ freens wi' him. Whaur will I
fin' him.”

Before Lizzie has time to answer thé
door is suddenly thrown open, and
Mrs. Logie enters, violently agitated,
and crying bitterly. She does not at
first see Katie, but drops into a chair,
and flinging her apron over her face,
rocks herself to and froin a perfect
agony of grief.

“What ails ye, mither ? Whaur's
Steenie 7"

“* Whaur's Steenie, Mistress Logie ?"
re-echoes Katie, whose heart smites
her with a sudden terrible misgiving
for she remembors that only that very
morning, she has goaded Steenie be-
vond endurance, and that, when he
lett her, he told her her he was going
to enlist.

At the sound of Katie's voice, Mrs.
Logie turns upon her, like a tfger
robbed of her young.

““Hoo daur ye show yer face in
this hoose ! Ye bold, hairtless queen
that ye are, d'ye ken what ye hae
dune ?  Ye've clean ruint me son!
He's to sail the morn to furruin pairts,
he's booned hissel’ for twa lang years,
an' it’s through ye—ye ha' driven
him til't. Gang oot o' me sicht, or
ye'll gar me commit murder afore I've
dune wi' ye."”

¢ Eh, mither, whisht ye, for the
love of Heaven whisht ye!" pleads
Lizzie faintly, but Katie, roused al-
most to frensy by Mrs. Logie's speech,
rushes to the door, where she stands a
brief moment, glaring at the miserable
mother, the hot blood flushing her
brow ; then, clenching her hands, and
muttering something incoherent, she
dashes headlonz down the stairs out
into the dark night.

At another time such reproaches as
those leveled at her by Mrs. Logie
would have instantly extinguished ali
zood impulse within  her, but
her late interview with  Mabel
has wonderfully softened Katie's
hardened heart. She leaves
Lizzie's dying bed with the firin re-
solve to prevent, at ail hazards, Steen-
ie's departure, even though, to do so,
she must humble herself to the dust.

It is 100'%¢lock when Katie reaches
the town of Leith, where she thinks
that she surely will find Steenie ; for
he lodges there at a sailor's home, raw
night, drizzling rain is falling, and
Katie, who has run most of the two
miles, is very tired by the time she
gots there.  As she nears the lodging
she slackens speed a little, and begin-
ning to reflect upon the awkwardness
of a meeting with Steenie, from whom
she parted thai morning in hot anger,
she almost loses courage, and but for
the thought of lLizzie dying, would
turn back at the last moment.

Steenie, however, is not at his
lodgings. He has paid his account,
packed his belongings, and has left
that very day. Beyond this scanty
information, no one in the house can
tell Katie anything further about him,
so that, much disheartened, she is
obliged to turn away, knowing what
to do next.

There are in some human lives
strange moments of good fortune—mo-
ments when hope, scemingly dead,
suddenly receives the fulfilment of its
desires — moments, when after a more
or less prolonged agony, all our plans
having apparantly evaporated into
empty smoke, we suddenly find the
object, vainly sought after, set down
beside us, so unexpectedly, so quietly,
so without any effort of our own, that
we are almost like people awaking
from an unpleasant dream-glad to
wet back to the reality of life. In such
cases the past seems to have been the
dream, and the happy present the
reality !

So it was with Steenie Logie on the
night in question.  For the first time
since his acquaintance with Katie, he
had at last relinguished all hopes of
making her his own-—he had bound
himself over to sail next morning with
a merchant ship trading to the West
Indies.  On the preceding evening he
had been drinking, he had drunk
again after his final interview with
Katie, and it was while still under the
influence of the fatal drink that he had
taken his hasty resolve of going to
sca ;3 otherwise he would scarcely have
had the courage to leave his poor
mother and his sister in her dying
state.  After parting with his mother

which parting, by the way, had been
an accidental thing, for he had not
intonded to see any of his family before
sailing, and had determined to com-
municate his resolution to them by
letter), Steenie returned to Leith. Far
tho miserable to sleep, scarcely know-
ing or caring what was to become of

i ing the very picture ot hopeless, don't-

veals him to her, standing moodily
against the wall, with his cap slouched
over his eyes, smoking his pipe, look-

care misery. Away goes Katie's pride.
lemorseand real regret for the mischief
she has done makes her oblivious of all
other considerations, and stepping
lightly to his side she lays her hand on
Steenie’s arm and calls him by his
name,

He looks up quickly enough. There
is no glad start of surprise, no word of
welcome, for Steenie has said good bye
to hope ; but he takes his pipe out of
his mouth, and, looking Katie calnly
in the face, inquires,

** What brings ye here, lassie?
Ye needna think to torment me nae
mair. I's no wantin'ye.”
‘“Fh, Steenie, I's like to dee wi’
grief ! — what's this ye hae dune!”
And the fair, pretty head, with its
golden hair all crisp with the salt sea
breezes, leans itself down upon the
sailor lad’s arm, and the blue eyes, full
of real tears of sorrow, looks up beseech-
ingly in his face.

A troubled expression comes over
Steenie’s face—he seems half inclined
to shake off the little deceiver, but she
clings to him yet more closely.
“Dinna gang, Steenie! Oh!
bide wi' yer mither an’ puir Lizzie.
Ye maunna gang ! ye maunna gang!
Eh, promise me ye'll no gang .”

** Katie Mackay,” answers Steenie,
severely, ‘it ill becomes ye maist o’ a’
to reproach me — ye ken fine ye've
been fausse to me, lassie—ay, fausse—
fausser nor ever wumman war afore.
I micht hae dune waur nor I hae dune.
Dinna come here to torment me—the
Lord kens 1's miserable eneuch !”
“Th, but Steenie, I's awfu’ miser-
able at it a'. 1 ken fu' weel it's a’
through me. FEh, Steenie, if ye wad
but forgie me this ance mair! Eh,
Steenie, 1 aye loved ve, an’ I've been
awfu’ bad to ye, but it sall be sae nae
mair.”

The poor sailor lad’s face flushes
hotly, and his heart bounds with a
sudden hope.

“ Katie,” he asks hoarsely, holding
her out at arm’s length, and looking
at her beseechingly, ‘‘are ye sure,
lassie, ye're no making game o'me?
Div ye mean to tell me ye love me
still ?

“ Ay, Steenie, 1 do so. I do so!”
reiterates  Katie, with passionate
eagerness.

*“Mair nor Willie Cameron ?” asks
Steenie again ; *‘for ye ken, Katie, 1
canna divide yer love wi’ him, nor ony
ither man under the sun.”

“ [oh, Steenie, dinna talk to me o’
Willie Cameron nae mair. I gie ye
my solemn promise 11l be yer ain
wife. 1's no gaein’ to keep company
nae mair wi' ony but jist yersel,’
Steenie.  Eh, dinna gang for to leave
me. Steenie!  DBide at hame, an’ we
wull a’ gang back to Glaskie thegith
Eh, bide wi' us, Steenie! Say ye'll
bide !"

“It's owre late, Katie,” s poor
Steenie, sadly shaking his head :
“I'm to sail the morn—I canna get
bidin' noo, gin 1 wad desire it. I'm
boond ower for the viage: gin 1 gaed
awa,’ twad be desertin', ye ken—its
again the law o’ the land.”

() Steenie, can ye no tak’ mealang
wi' ye? 1 canna bide here wantin’
ve,” sobs Katie, excitedly.

“Puir Katie, puir wee lassie!”
answers Steenie warmly, opening his
arms and taking the repentant girl to
his own faithful heart once more :
‘“dinna fret sae sair, it canna be
helpit ; maybe ‘twill be for the best.
I'll no be lang awa’; afore twa years
oot, ye'll see me hame. Eh, but it's
gey hard! sair, sair misfortune!” he
adds, himself breaking down as he
reflects that, but for his precipitation,
he might have been, this night, com-
pletely happy and satisfied with the
fultilment of his heart’s desire.

Katie's head is pillowved on his rough
sailor's coat, his face bent down over
hers, and great reluctant tears are
falling from his eyes on to her cheeks.
At that moment she is indeed deter-
mined to be faithtul to him ; she is
resolving how, in the future, she will
atone to him for the past-—nothing
would have seemed too hard to promise
then.

““Ye wudna deceive me, lassie ; wud
yve, noo? an' this may be oor last
meetin,” for God in Heevin kens hoo
lang. Ye'll no bide wi' they Kerrs
nae mair, ye're owre bonnie, my wee
Katie, ye've gotten owre fair a face ; I
wish in my hairt ye were no sac bon-
nie, it's an awfu' temptation to ye to
love notice.” Steenie’s voice is trem-
bling with suppressed emotion, which,
for Katie's sake, he is doing his best to
control,

“I's nae deceivin' ye, Steenie,
answers Katie with passionate assur-
ance ; “‘my heart's like to break when
I think on a I've garred ye suffer, but
it wull be sae mair. I wull wark for
ver mither in the place o' puir lLizzie

~ay ! 1T wull so, I sweer to Heevin I
wull.  An’' noo, Steenie, wull we gang
back to Edinbury thegither? — ye
maum say guid-bye to Lizzie, he
maum mak’ ver peuce wi' yer mither
afore ye sail."”

Steenie willingly assents to this pro-
posal ; his heart is so full of joy that he
is ready to do anything that Katie
wishes. And while they are walking

him, he wandered into the dock-yard,

ve yinco mair.”

““Lh, Lizzie, dinna say siccan a
thing, ye mauna dee! — ye maunna
dee !” groans Katie, weeping.

““Whisht ye, Katie! dinna greet
sae sair, lassie, if ye wud but ken hoo
contentit I am to dee !"

*“Eh, but, Lizzie, it's jist a’ through
me—] ken it fine—-it's me that's kilt
ye.  Ye can forgie me, but 1 wall
niver forgie mysel’."”

Poor Katie breaks down completely,
and laying her face upou Lizzie's thin

resolved to spend his last night in
Scotland under the free canopy of
heaven, rather than to endure the

, noisy companionship of such associates
"as in his lodgings he was likely to en-

counter,

Thus it comes about that Katie,
going she knows not whither, heedless
of the drizzling rain and cold north-
eastorly breeze blowing up from the
sea-coast, suddenly finds herself face
to face with the object of her anxious
search. The light of a dim lamp re-

together, Katie tells him about her
{ meeting with Mabel, and that Mabel
| has promised to be her friend.

When they reach the entrance of
Mrs. Logie's house no amount of per-
suasion on Steenie's part will induce
Katie to go upstairs.

‘Gang forrit, Steenie,” she replies
to his expostulations : ‘‘ mak' ye yer
peace wi' yer mither, T'll do weel
eneuch here at the stair-fit for ae
nicht.”
| By and-by, however, down comes

3

Yielding to her son’s entreaties, and
perbaps somewhat mollified by the
account of Katie's recent conduct, she
consents to forgive her, or, at least, to
suffer her presence inside the house,
So the closing hours of poor Lizzie's
life are hours of comparative peace.
All night she lies with Katie's hand
clasped in hers, and her repentant
brother kneeling by her side. She
breathes her last towards morning
about 5 o'clock, going calmly to her
rest with a smile of peace upon her
face, saying with prophetic earnest.
ness to Steenie, a few minutes hefore
she dies, indicating Katie by a motion
of her hand.

‘! Steenie, lad, she'll mak’ ye a guid
wife ane o' these days.”
It was towards sunset of the same
day when the Bonnie Dundee, Steenie’s
ship, unfurled her sails and stood out
to seca.

As long as she remained in sight, a
fair-haired, blue-eyed girl might have
been seen standing on the very furthest
extremity of the long Leith Pier. The
lookers-on gazed with interest at the
blooming child, for otherwise she could
scarcely be called, pitying her not a
little, for tears were streaming like
rain down her face, and from time to
time she scemed almost overpowered
with grief : and, callous to all observa-
tion, would lean her head down upon
the pier-rails sobbing passionately,
and calling in broken accents upon
her lover to return.

Not until the ship was entirely hid-
den from her gaze did the poor child
turn away, and then only to fling her-
self upon a seat in such an agony of
grief that one or two kind-hearted
sailors drew near to comfort her.

It was, however, all in vain, Katie
would not be comforted; a terrible
feeling of desolation had come over
her, and for a while in her frenzy she
would gladly have thrown herself into
the cold, dark waters that had carried
Steenie away from her.

" Be faithful, dinna forget me ; God
an’ His Iloly Mither keep ve, my
Katie !” had been poor Stecuie’s part-
ing salution.

CHAPTER XIV.

CROSS QUESTIONS MADE STRALGHT.

** Comfort her, comfort her, all things good,
While I am over the sea :

Let me and my passionate love go by,

But speak to her all things holy aud nigh,
Whatever happen to me.”

—Tennyson,
“Tugh, my old eyes do not deceive
me ! There is something more than
the Lord Temple business in all this.
My darling is very unhappy.”

““Iam afraid you arve right, Aunt
Helen.  Tsee it plainly —I have seen
it for a long while, and, to tell you the
honest truth, I cannot bear it any
longer.”

**What do you mean by that, my
boy ?  Tell me—I must know.”

**Imean what 1 say, Aunt Helen.
[ cannot endure the sight of Mabel un-
happy. I feel I am the cause of it all.
I have almost determined to go back to
Tasmania.”

Obedient to Miss Mackenzie's sum-
mons, Hugh had logt no time in com
inz to Edinburgh : if he could have
avoided it, he would rather have gone
a hundred miles another way ; but
there was no other help for it, so he
came, and for the first few days after
his arrival, he and Mabel had gone on
systematically playing **cross-ques-
tions "' with each other’s feelings.

Miss Mackenzie's suspicions, in the
wmeanwhile, had matured themselves
into certainties. When she saw Mabel
and Hugh together after Hugh's
arrival, her decision was taken, and
she had only waited for a favorable
opportunity for speaking her mind to
Hugh.

This opportunity had presented itself
one evening, when Mary Grieme, hav-
ing carried off Mabel, sorely against
her will, to dine in Moray Place, Miss
Mackenzie and Hugh were left to
spend a few hours tete-a-tete,

‘‘Iwant you to tell me what you
think of Mabel ?” said Miss Mackenzie.
Hugh, who had been reading the
newspaper by the light of the fire, put
it down upon the table beside him,
and sat sadly gazing into the red
ember He had thought her asleep,
and was embarrassed by the abrupt-
ness of her question.

““Think of her, Aunt Helen!" he
replied evasively — **1 think she is
fretting about something. Tam afraid
that Temple affair has upset her
sorely.”

To this Miss Mackenzie answered as
above, and so led to Hugh's announce-
ment with respect to his future plans.
Miss Mackenzie's eyes filled with tears,
and she stretched out her hands to him,

My boy, come here—nearer to me,
Hugh ; my voice is weak, and I have
much to say to you.”

Hugh complied, and sat down in a
vacant chair by Miss Mackenzie's
couch ; then, after a moment's pause,
he said gravely,

‘“You are my oldest, almost my only
friend, and to you I wish first to tell my
future plans. 1 cannot stay at Elvan-
lee—I am going back to Tasmania in
the spring of mnext year; the work
there suits me better.”

*“No, Hugh — no, no!” said Miss
Mackenzie emphatically ; *“this shall
not be. You must not leave them,
When I am gone there is no one but
you to whom Guy can look up for ad-
vice, and poor Mabel—"

*‘Listen to me, Aunt Helen,” re-
turned Hugh firmly ; *‘ you are wring-

near her. 1 cannot—there, 1 can-
not !"”

Hugh broke off suddenly, burying
his face in his hands. There was a
ghort silence, and then Miss Mackenzie
spoke.

* Thank you, Hugh—God bless you,
my boy, for the confidence you have
placed in me! Bur tell me, are you
quite sure this is necessary ?”

“Yes, yes," he replied. ‘I have
thought it over — long, ecarnestly.
God knows what it will cost me. But
this is it, Aunt Helen—my life is dedi-
‘ated to God. 1 have always had a
very high, severe notion of a clergy-
man’s duties, and I believe it is impos-
sible to be faithful to my avocation if,
at the same time, this daily, hourly
struggle is going on within me. How
can | attend to the interests of my
parish ? How can Ibe the ever ready,
watchful guardian of the flock com-
mitted to my care? How can I, when
my whole soul is wrung in the conflict
with this unfortunate attachment ?
is absorbing all the energy of my
it leaves me weak, powerless,
nerveless ; it makes me a good- for-
nothing soldier in the Great Army.”

Hugh paused for a moment, over-
come by the depth of his emotion ; then
he went on more quietly—

*‘She will come again in the Spring
time, and you, Aunt Helen, know how
she leans for support, for guidance, on
the clergyman of the parish. You
know what I ought to be to her, and
what I shall have to be. God knows |
was helpless enough last time, when
she wanted help so sadly. No, no, it's
hopeless, useless. 1 can do nothing
for Mabel, and the sight of her is more
than my strength can bear—I must
go.”

““Noble !—noble !" murmured Miss
Mackenzie, in a low tone ; then she
added aloud, **Hugh, are you sure
that you could not make Mabel love
you

* No, no, Aunt Ielen : do not tempt
me. I dare not try. She issoinex-
perienced, she has seen so little of the
world, it would not be fair. She is
affectionate, and trusts me.  Were I to
try, and then fail, it would make
everything far more painful.”

“Well, now, " said Miss Mackenzie,
anxiousiy, ‘‘you are her guardian,
Hugh. Tell me what sort ot life vou
would choose for Mabel 77

** What sort of life 7—why, every
happiness, of course ; not poverty—
not to share the life of a man old
enough to be her father,” returned
Hugh slowly.

““She might have married Lord
Temple if she had pleased to do so,”
re-commenced Miss Mackenzie ; ““and
he was yvoung enough, and handsome,
and rich, and everything else youlike.
\Why did she refuse him ?”

“Why repeated Hugh with a
puzzled air *“ Do you kunow why,
Aunt Helen?

*“No, I tell you candidly 1 do not,
Hugh. I have my own surmises. Dut
Mabel, dear child, is that reserved—
and is trying to hide something from
me into the bargain. I am quite sure
of it.”

** Do you think there is anyone she
does love ?"" asked Hugh suddenly.

‘1 really donot know. But this
much I can tell you, Hugh—the cloud
that has comne over her is a very recent
one. She was the gladdest and gayest
of lassies till— let me see, when —
well, then, I must just tell the truth —
it was not until several weeks after
vou came that I began tosee a change
in her.”

“Good God! Aunt Helen, are you
sure of this?”

““ Hush, Hugh' Patience, too, for
I am sure of nothing. Yet take my
advice—the advice of an old woman
but one, nevertheless, who is not too
old to remember what love was. 1
am looking at events from the borders
of eternity, and they look more real
at my age, Hugh, than perhaps to
you or Mabel.”

Miss Mackenzie closed her eyes,
and spoke her next words almost in a
whisper.

‘1 can see that a deep, honest
love is worth more in the scale of
happiness than are all the advantages
of riches or station. I can see—take
heed, Hugh !—that it is foolish—ay,
worse than foolish—it is cruel, wicked,
to risk the happiness of perhaps two
lives rather than to risk a refusal. 1
tell ye, Hugh—and my words are none
the less true because it is an old, old
woman, very near her grave, who says
them to you—when a man loves a
woman he had better tell her so, even
if he believes there are nine chances
against him. The tenth may be in his
favor, and it may be the winning num-
ber. Now, a man who loves a woman
owes it to her to risk it. Remember
how helpless a woman is—remember
how, in such a case, her heart may
break a thousand times, yet neither by
word nor sign can she betray her
seeret.  The more she loves him the
more she must shroud her feelings
from his sight. Ido not say, mind,
that Mabel loves you, but this much I
do say—the man she does love, who-
ever he may be, will never know it,
unless he be willing to risk a refusal.”

““ But it would be selfish! I am not
thinking of myself now—I am think-
ing of her. Aunt Helen, look at me, a
prematurely aged, broken-down old
man! What would Guy say—what
would everyone say? What a life
for Mabel, even if ske were willing to
share mine !"”

ing a secret from me. Vell, I do not
say I am sorry : let me say to you this
once what is in my heart. I owe it to
you to explain my conduct, and after-
wards, I bég of you, let it be a dead
subject between us. I can be of no
use to Mabel. Call me a fool if you

one than I think myself; but it is

Mrs. Logie herself, in search of Katie.

breaking my heart by inches to live

will-—you cannot think me a greater

*“The life she loves the best, any-
how," returned Miss Mackenzie gentiv
—*‘the life that kas made her happy
ftom her childhosd.  And, after all,
{ Hugh, she has some fortune of her
own, and, it strikes me, you are not so

~————
*“What is that ?" asked Huxr
low tone.} s
“To spend her life with the man
she loves, and who loves her, " an-
swered Miss Mackenzie. **Mahe) careg
not a rush for the gay world—and, 1,y.
the-by, lll.lgh she is not quite as ignor.
ant about it as you seew to imagine
She has spent one season in l,u;d‘.,,A
and has had, on the whole, a protiy
fair taste of society, It hasfew charmg
for her, 1 know, and as a regulap
woman of the world, Mabel would 1},
entirely out of her sphere ; of (hay |
am perfectly convineed.”
Miss Mackenzie seemed exhausteqg
and lay with closed eyes, while Hugh'
(lq(-ply poundering, sat gazing into u,.'.,
fire. DPresently A\lissM;u-kvnziuup(mul
her eyes again, and said inquiring,
“ Well, Hugh ?” il
He started up, and paced to and fyq
in a state of violent agitation
* Aunt Helen, I wish I could dare to
think it possible she could care for me—
but I do not feel I can ; and I wil] te)
you now why, for her sake, 1 do 1ot
wish to risk.making a mistake. Yoy
were not at Elvanlee when she refused
Temple—1 was, and Guy bothered mo
into speaking to her—fool that I wag!
I shall never forget the anguish of ye-
morse 1 witnessed on that occasion,
She is terribly sensitive and serupul
ous, and if she has to tell me now that
she cannot love me, I can forsee what
a sea of trouble and additional misery
we shall both endure.” :
“ Listen, Hugh, one moment, |
hear the bell, and it is time Mabel wag
home. She said she would be here at
nine. Make no resolves ; bear in mind
what I have said to you : watch her 1o
night, for you must go down now anqd
leave me. 1 am getting very tired
Take my advice; talk over with Mahel
your plan respecting the return to
Tasmania. Don't jump at conclusions
too quickly, and if no thought of your
own happiness will influence vou, for
her sake, Hugh—for her sake—mala
sure that you have indeed nothing to
do with her depression of gpirit,”
When, halt an hour later, Mabel
caine into the drawing-room, she found
Hugh more than usually grave and
pre cecupied.  He did not seem i
clined to talk, and imagining he would
perhaps wish to be left alone, she lin
gered only a few moments, and then
wished him good-night. Very much
astonished, therefore, she was when
THugh held the hand she had stretehed
out to him fast in his cwn, and with
a steady look into her eyes, which
brought a rush of color to hex
face, he said, in a tone almost bes
me,

b, inga

Stay a little longer, Mabel—I have
something to say to you.”

She sat down again at ouce n
away frem him, with her hands f
in her lap, to listen.

““Mabel,” he said, after a inoment’s
gilence, *‘I have spoken to Doctor
Grieme this afternoon, and 1 am glad
to find he thinks Aunt Helen de
cidedly better : so I took the opportun
ity of talking over with her some lately
decided plans of mine,”

Mabel looked up quickly ; there was
something in the expression of her
eyes that made Hugh's heart grow
bolder.

‘“1 shall be obliged to go back to
Elvanlee to-morrow, but you will have
Guy and Jessie with you in a day or
two, I hope ; and if there is anything
worse you will let me know direetly.”

*“Must you go ?” said Mabel sadly.

“Yes, 1 ought to go. And yet I
cannot bear to leave you as | feund
you, Mabel—so happy.”

Mabel shivered slightly, but made
no reply.

‘““Where is Mr. Vaughan now?"
asked Hugh suddenly. Does he ever
write 2"

‘“Scarcely ever,” said Mabel, sigh-
ing. ‘“They are in I'rance. Gene-
vieve writes sometimes—very rarely
though,—and her letters are so short,
s0 odd, so unlike hevself. Oh, all is so
changed !

*“Yes, and it's all my doing, T fear,”
said Hugh mournfully. ** You were
happy when I came, Mabel. My com
ing sent Mr. Vaughan away ; you lost
your friend, and— "

“Oh, stop, Hugh ! Indeed I did not
mean that ! interposed Mabel quickly.
“You have nothing to do with my
happiness—at least, not in the way
you think. Oh what am I saying !—
if you only knew!” she added, her
agitation almost depriving her of
utterance. Hugh grew terribly anx-
ious.

‘‘Mabel,” he resumed, as quietly as
he could force himself to speak, * God
has so willed that wherever 1 go a
shadow from my dark life falls on
those around me—this is what I mean
by being the cause of your unhappiness.
Shall tell you something more? Shall
I tell you that on those I love the most
the shadow often seems to fall the
heaviest? Well, God knows best if
the shadow is over you. Does it not
tell you, then, what 1 have scarcely
courage to say won't you let me be ¢
I can to you, Mabel ? If I may not be
what Mr. Vaughan was, at least I will
do my best. Dear Mabel—dear child
—let me help you! Do—do!"

TO BE CONTINUED.
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Summer Weakness
And that tired fecling, loss of appetite and
nervous prostration are driven away by
Hood’s Sarsaparilla, like mist before the
morning sun. 1o realize the benefit of this
great medicine, give it a_trial and you will
join the army of enthusiastic admirers of
lood’s Sarsaparilla,

Sure, efticient, easy—1lood’s Pills. They
should be in every traveller’s grip and every
family medicine chest. 2ic. a box.

Safe, Certain, Prompt, Economic—These
fow ‘adjective apply with peculiar force to
DR. THOMAS' ECLECTRIC OIL—a standard
external and internal remedy, adapted to the

badly off at Flvanlee yourselt ; besides
which, I am syre that Mabel would |
willingly give up some luxuries for
life's greatest bappiness.”

relief and cure of coughs, sore throat, hoarse-
ness and all affections of the breathing
organs, kidney troubles, excoriations, sores,
lamneness and physical pain.

Minard’s Liniment for Rheumatism.
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able in its effects that i
Lnﬂ?:l;:lnu is Dr. Pierce’s Goldc
covery. As a blood-cleans
gtorer, and flesh-builder, there’
known to medical science.
where the fault is in the h‘y(jr
Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Bilio
most stubborn Hkin, Scalp,
affections, it is guaranteed i
benefit or cure, or you have yo

To every sufferer from Cat
pow bad the case or of h
ing, the proprietors of Dr.
Remedy say this: CIf we
erfectly and permanently,
500 in cash.” " Sold by all

ELEGAN

New Fall Su
New Fall Tr
New Fall Ovi
New Fall £¢.
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Fashionable '
393 Richmond ¢
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Yew York Cathel

The object of this Agency 1s
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ported or manufactured in the

The advantages and conv
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rhem begides the benefit of 1
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or lines of gocdr, the writing
1o thig Agency will insure thi
rect filling of such orders. 1
be only one express or freight

4th.” Persons outside of Ne:
not know the address of hous
ular line of goods, can get 81
same by sending to this Agen

5th. Clergymen and Relig
and the trud)n'e buying from
allowed the regular or usual di

Any buginess matters, outsi
gelling goods, entrusted to
management of this Agenc)
and conscientiously attended
me authority to act as your i
you want to buy anything seu

Catholic Agency, 42 Barcls
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Farms for Sale
And on Easy T
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IN THE CI'
ONE TRIAL ONLY T

James Wilso:
398 Richmond Stree
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Savings & [nvestn

With Assets of over
Is always prepared to 1
gims on Farm, Town or (
oust favorable terms anc
at any time of year prefer:

The privilege of paying
the loan each year withic
obtained, and interest w!
payment

Apply persohally or by |

H. € NEL

Offices — Opposite City Hs
London. O

CONCORDIA VI

SANDWICH
ERNEST GIR

Altar Wine n 8
Our Altar Wine is exte
recommended by the Cler;
Wili compare favorably
ported Bordeaux.,
For prices and informat!
B. GIR
White Sulpher §
VERY LADY ANI
4 should try these great
l)l.v:h for drinking and bat
a1 toH pom s Sunda
1000, Try them. Foot I

TIIE RITUAL OF

We have ‘mhllshml in
°i‘“f9 Ritual of the conspi
P.P. A, The book was ot
the organizers of the assoc
be widely distributed, as it
Preventing many of oar w
tant friends from falling 1
them by designing knaves.
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Stamps ; by the dozen, 4 ¢
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COFFEY, CATHOLIC RECC
Ontario.
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olic Missions. Savean
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them to Rev. P.'M. Barral,
Jersey, U. 8. Give at onc
You will receive with the ne
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ONTARIO STAINED

STAINED GLASS FOR
PUBLIC AND PBI\

Furnished in the best sty!
onough to bring it wnhl)n

WORKS RIC
R. LEWIS.




