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. 'The Trum Wiryess has within’the:past
year made an immense stride in circulation,
and Y the testimony of a large number of our
sabseribers is not too flattering 1t may also
siaim s stride.In general improvement.
_._'This, is the age_of general improvement
mnd the True WiTsess will advance with it,
' Mewapapers are starting up .around ue on all
‘wides with more or less pretensions to publio
. favor, some of them die In their tonder in-
.. fanoy, .soms of them .die of disease of the
henrt after a fow years, while others, though.
the fewest in number, grow stropger o8 they
adyance in years and root themselves all the
maore firmly In public esteem, which in fact
i3 their lifo. - However, we may criticise
Darwins theory as applied to thespecies thera
18 no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, ‘it is the fittest which'survives. The
Tays Wirsess is'now what we may ferm an
watablished faot, it is -over 35 years in ex.
datence. L e

Mut wo want to extend its usefulness'and
its circulation still further, and we want its
friendis to assist us if they believe this jour-
nal to be worth $1.50 a yeat, and we think
they. do. We would. like to impress upen
thelr memories that the Trum Wirxess la’
without exception the cheapest paper of its
olass on this continent. . : :

1t was formerly two'dollars per annem in
the country and two dollars and a half in the
eity, but the pressnt proprietors baving taken
charge of it In the hardest of times, and know-

.3ng that to many poor peopls s reduction of
twanty or.iwenty-five per cent would mean
something and would not only epable . the
v old’sﬁen ‘to retaln it but new ones to
- emroll thémselves under the reduction, they
hayp io:reason to regret it. For what they lost
one’ way they gained In another, and they
asalsted the introduction into Catholic
fiamilies throughout Canada and the United
" Btateg! of & Catholic paper which would de-
fond -$hoir religion and their xights. ‘

The Tros Wirsmss i8 too' cheap to offer
premiums or ¢ chromos ¥ a3 an inducement to
mubeeribers, even if they bellaved in thelr
efBeacy. . It goos Blmply on ita meritsasa
Journal, and it is. for the pecple to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

Dat ns we have stated we want our circula-
$ion doubled ia 1881, and all we can do to

. emooasage our agents and tho public generally
i8 to promise them that, if our cffcrts are
soconded by our frlends, this paper will be
still further enlarged and improvead during
ths coming yesr.

.On receipt of $1.50, the subscriber will be
entitled to recelve the Tancs Wrrnmes for
0mo year. -

Any one sending us tho names of 5 new
gubaeribers, at one time, with the cash, ($1.50
each) will receive one copy free and $1.00
each;.or 10 new namee, with the cash, one
<copy iree and $2.50. .

Our readers will oblige by informing their
friends of the above very lidberal induccments
$0 pnbsoribe for the True WiryEss; also by
sending the name of a reliable person who
will act asagont in their locality for the pub-
ishers, and sample coples will be sent on ap-

tion. :

Weo wantactive intelligent agonts through-
ont Oanada and the Northern and Western
fitatea of the Unlon, who can, by serving our
Sntereats, serve thelr own as well sud add
tmaterially to their income without Interfer-
Jng with thelr lagitimats business,

Phe Trum Wrrxkss will ba mailed to clergy-
man, school teachers and postmasters at
$1 .00 per annum in advuance.

Puarties getting up clubs nre not obliged to
ovenfine themselves to any particular locality,
bot can wark up tasir quota from differont
sowns oc districts; nor is it necessary to send
all the pames at once, They will fuldl all)
the conditions by forwarding the nsmes and
amownts untll the club i3 completed. We
have observed that cur paper is, if possible,
mors popular with the ladiea than with the
other sex, and we appeal to the Iadies, there-
fore, to use the gentle but irresistible pres-
ure of which they are mistresaes in our be-
half on thelr husbands, fathers, brothers and
sons, though for the matler of that wa will
taks subscriptions from themselves and their
elsters and couwsinaaz well. Rate for clube of
five or moro, $1.60 per annum in advance.

Parttes subscribing for the Trua Wirnzss
between this date and the 31st December,
188), will recelvs the paper for the balance of
the ysar free. We hopa that our friends or
agents . throughout the Dominton will make
an ‘extra effort to push our circulation. far-
tles requiring sample coples or furtber infor-
mation pleass apply to the office of Tes Posr
Printing and Publishing Company, 761 Oralg
atreet, Montreal, Conada - -

In cenclusion, we thank those of our friends
who bave responded Bo promptly and so
sheerfully to our call for amounts due, and;
request those of them who bavs not, to follew
thelr example at.once.

o POST" . PRINTING. & PUBLISHING CO,
741 ORAIG S8T., MONTREAL, CANADA,
n__an .
RIGENIOUS INVENTION.

Some shréwd Yankee hasInvented a koy
that will wind any watch ;' it 1aa neat attach-
ament to a charm, and it 18 sald.to work llkea

-,

charm. So does that yrand Key to Health— |.

Burdook Biood Bitters, the greatést discovery:

of the age. 1t unlocks all the secretions, and

olsanses ‘add mvigorsatee the entire system,
. Samplebottles, 10 conts ; lazge s'ze, F1.00 -of
. . @il medicine dealers. ., . . - 31.2

4 BROWN'S HOUSEHOLD A PANAOEA’
a8 po equal tor relieving palr, both térsal
snd’ external. It cures Paln- in the. Hide,
Back er Bowels, Hore. Throat, Rheumatism,
Toothasbe; Lumbago and.any.kind of a Pain
or Ache.-- %It will. . most surely quicken the
Blood and-Henl, as ita acting power is won-
derfal.”... # Brown’s . Household - Panacea”

- belng poknowledged as the great Pain He-
Movez; and of double the strength of  any

" ather Blixir or Linlment in the world, should
Yo In. overy family: handy . for nse whem

- wanted, “ s - really }s- the beat remedy in

the world: for .Orampe in-the Stomscb, and

. " Paina and Acheés of, il kinds,” and.fa for sale

.. ’by.sll. Drugglets at 25 centa a bottle, [G26
- (.0, Jacobs, 'Buffalo, N, Y,, says = ¢ Dr,
 Thomag’ Eclectric O]l ‘cured him of s bad

i onséof plled of "éight years' standing, baving

. trledfalphost ‘svery known remedy; bosides two.
. Buffalo physiciane, without rellef ; but the

13" 5Ol cured? hixn' 7 He  thinks -it :cannol tbe

xcccmmended t00*HIgEly 741 ) olia

inmates of ;her house'ars,
dx 7 many honses,-axd that'

tigtg'ﬂn’ﬁ}gqnovmng, should héir,dn’
4.1..79‘-..3::1‘”
their gystems niged cleansing bjmp};fyxpgvgfg;

.ward at her companion from half-closed lids,

} #:Any'one 1 have;” she says, sweetly.
U aidel'he tenth T

~.[ him, he drawa back, and, bringlng.his (eeth

UOAPTER XXIIL—Confiusn. T4V,
« Bata and.grizaly owls oii noiseless winge”

-Qlstant far, beglns her solitary song.” :

~*iWithiln, musid 18 sounding, and laughter,
and tho faint sweet" diopping,of jountaing.
Clarlssa, moving abont among her guests; ia
looking quite lovely in a pale satin’ trimmed
heavily with- old goid. : She ia- happy iand

doorway. . -
_ Every one is smiling radisnt. Even Dor-

an, who |s waltzing with any one but the
‘woman he desires, is looking gracious all
thrgugh, and i3 creating havoc in the bosom
of the damsel who has raghly intrusted her-
galf to hiseare,  *t TN oo
Cissy Redmond, in the urms of a cavalry-
man, is floating round the room, her unutter-
able little nez retrounses looking even more
pronounced than usual. Her face I8 lit up
with pleasurable excitedient ; to ier—as she
tells the cavalry-man without hesitation—tbe
ovening is “quite too awfully mucb, don't
you know ?" and 'the cavalry-man under-
stands her perfectly, and is rather taking to
‘her, whibh is undonbtedly clever of the cav.
alry-mou.
He is now talking to her in hig very best
style, and she 18 smiling--~but not at him.
* “Withiu the shelter ofa door, direotly oppo-
.eite, atanda Mr. Haelings, -and.he is answer-
ing ‘back Lher smile. fourfold. Ho will not
dance himseslf-—couscience forbidding—yet
it pleases him to see his Cissy (us.ske now is)
enjoying herself.- . S
The band is playing © Beautifal Ferns'
dreamily, 1snguidly ; and I think ut this very
moment Mr. Hasting's rsverend toes are
keeping excellent time to the music. But
this, of course, is the barest supposition ; for
what human eye can penetrats 2eather ?
. ‘The waltz comes to an end, and Dorlan,
baving successfully rid himself of his late
partner, draws Georgle’s bond within his arm
and leads her into a conservatory. . -
Her late partner was o fat, kindly squire,
who will dance, but who, at the oxpiration of
each effort to .eclipse Terpsichore, feels de-
voutly thankful that his task has come to an
end. He la, toigay the mildest least of Lim,
excoedingly.tiring, and Georgie is rather glad
than otherwlse that Dorlan shonld lead. her
into thecool recess where flowers and per-
fumed tountains hold full sway. BShe slnks
into a seat, and sighs andibly, aud looks up-

and then, letting them drop suddenly, plays,
in a restiess fashion, with the large black fan
she holds. . . :
Branscombv i3 stupidly eilent; indeed, it
hardly occurs to him that speech is neces—
gary. He is gazing earnestly, tenderly, at the
small face beside him,— :

v A face o’er which a thousand shadows go."”
The small face, perhaps, objacts to this
minute scrutiny, because presently it raieéy it-
gelf, end says, coquettishly.— - .~ '
« How . silent yon ars! Whas. are you
thioking of 7"

¢ Of you,” says Dorian, simply. «What a
foolisk question | You arsa perfect picture
in that black gown, with your baby arms and
neck.” : -

« Anything else?" osks Miss Broughton, de-
murely.

uYes. Italso svems to me that you can-
pot be more than tifteen. You look guch a
1ittle thing, and 0 young.” '

« But I'm not young,” says Goorgle, hastily.
41 am quite old. I wish you wounld remem-
ber I am nearly nineteen.”

« Quite n Noah's Ark sort of psrson—a {08~
gll of the pre-Adamite psriod. How I envy
you! You are, Indeed, unigue in your way.
Don't tbe aogry with me becanse I sald yon
looked youmg; and donw’'t wish to be old.
There i5 no candor go hateful, ro truth so un-
plessing asage.”

+ How do you know?" demands she, sau.
cily, nweetly, balf tonched by his tone. Yon
aro not yet a Mothuselah,” Then, ¢ Do you
know your hrother has come at last? Helis
very late, Isn't he?”

» He always 18,/ aays Dorlan,

# And he has brought a friend with him.
And who do you think it is?"

u ] haven't the faintest idea,” saya Brans:
combes, turning a vivid red.

# Why, my Ar. Eennedy "

& Your Mr. Kennedy 7" reitoratos he blank-
ly, his red bacoming a crimson of the Mvell-
ust hue,

t Yea—the dark thin young rnan I mat at
Sir John Lincoln's, 1 daressy L fold you
sbout him "

« Yes, you did,” says Dorlan, grimly.

i« I gee him over there," polnting atrily with
her fan through tbe open conservatory door
to a distant wall where many young mea are
covgregated together. - :

" The man with the nose?’ aaks Brans-
combe, slightingly, feeling sure in his soul ha
is not the man with the'nose. : .
4« Ho has a moss” says Miss Broughton
equably, % though there isn’l much of it. He
ia very ilke 8 Chinsse pug. Don't you see
hisa? But bh» ia 5o nice.”

Dorlan 1ooks again in the desired direction,
aod o8 he does 80 m tall young man, with a
somewhat canine expression, but very kind-
1y, advances toward bim, and, entering the
conservatory, comes up to Miss Broughton
with a smile foll of delight upon his Ingenn-
ous countenance. . b '

« Miss Broughton,” bo gaye, in a low muslc-
al voice, that has namistakable pleasure in it,
4 Jan it really be 'you?' I didn't belleve life
could afford
tm'" i . ,
:-# 1 saw yoa ten miuntes ago,” raye Georgie,
in her quick bright fashion. s

'gays Kennedy, with some reproach in hilitone.

upon her falr uplifted faca.: : Now that I have
"found you, what dance wlil you give me?”

“The dance after next—aiter
this T mean "' s e

Branscombe, who is standing beside : har,
here turns his head to look steadfastly at her.
His blus eyes are almost black, nis lips are
compressed, his . face Is very pale.. Not an

dance. .He had’
ag he went by her with: another partner, ' and
she Dbad-smiled conmsent. ‘Will she forget
nwe VI I
. #.With pleasure,” she says, soitly, gayly, her
vsual Jovely smile upon herlipa. B5he is ap-
parently utterly. unconsclous of any one ex-
.cept her old new friend.  Kennedy puts ber
namedown upon:bis card.

At this Dorian.makes.ono step forward, as
though to protest against something—some
iniquity done; but a sudden thought striking

xapon his under lip with soms forcs, tarpi ab-
.ruptly-away. ' When next ho looks in hér di-
rection, .he finds both. Georgle and. her par~
toer have disappeared., .- .+ - ! .

- The night wanes. Already the ! Keen stars

-} aloof. from

fiit to and fro, “and now|tlie nightingale, not{

quits content though her;eyes in spite of her, to
tarn anxiously, every-now and then, to. rthe' .

me so happy & moment as|

#And mado no sign? That was cruel,” i
He is looking with ill-suppressed admiratien |

hour ago ehe had promised bim  his tenth}
asked it of her in haste, aven |

' 1ast 8¢éne, when she hadghown herself. g0 uu-
Joindfal* of him:and ‘ hiX joet claim to .the
.dance then on the cards, now, going up to her,

‘says, coldlyy,— ~. - ..

"« think the next,{s our dance. Miss

:Broughton, = C :
Georgle, who g langhing geyly with Mr.

Kennedy, turns her face to his, some surprise

.mixed with the sweetness of hLer regerd.

Never before bas he addressed her in such a

ne, . .
«Ia it 7" ehe says gently. “I had forgot-
ten ;.bat of conrse my card will tell.”

* #Qaqe often forgets, and one’s card doesn’t
always tell,” replies he, with asmile tinotured
with bitterness.

She opens her eyes and stares at him blankly.
There is gome balm in Gilead, he tells him-
sell, a8 he soes ‘she’ 18’ totally unaware of his
menning.. Perhaps, after all, she did forget
about that tenth dance, and did dot pur, osely
fling him over. for the man now beside per,
who is grivnine at her in a supremely idiotic
fashion. How he hates a fellow who eimpers
stralght throuzh everythipg, aud looks al-
ways a8 {f the world and he were eternally at
peace | .

8he flushes softly—a gentle, delicate flusk,
born of distrese, coldness from even an ordin-
ary friend striking like fce upon her heart.
.Bho leoks at her card confusedly.

t Yer, the next Is ours,” she says, without
raiging her eyes; and then the band begins
agnin, and Dorian fssls her hand upon his
arm, and Kennedy bows dlsconsolately and
disappears amid the crowd.

« Do you particularly want to dance this?”
asks Dorian, with an effort. )

“No; not much.”
4 Will yon come out  into the gardens in-
stoed? 1 want—I must speak to you.”

« You may speak {o me here, or in tho gur-
don, or anywhere,” saye Georgle, rather fright-

"I ened by the vehemence of his tone.

Eho lets him lead her down the stons steps
that leads to the shrubberies outside, and
{from thence to the gardens, The night ia
still. Thé warning moonlight clear as day.
All things seem calm and fuoll of rest—that
deepest rest that comes before theawakening.

#'Who is your new friend?” asks he, ab-
ruptly, when silence suy lopger has become
impossible.

# Mr. Kennedy. He i3 not exactly a friend.
1 met him one night befors in all my life, and
he was very kind tome.”

# One night?" repeats Dorlan, ignoring-the
{fact that she yet has sometaing more to sny.
« One night! What an impression *—unkind-
ly~-4 he must bave mads on that memormble
oceaslon, to account for the very warm recep-
tion accordes to him this evening 1"

S8he turns her head away from hlm, but

makes no reply.
“ Wy did you promise ms that dance if

'} you didn't mean it ?” he goes op, with roms.

thing in *is voics that resswbles passion,
mixed with pain. 1 certainly belleved you
in earnest when you promised it to me.”

#You belleved right ; I did menn it. Am
1 not giving it ? suys Georgle, bewildered,
ber oyes glesming, large and froubled, in the
white light that illumines the sleeping world.
« ]t is vour fanlt that we ars not dancing now.
1, for my pars, woald much rather be inside,
with the music, than out hero with yon, when
you talk so unkindly.”

4 [ bave no doubt youn would rather bs nny-
where than with me,” saye Dorian, hastily,
wand of course this new filend is intensely
interesting.’

uwAt least he is not rude,”” snys Mies
Bronghton, calmly, plucking a pale green
brsnch from a laurestinus near her.

«1 am perfectly convinced ho is ons of the
few faultlesa pecple on earth,” saye Brans-
combe, now in & white heat of fury. I
shouldn't dresam of aspiring to his level.
Bat yet I think you needn’t have given him
the dance you promised me.”

«1 didn’t,” ssys Miaa Broughtos, indignaut-
1y, in 811 good {aith.

4 You mean to tell me you hadn’t given me
the tenth pauce half an hour befors ?”

#The tenth! You might as well speak
about the hundrad and tenth! Ifitwasn't on
my card how could I remember 1t 7"

« Bat it was on your card ; I wrote it down
rayself,”

u ] am sure you are making a mistake,” says
Mide Brougkton, mildly, though, in ber pre-
sent frame of mind, [ think she would have
dearly liked to tell bim heis lying.

#Then show me your card. If I have
blundered in this matter I shall go on my
kneed to beg your pardon.

« I don't want you on your knees,”—psttish-
ly. %I detest a man on hisknees, ho always
looks s0 8illy.  As for my card "—grandly —
t hera it i8.”

Dorian, taking it, opena it, and, ranning bl3
oyes down the emall columns, stops short at
number ten. There, gure enough, is « D. B.”
in very large capltals fudeed.

« You soe" he says, fesling himself, as he
says it, slightly ungenerous.

«] am very sorry,” says Misa Broughton,
standing far away from him, and with o little
quiver in ber tone. I have bshaved badly, I
now ged. But Idld not mean it.”” Ehe has
grown very pale; her eyes are dilating; her
rounded prms, soit and fair and lovable as a
1ittle obild’s ars gleaming gnow-white against
the background of ehinlug - taurel leaves that
‘are glittering behind her in the moonlight.
Her volca is quiet. but her oyea are full of
sngey tears, and her small gloved handa claap
and unclasp each other nervously.

«You have proved me in the wrong,” she
goes on, With a very poor attempt at acolness,
« ayd, of course, justice is on your slde, " And
'you are quite rigkt to say abything that is un-
kind to me; and—and I late people who are
always In tho sight.” ’ '

3ith thia she turns, and, regardless. of him.
walks - hurriedly, and plainly full of ohildish
roge, back tothe honse. - . .- .. |
.. Dorlan, strickon with remorge, follows her.

« Georgle forglve mel I didn't mean it; I
gweatr I-didn’t {” he says, calling her by. her
Christian name for the first time, and guite
unconsclously. & Don*t leave me like this;
or, 6t lénst, let’ me call tomorrow and ex-
plain.”’ . . ,

u 1 dom't want to ses you . t0-moOrrow. Or any -
other day”:declares Miss Broughton, with
cruel emphasis, not even turning her head to

him a8 she speaks. . |
- «But: you shall ase me to-morrow,” ex.

the congervatory door, to detaln her. #You
will ba here, I shall come to sse you... I en-
treat, I implore you not to deny yourself to
me.” Raising her hand, he prezses it with
passionate fervor to his lips. : .
Georgle, detaching her hand from his grasp,
moves away from-him. R .
«¢Must 13 for the queen, and shallia for
the king,'” ‘quotes she, with a small’ pout,
# gud to-morrow—catoh me if you can?"
She frowns sliglitly, and, with & sudden
movement getting behind a large flowering

that falter. never”. are dropplng one by one, to

slutnber, petfect and serene, ; Dlana, tired of

ghrab, - dlsappears from his game for' the
nlght- AN PR ‘-. - "‘ X

i d o

|5 Npze diy1a. born, Tives; grows,

claims he, selzing her hand, a8 #dhe reaches |

‘and, 65 the fAitst cold breath of even declares
itself, Dorlan rides down the avenue that leads
toGowran.~ . - o .
- Miss. Peyton 18 not at home (he has asked:
for her a8 .in duty bournd), and Migs Brough-:
ton: 18 ‘in the grounds somewhere;. This is
vague* . The man offers warmly to- discover
her and bring her back to the house to recelve
Mr, Branscombe ; but this Mr. Branacombe
will not permit. Having learned the:direc-

glides Info s region wherein only :fairies
should bave a right to dwell. - = .~

A tangled moss of grass,-and - blackberry,
and fern ; a dying sunlight, deep and tencer ;
goit beds of tawny moss. Myriad bluebells
are alive, and, spreading themeslves, far and
wide, In one rich carpstting (whose color puts
to shame the tall biae of the heavenly vault
above), make one harmonious ‘blending with
their green atraight leaves. .

Far o3 the eye can reach .they spresd, and
ag tho light and wanton wind stoops to caress
them, shake tkelr tiny bells with a coquettish
grace, and fiing forth perfome to bim with a
lavish will. ' . - o

The solemn trees, that # seem to hold mys-
tical converse with each other,” look down
upon the . iranqguil scene that, Buason after
geason changes, fades nway and dies, only to
return sgaln, fairer ond fresher then of
yore. :

The fir trees tower upward and gleam
green-black againat the sky. Upon some top-
most boughs the birds are chanting a pran
of their own, while through this ¢ wilderness
of sweets "—far down between its steep banks
(tbat are rich with traiting ivy and drooping
bracken)—rups = stream, s slow, delicious,
lasy stream, that .glides now over its mozée-
grown stones, and anon flashes through some
narrow ravine dark and profound. As jt runs
it babbles eome'love song to the pixies that,
perchance, ate peaping out st it, through their
yellow tresses, from shady curves ond sun-
kissed corners. :

1t is one of May's divinest efforte, a day to
make one glad and feel that it is well to be
alive. Yet Nranscombe, walking through this
falrly glen, thongh conseious of its beauty, is
consclons, foo, that in his heart he knows a
want uot to bo satisfied unti! Fate shall again
bring him face to face with the girl with
whom he had parted so upamiacably the
night before.

Had sno really meast bim got to call to-
day? WIill she recelve him coldly? Is it
even possible to find her in such an absurd
place as this, where positively everythlng
seems mixed up togetber in such'a hopeless
fashion thai ona can’t gee farther than one's
nose? Perbaps, after all, she is nct hero, has
returned to tho houss, and i3 nowW—-—

Suddenly, across the bluebells, there comes
to bim n fresh swoet voice, that thrille him to
his very heart. It is hers; and there, in the
distance, he can s8» her, just where tho fmu-
light falls athwart the swaying ferns,

She issitting down, and is leaning forward,
having taken ber kneos wall into her em-
brace. Her broad hat is tilted backward, so
that the suany straggling hair opon her fore-
head can be plalnly scen. Her gown is AnOW=
white, with just o touch of black at tho throat
ond wrista;a pretty frill of soft bahyieh jace
caresses her throat. u

Clear and happy, as though it wero a free
bird's her voice rises on the wind and reaches
Branscombe, snd moves him as no other voice
ever had—or will ever again have—power to
move him, ‘ o

“ There has fallen a splendid tear
From the passion-tlower atthe gate ;

She is coming, my dovoe, my dear i
She is comivg, ny lfe, my fate.”

The kind wind bringsthe tender passionate
lsve-song to him, and repsatait in hia pueras it
hurries onward : « My dove, my dear.” How
exactly the words suit her | he says them over
and over again to himself, almost losing the
rent of the mnsio which she 8 atill bresthing
lorth to the eveaing air.

« My lifo! my fate |” {sjshe his life,—his fatel
I'he iden makes him tremble. Has ho set lis
whole heart upon a woman who perhaps can
neyer give him hers in return? The depth,
the intensity of the passfon with which ko re-
peats the words of her song astonished and per-
plexes him vaguely. 18 she indeed his fate ?

He is quite close to hur now ; and she turn-
ing around to him her [ovely Hower-like face,
starts petceptibly, and, epringing to her feet,
confronts nm with a little {frown, and a endden
deepecing color that spreads frem chin to
brow. )

At thismomesnt he knows the whole truth.
Never has she zppested s0 deslrable in his
gyes. Lifo with ker means happlpess more
than falls to the lot of moat ; life withont fer,

an interminabie blank. .
" Lovre lighta npon the hearts, and straight we
)

More worlds of wealth zleim in anupturned eyeo
Than in che rich healt or the miser sea.”
- «1thought 1 told yoa not to come,” says
Miss Broughton, stll! frowning. _

4] am sure vou did not,” contradicts he
eagerly ; * yon sald, rather nokindly, I muat
oconfags,—but atill you gald it,— Catch me if

And I bave cauzht you.”
« You knew I was not speakiny literally,”
says Miss Broughtop, with ésme wrath. ¥ The
idea of your supposing 1 really meant yuu to
catch me! You conidn’t bave thought it.”

»: Well what was I to think 7 You cértalnly
sald it. 50 X camwo. I bellsved "—humbly—
« it was the best thing to do.” e ’

it.

and singing at the top of my volce; How 1

1 dislike peaple,” says' Miss Broughton,: with

fine dlagust, ¥ who ateal upon othef ‘peopls
upawares [ o

« 1 didn't gteal, I regularly trampled,” pre-
tests ' Branicombe, justly indignant, right
over the mosd end ferns and thecther things,
a8 hard ra ever 1 could. If blusbells won't
crackle llke desd luaves it 1sn't my faxlt, 161t 7
I hadn't the ordsring.of them !

-« Ol yes, it i8 évery bit yqur'fl‘rilt,"jps:rs_fstq

{ sha, wilfully, biting, ‘With ebchiulng grace

largely tinctored with violousnafs, ‘the biade
of grasa ghe s holding . ° T e
~Bilenoce of tlis most" dloquent, thiit lasts for
a'foll minute, even nutil the anofiending'grass
isutterly congimed. ' 0 ot
_aPerbapd you yrould rathet I went away,”
says Mr. Branscombe, etiffiy; seelng ahe will
not spéak.’ ‘Ha in atdring '_t"her, Land'is ap~
parcntly hopelessly affronted. -~ '
w'Waell; perhaps I would” returns she,
;t;ollx; without ocondescending to look at

m. - :

{, Good-by,"—~Icily. '

4 Good-by,’—1n pracisely the same tone.
limdhwlthout ‘changing her position half an

noh.

Branscombe turns away with a presipitancy
that plainly betokens hot haste to be gone,
He walke quiokly in ths home direction, and,
gets 'ne far as the curve in the'glen -without'
ouce looking back. 8o far the hot haste

cooler ; the first deadly heéat dies away; and,
as it goos, his staps grow slower and still
alower, A govere struggle with pride ensues,

in which pride goes to the ‘wall, aud then' ho
‘\j.{ w3

[Pt Ik

coimes {0 8 stand-gtill, '

e

| repressible emile; that despens presentty into

tion in which she is gone, he follows it and {-

.think it capital faan to muke me fall in'love.

you can.’ ‘That was o command. I haveobeyed |

« Yes; and you found mealtting—at——I was, |

'{ downeast eyes, Perhaps he is hoplng sager~

laste, and 13 highly successfal ; then it grows |

26100t exactiy 806 1 -1
are iwitchiny now; her. lideg have falle
her eyes.—Even a8 he watches the soft “Ups:

.part; and a gmile comes-to them—an open; ir-|:

a gay, mischievous laugh, that rings sweetly,
musically upon'the afr. - . i
. 1It'is too much. : In & moment he 8. beside
ker again, and 18 gazing down on her with|
angry eyes. | N RO |
" ¢ Something-i8.emusing you,” he says. 1Is |’
itme? - - e T
4 Yes,? snys -the spolled = beiuty, moving
back from him, and lifting her lids from her
laughing eyes to cast upon him a deflant
glance. . . o
# I dare say I ¢o amuse you," exolaims he,
wrathfully, goaded to deeper anger by the
mockery of her regard. «I have no doubt

you can find enjoyment in the sitaation, but I| .

cannot!’ I dwre say"—parsionately—¢you
with you,—to play with mv heart until ‘you |
can bind me kand and fool as your slave—
only to fling me aside and laugh at my sbeurd

infatuation when the game has grown old and fir

flavorless.” .

He has takon her hand whether she will or
not, and, { think, at this polnt,almost uncon-
sciously, he glves her a gentle but very de-
cided little shake. Co : ’

g

t 18 -Almost the pretiiey

7tk @0, s;"I“e‘zf]iln

namoI-ever-heard—Dorlan, "
« Darling - 1-never thoughtit a nice nam,
before'; but how that you hiave called me

as I' dare say if |
ofaphat ‘I should|
I ,_ think juﬂt !h.
game. . - Well, you were going to say— 7"
> % Perhaps Clorissa;wlil not’care to have m,
for'so long.! AT s
-4 80 lopg ?

14, T can feel its beauty
had- been chrlidteded J@
tnder ‘these circuinetiné

pg?._ How<long? By the by, pa.
Hinpé 8lid ‘wonldn't; so I suppose we had be,
ter 'be married as soou a8 ever we can.” h
«] haver't got any olothes,” says Miglh
Broughton ; at which they both laugh gayly)
as thongh it were the merriest jest in |the
world. .
_# You terrily me,” says Branscombe. « Lg
me beg you will rectify soch a mistake o
goon as posgible.” - )
7 been here a-long’ time" sap

¥
#«'We have:been \]
Georgle, suddenly glancing at the sun, thatige
almost sinking out of sight behind the eolemn
8, : : [}
«Yt hasn't been ten minutes,” says M [
Bronscombe, conviction making his topg)n
brilliant. o 8
#Ob, nongence!” says Georgle, &I apjn
sure it must be, qulte two hours sinca yoq

« But there is = limit to a1l thinge,” he goes | came.” : o
on, vehemently, “ ond heré, now, at this mo~ | A8 It 'bas been bately one, this is ratherjh
difficult to endure with equanimicy. ™ .M

ment, you shall give me a plain Adswer to a
plaln gnestion I em golng to nsk you."

He has grown very pale, and hle nostrils are
slightly dilated. $he has grown very pale,
too, and is ghrinking from him. Her lips aro
white and trembling; her beautiful cyes are
large and fall of an undefined fear. Tho pas-
slon of his tone has carried her away with it,
and has subdued within her all desire for
mockery or mirth, Her whole fice has
changed its expiression, and bas become sad
and appeallng.
and entreaty makes her g0 sweet that Dor-
ian’s anger melte before it; and the great love
of which .t was part ugain takes the upper
hand. , ; S

Impulsively Lo takes her in his arme, und
draws her near to him, as though he would
willingly shield her from all evil and chase
the nnspoken fear from her eyed.

-« Don’t Jook st me like that,” he says, car-
nestly. . .41 degerve it know. I should aot
have spoken to yon es I have dopgbut I
could not helpit. You made me so“miser-~
able—do you -know how misserable 7—that I
forget myself, Darling, don't turn from me;
gpeak to me; forgive me!” N

This sudden changs from vehement re- |
proach to ss vehement tendermess frightens
Georgie just a little more than the anger of a
moment since. Layicg ber hand upon his
chest, she draws back from him ; and he, see-
ing she really wishes to get eway from him,
instantly releases her. .

. Asif isacinated, however, sheo never removes
her gaze from his, althongh large tears have
risen, and are shining in her eyes.

uYou don't hate me? I won't bslisve
that,” says Branscombe, wretchedly. «Say
yon willtry to love me, and that you will
gurely marry me.”

At this—[eeling rather lost, and not know~
ing what clse to do —Geoigie covers her face
with her hands, and burats out crying.

1t is now Branscowmbe's tutn to be frighten-
ed, and he does his part to perfectlon. He is
thorcughly and desperately frightened.

« I won't Bay another word,” he says, hase
tily ; 1 won’t, indoed. My dearest, what
have I said that you should be so distreesed ?
I onlv asked you to marry me.”

Well, I'm sume I don't know what mora
you could have said,” sobs she, stlll dissolved
in tears, snd in a tone fall of injory.

«But thers wasn't any harm in that,” pro-
tests he, taking one of her hends from her face
and pressing it softly to his lips. w1tis a
sort of thing " (expansively) “ one doeg every
day.”

u Do you do it every day 2"

#No; I never did it before. And” (very
gently) “ you will angwer me, won't you ?"

No apswer, however, Is vouchsafed, ¢

u Georgle, Bay yon will merry me.”

Jat Georgie eithsr can’t or won't say it;
and Dorisn’s heart dies within him.

+ Am I to understand by your silence that
you f.ar to pain me ?” he says, at length, in a
low volcs. ¢ 18 it imposzible for you to love
me? Well do not speak. I camn 3ee by your
fsce that tho hope 1 have been cherishing tor
80 many woeks has been n vain one, For-
giv me for troubllng you; and belisve me I
shsll never forget how tenderly you shrank
from telling mo yon conld never return my
love.”

Again he preeses har band to his lips ; and
she, turning her face slowly to his, looks up
at him, Her late tears were but a summer
shower, aud have taded away, leaving no
tracee as they passed.

« Pot 1 dido't mean one word of all that,”
she says, naively, letting her long lashes fall
once more over her vyes.

#Then what did you mean 7" demands he,
with some pardonable fmpatlence. : Quite
tha contrary, all through 7" '

¢ N—ot quite,"—with hesitation.

# At leaast, that soms day you will be my
wife?" o '

u N—ot altogether.” '

4 Well, you can’t ba halt my wife,” says Mr.
Branscombe, promptly,  Darling, darling,
put me ontof my wmisery, and say what I
want you-to say."” :

« Well, then, yes.” - She gives the promise
goltly, shy, but without the- falntest touch of
any- desper, tenderer ‘emotion. Had Dorian
been one degrea less in'love with her, he
oould have hardly falled to notice this fact:
Asg it 13, he 18 radiant, in a very seventh
heaven of content. - :

« But yon wust promise me aithfully
to be nokind to me again,” says Georgie, ingp
presaively, laying a finger on his lips. -

“Unkind?* " @ . " her that should of ‘ right ‘belony to.a yot
**uYen ; dréadfally unkind ; just think of all'| glfl -betrothed freshly' 'to the'~lover:of ¥
the terrible things you snid; eud the way<you'{ héart. R O I el

eaid them. -Your &yes: ‘weére.as: blg ns half-
‘crowns, ‘and* you- looked ‘éxactly as it ‘you
wonld like to'eat me. : Do'yon kuow, vou re~
minded me of Auant Eligabeth I'"-.: ..o -
~ 1Ob, Georglel” Bayr Bmnscombs, reproach-
fally, - He “has growh rather lotimate: with
Aunt ‘Hlizabeth and’ her iniquities by this
time,'and fdlly understands’ that to be - com-
) with her hardly tends to rafse him in’
hia beloved’s estimation.’ o
There ia'sllence ; betwesn them after: this,
that laatd a - fall minute—a long time tor
lovers freshly made. = - e
What sre you thinking of ?°. asks Dorian .
presently; bending to look tendetly Into her

g that she has been wasting a tholght upon-
' ;T 'shall never: bave to teach’thoge’ horiid
‘lessons agaln,” she says; with a'qulck’sig
mllef'f P » -‘-'n. R N N

1i he ja disappointed; he

kigmes har very gently i< f e R et
“ @ Never,” ‘ho says emphatically- ' When |
"y on g6 home; tell Mr.' Redmond a!l aboutlt;

1 and - to-miorrow Clarised 'will'
ol &

PMa s

This sydden touch of fenr | !

1n. no wise disconcerted bacause of the warm

!
never |

| without yon; I-éan't soncetve; n6 éng'to &8
'{o us'in the avéning, and
Poustotie'd to‘that,”

~ |7 fuT will ssk'Clariash to'get!'yot some

» polnted; he carefally conoeals |’
it 'He laughs, and lifting her exquisitq face, |

&0 20w to the |

wHow lopg you have found it,” he suyefi
with some -vegret. He is honestly painedfo
and his eyes grow datker. Looking at himfp
she sees what ghe has done, and, thangh ip.Q
norant of the very meauning of the word « love g
knowa that she has hurt him more than b
cares to confegs, T :

«I have been happy—quite happy,” chiit
says," eweetly, coloring warmly as ehe saya i
« Yoo must not think I.have found the timf
von have been with me dull or dresry. Onjjs!
I zm afrald Claricsa will mlss me.” 3

« [ shotild think nay one would miss youf
gaya Dorinn, impnisively. He -#miles at hy
86 be speaks; but there is a curlons minglin
of sadness and longing and uncertainty inhije
face. Laying one arm round ber, with M
other hand he draws her huad down upon b
breast. '

«w At lesst, bofore we go, you will kiss my
once,” be says, entreatingly. All the gaye il
—the gladness—has goune from his volco g

.only the deep and lasting love remalns. HJE!

gays this,-too, hesitatingly as though bl
afraid to demand go great a boon. 1
« Yea; I think I skould likete kiss yoo g
says Georgle, kindly ; and then sho raices hug¥
gelf from his embrace, and, etanding on tip
toe, places both hands opon his shoulderasnd
with the ntmost calmness lays her 1ips oS
his.
- #Do you know,” she says 8 moment lale

> gy

of the caress ho has given her 'ia‘exchénge o
hers— do you know I never remember ki
ing any one in all my life before, except po
paps, and Clarisen, aad you."

Even ut this avowal she doss not blusg
Wers he her brother, or an aged nurae, i
could scarcely think less ubout the favor &b
ha ) just conferred upon the man whois stan
ing siletly regarding her, puzzled and dis
pointed truly, but earncstly registering a vo
that sooner or lster, if faithfnl love can
complish it, he will make her all his own,
heart and soul. . '

Not that he has over yet gone so deeplyf
to the matter as to tell himself tho love iad
on hiz own gide. Instinctively he shrin
from euch inward confussion. I1tisonly whe
he has ported from hev, and i8 riding quieth
homeward through tne wistful gloaming, th
be remembers, with a pang, how, of all t§
thonsand end cue things acked and nnswers
one sione had beoen lorgotten. He hag nev
destred of her whether she Ioves kim.

CHAPTER XXV.
« 31.0ve set me upon high; when I grew vain
(U4 th:}. my beight, love brought me do¥
agaln.

“Theo heart of love s v;'lth a8 t'houﬁu.nd woes
1‘1et"ced. which securs Indiflerence ne"
CROWS.

= " oo
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e
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w Tl'm rose.ayn wears u;e :-'.'nez'ﬂ. moi-n at frean
And never yet might pain for loverepaﬂ."
'REXCH.

Woey AMrs, Bedmond, pext morning,
mads aware of Georgle's epgsgement to Do
ian Branscombe, her curfosity and excltem
knew =0 hounds. For once she I8 1jtersly
struck durmb with amazsment. That Dorly
who 18 heir to an earldom, should have fis
his affections wupon her governess, scems
Mra, Redmond like s gay continuation of!
« Aypbian Nights' Entertalnment. Whe
she recovera her breath, after the firat grog
shock to her nsrvous system, she luys do
the inevitable sock she is mending, and o
a8 follows. -

# My dear Georglna, are you quite auzo
meant it? Young mep, nowadays, say
many things without exactly kuowing whsg
more espsacially after a dance, as I have ¢
told.” ' :

4] am quite surs” says Georgle, 1inshil
hotly. 3he has sufficient self-love to ren
this donbt very unpalatable. :

Bomething that ja pot altogether remd
from onvy creeps intc Mrs, Redmond's hea!|
Being a mother, ahe can hardly help contra
ing her Olsey’a future with the brilliant o
carved out for her govermess. Preseot|
however, being ‘s thoroughly good soul,
conquers theea unwortliy thoughts, and whe
next'she spoaks her tgnse is full of heartin
and honeas congratulation. -fndeed, she §
stnoerely pleased. ' "L'be fact that: the fuld
Lady Bartorls 1s at presént “an inmata of B
housé is a thought full of joy to her. :

- oYon are a vety happy and a very-’fotll

ate glcl"-she says, gravely. @ - .
-#t indevd yes, 1 think- 50," returns Gee ¥
In a lo¥ tone, but- with perfeot calmcef

Thero i none of the blushing happiness a3

-1

=

8 f courss you do,” saye Mis. -Redmod
mi:sieg something in her volés) thodgh &
bardly knowi what.' ' And what we'sre 108

d we have got eo ¥
«J cau still come and sing’ to'you’ som
tligies”* 4ya ' Georgle, with tears in her ¢

and volea, F - ot e
‘i D, yen——gometimes. ' That:is justthe?
t of 1t; whes one has known an ‘alws
one ‘does not’ take -kindly to s
“And-riow'-Bere domies ‘all my
bles back upon my shouldsts' o
Don't think me selfish, my* dédr, to think
‘thatjustnow In the very moruing of your ¢
happiness, but really’ I cab't belp it. ‘I 1
-been so’content with' you; it ndv:i- ‘pf_ourr
u;w\o'.‘ AR

‘yhe others might want'y

alss nloér thah me,” days Géorgie; soothitiig
) - ghewill
o,

ot

ing' on éarth” would fnduce’ Mrs.'Réedmos

dall her anything morefrivolous==+ tell THgR
., (Contimyed on Figh Page " B



