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AN ENGLISHWOMAN'S SUCCESSFUL 

RACING STABLE.

•he Loved Hi 
ed Her Sporting Property—It We» Hot » 

red With “The Bed Dneheee*' Bat e Par
tait Followed Through Love.

Caroline Agnes, Dowager Dneheee of 
Montrose, who died recently, and who 
waa known in the racing world aa "Mr. 
Manton,” and also aa "The Red Dnch- 
eee" had been for many years a pictures
que figure in the life of the British 
capital and on the race tracks through 
out England. She trained and raced 
horeee with much euocesa, and main
tained one of the finest racing stables in 
the world, the entire management being 
in her own hands. From the beginning 
to the end of her life she was "horsey.” 
It was not merely a fad with her, but 
a pursuit she followed through the love 
of horses, of betting and of the life with 
which she waa brought in contact.

She was born in 1818, the youngest 
daughter of the second Lord Decies, and 
even as a girl showed her bent by spend 
ing more time m her father's stables 
than she did in his honse. At the age 
of 18, she was married to James, fourth 
Du! e of Montrose, himself a man of 
sporting tastes and owner of a racing 
stable. He waa also of illustrious line, 
age, being descended from Scallish ' 
Graham, who was made a baron in 1451, 
and of the great Marquis of Montrose, a 
supporter of Charles L For 28 years 
they had a merry sporting life together 
and then, in 1874, the Duke died.

The issue of the marriage was three 
sons, the youngest of whom is the pre
sent Duke, and three daughters, two of 
whom survive and are married. The 
Duchess married again two years later. 
The man sjie selected was W. 8. Sterl- 
ing-Crawîord, who was even more 
widely known as a "horsey” man than 
the dead Duke. When Mr. Sterling- 
Crawford died in 1883, his valuable 
stable passed into his widow’s possession, 
and she at once decided to continue it 
and to race horses herself under the 
name of "Mr. Manton.” That pseu
donym soon became famous, because 
most of her horses were good onès and 
won a large percentage of the races in 
which they were entered. When the 
boises were not good "Mr. Manton” had

The Duchess, launched for good in her 
new career, made a practice of attend
ing all th<- horse sales and recruited her 
stables with yearlings that she bought 
at low prices. She developed many 
high-class horses in this way. She 
supei intended her stables personally 
and learned to swear roundly at the 
men when thev neglected their work or 
did not do it properly. In the paddock 
and at the judges’ stand, she was alto 
able to hold her own, and the public 
disputes in which she came off victor
ious were many. She was afraid of 
neither jockeys, trainers, bookmakers 
nor judges, and she was never backward 
in expressing her opinion of them if it 
was bad.

When Fred Archer was at the height 
of his popularity as the first jockey in 
England, the Duchess took him up and 
became very intimate with him. It 
was even said she was going to marry 
him. With other well-known jockeys 
she was also on the closest terms, and 
she found much entertainment in their 
society.
‘ horse,” she had no consideration what
ever. At the track she seldom deigned 
to enter the grand stand. It was in the 
paddocV that site was most at home.

In 1888, Sterling Crawford having 
been dead for five years, the Duchess 
took her third husband, Marcus Henry 
Milnçr, a youth about one third her age, 
who was a follower of race-tracks be 
cause thev delighted him. She appear
ed very devoted to her young husband, 
and they went into society together so 
much that people thought the Duchess 
was goin^ to give up raccing, but 
while she ran her horses in Mr. Milner's 
name, she still kept up her personal su
pervision. At the end of three years, 
there was a quarrel and a lawsuit, the 
Duchess charging that her husband had 
mismanaged or was trying to misman 
age her property.

In the course of the hearing in the suit 
it came out that slitf had settled $10,000 
a year on Milner at the time of the mar
riage. The Duchess bad an income of 
about $100 000 a year, consisting princi 
pallv of her dower from the Montrose 
estate and the fortune Mr. Sterling 
Crawford left her. She added to this* 
largely by the amounts her horses won 
on tiie track and the sums she won bet
ting upon them. Money ran through 
her fingers like water, however, and 
aside from the great cost of the main
tenance of her stable, she had tastes that 
were uniformly expensive.

For men who could not talk

The V ax|i-WaiKted Wonmn.
On corsets humanity is tired of speak

ing its mind. No sensible man likes a 
woman with a waist like a
hour glass, nor is comfortable in the 
secret of a girl whose form suggests 
that he may at any moment have to ap
ply a kite to her stj’laces. Such in
cidents have actually occurred. But it 
is not to please sensible men that many 
girls dress. Where does a tight laced 
beauty’s dinner go to? is a topic on 
which science has not pronounced.— 
London Daily News

Hadn’t Time to Take Them Off.
Fond Parent—Goodness, how you 

look, child! You are soaked.
Frankie—Please, pa, I fell into the 

canal
"What! With your new trousers

on?"
"I didn’t have time, pa, to take ’em

off.”
Ilia Literary Preference.

What book has helped you most?" in
quired Miss Bobleigh.

And after long thought Cholly re
plied :

"My book of thigawette papahs."—
Truth.
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f KENDALL’S 
VSPAVm CURE

Vou Ask
JFBWjeatiasSiWhere

THE We Answer
To the Tailor Shop of

HOST SUCCESSFUL REMEDY
FO* MAN O* BEAST.

KENDALL'S SPIffil CURE

Slltilfli
KENDALL'S SPAVIN CURE

A. M. CHASSELS
ATHENS

He hae juet pot In an extensive line of all 
that 1» serviceable, new and stylish in

Tnids, Worsteds, Overcoatings, Etc.
Call and Inspect the stock before placing 

your order. He guarantees satisfaction.
Custom work will receive prompt and care

ful attention.
MAIN 8T„ ATHENS.

Shxut, Mich., Deo. 16, IflW.

It Is the beet Liniment I bave ever need.
Yours truly, Auonsr Fudkuck. 

Pries $1 per Settle.
For Bale by all Druggists, or sddrese 

Dr. B. J. KENDALL COMPANY,,
ENoeaueoH falls, vt.

Fool »1i Destruction of Sniders.
It is ettstomary to kill the ordinary 

house spiders, partly because of the er
roneous impression that they bite, part
ly on account of the fact that they spin 
webs and accumulate dirt While g<L 
milling that cobwebs are undesirable in 
our homes, would urge that they are 
beautiful from a scientific point of view 
and are unobjectionable when upon the 
outside of the house. They are at any 
time easily swept away, and there is no 
occasion to hurt the harmless makers 
of them ; nor is there any reason for so 
doing, especially when we realize that 
they only visit ns when in search of the 
insects upon which they feed. It is no 
exaggeration to say that, had nature 
provided neither spiders nor any equi
valent check upon insects, there are 
many parts of the globe inhabited to-day 
in which mankind could by no possibil
ity live. There are millions of spiders 
in the world, and their incessant war 
upon mosquitoes and other •small crea
tures is an inestimable benefit to the 
human race.

Origin of the Word Doyley. Y
The word doyley, now a familiar one 

with ladies, is derived from the name of 
Robert D’Oyley one of the followers of 
William the Norman. He received a 
grant of valuable lands on the condition 
of the yearly tender of a tablecloth of 3 

i shillings’ value at the feast of St. Mich- 
1 ®eL ‘ ...............................

ESTABLISHED 1882CONFECTIONERY

H. H. Cossitt & Bros
(Successor to J. t. I’phamj

Fruit # Commission Merchant
WHOLESALE AIN1> RETAIL

ONTARIOBROCKVILLE
OYSTERS IN SEASON Two (2) Storks—Telephones 244a A 244b

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS
WANTED

A. QUANTITY OE

ROOK ELM 
TAMARAC 
Q-REY ELM PLANK fj

.

Hemlock Boards, Scantling and Cordwood in ex- f 
change for Rollers etc.

For Particulars apply to

6. Pi McMish, byn, Out.

THRESHERS
OSE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL
. HAS NO EQUAL MANUFACTURED BY

MeColl Bros. if Co., Toronto
Aak your Dealer, for “Lardine” and beware of 

imitations.
For sale by all leading dealers in the country

pnom.
;•] Varicocele, Emissions, Nervous Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet, 

Stricture, Syphilis, Unnatural Discharges, Self Abuse,
Kidney and Bladder Diseases Positively Cured by

I
ISTYou can Deposit the Money In Your Bank or with Your Peetmsster 

to be paid u* after you are CURED under e written Quarante»!
Set/ Abuse, Ernests and Blood Diseases have wrecked the lives of thousands of yoonjr men 

end middle aned mon. The farm, the workshop, the tiondav school, the office, the profes
sions—all have its victim**. You g mai», if you have been indiscreet, beware of the future. 
Hiddle aged men. yon are growing prematurely weak and old, both sexually and physically. 
Cousait us bjlore too late. NO NAMES USED WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. Confidential.

Varicocele, emissions and syphilis cured.
W. 8. Colline, of Saginaw, Speaks.

“I am 29. At 15 I learned a bad habit which I eontin- ik 
"TX ned till 19. I then became "one of the bo-a” and led e fli 

„ MRfl guy life. Exposure produced SgphUis. I became nerv- f 
. i),l ous and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyes
1 A red, sunken and blur; pimples on face; hair loose, bone

pains; weak back; varicocele; dream» and loaaee at 
night; weak parts; deposit in urine, ete. I spent hun
dreds of dollars without help, and was contemplating 
Filicide when a friend recommended Drs. Kennedy & 

x Korean's low Method Treatment. Thank God I_-
' w tried it. lu two months I was cured. This waa dxf| 

f| |E~/ / r years ago, and never had a return. Was married two 
I M ’—i J x» years ago and all happy. Boys, try Drs. Kennedy&Ker- 
bkfo-l. treatm’t gan before giving up hope.”

W. 8. COLLINS.W. 8. COLL'NS.

31

?
AimnunfT

8. A. tonton. Seminal Weakness, Impotency and B. A. tonton. 
Varicocele Cured.

“When I consulted Drs. Kennedy & Kenan, I had t 
little hope. I was surprised. Their new Method Treat- M rfif

' * jtt/f mont improved me the first week. Emission» ceased, f7 . jfff 
Wr nerves became strong, pains disappeared, hair grew In V^, ff 

again, eyes became bright, cheerful In company and V~ y L 
9 etrong sexually. Having tried many Quacks, I can
2 / heartily recommend Drs. Kennedy A Kergan as reliable
a BUounuixT Bl-clali.U. The, treated m. honorably .«1

a T. r. EMERSON. A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life. t.P. Emerson. 
T. P. Emerson Hie e Narrow Esc,pi.

r,-v 1

I - I Q -*S5aaesia,,s
IRjF m stiSS SSSSsS TfcÜTMÏïÆï

x\.r / v « jjy Monitor," edited by Drs. Kennedy A Kergan fell in- 
to my hands. I learned the Truth and Cause. Self 

V X , J abuse had sapped my vitality. I took the New 
wfp>. fff L Method Treatment and was cured. My friends think I 

/gK was cured of Consumption. I have sent them many 
T vÆttv- patients, all of whom were cared. Their New 

Z /uvl ’X—fis Method Treatment suppliee vigor, vitality and m&n- 
bkfure trkatm’t. hood.”
DCAnm ! Are you a victim? Have you lost hope? Are you contemplating mar- 
nCnUun 1 riagH? Has your Blood been diseased? Have you any weakness? Our 
New Method Treatment will cure you. What it haa done for others it will do for you
CURES GUARAN 1 BED OR NO PAX

16 Years In Detroit. 160,000 Cured. No Risk.
Consultation Free. No matter who has treated ytmu write for an honeat opinion

Free of charge. Charges reasonable. Books Free— The Golden Monitor" Olio».
^NoTmf rOsbD^TlfôuT WRITTEN CONSENT. PRI
VATE. No medlclno sent C. O. D. No names on boxes or envel
opes. Everything confidential. Question list and coat of Treat
ment, FRËE. -

?
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No. 148 SHELBY ST. 
I DETROIT, MICH.BBS. KENNEDY & KERGAN

Winter Peerless 
Zero Amber

MACHINE OILS

AMD

i

The Best in the World for Fall and Winter use. 
Sold Wholesale only by

The Samuel Rogers Oil Co.
Ottawa and tiroclzville.

—
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Buffered far Six Years From Nervous

Debility—Physicians and Many Reme
dies Failed to Help Her How Belief

From the Paria (Out.) Review.
So many remarkable stories are pub

lished of people who have be-n almost 
brought back to life, mat the public 
might almo-t be excused if they were a 
trifle skeptical. So far, however, as 
tbo-e relating to cures wrought by the 
use of Dr Williams’ Pink Pills are 
concerned there appears to be no 
reason to doubt their entire truthful
ness. The casus reported are care
fully investigated and vouchrd for by 
newspapers that w uld discredit them
selves were they to distort facts that 
can be easily investigated by any of 
their readers. Besides, there are but 
few localities in the Dominion where 
this grand healer of the sick has not 
made itself felt, and ihe people having 
proof of its virtues near at home, are 
quite prepared to accept the state 
ments made as to the resu-ts following 
the use ot Pink Pills in other local 
ities. The Review has heard of much 
good accomplished by the timely use of 
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills in this 
locality, but baa recently learned of a 
case at Paris Station which is ot 
sufficient importai.ce to give the full 
details fôr the benefit it may prove to 
others. The case alluded to is that of 
Mrs. E. H. Skinner, who is esteemed 
by a wiie circle of acquaintances. To 
a representative of the Review Mrs. 
Skinner said she had been for a long 
time a great sufferer, tier blood had 
become thin and wateiy, bringing 
about a weakness amounting almost to 
a collapse. There were numerous dis
tressing symptoms, such as dizziness, 
severe headache*, palpitation of the 
heart, etc. "I have i-een i'1," said 
Mis. Skinner to the Review, “ior 
about six year*, and you can iorm an 
idea of what I au tiered during that 
time. I hadrthe advice and treatment 
ol some excellent physicians, but 
without any benefit. I may say that 
during the six years 1 was ill I was 
treated by four different doctors in 
Brantford and dee in Paris, but they 
seemed not to be able to do anyihing 
for me. When the physicians failed 1 
tried many different widely-advertised 
remedies, but with no better results. 
All this, you will readily uuderstan-i, 
cost a gr- at deni ot mon- y, and as I 
derived no benefit, it is not to be won
dered that I was completely discour
aged. I found myself continually 
growing weaker, and hardly u'-le to go 
about, and had almost given up all 
hope of becoming better. And yet 

wholly despairs, for seeing 
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills so s'r-.ngly 
recommended in the pi ess I deter- 
miued to try them, and you « an see by 
my condition to-day how much 
I h-tve to be tliauklul that J did so. 
I had not been takiug Pink Pills 1 >ug 
when fur the first ume in six years I 
found myself imp oving. Gradually 
the troubles that had made my life

une never

miserable disappeared, new blood ap 
peared to lie coursing through 
veins, and I am again a healthy 

and have n<. hesitation in

my

woman,
.•-axing that I believe I o*e not on y 

my life to Dr. 
Mis. Skinner

mv recovery but 
William*' Pink Pills 
said her husband was also much run 
down with hard work, but after using 
Pink Pilis feels like a new man. The 
statements made by Mrs. Skinner 
prove the unequalled merits 
Williams’ Pink Pills, an-i as there are 
thousands of women throughout the 
country similiarly troubled, her story 
of renewed health will point to them 
the remedy which will prove equally 
efficacious in their cases. Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink Pills are es|»ecially valu
able to women, 
blood, rest re the nerves, and eradicate 
those troubles which make the lives of 
so many w.mien, old and young, a 
burden. D.zziness, palpitation ot ihe 
heart, nervou ; headache and n< rvous 
prostration speedily yield to this won
derful medicine. They are also a 
specific in cas n of loam otor ataxia, 
partial paraly sis, St. Vi us’ da ce, 
sciatica, neuralgia, rheumatism, the 
after effects of la grippe, etc. 
they effect a radical cure in all cases 
arising from mental w rry, overwork, 
or excesses of anv nature, 
sold on y in boxes, the trade mark and 
wrapper printed in red ink, at 60 
cents a box or six boxes for $2.50 and 
may be had of druggists or diiect by 
mail from Dr. Williams’ Medicine 
Company, Brockville, Out., or Schen
ectady, N.T.

of Dr.

They build up the

In men

They are

A new blacksmith's bellows and 
new drilling machine, cheap fur cash, 
at A. D. Young’s, Athens.

$1(X000 private money to loan on 
real estate security. Apply to John 
CAWLEY^opp. Reporter office, Athens.

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— 
South American Rheumatic Cure, for 
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically 
cuies in 1 to 3 dayi. Its action upon 
ilie system is remarkable and rays 
terious. It removes at onue the cause 
and the di*ease immediately disappears. 
The tinst dose greatly benefits. 75 
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

Dr. Agnew's Cure for the Heart 
gives perfect relief in all case* of 
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease 
in 30 minutes, and speedily effects a 
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pal
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother
ing SjiellH, Pain in Left Side and all 
sy mptoms of a Distressed Heart. One 
dose convinces. Sold l-y J. P. Lamb.

Catarrh Relieved in Ten to 
Sixty Minutes.—One k.horl pufl of 
the breath through the Blower, 8np 
plied with each bottle of Dr. Agi ow’s 
Catarrhal Powder, diffuses tb s Pow
der over the surface of the nasal pas
sages. Painless and delightful to use, 
it relieves i stantly, and permanently 
cures Catarrh, Hay Fever, Colds, 
Headache, Sore Throat, Tonsilitis and 
Deafness. 00 cents. At J. P. Lamb’s.

Relief Six Hours—Distress
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re
lieved in six hours by the "New 
Great South American Kidney Cure.” 
This new remedy i* a great surprise 
and delight to physicians on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving 
pain in the bladder, kidneys, back and 
every part of the urinary passages in 
male cy female It relieves retention 
of water and pain in passing it almo*t 
iaimediately. If you want quick 
relief and cure this is your remedy. 
Sold by J, P, Lamb, druggist,
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Alliens Reporter

mm „ on know." .he Whhpm | “.he 
i. worthy ot you, UherUy-Meetl ,h. ,.saisir-^ lov"‘

"Stop !"

•‘Newondering a great deal, out not in tne least 
moved from hie steadfast purpose. Parted 
on their wedding-day ! he haa heard that 
before, but hardly credited it. It waa true 
then—odd that; and neither to be blamed 
—odder atiU. 1 She haa only been Sir Vic
tor's wife in name, then, after all. But it 
makes no difference to him—nothing does— 
all that is past and done—she flung him off 
onoe—he will never go back now. Their 
paths lie apart—hers over the hills of life, 
hie in the dingy valleys—they have said 
good-by, and it means forever.

Ha goes beak to his ledgers and his 
counting-room, and four more daye pass. 
On the evening of the fourth day, as he 
leaves the etore for the night, a small boy 
from the telegraph office waylays him, and 
hand* him one of the well-known buff 
envelopes, He breaks it open where he 
stand», and read thia :

mm torî^‘*irë’M,H»d.°y”

once, in those three year» that 
are gone, that I had never oome to Bandy- 
point to take yon away V*

“I have never wished 
truly ; “never once. I have never blamed 
you, never Mamed anyone but myeelt—how 
could It The evil of my life l wrought 
with my own hand—and if it were all to 
earns over again—I would still go 1 I have 
suffered, but at least—I have lived.”

"I am glad to hear that,” he says after a 
little pause ; “it has troubled me againand 
again. Yon see, Hammond wrote us all be 
ever knew of you, and though it waa rather 
incomprehensible in part, it wae clear 
enough your life wae not entirely a bed of 

All that, I hope, ia over and done 
with—there can be no reason why the rest 
of your life should not be entirely happy. 
Thia is partly why 1 wished to walk home 
with you to-night, that 1 might know from 
your own lipe whether you held me blame- 
lew or not. And partly, also—” a second 
brief pauee ;—“to bid you good-by.”

“Good by !” In the starlight she turns 
deathly white.

"Yes,” he responded cheerily; “good-by; 
and aa our lives lie so widely apart in all 
probability, this time forever. 1 shall

Pt ever
miî±fid2OQNel.

lie cares for me, ae Trix does, jmd Tpx is
BVIIIY

Tuesday Afternoon

—-by——

IB
it,” she answers

a sister to me than Nellie. For 
the rest—do you remember what I said to 
you that night at Killurney ?”

r lips tremble—hër eyes watch him, 
eak fingers cloee lightly over hie.

lie?"1

memlier ! does she not ? . . .
"I said—‘I will love von all my life !' I 

* have kept mp word, and mean to keep it. 
If I may not call you wife, 1 will never call, 
by that name, any other woman. No one 
in this world can ever be to me again, what 
you were and are.”

There is another pause, but the dark, up
lifted eyes are radiant now.

"At last ! at last !" she breathes; “when 
it is too late. Oh, Charley ! If the past 
might only come over again, how different 
it all would lie. I think”—she say Sethis 
with a weak little laugh, that reminds him 
of the Edita of old—4T think I could sleep 
more happily even in my grave—if ‘Edith 
Stuart’ were carved on uiy tombstone !”

Hie eyes never leave her faew-^&ey light 
up in their dreary sadness now at these

“Do you mean that, Edith !" he says 
bending over her ; “living or dying, would 
it make you happier to be my wife ?"

Her eyes, her face, answer him. “But it 
is too late,” the pale lips sigh.

“It is never too late,” he says quietly ; 
“we will be married to-night.”

"Charley ?”
“You are not to talk,” he tells her, kiss

ing her softly and for the first time ; “I 
will arrange it all 4 will go for a clergy
man 1 know, and explain everything. On, 
darling ! you should have been my wife 
long ago—you shall be my wiie at last, in 
spite of death itself."

Then he leaves her, and goes out. And 
Edith closes her eyes, and lies still, and 
knows that never in all the years that are 
gone has such perfect bliss been here before. 
In death, at least, if not life, she will be 
Charley’s wife. ' ' '

He tells them v 
ly—her father w 
point, his mother, sister, Nellie, the 
doctor.

They listen in wordless wonder ; but what 
can they say ?

"The excitement will finish her—mark 
v worlds,” is the doctor’s verdict ; “I will

__ver countenance any such molo-dramatic
proceeding.” •

But his countenance does not matter it 
The laws of the Medes were not

B. LOYEEIN Re
Editor and Proprietor

SUBSCRIPTION
SIX» Per Ysar in Advance, or 
$1.25 9 Not Paid in Three Months.

flclent, unless settlement o date has been 
made. "New York, Oot. 28, ’70. 

“Charley : Edith is lying dangerously ill 
—dying. 'Come back at once.

"Beatrix.”
ADVERTISING

B usines» not loes in local or newa column, 10c. 
per line for first ioeertion and five cents per 
fine for each subsequent insertion.

quent Insertion.
A liberaldiscount for

He reads, and the truth does not come to 
him—he read» it again. Edith is dying. 
And then a grayish pallor comes over his 
face, from brow to ohin, and he stands for 
a moment, staring vacantly at the paper he 
holds, seeing nothing—hearing nothing but 
these Words; "Edith is dying.” In that 
moment he knows that all his imaginary 
hardness and indifference have been hollow 
and false—a wall of pride that crumbles at 

old love, stronger than 
than death, fills his heart atiU. 

-, and—Edith ie dying ! He 
tch. There ia an Eaatward-

contrac t advertisements.

Advertisements sent without written in
structions will be Inserted until forbidden and
°*AÏPadvertl9ements measured by a scale of 
solid nonpareil—12 lines to the inch.

tainly return here at Chrietmas, but you 
may have gone before that. To-morrow 
morning I start for St. Louis, where a 
branch of our house is established, and 
where I am permanently to remain. It is 
an excellent opening for me—my salary has 

rgely advanced, and I am happy to 
firm think me competent and trust- 

I said, at Christmas ;

touch, and the 
life, stronger 
He had left her, 
looks at his wa 
bound train in half an hour—there will be 

l it. He does 
house—he calli

fit.,

«TERRIBLE SECRET. worthy. I return ae 
after that it becomes my permanent home. 
You know, of course,” he says with a laugh, 
why I return—Trix has tola you ?”

So completely has she forgotten Trix, so 
wholly have her thoughts been of him, that 
she absolutely does not remember to what 
he alludes.

"Trix hae told me nothipg," she manages 
to answer, and she wonders at herself to 
find how steady is her own voice.

“No?" Charley says, elevating his eye
brows ; “ and they say the agê of wonders 
over ! Trix in the new role of keeping her 
own secrets ! Well, I very naturally return 
for the wedding—our wedding. Its extra
ordinary that Trix hasn’t tola jrou, but she 
will. Then—my Western» home will be 
ready by that timA &fi<I we go back imme- 

tely. My mother goes with me I need 
hardly say.”

Still

barely time to catch it. 
turn to his boarding 

and is drii
—he calls a pass- 
the depot just in 
from that hour 
lay. What is

___ is ; what the prospects of all his
life ; what ie the wnole world now ?

litb is dying.
He reaches New York at last. It seems 

like a century since that telegram came, and 
haggard and worn in the twilitrht of the 
autumn day, he stands at last in hie 
mother’s home.

Trix is there—they expect him to-night, 
and she has waited to receive him. She 
looks in his face once, tlîë!f%d|ns away and 
covers her own, and bursts into a woman’s 
tempest of

“1—I am too late,” he says in a hoarse

ing hack,i 
time. He makes no pause fi 
—he trax'els night and d 
business ; what the pros

Edith

uncomfortable oneThere was a pause
for Trix.

“How long since you came to New York!” 
she asked at length.

Edith told her—told her how she had 
wandering over the world since her 

husband's death—how she had come to 
America to see her father—how she had 
tried to find them here in New York—how 
signally she had failed—and how to-day, by 
purest accident, she had come upon Charley 
in the Broadway store.

“How astonished he must have been," 
his siqtor said ; “I think I see him, lifting 
his eyfebrows to the middle of his forehead. 
Did he take you for a ghost ?”

“By no means, and he vu not in the 
least surprised. He knew I was here, from 
the first.

“Edith !”
“He told me 

the paper when

Er 4

ery quietly, very resolute- 
ho is there from Sandy-

|

dia w^-3ô,"
Trix answers, looking 

too late. She ie alive still—I

“What ie it?” he asks.
“It is almost impossible to say. Typhoid 

fever, one doctor says, and cerebro spinal 
meningitis says the other. It doesn't much 
matter what it is, since both agree in this— 
that she is dying.”

Her sobs break 
gazes at her like ;

“There is no hons#’
“While there iaffife there is hope.” But 

it is in a very dreary voice that Trix re
peats this aphorism : “and—the worst of it 
is, she doesn’t seem to care. Charley, I be
lieve she wants to die, is glad to die. She 
seems to have nothing to care for—nothing 
to live for. ‘My life has been all a mis
take,’ she said to me the other day. ‘I 
have gone wrong from first to last, led as
tray by my vanity, and selfishness, and am
bition. It is much better that I should j 

d make an end of it all.’ She has

up; “not 
can say noso~ absolutely wrapped up in her 

thoughts of him, so utterly forgetful of 
Trix, that she does not understand. Our 
wedding—he means his own aud Nellie 
Seton’s of course. His Western home, the 
home where she will reign as his wife, 
the days that have gone, Edith thinks she 
has suffered—she feels to-night that she has 
never suffered until now ! She deserv 
but if he had only spared her,—only L 
it for some one else to tell. It is a minute 
before she can reply—then, despite every 
effort, her voice is husky ;

“I wish you joy, Charley—with all my

She cannot'say one word more. Some
thing in the words, in her manner of say
ing them, makes him look at her in sur-

fore I left Eng.eod, ZS’ZSZ'* /”v,U, 
wanted to marry me then, foolish fellow !” rln8 *P a fami 
says Trix with shining eyes, “but of course, J®ot <>» congra 
we none of ue would listen to so prepos- *he »h?Yr

arrival inso. He saw my 
I first landed.”

never told me, and he never 
went to see you ! The wretch !” cried 
Trix.

“I don’t know that he is to blame,” 
Edith responded quietly. “I deserve no 
better ; aud ah-! Trixy, not many in this 
world at j as generous aa you. So you are 
perfectly happy, darling? I wonder if 
Captain Hammond,now, has anything to 
do with it ?”

«•Well, yes,” Trix admits bluehingly 
again; “I may as well tell you. 
be married Christmas.”

“Trix ! Married !”
“Married at last.

more fixed than this marriage. The clergy- 
conies, a very old friend of the family, 
Charley explains all to him. He lis

tens with quiet gravity—in his experience 
a death-bed marriage is not at all au unpre
cedented occurrence. The hour fixed. is 
ten, and Trixy and Nellie go in to make 
the few possible preparations.

The sick girl lifts two wisful eyes to the 
gentle face of Nellie Seton. It is ver 
But she stoops and kisses her with 
sweet smile.

“You will 
whispers in that kiss.

They decorate the : 
flowers, they brush awav the dark soft hair, 
they array her in a dainty embroidered 
night-robe, and prop her up wiuh pillows. 
There is the fever tire on her yran cheeks 
the fever fire in her shining eyes. But She 
is unutterably happy—you have but to look 
into her face to see that. Deatli is forgot
ten in her new oliss.
, The bridegroom comes in, pa 
smiling—worn and haggard bey

1. Trix, weeping incessantly, 
her mother and Mr. Darrell are at 

side of the bed. Nellie is bridesmaid.

In

letb
forth again. He site and

j: iry pole, 
her own

We are to live now for his sake,” she 

room and the bed with
yes,” he answers coolly; “a wed- 

family is, I believe, a general sub- 
.tulation. And I

prepos- ' B*ie *iaB ®Bown herself a trump—the brav- 
mv and ! eat. best girl alive. And you”—they are 

ii, expectation, from a [airy drawing near a hot«l--'niay " 
grandmother, who wouldn't <fk your plan. Lady Catheron 7 how long 
died last mail-I mean laet ! doJ,OU„^;?k,°[

To .lay

must say
die
made her will, Charley—she made it iiÿ^he 
first days of her illness, and—she has ^ft 
almost everything to you.”
’ He makes no reply. He sits motionless 
in the twilit window, looking down at the 
noisv, bustling street.

“She has remembered me most generous
ly,” Trix goes softly on ; “poor, darling 
Edith ! but she has left almost all to you. 
‘It would have been an insult to offer any
thing in my lifetime.’ she said to me ; ‘but 
the wishes of the dead are sacred,—he 
not be àble to refuse it then. And tell him

ng. He bad only his pay ai 
nd his expectations from a fai

terous a thii 
his debts, an 
odmother or

die. But she died lest mail-I mean laet , “» J”“ “‘‘“V ‘='■">'"■“8 -■ ‘ 
mail brought a black-bordered letter, saying | “* ^shall ^leBve at ^once—at
she was gone to glory, and had left Angus "* ~ ~ ~ 1’"*
everything. He is going to sell out of the 
army, ana will be ‘here oy Christmas, and

I venture 'to

le and nn- 
ond words 

stands
replied in the same 
and meet Nellie Seton aftei 
than she is able to do. Th 

•cry the hotel now. 
he’s ly. «Be clings 
o™ mav dine to a

to-night is more 
to ao. They are close to 
Involuntarily—unconscious-

to tell
my. and will De here oy Chrlstm 
and the wedding is to take place t 

week he arrives. And, oh ! Edith, What a strange, sad, solemn wedding it is ! 
The clergyman takes out his book and be- 
ins—bride and bridegroom clasp hands, 

radiant eyes never leave his face. Her 
faint replies flutter on her lips—there 
is an indiscribable sadness in his. The ring 
is on her finger—at last she is what she 
should have been from the first—Charley’s

m, as the drowning
juet the dearest fellow, the beat fellow, mey cling to a straw. She feel, in a dull, 
and I’m the happiest girl in all New York!” . agonized eort of way that in live minute. 

Edith savs nothin*. She takes Trix, who 1 the waters wlU have closed over her head, 
d kisses an<l the story of her life have come to an

to his ar
will gm

not be able to re 
not to grieve for me, Trixy—I never made 
anything but trouble, and disappointment, 
and wretchedness, 
and my last wish and prayer will be for the 
happiness of his life.’ When she is deliri
ous,and she mostly is as night draws on, she 
calls for you incessantly—asking you to 

back—begging

Edith says nothing _
rying, suddenly in her arms and kisses I an<J 

her. Angus Hammond has been faithful in en°- ,
the hour when she deserted them—that is ! Here we are, his frank, cheery voice 

thought. Her self-reproach never toy»—his voice, that has yet a deeper, 
ceases—never for one hour. more earnest tone than of old. “You don i

“We go to Scotland of course,” said know, Edith, >#Kglad I am of this meet- 
Trix, wiping her eye. j “and ma—also, of ing—how glad to tear you never in any 
course, stays with Charley. Nellie will be way blame me.
here to fill my place don’t you think she “I blame you . oh, Charley ! she says 
will make a charming sister ?" | with a passionate little cry.

She laughs as she asks the question-it is , “1 rejoice to hear, that with all its draw- 
the one little revenge she takes. Before backs, you don t regret the past. I rejoice 
Edith can reply she runs on ; the knowledge that you are rich and

••Nellie’, rich-rich, I mean,», compared *“fPU and ““*• „lo”8- ,k"*bti 
with ne, and .he ha, made it all herself. ““ J™”; E*». ^he takes both her
Sh.’a awfully clever, and write, for maga- d £E? £Ï*ÎV“Jd
unes and papers, and things, and earns # 3
ocean, of money. Oceana,” says Trix, g she ^fta her eyea to hi=, full of dumb,jpÆj&Xs£jTï rare*Assessr
likes heat, Nellie or me. That, my one ^ , _the heart he woald mlce haTe laid 
r-lL.rh,g":?eaa?r=e.C',T‘,oï=atralV, down hi. Uf, a,meet to wm, 1. hi. who,,, 

about it, but nobody ha. the faintest idea » m re„elation come„ upo„ bim like a 
of the pang, of hunger I am enduring. \ flMh_like . blow. He eto„d, holding her 

Charley eaunterej m looking fresh and , t lt h at the muU,, inj|nile
handsome, from the night a,r. misery in her eyes. Someone jostle, them

in passing, and turns and stares. It dawns 
upon him that they are in the public street, 
and making a scene.

“Good-by,” he says hastily once more, 
»ps the hands, and turns and goes, 
tends like a statue where he had

is c
I am sorry—sorry now, 

will be ior the

He bends forward and takes her in his 
arms. With all her dying strength she 

you to forgive her. lifts herself to his embrace. It is a last ex
piring effort—her weak clasp relaxes, there 

you sent ?” he asks. is one faint gasp. Her head falls heavily
desire you should not be upon his breast—there is a despairing cry 

told until—until all was over,” Trix an- from the women, cold and lifeless, Charley 
swered with another burst of tears; "but I j Stuart lays his bride of a moment 
couldn’t do that. She says-we are to bury among the pillows—whether dead 
her at Sandypoint, beside her mother—not dead swoon no one there can tell, 
send her body to England. She told me, 
when she was dead, to tell you the story of

ChLnrlîv ,"iCtor 8hl“ fto“ At first they thought her deed-but it 
He makes amotion of aseent; end Trix wa.hotdea^. She awoke from that long 

benin, in a broken .oic. and t.,,. him the f aEM.
aierT„X,rn7d S ffiM'hÏE * ■ -ight weigh down the .caie Anl 

wedding-day. The twilight deepen, into »/°r day, after it.wa.-for weary myr-
tong nMmeh%hT haa’’finST* Hv'‘rtvvcr «“er the great excitement had Mme, a»

th“lT. ÎÆn’d i her’dnHed’eera now’#. aK^te

“As soon as you come, the doctors say; almost lifeless eyes, that opened at rare in- 
tliey refuse her nothing now, and they tervals, were blank to the whole world, 
think your presence may do her good—if She lay in a species of stupor, or coma,from 
anything can do it. Mother ia with her and which it was something more than doubt- 
Nellie ; Nellie has been her best friend and ful if she ever would awake. The few 
nurse ; Nellie has never left her, and spoonfuls of beef-tea and brandy and water 
Charley,” hesitatingly, for something in his ene took they forced between her clenched 
manner awes Trix, “I believe she thinks teeth, and in that darkened room of the 
you and Nellie are engaged.” great hotel, strangely, solemnly quiet, Life

“Stop !" he says imperiously, and Trixy and Death fought their sharp battle 
rises with a sigh and puts on her hat and her unconscious head. ^
shawl. Five minutes later they are in the And for those who loved her, her father, 
street, and on their way to Lady Catheron’s her friends, and one other, nearer and 
hotel dearer than father or friend, how went

One of the medical men is in the aick- those darkest days for them ? They could 
room when Miss Stuart enters it, and she hardly have told—all their after life they 
tells him in a whisper that her brother has : looked back, with a sick shudder, to that 
come, and is waiting without. week.

His patient lies very low to-night—de- j For Charley Stuart he never wants to looL 
lirious at times, and sinking, it seems to back—never to the last day of bis life will 
him, fast. She is in a restless, fevered he be able to recall, to realize the agony ol 
sleep at present, and he stands looking at those six days—days tnat changed hi* 
her with a very sombre look on his profes- | whole nature—his who 
sional face. In spite of his skill, and he is j They watched with her unceasi 
very skilful, this case baffles him. The death might come at any moment, 
patient’s own utter indifference, as to were times when-they bent ov 
whether she lives or dies, being one of the j„g the,r own breath, sure t 
hardest things he has to combat. If she thread had already snappe< 
only longed for life, and strove to recruit they held a mirror to her lips 
if, like Mrs. Dombey she would* “only ebe breathed at all. For her 
make an effort.” But she will not, and the husband, he never left her except 
flame flickers, and flickers, and very soon ' tQre succumbed to the exhaustioi

altogether. ' less vigil, and they forced him away. He
in,” the doctor says. “He forgot to eat or sleep, he sat tearless and 

do no harm—he may possibly do some gtill as stone by the bedside, almost as 
good.” V. ...» bloodless, almost as wan and hollow-eyed

“Will she know him when she awakes . as the dying bride herself. The doctors 
Trix whispers. stood gloomily ailent, their akill falling

He nods and turns away to where Miss po,
Seton stands in the distance, and Trix goes . 
and fetches her brother in. He advances 
slowly, almost reluctantly it would seem, 
and looks down at the wan, drawn, thin 
face that rests there, whiter than the pil-

[
I

That is why I sen 
“Does she know 
“No—it was her

CHAPTER XXXL

It was quite dark now. Trix lit the 
lamp and bustled abojit helping to get sup
per. “You told Nellie ?” she asked her 
brother in a low tone, but Edith caught the

“Yes,” Charley answered gravely, “I 
told her.”

“What did she say?”
“Everything that was like Nellie 

thing that was bri

and dro 
8he s

left her—he turns a corner,, the last sound 
and Edith feels 

er life—out of the
of his footsteps dies away, 
that he has gone out of hi 
whole world.ght, and brave, and good. 

She will be here in the morning to say 
good-by. Now, Mrs. Stuart, if you have 
any compassion on a famished only son, CHAPTER XXX.
hairy up, and let’s have supper.” | Miss Nellie Seton came early next morn-

They sat down around the little table ing ^ 8ee her friend, Mr. Charley Stuart, 
where the lamp shone brightly—Edith feel- off ge is looking rather pale as he bids 
ing cold and strange and out of place. fchem good-by—the vision of Edith’s e 
Trixy and Aunt Chatty might, and did, upturned to his, full of mute impassion 
forgive the past, but she herself could not, appeal, have haunted him all “‘ght lo 
and between her and Charley lay a gulf, to rj^ey haunt him now, long after 
be spanned over ou earth no more. And j^t good-by had been said, and 
yet—how beautiful and stately she looked the train is sweeping away West- 
in her little white widow’s cap, her sombre ward. Edit|i loves him at last. At 
dress, and the frill of sheer white crape at iMt? there haa never been a time when he 
her throat. doubted it, but now he knows he has but

“Edith !” Trix said involuntarily, “how the word, and she will lay her hand
handsome you have grown ! You were al- jn hjBf and toil, and parting, and separation 
ways pretty, but now—I don’t mean to end between them forever. But he
flatter—but you are splendid ! It can’t be neVer say that word—what Edith Dar-
black becomes you, and yet—Charley, don’t ,*11 in her ambition once refused, all Lady 
you see it? hasn’t Edith grown lovely ?’’ Catheron’s wealth and beauty cannot win.

“Trix!" Edith cried, and over her pale He feels he could as easily leap from the 
cheeks,there rose a flush, and into her dark, car window and end it all, as ask Sir Vic- 
brilliant eyea there came a light, that made tor Catheron’» richly dowered widow to be 
her for a moment all Trixy said. his wife. She made her choice three years

Charley looked at her across the table— ago—she must abide by that choice her life 
the cool, clear, gray eyes, perfectly un- long, 
dazzled. | “And then,” he thinks rather doggedly,

" “I used to think it impossible for Edith “thia fancy of mine may be only fancy, 
to improve; I find out my mistake to-day, The leopard cannot change his spots, and 
as I find out many others. As is is not an ambitious, mercenary woman cannot 
permitted for one to say what he thinks on change her nature. And, as a rule, ladies 
these subjects, one had better say nothing of wealth and title don’t throw themselves 
at all.” away on impecunious dry goods olerka.

The flush that had risen on Edith’s cheeks No! I made an egregious ass of myself
once, and once is quite enough. We have 
turned over a new leaf, and are not going 

some of her old , back at this late day to the old ones.
With her youth, her fortune, and her 
beauty, Edith can return to England and 
make a brilliant second marriage.”

And then Mr. Stuart sets his lips behind 
his brown mustache, ami unfolds the moru- 
ing paper, smelling damp and nasty of 
printer's ink, and immerses himself, fathoms 
deep in mercantile news and the doings of 
the Stock .Exchange.

He reaches St Louis in safety, and re
sumes the labor of his life. He has no time 
to think—no time to be sentimental, if he 
wished to be, which he doesn’t.

“Love is of man’s life a thing apart," 
sings the poet, who knew what he was 
talking about. His heart ie not in the 
least broken, nor likely to be ; there is no 
time in his busy, mercantile life, for that 
sort of thing, I repeat. He goes to work 
with a will, and astonisbei even himself by 
his energy and brisk business capacity. If 
he thinks of Edith at all, amid bis dry-as- 
duBt ledgers and blotters, his buying and 
selling, it is that she is probably on the 
ocean by this time—having bidden her 
native land, like Child# Harold, “Oae long, 
one laet, good night.” And then, i# the 
midst of it all, Trix y’s first letter arrives.

yes

ing.
the

le life.
-fc

hold-
fainthat the

d—times when

when na-

He“iÜet him come

werless here. 
‘She needed only the excitement of this 

preposterous marriage to finish her,” 
of them growled ; “I said so at the 

time—I say so now. She had one chance 
for life—perfect quiet—and that destroyedremains there, and deepens. After tea, at 

Trixy,s urgent request, she sits down at the 
little hired piano, and sings 
songs.

“Your very voice has improved, “Trix 
says admiringly. “Edith, sing Charley he’s 
my darling, for Charley. It used to be a 
favorite of

She gives him a malicious sidelong glance. 
Charley, lying back in his mother’s com
fortable, cushioned rockiug-chair, takes it 
calmly.

“It used to be, but it has ceased to be,” 
he answers coolly. “Trix, go out like a 
good child, and get me the evening paper. 
Among my other staid, middle-aged habits. 
Lady Catheron, is that of reading the Post 
every evening religiously, after tea." ^

Never Edith any more—always Laly 
Catheron—never the girl he loved three 
years ago—whom he had said he would love 
all his life, but the richly dowered widow 
of Sir Victor Catheron. He will not gener
ously forget, even for an instant, that he ie 
an impecunious dry goods clerk, she a lady 
of rank aud riches.

She rises to go—it is growing almost 
more than she can bear. Trix presses her 
to stay longer, but in vain ; he never utters

“Shall Charley call a carriage, or will 
you prefer to walk?” Trix asks doubtfully.

"She Will walk,” says Charley, suddenly 
looking up and interfering ; “the night is 
fine, and I will see her home.”

For one instant, at the tone of bis voice, 
at the look of his eyes, her heart bounds.

Her bonnet and mantle are brought—she 
kisses Trix and Aunt Chatty good-night— 
they have promised to dine with her to
morrow—and goes forth into the soft Oc
tober night with Charley.

He draws her hand within his arm—the 
night is star-lit, lovely. The old time 
comes back, the old feeling of rest and con
tent, the old comfortable feeling that it ia 
Charley’s arm upon which she leans, and 
that she asks no more of fate. To-morrow 
he may be Nellie Soton’e-«-just now, be be
long» to her.

“Oh !*, she exclaims, with a long-drawn 
breath, “how familiar it all is! these gas
lit Neat York streets, the home like look of 
the men and women, End—you. It seems 
aa though1! had left Samlypoipt only yes
terday, and you were showing me again the 
wonder» of New York for the first time-

He look» down at the dusk warm, toVely

ven ! and this—this is 
into a chair by the bed- 

rent hand 
groan. The 

faint eyelids 
iyes open 

The lips flutter 
“Charley !” they 

rprise, and over the 
flashes for a second an 

great amaze and jqy.
“Humph !” says the doctor, aitha sur

prised grunt; “I thought it would do her 
no harm, if we leave them alone for a few 
minutes, my dear young ladies, 
ns no harm either. "Mind, 
gentleman,”- he Ups Charley 
aer, "my patient ia not to 
talking.

They softly go out. It would appear the 
doctor need not have warned him ; they 
don't seem inclined to Ulk. She lies and 
looks at him, delight in her eyes, and draws 
a long, long breath of great content, For 
him, he holds her wasted hand a little 
tighter, and lays his face down on the pil
low, and does not speak a work.

So the minutes pass.
“Charley,” she says at laet, in a faint, 

tittle whisper, "what a surprise this ie. 
They did not tell me you were coming. 
Who sent for you ? when did you come ?"

“You’re not to Ulk, Edith,” he answers, 
lifting his haggard face for a moment- 
poor Charley! "Trix sent for me.” Then 
fie lays it down again.

"Foolish boy !’rEdith says with shining 
eyes ; "I do believe you are crying. You 
don’t hate me, then, after all, Charley ?”

"Hate yon !” he can bat just repeat.
“You once said you did, you know ; and 

I deserved it. But I have not been happy, 
Charlie—I have been punished as I merit
ed. Now it is all over, and it ie better so 
—I never was of any use in the world, aud 
never would be. You will let me atone a

Great Heav 
He sinks :Edith !

side, and takes her wan; Iran 
in both his own, with a sort o 
light touch awakes her, the fa: 
quiver, the large dark e 
and fix on his face, 
breathlessly apart, 
whisper in glad su 
death-like fqce there 
electric light of

On the fourth dev, a letter from Englaud; 
in a woman's hand, and deeply bordered 
with black, arrived. Edith, in the first 
days of her illness, had told Trix to open 
all her letters. She would have passed the 
power over to her brother now, but he 
waved it away impatiently. What did it 
matter whom it was from—what it conUin- 
ed—what did anything matter now ?

His haggard eyes went silently back tq 
the marble face lying among its pillows, to 
awfully still.

Trixy opened and read it. It was from 
Inez Catheron, and announced the death of 
her aunt, the Lady Helena Powyss.

"Her end was perfect peace,” said the 
“and in her will,she has left her la

ifïi

his. *

it will do 
my young

on the 
excite herself

fortune divided equally between yo 
me. If possible it would be well for 
return to England as speedily as may be. 
If wealth can make you happy—and 1 hope 
at least it will aid—my dearest Edith, you 
will have it. For me, I join a charitable 
Sisterhood here in London, and will try td 
devote the remainder of my life to the re
lief of my suffering and poor fellow-crea
tures. As to the rest, if you care at all to 
know, my brother reigns at Catheron 
Royals now ! He is, in all respects, a 
changed man, and will not, I think, be an 
Unworthy successor of him who is gone. 
His wife and children are all that can be 
dfaired.

“Farewell, my dear cousin. When you 
return to London come to the enclosed ad
dress, and see me. No one will welcome
yon more gladly than

So another large fortune had been left 
Edith—she was rich now beyond her wild
est dreams. Rich ! And yonder she lay, 
and all the gold of earth, powerless to add 
a second to her life. What a satire it 
seemed. Youth, beauty, and boundless 
wealth were hers, and all were vain—vain !

The seventh night brought the criai».
"TWs can hold out no longer,” the 

physician said ; “before morning we will 
know th# end, whether it ia to Le life or 
death.” f

'Then—there ia hope yet ?” Trix breath- 
hands.

at her gloomily and turned 
away, the meaningless formula on his tips ; 

“While there is life there is hope.”

rge

It is all Edith, from beginning to end. 
Edith haa not gone, ahe ia etUI in New 
York, but her passage is taken, and eh# 
will leave next week. “And Charley,” says 
Trix, “don’t be angry now, but do yon 
know, though Edith Darrell always UW 
you, I fancy Lady Cat beret likes you even 
better. Not that she ever says anything ; 
bless you ! she ia as proud as ever ; but we 
women can telL And last night she told 
ma and me the story of her past, of her 
married life—or rather her on-married life 
—of her separation from Sir Victor on their 
wedding-day—think of it, Charley 1 on 
their wedding-day. It ever anyone in this 
world was to be* pitied, it was he—poor 
fellow 1 And she was not to blame— 
neither could have acted other tfiap they 
did, that I can see. Poor Edith ! poor Sir 
Victor ! I will tell you all when we meet . 
She leavea next Tuesday, and it half 
breaks my heart to see her go. 
Charley 1 Charley 1 why need ahe 
all?”

He reads thia letter a« he emokro his 
clear—very gravely, very thoughtfully.

■

'Imbz Catheros.”

little for the past in the only way I can. 
Trix will tell yon- And, by and by, when
you w eeite *>W, “4 •*>•> » y>“<

The faint vmee breaks, and she turns her 
floe away. Even in death it is bitterer 
than death to give him ap.

He lifts hie head, and look» at her 
J^hen gem my wife? when

Oh, ed, with clasped 
He looked aigo at

?
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