ts sent
v{:rl?lt‘t:lmmd until forbidden sﬁ

ertisements measured a scale of
st e R o o the ineh.

NTERRIBLE SECAET,

There was a pause—an uncomfortable one
Trix.

“How long since youn came to New York?”
she asked at 5
Edith told her—told her how she had
been over the world since her
husband’s —how she had come to
America to see her father—how she had
DAty e Nad il -4 how ooy, b
ly she failed—and how to-day, by
urest accident, she had come upon Gh{rley
the Broadway store.

“How astonished he must have been,” -

his si said ; ““I think I see him, liftin,
his e ws to the middle of his forehufr
Did he take you for a ghost ?”

“By no means, and he was not in the
least uur?riud. He knew I was here, from
the first.”

“Edith "

“He told me so. He saw my arrival in
the paper when I first landed.”

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

] don’t know that he is to blame,”
Edith responded quietly. ‘I deserve no
better ; and ah«! Trixy, not many in this
world ar2 as generous as you. So you are

* perfectly happy, darling? I wonder if
Captain Hammond,.now, has anything to
do with it ?”

“Well, yes,”

again; “‘I may as well tell you.
be married Christmas.”

“Trix! Married !”

“Married at last. Wejwere engaged be-
fore I left England, three yearsjago. He
wanted to marry me then, foolish fellow !”
says Trix with shining eyes, ‘“‘but of course,
we none of us would listen to so prepos-
terous a thing. He bad only his pay and
his debts, unﬁ his expectaticns from a fnir’y

odmother or grandmother, who wouldn’t

je. But she died last mail—I mean last
mail brought a black-bordered letter, saying
she was gone to glory, and had left Angus
everything. He is going to sell out of the
army, nmf will be 'Eere by Christmas, and
—and the wedding is to take place the very
week he arrives. And, oh! Edith, he’s
just the dearest fellow, the best fellow,
and I'm the happiest girl in all New York!”

Edith says nothing. She takes Trix, who
is crying, suddenly in her arms and kisses
her.  Angus Hammond has been faithful in
the hour when she deserted them—that is
her thought. Her self-reproach never
ceases—never for one hour.

“We go to Scotland of course,” said
Trix, wiping her eyes ; ‘‘and ma—also, of
course, stays with Charley. Nellie will be
here to fill my place don’t you think she
will make a charming sister ¥’

Trix admits blushingly
We are to

She laughs as she asks the question—it is '

the one little revenge she takes. Before
Edith can reply she runs on :

““Nellie’s rich—rich, I mean, as compared
with us, and she has made it all herself.
She’s awfully clever, and writes for maga-
zines and papers, and things, and earns
oceans of money. Oceans,” says Trix,
opening her e‘y(ea to the size of saucers ;
“and 1 don’t know really which of us ma
likes best, Nellie or me. That’s my one
comfort in going. Here comes Charley
now—Ilet’s have tea at once. I forgot all
about it, but nobody has the faintest idea
of the pangs of hunger I am enduring.”,

Charley sauntered in, looking fresh and
handsome, from the night air.

It was quite dark now. Trix lit the
lamp and bustled abont helping to get sup-

r. “You told Nellie ?” she asked her
g:other in a low tone. but Edith canght the
words.

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

“What did she say?”

“Everything that was like Nellie—every-
thing that was bright, 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,
huairy up, and let’s have supper.”

They sat'down around the little table :

where the lamp shone brightly—Edith feel-
ing cold and strange and out of place.
Trixy and Aunt Chatty might, and did,
forgive the past, but she herself could not,
and between her and Charley lay a gulf, to
be spanned over on earth no more. And
yet—how beautiful and stately she looked
in her little white widow’s cap, her sombre
dress, and the frill of sheer white crape at
her throat.

*Edith !” Trix said inveluntarily, ‘“how
handsome you have grown! You were al-
ways pretty, but now—I don’t mean to
flatter—but you are splendid ! It can’t be
black becomes you, and yet—Charley, don’t
you see it ? hasn’t Edith grown lovely #’

“Trix!” Edith cried, and over her pale
cheeks there rosc a flush, and into her dark,
brilliant eyes there came a light, that made
her for a moment all Trixy said.

Charley looked at her across the table—
the cool, clear, gray eyes, perfectly un-
dazzled.

" *] used to think it impossible for Edith
to improve; I find out my mistake to-day,
as I find out many others. As is is not
permitted for one to say what he thinks on
these subjects, one had better say nothing
at all.”

The flush that had risen on Edith’s cheeks
remains there, and deepens. After tea, at
Trixy s urgent request, she sits down at the
little hired piano, and sings some of her old
songs.

“Your very voice has improved, *‘Trix
says admiringly. “‘Edith, sing Charley he’s
my darling, for Charley. 1t used to be a
favorite of his.”

She gives him a malicious sidelong glance.
Charley, lying back in his mother’s com-
fortable, cushioned rocking-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 {mt
every evening religiously, after tea.”

Never Edith any more—always Lady
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 is
an impecunious dry goods clerk, she a lady
of rank and 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
a word.

“Shall Charley call a carriage, or will
you prefer to walk ?” Trix asks qloul;‘.fullih

“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 his 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 ler to-
morrow—and goes forth into the soft Oe-
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 is
Charley’s arm upon which she leans, and
that she asks no more of fate. To-morrow
he may be Nellie Scton’s—jast now, he be-
! her. ;

o“&!, she exclaims, with a long-drawn
breath; ‘‘how familiar it all is! these Eu-
1it New: York streets, the home-like look of
the men and women, and—you. It seems
as thongh'l had left Band; 'rtu'pt only yes-
terday, and you were showing ime again the
wonders of New York for the first tiwe.

Hp looks down at the dusk warm, lovely

! est. best girl alive.

but you
before '0-morrow
8t, Louis, where a

is established, and |

It is

pening for me—my ry has

y advanced, and I am happy to

say the think me com t and trust-

worthy. I returnas I at Christmas ;

after that it becomes my permanent home.:

You know, of course,” he says with a laugh,
wlal return—Trix bas tolJ‘ you?"

pletely has she forg Trix, so

wholly have her thoughts been of him, that

she absolutely does not remember to what

. .'}‘!:l:“h' told higg,” she manages

“Trix has me nothigg, ma
to answer, and she wonde'rg at herself to
find how steady is her own voice.

“No?”’ Charley says, elevating his eye-
brows; ‘‘and they say the agé 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 hasa’t told you, but she
will, hen—my Westerp-liome will be
ready by that nmxriﬁl' we go back imme-
diately. My mother goes with me I need
hardly say.”

Still so absolutely wnpgod
thoughts of him, so utterly torgetful 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. In
the days that have gone, Edith thinks she
has suffered—she teels to-night that she has
never suffered until now ! She deserves it,
but if he had only spared her,—only lett
it for some one else to tell. It is a mihute
before she can reply—then, despite every
effort, her voice is husky :

“I wish you joy, Charley—with all my
heart.”

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-

rise.

“Well, yes,” he answers coolly; ‘‘a wed-
ding in a family is, I believe, a general sub-
ject of congratulation.  And must say
she has shown herself a trump—the brav-
And you’—they are
drawing near a hotel—*‘‘may I venture ‘to
ask your plans, Lady Catheron ? how long
do you think of remaining in New Yerk ?”

“I shall leave at once—at once,” she
replied in the same husky tone. To stay
and meet Nellie Seton after to-night is more
than she is able to do. They are close to
the hotel now. Involuntarily—unconscious-
ly, she clings to his arm, as the drowning
may cling to a straw. She feels in a dull,
agonized sort of way that in five minutes
the waters will have closed over her head,
and the story of her life have come to an

up in her

| end.

“‘Here we are,” his frank, cheery voice
says—his voice, that has yet a deeper,
more earnest tone than of old. *‘Youdon’v
know, Edith, hoW glad I am of this meet-
ing—how glad to-hear you never in any
way blame me.”

“I blame you! oh, Charley !” she says

| with a passionate little cry.

1 rejoice to hear, that with all its draw-
backs, you don’t regret the past. I rejoice
in the knowledge that you are rich and
happy, and that a long, bright life lies
before you. KEdith,” he takes both her
hands in his strong, cordial clasp, ‘‘if we
never meet again, God bless you, and

ood-by.”

She lifts her eyes to his, full of dumb,

echless agony. In that instant he knows
the truth—knows that Edith loves him—
that-the heart he would once have laid
down his life almost to win, is' his wholly
at last !

The revelation comes upon him like a
flash—like a blow. He stands holding her
hands, looking at her, at the mute, infinite
misery in her eyes. Someone jostles 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,
and drops the hands, and turns and goes.

Bhe stands like a statue where he had
left her—he turns a corner, the last sound
of his footsteps dies away, and Edith feels
that he has gone out of her life—out of the
whole world.

CHAPTER XXX.

Miss Nellie Seton came early next morn-
ing to see her friend, Mr. Charley Stuart,
off. He is looking rather pale as he bids
them good-by—the vision of Edith’s eyes
upturned to his, full of mute impassionate
appeal, have haunted him all night long.

hey haunt him now, long after the

last- good-by had been said, and
the train is sweeping away West-
ward. Edith loves him at last. At
last? there has mever been a time when he
doubted it, but now he knows he has but
to say the word, and she will lay her hand
in his, and toil, and parting, and separation
will end between them forever. But he
will never say that word—what Edith Dar-
rell in her ambition once refused, all Lady
Catheron’s wealth and beauty cannot win.
He feels he could as easily leap from the
car window and end it all, as ask Sir Vic-
tor Catheron’s richly dowered widow to be
his wife. She made her choice three years
ago—she must abide by that choice her life
long.
“gAnd then,” he thinks rather doggedly,
“this fancy of mine may be only fancy.
The leopard cannot change his spots, and
an ambitious, mercenary woman cannot
change her nature. And, as a rule, ladies
of wealth and title don’t throw themselves
away on impecunious dry goods olerks.
No! Imade an egregious ass of myself
once, and once is quite enough. We have
turned over a new leaf, and are not going
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 marri.gle."

And then Mr. Stuart sets his lips behind
his brown mustache, and unfolds the morn-
ing paper, smelling damp and nasty of

rinter’s ink, and immerses himsslf, fathoms
seep 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,”
pings the poet, who knew what he was
talking about. His heart is not in the
least broken, nor likely to be ; there is no
timein his busy, mercantile life, for that
sort of thing, I repeat.  He goes to work
with a will, and astonishes even himself by
his energy and brisk business oaiwt! If
he thinks of Edith at all, amid his dry-as-
dust 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 Childe Harold, “Oae long,
one last, good-night.” Aund then, ip the
midst of it all, Trixy’s first letter arrives.

It is all Edith, from beginning to end.
Edith has not gone. she is still in New
York, but her passage is taken, and she
will leave next week, ‘‘And Charley,” says
Trix, “don’t be angry now, but do
know, though Edith Darrell always

ou, I fancy Eady Catheror likes you even

tter. Nos that she ever says anything ;
bless you ! she is as duo'v-':bur,'o
women can tell. And' l;l:rnuht':h:{ t.:ld
ma and me the story o pas er
married life—or rather her un-married life
—of her separation frem Sir Victor on their
wedding-day—think of it, OCharley ] on
theip wedding-day. i ever anyone in this
world was to_be pitied, it was he—poer

) “BaTRIX.”

He reads, and the truth does not come to
him—he reads it again. Edith is d’ht
And then a grayish pallor comes over h
face, from brow to chin, and he stands for
& moment, vacantly at the rpu he
holds, se¢ing nothing—hearing nothing but
these words: “Edith is dying.” In that
moment ke knows that all his i nary
hardness and indifference have been hollow
and false—a wall of pride that crumbles at
a touch, and the old love, strouger than
life, st than death, fills his heart still.
He had left her, and—Edith is dih.le . He
looks at his watch, There is an ward-
bound train in half an hour—there will be
barely time to catch it. He does mot re-
turn to his boarding house—he calls a pass-
ing hack, and is driven to the depot just in
time. He makes no pause from that hour
—he travels night and day. What is
business ; what the prospects of all his
future life ; what is the whole world now?
Editb is dying.

e reaches New York at last. It seems
like a century since that telegram came, and
haggard and worn in the twilicht of the
sutumn day, he stands at last in his
mother’s home.

Trix is there—they expect him to-night,
and she has waited to receive him. She
looks in his face once, t ns away and
covers her own, and bursts into a woman’s
umfen of tears.

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

“No,” Trix answers, lookin
wo late. She is alive still—:
more.”

“What is 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 bm{ forth again. He sits and
gazes at her like a stone.

“There is no lmr(’

“While there isflife there is hope.” But
it is in & very dreary voice that Trix re-
peats this aphorism : ‘‘and—the worst of it
18, 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. Itis much better that I should
die, and make an end of it all.” She has
made_her will, Charley—she made it injthe
first days of her illness, and—she has_left
almost everything to you.” 4

He makes no reply. He sits motionless
in the twilit window, looking down at the
noisy, bustling street,

“‘She has remembered me most generous-
ly,” Trix goes softly on ; ‘“‘poor, darling
Kdith ! but she has left almost all to you.
‘It would have been an insult to offer any-
thing in my hifetime.’ she said to me ; ‘but
the wishes of the dead are sacred,—he will
not be able to refuse it then. And tell him
not to grieve for me, Trixy—I never made
anything but trouble, and disappointment,
and wretchedness. I am sorry—sorry now,
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
caine back—begging you to forgive her.
That is why I sent.”

“Does she know you sent ?” he asks.

““No—it was her desire you should not be
told until—until all was over,” Trix an-
swered with another burst of tears; “*but I
couldn’t do that. She says-we are to bury
her at Sandypoint, beside her mother—not
send her body to England.  She told me,
when she was dead, to tell you the story of

up; ‘“‘not
can say no

her separation from Sir Victor. . Shall I tell
it to you now, Charley ?"

He makes a motion of assent; and Trix
begins, in a broken voice, and tells him the
sad, strange story of the two Sir Victors,
father and son, and of Edith’s life from her
wedding-day. The twilight Weepens into
darkness, the room is wrapped in shadow
long before she has finished. He never
stirs, he never speaks, he sits and listens to
the end.  Then there is a pause, and out of
the gloom he sreuks at last :

“May I see her, and when?”

““As soon as you come, the doctors say;
they refuse her mnothing now, and they
think your presence may do her good—if
anything cando it. Mother is with her and
Nellie ; Nellie has been her best friend and
nurse; Nellie has never left her, and |
Charley,” hesitatingly, for something in his |
manner awes Trix, ‘‘I believe she thinks \
you and Nellie are engaged.”

“Stop !” he says imperiously, and Trixy |
rises with a sigh and puts on her hat and
shawl. Five minutes later they are in the |
street, and on their way to Lady Catheron’s |
hotel.

One of the medical men is in the sick- |
room when Miss Stuart enters it, and she
tells him in a whisper that her brother has
come, and is waiting without.

His patient lies very low to-night—de- \
lirious at times, and sinking, it seems to
him, fast. She is in a restless, fevered
sleep at present, and he stands looking at
her with a very sombre look on his profes-
sional face. In spite of his skill, and he is
very skilful, this case baffles him. The |
patient’s own utter indifference, as to
whether she lives or dies, being one of the
hardest things he has to combat. If she
only longed for life, and strove to recruit—
if, like Mrs. Dombey she would‘ ‘‘only
make an effort.” But she will not, and the
flame flickers, and flickers, and very soon
will go out altogether.

“Let him come in,” the doctor says. ‘“‘He
can do no harm—he may possibly do some
goad.”

““Will she know him when she awakes?”
Trix whispers. 7

He nods and turns away to where Miss
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, tln'n
face that rests there, whiter than the pil-
lows. Great Heaven! and this—this is
Edith! He sinks into a chair by the bed-
side, and takes her wan, transparent hand
in both his own, with a sort of groan. The
light touch awakes her, the faint evelids
quiver, the large dark eyes open
and fix on his face. The lips flutter
Lreathlessly apart.  “‘Charley !” they
whisper in glad surprise, and over the
death-like fyce there flashes for a second an
electric light of great amaze and jqy.

“Humph !” says the doctor, with a sur-
prised grant; “I'thought it would do her
no harm. 1f we leave them alone for a few
minutes, my dear young ladies, it will do
us no harm either. “Mind, my young

entleman,” he taps Charley on the shoul-
er, ''my patient is not to excite herself
talking.”

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

So the minutes pass.

“Charley,” she says at last, in a faint,
litkle whisper, “‘what a surprise this is.
They did not tell me you were coming.
Who sent for you ? when did you come?’

“You’re not to talk, Edith,” he answers,
lif his face for a moment—
ey? *Trix sent for me.” Then
mn it down again.

#Foolish boy ! Edith says with shining
eyes; I do believe you are crying. You
don’t hate me, then, after all, Uharley ¥”

““Hate yon ! he can but just repeat.

“Youn once said you did, you know ; and

ed. Now it is all over, and it is better so
use in the world, and

only way I can.
by and 'y,'hﬂl

4 nw:a the meaningless formu

t ow.
*4At last 1 at last ¥ she b
it is too Jate. ‘Charley
-1 e P «this
with a weak little Jau Ghliumm- him
ek el

of mhmm”"l of oldr,h! raveoit ML
more haj even in y
Bmﬂ-'.wou’mrud_ on .ny tombstone !

His oyes never leave her IM{‘ lig
u%r‘d.u. dreary sadness now a tﬁ
wi

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

Her eyes, her K::. answer him. “Bat it
iltoolsu.“_thp.hlip-uiﬂ:.

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

o : ‘
“You are not te talk,” he tells her, kiss-
ing her softly and for the first time; *‘I
will arrange iv all. 1 will go for a clergy-
man | know, and usldn everything. )
darling ! you should have been my wife
long ago—you shall be my wite at last, in
spite of death itself.”

Then he leaves her, and " out. And
Edith closes her eyes, and lies still, and
knows that never in all the years that are

' %ﬂne has such perfect bliss been hers before.
n

death, at least, if not life, she will be
Charley’s wife.

He tells them very quietly, very resolute-
ly—her father who is there from Sandy-
point, his mother, sister, Nellie, the
doctor.

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

“The excitement will finish her—mark
my worlds,” is the doctor’s verdict ; “I will
never any such lo-dramati
proceeding.” *

But his_countenance does not matter it
seems. The laws of the Medes were not
more fixed than this marriage. The clergy-
man comes, & very old friend of the family,
and Charley explains all to him. He lis-
tens with guiet gravity—in his experience
a death-bed marriage is not at all an 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 Setan. It is very pale,
but she stoops and kisses her with her own
sweet smile.

“You will live now for his sake,” she
whispers in that kiss.

They decorate the room and the bed with
flowers, they brush away the dark soft hair,
they array her in a dainty embroidered
night-robe, and prop her up wich pillows.
There is the fever fire on her wan cheeks
the fever fire in her shining eyes. But she
is unutterably happy—you have but to look
into her face to see that. Death is forgot-
ten in her new vliss.

The bridegroom comes in, pale and nn-
smiling—worn and haggard beyond words
to tell. Trix, weeping incessantly, stands
near, her mother and Mr: Darrell are at
one side of the bed. Nellie is bridesmaid.
What a strange, sad, solemn wedding it is !
The clergyman takes out his book and be-
ﬁina—l)ride and bridegroom clasp hands,

er 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
wife.

He bends forward and takes her in his
arms. With all her dying strength she
lifts herself to his embrace. It is a last ex-
piring effort—her weak clasp relaxes, there
is one faint gasp. Her head falls heavily
upon his breast—there is a despairing cry
from the women, cold and lifeless, Charley
Stuart lays his bride of a moment back

| among the pillows—whether dead or, in a

dead swoon no one there can tell.

CHAPTER XXXL
At first they thought her dead—but it

| was not death. She awoke from that long,

death-like swoon as morning broke—s>
near unto death that it seemed the turnin

of & hair might weigh down the scale. An:

80 for days after it was—for weary miser-
able days and night. The great reaction
after the great excitement had come, all
consciousness left her, she lay white and
still, scarcely moving, scarcely breathing.

. The one beloved voice fell as powerless on
| her dulled ears now as all others, the dim,

almost lifeless eyes, that openod at rare in-
tervals, were blank to the whole world.
She lay in a species of stupor, or coma,from
which it was something more than doubt-
ful if she ever would awake. The few
spoonfuls of beef-tea and brandy and water
she took they forced between her clenched
teeth, and in that darkened room of the

| great hotel, strangely, solemnly quiet, Life

and Death fought their sharp battle over
her unconscious head. v

And for those who loved her, her father,
her friends, and one other, nearer and
dearer than father or friend, how went
thosé darkest days for them? They could
hardly have told—all their after life they
looked back, with a sick shudder, to that
week.

For Charley Stuart he never wants to lon"
back—never to the last day of his life will
he be able to recall, to realize the agony of
those six days—days that changed his
whole nature—his whole life.

They watched with her unceasingzly—
death might come at any moment.  There
were times when-they bent over her, hold-
ing their own breath, sure that the faint
thread had already snapped—times when
they held a mirror to her lips to be sure
she breathed at all. For Ezr new-made
husband, he never left her except when na-
tare bed to the exh ion of cease-
less vigil, and they forced him away. He
for%at to eat or sleep, he sat tearless and
still as stone by the bedside, ulmost as
bloodless, almost as wan and hollow-eyed
ad the dying bride herself. The doctors
stood gloomily silent, their skill falling
powerless here.

“‘She needed only the excitement 6f this
most preposterous marriage to finish her,”
one of them growled ; “Isaid so at the
time—I say so now. She had one chance
for hfe—perfect quiet—and that destroyed
it.”

On the fourth dn!, 8 letter from England,
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 contain-
ed—what did anything matter now ?

His haggard eyes went silently back tq
the marble face lying among its pillaws, 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
letter; ‘‘and in her will,she bas left her large
fortune divided equally between you and
me. If possible it would be well for you to
return to England as speedily as may be.
If wealth can make you happy—and I hope
at least it will aid—my dearest Edith, you
will have it. For me, I join a charitable
Bisterhood here in London, and will try to
devote the remajnder of my life to the re-
lief of my sufféring 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
E:oﬂhy successor of him who is gone.

is wife and children are all that can be
desired.

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

“‘Ixgz CATHERON.”

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 crisis.

“This can- hold out no longer,” the
ml'milll said ; **before morning we will

w the end, whether it is to Le life or
death,” ¢
f“Then—there is hope yet ?” Trix breath-

with hands.
.dhi m her gloomily and turned
on his lips :
there is life there is hope,”

- i

concerned there Tﬂ to be no
reason to doubt their entire truthful-
ness, The cases reported sre 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 uny ‘of
their readers.  Besides, there are bat
few localities in the Dowinion where
this grand healer of the sick has not
made itself felt, and the people having
proof of its virtu-s near at home, are
quite prepared to ' accept the: state
wents made us to the resu.ts following
the use of Pink Pills in other local
ities, The Review ha# heurd of much
good accomplished by the tiwely use of
Dr. Williams’ Pink Piils in this
locality, but bas recently learned of a
case at Paris Station which is of
sufficient importauce to give the full
detaiis for the benefit-it may prove to
others, The case alluied to is that of
Mrs. E. H. Skinner, who is ¢steemed

rons ¢ 4o fnest mactog oty
% one o i
 the world, the entire management bei

to the end of her life she was ‘‘horsey.”
1t 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 was brought in contact.

BShe was born in 1818, the youngest
daughter of the second Lord ies, and
even as & girl showed her bent by spend
ing more time in her father's stables
than she did in his homse. At the age
of 18, she was married to James, fourth
Dul'e of Montrose, himgelf a man of
sporting tastes and owner of a racing
stable. He was also of iliustrious line.
ayge,
Graham, who was made a baron in 1451,
and of the great Marquis of Montrose, a
supporter of Charles I 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 thrce daughters, two of
whomn survive and are married. The
Duchess married again two years later.

by a wie circle of acq To
a representative of the Review Mrs.
Skinner said she had been for a long
tiwe a great sutferer. Her blood bad
become thin and watery, bringing
about a weakness amounting almost to
a collapse. There were nuwerous dis-
tressing symptoms, such us dizziness,
severe headuches, palpitation of the
heart, etc. “I have teen i'l,” said
Mis. Skinner to the Review, ‘*‘lor
about six years, and you can form #n
idea of what I suftiered during that
time. I had the advice and treatment
ot some excellent physicians, but
without any beuefit. I may say that
during the six years 1 was 'ill I was
treated by four different doctors in
Brantford and one in Paris, but they
seemed not to be able 'to do anything
for me. When the physicians fuiled 1
tried many different’ widely-advertised
remedies, but with no better resulis.
All this, you will readily uuderstani,
cost a great deal of mon-y, and as 1
denved no benefit, it is not to be won-
dered that I was completely discour-
aged. I found myself continually
growing weaker, and hardly avle to go
atout, and had almost given up ull
hope of becoming better. And yet
one never wholly despairs, for seeing
Dr. Williams’ Pink P.lls so strongly
recommended in the ess I deter-
mined to try them, and you «an see by
my condition to-day how wuch reason
I have to be thanktul thav T did so.
I had not been taking Pink Pills lug
when for the first ime in six years |
found mys-1f iwp oving. Gradua'ly
the troubles that had made wy lite
wiserable disappeared, new blood ap
peared to be coursing throuzh my
veins,  and I am again a healthy
woman, and bave no hesitation i
saying that I believe I owe not ony
my recovery but my lite to Dr.
William~' Pink Pills”  Mis. Skinner
said her husband was also muach run
down with hard work, but after using
Pink Pilis feels like a new man.  The
statements ' made by Mrs, Sknner
prove the unequalled; merits of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, an:t as there are
thousands of women throughout the
country similiarly troubled, her story
of renewed health will puint to them
the rem+dy which will prove «qually
efficacious in their cases. Dr. Wil-
lisms’ Pink Pills are especially valu-
able to women.  They build up the
blood, rest re the nérves, and eradicute
those troubles which muke the lives of
80 many women, old and young, a
burden. D.zziness, palpitation of the
heart, nervou; headache and ncrvous
prostration speedily yield to this won-
derful medicine. They are also a
specific in cas s of locon otor ataxia,
partial paralysis, St. Vius' da ce,
sciatica, neuralyia, rhenmatism, the
after effects of la grippe, ete. In men
they effect a radical cure in all cases
srising 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 50
cents a box or six boxes for $2.50 and
may be had of druggists or direct by
wail from Dr. Willams' Medicine
Company, Brockville, Out., or Schen-
ectady, N.Y

<+ —

A new blacksmith's + bellows ant
new drilling machine, cheap for cash,
at A. D. Young's, Athens.

$10,000 private money to loan on
real estate security. Apply to JoHN
CAwLEY)0pp. Reporter office, Athens.

JRuECMATISM CURED IN A Dav.—
South American Rheunmatic Cure, for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically
cutes in 1 to 3 days. Its action upon
ihe system is remwrkable and mys
terious. It removesat once the canse
and the disease immediately disappears.
The first dose greatly benefits, 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, drugyist.

Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect .relief in all cases of
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease
in 30 winutes, and specdily effects a
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pal-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side and all
symptoms of a Distressed Heart. One
dose convinces.  Sold by J. P. Lamb.

Carared Revievep 1x Tex ToO
SixTy MiNuTEs.--One short puff of
the hreath through the Dlower, sup
plied with each bottle «f Dr. Agiew’s
Catarrhal Powder, diffuses th.s Pow-
der over the surface of the nasal pas-
sages. Painless und delightful to use,
it relieves i stantly, and permanently
cures Catarrl, Hay Fever, Colds,
Headache, Sore Throat, Tonsilitis and
Deafness, 60 cents. At J. P. Lamb's.

Revier 19 Six Hours —Distress-
ing Kidney and Bladder disenses re-
lieved in six hours by the “New
Great South American Kiiney Cure.”
This new remedy ix a gréat surprise
and delight to physicians on account of
its'exceeding: promptness . in relieving
pain'in the bladder, kidneys, back and
&very part of the urinary passages in
male c; female. It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. 1f you want quick
relief and cure this is your remedy.

Sold by J, P, Lamb, druggist,

They are |

The man she selected was W. 8. Sterl-
ing-Crawford, 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
meost of her horses were good ones and
won a large percentage of the races in
which they were entered. When the
horses were not good “Mr. Manton” had
luck.

The Duchess, launched for good in her
new career, made a practice of attend-
ing all the horse sales and recruited ber
stables with yearlings that £he bought
at low prices. She developed many
high-class horses in this way. She
superintended 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 jndges’ stand, she was aldo
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, bookmukers
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
gociety. For men who could not talk
“horse,” she had no consideration what-
ever. At the track she seldom deigned
to enter the grand stand. It was in the
paddocs that shie was most at home.

In 1888, Sterling-Crawford having
been dead for five years, the Duchess
took her third husband, Marcus Henry
Milner, a youth about one third her age,
who was a follower of race-tracks be
cause thev delichted him. She appear-
ed very devoted to her young hushand,
and they went into society together so
much that people thought the Duchess
was goinz to give up raccing, but
while she ran her horses in Mr. Milner's

till kept up her personal su-

At the end of three years,

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 she had settled $10,000
a year on Milner at the time of the mar-
riage. The Duchess had an income of
about $100 000 a year, consisting princi
pilly of her dower from the Montrose
estate and tha fortune Mr. Sterling
Crawford left her. She added to this®
largely by the amounts her horses won
on the 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.

The Wasp-Waisted Woman,

On corsets humanity is tired of speak-
ing its mind. No sensible man likes a
woinan with a waist like a wasp or an
hour glass, nor is - comfortable in the
secret of a girl whose form suggests
that he may at any mowment have to ap-
ply a kite to her stylaces. 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 mnot pronounced.—
London Daily News

Hadn’t Time to Take Them Off,
Fond Parent—Goodness, how
look, child! You are soaked. ’
Frankie—Please, pa, I fell into the
canal
“What!
on?’
*I didn't have time, pa, to take 'em

off.”

you

With your new trousers

1lis Literary Preference.
‘What book has helped you most?”’ in-
quired Miss Bobleigh,
And after long thought Cholly re-
plied:
“My book of thigawette papahs.”—

Trath.

¥uul shh Destruction of Spiders.

It is clistomary 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 epin
webs and accumulate dirt. While ad-
mitting 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 us 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 ingess:mt war
| upon mosquitoes and other "small crea-

tures is an inestimable benefit to the
| human race.

| Origin of the Word Doyley. 3
|~ 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 yaluable lands on the condition
of the yearly tender of & tablecloth of §
| shillings’ value at the feast of St. Mich-
| BeL e e Al

being-
in her own hands. From the beginning

being descended from Scallish’

Tweeds, Worsteds, Overcoatings 5, Bte.

Call -and inspect stock : placing
your order. mm:n.u-
Custom work will receive prompt and care-
ful attention. PN
MAIN ST, ATHENS,

-

or address
Dr. B.J. KENDALL COMPANY,
. ENOSBURGH FALLS, VT,

CONFECTIONERY ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham,

Fruit £ Commission Merchant

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

BROCKVILLE - ONTARIO

OYSTERS IN SEASON Two (2) Stores—TELEPHONES 244a & 244b

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS
WANTED

 EBE PLANK

ROCK ELM
Hemlock Boards, Seantling and ' Cordwood in ex-

TAMARAC
GREY ELM

change for Rollers ete.

For Particulars apply to
G. P. McNish, hyn, Ont,

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL
The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER o1L”

.'HAS NO EQUAL MANUFACTURED BY

MecColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer. for ‘“Lardine’”’ and beware of
imitations.

Forsaleby all leading dealers.in the country

;) Varicocele, Emissions, Nervous Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet,
: Stricture, Syphilis, Unnatural Discharges, Self Abuse,
Kidney and Bladder Diseases Positively Cured by :

1 Tie New Mothod Treatment-A Wonderful iscovery

B&~You can Deposit the Money In Your Bank or with Your Pestmaster
to be paid us after you are CURED under a written Guarantee!

1 Self Abuse, Fzoesves and Blood Diseases have ked the lives of th ds of young men
and middlo aged men. The farm, the workshop, the Sunday Bohool, the office, the prof
ol

g ue h;[..,\u';’.m-am victims, You g man, if you hnkve boenlldn o beware ot 6 future.
Widdla aged men, yot are growing prematy weak and ol an 8i .
ki Consult us bsore t0o late. 'NO NAMES us:'f: WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSERT." Confdbntier

VARICOCELE, EMISSIONS AND SYPHILIS CURED.

B W.8,COLL'N3, W. 8. Collins, of Saginaw, Speaks. W. 8. COLLINS.
% “Iam 20, At 15 Ilearned a bad habit which I contin. !
ued till 19, I then became *‘one of the bozs" and led &
gay life, Exposure {) u 4s, 1 became nerv-
ous and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyes
red, sunken acd blur; pimples on face; hair
pains; weak back;_ varicocele; dreams and losses at
night; weuklpnrtn; deposit in urine, etc. I spent hun-
reds of dollers without halp.mrlwuoonump
euicide when a friend recommended Drs.
Kergan's ew Method Treatment, Thank 1
tried it. In two months I was cured. This was six
¢ years ago, and never had.a return. Was married two
years ago and all happy. ¥, try Drs. Kennedy & Ker-
BEFOLE TREATM'T gan before giving up hope.”

8. A. TONTON,

Seminal Weakness, Impotency and
Varicocele Cured.

“"When I consulted Drs, Kennedy & Kerwan, I had
little hope. I was surprised. . Their new Method Treat-
ment improved me the first weok. Emissions ceased,
nerves became strong, pains disappeared, hair grew in
oguin, eyes became bright, cheerful in company and
strong sexually, Having tried many Quacks, I can

» A \ 7" beartily recommend Drs, Kennedy & Kergan as reliable ¥
¢ Bx;ouﬂxu'x‘? Bpecialists. They treated me honorably and skillfully.”.

i Avixr TiEATM'E,
T, P. EMERSON. A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life. T.P. EMFRSON.
T. P. Emerson Has a Narrow Escape. 2
M1 1i the farm. _At school I learned
habit, :;h?lﬂl :cgkened m:c pl:))?nlcsuy, lun:lnl,u:nli
mentally, Family Doctors said I was going into
“decline” (Consamptions. Finally "ﬂﬂ'ﬂ lden
Moniw‘:&""ﬁﬁwﬂ by Drs. Kenn~dy & Kergan

ent and was 2 y
‘was cured of Consumption. I have sent them many
tients, all of whom were cured. Their New
illa Mothod Treatment supplies vigor, vitality and man. 7

My DEFORE TREATM'T, hood.”
b3 im?  H 1
READER | A T e Aoty Hirs s oo aiaiag e

2 Ha ‘weakness
New Method Treatment will care you. What it has done lor':&m -lxtvwﬂl do for m
N oURES GUARAN I HIED OR NO PAYXY

16 Years in Detroit, 160,000 Cured. No Risk.

sultation Free. No matter who has treated you, write for an honest

Can mt(‘hnrm reasonable. Books Free — “The Golden lmw%lﬂi:
g . Inclose pmtuge(,,! cents, Bealed,
f ot aM -8 UStD WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. PRI
Bl VATE. No medicine gent C. O. D. 0 names on boxes or envel-
4 o-es. Eve?thlng confident!ali. Question list and cocst of Treat-

% ment, FRE
& KERGA V No. 148 SHELBY ST.

DRS. KENNED DETROIT, MICH.

Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

The Best in the World for Fall and Winter use.
Sold Wholesale only by 4

The Samuel Rogers 0il Co.

Ottawa and Brockville.

K:




