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CHAPTER XIL

¢ WILL YOU WALK INTO MY PARLOR?
SAID THE SPIDER TO THE FLY."

* Touch the goblet no more -
It will make thy heart sore
To its very core !
1ts perfume is the breath
Of tne Angel of Death,
And the light that within it lies
1sthe nuﬁ of his evileyes,
Bewara—oh ! beware!—
l"olr Aickgen. sorrow and care—
Il are there!”
A — Longfellow,

The month of September is drawing
to a close, and Katie Mackay is still in
the service of Mrs. Royson, But what
is the change which has come over
her ?—for a change there is most cer-
tainly. Look at her, as she sits idly,
with her arms crossed, on one of the
farm-house doorsteps, a basket of
stockings, all waiting to be darned,
reposing unheeded by herside. What
is she about ?—what makes her look so
dull, so dispirited? and why is she
neglecting her work, with the which
she is already sufliciently behind-
hand ?

The fact is—Katie, ever since her
unfortunate meeting with Jeanie
Kerr, has been growing more and
more dissatisfied with the thraldom of
service. Jeanie has, it is true, made
several ineffectual overtures to her;
but Katie, while resisting them, has
done so with slackened energy.
Although she has no desire to be again
as she was formerly, she has too easily
persuaded herself that there can be no
harm in taking a little more amuse-
ment.

Towards the beginning of Septem
ber, however, Jeanie, with all her set,
disappeared suddenly from Glasgow.
This departure, while removing Katie
for a time from dangerous influences,
had by no means left her in safety.
She became irritable, moody, and at
times exceedingly careless over her
work ; nor was even Steenie’s devoted
attention able to distract her silly little
heart from the foolish fancy after
which, ever since the rencontre with
Cameron, it had gone roving. She
had seen him again—more than once
too—with Jeanie. He had flattered
her by his very marked display of ad-
miration—had even offered to ‘‘ treat ”
her to the threatre,—that temptation
had been a very great one-—so great
that she had almost yiclded toit. Poor
Katie !—she could not forget that it
was the last chance she had had, for
after her refusal she did not see him
again, and she believed that he was
irrecoucilably affronted, and would
never speak to her any more.

““I dinna ken what's this that's come
ower ye, lassie,” says Mrs. Royson's
voice behind her, speaking in a high
tone of displeasure ; *‘ye're no the
same lassie at a’ that ince ye war. Ye
are that idle I's no intendin’ to put up
wi’ it nae mair. [ sud like fine to ken
wha's to do the wark o' the hoose if ye
sitlike an idle quean a-speerin’intil the
heevens ?”

An angry flush mantles in Katie's
cheek, but upon hearing her mistress'’s
voice she rises silently.

““What's the matter wi' ye, lassie?
Ye're daein’ naethin’ at a )" pursues
Mus. Royson, still very irate.

*“1'se weariet,” responds
briefly.

* Hoots ! lassie, ye've had nought to
weary ye; ye're jist idle. Buat I can
tell ye ae thing, an’that’s it’s nae guid
ye're sae muckle ta'en up wi-—ye'd
best min' yersel’, Katie.”

Off hurries Mrs. Royson, while Katie
slowly takes up the neglected stock-
ings.

Later on in the evening she has to
go into Glasgow-—-one of the children
is ill, and the doctor has ordered some
physic, which must be had from the
town before might. Katie is sent on
the errand, with many reiterated re-
commendations rom her mistress not
to loiter on the road, but to return as
quickly as possible.

Off starts Katie, nothing loath to en
joy the air ; it is infinitely more amus
ing to be walking into Glasgow than
to be employed over indoor avoeations
especially on a beautiful September
evening

Having obtained the medicine from
the chemist, and loitered just a very
little, looking in at the shop windows,
Katio turns her face homewards, and

Katie,

has almost cleared the town when,

coming towards her from the opposite

direction, y beholds the well-known

figure of Jeaunie Kerr, alone, and
walking hurriedly, looking e:

about her, as though she were expect
ing to me me one on y way

Now Jeanie has scen Katie befor

)6, wer, but for ne reason

n to herself, Jeanie pretends

observe her, aund actually

Katie, with her head

turned away
Shall she let her pass 2 The thought
Katie's mind, but,

no heed to it, and,

turning once upon her heel, she
calls out, hesitatingly

‘tJeanie

CRatie ! responds the other in-

h a well-feigned start of

no see me?"”

inquires

“Och ! lassie, dinna put yersel’,
ahoot—it's no me that's wantin' ye.
Yer mither is lyin’ awfu’ bad, an’
she's aye cryin’ efter ye. Ye surely
wunna be sae hard-hairted as no to
gang till her yince mair! "

““Me mither! What ails her,
Jeanie ?”

“She's sick—jist awfu’ sick,—an’
like to dee. I dinna ken if ye wull
be in time to get seein’ her, but, puir
body ! she gi'es us nae peace.
Maggie's clane demented wi' her; it's
aye Katie she's cryin’ efter. Ye'll
surely no refuse to come an’see her,
an’ her sae sick ?"

‘“Idinna ken,” begins Katie, in a
sorely perplexed voice. ‘‘1's feart
I'll no can win till her. Whaur's my
mither bidin'?”

*No in Glaskie—she's in Edinbury.
It'll no tak’ ye lang, lassie, gin ye've
a mind to gang. We'll get a train
the nicht, an’ ye wad be hame airly
the nixt mornin'—its jist chappit
seeven. Wull we catch the eight
o'clock train ?”

‘“Na, na,” answers Katie, with a
decided shake of the head. “‘I
daurna gang  wantin’  Mistress
Royson’s leave. I maun gang hame
an' ax her can she do wantin’ me."”

“I telt her yer mither war sick—
she wull ken fine whaur ye're gane.
Och! Katie, dinna be sae crabbit.
Gin ye dinna haste ye'll be owre late,
ye'll no win to see yer puir mither
alive. Tak’me advice noo, ah’' come
richt awa’.”

Katie hesitates ; she does not really
care much about her mother, whom
she has not seen for many years, but
her naturally warm heart cannot bhear
the thought that her mother should be
dying and calling after her in vain.
Still she knows that to go away with
Jeanie, without her mistress’s leave,
will be tantamount to losing her sit-
uation. Mrs. Royson will never be
persuaded to look over such a liberty
—aespecially in her present dissatisfied
frame of mind. Turned out of her
place, where can she go? She will be
once more adrift upon the wide world,
for Mrs. Royson, if very angry, will
probably refuse to give her a charac-
ter, and Katie is not prepared to face
such consequences. The result of
these reflections is, that Katie, after a
very short demur, answers resolutely.

“I's no gaein’ wi’ ye, Jeanie: ye
needna gang for to try to get me
persuadit. Ye can gang awa’' back
till Edinbury, an’ tell me mither that
waybe I'll get a day to mysel’ afore
lang ; sae guid nicht to ye, Jeanie;
an’ I's muckle obleeged to ye for yer
trouble.”

With this Katie turns away abruptly,
and, deaf toany further remonstrances
from Jeanie, sets offf at a quick run
towards home. Long before reaching
it, however, she has made up her
mind to ask for a holiday, that she
may go and see her mother. Mrs.
Royson will surely mnot refuse so
reasonable a request ; and Katie feels
quite certain that it is her duty to
make it. If possible she will get leave
for the following day-—it will be bet-
ter so, thinks Katie. Jeanie will not
expect her so soon, and will not be
looking out for her. She can go by
an early train, have several hours in
Edinburgh, and be back in plenty of
time early in the evening.

Katie's request.

sick mother. She only stipulates that

abse

ce beyond the evening.

daybreak she is up, ready to start.
There are seve
before she can
extreme annoyance
hurrying, she mi
into Edinburgh.

, in spite of all her
es the first train
1e then remembers,

her mother’s address. This is a most

Kerrs are living ;
very danger she had desired to avoid.

have a good cry. Everything seems
to be conspiring against her
tried so hard to do well, to keep out of
bad company, she has resisted so much
temptation already, and now, the only
course left to her is to try and find out
the Kerr's address from Steenie Lo
He knows where they live—Katie re
members having heard him say so on
one occasion when, in his presence,
they had been the subject of conversa
tion between herself and Lizzie

© Belfast
absent three days each week, and he
has left the house scarcely ** half ar
wmrks Mrs

this is his day 1

hoor syne, " r¢
a distrustful g
she has

imee at Katie, te whon

lassie.”

Katie.
‘¢ Eh, sure as I live I didna.
Gin yo na believe me, ye can ax
yer mistress if I didna
seek ye at the twirm.”

*“ What's this yer wantin'?—what
garred ye gang oot to seek me? |
didna ken vye were in Glaskie,
Jeanio."”

“1's no bidin" here—
I've come.”

“Me? Yo needna hae troubled
yorgel, Jeanie—ye ken fine I's no
willin' to hae oucht todo wi' ye.”

gang oot to

it's seekin’ ye

Mrs. Royson makes no objection to
the proposal, but instantly accedes to
She is a good-hearted
woman, and her warmest sympathies
are aroused by the mention of the

Katie shall on no account prolong her
Katie promises faithfully, and by

things to be done
away, and to her

too, that Jeanie Kerr did not give her | of her.
perplexing discovery—what can she
do? She does not know where the
and even had she
done so, the going to them was the

Katie feels inclined to sit down and

she has

So she turns relunetantly away from | ye maun ken whaur they bide, I'll tell
the station, aud vetraces her steps to- [ ye vicht awa'. It's number ten or
wards the street in which the Logies | twelve in the stree they ca’Rose street,
live. TLizzichas already gone to work, | in the new toon. Noo er ye satisfied,
and Steenie is (so his mother informs | lassie?  Say ye forgive me afore ye
Katie) busy down on the quay. le|g }
belongs to one of the steampa s that A’ richt,” answers Katie, in & mol-
ply between Gl woand B , and | ified tone, slackening her pace, and

he isalways

Logie, with

taken a somewhat unjust dis- | the Kerrs; it's to see me mither 1's
like 5 *“he’ll no be back afore Saturday | gaein.”
ve needna come speerin’ efter him Steenie shakes his head.

*“Och ! botheration ! . It's nae yer

two hours, and Steenie is quietly
smoking his pipe on the quay, close to
the place of embarkation. Katie wishes
that his mother could have seen his
start of pleasure, and the sudden rush
of color which the sudden sight of her
calls forth into his honest countenance.
The pleased expression, so soon as he
learns Katie's errand, however, gives
place to one of extreme dismay, and
Steenie's brow darkens with a cloud of
distrust.
“Ye're surely no awa' to Edinbury,
Katie ? What's this ye are wantin' wi’
the Kerrs? 1It's surely no possible ye
are gaein’ to visit them ?”
‘“'Deed and I wull,” says Katie
obstinately ; ‘“‘an’ 1 wad like fine to
ken what business it'll be o' yourn,
Maister Steenie Logie !" °
‘“Eh, Katie, lassie, dinna be so
crabbit. Ye ken fine its no interferin’,
ye ken fine what 1 wad say gin I
micht ; but I beg o' ye dinna hae
dealin’s wi' they Kerrs. Ye suld ken
best yersel'’ what ken' o’ fowk they
are.”
Steenie's tone is almost beseeching,
and its tenderness is unmistakable.
Katie is touched, but determined not
to show it.
““Dinna bother, Steenie; it's nae
the Kerrs I's wantin'—it's my mither.”
Here Katie recounts what the reader
already knows, but Steenie seems by
no means reassured.
“] cud swear it’s a lee, Katie. Ye
canna trust they Kerrs—they are de-
ceiving ye, 1 cud take me oath til't.”
““Ye didna tell me ye ken them sae
weel,” says Katie, with a saucy, sly
glance up at Steenie’s flushed face.
“ Dear me, Maister Steenie,” she con-
tinues scornfully, ‘‘it's weel seen
ye've had muckle to do wi' em yer-
sel.”
‘“Bide a wee, Katie,” answers
Steenie emphatically—*‘I can assure
ye ye're rash judgin’ me. 1 yince
kennt that fellow Cameron—to my cost,
as I telt ye afore—but for they Kerrs,
I niver keppit company wi’ ony o’
them.”
* Hoo kennet ye whaur they bided ?’
inquires Katie briskly.
“Ye havena gi'en me time to tell
ye, lassie,” replies Steenie reproach-
fully. ‘It war a’ thru’ yon Cameron
[ happint to hear tellon’t. He grippit
haud o' me airm ae evenin’, an’ wad
hae had me gang alang wi’ him, to
some place o' amusement. I wadna
gang wi' him Katie, sae he went on
awfu' at me, and ca'ed me for a’ the
fules in Glaskie ; an’ he gi'ed me, wi
oot ony invitation, the address whaur
[ wad fine him in Edinbury gin me
mind chang it. That’s hoo 1 kennt
whaur they Kerrsbided.”
“I's no heedin’,” answers Katie,
with an ill-assumed indifference, for
the mention of Cameron has set her
heart beating more quickly than usunal.
““But haste ye, Maister Steenie. I
havena ony maur time to waste. |
maun be ofi.  It's no lang I's gotten to
git seein’ my puir mither. Wha kens
if I wull fin’ her alive ?”
‘““Wha kens if the story be true?”
says Steenie anxiously. ““ They
Kerrs— "
*“ Wull ye haud yer tongue, Maister
Steenie ?  It's nae yer advice I's askin’,
Can ye no gie a ceevil answer, man ?
| D'ye ken whaur the Kerrs bide, or d’ye
no ken ?"
“Fine I ken it ; but I's no willin’ to
gie it ye, Katie Mackay.”
““Siccan impidence !” says Katie,
now thoroughly ang ‘“Weel, then,
I wish ye guid mornin’, Maister Steenis
Logie, an’ ye'll no catch me askin'a
favur frae ye ony mair.”
Poor Steenie ! it is hard for him, and
no wonder if his anxiety to please
Katie gets the better of his prudence.
He watches her retreating figure for a
faw seconds, but, when she is about
.| to turn round the corner of the street,
he utters a hasty exclamation, and a
few rapid strides bring him alongside

Katie turns upon him fiercely, her
eyes full of angry defiance.

*“ Hoo daur ye follow me that gate ?
Did I net tell ye I wad hae nae mair
todo wi'ye? Gang yer ain ways an’
dinna fash yersel’ aboot me.”

“Oh! Katie, my dear Katie!” be-
ginsSteenie, with entreating humility,
but the indignant young lassie inter-
rupts him sharply.

“Hoo daur ye, hoo daur ye? I'll be
obleeged to ye in the future to mind
ver ain affairs.”

‘“Ih, Katie, dinna look sae disdain-
fu’. I ken fine I've nae business to be
interferin', but hoo ony respectable
lassie like yersel’ can hae ony dealin’s
wi' they Kerrs !—weel, weel ! But I'll
r ae word mair aboot it, an’' gin

no S¢

letting down the corners of her moutt
21 ¢ Ye sudna vex me, Steenie, yer
1| me say sair things to ye: ye div
need to fash yersel” aboot me. 1 ay
1| telt ye T wad hae noucht to do wi’

“Gin they dinna keep ye,- Katie,
Will ye gie me yer promise ye'll come

son  I's  wantin,” Mistress L
{ answers Katie impatiently ; ** dinng
fagh ‘yer heid aboot fhat, wumman
It's jist something I wad like to ken

tand I thought, maybe, he micht hae

tell’'t me. An' I wull hae it too, i1
spite o' the auld besom !" continues
angry Katie, with a toss of her pretty
little head, as she sets off gdown the
street towards the Broomielaw, where
she thinks she will have a chance of
finding Steenie.

She 1s right in her conjecture, for
the boat does not leave for the next

oip, "

hame the nicht? Say ye promise,
A | Katie !

“An’l wad like to ken what way
that ncerns ye, Maister Steenie ?"

waist, draws her aside out of the open
street, and before she has time to
recover from her breathless astonish-
ment, he has held her tightly in his
arms, and has snatched a true lover's
kiss, just in the very middle of those
cherry lips, that have so teased him
for the last quarter of an hour.

‘““Tak ' that for yer impidence,
Maister Steenie Logie!"” exclaims
Katie, breaking away from his arms,
and administering a smart slap on
one side of the fair, curly head, still
bent down towards her. *‘ Hoo daur
ye, impident, saucy lad that ye er.”
Steenie looks abashed, but manages
to get possession of the punishing
hand, and revenges himself by crush-
ing it in his powerful grasp, repeating
meanwhile,

‘‘Say ye promise, Katie—say ye'll
come hame the nicht.”

‘** What gars ye be askin’ sic prom-
ises, Maister Steenie? Can ye no min'
yer ain affairs, an’ leave me to my-
sel"”?”

‘‘Eh,, Katie, d'ye no ken yet?
D'ye no ken that I luve ye wi' a” my
heart? I do so!— 1 do so!” says
Steenie earnestly, his honest eyes
filling with tears. “‘I's noucht but a
puir sailor lad, but I luve ye, Katie,
an’ gin ye'll promise to be my ain
bonnie wife ain o’ these days, ye'll
mak’' me like to dee wi' happiness.”
“Och! ye're gay fulish, Steenie,”
replies Katie, in an undertone. She
is pleased, nevertheless. What girl
could be otherwise, with such a lover
as Steenie? But Katie has no true
affection for him, though she is flat-
tered by his unaffected admiration.
She sees no reason, though, why she
should repulse him altogether, so she
adds hastily, ‘‘I canna bide the noo,
[ wull miss the train; but gin ye've
ta'en sic a fancy to me, Steenie, I'll
no torment ye nae mair, ye may de-
pen.’ I'll no bide in Edinbury, 1'1l be
hame the nicht, I gie ye my ward, I
wull so do it.”

With this promise Katie darts off
like an arrow in the direction of the
station, turning, however, at the top
of the street, to see if Steenie is still
looking after her. He is, and waves
his cap to her, upon which she shakes
her head in mock disdain, and with
a light heart, and laughing face, full
of triumph, she turns the corner and
disappears from Steenie's gaze.

* Whaur's my mither, Jeanie 2’
“So ye've come, after a’! Hooray !
I'se wun my siller ear-rings !

**So you have ; and there they are
to you, Miss Jeanie Kerr. HKemember,
my share of the bargin is paid.”
“Whaur's my mither, Jeanie?”
Katie asks the question again, as she
stands fully on the threshold of the
Kerrs' Edinburgh abode, and gazes
distrustfully into the countenances of
the two occupants of the parlor.

““Yer mither, lassie,” responds an
untidy, half-dressed damsel, no other
than Jeanie Kerr herself, who, when
Katie enters, is serving up some
species of refreshment to an early
visitor, -

“Your mother,” re-echoes that self-
same visitor in the person of Willie
Cameron, rising from his seat and
going towards the door, not, however,
before he has deliberately taken a
small cardboard box out of his waist-
coat pocket and placed it within
Jeanie's eagerly extended hands.
“Your mother is well, and you will
see her before the day is out: in the
meanwhile welcome to Edinburgh,
Katie Mackay.”

The evil eyes are upon her ; alas!
for their perilous influence. Katie
sees instantly that a snare has been
laid for her into which she has fallen.
If Willie Cameron had not been pres-
ent, she would have flown into a vio-
lent rage ; as it is, however, she only
says reproachfully,

‘“ Jeanie Kerr, what garred ye tell
siccan a lee ! It’s no ye I's come seek-
in'; whaur's my mither ?”

“Eh! Katie, I's that prood to sce ye,"”
responds Jeanie, clapping her hands,
‘Cyve’ll sune for us the trick we've
It's for yer guid, ye ken ;
Katie ; ye maun be kinna daft to bide
awa’ frae us a’!  Dinna fash yersel’
aboot yer mither—she's fine ; ye'll see
her the nicht, an’ Maggie forbye.”

“I's no wantin' Maggie; I's no
gaein’ to bide here, ye fausse hypocrit
that ye er, Jeanie Kerr ! begins Katie
with a burst of indignation, for, keenly
resenting Jeanie's triumphant airs and
speeches, she is in no humor to subiit
to the humiliation of having been
duped.

Thanks, nevertheless, to the danger-
ous inftiuence of Cameron, between
whom and Jeanie there has, for some
weeks existed a compact, having tor
its aim the perversion of unhappy
Katie, the weak girl allows herself to
be induced to forgive, and to take in
good part the deception practised upon
her eredulity.  She soon gets over her
first anger ; mollified, in the first
place, by Cameron’s attentions, and
vielding before long to the intoxicat-

relieved without his consent some
months ago by Cameron ; not only of
the said earrings, but of many other
superfluities.
Mrs. Royson had limited Katie's
leave to 9 o'clock. Katie fully intends
to be back at that hour, but as the
afternoon wears on, it is thought
necessary that Katie's health should be
drunk. Mrs. Kerr is very generous of
her whiskey — or perhaps somebody
else is, which is all the same thing in
the end. The usual consequences en-
sue; most of the company take too
much and become uproarious.
For a long time Katie refuses her
share of the dangerous beverage ; she
does not like it, and she remembers
how often she has been warned not to
touch it. By degrees, however, she is
half-persuaded, half-shamed into tak-
ing just a ‘“wee drap ;" which wee
drop, unaccustomed as she is to spirits,
excites her so much that she is easily
induced to repeat the experiment, until
she becomes drowsy and stupefied, so
that when the hour arrives for going
to the station, she cannot stand steady
upon her feet, and is obliged to lie
down on Jeanie's bed.
There, as might have been foreseen,
che falls asleep, and sleeps heavily for
more than two hours. When she
wakes she finds herself alone, the roomn
darkened, and everything quiet. Con-
fused at first, Katie cannot remember
where she is, or what has happened ;
but with returning consciousness comes
a sudden pang of terror. What if she
has missed the last train to Glasgow ?
Up she springs, rushing straight into
the outeg room, where she finds no one
but Mrs. Kerr.
*Och ! Mistress Kerr, what way did
ye let me sleep sae lang ?" says Katie,
glancing reproachfully at the clock,
which is pointing to five minutes to
nine—*‘1 sud hae been hame by noo.”
* Dinna poot yersel’ aboot, lassie,”
replies the stolid matron with great
complacency. *‘‘I hadna the hairt to
disturb ye, an’ye sleepin’ sae peacefu’.
Ye're owre late the nicht, but it wull be
a'ane gin ye gang wi' the first train
in the mornin’.”
Duped again! poor Katie!—the
hellish bands tightening round you!
Have you shut your eyes to your
danger ? Have you fallen so farsince
the morning that you cau confide in
that woman ?
Not yet !—not quite yet ! The evil
spirits are busy round her, but yet
again the warning voice of conscience
speaks, and once more Katie listens.
**Guid nicht til ye, Mistress Kerr.
Maybe I's nae owre late for the nine
o'clock train. Onyways, I'll risk it,”
she exclaims, seizi with sudden
energy her little bonnet and her plaid
shawl ; and, without heeding Mrs.
Kerr's remonstrances, she springs
down the stairs, and in another
moment is running down the street.

Katie, unfortunately, has forgotten
the way she came in the morning, and
in her excitement takes a wrong turn-
ing, loses her way, and has to retrace
her steps, thereby wasting some pre-
clous minutes.

The station reached at last, she be-
holds the train pufting alongside of the
platform, the whistle sounding, the last

work closing the doors.

the head of the long flight of stairs
leading to the starting platform.

‘* Ay, lassie—the last train for Glas-
“kic : but yere owre late, my hinny—
she’s jist aff.”

Pushing past the old grey headed
porter who has vouchsafed this piece
ot.intelligence, Katie bounds forward,
running a considerable risk of break-
ing her neck in her headlong descent
on to the platform.

Alas ! as she reaches it the train
begins to move.

* Oh ! bide a wee !—bide a wee, for
the Lord’s sake ! Let me jist win intil
her !

“Your ticket!" shouts the guard,
half opening a third-class carriage
door.

Then, climax of misfortune ! Katie,
wildly thrusting her hand into her
pocket in search of the little purse
where, in the morning, she had safely
bestowed the return half of her ticket,
finds that it is gone! Gone !—with
her ticket, and, worst of all, her quar-
ter’s wages, paid to her on the preced-
ing evening by Mrs. Royson.

Guid save us, its stolen!" she
ejaculates faintly.

The guard shakes his head, closes
the halt-open door with a peremptory
bang, jumps into his own k'(‘,l]!]»:l]'.i-
ment, and the train pufis out of the
station,

Katie bursts into tears, despairingly
wringing her hands together, attract—
ing considerable attention, not of the
most flattering kiud, from the by.
standers. Some think she is a thief,
Her appearance just now, over-heated
and breathless as she is by reason of

house to the railway station, goes

2 pleasure which, she can no longer
al  from  hevself, his company
aflfords her.
sake she came to Edinburgh, Katie sces
nothing ; she forgets all about her
until quite late in the afternoon, when
she learns accidentally that that
‘“estimable parent,” whose reminis-
cences of her youngest child had been
so touchingly deseribed by Jeanie's de-
ceitful tongue, is in gaol, where, in

replies” Katie, brusquely, a smile lurk-
1 ing meanwhile upon her rosy lips,
and this time the dancing light in her
blue eyes shows more of mischief than
of anger.

They are at the moment passing by
a covered archway. Steenie cannot
resist the temptation that
suddenly upon him. Quick as light-

ning he flings his arms round Katie's

seizes

fact, during the greater part of the
calendar year, she habitually passes
her time,

Cameron takes this opportunity of

plan to decoy her has been the subject
of a bet Dbetween himself and Miss
Jeanie Kerr.  The plan having suc-
ceeded, Jeanie has won a pair ot longs
coveted earrings, the property of a
Jjeweller in Manchester, who was kindly

Of her mother, for whose |

further informing his victim how the |

against her.  The old porter takes the
trouble to come down the stairs.
Kind ola man ! maybe he is the father

{of a pretty daughter himself.)
‘* Liassie, " he says gravely, ““had ye

[ ho better gang hame to yer mither ?
Ye'll no gev anither train the nicht, ye

ken. 1It's mo the wul! o' Providence
that ye sud win intil Glaskie ; mayhe
it's a’ for the best.” )

bell ringing, and the guard hard at

*“ Wull it be the Glaskie train ?” in-

her precipitate flight from Mrs, Kerr's !

“T's lost my purse—I havna got gao
muckle as a penny in a’ the warld,"
At this period of the conversatioy
the old porter is called away, anq
goes reluctantly, telling Katie to wai;
his return. Katie sits down upon one
of the benches, quite disposed to aceum
the protection offered to her ; thinkine
over what she shall say to Mrs, Royson, .
Perhaps if Mrs. Royson hears the truth
she will not be so very hard upon her
after all. The difficulty is, where
shall she stay for the night ? Katie i
quite resolved not to return to My,
Kerr's ; but then, where can she g »
A bright idea strikes her! The old
porter may allow her to sit in the wait.
ing-room, or perhaps he may offer her
the shelter of his own house. He looks
such a kind old man. Katie thinks
she will state all the circumstances of
her position candidly to him, ang
she feels sure he will give hev his
assistance as far as he is able.

‘* 8o you have missed the train, have
you, after all? What a lark !"

The speaker is not, alas! the old
porter, but that arch-enemy of Katie's
soul, Willie Cameron. He is standing
before her, looking dangerously hand-
some—almost gentlemanly in his ap-
pearance. What a beautiful curly
head he has! and what wmagnificent
dark eyes! What a very superior
lover to poor, humble Steenie !—as far
as looks go. Katie knows that he is
the prime instigator of the plot to de-
tain her in Edinburgh, and yet she
glances up into his face and laughs.
“Well, no good waiting here, |
suppose,” he says carelessly, his eyes
meanwhile fixed upon her in a way
that sets every mnerve in her hody
tingling. “ You can't get to Glaszow
to-night, that’s certain. Come on,
we'll have some fun.”

“I dinna  ken,” begins Katie,
faintly demurring. *‘T maun get the
first train in the mornin'. Gin I bide
here 'twad be best maybe.”

‘* Nonsense ! plenty of tigne for that
Come, I want you—we'll go and have
a jolly dance, and make Maggi
mad.”

“Maggie "

“Yes, Maggie. Don't you know
she's daft about me? DBut there’s no
girl in England or Scotioud I Jike as
well as you, Katie '

The words, the look, the tone—each
lent separate force to the poison
that has made its way into Katie's
heart.  Away go all good resolutions,
far, far away all remembrance of the
honest love declared but a few short
hours since, and almost accepted
The fatal band draws itself t 3
over Katie's eyes, and she succumbs to
the tempter without another word.
“Noo, lassie,” says the old porter,
just then arriving upon the scene, and
darting a glance of suspicious distrust
at Cameron.

“T's muckle obleeged to ye, mais-
ter,” answers foolish Katie, standing
up, with her hand on Cameron's arm
I's gotten a friend, an’ dinna need
to trouble ye Guid nicht, an’ thank
ve kindly.”

“Humph ?” grunts the old man, as
he watches the retreating forms of
Cameron and Katie, ‘‘ye've gotten a
freend, lassie, hae ye? 1'll no say but
it is so—howsumdever, 1 dinna like
the looks o’ yon fine chap. Ach, but
it's a sair, sair peety to see sae bonnie
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quires the panting girl as she reaches | & 1assie keepin' company wi’ siccan a

fausse seemin’ scoundrel. 1 wunner
does my Jessie—" Here the old
porter’s cogitations are interrupted,
and long Dbefore he has leisure
to resume them—if resume them he
ever does—Katiec has taken the first
decided step to her ruin, by entering
into a music-hall in company with the
unserupulous Cameron.  Need it be
added the morning does not take her
back to Glasgow—no, nor the morning
after that ; and the third only carries
a brief note to Mrs. Royson, containing
the untruthful assertion that on ac-
count of her mother’s illness, Katie
feels obliged to give up her situation.
TO BE CONTINUED.

SELRNANNES $
Are you Nervous,

Are you all tired ont, do you have that tired
feeling or sick headache? You can be re
lieved of all these symptoms by taking Hood's
Sarsaparillia, which gives nerve, mental and
bodily strength and thoroughly purit 1
blood. It also ereates a good appetite, cures
indigestion, heartburn and dyspepsia.

Hood's Pills are casy to take, easy in
action and sure in effect. 25 cents a box.

Mr. Thos. Bell, of Me: . Scott, Bell &
Co., proprietors of the Wingham Furniture
“actory, writes: “Ilor over one year 1 was not
free one day from headache. 1 tried every
medicine I thought would give me relief, but
did not derive any benefit. 1 then proc 1
a_bottle of Northrop & Liyman’s Veg
Discovery, and began taking it accor
to directions, when I soon found the he
ache leaving me, and I am now completely
cured.

PARMBLER'S PILLS possess the pow
acting specifically upon the diseased ¢
stimulating to action the dormant e

< system, thereby removing ¢
great is the power of this med
156 and purify that discases of almos
every name and nature are driven from the
body. Mr. D. Carswell, Carswell P. O
Ont., writes : ‘I have tried Parmelec
and find them an excellent medicine, and one
that will sell weil,”

Why will you allow a cough to lac
your throat or lungs and run the risk
filling a_ consumptive's grave, when, by
the timely use of Bickle’s Anti-Consumptive
Syrup the pain can be allayed and the dang
avoided,  This Syrap is pleasant to
taste, and unsurpassed for relieving, healing
and curing all afiections to the throat and
lungs, coughs, colds, bronehitis, ete., ete.

Facts About Dyspepsia.

Wrong action of the stomach and liver

m'v:lsim.)% dyspepsia.  Dyspepsia in tum

i of

“It's weel for ye to talk, maister, that
hae gotten a hame to gang till,”
answers Katie, drying her tears, and
{ looking the o'd mau sadly enough in
' the tace.

that train no waitin’,”

nae sae bad as ye imagiue.
no tallygraph ?”

ively ; then, with a shake of the head,

Minard’s Liniment éures Bu;;;k_c._

“I's lost my situation wi’

* Hoot, lassie ! cheer up, it may be
Can ye

gives rise to bad blood. " Both these com-
plaints are curable by B. B. B., which acts
on the stomach, liver, bowels and blood, and
tones and strengthens the entire systeiw,
thus positively curing dyspepsia, constipa
tion, bad blood and similar troubles.
Severe Diarrhea Cured.

ENTLEMEN—I was troubled with chronic

for over three years and received
from all the medicine [ tried, I
lo to work: from two to fou
Hearing of Dr. Fowler

t

was un M
PO el e e every week,
Tallygraph ! says Katie, reflect- tract of Wild Strawberry, 1 began to use 1t

Am now all right, §
JOHN STILES, Bracebridge, Ont

Minard's Liniment relieves Neuralgiae

L]
ally, and there's no
stipation, Indigesti
all derangements c
bowels are prever
nently cured.

They're tho sme
and the cheapest.
to give satisfactic
turned,
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Nothing else ur
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# just as good " fc
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Agency are many,
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