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THE TR(B, VITBSS R 1

\sup Witimsa /a8 within ;the Dast
yezh :},;ﬁ: mﬁéiqé; gtride in circulation,
and it the testiriony:of a large number of our
subscribérs- s not-too, flattering it may also
claim a stride in geneysl improvement.

This is' the age of gemeral improvement
and the TRo® ‘Wizness will advance with. it.
Newspapess are starting up ;around us on all
sides with more or:less pretensions o public
favor, some of them die in their tender in-
fancy, some.of them die of disedse of the
heart after & few years, while others, though
the fewesi in number, grow" stropger as they
advance in years and root themselves all the
more firmly in public esteem, which in fact
is their life. However, we may criticise
Darwins theory as applied to thespecies there
is no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, it is the fittest which survives. The
True WiTsEss has survived & generatior of
men all but two years, and it i8 now what we
may term an establisbed fact.

But we want to extend its usefulness and
its circulation still further, and we want its
friends to assist us if they believe this jour-
nsal to be worth $1.50 a year, and we think
they do. We would like to impress upon
thelr memories that the TRue WiTness is
without exception the chenpest paper of its
class on this continent.

1t was formerly two dollars per annum in
the country and two dollars and & half in the
city, but the present proprietors having taken
charge of itin the hardest of times, and know-
ing that to many poor people a reduction of
twenty or twenty-five per cent would mean
something and would not only enable the
old subscribers to retain it but new ones to
enroll themselves nnder the reduction, they
have no reason to regret it. For what they lost
one way they gained in amother, and they
assisted the introduction into Catholic
families throughout Canada and the United
States of a Catholic paper which would de-
fend their religion and their rights.

The Tro: Wirsess is too cheap to offer
premiums or # chromos " as an inducement to
snbscribers, even if they believed in their
efficacy. It goes simply on its merits as a
journal, and it {8 for the people to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

But as we have stated we want our circula-
tion doubled in 1881, and all we can do to
encourage our agents and the public generally
is to promise them that, if our efforts are
seconded by our friends, this paper will be
still fiogyn enlarged and improved during
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the snbscriber will be
entitled to receive the Trur Wirngss for
one year.

Any one sending us the names of 5 new
subscribers, at one time, with thecash, (31.5¢
essh) will receive one copy free and $1.00
cash; or 10 new names, with the cash, one
copy free and $2.50.

Our readers will oblige Ly informing their
friends of the above very liberal inducements
to subscribe for the TrUE WITNESS; also by
sendiny the name of 4 reliable person who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and sample copies will be Bent on ap-
plication,

We want active intelligent agents through-
out Canada and the Northern and Western
States of the Union, who can, by serving our
interests, serve their own as well and add
materially to their incowe without interter-
ing with their legitimate business,

The Trve Wirxess will bo mailed toclergy-
moan, school teachers and postmasters at
$1.00 per annum in advauce.

Parties getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themselves to any particular locality,
but can work up tueir quota from different
towns o: districts; nor is it necessary to send
all thenames at once. They will fulfil all
the corditions by forwarding the names and
amounts until the club is completed. We
have observed that our paper is, if possible,
more popular with the ladies than with the
other eex, and we appeal to the ladies, there-
fore, to use the gentle but irresistible pres-
ure of which they are mistresses in our be-
halt on their husbands, fathers, brothers and
sons, though for the maitter of that wo will
take subscriptions from themselves and their
sisters and cousinsas well. Rate for clubs of
five or more, $1.00 per annum in advance.

In conclusion, we thaok those of our friends
who have responded so promptly and so
cheerfully to our call for amounts due, and
request those of them who have not, to follew
their example at once.

« POST” PRINTING & PUBLISHING CO.
741 CRAIG ST., MONTREAL, CANADA.

HAUNTED ME.

A workingman says: % Debt, poverty and
suffering haunted me for years, caused by a
sick family aud large bills for doctoring,
which did no good, 1 was completely die-
couraged, until one year ago, by the advice of
my pastor, I procured Hop Bjtters and com-
menced their use, and in one month we were
all well, and none of ue bave been sick a day
since ; and I want to say to all poor men, you
cap keep your families well a year with Hop
Bitters for less than ome doctor's visit will
cost."—=Christian Advocate.

NEWS FROX IRELAND.

Every day's despatches bring fresh proof
of the failure of the Coercion Lill, and it is
probablo that & collision batween the troops
and the people canpot bhs much longer
averted. The time seems to bhave pasped
when a display of military force could awe
the country into snbmiseion, and there is too
much ground for believing that the first dis-
charge of musketry would lead to the devas~
tation of two-thirds of Ireland by a prolonged
guerrilla war.

Of course, a popular nprising would finally
be put down ; but martial lawand massncre
sre not government, and Ireland caunet in
the nineteenth century be dealt with ns a
conquered country. Only one lesson seems
deducible from the present outward state of
thinge, and this is that neither by concession
nor by coercion can Kngland govern Irelsnd.
That part of the population which is repre~
sented by the Land TLeague {8 irrecon—
cilable ; it does not want any Land Bill
that Mr. Gladstone could bestow; it has no
faith in British legislation, no confidence in
the British magistrates who wonld administer
the laws. 1t will assent to no compromise ;
it will accept nothing short of self.govern-
ment for Ireland. That i8 what the intract-
able attitude of the Land Leagus means, and
the recent utterancesof Mr. Chamberlainand
other English Liberals show that tney are
beginning to understand it.

Under ordinary circumstancesit wonld take
Eoglish statesmen a long time to accustom
themselves to the idea of Home Rule for Jre-
land. During the canvass which preceded
the last general election, Mr, Forster and
the Marquia of Hartington wers quite as out-
8poken 85 the Conservatives in de-
nouncing the proposed repeal of the Act
of Usfon, But at that time they snp-
posed that puch remedies as they could
offer for the grievances of Irish tennats would
Prove satisfactory, or that in the worst eveat
they could silence u too vehemsnt expresslon

‘mistaken ‘in  both >of those assumptions,
‘and - the "'signs; - are.. that the - |lnsbility

,1and on - fraditional W
demionstrated by a;bloody oivil war.- These
will compel thoughtful men of all parties to
re-examine the fandamental questions bear-
ing on the relation of ihe two countries, and
to inquire whether the programme of Home
Rule msy not, after all, afford a pacific solution
of a forminable problem, ) )
It is significant that heretofere the only
English advocates of Home Rule for Ireland
have been found among the advanced radi-
cals, among those men, in other words, who
can see mnothing sacred in the accepted
theory of the British Constitution, and who
would decidedly prefer a federal republic to
the buadle of legal fictiona which does duty
for a monarchy in the United Kingdom. An
English republican is not troubled by the
suggestion that Iteland should be permitted
to manage her own affairs, because he would
gladly substituts an elective president for an
hereditary sovereign, a written for the present
unwritten copstitotion, and would have the
organic law interpreted, as it is in the United
States, byan independent judiciary. Under
such a system, three separate State Legislatures
for Ireland, England and Scotland might co~
exist, with a Federal Parliament restricted to
definite functions of general concern. Ina
word, an English Republican may logically
accept the project of Home Rule; and con-
versely, all Knglishmen who are forced by re-
cont events to tolerate the plan of self-govern-
raent for Ireland, will find themeelves con-
fronted by the necessity of reconstructing the
British Constitation.—New York Sun.
—————— @~ St

THE WEIGHTS AND MEASURES ACQT.

ONE MAN'8 NEGLECT NO EXCUSE FOR THAT OF
ANOTHER—IMPORTANT JUDGMENT.

His Honor Mr. Dugas gave his decision
Wednesday 1ast in the case of A, J. Whitton,
Weights’ and Measures’ Inspector, #s. N,
Fortier, tiader, prosecuted for having un-
stamped measures in his possessior, contrary
to the dispositions of section 28 of the Act.
The judge considered the facts to have been
fully proven by the prosecution, but the de-
ferdant submitted that under section 40 of
the same act he was not bound to bave his
menasures stamped until the Inspactor had ap-
pointed a place and day for inspection and
stamping, and had given a public notice
thereof, regulations which had not been car-
ried out by the Inspector,

The question, then, was whether saction 23
was subordinated to the other one, or that its
effect was suspended until the Department
aod the Inspector had accomplished the
duties which such section imposed upon
them, before, as officers of the law, they could
require others to accomplish thelrs. 1In
other words, was sgection 40 mandatory or
only directory? There could be no doubt
that section 28 was 60 peremptory in its dis-
positions, that any one coming under its con.
trol had no aiternative but to submit, unless
its eftect was suspended or nullified by mo
less stringent dispositions, Had section 40
that effect? 'To elucidate the question His
Honor guoted several authors, and especially
Potter, on #Statniee and Corustitutions,”
and explained at length the difference
between “mandatory” and *directory” clanses
and the effect they had on each other,
From these quotations it seemed to bim that
when a mandatory statute could, without in-
Jjustice, be put into effect without regard to
certain dispositions therein contained, that
these dispositions then could be considered
only as directory, and could not suspend the
enforcement of that Statute. Now, the prin-
cipel aim or object of the Measures Act, and
for which it was framed, was contained in
section 28. Therefore, this clause was strictly
mandatory, It wus true that the officials did
not comply with the requirements of the law,
in giving public notice, etc., but was this a
reason why the defendant should not? Was
this clause of section 40 Lecessary to put him
on his guard? Was he not bousd to ascer-
tuin by himsel! the nomination of the ln-
spector, his place of business and his readf-
nesd to inspect and stamp his measures ? His
Honor believed so for he found that this
clause 40 only contained directions as te
certain proceedings to be sdopted by the
ofticials, so as to render the execution of the
law more prompt and sure. The law could
perfectly exist and be put into effect without
it., It was, therefore, clear thuat section 40
was only directory, and did not affect 1n any
way section 28, and that the defendant wasin
contravention of the 1aw when he was found
in possession of the unstamped measures.
Ho was, therefore, condemied to pay the fine
named in the act.
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ANOTHER FIRE IN QUEBEC.
A UMOLE NADE IN¥ THE WARD OF ST. BAUVEUR.

Quesgc, June 21.—At 2 o'clock to-day an
alarm was sounded from St. Sauvear ward. The
fire broke outin a small wooden tenement
situated on the corner of Prince of Wales and
3t. Michael strests, occupied by a man named
A. R, Primeau. In an hour'stime some ten
wooden houges wers burned to ashes, A
strong westerly  wind prevailed, and it was
pothing less than a miracle that the whole
ward, which is one of the most populous of
thecity, was not reduced to ashes. The fire
brigade was soon on the spot and worked like
heroes. As soon as the alarm sounded,
a general stampede was noticeable in the
streets, and the wildest excitement wasnotice-
able in the vicinity ot the scene of the con-
flagration. Within the hour fully 200 fami-
lies had removed part of their furniture in
the fields adjoining, The block of houses
burned was mostly occupied by poor people,
and the loss, although not cousiderable, will
be severely felt. The loss will not reach
more than $6,000. As far as could be learned
there was no insurance on any of the build-
ings. The following are the names of the
sufferers ;

Mre. Allard, storekeeper ; Charles Beanlien,
carpenter; Pierre Chatie, engineer; Joseph
Colin, shoemaker; Joseph Larose, laborer;
Joseph Latulippe, carpenter; Pierre Mercler,
carter; Mrs. Plerre Morin; Elzear Poulst,
carter; A. R. Primeau, fuctory.

A later account states that the extinction
of the tire was due to the fact that none
‘of the houses in the vicinity of the fire
were Insured, and thus every able-bodied
man in the place, besidesevery proprietor, did
his utmost to stay the progress of the
flames, Two hand-engines, fed from the
cisterns, did good work, and ucatalongues,” or
home-mnde carpets, were dipped in water and
laid on the roofs of the adjoining houses,
thus preventing them from catching fire,
Had the fire occurred in St. Rochs, another
disastrous couflagration would have ensaed.
By the time the corporation sngine got down
the firo was almost out.
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At Cervin, en the Adrlatic sea, the festival
of “marrying the sea” was celebrated with
greatsolemnity last month. The Bishop, at
the head of a rilliant procession, marched to
the elge of the water and cast the wedding
ring into the surf, according to the old Vene-
tian stvle when the Doge " married ” the re-
public to its apoual bride, the Adrintic,

clon., .Now,- however, they find themselves

of'a British Cabinet. fo: manage. Ire-'
prineiples will - be|.

are facts that cannot be ot over,and they |

AND HIS-SISTER.
BY MRS, MAY AGNES FLEMING.

'PART II,
OBHAPIER 1I1.--~CoNTINUED.

She sank back sick and dizzy in her father’s
clasp. For a moment the earth rocked, and
the sky went round—then she sprang up,
herself again,

rigid form of the stranger, and carried it be-
tween them, somehow, to Mr. Darrell’s
houge. ) .

in feet were slightly froat-bitten, his leg
not broken after all, only sprained and swol-
len, and to Edith's relief he was pronounced
in a falnting-fit not dead.

% Don’t look so white and ecared, child,” her
step-mother said pettishly to Ler step-daugh-
ter; “he won't die, and a pretty-burden he'll
be on my hands for the next three weeks.
Go to bed ~do—and don’t let us have you
laid up as well, One’s enough ata timse.”

“Yes, Dithy, darling, g0, said her father,
kissing her tenderly. © You'ren brave little
woman, and you've saved kis lite, I bave al-
ways been proud of you, but never so proud as
to-night.”

It certainly was a couple of weeks. It was
five blessed weeks before ¢ Mr. Charley,” as
they learned to call him, could get about,
oven on cratches. For ijever and sometimes
delirium set in, and Charley raved and tossed,
and shouted and talked, and drove Mrs. Fred-
eric Darrell nearly frantic with his capers.
The duty of nursing fell a good deal on Edith.
She seemed to take to it quite naturally. In
his #“worst spells "’ the sound of her soft voice,
the touch of her cool Land, could soothe him
a8 nothing else could. Sometimes he sung,
as boisterously as his enfeebled state would
allow. «We won't go home till morning!"
Sometimes be shouted for his mother; very
often for « Trixy."”

‘Who was Trixy, Edith wondered with a
sort of inward twinge, mot to be accounted
for ; his sister or—
He was very handsome in those days—his
great gray eyes brilliant with fever, his cheeks
flushed. his chestnut bair falling damp and
heavy off his brow. What an adventure it
was, altogether, Edith used to think, like
gsomething out of a bock. Who was he, she
wondered. A gentleman # by courtesy and
the grace of god,” no mistaking that.
His clothes, his linen, were al1 superfine. On
one finger he wore & diamond that made all
beholders wink, and in his shirtbosom still a-
nother. His wallet was stuffed with green-
backs; his watch and chain, Mr Darrell
affirmed, were worth a thousand dollars—a
sprig of gentility, whoever he might be, this
wounded hero. They found no papers, no
letters, no card-case. His linen was marked
Q. 8.” twisted in o monogram. They must
wait until ho was able himself to tell them
the rest.
The soft eunshine of April was filling his
room. and basking in its rays in the parlor of
rocking-chair sat« Mr. Coarley,” pale and
wasted to a most enterested degres, Ile wag
sitting, looking at Miss Edith, digging indus-
triously in her lower-garden, with one of the
bonrders for under-gardener .and listening to
Mr. Darrell, proposing he should tell them
his name, in order that they might write to
his friends. The young man turned his large
languld eyes from .ae daughter without, to
the father within,
My friends? Oh! to be sure, But it
isn't necessary, isit? It's very thoughtful of
you, an- all that, but my friends wont worry
themsuives into an early grave about my ab-
sence and silence. They’re used to both.
Next week, or week after, I'll drop them a
line myself. I know I must be an awful nui-
sance to Mrs. Darrell, but it I might trespass
:m ygm‘ great kindness and remain here un-
il—
« My dear young friend,” responded Mr.
Darrell, warmly, « you shall most certainly re-
main here. For Mrs. Darrell you're no trou-
ble to her—it's Dithy, bless her, who does all
the nursing.”
The gray,dreamy eyes turned from Mr,
Darre!l again, to that busy figure in the gar-
den. With her cheeks flashed, her brown
eyes shining, her rosy lips apart, and lsugh-
ing, a8 she wrangled with that particular
boarder on the subject of floriculture, she
looked a most dangerous nurse for any young
man of three-and—-twenty . .

#1 owe Miss Darrell and you all more than
I can ever repay,” he said, quletly ; « this is
undsrstood. I have never tried to thank her,
or yon either—words are so inadequate in
these cases. Believe me though, I am not
ungrateful.”

Say no more,” Mr. Darrell cut in hastily;
#only tell us how we are to aidress you while
youremain. ¢Mr, Charley’ {8 an unsatisfac-
tory sott of appellation.”

#“ My name is Stuart; but, as a favour may
I request you to go on calling me Charley ?”

& Stuart!” said the other, quickly ; “one of
the Stuarts, bankers, of New York ?”

The same, My father is James Stuart;
you know him probably?”

The face of Frederic Darrell darkened and
grew almost stern, “Your father was my
wife’s cousin—Edith's mother. Have yvou
never heard him gpeak of Eleanor Stuart 7'’

« Who married Frederic Darrell? Often.
My dear Mr. Darrel], is it possible that you
—tbat I have the happiness of being related
to yon ?” )

4 To my daughter, if von like—her’second
cousio—to me, no” Mr, Darrell said half-
smiling, half-sad. ¢ Your father and his
family long ago repudiated all claims of mine
—1{ am not going to- force myself upon their
noticenow, Edie—Edie my love come in
here and listen to suine strange news.”

She threw down her Bpade and came in
iaughing and glowing, her hair rumbled, her
collar awry, her dress soiled, her hands not
over clean, but looking, oh! so Indescribably
fresh and fair, and healthful and handsome.

«What is 1t7” ghe asked. « Has Mr, Char-
ley gone and sprained his other anklo 77

# Not quite so bad as that.” Aud then her
father narrated the discovery they had mu-
tually made. Miss Dithy opened her bright,
browa eyes.

¢ Like a chapter ont of a novel where every-
body turns out to be somebody else, 1t is—
it is—it {s—my cwn, long-lost son!l' And so
we're second cousing, and you’re Charley
Stuart; and Trixy—now who's Trixy

e Trixy's my sister. How do yoa happen
to know anything about her ?”

Edith made a wry face.

t The nights I've spent—the days I've drag-
ged through, the tortures I've wundergons,
listening to you shouting for ‘Trixy, would
have driven any lcss well-balanced brain
stark mad! Mny I sit down? Digging in
tho sunshine and rowing with Johny Kllis is
awfully hot work.”

« Digging in tho sunshine is detrlmental to
the complexion, and rowing with Johnny El~
lis i8 Injurlous to the temper, I objuct to
both.”

1 Oh, you do?" said Miss Durrel), opening
her eyes again; « it matters so much, too,
whether you object or not. Johnny Ellis is
useful, and sometimes ngreeable. Charley
Stuart is reither one nor t'other, I1fI mayn'

CHARLIE STUART

Her {ather wasthere, and the.
thres young men boarders. They lifted the

4You /may sit-o
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yesterday—what.- wea it 7—oh, + Pendennis;
.wag rather amusing—what I heard of it."”
4'What you heard of it Miss Darrell re-
torts indignantly. ¢ You do well to add.that.
The man who could go to sleep listenimg to
Thackeray is a xaan worthy only of contempt

and scorn! . There’s Mr. Ellis calling me—
I must go.” . . R
Miss Darrell and Mr. Stuart, in his present

quarrel. .
other with a refreshing frankness remarkable
#0 hear. . i

You remind mo of one I loved very dearly
once Dithy,” Chariey said to her, sadly, one
day, after an unusually stormy wordy war—
in fact,the only one I ever did love. Youre-
semble her, too—the same rort of hair and
complexion, and exactly the same sort of—
sh—temper! Her name was Fido—ske was
8 -black and fan terrier—very like you, my
dear, very Iike. Ah! these accidental resem-
blances are cruel things—they tear open half-
healed wounds, aud cause them to bleed
afresh.  Fido met with an untimely end—she
was drowned one dark night in a cistern. 1
thought I had ountlived that grief, but when [
look at you—-"

A stinging box on the ear, given with right
good will, cut short the moarnful reminis-
cence, and brought tears to Mr. Stuart’s eyes,
that were not tears of grief for Fido.

4 You wretch!” cried Miss Darrell, with
flashing eyes. ¢ 1've a complexion of black
and tan, have I, and a temper to match! The
only thing 1 see to regret in your story is,
that it waen’t Fido's master who fell into the
cistern, instead of Fido. To think I should
live to be called a black and tan!”

They never met except to quarrel ; Edith’s
inflammatory temper was up in arms perpetu-
ally. They kept the house in an uncommon-
ly lively state. It seemed to agree with
Charley, His twisted ankle grew stronger
rapidly, flesh and color came back, the world
was not to be robbed of one of its brightest
ornaments just yet. He put off writing to
his friends from day to day, to the great dis-
approval of Mr, Darrell, who was rather be-
hind the age in his notions of filisl daty.

« Ite of no uee worrying,” Mr. Stuart made

answer, with the easy incouciance copcerning
all things earthly which sat so naturally upon
him ; « bad shillings always come back—let
that truthfal old adege console them? Why
should I fidget myself about them. Take my
word they’re not fidgeting themselves about
me, The governor’s absorbed in the rise and
fall of stocks, the maternal id up to her eyes
in the last parties of the sea~on, and my sis-
ter is just out and absorbed body and soul in
beauty and dresses. They never expect me
until they see me.”
About the close of April Mr. Stuart and
Miss Darrell fought their last battle and part-
ed. He went back to New York and to bis
own world, and life, ataguant and flat, flowed
back on its own level for Edith Darrell.

Stagnant and flat it had always been, bat
never half fo dreary as now. Something had
coms into her life and gone out of it, some~
thing bright and new, and wondexfully plea-
sant., There wasa great blank where Char-
ley’s handsome gace had been, and all at once
life seemed to loose ita relish for this girl of
sixtesn. A restlessness took possession of
her, Sandypoint and all belonging to it grew
distasteful. She wanted change, excitement
—Chariey Stuart, perhaps—something dif-
ferent certainly from what she was used to,
or likely toget.

Charly went home and told the « governor,”
and the #materdal,” and ¢« Trixy” of his adven-
ture, and the girl who had saved his life. Miss
Beatrix listened in a glow of admiration.
«Jg she pretty, Charley 7 she asked, of
course, the ficst inevitable femala question,

« Pretty ¥’ Charley responded meditative—
iy, as thongh the idea struck him for the fiisk
time, ¢ Well, ve-e-es. In n cream coloured
gort of way, Edith isn't bad-looking. It
would be very nice of you now, Trix, to write
her a letter, I think, seeing she saved my life
and nursed me, ard is your second cousin, and
everything.”

Beatrix needed no urging, She was an im-
petuous, enthusiastic young womsn of eight-
een, tearfully addicted to correspondence.
She sat down and wrote a long gushing letter
to her # cream-coloured” cousin. Mrs. Stuart
dropped ker a lineof thanks also,and Charley
of conrse, wrote, and there her adventure seem:
o1 to come toan end. Miss Stuarts letters
were long and frequent. Mr. Stuart’s rambling
epistle alternately made her iaugb‘and lose
her temper, a daily loss with poor, disconten-
ted Edith. With the fine discrimination
most men possess, he sent her, on her ssven-
teenth Dbirth—-day, a set of turquoise and
pearls, which made her sallow complexion
hideous, or, at least, as hideous as anything
can make a pretty girl. That summer he
ran down to Sandypoint for a fortzight’s fish-
ing, and an oasisjcame suddvoly in the desert
of Edith’s life. She and Charley might quar-
rel still, and I am bound to say they did, on
every possible occasion and in every possiblo
point, but they were never satisfied a moment
apart,

The fortnight ended, thafish were caught,
he went back, aud the dull days snd the long
nights, the cooking, darning, mending began
again, and went on until madness would have
been a relisf. 1t was the old story of the
Sleeping Besuty waiting for the prince to
come and wake her intu life and love witi his
kiss. Only in this instance the prince bad
come and gone, and left Beauty, in the sulks,
behind,

She was eighteen yenrs old and nick of her
life. And just when disgust and discontent
were taking palpable form, and she was de-
bating between a jump into Sandypoint Bay
snd running off, caome Charley with his mo-
ther’s letter, From that hour the story of
Edith Darrell's life began.

CHAPTER III.
TRIXY'S PARTY.

Two weeks sufficed for Miss Darrell's pre-
parations. A quantity of new linen, three
new dresses, one hat, ons spring sncque—that
was all.

Mr, Darrell had consented—what was
there he could have refused hia darllng? He
had consented, biding the bitter pang it cost
him deep in his own juiet heart. It was the
loss of her mother over again; the tonder
passion and the present Mrs. Darrell were two
facts perfectly incompatib.e. .

Mrs, Darrel aided briskly in the prepara—
tion—to tell the truth, she was not sorry to
ba rid ~f her step daughter, between whom.
and hergelf perpetual! war raged Edith asa
worker was o failure; she went about the
dingy house, in her dingy dresses, with the
air of an out-at-elbows duchess. She snubbed
the boarders, she boxed the juvenmile Dar-
roll's ears, she ¢ sassed” the mistress of the
house-

41t speaks volemes for your amiability,
Bithy,” Charley remarked, s the intense eng-
erness and delight with which everybody in
this establishment huils your departure,
Four dirty little Darrells ran about the pas-
anges with their war whoop, ¢ Dithy’s goiog
~hooray ! Now we'll huve funl” Your step.

this footstool at my feet
| —~woman’s- proper. place—and- read. . me to
‘| sleep.~ That book you-were reading  aloud

state of convalescence rarely met except to
They spoke their minds to onean- |-

Todged -and boarded Greek-ed snd '‘Laktinied

Your ‘welfaré must: be unspeakably. precious
to them, Edie,
ing bereavement o well, ¥ .

‘He paused. ~ Thespeech was a lengthy one,
and lengthy speeches mostly exhausted Mr,
8tuart. 'He lay back, watchicg his fair rela-

closed eyes, - - -

Her work dropped In her lap, a faiut flush
-Tose up-over her dugk face.

“ Oharley,” she responded, gravely, # I don't
wonder you eay. this—it is true, and nobody
feels it more than XI. I am a disagreeable
creature, a selfish nuisance, an idle, discon-
tented kill-joy. 1 only wonder youare mot
afraid to take me with you at all.”

Mr. Btuart sat up, rather surprised.

# My dearest coz, don't be go tremendously
in earnest. If I had thought you were going
totake it seriously .—"

Lot us be sericus for once —we have all
our lives left for quarrelling,” said Migs Dar-
rell, as though quarrelling wers a plensant re-
creation, I sit down and try to think
sometimes why I am 50 miserable—s0 wretch.
ed ir my present life—why I hail the pros-
pect of & new one with such delight. I see
other girls--nicer, cleverer girls than I am
everyway, and their lives suffice for them—
the daily, domestic routine that iz most hor-
rible drudgery to me, pleases and satisfies
them. It must be tkat I have an incapacity
for life ; I daresay when the novelty and gloss
wear off, I ahall tire equally of the life I am
going to. A new dress,a dancs, a bean, and
the hope of a prospective husband suffices for
the girl I speak of. For me—none of your
sarcastic smiles, air—one tkought of a future
husband fg—"

# Only vanity and vexation of spirit. Bat
there is a future husband. You are forced to
admit that, Dithy. I wonder what he is to
be like? A modern 8ir Lancelot, with the
beauty of all the gods, the courage of a Cecur
de Lion, the bow of a Chesterfield, and the
purse of a Fortunatus. That's the photo,
fsn’t it 7" -

“No, sir—not a bitlike it. The purse of
a Fortunatus, if yon Nke; I ask nothing
more. The Sir Lancelots of life, if they ¢x
ist at all, are mostly poor men, and I don’t
want anything to do with poor men. My

marriage is to be a purely business transac-
tion—T scttled that long ago.  He may have
the form and face of a Satyr; he may have
seventy years; so that he be worth a millien
or 80, I will drop m¥ best curtsey when he
asks, and say, « Yes, and thanky, sir,” 1f the
Apoilo himselfknelt before me with an empty
purse, I should turn my back vpon him in
pity and disdain.”

1 Ig that meant for me, Edie ?” Mr. Stuart
inquired, rising on his elbow, and admiringly
gazing at hisown handeome face on theglass.
« Bocause ifit is, don’t excite yourself, Fore-
warned is forearmed—I'm not going to ask
you,”

#I never thought you were,” Edith said,
laughing, #I never aspired so high, As
well love eome bright particular star, etcete-
ra etcetera, as the only son of James Stuart,
Eequire, lineal descendant of the Princes of
Scotland, and banker of Wall Street. No.
Charley, I know what you will do. You'll
drift through lite for the next three or four
years, as you have drifted up to the present,
well looking, well dressed, well mannered,
and then some day your father will come to
you and say grufily, ¢Charles!” (Edith grows
dramatic as she narrates—it is a husky mas.
culine voice that speaks); * Here's Miss Pe~
troleum's father, with a million and a half—
only child—order a suit of new clothes and
go and ask her to marry you! And you will
look at him with a helpless sigh, and go.
Your father will select your wife, sir, and
you'll take her, like a good boy, when you're
told. I shouldn't wonder now but that it is
to select n wite for you, and a husband for
Trixy, he is taking this projected trip to
Europe.”

s Shouldp't you? Neithershould I. Never
wonder. Against my principles,” Charley
MUIMure.

«There are plentv of titled aristocracy
abroad—eo I am told—ready to silver-gild
their coronets by a union with plutocracy.
Plenty Lady Janes and Lady Marys ready to
gell themselves to the highest bidder.”

& As Edith Darrell is 7"

# Ag Edith Darrell is. It's all very fine
talking of love and devotion, and the empti-
ness of life without. Believe me, if one has
plenty of money one cau dispense with love.
1've read a good many novels, but they have-
'nt turned my head on that subject. From
sll I've read, indeed, I should think it must
be a very uncomfortable sort of intermittent
fever, indeed. Don’t love anybody except
yoursell, and it is out of the power of any
human being to make you very wretched.”

t A gentiment whoss truth is only equalled
by its—selfishness.”

« Yes, itis selfish ; rudit is yonr thorough-
ly selfish people, wuu get the best of every-
thing in this world. I am selfish and world-
ly, ambitions and heartless,and all that is
sbominable., I may as well own it. You'll
fiod it out for yourself soon.”

« A most unnecessary acknowledgement,
my dear child—it is psatent to the dullest ob-
server. But, now, Edith—look bhere—this is
serious, mind 1" He raises himself again on
bis elbow, and looks, with a curious smile, in-
to her darkly-eurnest, cynical young face.
#Suppose I am madly in love with you—
‘madly in love' ia the correct phrare, isn'c it ?
suppoge I am at your feet, going through all
the phases of the potential mood, ¢ command-
ing, exhorting, entreating’ you to marry me
—you wouldn't say no, would you, Edle?
You like moe—don't deny it. You know you
do—like me well ezough to marry me to-mor-
row. Would yourefuse me in spite of my de-
peadence on my father, and my empty
purse "

He took her hand, and held it tightly, de-
spite her struggles.

¢ Would you, Edie ?” he says, putling hie
arm around her waist. * I'mnot a sentimen-
tal fellow, but I belleve in love. Come! you
wouldn’t—you couldn’t bid me go.”

Her color has risen—that lovely rosepink
color, that lit her bruneite face into such
beauty—but she resolutely freed herself,"and
met his balt-tender, halémerry glance, full.

«I would,” she said, * if I—liked you so
that you filled my whole heart. Let me go,
gir, and no more of this nonsenge. I know
what I am talking about, and waat comes of
marrying for love. There was my own mc—~
ther; she left a rich and luxurious home,
wonlthy suitors, all thy comforts und elep-
ances of life, without which hfe isn't worth
livinr, and ran away with papa. Then fol-
lowed long years of poverty, discomfort, ill:
ness, and miserable grumbling. She never
complained—perhaps she wusn't even very
unbappy ; hers wasn’t the sort of love that
flivs vut of the window when poverty comes
jn at the door—she just faded nway aod died.
For myself, T have been dissatisfisd with my
lot ever sinca I can remember—piniog for the
glory and grandeur of this wicked world,
‘There is but one way in which they can sver

be miue—by marringe. It marriage will not

-here, wear-faces of suppressed relief, that. tells
ite own-tale to the student .of himan nature .

‘when they bear tfieir approach.’

tive ns che sat sewing near, with azy, half-’

'bt“ ‘W:hich 1 dom't %i_nk__
‘SBtuart responded..-  Youngiladies ljjg "
who set out on the. \é;e#;qh—m’;tﬁmo;;:f gﬂu,
lots of common sense, worldliness, gelfishy, A
and mercenary. motives!generally regep gy
goal. - It's a fair-enough exchange_gq . o0
youth and ‘good looks for 50 many th(,usuch
dollats. 1 wish you'all auccess, Miss Dyt
in your laudable undertaking, It ts weu“3 b
should understand. each ' other, at once e
for ever, or even I some day might be ¢ and
ed to-make & fool of myself. Your exceﬁ] Pt
counsels, my dearest cousin, will by iny eat
able to me, should my lagging footstep; f“"
by the way. Edith! where have yoy .o (¢F
to be 80 bard, so worldly, so—if yoy wil'lim
don me—so unwomanly 7’ Par
“Is it unwomanly 7" she reepateq
fly. #Well, perhaps itis. I am hon
lenst—give me credit for that. 1My ownlt at
life has taught me, books have taughthm
looking at my mother and listening 1 -
step—mother have faught me. I fgq oldmy
eighteen—old and tired. I am jug u
those girls, I think, who turn ouf ve o
or very bad women, as fate deals withyth
IVs not too late yet to draw back e)m'
Your mother can easily get anothe, pm KA
lady to do the French and Germap busic:;g?
Yo :
E:;;an tell her I don's suit, angd leave me gt

“ Not too late to draw back,"
his iudolent smile. ¥ Istherg
thing as diuwi_ng back at al] ?
is done. couldn't go without, ;
tried. O, don’t lookgalarmed, Iygﬁ,?f‘;;’”
anything. You amuse and interest me ti&n
is nll. Youw're something ofa Study‘en’ﬁ it
different from the genus young lady 1'y
customed to. Only—keep your frankpeg }w '
Cousin Charley, he’s harmless ; don' g 1Or
it tothe rest of the world. It migy ipay

: 180T epofl
your chances. Evwen senile il ongiveg
don’t care to walk into the trap, unfey the
springs are hidden in roses. Come, throy
dowe that endless sewing, and let’s have 8
walk on the beach. Who knows whey we
may 8ee the sun go down together again, ove
the classic waters of Sandypoint Bay.”

Edith laughed, but she rose to obey.

“ And I thought you were not sentimenty|
One would think it the Bay of Nuples. Hor.
ever, We start to-morrow, I don’t mind going
down and bidding the old rocks and sangs
good-bye.”

She put on her hat, and the two went wan.
deriog awny together, to watch the s gy
over the sea. In the rosy light of the epring
suanset, the fishing boats drifted on the ship.
ing waters, and the ficherman’s chant com:
borne fo their ears,

# It reminds me of that other April ever.
ing two years ago, Dithy, when we came dow:
here to say good-bye. You cried then g
parting—do you remember? But you wer
only sixteen, poor child, and knew no better,
You wouldn’t cry now, would yen, for acy
man in the universe, ?

«Not for Charley Stuart certainlv—ke
needn’t think it,” ’

“He doesn't think it, my pet; he never
looks for impossibilities. 1 wonder if that
night in the snow were to come again if youd
risk your life now, as you did then 7"

« Risk my life! What bosk! There was
no risk; and bad as I am, and heartless as
Uve grown, I don't think—1 don’t thivk I'd
walk away, aud leave any poor wretch to die.
Yes, Charley, if the night in the snow come
over again, Id do now as I did then.”

«] don't believe it wan a Kindnesz, after
all,’" Charley responds. ¢ I havea presenti-
ment that & day will come, Dithy, when [
hate yon. I shouldn't have suffered mud &
you had let me freeze to death. Andlws
strong pregcience (is that the word) that!lll
fall in love with you some day, and be jilted.
and undergo untold torture, and hate you
with a perfect frenzy. It will bea very in
tiguing experience, but I feel in my bones
that it is to be.”

# Indeed! A Saul among the prophets. I
shall not be eurprised, however; it iz my
usual fate to be hated. And now, as we
seem to have drifted into disagreeable sud
personal sort of talk, sappose we change the
subject ? Thera isa dory yonder; if your ia
dolent sultanship can bear the labor of stear-
ing, I'l1 glve you a last row across the bay.”

They take the doryand glide nway. Char
ley lies back, his hat pulled over his eyes,
smoking a cigar and steering. She has the
onrs, the red sunlight is on her face. Ldith
defies tan and sunburn. She looks at lazf
Charley, and singg ag she pulls, a gaucy swmile
of defiance on her lips:

« It was on a Monday morning,
Right early in the year,
That Charley came to our town,
The young Chevalier.

And Charley he's my darling,
My darling, my darling ;
And Charley be's my datling,

The young Chevalier !’

What Charley answers is not on record.
Perhaps the aged millionaire, who is to batbe
fature happy possessor of Miss Darrelis
charms, would not care to hear it. Thef
drift cn—they are together—tboy ask b0
more The rosy after—glow of the suns
fades oat, the night comes white with sta
the faint spring wind sighs over the bay, and
both are silent. « And,” says Charley's inne!
consclousnesa, « if this be not fulling in love
I wonder what is 7"

They linger yet lopger. It is tbe laet
night, and romantically enough, for so world:
1v and cybical s pair, they watch the faint lit-
iie April moon rise. Liith lopks over her
left shoulder at it, and says something under
her breath.” ]

« What invocation are you muormuriog
there 7' Charley asks, half asleep.

~1 was wishing. I always wish when
see the new moon.”

4 For & rich busband, of course, Edie!" H?
gits up snddenly. «Therds tne buconet:
Suppose you go for him "’

w@Go for him!” What a horribly valgsr
way you have of speaking. No. Il lears
him for Trixy. Have you had enough o
starlight and moonlight, Mr. Stuart,
Sandypoint Bay, becanse I'm golng to {w?
and row home? I've had no supper, and
shall eat you if we stay lere fasting mut
longer.” 3

$he rows back, and arm in arm they asu:eut
the rocky path, and linger one last momel
at the garden gate. )

«So ends the old life” Edith says softlf:
«It §g my last night at home. I ought tl‘;
feel sad, 1 suppolse, ’t,mt I don’t. I never ft
80 happy in my lite.

Hepixs) holdinyg ber hand. For two who 8¢
not lovers, and never mesn to be, they under
r+tand each other wonderfully weil.

« And remember your promise,” he answeflﬂi
“« Lot the lito that is coming bring what
may you Are never to blame me.”

Then Mrs. Darrell’s tall spare figure B}t’;
pears in the moonlight, sammoning thetn o
tea, and bands are unclasped, acd in silen!
they follow hers, . o0

The first frain from Sindypoint to Bes

drear.

he raid, wiy
ever fuch g
What is dope

rely

| hoary away Edith Darrell aud Charley St“":::

Not ulcne togesher, however—forbid it '
Gruwdy! Mrs. Rogers, the Sandypotht zfa\'
iner, is goiog to Now York for the sum :
farhiuuy, nod the youny lady travels u:ms
ber pro:ection, They reach Boston in



