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for some reason of her own, she was not
inclined to take the hint he had wrap-
ped up so poetically.

“See!"—rising lazily and putting on
her hat. “My friends are coming back
for me at last! I had begun to think

| they had forgotten me!”

“Who could forget you!” the young
man said in a low tone, more to himself

. than to her.

|
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THE SILENT SEAMAN.

“Oh, they could!"—laughing a little.
“They are all in all to each other. Why
should they remember me?”’

He stood beside her while she drew
on her gloves. One of them she could

{ not button, and she held it out to him

HE WAS AN OLD BO’SUN’S MATE, AND !

HE HATED TALKERS.

His Aversion to Woerds, lawe.vn-.
Did Not Prevent Him From Talking
H 1f on One 1 and After
He Got Through Talking He Acted.

“We had an old bo’sun’s mate on the
Marion a few years ago whose taciturn-
ity was known among all the old timers
in the service,” said a maval officer now
on departmental duty. “He was a fine
sailorman, and he had been in the Ameri-
can naval service for more than 30 years.
In the course of that whole period it was
stated by his oldest shipmates that he
had probably not spoken more than 1,000
superfluous words. = Fis aversion te
speech he applied to all hands.

“The old man hated talkers, and sea
lawyers only excited grunts of disgust
from his shaggy throat. He bad a
massive contempt for modern ships of
war. He didn’t express his preference
for the old wind jammers like the Marion
in words, but every time we haj nened
upon one of the mew steel cruise:s he
would regard the modern vessel susni-
ciously out of the tail of his eye and jeik
his thumb toward her in lpoe?eu con-
tempt. He hated talking so nfuch that
when be was assigned td the gangway
to give out the ship's calls—pass the
word, that ié—he begged off on the
ground that he was ‘a workin man-o’-
warman’ and mot ‘a man-o'-war chaw.’

“Nobody knew gnything about his am-
tecedents, where he came from or any-
thing of that sort. The most that wgs
known of him was that he had a wite
somewhere in the state of California, te
whom he sent each month one-half of his
pay through the paymaster. There was
no record of his ever having seem his
wife during a period of about 15 years.
He always shipped right ever directly
one enlistment was served, never took
any shore leave and never, to any one’s
knowledge, went on a visit to his wife.

“One day while we were tied up at
Mare Island the old bo-sun's mate stood
at the gangway watching the coming
aboard eof a big batch of recruits from
the receiving ship_Ihdependence. They

- werg all newh~ shippod™~dundsmen, and
pretty raw looking at that. The old mam
did eonsiderable grunting as he watched
them clumsily come over the side with
their bags and bammocks., He was one
of the kind of old tars who can’t realize
that sailormen have to start sailorizing
at some time or another, and he had

been in the service so long that he had

probiibly quite forgotten that he had
even been a raw 'un himself, unfamiliar
with the difference between the cathead
and the mizzen staff.

“One of the young chaps who came
aboard seemed to catch the old man’s
eye, and he sized him up narrowly. He
kept his eye on this particular landsman
for some time, but Le said nothing. - The
object of his gerntiny was a raw boned,
clumsy looking lad of 20 er so. The
whole bunch of them were given liberty
on the morning after they came aboard.
They returned to the ship in fairly good
shape on the same evening, except that
about a dozen of them were pretty

oggy ones was the young
1zht the cye of the old
. The young fellow had
apparently wen having a pretty wild
time during h liberty, aud he had about
all he could do™o get up the gangway
ladder. The oid bo'sun's mate watched
the crowd come nboard, and when this
particular landsman stumbled up the
ludder and drunkenly made as If to sa-
Jute the officer of the dceck and ge for-
ward the old man jumped to the mast
like a flash and had the young fellow by
the scruff of the neck. He led his cap-
tive up to the officer of the deck, made
the ecrape ¢mployed by the old timers,
clegred his throat and said:

“ Instead o' puttin this 'un in th’ brig,
gir, I'd like te have you hand him over to
me.'

“This sounded pretty odd to the officer
of the deck. He didn't know what the
old man meant.

““What do you want with him? in-
quired the officer of the deck.

“The old man knuckled
for & minute, wiped his mouth with the
back of his band and said:

“¢I want to heave an fdea or two into
his earcass about the evils o' this here
shore drinking.’

“‘But what have you got to do with
his drunkenness? asked the deck officer.

with a pretty little gesture. Of course
he was longer over it than he need have
been! And no one could blame him for
lingering a little, That round, white
wrist would have tempted a far strong-
er man than Julign Carre.

Percy Stanhope, coming up, saw’ them
as they stood side by side, and a sharp
pang went through his heart. He would
dearly have liked to kmock the man
dewn; but he knew that he had no right
to do it. He had sense enough left to
gee that. As it was, his greeting was
of the stiffest.

They stood and talked together for a
few minutes, and then Julian Carre
went back into the church for Iord
Jlarvey. and they went home as they
had come, across the ficlds together.

“] am as dusty and tired as I can
be,” Esther said to Dulcie. “I think
you were not far wrong in staying
where you did.”

“] am sure I was not”—meaningly.

Esther flushed and smiled, while Per:y '

marching with his head in the air, look-
ed as if. he was deaf and blind to all
about him.

“I'hat train of yours would have come
to grief, Dulcie. We have been through
Dingle's Hollow."”

“You have not come to grief, seem-
{ivess

“Oh, yes, 1 1ave! My skirt Is ruined”
—drawirg aside her pretty blue walking-
dress, and shewing her boots; “and look
at my feet!”

Dulcife laughed.

‘You'll get over it, dear.”

The dainty boots were white with
mendow-sweet, and green with the damp
of the moss through which they had
been.

“Was Mr. Carre with you long, Dul-
cle?”

“He came ebout tem minutes after I
had lost sight of you,” Dulcie returned
indifferently; and she knew as well as
if «he had seen it, that there came a
heavy frown on Percy's face as she
spoke.

Leaning over the gate of the house,
as they came within sight of it, was
IHugh Fleming. He had been smoking,
but when/ he saw them he threw his
cigarSaoto the road, and went forward
to meet them.

After the hand-shaking had been gone
through he made his way to Duleie,
"he girl brightened at his coming, and
put on her pretty graces as naturally as
a bird prunes its little breast in th
sunshine. He was nothing to her, thig
grave man, less than nothing, indeed,
but for her life she could not let him go
free, without feeling a touch of her
“‘glamourie.”

How was he to knew that the little
dimples, coming and going in her cheeks,
were so many danger-signals? That the
rweet eyes lifted to his face, were but
wells, in which a_stronger soul than
his might be lost? He thought her a
charming child-woman with no guile,
and perhaps very little sense—a kind
of human blossom made expressly to
brighten the earth.

“I have come down,” he told her, “to
enjoy myself. I want to forget all the
cares of life for a while. Will yu. help
me, Miss Levesque?”’

They were standing at the foot of the
ghallow stone steps, and the shadows
of the old elm's leaves fell over her face,
and crept down to the dainty shoulders,

She raised her face and smiled at him.

“I, will if T ean Mr, Fleming.”

“Very well! Then it is a bargain?”’

“Yes'- \\Hb a laugh,

“Well, let us shake hands on it as
they do in the North Countrie!”

He held out his broad palm, and she
put hers upon it; and, for an instant,
they  clung together, and then slowly
parted.

And Dulcie looking into the man's
eyes, knew that she had won another
lover,

CHAPTE‘ Vi

Toward the end of April, Lady Har-
was to give a dinner party. Invita-
tions for it came to The Elms, to Mrs.
Hurdinge's delighted surprise.
“I don't think I ever saw Berta so

| excited over anything,” Esther said, as

his forehead |

; quietly.

“+¢Why, th’ swab’s my sop,’ said the |

old man.

“The officer of the deck couldn’t help '

but break into a laugh, the spectacle
wags so ridiculons. Lhe youth, whose
collar was still gripped by the old man's
horny paw, had the funnlest conceivable
xpression of surprise om bis drunken
lace. It afterward came out that while
be knew in a general way that his father
was ip the American pavy, he Lad no
f{dea what ship he was serving on, and
it is no wonder that this peculiar way of
meeting with his dad rather surprised
him.

“14Go forward, the both of you,’ said
the officer of the deck, smiling, and the
old mam hauled his brawny, raw boned
son up forward under the to'gallant
fo'c’sle, where he deliberately laid him
over his knee and spanked him good and
hard with the blunt end of a marlinspike,
while all the rest of the crew stood about
glving the drunken lad the laugh. The
boy staid aboard that ship and developed
into a good sailormam under the old
man’s tutelage, but he never returned
from liberty again in a drunken condi-
tion while 1 was attached to the Mar-
fon."”

POULTRY POINTERS.

For layers, pullets and 2-year-old hens
are the best. .

Keeping useless roosters is like keep-
ing hens that do not lay.

Goslings grow more rapidly than any
other kind of farm fowl.

Send layers to roost with their crops
full to carry them over night.

Egg eating may easily be induced by
idleness and close confinement.

Never give layers soft feed enough to

. gorge them or make them lazy

It is a help in fattening fowls rapidly
to keep them as quiet as possible.

Puinting the inside of the poultry house
with gas tar will free it from lice.

Carefully save the scraps from the ta.
ble and feed them to the laying Lens.

For diarrhca in chickens give boiled
milkk into which some chalk and a little
bone dust have been stirred while cook-
ing.

Fowls should have as much exercise
as they want, They are good judg
what they require to keep the vital forces
moving.

1t there is any difference betwecn feed-
ing young ducks and young chickens, it
is the fact that young ducks require &
larger quantity of bulky food.

- ;

s of

| to her.

the two girls sat over thelr late tea.
“She is in a fever of delight. We shall
hear of nothing for the next fortnight
but ‘What shall we wear? "

Dulcle smiled, and sipped her tea
A change had of late come
over her, not to be accounted for in any
way. Bhe had lost half her reckless
verve, and a good- deal of her brightness,

“I'or my own part, I would -much
rather stay at home. I shall feel hor-
ribly out of place among such grandees.”

“You are as good as any of them,
Etty.”

“Oh, Dulcie! a plaln farmer's daugh-
ter could not be.”

“Your father is as true a gentleman
se ever. lived,” Duléie sald, warmly.
“And yeu are not ashamed of the dear
old farm, are you, Etty?'—lifting re-
proachful eyes to her face.

“Ashamed of it, dear!
not. Often and often I have longed
to he back at it. Often and often I
have wondered if it would not have
been as well for all of us if Berta had
not made a rich marriage, and taken me
away from papa. He might not have
married again, but for that”—wistfully.

Mr. Durrant’s second marriage was a
sore point with his children; with Etty,
his youngest born, sorer than any. It
had made the old home reem strange
The few times that she had
gone back to it, she had felt lonely and
lost, and thenkful to return to her
Buaster,

“You need not trouble about that now,
dear, whea you will so soon have a
home of your own! And"—with a swift
blush, at which Esther woundered—*you
might never have met Percy if you had
not been with Berta.”

“That s true!"—softly.

“Have you finished your tea, Etty?”
—rising and stretching herself lazily. “If
you have, we may as well go out. It's
8o stifling here.”

“How fond you are of the open air,
Dulcie! 1 think you could live out of
doors.”

“Yes, if it e mnpt for our east
winds and showers”—with a little shrug
of disgust.

Snntchiuﬁﬂ!u lace eape, Dulcie pass-
ed out on to the lawn, through the open
window, while Esther went away to
find a hat for hergelf. A west wind met
her, like a caress; ns she emerged inte
the open air. Close beside the gate was
a tall laburnum, now in full bloom, Dul-
cie went straight to it, and leaned her
arms on the low wooden gatepost, The
golden blossoms bent .over her, and flung
their perfume at her with every pass-
ing breath of wind, Everything wuas
very quiet and sweet. The hedge on

That I am

the other side of The road was sta
all over with clusters of elegant
flowers. Somewhere, in the far
overhead, a lark was singing.

As she leaned there, a lad passed
looked at her; stopped a few seconds,
then turned and came back.

“Are you Mies Dulcle, if you please?”

“Yes,” she answered, amazed that he
should know her.

“This is for you, then,
thank you.”

“This” was a small note curiously
twisted. Before she could find breath
to ask who sent it, the lad was off,
tramping along the road at a rate that
made it useless for her to try to follow

and no answer,

him.

Something chill cwept through the
girl’s veins, as she held the paper in her
hand. Turning her head to make sure
that Esther was not coming, she opened
it and read:

days I have waited for you and you
never came. If I have offeneded you,

shall wait and hope till I see you.”

There was no need to look at the
signature, she knew from whom it eame
—knew that it was Julian Carre who
had waited.

“Shall 17" she asked herself with a
little sigh. *“I used always to be able
to know what I wanted to do, and to do
it. Lately, I seem to have two souls
\ ip my body, each drawing me a dig-
| ferent way.”

Esther joined her presently, and the
| two walked up and down across the
shott grass of the lawn, chatting; while
the stars came out overhead, and the
night-wind brought to them faint echoes
of the river brawling over its pebbles,

“Don’t you think my white silk would
do for this dinner, Dulcie? I do not
feel inclined to get a dress expressly for
it, as Berta says I must.”

“It would do very nicely, I think, but
still”’—laughing—*I would get the new
one it I could.”

“If I do, it shall be one exactly like
yours, and then we shall look like
sisters.”

“It is not in the power of clothes to
make us look like sisters,” Dulcie cried,
mockingly. “I am no more like you than
a wild rose is like a hothouse lily; and
besides” —sententlously—"1 shan’t go.”

Esther stopped on the lawn in surprise.

“Not go! You don’t mean it?”

“Oh, yes 1 do!"—emphatically.

At that moment Mrs. Hardinge ap-
peared on the door-step.

“Esther, come in. I want you.”

said Dulcie, dryly.

But Esther did not hurry herself.

“It will seem so miserable without
you!"—putting her arm round Dulcie's
neck, and looking down at her whttul}y.
“] should not enjoy myselt at all. g ¢
look to you to keep me from feeling over-
powered and desolate”—semiling a little,

“You'll find you won’t need me, Berta,
you know, is a host in herself.”
Z»But Berta is not you, dear!”

“No"—with a mocking laugh, “Thank
goodness, she is not. I would much
rather be Dulcie.”

They were standing where the light
Julian Carre passed them and stopped.
Esther said. “I won't take ‘No’ for an
answer."”

a sage little nod. “I always mean what
1 say.”

Then she turned back to her old post
by the gate, while Esther went in-doors.
Leaning her elbows on the topmost bar,
Dulcie rested her
hands, and looked out dreamily  over the
darkening fields. The black lace had
fallen back from her head and face. Her
pretty light dress, with the vivid crimson

path of soft dolor against the green
about her.

Julian Carre, looking at her, feit his
heart throb fast, stormily, passionately.

“What is in the girl?’ he said to
himselt, as he watched her from the
shade of the high bridge opposite, “that
draws me to her in spite of all my con-
mon sense. She is not as beautiful as
Audry Follet, nor as Lady Mary, evenj
yet they are as water unto wine com-
pared with her.”

Bhe had not seen him. Bhe was not
even thinking of him. When he crossed
the road end stood before her she
olasped her hands with a sharp ory.
The pretty color had faded from cheek
and lip, for she thought, when she first
looked up, that it was Percy Btanhope.

“Have I the misfortune to startle
you again?’ he said, penitently.

“0t course you startled me. Where
did you come from?”

“] was passing, and I heard your
voice. I could not but stay. You do
not blame me?’—bending forward to
catch a glimpse of her face, under the
shade of the boughs to which she had
retreated.

“Most decidedly!”

“I am sorry for that; but do not make
me feel sorry I stayed.” )

“Why should you be glad ?'—demurely.

“I have seen you.”

Dulcie laughed, and glided a step near-
er. It was nice, after all, to read the
love in this too oandid man’'s eyes, and
to know that the game he had taken up
for pastime had grown into serfous earn-
est for him.

“I have seen you,” he repeated, pas-
slonately. “Do you know what that
means to me?’ Do you know that day
and night your face haunts me, your
voice is in my ears?”

Bhe folded her slim hands on the bar,

and lifted her face to him. The pearly
brow, with those little shining- rings of
hair about it, gleamed in the light. The
large bright eyes met his unflinchingly.

“You must not blame me for that.
You know whea you told me a week
ago that your friend had warned you
against admiring me, I bade you take
the warning. Could I do more?”

“It was too late,” Julian Carre an-
swered, hoarsely. “You knew that it
was too late when you said it.”

“Did I?” the girl eaid, indifferently.

She was plucking listlessly at the
laburnum flowers that hung over her
head. The piquant face, the round,
milk-white throat, were framed in by
their slender, golden sprays.

Harvey had told him the truth. He
had slipped “into the depths” without
knowing it. Bhe was beautiful, and
he loved her as hig friend had foretold
he would. She tormented him, she
mocked at him, she made it no secret
that she did not care a fig for him. But
nothing could alter the fact that he
loved her.

“Do you know,” looking up with a
smiie, to find him watching her ad-
miringly, “Mrs, Hardinge - would be
quite horrified if she knew that I was
out here at this hour talking to you?”’

“What is Mrs. Hardinge to us?’'—
crossly.

“She is my hostess at present, that is
all.”

He put out his hands and took hold
of hers, They were full of leaves and
yellow buds, and he held them close in
his feverish grasp, the soft, white hands
and the flowers.

“I will go away if you will promise to
see me to-morrow.”

“You will not be warned then?”

“Not by you, dearest—presking his
lipg to fhe bare, white erms, plmost
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With a sudden jerk she released her
hands, and stood back frem him,
“At least you have warned me,” she

“You will forgive me,” he said, push-
ing.open the gate in his earncstness.
“You will not blame me for what I could

“Oh, no.
scornfully. It has been gQuite ‘my owa
fanit.”

With a chil bow she swept past him
and into the house before he could stay

He waited. and watched, half hoping
she might come out to him again, but
she did not. He heard a brilliant vals»
being played in - the drawing-room pre-
sently, and by some instinct he divined
that Dulcie was the player. He turned
about at that and strodé home, a man
a beyond his patience,

“Dulcie,” Mrs. Hardinge said, coming
into the room where the gil was play-
ing, trying as she would have said to
herself, to work her temper out at her

' finger tips, “what is this that Esther

told me about your not going to Abbey-
lande?” 4
“Nothing; but that I am not going.”
“Esther will be very disappointed then.
She says she shall not enjoy herself
without you. Oould you not change

! your mind?”

. until to-morrow.
“Why are you so cruel? These three !

yeu might at least let me know how. ) G+t
i

| i
gestively—*say blue, brightened by ruhy.

“Phank goodness, you don‘t want me,” |

| Btty can bear them, and so can
The discussion flagged a little after .

fell full u them. |
from the open door fel on | to intrust to her servants.

“You will change yos' mind, I know,” | It was a month to the day since Dul- |

“You will have to do so, Etty,” with

chin on her folded |

“] would rather not, thank you.”
“At all events you need not decide
I shan't write till
then.”

Mrs. Hardinge took up’a book and lay
down on one of the couches, and Dulcie
began playing again.

Should she go? That was the one
question that haunted her, and repented
itsel? over and over again, to the time
of the tune she was playing. Should
she go, and show him that not one of
the fine Iadies of this world was as
beautiful as she was? It would be a
rare trlumph for her, and her eyes danc-
ed at the prospect.

“I hope she'll decide to stay at home,”

« Mre. Hardinge was thinking, behind the

leaves of her novel. “HEsther is really
handsomer than she is, and yet somehow
she always surpasses her.”

“] wish you would speak to Etty”
she said, aloud. “She is bent on wear
ing her white dress, and it is reaily un-
suitable. I never saw a girl so careless
about clothes.”

“] think Esther always looks very
nice, Mrs. Hardinge."

“Yes"—complacently—*we ocan both of
us do with only a little dress, But this
is a special occasion. It would be very
pleasant if Etty could visit at Abbey-
lands when she comes to live here.”

Dulcie winced. Not all her nerve could

help her to bear these little stings un- |

flinchingly. Mrs. Hardingdf unconscious

that she had said anything to hurt lie:%vhlon."

went on reflectively: )

“] was thinking of pale blue, with
silver leaves. 8he would look well in
blue, don't you think?”’

“Very well, I am sure. But"—sug-
Silver is a shade fade for evening wenr,
I always think.”

“Y can’t say that I quite care for those
very marked contrasts.”

“No?'—dryly. “They are trying, but

L

that. Mrs. Hardinge did not seem to
care to talk any more of colors, bright

| or pale, to this plain-spoken young lady.

She went back to her book. - And Dul-
cle, sweeping across to one of the win-
dows, drew the curtains to behind her,
and sat down. She did not know where
Etty was. Doing something for her
sister, she presumed, for Mrs. Hardinge
did not hesitate to press any one into

her service, and Etty had often to work, |

to do little things that she ¢id not care

cie had come to The Eims—a whole
month, and it had not seemed very many
days. In one month more it would be
Esther Durrant’s wedding-day. A shiver
of pain shook the girl as she thought of
it.

Could it really be true that the man
she had loved and trusted in with all
her heart would take another woman as
his wife when those four short weeks
were over? It seemed to her that it

| must have been far more than a month

bows at the throat and elbows, made a |

since this love and trust had been crush-
ed out of her life so roughly.

The night she had recognized Perey
Stanhope's face in Esther's locket seem-

ed a night set far behind her in a dense

shade and horror.of pain.

“Oh, cruel, cruel!” she tad moaned | 1

to herself many a time, thinking of him.

“Oh, cruel and false!” Yet, had he been [

so false after all? She had told him

ghe did not love him, and he had be- !

lieved her and had straightway carried
to another the love she would not have.
Could he have done this if his love had
been a real heart-root? That was the
question. How would it have borne the
transplanting if it had been such love,
strong and deep, a8 ehe had once
thought it?

“I could forgive him,” Dulcie thought,
looking out at the pale April sky, “if he
had only waited a little while. But he
did not. While I was sitting in old
Pere Jacques' salon, listening for his
ring at the door, he had gone away
from forever, had come home here, and
was busy winning Esther to love him,
just as he had once won me.”

There was the smart. That was the
wound to which the proud little heart
could not grow reconciled.

“I will do the best I can for myself,”
she had said to Esther. Was she doing
it? Was she not playing with men’s
Learts as if they were croquet-balls,
without one care for the future that lay
before her?

“You have been dreaming, Dulcie,”
she said to herself, with a little bitter
sigh, “and you will waken up ‘out in the
cold’ if you don’t take heed.”

That very night, when the house was
quiet, Dulcie sat down to write a let-
ter. It was a lorg letter—to her Uncle
Durer—and it told bim the truth about
ker position.

“I ghall have no 'home here,” she
wrote, “when once Esther is married.”
But she did not tell him that the bride-
groom would be their ojd friend Percy
Staphope. “I should be wretched here,
though Mrs. Hardinge urges me kindly
enough to stay. If you have things
8o settled now that you can offer me
the shelter of a roof, I will come back
to you. I am eble and willing to work
‘for the rest.”

When the letter was written, and en-
glosed in its envelope, the girl looked
at .t for a few minutes intently,

“That shall decide for me,” she said
to herself. “If he says ‘come,’ I will go,
and leave all. these new friends behind
me. If he does not say ‘come,’ then—"

But she did not finish the sentence.
A swift, stinging flush came into her
cheeks, and her lips quivered ominously.

CHAPTER IX.

The day ot Lady Harvey's dinner
party came at last—a brilliant April
day, the heavens cloudless, the sunshine
warm, the air fragrant with spring's
perfumes. Down in the heart of Brier-
ton Wood spring held high carnival. The
banks were purple with wild pansies; the
moss was emerald-green; the young
leaves thrilled and quivered in the very
ecstasy of life. Down the long walks
went Dulcie, her hat in her hand, her
sweeping skirts rustling over the leaves
and twigs.

Once she stopped to listen fo a lark
singing far up out of sight in the blue.
Its song was the very madness of joy;
and the girl ldughed aloud as she heard
it. And once she stopped to gather
a little bunch of cream and purple pan
gies, and fasten them in'the bosom of
her dress. It was a novelty to her to
be alone.
away from The Bims by herself since
she first came, Mrs, Hardinge had per-

She had never been so Y.trl

suaded Hsther not to go for their' usiai
walk that day. - ?

sun was too- hot for her,” she
said, - “She must rest, o as to be fresh
£ "

80 Dulcie had started off alone, and
her. fancy—or was it fate?—ed her to
| the weir side in Brierton Wood. The
| water was not quite so high as she had
| seen it before. It fell over the face
|'of the weir more softly. Btanding- on
| the top of the bank, where Esther and
she had stood together that other day,
Dulcié looked about her, No one was
! in sight; she could hear nothing but the
| murmur of the river, and the gentle stir
| and rustle of grasses and boughs. Spring-
i ing down, she pushed her way through
the rank grasses till she reached a hoint
of the bank that jutted out into the
stream. Here the sod was warm and
dry, and starred all over with pretty
pink and white daisies. Across the
stream there was dense shadow, for the
trees came low down on that side, and
their boughs reached even over the
water.

Dulcle flung herself down here to test,
and folded her arms under her head for
a pillow. The sunshine beat warmly .on
her uncovered head and face, but she did
not mind that. She reveled in the
warmth and the quiet, the drowsy,
soothing rustle of the branches, and the
ripple of the flowing water. But after
a while she began to tire of it. Animat-
.ed nature had the strongest charm for
Dulcie.

Presently. she heard a whistle, and a
scramble, and a man's voice—a voize
that she knew as well as she kmew her
own—calling out, “Down, you brute!
Down, Jumbo,” and she was rather
pleased than otherwise.

He must be close to her, she knew,
but as yet she could not see him. He
might even chance to pass on, and nevar
| know that she was there, and she felt—
! with a droll smile at her own folly—that
' she should be quite disappointed if he
! did. ‘But she was not to be disappointed,

He came on whistling, and tramping
down the grass with long, heavy strides,
and at the bend of the bank he saw

< her. She had raised herself on her el-
bow to listen, -and her upturned face,
with the warmth of the sunshine in its

vivid smiles, was the first thing he no-

ticed. Julian Carre stopped suddenly,
| and the whistle died on his lips, with a

soft, single note like the call of a bird.
' She was almost at his feet as he stood,

a lovely, brilllant little creature with

some of the witchery of the wild wood
| in her lithe, listless grace of Hmb and

poise. He forgot that she had been
angry with him, and he was her. He
| knelt down on the grass beside her, and
| held out both his hands. His eyes
sparkled, his cheeks glowed like a girl's
through their tan.
|  “Now, what good fairy sent you here
to-day, Mies Levesque? I am fairly

them I should find you had been only a

**4A very substantial vision!” Dulcle
laughed, putting one pink palm into his
larger ome.
| Man of the world as he was, he felt
dull and stupid in the presence of this
girl, who sat up now and returned his
admiring gaze so tranquilly.

“8it down—if you intend to stay-
and don't kneel there. You look so un
| comfortable.”

“May I stay?’

“Oh, yes!"—with a pretty frankness.
“I was just longing for some one to
amuse me.”

“And you think I might do that?"

“Well, yes! I should think you might
if you were to try."”

A week ago, he might have eaid: “But
1 shan’t try.” T'wo weeks ago, he would
most likely have smiled in her face and
left her. To-day he did neither. He
sat down as she had bidden him, and
then he began pulling up the grass in
handfuls and flinging it into the water.
| When he had sat doing this for'a while
| in perfect silence, she looked up.

“Do you call that amusing me, Mr.
Carre?”

“No!"—with an awkward laugh at his
& own stupidity. “But the truth is, T am
i afraid to spenk for fear bf saying
| something to vex you. I am such an
| unlucky fellow (hat way, you know.”

“Oh!"—indifferently. “I wounld al-

most as soon be vexed as bored.”

“I am glad to hear that!”

“Why 7"

“It shows your temper is improving.”

Dulcie laughed, and held a little pink
| daisy against the tip of her pretty chin,
| “I never told you I had a good tem-
| per, Mr, Carre.”

“You did not, certainly. Au contraire,
you gave me proof that you had not."”
“Your ideal woamn is good-tempered.
presume ?’—a little scornfully.

“No; have I not just told you she is
not?”

She blushed at that and lald the daisy
against her lips, to hide their smile.

“For the last fortnight I have been
lookin - forward to this day, or this
eveniug rather,” he said, bringing him-
self a little nearer, and leaning on his
elbow, so that he could see her fae.
“Do you know why?"

“I have not the
nocently.

It was not exactly the truth, for she
had, while he spoke, one of those flashes
of intuition that make the ordinary wo-
man so much more than a
the average man.

“Because”—very low and tenderly—*I
knew that I shonld see you then.”

She shot a side glance at his face,
and what she read there flushed her own
a little,

“If you do, I shall be what you took
me for just now—a vision, and not my-
selt at all.”

“How do you mean? You are coming
with Mrs. Hardinge, are you not?”’

“No, I am not going"—very quietly,

|

faintest idea"—in-

appointed.”

“I am sure I can't see why, Mr
Carre; you will have a whole bevy of
country ladies to console you; and be
sides,” with a little smile that bewilder
ed him, “I should have looked so ‘odd’
among them all.”

“I was a fool when I told you that,”
he said, almost savagely. 1de had not a
good temper any more than she had.

“Only then?” Dulcie asked, letting her
hands drop into her lap, just where his
could reach out and eclasp them, anid
looking at him mischievously.

“No; then and even since"—looking

upon it and kiss it. as he had done ouce
before to hie cost. *“And mever sich
a fool as I am at this moment, Dulcie.”

She laughed a ringing, girlish laugh
that made hig cars tingle.

“I believe you would laugh like that,”
he said, moodily, “if you saw a man
dying."” ’

“What, his hair?"

He would not condescend to answer
her, And at that she laughed again,
even more merrily than before.

“I hate a heartless woman!”

“80 do I! That is why I take suh
pains to keep my own heart safe,”
meaningly.

d“I don't believe you have a heart at

| 5

“Have you?’ sghe retorted, quickly.

“No"—with a chill smile—'1 have not,
I am sorry to say. I have given it to
you.”

“Now, how can that be, Mr. Carre”
—folding her hogds on her knee, and
smiling up at him—"when you have just
declared that you don’t belive I have
e heart at all?”

“I can’t argue with you! You do noth
ing but jest and mock, while I—I love
you! There, you have t!”

He rose to his feet as he said it, and
Dulcie rose, too. She had gauged him
pretty correctly, and knew fairly well
how many barriers of prudence his love

She was not rich., She had no family.
| Her only living relative was a bank-
| rupt speculator, at a time when hank-

ruptcy and speculation were not tolerat- |

| ed in decent society. She knew he was
learning to love her; but she had not

counted on his Joving .her_ better then

afraid to shut my eyes, lest on opening -

match for |

“Can it be true? I am terribly dis- |

at the white hand, as if tempted to se'ze |

would have to leap on its way to her. |

nmtuzt, It nifght ‘comie 40" that
some day, she had fancied at times, but

that “some day” had .always seemed a
" long time off. - And, lo, the tide of his
.love was at the full already. the bar-
riers all overswept, and she felt herself
caught in the torrent, and stunned a lit-
tle by its force. -

He did not look at her.' He stood
gnawing his mustache and kicking the
toe of his boot into the ground.

What should she say to him? For the
first time In her life, perhaps, the girl
felt at a loss for words. Percy Stan-
hope’s wooing had been nothing like this,
F£he had loved him, and he had read the
love in her eyes before her lips could
speak it, and been satisfied. He had
been an eloquent, resistlss wooer; but
this Julian Carre stood like a stone, and
wnited for her to speak to him.

She began to feel vexed. She stooped
to pick up her hat, and then stuck the
pansies she had worn at her bosom inte
the silk lining of its brim.

“If he stands there till the sun sets,”
she thought, “I shall not be the first to
speak.”

At last he turned toward her.

“What have you to say to me?"’

“Nothing"—in a very quiet, little voice.

“Nothing”—with rising passion. “Is
that all you have to offer in exchange

for a man's whole heart?”

He came quite close to her, and drew
the hat out of her powerless fingers,
fiinging it on the grass behind him, It

very nearly fell into the water, and she
cave a little ‘Oh!" in dismay.

i Prlejo! 1 may be a
rroat fool. »s T dare say you think me,
but I'm not such a fool as not to know

s to this. Why did
you do it?”

IFor her life she could not have looked
at him in the face, and told him the
truth, that she had done it to show his
grand friends that, in spite of them all,
she could win him if she tried. It was
as natural for her to scek to win love
as it was for a lark to sing; it was
the incense to her beauty, without
which she would have felt it hard to
live.

She could not answer him, and he was
waiting for her answer, she knew, But
while he waited he looked at her. The
pretty lips were saddened, and the long
curly lashes glittered with tears.

“I am ap awful brute,” he gaid, n
sudden contrition. “I love you better
than all the world put together, and yet
I have made you cry.”

“No, no! I am not erying”—with a
little catch in her breath, but a brave
attempt at a emile.

For answer he brushed his fingers
softly across her eyes, and showed them
to her. They were wet with the little
harvest of tears they had gathered. She
smiled at that; she could not help it;
and the smile broke into a laugh, when
she saw him kiss the fingers that her
tears had wetted.

“You are awfully silly, Mr, Carre!”

“I dare say I am.”

“May I have my hat, please?"’

He wae making her cheeks burn un-
comfortably, he stared at her so, and he
still held both her hands prisoned in one
of his.

“I am sure it is time I was at home”—
restlessly.

“It is quite time,” he answered, coo'ly.
“More than that, it is time that T was;
but we can't part like this.”

“How? I don't understand!"—begin-
ning to quake again.

“Oh, yes, you do nnderstand! T have
told you I love you. You know very well
what that means. I want you to love
me. I want yon to be my wife.”

His voice trembled a little over that
Inst word, and his grasp tightened on
the slim, burning fingers. Slowly she
lifted her eyes and looked at him. Ie
did love her. She could have read that
much in his face, if he had been a mute.
But could she love him?

‘T'he river roared like an angry torrent
in her e: For an instant she felt as
it she were falling—falling through a
cold, cutting wind. Then her brain
cleared, and her limbs steadied.

“I will,"” she began. But before she
could add another word, he had caught
her to him. He was kissing her as no
man had ever kissed her, and she felt
her face tingle and burn with a kind of
shaned surpri under his touch.

“Oh, Dul "—with a long sigh of
content—*what a happy man you have
made me this day!”

He held her from him for an instant,
and looked at her, then gathered her
closer in his arms.. The hot crimsoned
face was laid against his shoulder, the
pretty dark head touched his cheek.

At that moment, a gentleman, who
was passing aloug the top of the bank,
lcoked down, and saw  them—Julian
Carre, with his raptnrous face hent over
her as she lay in his arms, listening to
Lim, as he tried to tell her how he loved
hr, how rejoiced he was that she loved
him. For he took it for granted that
she did love him, and Dulcie was thank-
ful that he did so, and asked no ques-
tions.

If Julian Carre, glancing up, had scen
the face looking down at him, er if Dul-
cie, lifting her head, had caught a
glimpse of the tall figure that dashed
away so furiously down the footpath,
how would it have been? Would it have
aitered the future that lay -in wait for
them.  Would it have turned aside that
fate coming so swiftly toward them?

Tdle questions  these. What  do we
know of that mystery, that men are
content to call chance?

“Oh, T must go home!” Duleie safd
at last, twisting out of his arms. *“They
will wonder what has become of me.”

“And you will tell them, darling, you
have met your fate”

She smiled a little sadly, but he did
not sec the sadness in her face: he cnly
siw its heauty 11 this womun’s momds
wet—hecnuse he loved fler. When
ghe had smoothed her hair and fastenel
on her hat, he helped ‘her to elimb the
bunk, and walked beside her through the
wood toward home.

She was going back, along the same
path by which he had come. and yet
somchow it scemed new land to her. She
had been a little daunted as to her
future then. Her heart had fte wound,
which Perey Stanhope had planted in t,
but she had not been quiet misernble, nor
even very sorrowful, for all. And she
had been free from that unlimited hovi-
zon of the future before her that only
shines for young eyes.

Now she was not free. She should
never be free any more. She had taken
her life Into her own hands, as she had
once said she should like to do, and
what had she done with it? Could it be
that she had flung it away?

“You have tormented me enough, in
all conscience,” Julian Carre was say-
ing. “And now I shall look to you tn
muke some atonement.”

“Atonement,” the girl echoed, a little
wearily. “What atonement can I mak:?"

He stopped on the narrow path, and
looked down into her eyes. Shadow of
tossing leaf and bough fell over them.
The breéze that lifted Dulcie's curls
under the brim of her low hat was sweet
with the scent of delicate pink and
white may.

“You can give yourself to me specdily,
my dearest, without any senseless de-
lay. Jome just as you are. We can
buy your trousseau’’—with a happy
laugh—*"when we are on our wedding
trip.”

I'or her life she conld not still
shiver that crept over her,

“Your friends would have good right
to call me ‘odd’ if we did that. Oh, no,”
—with an upward glance and a swift
blush—*for once in my life let me be
orthodox.”

He lavghed and kissed her, and they
went on again.  He had all the talking
| to do himself. but he wns content that
| she listened to him. Awd so they went
their way long hady walks,
| Jumbo, a large Newfoundland, with a
thick collar of brass arofind his throat, |
| marching soberly and chfully before
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The Chinese have devoted themselves
for nearly 4,000 years to the artificial |
propagation of fishes, shellfishes, fowls, |
pearls and sponges.

Children need not b Pale
tand Weak any longer.

i Any Child can take Capsu”
iloids. :

i FEor Infants, dissolve a
{ Capsuloid -in .a little Gruel or
Cornstarch.

Young children will readily
swallow them, because they are
like bits of jelly.

READ ‘the staterhent of a

prominent

Brockville Citizen.

The Capsuloids Co-. Brockville, Ont.
Gentlemen,—My son, George Lawrence Wooding,
weak, sickly child, and we feared we should never raise
but they upset his little stomach and bowels, and bad to
poor and he needed more fi . I wasvery much y the k the
Capsuloid Co, regarding the good results their Capsuloids have given in building up siekly,
le people.
iy l’I‘!ﬂnllly decided to at last give them a trial, and after he had taken one box only, we
noticed a decided improvement in him. His appetite to Eet better, and color began to
come to his lips and cheeks. I continued giving Capsuloids to him until the fourth was
finished, and to-day bhe is a healthy. strong. rosy-faced boy, and no person could persu me
that anything elwint Capsuloids could have done him so much good. 4
And I cheerfully recommend Capsuloids to all who are weak, pale or in need
This is tho first testimonial I have ever given, but I {g\'c it gladly and unsolicited. It is,
think, an important thing to have (oun? a kind of {rnn ). cdiculm which weak children can tak
Wi ut hurting their stomachs or causing any unpleasant results.
i = (Signed) GEO. WOODING.
August 2, 1899. Merchant, Brockville.

ed 4 Wun. was, from birth, a pale,
:fm. e tried many iron medicines,
bg %tovped. His appetite 'uot'ell;'

Dr. Campbell’'s Red Blood Forming Capsuloids are manufact ured from Fresh Bullecks’
Blood at 31b Snow Hill, London, Eng.,and are sold at 50c per box, 6 boxes for $2.50, post free
in Canada, from The Canadian Branch Office.

THE CAPSULOID CO., Dunham Block, Brockviile, Canada.

KARLEY , 357 9AT

A
HARDWARE

MAN

KEEPS A FULL STOCK OF
Paimts, Oils, Varnishes, Brushes, Wiidow Glass, Coal Oil, Machine O.il,l'h:pe
of all sizes, Builders’ Harvdware, Nails, Fuiks, Shovels, Drain Tile
Spades, Scoops, 1ron Piping, (all sizes), Tinwarve, Ag:\n». Ware, Lamps
and Chimne,s, Pressed Ware, &e. Guns and Ammunition

BICYCLES

Massev- Hanis Wheels, all styles and prives, the
cheapest anl v st Sos 1@ sun e wheels.
Agent for the Dowminion Express Co —the cheapest way. to send money to all

par's of the world. Give me a call.
WM. KARLEY

Agent for the celebrared

8

e e

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

Farmers, feed your
pigs and other” stock cooked
roots and other food and make
money.

The Economic Feed Cook-*
er will pay its cost in one
season and will last a life time

Made_of the-bes :
Rl
wrought iron and steel.  Gal-
vanized boiler to preventrust-
ing, save fuel and time and
is as safe in a - buildingas a
box stove.

Y

Agents Wanted.

G. P. McNISH

Box 52 Ly~x P.O),

PLAIN AND COLORED

Poster Printing

1he Athens /\)(’/?()}‘/(’1’ O//"I'c't’.

: -P_erfeetion Cement Roofing S

e

[HE TWO GREAT RAIN EXCLUDERS

e ——— D W——— ——

MHESE GOODS are rapidly winning their way in pojuiar
favor because of their cheapness, durability and gereral
excellence,  Does your house or any of your outbuildings
require repairing or a new rool 7 Are you going to erect a
new building ? If so, you should send for circular describing
these goods or apply direct to R |

W. G. McLAUGHLIN
MANF'R AND SOLE PROPRIETGR . ]
Athens -

LAGKSMITRIN

i

S ]

WOOD-WORKING

REPAIRING . . ..
ANDEPAINTING

n. B, Pickrell & Sons have lcasid 0 X0,

M. Stevens his shop, house, etc, on Elgin street, Athens, and
beg t> notify the community at large that they are prepared to
do all kinds of general Blacksmithing. including the -re pairing
of Wood and Iron Work on all kinds of vehicles, implements
machinery, etc. Painting done on the premises. it

Having worked at the trade for many years™ we are
capable of giving good satisfaction, We use an
for shortening arms where they have too much play.

Horse-Shoeing will receive special attention, Call and
we will endeavor to please you,

axle-cutter




