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NOARYSVENEAN

“Esther, you will repent it some day!
Dulcie Levesque is no mean rival, and
Percy is only a man!”

“Just so, Berta, and being & man he
is strong enough to be trusted.”

“You think s0?”

“I am sure of it?”

“] hope you may be right, dear; but
i2 he should prove weakienough to be
temupted 7” >

“Then I should be strong emough to
fceget him, Berta; but your fears are
groundless. I know Percy too well to
doubt him.”

“Willfal Queen Esther, you must have
your way.”

The girl laughed as she got up. and
leaned her elbow on the low, wide, nitn-
tel-piece. Queen Fsther! In truth there
was - something queenly about this
round-limbed, frank-eyed English girl—
something fresh, and pure, and stately,
something that was far beyond heauty.

Her sister, Mrs, Hardinge, looking up
at hor, felt thisin a vague sort of way.
She herself was a handsome, placid

* ~woman, with a splendid figure, which

she draped to perfection, and a low, lazy
volce which most men found charming.
Bhe had married early and well, to her
own and her family's satisfaction. She
was anxious that her favorite sister
should make an equally good and suit-
able choice, but the girl was intractable.

Bettling herself in her chair, Mrs.
Hanrdinge looked up at her now, and
wondered a little that with such a fair
face the girl had not done better for
herself than she had. Even her chance

eiined to take.

gas had mot been lighted, but it
was D eeded, the fire was so bright
and clear, X UL in jts warm glow stood
Esther Durrabt. | She was dressed for
dinner, and the ¥ cut bodice and cllng:
ing skirts uhoﬂﬂ'd her tall figure to the
best advantagey. Women were, a8 a rule,
a little undegided as to her claims to
beauty. Meh called her lovely. And
so she was; :}' tall, handsome girl, as
utterly unlikia- the nineteenth century
drawing-roony belle as the Venus of
Miio would!be unlike one, if that ex-
quisite piecq of sculpture were endow-
ed with lifd, “Qucen Esther,” her
brother Diek had christened her long

_ ago, ind the name had clung to ther.

“Esther,” Mrs. Hardinge said, present-
ly, “I wish you had not chosen to wear
that white dress to-night. As you stand
there you would do for a frontispiece
80 Wilkie Colling'’ ‘Woman in White.’ "

“But it s not white, Berta.”

“It is not far from it. And you need
eolor.”

“Poor me!” Esther laughed.
1 ever please you, I wonder?”

Rhe swept across the room to the jar-
diniere and picked a deep red rose, with
its pretty fresh leaves about it. As she
was fastening it in the bosom of. her
dress the door beside her opened,/and a
servant announaed, “Mr. Stanhope; Mr.
Fleming."”

Just the faintest tinge of color crept
into Esther Durrant's face. She turn-
ed eand met the two.men on the thres-
hold.

Mrs. Hardinge, coming slowly forward,
watched her greeting of them curiously.

“You are late, Hugh,” she said to the
elder of the two; “we were beginning to
@ospair of seeing you to-night.”

“It {s Stanhope’s fault, Mrs. Hardinge,
that we havé beén so unfortunate as to
keep you waiting. He made us both
late for the 5.40 down train.”

Percy S{nngmu\-vhh euger eyes om
Esther Lrarrant's face—heard This

“Shall

= fiend’s rejoinder without defending him-

self. It had not been his fault wholly;
but just then he did not care to ex-
plain that to their hostess, He had
thought for nothing but Esther Dur-
ront's exquisite smiling face. How it
had changed in the past few seconds!
he tender eyes were like stars, and
a pale pink came and went in the pure
oval cheeks.

Mrs, Hgrdinge, while she talked to
Hugh I'leming, was yet keenly alive to
the little tubleau in which ler sister
formed the principal attraction.

“It will be a pity if she spoils it al'*
she was thinking. “But she is 80 rasive-~
The dinner was a success, as M
Hardinge's little dinners usually we
The master of the house wus not pre-
sent. He seldom was at home, in fact,
and his absence was hardly regretted by
his handsome, low-voiced wife, Perhaps
he guessed as much, and resented it.
Perhaps he was as indifferent to her
as she was to him. Whatever the cause
might be, Jasper Hardinge was oftener
to be found at his rooms in- London

than in his luxurious house in Kent.

As the little party left the dining-
room—Mrs. Hardinge first with Mr.
Fleming—Percy Stanhope put his hand
on Kether's arm and detained her.

“Are you glad to have me back
Etty 7

“Very glad, Peroy!”

The close-cut blonde head bent lower
over the dusky one.

“The time has scemed so long to me,
my darling. I have chafed like a lion in
chains all these weeks. I have not-ltveld
one hour worth the living gince I left
you! Only think, Etty, it will be three
weeks to-morrow since I was down
here!”

The girl's hand tightened on his sleeve;
her heart throbbing warmly under the
dainty rose gave a great bound of joy.
This man was her idol; she loved him
as the *good Jove Heaven He was,
in her eyes, the noblest, the truest, the
best of men. To have won his love
was the-crown of her life, and she often
wondered how she had deserved such
a gift,

Mrs. Hardinge, discreetly
ing walked solemnly beside her. He
was, however, neither blind nor deaf. He
cculd not catch the exact words that
were being whispered behind him, but
he heard enough to make the rest easy
to be guessed.

“Have you missed me?’ Percy Stan-
hope urged, holding his compangon back
as the drawing-room door swung open
for an instant. “Tell me Etty.”

His handsome face flushed, his blue
eyes, glowed.

an

“Are you M to-night Hugh?”’
a pausing beside him.

“I1? No! What a question!”

down jnto hers. Then he turned away
with a smile .

“I have heard no news of any.sort,
good, bad, or indifferent, and I am as
well as the average humen being ever
is, I believe.” .

“Eether!” Percy Stanhope called out.

He was sitting on a low stool almost
at Mrs, Hardinge's feet. He affected
these low seats and careless attitudes
and somehow they became him.

“It is true that Miss Levesque is com-
ing here om a visit?”’

“Perfectly true. I expect her to-mor-

“Is the niece of old Durer Leves-
que, :ﬁﬂu‘d street?’ Hugh Fleming
asked.

“Yes,” Esther replied. ‘“Don’t you re-
member her? She came home with me
from school ‘'one summer, and you told
Dick that you thought her a horribly
ugly little thing.”

“Did 1?7 I dare say.
good taste.” ¢

“Oh, but you were wrong! She has
grown beautiful.”

“Esther,” Mrs. Hardinge said, ‘you
are so easily impressed! Hugh may see
no cause to change his opinion evem
now."”

Esther smiled at this covert warning,
and looked across at Percy, a very
proud and happy light in her eyes. She
need have no fear, she t‘bou;h(; he
weuld be true.

“Beauty,” Percy Stanhope said, ora-
cularly, “is not to be defined by more
words or even opinions. It is beyond de-
finition."”

Hugh Fleming iaughed and shrugged
his shoulders.

“You are such a true priest of Venus,
Percy,that your judgment passes al-
most without question.”

“Don’t sneer, old fellow! No one will
cast that ‘soft impeachment’ upon you.
As for me, I am proud of it, I'll allow.
‘La beaute du diable’ is, in'my eyes, the
“most potent charm. 5

A look,almost of disgust,crossed Hugh
Fleming's dark face. Bether saw it and
her own colored hotly,. Who was Hugh
Fleming, she thought, that he should
dare, even by a look, to disparage her
Percy.

“It is to be hoped that poor Dulcie will
¥ind others to admire her as warmly as
Esther ddes,”Mrs. Hardinge said, softly.
“It is almost beyond expectation, but
it would be such a boon if she could only
settle well.”

“Oh, Berta, how you talk! One would
thiik, to hear you talk,that women were
only born to get rich husbands.”

“Well, my dear, those who are not
born to get them have the worst of it.”

“Now, Mrs. Hardinge,” Percy Stan-
hope laughed, *“in the name of King
Cupid, I charge you with treason! Whnt
would younger sons of ‘younger sons'
like myself do if every pretty girl want-
ed a rich husband?”

“Exactly as they do mow, I suppose.
I«<ok out for the pretty gins who do
not know what is good for them.”

It was a rather biting speech! Even
the soft cooimg voice could not sweetea
it; and there was quite a chill silence in
the room for a few minutes.

Esther was the first to break it

“Because Dulcie has lost her money,
Ber'a thinks her the most miserable of
girls! 1 am sure Dulcle herself would
not agvee with her.

“But Durer Levesque was reported to
be immensely rich, and I understood
that he had adopted his niece.”

“Yes, he did adopt her, but that fall-
ure of Fenton's has ruined him almost,
Dulcie will not have a farthing now.”

“Ah,” Percy Stanhope: said, with a
shrug, “now I understand! I had not
heard of old Durer's ill-fortune! You may
well say poor Dulcie, Mrs, Hardinge.”

“Khe @ poor, utterly, hopelessly poor,”
that lady repeated, placidly. “She talk-
ed of going out as a governess, but
Esther would not hear of that: 8he
comes to us instead for a time. "It will
be very trying for me to have twe
young women to chaperone, but Esther
is so willful one must give her her way.”

Hugh Fleming, looking down et
Esther, felt her heart throb; somehow
this tall, beautiful girl, with her “talking
eyes,” had quite a knack of disturb-
ing it.

A little while afterward, when Mrs.
Hardinge and Hugh were deep in &
game of cards, Esther stole away to one
of the bay windows, to which retreat
Percy was not long in following her.
The heavy curtains swept down to the
floor, making the tiny cushioned alcove
into a miniature room. Esther had sunk
dowa upon the wide window seat, and,
with her head agninst the frame, was
looking out inte the night. It was qniet,
chill, star-light. The level grass before
‘the window was white with hoar frost;
the trim privet hedge at the bottom of
the Jawn looked like a solid wall; beyond
it was a dense, gray mist.

“For all small mercies make us thank-

ful,” Percy ejaculated slipping down on
one knee.beside her, and laying his head
against her arm, “I did think those two
would never settle down comfortably to
their little game.”
. “It was your own flitite game' that
wase troubling you, not theirs, I fancy,”
the girl laughed, flushing warmly at the
touch of those crisp yellow locks.

“Wige Esther, you are right!”

As he knelt beside her the rose in her
bosoma almost brushed his lips. He put
out hig arms and gathered her to him
with @ great sigh of content.

“I am like the dove Noah sent out,
Etty; I have come back to my refuge
weary with wandering.” .

“You are a dreadfully il-behaved
dove! Look how you are crushing my
dress!”

He laughed, and pressed his lips
against her arm, just where the plain
gold armlet she wore made a dimple
in the warm, soft flesh

“1 shall behave worse
at me like that.”

“How em I looking?"

I had always

still it you look

blind and;
deaf, swept on, and tall, Hugh Flem-"

“As no one in all the wide world but
Esther Durrant could look.”

“Do- you know, Percy!”"—pushing him
| brek a little, her two hands on his

shoulders, the faintest rose-color coming
and going in her cheeks, almost with
every breath, “Berta hasbeen ¢ 1ling me
that you are sure to fall in love with
| Dulcie Levesque.”

The last few words came slowly, al-
most as if it hurt her to say them.

“Esther! What does the woman
mean?”’ . .

“Oh, don't be angry, Percy! She meant
nothing unkind, I am certain., Bhe is
always like that, doubtful and cautious.
And you are fond of beautiful women,
you know"—this with a wistful look.

“I am fond of one beautiful woman,
my darling, and of one only! What are
all the houris to me now? I have you.”

He laid his cheek agninst hers, hold-
ing her tightly ia his strong arms, He
had told her the simple truth. He did
Jove her—passionatply, almost fiercely—

TR |
; 8%1%21

1y

King Ahasuerus had put away one wite
because she had a will of her own be-
fore ever he took unto himself the fair
Jewish mo'd-al” -
'_‘P_orcy never had a. wife.”
“No"—wi'h a meckine langh; “but he
may h-‘.va Lad a sweothenrt, Bety.”

" “1.think not. I am sure not!"—a Ht-
tle coldly, rising and putting her locket
|.carefully back into its case.

%ﬂl“ heard plainly and
the sound made him' drop his cards in
2 heap under Hardinge's eyes.
much go her sec amusement.

“You have bad that, my dearest, a
year or more,” Percy rejoined. “Do you
remember Mrs. Crote’s croquet party 7"

“Of course”—with a langh—*and poor
Ada Wright's dismey when she sent
her ball across Lord Payneton's gouty
fcot. How that poor girl suffered at
her mother's hand for that!” .

“Not one thousandth part as much as
I have suffered at yours ever since. You
won my heart that day, Etty, and I
halt believe you did it on purpose.”

“And what if I did? You could not
call it dishonest; for”—rising at the
scund of chairs moving in the outer
roum—*"exchange i no robbery, you
know.”

GHAPTER IL

It was on a wild, wintry day in
Murch that Dulcie Levesque first saw
The Blms, The gentlemen were out
riding, Mrs. Hardinge had gone to see a
friend and had not returned, and Esther
herself drove the pony carriage to the
station for Dulcie.

The Elme stood back from the road;
it was a long, rambling, many-windowed
house, but with nothing very pretty
about it unless one admired the inge-
nuity of the architect, who had crowd-
ed in windowsg where one never thought
of looking for them. There were twe
entrances, one at the gnd of an alley
of limes, which led away, by a curve, to
the paddock; and the front or grand
entrance with its wide, shallow steps,
and a huge door, which looked too heavy
to be opened. Far in the distance rose
green hills, and all between lay an open
verdant country.

The station was fully three miles
away. Msthor whipped up her ponies
smartly, as she saw the smoke of the
coming train curling faint and blue in
the distance. She was just in time.
The carriage-doors were being opened
as she sprang up the steps onto the plat-
form. In another moment she had seen
Dulcie. She was looking out of a car-
riage window, evidently in search of
some one to meet her.

At sight of Esther she gave a smile
of relief, and stood back to allow & gen-
tleman behind her to get out. He paus-
ed to help her and her wraps onto the
platform, then with a bow he turned and
walked out of the station.

Tears of delight were in Bsther Dur-
rant's eyes as she held out both hands
in welcome to her favorite.

“Jt is good to see you again,” she sald,
looking down into the small face that
dimpled and flushed all over at the
warmth of her welcome. ‘“What &
cold journey you must have had, and”"—
with a long, critical glance—"How well
you are looking!"

Dulcie laughed, and lifted her should-
ers daintily.

“It was dreadfully cold, and oh"—
with a little moan of distress—*1 am
half-famished, Etty.”

“Poor girl! I'll drive you home as fast
as I can.”

Taughing and talking, the two went
along the platform, and down the stone
steps to the road below, where a boy
was holding the ponies’ heads.

The gentleman who had been Dulcie’s
traveling companion mtood on the side
path, talking to a smart groom in livery.
He stepped back to make way for the
girls as they came down, and then
Esther Durrant saw his face clearly
for the first time. She did not know
him; he was a stranger to her. He was
talking to a groom of Lord Harvey's,
so perhaps he was a visitor at Abbey-
lands. They were always having visi-
tors there since Lord Harvey's return.

“What a hand face!” ghe thought
as she just lifted her eyes to it in pass-
i

ng.

“Do you know who he is?” Duldie
asked, as they took their places, and
Esther gathered up the reins for &
start.

“No, I never saw him before. A visi-
tor at Lord Harvey's, perhaps.”

“Jg that some place near?’

“Yes. Near and ‘yet so far,” Hsther
gaid, with a smile. “It is two miles, i
you count by miles, from our place; but,
for any communication there is between
us, it might as well be on the banks
of the Blue Nile."

“How is that? Are they so grand?’

“Yes, and so exclusive. Lady Harvey
is one of the proudest women in Eng-
land.”

They were going briskly along be-
tween the bare hedges, and past little
patches of wooded land, and tiny ponds
that looked dark and eullen in the cold
March light. Here and there the huge
black arms of a mill whirled round-to the
lash of the high wind, a grotesque blot
against the sky. The trees were leafless,
the fields bare ,and little heaps of dust
and leaves went wheeling end tossing
alcng the dry rough road. This dust
troubled Dulcie horribly. It made her
cheeks tingle and her eyes smart.

Esthep laughed at her comical expres-
gion of discomfort.

“What a luxurious little thing you
are, Dulcie! Don't you know that &
peck of March dust is worth a king's
ransom ?”

“8o I have heard. but I should prefer
the ransom 4f I had my choice. Oh,
Etty"—with a little sigh of longing—*it
is good to be rich.”

“Perhape so! I never was rich, so ) §
can't say, and I never shall be, I sup-

”

“No! But you are so content. Do you
remember what old Croix said of you
at school? ‘Mademoisele est charmante,
charmante, mais tranquille!”

“Poor old Oroix! I often wonder what

begors= »f him! How we tess =
b Sqypel

Oh, N fied!”” Dulcie Levesque re-
turned, inflifferently.

“See!” Esther said, after a pause,
drawing up her ponies by the side of the
hedge. ‘“Ihat is Abbeylands!”

She rose and pointed with her whip
across the fields to & house that stood
on a slight eminence fronting thesouth,
with the red gling of the\ Mar: sun-
shine on all its window hyge, ir
regular block of buildings, t -shap-
ed as to the center, branching out into
Jorg, lofty, stone-fronted wings, and
with that halo of old days about it so'
dear to English hearts,

“The Harveys had. lived there for
ages. A fine place, j¢ it not?”

Dulcie was tsing her eyes Industrious-
ly, and she, too, thought it “a fine
place.”

“No wonder Lord -Harvey is proud,”
Dulcie answered. *“I should be proud,
too, it I owned a home like that. I only
wish I did.” -

“You ambitious wee creature,” Esther
said, turning to @mile pn the small
figure beside her, muffled from chin te
foes i a uﬂqx dling pister of pearl-gray

for the sunshine
and the wind was
rising keener and stromger. “It seems
ali windows, And oh, Btty, what a

“That is quite & famous tree, Dul-
cle; I maust introduce you to It';nnnu 3
But come, hurry in now. Have you
forgotten that you are hungry ™

“No that I have mot. It v a
v pleasant want, I can assure you.”
hen Mrs. Hardinge came home,
found the two girls in Hsther's
roomff lounging back in low chairs be-
fcve ithe fire, and ing as girls only
can when they he each er
for years and have been parted for a
while. A rosy light from the west came
In through the wide window, and ming-
led with the red glow of the fire,

Bsther was in her usual morning-
dress of dark gray, brightened with
scarlet. Dulcie Levesqué had taken off
her traveling-dress, and wore a buff

L] n, y
braided and qllllte(lo with soft, warm-
colored aiie. She had let her hair

down, and it lay about her neck and face |

in lttle crisp baby curls.
tempted to run one's fingers
them, they were so shining and so
dainty. Her slippered feet were om
the fender; one cheek was pressed

One felt

against the cushion of her chair 86 that |
the other caught the light—euch as it

was—full on its rounded curves.

Mrs. Hardinge swept into the room in
her rich furs, and at sight of her Hsther
got up, and Dulcie half rose: @ trifie
hesitant.

Esther half feared that her alster
would not welcome her friend as heartily
as she could wish. But it pleased Mrs.
Hardinge to be very gracious. She apol»-
gized for being absent whenm her guest

arrived; but Dulcie only smiled, ard’

assured her that she had been “quite
content with Esther.”

And so indeed she had; for, it there
was one creature on earth this willful
Dulcié loved, it was her old friend “and
school-fellow.

Presently Eether drew a table close
up to the hearth, and brought a tiny
harlequin tea-set, and a quaint old silver
teapot, which stood on droll carved legs.

“We'll have a cosy tea up here by
ourselves, and then we can dress for
dinner in ocomfort, Berta.”

“Very well. Bave a cup for me. m
be back shortly.”

When the mistress of the house had
departed, Dulcle settled herself among
her cushions with a little air of relief.

“What a wonderfully fine woman your !

sister is, BEtty.
of a duchess.

Hsther smiled, and went on with her
tea-making.

She hag .the carringe

! . b !
I think myself she is very handsome.” | (ridacel’ o DildE

“She is not & bit like you, though.”

“No"—with a laugh. “Of course, I
know that; I am not nearly so good-
looking.”

“You are a great deal better-looking,
in my opinion.”

“But you don't count, Dulcie! You
gee you are fonder of me than of Berta.”

“Yes, a vast deal,” was the frank re-
joinder, Meanwhile Esther had made
ready her little feast, and they sat and
sipped her tea in luxurious warmth and
ease.

The light had quite died out of the
sky now, The bare gaunt arms of a
beech that showed through the window-
pares assumed a spectral shape in the
gloom. Bomewhere, in the cold with-
out doors, a colony of rooks were caw-
ing loudly; and the wind could be heard
howling, across the country. The dark-
noss outside, and the wind and the cold,
only made the cozy room seem cozier,
the hot fire more welcome,

“Esther,” Dulcle said presently, lay-
ing her cup downm, and looking across
at her friend with & smile in her eyes,
“what about this lover of yours? ILs it
quite true that you are engaged 7"’

“I believe so.”

The girl's face flushed so hotly as
she said It that the smile deepened per-
ceptibly in Dulcie's eyes.

“Well, tell me all about him, dear.”

“Oh, there is nothing to tell, Dulcie!
I—really—"' stammering.

“You are im love with him, I hope.”

“0f course—" with a little stare of
surprise and a hotter blush than ever.

“Then there must be ‘heaps’ to felk
How did it come about? Who ls he—or
rather, what is he? And Is he good-
looking, really, or only ‘nice’ ¥’

Esther laughed and held up her hands.

“What a shower of questions! I de
clare I had forgotten what the first one
was before you had got to the last of
them.”

“Oh, then, I'll begin again! How—"

“No, no!"—in mock dismay. “It would
take me a week to answer them all. You
will see him to-night, and then you can
form your ows opimion of him.”

“Oh, yes,” coolly; “I should do thar,
of course, no matter what you said
about him beforehand! But you really
are very uncommunicative, Etty. I came
quite prepared to hear a wonderful
story, equal to Juliet's and the immor-
tal Laura’s, and there you sit as dumb
as a stome. If it were my case now, I
shtould have told you, by this time, half
the ‘sweet things he had ever sald to
me since I knew him, and the exact
words in which he asked me to marry
him!” {

“Oh, no, you would not, Dulcie; that
is, if you loved him really. I could not
talk about Percy like that to any one.”

“Oh!"—with a keen, quizzical side-
lcok, and a little droll smile.

Then Esther rose, and going to a lit-
tle fancy-box on the dressing-table, she
tcok from it a large silver locket attach-
ed to a chain,

“That is his likeness,” she said, softly,
ccming back to the hearth, and laying
the locket open on her friend's hand.

As Dulcie lenned forward to examine
it, Esther slipped down on the rug at
her feet, and with her elbows on her
krees looked up at her. Dulcle's face
had changed at sight of that pictured
face, in its plain ellver setting, till
Esther half wondered if her own eyes
were not playing her some trick.
could not be, she thpught, that Dulcle’s
face had really looked like that. It
was some shadow of the firelight that
had deceived her eyes for an instant.

Surprise—dismay—anguish swept over
the piquant, blooming face, which the
red  light showed out so plainly. The
blecom all died out of it; the arch look
taded. In theif place came a stony pal-
lor, & rigid look that was woeful.

At last she looked up, and caught
Esther's surprised eyes watching her.
She smiled wanly, and held up her
hand, as if to shield her face from the
fire-glow.

“He is good-looking Etty. I don't
think I ever saw a hahdsomer face.”

“But he is better than that,” Esther
answered, with fond, shy pride in her
lover. “He is so noble and faithfal,
and—and—tender, Dulcfe!”

Dulcie shivered a litule.

“Is he, my darling? I am very glad.

| He could hardly be too good for Queen

Esther’—softly emoothing the Tair
cheek so close to her own. And then,
loughing a little harshly—“J.enly. hove

.

y to have grown quite
chilly, for she crouched forward ‘nearer
the fire, with her elbows on her knees,
and her chin buried in her little pink
palms. Once or twice she closed her
‘eyes as if they smarted, and it even
seemed as if there were a kind of mois-
ture on the long fringes. But that could
scarcely have been, for Dulcie bad often
boasted that she had cried as little in
her life as “it she had been a boy.”

Presently Mrs, Hardinge came back
for her tea. The gas was lighted, and
the talk went on again briskly; but
never once was Ksthet’s lover - men-
tioned.

Dulcie’s boxes had been taken

into
Esther’s room, and the two girls d d

Dnlcjle answered nothing to that. She

THE REMARKABLE CAREER OF THE

ADMIRABLE CRICHTON. *

P

This Marvel, & Master of Arts ut 18,

Died at the Age of 33 by Jis Own

Sword, Which He Had Offered to &
Foe After First Defoating Him.

. On July 8, 1688, In a night encounter
i Mantua there died & boy of 22 who
in the last eight years of his life was the
wonder and admiration of the chivalry
and learning of Hurope. His fame has
come down to the present day among
the English speaking, French and Ital-
jan people. Kifty years ago he was an
idol of schoolbo His i ts a8
described by his centemporaries were 80
extraordinary that some modern writers,
p from the viewpoint that mno
buman intellect could acquire such mar-
velous proficiency in so many directions,
bave argued he was & mythical charac-
ter. This was James Crichton of Clu-
ny, best known by the title given him by
the French—the Admirable Crichton.
He was made a master of arts by the
University of 8t. Andrews in his twelfth
year. He knew all that institution of
jearning could teach him when he was
14. At the ln'o_?t 15 he met in publie

together. Mrs. Hardinge—her own tollet
made—came back to superintend theirs,
quiet as usual, but critical.

“What dress must I put on to-night,
Berta?’ Esther asked turning round—a
gleaming white vision, bare-armed and
bare-shouldered—from the glass.

“Your blue cashmere, I think, and T'll
lend you my ruby fan; it will go nicely
with it.”

“Blue and ruby!” Esther laughed.
“You arve determined I shall not lack
color to-night, Berta.”

Meanwhile little Dulcie was buwy
picking out from the well-packed boxes
the dress she wanted. When R wae
laid out on the bed Mrs. Hardinge's
quick eye took note of it. It did met
please her, perhaps, for a kind of purk-
er came between her dark, straight

{ sight.

brows. %

Yet it was a very pretty dress, Tt

| was of Genoa velvet; the darkest tint
i of green—it looked almost black in some

Hghts—soft, rich, exquisite to touch and
The bodice was cut very low,
with tight sleeves reaching to the el-
bows, and there were the prettiest lace
trimmings about the bosom, and falling
loose and light about the dimpled arms.

Esther called out in delight at sight
of it—or rather Dulcid in it—for it was
the girl that she ad more than the
dress. /2

“You are a perfect icture, Dulciel
Even I did not kno§ you were so beau-
tifull And you Ildpk 8o quaint, too.

"

&)—- ~
“Odd,” Mrs. Hardinge put in quietly.
Dulcie flushed and then smiled.
“I like to be ‘odd,’ " she said, naively.
“Then you should feel content, my

It

dear, for you are that—to perfection.”
“Thanks"—with a sweeping courtesy.
Bsther laughed a little uneasily, She
never quite knew how people might take

| ner sister's little speeches.

“Are you ready, dear?’
“Yes, quite!”
“Then we will go down,” Esther said.

| %Y pancy we are rather late as it fe.”

In the drawingroom the gentlemen
were already waiting, IIugh Fleming
lovnging in a low chair by the fire, Pearoy
Stanhope at the grand piano, playing
smatches of Weber, and fragments of
“Songs without Words."

Both rose as the ladies entered, and
both pairs of eyes turned instinctively to-
ward the lttle figure that follow~d
Esther, looking smaller than usual even

| by contrast.

Hugh Fleming was the first to be in-
Then Percy Btan-
hope came forward slowly and stood be-
fore her. s

“Mr. Stanhope—Dulcle! My dear
friend, Dulcie Levesque—DPercy,” Hsther
Durrant sald in her low, clear voice.

And Dulcle lifted up her eyes and
looked imto Percy Stanhope’s face for
one fleeting half second, as he bent his
bl nde head over the hand she offered

him.

Besther did not look just then at either
of them. Her breast was beating fast,
her cheeks were flushing; she was so
proud of this lover of hers. If she had
Jooked, this is what she would have seen
during that half second. A spasm of
paln on the man’s lips; a bitter curve
on the woman's; a shadow of fear in the
man’s eyes; a glow of scorn ia the wo-
man's.

CHAPTER IIL

Dulcie came to The Elms on the Bat-
urday. On the Sunday morning the lity
tle party walked to church together.
Mrs. Hardings did not go; she very rare
ly went, but her husband, who hf\d come
home by the last train the night be-
fore, made one of the number.

Esther and Percy walked first, as
privileged lovers Then came Mr. Hard
inge and Mr. Fleming, and Dulcle waik-
ed between them. She was looking very
well that morning, even better, Hugh
1'leming thought, glancing  sideways
dcewn at her, than she had looked in her
evening dijess the night before. The
morg’uxrﬁfr, keen and piercing, deepened
“fhe color in her chet ks tq livid earmine,
T he wind threw all her wonderful shin-
ing curls into confusion. The sweet
figure, deliciously rounded, exquisitely
curved, showed to pertection in the art-
fully simple walking-dress that she
wore:

So that, altogether, Mrs. Hardinge,
who, from the dining-room  window,
watched them take their way down the
rcad, was more conyinced than ever
that Esther had done a mad thing in
bringing ‘‘that girl” to the house.

The church ws about a mile away. It
could be reached by the high road of
by a short cut ncross the flelds. It was
a tiny Gothic buflding, plain to meannc®s
almost. Once upon A time it had been
the private chapel of the Harveys. At
present it stood outside the boundary of
their estate, the land on which it was
built having been sold by one of the
dead and gone Harveys, whose effigy
might yet be seen”in the tiny church-
yard, together with that of his dame, in
uncomfortable-looking high ruffies.

Beyond the church, and all about it,
slcped wide fields; and beyond the fields
there flowed a stream, neither broad nor
deep, hut rapid enough and noisy enongh
to make itself heard, even -inelde the
old stone walls of the sanctuary when-
ever the rains had been heavy.

Now Dulcie, who had never been
much in the country, thought that this
homely rustic scene was very pretiy.
At least, she said that whe did.

“] do not wonder that Esther likes to
live here,” she said, lifting child-bright
eyes to Hugh Fleming's face. “Every-
thing is so fresh and quiet. One might
fancy oneself out of the world here.”

“8o we are, Miss Levesque,” Jasper

(To be continued.)

For the Oycliat.

A wheel with a rigid trame s the
cyclist's firm friend.

Good bicycle brakes may be reckoned
among our coast defences,

Motor eycles at $30 each are eaid to
be in great demand in Paris.

The poorest cyclist is the one who
occupies the other seat o‘me tandemn.

Trycicles are said to be again popu-
lar in the vicinity of Edinburgh.

A German paper mentions as a curi-
osity a city of 8,000 inhabitants in Ba-
varia, with only 128 bicycles in use.

In one respect a cycle sprocket re-
sembles a horse. You can tell some-
thing of ite age by the condition of its
teeth,

Prince Hohenloe, the imperial chan-
eellor of Germany, although nearly 80
years old, is learning to ride a bicycle.

On tour a leaky valve may cause
much inconvenience. Press it all around

with a piece of damp clay, or if that
be unobtainable damp soap will answer.

~

iebate on all 3 many of the best
minds in France and vanquished them
all. He knew all the learning of his dg.
He was_ a master of 13 languages. He
had a memory so wonderful that, hear-
ing a discourse of any length, he was
able afterward to repeat it word for
word and duplica very gesture of the
speaker. He w poet, & musician of
excellence, an athlete, a horseman, a sol-
dier \of trusted tommand before he was
19, a wonderful actor, & swordsman of
extraordinary skill. He met and over-
came all antagonists. He passed through
the courts of Franee and Italy like a
brilliant meteor. With all his attain-
ments, he couldn’t gain any money, and
he fell before his own sword, which he
had offered a foe after first defeating

im.

Crichton’s family was of considerable
fmportance and wealth and claimed royal
descent. His father was lord advocate
first to Queen Mary and afterward to

‘King James VI. His mother, the daugh-

ter of ‘Bir James Btewart. Members of
both families were eminent in Scottish
history. The boy James Crichton was
sent to grammar school at Perth. He
emerged at the age of 10 and immediate-
ly entered the famous University of St.
Andrews. The students there were di-
vided into what were called eircles, ac-
cording to the talent they exhibited. Crich-
ton advanced from one circle to another,
until,when he was barely past 11, the uni-
versity turned him out with the degree
of master of arts, accomplished in the sci-
ence, philosophy and learning of the peri-
od, and, as said, the master of & dozen liv-
ing and dead languages. It was the custom
of young men of the time to finish their
educations by making the grand tour of
Europe. Crichton, supplied with letters
from his family and relatives to the no-
les of the French equrt, went to Paris
first.

His first action on arrival whs to post &
challenge in all parts of the city offering
to meet all comers at the College of Na-
varre In debate in any one of 13 lan-
guages, “in any science, liberal art, dis-
cipline or faculty, whether practical or
theoretic.” Such contests were common
to the agé, but the challenge, coming
from a boy of 15, aroused deep interest.
An immense crowd was present on the
day appointed. A dozem eminent phi-
losophers and divines presented them-
selves. Crichton, without the semblance
of effort, defeated all who at empted to
cope with him. was' congratulated
by the faculty of the college and Henry
111, then the gayest monarch in Europe,
carried him off to his court. The next
day Crichton appeared in the tourney and
with consummate ease remained victor in
that martial struggle. The king gave him
an important command In the army. He
remained in France two years, dazzling
the people with his accomplishments in
evory direction.

Crichton went next to Rome and
Venice. In the latter city his friends were
Sperone Speroni, one of the most learned
names in Italian literature, John Donati,
and Lorenzo Massa, secretary to the re-
public of Venice. Several of the Latin
poems Crichton composed in this circle
have descended. He was introduced to
the doge and the senate and in their pres-
ence delivered an oration so graceful and
eloquent that, accord#fig to Imperalis, “he
was esteemed a prodigy of nature.” The
Venetians were enraptured over his ele-
gant manners, his learning and accom-
plishments. Crichton went to Padua and
posted an Invitation to meet him in de-
bate on the philosophy of Aristotle—then
a subject absorbing the educated minds
of all Europe. The argument lasted three
days, and the handsome young Scotch-
man was as usual an easy victor over the
learned men who took the opposite to
him.

At Mantua a famous Itallan duelist
lived who had vanquished many antago-
nists. Crichton sent him a challenge and
next day ran the Italian through the
body. The Duke of Mantua engaged
bim as tutor for his son Vincenzo di Gon-
gaza. The court of Mantua was celebrat-
ed for its patronage of the Italian drama.
N'he finest troupe of actors in Burope, de-
nominated 1 Gelosl, was attached to it.
Crichton composed a specles, of comedy
for the company, satirizing the weakness-
es of the various occupations in life, then
undertook to sustain himself the most
prominent and difficult characters in the
piece. Kven the actors were carried away
with enthusiasm, so marvelous was
Crichton's acting.

The young Duke Vincenzo, his pupil,
was jealous of Crichton, who found favor
in the eyes of a beautiful young noble
woman whom Vincenzo had wooed in
vain, One night Crichton, walking home
through the streets, playing as he went
along on his guitar, was suddenly attack-
ed by six masked men. He flung away
the guitar, drew his sword and quickly
killed two of his antagonists, put two
more to flight and disarmed the leader.
The latter's mask fell off. It was the
young Duke Vincenzo. Crichton dropped
on his knee and presented his own sword
to his pupil. The duke took it and thrust
it through Crichton’s body. He fell on
his back, his eyes staring up at the stars,
dead.

e —i
The Moving Power.

“Why, Willie,” said his mother one day
when they were out walking, “what do
you mean by offering a penny to that
mule?”’

“Because,” replied the young investi-
gator, “I heard papa say that money
makes the.mare go, and I want to see it
it has the same effect on & mule.”—Troy
Times.

fimothy Eaton, of the Toronto depart-
\nental store, recsived an impacted frac-
ture of the neck of the femur or thigh
bone, as well as sforasions on the face
and head, in a rupaway. Mr. Eaton w
rendered uncenscious. It will be a few
weeks before Mr, Katon is out again.

While ous gathering water lilles in
Grass Lake, North Orillla, on Sunday
afternocon, Frederick Wahl, a Wycliffe
College student, was drowned. Deceased
bas n spending his' vacation with
friends near Grass Lake, D was
90 years of age.

A little child of Willlam Alexander,
tol]-keeper on the London & Port Stanley
Railway, just on the limits of B
Thomas, wandered away from home on
Thursday afternoon and fell in Kettle
Creek, being drowned before sasistance
could reach the unfortunate little one.

William Morris, died as Whitby on
Thursday as the resuls of an accidens
which took place as Gilmore's brickyard
on Wednesday. The deceased was severely

crushed by a heavy wagon being sudden-
ly backed up against him. One of his
gons is Rev. John Morris of Toronto
Junotion. 2

The 19-year-old son of Michael Neu-
man of EKmerson, Man,, tswvisted the tle

rope of & horse he was taking te water
around his wrist. The horse made & sud-
den stars for the stable, and the boy, be-
ing unable. to extricate himself, was
dragged and struck against the side of
she stable door, being imstantly killed.

George Ball, who was injured at$ the
Bertram reception in Dundas on Wednes-
day evening by falling from a oarriage,
died on Thursday morning from oconous-

sion of the brain. He never raliied. De:
cepsed was sn efficlal of the tow™~

'and Weak any longer.

Joids,
* . For Infants, dissolve

Cornstarch.

like bits of jelly.

prominent

The Capsuloids Co-. Brockville, Ont. o
'mentlunan. Lawrence

needed more food. I
peoplo.
B 1finally decided to at last give them

ced a decided improvement in him.
come to his lips and cheeks. I inued

Children need not be i’ale
Any Child can take Capsu-

a
Capsuloid in a little Gruel or

Young children will readily
swallow them, because they are

READ the statement of a

His appetite
ving C

Brockyville Citizen.

—~My son, George ‘Wooding, 4 years, was, from birth, a pale,
sickly ohud.’-nd we feared we _should never rlme ;ﬁ: \{o tried_many iron modlcml.
but they upset his little stomach and bowels, and had to be stop)

r and he was very much im
;a:&llﬂddl Co, regarding the good results their Cnp.vnlckl.

a trial, and after hehad taken one

. His appetite was very
e sensible lmumt of the
have given in building up slokly,

began t bette: d color begat e
T, BN n 1o
id 'ig)m- until the fourth box was

finished, and to-day be is a healtby,
cheerfull

without hurting their

strong. rosy-faced boy, and no person could persuade
that any thing eise but Capsuloids could have done him so much good
And I recommend Capsuloids to all who are weak,
This is the first testimonial I have ever given, but I
think, an important thing to have found a kind of Iron
hs or ing an \!

»

blood
ﬂve it gladly and unsolicited. It is, I
edicine which weak children can take

ﬁ-lenr in need of

August 2, 1899.
.

in Canada, from The Canadian Branch Office.

THE CAPSULOID CO,, I

results,
(Signed) GEO. WOODING,
, Merchant, Brockville.

Dr. Campbell's Red Blood Forming- Capsuloids are manufactured from Fresh Bullocks'
Blood at 31b Snow Hill, London, Eng., and are sold

, at 50c per box, 6 boxes for $2.50, post free

‘Block, kville, 4
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HARDWARE
MAN

Paints, Oils,
of all sizes,
Spades, Scoops,

cheapesi and bst.
Ageut for the

Agents Want ed.
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excellence.
require repairing
new building ? 1f so, you
these goods or apply direct to

Athens -

C. E.

of Wood and Iron

Having worked
rapable of giving good

for shortening arms where
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and Chimneys, Pressed Waie, &e.

BICYCLES

Agent for the celebrated Mascey-Harris
See tie sample
Dowinion Express Co.—the cheapest way to send money to all
paris of the world. Give me a call.

PLAIN AND COLORED

Poster Printing

The Athens /\)1%01’/0‘

BLACKSMITHIN

AND PAINTING

Pickrell & Sons have lcased from W.
M. Stevens his shop, house, etc.
beg to notify the community at larg ' . ed
do all kinds of general Blacksmithing, including the repairing
Work on all kinds of vehicles, implements,
reachinery, etc. Painting done on the premises.

at the trade for many years, we argy.
satisfaction,
they have too much play.

Horse-Shoelng will receive special attention,

1

we will endeavor to please you,

P

KEEPS A 3'ULL STOCK OF
Varnishes, Brushes, Window Gluss, Conl Oil, Machine Oil, Rope
Builders' Hardware, Nails, Foiks,
1ron Piping, (all sizes),

Shovels, Drain Tile,
Tinware, Agate Ware, Lamps
Guns and Ammunition

Wheels, all styles and prices, the
wheels.

WM. KARLEY

LYN ACRICULTURAL WORKS

Farmers, fecd your
pigs and other stock cooked
roots and other food_,'/and make
money. - A
The Economic Fged Cook-
er will pay its cost  in one
season and will last a lile time.

Made of the best cast and Ty

wrought iron and steel. Gal-
vanized boiler to prevent rust-
ing, save fuel and time and
is as safe in a building as a
box stove.

G. P. McNISH

Box 52 Ly~ P.O.
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Perfection Cement Roofing

THE TWO GREAT RAIN EXCLUDERS

e —— D —

THESE GOODS are rapidly winning their way in popular
l favor because of their cheapness,

Does your house or any of
or a new roof ?
chould send for circular

durability and general
your outbuildings
Are you going to crecta
describing

W. G. McLAUGHLIN
MANF'R AND SOLE PROPRIETOR

Ontario

WOoOD-WORKING
REPAIRING . . .-

on Elgin street, Athens, and
arge that they are prepared to

We use an axle-cutter

Call and




