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Lovein theAhhey
Lady Ethel’s Rival

CHAPTER XXXIX.
ALIVE AND HAPPY.

“YES,” I think you may rest upon
your laurels now, Miss Tomboy. A
more complete and elaborate swindle
-1 have_never been the victim of.”

It s the countess who speaks, de-
livering her cynical accusation from
the easy-chair placed by an open
window facing the gea at Brighton.
Kitty—who, of course, is the object
of the attack—laughs softly, and
coils herself still morg comfortably
upon the sofa which has been wheel-
ed opposite the countess’ chair. It is
a month ago since that evening when
Kitty—according to the dicta of two
doctors and the. opinions of her
friends—ought to have died; but
here is Kitty alive still, and if not
with the old vigor and robust healthi-
ness, ‘still tound and pink enough,
with the dimples back again, and the
old bewttc'hing smile ready at a mo-
ment’s nouce to.gleam in her eyes
and play about her lips.

She smiles mow as she looks out
$om among her wraps of china crepe
pd costly: furs, smiles with .a be-
pitching . raillery and tenderness; an
exasperating smile, also, for the coun-
tess knows tﬁat her..character has
gone, mever to be regained. For
years Lady Ellesford has been regard-
ed as the pattern of a worldly, cyni-
cal¥old worldling, and here a little
tééxboy of a girl, “an impudent little
°!"§t of a thing,” as the countess calls
hé¥, with fierce fondness, has caught
her without her mask, and the coun-
tes:s’ chafabter bas gone.

"What's the matter now, countess?”
aays a deep voice behind the sofa, as
Elliot Sterne bends -over the smiling
face and—as if by accident,” of
course—lets his hand fall softly be-
hind the sleek little head.

“Hem!” snarls the old lady, snap-
ping out her double-barreled eye-
glass and peering down the parade,
“not much to you, Elliot Sterne, I
lare say; you like being made a fool
of, but I don’'t. I ought to be at
Westminster, in your place in the
Westminster ,in your- place in' the
House; but here we both are, dang-
ling at the heels of a:saucy, good-for-

" aothing chit of a girl, who has the au-
lacity to play tricks with people old
snough to be her grand—hem--her

2

nother.”

Lord Sterne smiles, and re-arran-
tes the fur under swhich fhe “chit of
s girl” les coiled; though it was
juite well enough as it was.

“She wants me to apologize for not
lying!” says Kitty saucily.

The countess growls, and nods, at
the same time, generously to am ac-
jnaintance ambling down the road.

“There’s old Lord Peyton; "1 won-

der what he'd say if he knew I'd
made such a fool of myself. ¥, who
never put myself out for anybody be-
fore in the whole course of my life.
Yes, it’s all very well for you to
laugh, miss; and you, Elliot, ought to
be ashamed of yourself. Do you
think it's nothing to take in and
swindle the greatest doctor of the
day? I met him yesterday on the
pier, and the poor fellow didn’t know
what to say. ‘How is your interest-
ing patient, countess?  Interesting
patient, indeed!” with a snar], and an
affectionately savage .look at the
sweet, smiling face opposite her,
“‘Oh,’ says I, ‘our interesting patient
is as well n.nd as strong as a young
horse—more. flourishing and hardy
than your reputation, Sir Arthur.
Then he co;aghed and took out his
snuff-box, and scratched his eye-
brows. ‘I give you my word, my
dear countess,’ “says the old fool, ‘I
wouldn’t have given half a fee for
her life; I wouldn’t, indeed! Never
saw such a stubborn case of'—here
the ‘old idiot ran off a lot of names
hard -enough to break a horse’s jaw—
‘in the whole course of my experi-
ence! I gave her up frem the first
moment I saw her, and I told Doector
Brown—no Greepe—Green o, plainly.
An exceedingly clever and worthy

an, Doctor Greene.” ‘Yes,” says I,
‘he agrqd with you, Sirﬂg;hu:; but,
you ¥%6, she tricked yow :both, and
when I'm at my last ﬁup, I'll send
for both of /you, to -pronounce sen-

tence! I'll be bound 1 get well then.’

And  what do you think the old idiot
had the impudence to say? ‘Oh,’ says

he, ‘I'd récommend your ladyship to-

call in Lord Sterne as a last re-
source!’”

' A short, deep
happy retort, 'and
snarls:

“So, you see, even that old
laughs at me!”

Kitty stretches out her hand—it is
still very white, but plump and soft
enough now, and: lays it on the wrin-
kled one. :

“Poor, ' dear .old: ‘conntess!”™ she
says. “If T'd'known that she would
take it so much to heart, perhaps I'd
have——" there she is stopped by a
finger touching her lips, and puts up
her hand-to take it and kiss it. “No,”
she says softly; “I don’t think I could
have died even to oblige you, Doctor
Greene and Sir Arthur.”

“Not to speak of the lngraﬂtude to
the third and greatest doctor of the
lot,” says the voice behind the sofa.

The countess snarls.

“Physician, cure thyself!” she says.

“I've got a malady which will cling
to me for life,” he retorts, touching
Kitty’s short curls caressingly.

“I wonder which will tire first—you
or the malady?” says _ the countes's,
trying hard to be cynical and stoical’
“There—let the chit’s hair ‘alone!
When I was a girl, I'd rather have
had my head in a bag than be seen in
short curls, like a boy!”

léugh greets this
the countess

idiot
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ofcfngmcnlf oes, including indigestion
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essness ‘and hervous dyup?- i
have bcen a wotld—hvg‘ te

arch-enemy of health.
you rout a whole army

‘wrong,

‘thing—a monkey! There, my lord,
luvohrmmwul'ﬁum

: bolotamotnino that we will

havethomhmhm‘yon’ll‘

‘| ind 'him. employed—like his betters

' —with some petticoated simpléton in
the basement.”

Lord Sterne:laughs, and bondl ‘over
the curly head with a kiss, as if he
were going on-a long journey. /

“I hasten - to do your  bidding,
countess! Farewell, mesdames! ‘I
go to the mysterious regions of the
deep! If I do not return, purchase a
ton of beetle poison and avenge me!”

As he saunters out of the room,
Kitty’s eyes follow his stalwart,
graceful figure to the last inch of it,
with that peculiar look with which
she watches him whenever he comes
near or goes from her—a look of
tender, proudful admiration, tinged
with a little shade of half-fearful
wonder. It is so difficult to -believe
that this god is really her own to wor-
ship, and pet, and glorify.

Then, when she is quite alone, she
leans back and shuts her eyes, as if
there was nothing left in the world
worth looking at, and murmurs:

“Isn’t he the noblest, the handsom-
est; the best and dearest man on
earth, Lady Ellesford?”

(To be Continued.)

The Heir of
Rosedene
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CHAPTER L
PROVIDENCE AND MAN.

“I'm—I'm rather cut up, John,” he
said, huskily. “We've been friends,
goo_d friends, since boyhood. Wolll,
well!” ag the great banker pursed
his lips and nodded, as much as -to
say: “Don’t make me weak, old
friend!—I take it I know your inten-
tions. I have your will in my safe at
the office. The little girl——"

“Ay, Harry's little girl!” murmured
Mr. Weston, tenderly. -“Yes, I'd left
everything to her, Dick; but I wasn't
dying then., Now I am, and with the
shadow of death on me I—remember
a debt I have not paid, a debt I must
pay, a duty I must fulfill before I
shuffle off this mortal coil. Dick, you
have not forgotten Charles More, and
what he did for me?”

“No, no!” responded Mr. Burdon.
“A splendid fellow, a magnificent

fellow——"

“A true and noble friend!” broke in
John Weston. “‘I shall never forget
that day he came and stood by my
side, faced the wolves—call them, ra-
ther, a flock of sheep made frantic by
fear—and saved me from ruin and
dtshonor Forget' I think that when
I'm in my 3rave the memory of it will
abide with me.”

Mr. Burdon nodded once or twice
in emphatic assent.

“Get s6me paper, Dick, and let’s fin-
ish this business; you’ll find some in
the bureaun,” said Mr. Weston.

The lawyer, with his cigar in the
corner of his shrewd lips, went-to the
inlaid writing table and drew a sheet
of paper toward him,

“Your will, I suppose, John?”

“Yes,” said the banker. “You will
find it somewhat similar to the old
one, so far as regards the ldg_acie;
to relatiops and servants. But there

jwill be a great difference in respect'

to the child. This is what I want you
to make out; and, for Heaven's sake,
draw it up so that there can be no
excuse for fighting over it!”

*1 will,” said Mr, Burdon.
ceed.”

Mr. Weston dictated for some min-
utes, and tho lawyer wrote slowly and
carefully; then suddenly he stowed
shoft and, facing round, exclaimed:

“What!” y

The great banker smiled.

R ¢ tl;onxht ‘you'd be nnonuhod."

“PT_O‘

1 Beid, - ulmxy namnmn.mac
“Astonished!” echoed the u,m :
7 'ﬂm scarcely expresses it. Do you
‘| xnow what you are doing; John?" - |
| Mr. Weston nodded. “Yes; I'think|
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this vast fortuné—have you um
how vast it is?” : p

“No; I suppose mot.” . -

“In this—this absurdly l‘m
fashion? Dispose of a fortune! You
dispose of the lives, the hearts, of
two human beings!"” ;

“You put it strongly, Dick” said
Mr, Weston; “but I suppose that ex-
actly describés my intentions. And
why not? This money is my own.”|
He smiled, and his eyes, which had
been dulled with thought,  flashed
with the light of pride. “I made it,
how hardly, with what infinite pa-

phience, self-sacrifice and travail, even

you camnot guess. It is mine, and I
can dispose of it how I choose.”

Mr. Burdon shrugged his shoulders,
and slowly swung round to his paper
again. -~

‘“That. is true,” he said, dryly. “I
am your lawyer, your humble ser-
vant, and at your orders.”

The banker rose and, crossing the
room, laid his white, wasted hand on
the lawyer’s shoulder.

“And my friend, Dick,” he said,
gently: - “Don’t try and thwart me. I
have set my heart 'On" this little
s,he_me of mine——"

“Little!” echoed Mr. Burdon, grim-
' , § o

“Little or big, I mean you to carry
it out, if you will.” 3

Mr, Burdon stifled a groan.

“I hope to Heaven you may live to
relieve me of the task!” he said.
“But if you don’t—well—I. suppose I
shall do your behest. You were al-

ways a willful man, John, always.”

“That’s” why I succeeded,” com-
mented the great banker, with a
smile, “It is your willful men who
bend the world to their wills. "Go on,
Dick, and set it down plainly. -Some-
thing tells me—dying men are per-
mitted to indulge in presentiments,
you know—that my plan will work
out as I wish it. Write, Dick, write!”
S“rll send you the draft to-
wrote as John Weston dictated At
last they had both finished. Mr. Wes-
ton sank into a chair, and the lawyer
began to collect the sheets of paper.
Sl 1send you the draft to-
morrow,” he said, in the tone of a
man who is being made to do some-
thing against which his legal judg-
ment and his knowledge of the world
rébel. :

“To-morrow?”’ murmured Mr. Wes-
ton. “To-morrow? Sometimes there
is no to-morrow, Dick. - T'll ‘sign - it
now.”

Mr, Burdon opened his lips to op-
pose, but with another shrug of his
shouylders, said:

“Very well. We shall want a
couple of witnesses.”

Mr. Weston rang for the butler and
the senjor footman. In their pres-
ence he signed the will, and they
duly witnessed it.

“Now that’s done; ~light another
cigar'and let us talk—g%ut matters
we can agree upon, Dick,” he said.

The two men talked for an hour,
then Mr. Burdon roge to go.

(To be continued.)
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BERLIN IN STATE OF

AMSTERDAM

A state of siege has been

in Berlin, according to
atch from that city.

ITTLE CHANGE IN SIT

LONDON
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CWSPAPER OFFICES
LED BY REBELS

BERLIN
Bpartacan forces to-day
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