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CHARLIE SI ‘ A'! around her neck, and laid er cheek coaxing- | isn’t thie.heavy father of the comedy, to rage | Without her my life would not be worth the | have strengih to give up the girl you onou
: ; ly alongside of Miss Stuart’s, - Tnere has | throngh'four-acts and come round in the | having.” - .| My boy, my son, I don't want to be hm-dvg;

T T WIS OR 5

The Taus Wirxess has within ‘the imst
ear made an immense giride in circulation,
and if the testimony of a large nu mber of our

subscribers i not too flattering. it may also

claim s stride in general improvement.

This ia the age of general improvement
and the Troe -Wirness will advance with it.
Newspapers are starting up around us on all
sides with more or less pretensions to public
favor, some of them diein their tender in-
fancy, some of them die of disease of the
heart after a fow years, while others, though
the fewest in number, grow stropger as they
advancs in years and root themselves all the
more firmly In public esteem, which i_n‘fact
is their life. However, we may criticlse
Darwins theory as applied to thespécies there
is no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, it is the fittest which sarvives. The
TPrus Wiryzes has survived a generation of
men all but two years, and it is now what we
may term an established fact.

But we want to extend its usefulness and
fte circulation still further, and we want its
friends to assist ua if they believe this jour-
nal to be worth S1.50 a year, and we think
they do. We would like to 1mpress upon
thelr memories that the True Wrrxsss is
without exception the cheapest paper of its
class on this continent.

it was formerly two dollars per annom in
the country and two dollars and a balf in the
city, but the present proprietors having taken
chargo of it in the herdest of times, and know-
ing that to many poor pecple a reduction of
twenty or twenty-five per cent would mean
something and would not only enable the
old subscribers to retain it but new ones to
enroll themselves under the reduction, they
have no reason to regret it. For what they lost
one way they gained in another, and they
assisted the introduction into Catholic
families throughout Csnada and the United
States of a Catholic paper which would de-
fend their religion and their rights.

The Trrce WITSEss is too cheap to offer
premiums or # chrumos " as aninducement to
subscribers, even if they believed in their

y
efficacy.

It goes simply on its meritsasa
journal, and it is for the people to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

But as we have stated we want our circula-
tion doubled ia 1881, and all we can do to
encourage our agents aud the public generally
js to promise them that, if our eilorts are
seconded by our friends, this paper will be
still fieqyan eplarged and improved during
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the subscriber will be
entitled to teceive the Trur WiTyESs for
One year.

Any one sending us the names of 5 mew
subscribers, at one time, with the cash, (§1.50
each) will receive ome copy free and $i.00
cash; or 10 new names, with the cash, one
copy free and $2.50.

Our readers will oblige by informing their
friends of the above very liberal inducemente
to subscribe for the TrrE WiTnesS; also by
sending the name of a reliable person who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and sample copiss will be sent on ap-
plication.

e want active intelligent agents through-
out Canada and the Northern and Western
States of the Union, who can, by serving our
intercsts, serve their own as well and add
materially to their income without interjer-
ing with their lcgitimnto business.

The Tave WiTyess will be mailed to clergy-
men, school teachers and postmasters at
$1.00 per annum in advunce.

Parties getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themselves to noy particular locality,
but can work up taeir quota from different
towns or districts; nor is it necessary to sand
nll thenames at once. They will fulfil all
the conditions by forwarding the names and
amounts until the club is completed. We
have observed that our paper is, if possible,
more popular with the ladies than with the
other gex, and we appeal to the ladies, tuere-
fore, to use the gentle but irresistible pres-
ure of which they are mistresses in our be-
half on their husbands, fathers, hrothers and
sons, though for the matter of that we will
toke subscriptions from themselves and their
sisters and cousinsas well. Rate for clubs of
five or more, $1.00¢ per annum in ndvance.

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

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

HONOQRED AND BLEST.

When a board of eminent physicians and
chemists snnounced the discovery that by
combipning some well known valuable remc-
dieg, the moat wonderful medicine was pro-
duced, which would cure such a wide mnge
of digeases thot most all other remodiuve
could be dispeused with, many were scepti-
cal ; but proof of its merits by actual trial
has dispetled »ll doubt, aud to-day the dis-
coverers of that great medicine, Hop Bitters,
are honored and blessed by all as benefactors.
~ Democrat.

THE QUEEN'S PRIZE AT WIMBLEDON.

For some time during the competition for
the Queen’s Prize at the riflo meeting it
seemed highly probable that one of the Cana.
dian team, Sergeant Walker, would carry off
the gold medal and £250 presented by Her
Majesty. He was among six others who had
an aggrogate of 56 over the two first ranges,
that being the highest ou the register. He
zather foll off at the 1,000 yards, though his
chances of success were brilliant at the first
two or three shots. He finigshed with 75,
which falls into the tenth place, being eleven
less than the winner, who mado threo points
more than was ever known in the history of
the compstition and twelve more than was
made Iast year. The namse of the winner is
Private Beck. He belongs to the 3rd Begl-
ment of Devon volunteers. His score was

6.
—————— &~ ——— e
Erpa's CocoA—GRATEFUL AND COMFORTING—
st By a thorough knowledge ot the matural
laws which govern the operations ot digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful application of
the fine properties of well selected cocos, Mr.
Epps has provided our bréakfast tables with
a delicately flavored beverage which may
save us many heavy doctors’ bills, It is by
the judicious use of such articles of diet that
a constitution may be gradually built up until
strong enough to resist any tendency to
disease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are
floating around us ready to attack wherever
there is 8 weak point. We may escape many
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well
fortified with pure blood and a properly
nourished frame.’— Civil Service Gazette. Sold
only in packets labelled—¢ Jauss Eprrs & Co.,
Homeopathic Chemists, London, Eugland.”
Also makers of Epre’'s CHooOLATE EssENOE

for afternoon nse.
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The College Recordssye of an undergradn-
ate: wX—takes n concave mirror to look at kis

did not come.
were too many and great.
and Trizy did not like pain.

was quite impossible she could venture to

days ? '{‘hirdly, next week Lady Holena

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

PART II.
CHAPTER IX.—CORTIRUED.

A well kpown figuae in a gray suit, stood
a tew yards off, pacing restlessly about and
smoking. MHe flung away his cigar and bur-
ried up to ber. One glance st her smiling
face was enoangh, his own flushed with rapture.
«Ihave come for my answer,” he cried. ¢ 0O
Edith, my darling, don’t et it be No.'”
She laugbed aloud at his vehemence--it
was the sort of wooing she liked. * I should
like to please you, Sir Victor—what, then,
ghall it ba?”
« Yes | a thousand times, yes! Edith, my
love—my love—yes ! ” .
She was smilinrg still—she looked him
frankly in the eyes,as no other woman on
earth, in such an hour, ever looked at the
man she loved. She laid in his, one slim,
brown, ringlesz hand.
«Since you know it 8o much, Sir Victer, let
it beas you plense. Yes!

CHAPTER X.
HOW TRIX TOOXK IT.
It was half-past twelve byall the clocks
and watches of Powyss Place. Miss Btuart
sat alone, in the pleasant boudoir or sitting—
roow, agsigned her, her foof on an oftoman, a

been a borrid mistake, All the time in that
boa't!: on Killarney's lake he was talking of—
ma 2" .

# Of—youl” The two words dropped from
Trixy’s ashen lips.

Of me, dear, and he thinks at this moment
that you understood nim so. Trixy—dont
be angry with me—how could I help it—he
proposed to me yesterday afternoon.® Trix
repeats the words like cne whohas been stun-
ned by a blow, in a dazod eort of tone. ¢ And
you—refused him, Edith,

wAccepted him, Trixy. I sald yes to Sir
Victor Catheron thiz morning in the
grounds.”

Then there was a panse. The ticking of
the little Swiss clock, the joyous warble of
the thrushes, the soft rustle of the trees pre-
ternatarally Jond. ‘

Beatrix Stuart sat white to the 1ips, with
anger, mortification, amaze, disappointment.
Then she covered her face with her hands,
and burst into & vehement flood of tears.
«Trix? dear Trix!” Edith exclaimed,
sbocked and pained; #good Heaven, don’t
eryl Trix, dearest, ! never knew you were
in love with him.”

«In love with him!" cried Trix, looking
up, her eyes flushing through her tears, “ the
odions little wishy-washy, drawling coxcomb!
No, I'm nof in love with him—not likely—
but what business had he to go talking like
that, and hemming and hawing, aud binting,
and—oh I” cried Trix, with a sort of screech,

novel in her hand, a frown on her brow,
and most benutiinlly dressed. In solifary
state, at hali~past ten, she had breakfasted,
waited npon by the trimmest of handmaidens
in smiles and Iace cap. The breakinsi had
been removed for over an hour, and still Miss
Stuart eat alone.

Her mamma had called to gee her, s0 had

I ghonld like to tear his eyes out!”

« T dara sy you wauld—the desire is bolh
natural snd preper,” answered, Edith smots~
ering a second desire {o laugh ; « but, under
the circumstances, not admissable. It was
a stupid proceeding, nc doubt, his speaking
to you at all, but you see the poor fellow

Lady Helens, but they did not count. She
wanted somebody else, and that somebody
Her novel wasinteresting and
new, but ghe could not read; her troubles

First there was her ankle that pafned her,
Secondly, it

stand upon it for the next three days, and who
was to walch Sir Yictor during those three

gave a latge party, and at that party it was
morally and phkysically impossible she could
play any other part thar that of wallflower;
she who was one of the best waltzers, and lov-
ed waltzing better than any girl in New York.
1s it any wonder, then, that an absorbing no-
vel failed to nbsorb her? Al
‘The door opened apd Edith came in. At
all times and in all array, Miss Darrell must
of vecessity 1ook bandsome. This morning
in crisp muslin and rose colored ribbons, a
flush on ber cheeks aud s eparkle in her eyes,
Miss Darrell was something more than hand-
some—she was beantiful., Something, that
was more the memory of a smile, than asmile
itself, lingered on herlips—she wus go bright.
ly pretty, so fresh, eo fair, that it was a plea-
sure oaly to leok at her.

« Good morning, Trixy,” she sald, ¢ How
i3 your poor dear ankle?” It dosen’t hurt
much, 1 bops ? "

She came up behind Miss Stuart’s chair, put
her arms around her neck, stooped down and
kisred her fovehesd. The frown on Trixv's
face decpened—it was the last straw that
broko the camels back, to eee Edith Darrell
looking so brightly handsome, priviliged to go
where she pleased, while she was chained to
this hortid chair.”

11t does hurt,” Trixy responded crossly,
¢« 1wish I never had sn ankle, sooner than go
gpraiuning it this way. The idea of horrid
floors, like black looking-glasses, and slipper.
ier than a skating-rink, Edith, how long isit
since you1 got up 7"

« Now for it1” thought Edith, and the
smila she strove to repress, dimpled her sun-
ny face. Luckily, standiog bebind Trixy's
chair, Trix did not see it.

«How long? Oh sincenina o'clock. You
know I'm not a very early riser.”

« Did you go straight down to breakfast 2"
'Phe breakfast hour was ten. It doesu’t
take me all that time to dress”

«Where did yon go then "

« I wallzed in the grounds.”

u Bdith ! ¥ with sudden sharpness, # did you
see Sir Victor 7

«Yes, I eaw Sir Victor.”

« Where 7 In the grounds too? 7

«In the grounds too; smeking a cigar.”

¢ Jidith ! " the sharpuess changing to
ruspleion and alarm. *“You were with Sir
Victor |

« 1 was with Sir victor. That is to say

Sir Victor was with me."” N
t Bother ! What did you talk about ? Did
he a5k aftor me? ?

t Ye-o-e5," Edith answered doubtfully—
the fact being Bir Victor had untterly forgot.
ton Miss Stuarts existence in the dizzy rap-
ture of his acceptance—¢ he asked for you, of
course.”

«Was that all? IHe's o pretty attentive
host, I don't think" eried Trixy, with bitter—
ness, - having a young lady laid up by the le
—the ankle in his house, and never so much
as calliog to see if sha is dead or alive!”

« My dearest Trix,” said Edith stroggling
with a laugh, % gentlemen don't call upon
young ladies in their chambers at break of
day, even though they have a sprained ankle.
It isn’t de rigeur.”

« Do rigger be blowed! It isn’t my cham-
ber; it's my private parlor; and aristocratic
as we have got lately, I don’t think half-past
twelve is the break of day. Edith, upon your
word, did he say anythieg nbout—-about—you
know what?”

« Marrying you? No, Trixy, not 8 word.”

She put her arms close around poor Trixy's
neck, and hid her face in Trixy’s chestnut
hair.

« T'rix pet, dan’t you think there may have
been a little—junst a little, misunderstanding
that night at Killarney ?”’

1t Misunderstanding! I don't understand
you, Edith,”” Miss Stuarf exclaimed, in increas-
ing alatm. # For goodness sake come round
where I can ses you, and don’t stand there
like a sort of ¢ Get thee behiud me, Satan, I
like to look people in ihe face when I talk to
them."

«In one moment dear; please don’'t be
cross. [ have something that is not pleasaut
to eay that you won't like. I am afraid to
tell you. Trix, there was s misunderstand-
ing that night.”

«] don’t see; I don't belisve there was.
Edith Darrell, what do you mean ? He asked
me to marry him—at least he told me he was
in love with me in a stupld, round abont
way, and agked me it he might hope, and if
there was any danger of a refusal, or a rival,
when hespoke out and that balderdash, Hs
said he meant to gpeak to paand ma, as plain
as print, Now, how could there be 2 misun-
derstanding in all that 7"

«It wns a8 you say, awfully stupid of him,
but these Englisbmen have such different
ways from what we are accustomed to, There
was s misunderstanding, I regret, He means
to speak to your father and mother to.day,
but—not about you,”

“«Edith1" Trix had sprung up, psle as
death and with flashing eyes. # What do

sustache,”

thinks you understood him, and meant it for
the best.”

«Thought I understood kim !"retorted Misg
Stuart, with a vengeful glare. # Oh, shouldn’t
I liko to make him understand me! The way
he went on that night, kissicg my band, and
calling me Beatrix, and talking of speaking to
ps, and meaning you all the time, is enough
—enough to drive a person stark, staring mad.
All Englishmen are fools—there |” exclaimed
Miss Stuart, sparks of firedeying up her tears,
«and Sir victor Catneron’s the biggest fool
of the lot 2"

4 What for! for wonting to marry me 7"

4 Yeg, for wanting to marry you. You,
who don't care a bud cent for him1”

« How many bad cents did you care, Miss
Stuart, when you were so willing to be his
wifa I”

. More than you, Miss Darrel], for at least
I was not in love with any oue slge.”
4 And who may Miss Darrell be
with, pray "

#“ Witk Charlie,” answered Trix, her face
gtill afire. ©Dony it if you dare! In Jove
with Clarlie, nnd he with you.*

She was looking up at her rival, her angry
gray oyes so like Charlie’s 88 she spoke, in
everything but expressicin, that for an instant
Edith was disconcertad. 3he could not meet
them, For once in her life hor own eyes
fell,

“ATe wo going to quarrel, Trix? Is it
worth y-Lile, for a man you Linve decided we
neither ofus care for—wo who have been like
sisters so long ?"

i Like sisters!” Trix repeated bitterly.
# Edith, T wonder if you are not scheming and
deceitful 1

* Beatrix IY

« Ok, you needn't f Dantrix, me! T meoan it.
I believo there has been double dealing in
this. He paid attention to me before you ever
came o Now York. I believe if I hadn't
been sen-sick he would have proposed fo me
on the ship, ButI was sea-sick,—it's al-
ways my inck to be everrthing that's miser-
able—and you were with him night and
day."”

s Night and day!
this is awiul "
«“You know what I mean,” pursued Trix
loftily. ¢ You got bim in love with you.
Then, all tho way to Killarney you flirted
with Chnarlie—poor Charlic—and made him
jealous, and jealousy finished him, You're a
very clever girl, Edith, and I wish you a great
deal of joy,”

“Thank you you say it as ifyon did. I
don't tuke the trouble to deny your charges;
they're not worth it—they are false, and you
know them to be so. I never sought out Sir
Victor Catheron, either in New York, on
boardd ship, or elsewhere. If he had besn a
prince, instead of n baronet, I would not have
done it. I have borne a great deal, but even
you may go too far, Trixy. S8ir Victor has
done me the honor of falling in love with me
—~-for he does love me, aud he has nsked me
to be his wite, I have accepted him, of
course ; it was quite impossible I could do
otherwise. Ifnt Killarney, he was stupid,
and you made s blunder, am I to be held ac-
countable? Hedoes not dream for a moment
of the misnzderstanding between you. He
thinks be made his meaning asclear as day.
And now I will leave you; if 1 stay longer
we may quarrel, and I—I don't want to quar-
rel with you, Trixy.”

Her voice broke suddenly. She turned to
tho door, and all the smallness of her own
conduct dawned upon Trix. Her generous
heart—it was generous ia spite of all this—
smote her with remorse.

#0h, come back, EdithI" she sald, “don't
£0, I won't quarrel with you. I'ma wretch.
It's dreadfully mean aund contemptible of me,
{0 make such a howling about a man that
does not care a straw for me. When I told
vou, you wished mejoy. Just come back and
give me timeto catch my breath, and I'll wish
you joy too. DBat it's 8o sudden, so unexpect-
ed. O, Dithy, I thought vou liked Charlieall
this while

How like Charlie’s the handsome dark gray
eyes were| Edith Darrell could not meet
:lham ; she turned and looked out of the win-

ow,

#] like him, ceriainly; I would be very na-
grnt’:aful if I did not. He is like a brother to
me.

¢« A brother! Ob, a brother,” retorted Trix,
with immpnsurable scorn and digaity. ¢ Edith,
honour bright! Haven’t you and Cbarlie
beex in love with each other these two years)”’

Edith laughed.

“ A vary leading question, and a very absurd
one. I don't think it is in either your brother
or me to be very deeply in Jove. He wonrld
find it feverish and fatigning—you kunow
how hLe ohjects to fatigue ; and I—well, if
love be anything like one reads of in books,
an all absorbing, all eonsuming passion that
wor't let people eat or sleep, I have never
folt it, and I don’t want to. I think that
sort of love went out of fashion with Aman-
da Fitzallen. Yon're a sentimental goose,
Miss Stuart, and have taken Byron and Miss
Landon in toolarge doses.”

% But yon like him,” persisted his sister,
# don't you,Dithy I"

« Like him—Iike him! Her whole face lit
up for a second with & light that made it
lovely. « Woll yer, Trix, 1 don't mind own-
ing that much—I do like Charlie—like him
80 well that I won't marry him. For it means
just that, Trix—ruin. The dav we becamse

love

Good gracious, Trixy,

youmean? Speak ont, I toll yon "

s

anything ors than friends and couslns your

fifth, with his -fortune “and blessing.
lis’and I have common senge, and we have
shaken bands and agreed to be good friends
and cousins, nothing .more.”

©'Whst an admirable thing is common
gense| Does Bir Victor know abont the hand-
-sheking ani the cousinly agreement.” )

Don't be sarcastic, Beatrix ; it isn't’ your
forte! I have nothing to confess to Sir
Victor when I am married to him ; neither
your brother nor any other man will hold the
place In my heart (such as it is) that he will.
Be very sure of that.”

« Ahl such as it is,? put in Trix, eynically;
“and when is it to be, Dithy—the wed-
ding

« My denr Trix, I only said yes this morn-
ing. Gentlemen don’t propose snd fix fhe
wedding day all in a breath. It will be ages
from now, no doubt. Of course Lady Helena
will object.”

« You don't mind that 2"

# Not a whit. A grand-aunt is—a grand-
aunt, nothing more, She is his only living
relative, he is of age, able to speak and act for
himself. The irne love of any good man
honors the woman who receives it. In that
way Sir Victor Catheron honors me, &nd in
no other. I haveneither wealth nor lineags ;
in all other things, as God made us, I am bis
equal”

She moved to the door, her dark eyes shin-
ing, her head erect, looking in her beauty and
her pride a mate for a king.

& There i8 to be a driving-party to East-
Inke' Abbey, after Inuncheon,” ske said; ¢ you
are to be carried down to the barouche and
ritde with your father and mother and Lady
Helenn—Charlie and Captnin Hommond for
your cavaliers,” .

« And you.”

« Sir Victor drives me.”

« Alone of course ?” Trixy says, with a last
little bitter sneer.”

it Alone of courte,” Edith answers coldly.
Then she opens the door and disappears.

CHAPTER XI.
[OW LADY HELEXA TOOK IT.

But the driving-party did not coms eff:
The ruins of Eastlake Abbey were unvisited
that day, at least. For while Edith and
Trixy's somewhat unpleasant interview was
taking place in one part of the houss, an
equally unpleasnpt, and much more mysteri-
ous interview was taking place in another,
and on the same subject.

Lady Halena had left tho guests for awhile
and goue to her own room. The morning
post had come in, bringing ker seversl letters.
One in particular she seized, and read with
more cagerncss tham the others, dated Lon-
don, beginning « My Dear Aunt,” and signed
¢ Inez” While she sat absorbed owver it, io
deep and painful thought evidently, therc
came a tap at the door; then it opened, and
her nephew came in.

She crumpled her letter hurriedly in her
hand, and put it out ot sight. She lcoked up
with & smile of welcome ; he was the «apple
of her eye,” the darling of her lifc, the Ben-
jamin oi her childless old age—the fair-hair-
ed, pleasant-faced young baronet.

Do T intrude 7" he asked. “ Are youbusy ?
Aro your letters very important this morping ?
If so—"

« Nat important atall. Come in, Victor.
I have been wishing to speak to you of the
invitations for next week’s ball. Isit con-
cernicg the driving-party this afterncon you
want to speak 7

« No, my dear aunb ; something very much
pleazanter than all the driving-parties in the
world ; somotbing much more important to
me n

She looked at him more closely. His faco
wag flushed, his eyes bright, a happy smile
was on his lips. He had theJook of a man to
whom one great good fortnne had suddenly-
come.

« Apreeably important then, I am sure,
judging by your looks. What a radiant face
the lad has!”

«1 have reason to lgok radiant. Congra-
tulate me, Aunt Helena; I am the happiest
man the wide earth holds.”

“ My dear Victor I”

# Cannot you gucess  heenid, still emiling ;
« ] always thought female relatives were par—
ticnlarly sharp-sighted in these matters.
Must I really tell you? Have you no suspi-
cions of mv errand herg 1"

«] have not, indecd ;° but she gat erect, and
her fresh-colored, bandsome old face grew
pale. «Victor, what is it? Pray speak
out.”

t Very weoll. Congratulate me once more;
I am going to be married.”

He stopped short, for with a low cry that
was like a cry of fear, Lady Helena rose up.
1If he had sald » Iam goiug to be banged,” the
counsternation of her face could not have been
greater.  She put out her hand as though to
ward off n blow,

® No, no!" she said, in that frightened
voice; % not married. For God's sake, Vie-
tor, doo't say toat!’

#« Lady Helena I”

He sat looking at her, utterly confounded.

« It can’t be true,” she punted. « You don’t
mean that. You don't want to be married.
You are tuo young—you are. I tell you I
won't hear of it! What do boys like you
want of wives 7—only three-and-twenty !’

Ho laughed good-humoredly.

« My dear aunt, boys of three and twenty
are tolerably well grown ; it isn't a bad age
to marry. Why, according to Debrett, my
father was only three-and-twenty when he
brought home & wite and son to Catheron
Rovyals.”

She ant down suddenly, her head against
the back of a chair, her face quite white.

« Aunt Helenn,” the young man sald anx:
iously, approaching her. «I have startled
you ; [ have heen too sudden with this. You
look quite faint; what shall I get you?”

He seized u carafe of water, but she waved
it away.

«“Wait,” she sald, with trembling lips;
# wait, Give me time—let me think, It
was sudden ; I will be better in a moment.”

He sat down fesling uncommanly uncomfor-
tabla. He was a practical sort of youag man,
with a man’s stroug dislike of scenes of all
kinds, and thiz interview didn't begin as pro-
misingly as he had hoped.

She remained pale and silent for upward of
five very long minutes ; only once her lips
whispered, as if unconsiously : .

tThe time has come-—the time has come.”

It was Sir Victor himaself wholbroke the
embarrassing pause.

Aunt Helens,” he sald pettishly, for he was
not accustomed to have hisgovereign will dis-
puted, “1 don't understand this, and will you
pardon me if I say I don't likeit. It must
have cntered your mind thal sconer or later I
would fall in love and marry a wife, like other
men., That time has come, us you say your-
self, There is nothing I can see to be shock-
od at.”

# But not so soon,” she answered brokenly.
« Oh Victor not so soon.”

¥ I don't consider 1wenty-three years toso
soon, I am old-fashioned, very liktly, but I
do believe in the almost obsolste doctrine of
early marriage, I love her with allmy heart.”
His kindling eyes and softened voice botray-

Ohar~ |’

| I may be iu love-still I um amenable to

#'Who'is shet "
« Lady Gwendollne, of course.” .

up.
He smiled and hift-

« Lady Gwendoline ? ?
ed his eyebrows,

& No my dear aunt a very different person
from Lady Gwendoline. Miss Darrell.”

She sat erect and gazed at him—stunned.

« Miss Darrell | XEdith Darrell—the Amer-
jcan girl, the—Victoz, is this a jest—"

- #«Lndy-Helens, am I likely to jest on such a
suhject] It is the trtuh., This morsing
Miss- Darrell—Edith—has made me the hap-
piest man in England by promising to be
my wife, Burely, aunf, you must have sus~
pected-—~must haveseen that I loved her.”

] have seen nothing,” she answered blank-
1y, looking straight before her—¢nothing. 1
am only an old woman—I am growing blind
and stupid, I suppose. Ihave seen nothing.’

There was & pause. Atno time was Sir
Victor Catheron a fluent or ready speaker—
just at present, perhaps, it was natural he
should be at a loss for words. And her Jady-
ship’s manner was the revarse of reassaring.

« X bave loved her from the first,? he said,
breaking once more the silence--* from the
very first night of the party, without knowing
it. Jn all the world, sheis the only one I can
ever marry. With her my life will be su-
premely happy, supremely blessed ; without
her—but nol I do not choose to think what
my life would be like without her. You,
who have been as a mother to mea all my life,
will not mar my perfect bappiness on this
day of days by saying you object.”

# But I do object!" Liady Helenn exclaim-
ed, with sudden eusrgy aund anger. & More—
I absolutely refuse. I say ugnin, you are teo
young to wanl to marry atall, Why, even
your favorite Shakespesaro says: ¢ A ycung
man married, i8 a man that’s marred.’” When
you are thirty it wiil be quite time enough to
talk of this. Go abroad again—see the world
—go to the East, as you have oiten tuiked of
doing—to  Africa—anywhera! XNo man
knows himeself or his own heart at the ridi-
culous age of twenty-three I’

Sir Victor Catheron smiled, a very quiet and
terribly obstinate smile,

# My extrsme youth, then, is your only okb-
jaction ?”

“ No, it is not—I have & hundied objections
—it is objoctionable from every puvint. I ob.
ject to her most decidedly and absolutely.
You ghall not marry this American girl with-
out family or station, and of whom you know
absolutely nothing-——with whom youhave not
been acquainted four weeks, Obv, itis ab-
surd—it is ridiculous—it is the most prepos-
terous folly I ever heard of in my lile,”

His smile left his face—a frown came in-
stead, Hia lips sef, Lie looked at her with a
face of invincible determination,

« Ig that all ?" he demanded. I will an-
swer your objsctions when I have thorough-
ly heard them. I am my own master—but—
that much is due to you,”

w1 tell you she is beneatk yon—beneath
you!"! Lady Helena said vehemently. The
Catheron's bhave alwavs married well—into
ducal families. Your grandoiother—my sis-
ter—wng, as I am, the daughter of a mar.
quis.t

it And my mother was the dauglhter of a
soap-boiler,” he eaid with bitterness. « Don't
let us forget that.”

« Why do you speak to me of her? I can't
bear it. You know I cannot. Youdo well
to taunt me with the plebeian blood in your
veing—you, of all men aliva, Ob, why did
vou ever seo this designine girl? Why did
she ever come betwoen s ?”

She was working herself up to a pitch of
passionate excitement, quite incomprehensi~
ble to her nephew, and as displeasing as it
was incomprehensible.

¢ When you cnll her designing, Lady Hel-
enn,” heeail, in slow, apgry tones, ‘¢ you go
n little too fur. In no way has Miss Darrell
trisd to wic me---'tig the one drawback 1o my
perfact happiness now that she does not Iove
me as I love her. She bas told we so frank-
ly and bravely. But it will come. 1 feal

For the rest, I deny that she is beneath me;
in all things—beanty, intellect, goodness—
she is my superior. She is the danghter of
a scholar and a gentleman; her affoction
would honor the best man on earth. I deny
that I sm too young--I deny that she is my
inferior--I deny even your right, Lady Hal.
eana, tospenk disparagingly of her. And, in
conclusion, I say, that it is my unalterable
determination to marry Edith Darrell at the
earliert possible hour that I can prevail upon
ber to fix our wedding day.”

She locked at him ; the unalterable deter-
mination he spoke of was printed iz every
line of his set face,

X might have known it,” she said, with
enppressed bitterness ; ¢ he is his father'sson.
The same obstinacy~—the same refosal to lis-
ten to all warning. Soconer or later I knew
it muast come, but not so soon a8 this.”

Tho tears coursed slowly over Ler cheeks,
and moved him as nothing she ever could
have snid woutd hiave done.

#¥For heaveu’s szke, aunt don't cry,” he
said husriedly. ¢« You distress me—you make
me feel like a brute, aud I—really now, I
don’t think you ought to blame me in this
way. Miss Darrell is not a Lady Gwendoline,
certainly—she has neither rank nor wealth,
but in my sight their absence is no objection
whatever. And I love her; everything is
gaid in that,”

“ You love her,” she repeated mournfully.
# Oh, my poor boy, my poor boy !”

uwI don't think I deserve pity,” Sit Victor
said, smiling again. «I don't foel s though
Idid. Ard now tell metha real reason of all
of this."

U The real rteason ?"

# Certrinly ; you don'’t suppose I do notsee
it is something besides those you have given.
Thero iz somethine else under all tbls. Now
let us hear if, and have dono with it.”

He took bothk her hands in his and looked
at her—a resolute smile on his fair blonde
face.

#Trosbles are like certasin wild animals,”
he said; #look thom straight in the sye :and
they turn and take to fiight. Why should 1
not many at twenty-three? If I were mar-
rying aoy one else—Lady Gwendoline for in-
atznce—would my extreme javenility still be
an obstacle 2’

« You had much hetter not marry at all.”

# Why ! live a crusty old bachelor! Now,
now, my good aunt, this ia a little too much,
and not at all what I expected from a lady of
yaur common-sense.”

« There is nothing to make a jest of, Victor,
Itis better you should not marry—bstter the
name of Oatheron shonld die out and be blot-
ted from the face of the earth.”

« [;ndy Helena”

« 1 know what I am saying, Victor. You
would say it too, perhaps, if you knew all.”

t You will tell me all,  Oh yes, you will,
You hava seid too much or toe little now, I
must hear ¢ all, then I shall judge for myself.

reason. Ifyou can show mv any just cause
or impediment to my marriage—if you can
oconvince me it will be wrong in the sight of
Heaven or man, then, dearly 88 I love her I
will give her up. But your proof must he
strong indeed.” SR

‘she asked, without looking

‘you, I.want to sa¢ yon happ
and yat—?" , y ‘o ppy;
41 will be happy—only: tell me the
anglet me judge for myself.” b truy
e was smiling—he was . increg
Ledy Helona's mountain, seen by hig r..;:: us.
doubt, would turn ont the verlest molehy]) "
“I don't know what to do,” she angwer,
in agitated tones. “1 prowised her to te?'
_yo: II“hl; g.ayhever cams, and now it g el
and. I-—coh |” she cried out ior
can’t tell you I’ OUt passionately, «
He grew pale himself, with f
kne; not wkat. ' ear
% You can, you will—you must!" :
rest:ilntfaly. “I am not a child to be l;: o
ened of a bogy. What terrible secret ; .
hidden behind all this 7" 15 thers |

Heaven knows

of ha §

that such love a8 mine must win a return. |

“Terrible secret---yes, that ig it.
sec‘r%t-you h]?ve said it |”

“Do you, by eny chance, refer to
ther’s death 7 1Is if. that yoi: knew nﬁl th
years her murderer and have kept it secre: gﬁ

‘There was no reply. She covered her fac
with her bands and 1urned away, .
“Am I right ¥ he persisted.
_Bhe rose to her foet, goaded,
his persistent questioning in
frenzy.

“Let me alone, Victor Catheron,” i
“I have kept my secret for tv‘neglzfjjr;:: .
vears—_do you think you will wring it {rg °
me all in & moment from me naw Whut :
right have you to question me—to gay I ah ?1 :
teli orshall not ? If you knew al] you WGun[d .‘
know you bave no right whatever--ppne... §
;.u; right to Ie.tskf any womsn to sharg yn:;;

ife--no right, if it comes to ¥ )
title you bear!’ tB86 even o thy

He rose up teo---whita to the lips,
Lady Helena going mad? Had the
nouncement of his marriage turned i

Tenipgg

it eeemed b
to a son 6";-

Way 3
an. 8
er i
In that puuse, before either coulg 2;1;?; e
agaiv, a knock that had been twice rivenny,
heard, was repeated a third time. It Lrought
both back instantly from the trapic, to th,
decorum of every day life. Lady Helepa
down ; Sir Victor opened the door. It was
gervaut with a note on a ealver.

“ Well, sir,” the baronet demanded abrunt.
ly. ©What do you want 7" y
# Ity her ladyship, Bir Victor. A Iady to
see your ladyship on very important bugi.
ness”

%1 can see no one this morning,” Lady Eel.
ena responded ; ¥ tell her s0,”

s My lady, excuse me ; this lady, snid your
ladyship would be sure 10 see her, if your
ludyship would look at this note. It's the
lady in mourning, my lady, wro has besn
here to see your ladyship before, Which this
is the note, my lady.”

Lody Eeleoa's face lit up eagerly now, |
She tore open the note at once.
You may go, Nixzon” ghe said.
the lady up immediately.

She ran over the fow brief llnes the note
coantained, witn a look of unutterably relief,
Lit e the letter, it was signed « Inez.”
« Victor,” she said, turning to her nephew
and holding out her hand, « forgive me if in §
my excitement and haste I have said what I -
should not. Give me a little time, and every. '
thing will be explained. The coming of—In |
—this Jady—ia the most opportune thing is
the world, TYou shall be toid all now.”

#T am to understand then” 8ir Victor said
coldly, wthat this strange, this mysterions
1ady, is in your confidence ; that she i+ te ve
consalted before vyou can tell me this secret
which involves the happiness of my lifu?”

« Precisely ! You Jook angry and ioeredu.
lous, but later you will understand. Sueis
one of our family—more at present 1 cannot
say. Go, Victor; trust me, believe me, nei-
ther your bonor nor your love shall suffer at
our harnds. Postpons the driving-party, or
make my excuee; I ghall not leave my room
to-day. To-morrow, if {t be possibie, the
truth shall be vours ss well us mine.

He bowed coldly—annoyed, amazed, sul
went, What did all this mean? Up to the
present, his life had {lowed peacefully, almost
sluggishly, without family secre's or mystifi-
cation of any kind. And now all at once
here were secrets and mysteries cropping up.
What was tbis wonderful secrst—who was §
this mysterious Iady 7 He must wait unii] |
to-morrow, it appenars, for the answer to both. !
u Qne thipr is fixed as fate,” he said to him.
self a8 he left the room, « I won't give up
Edith, for ten thouennd family secrets—for all
the mysterious ladies on earth! Whatever
others may have done, I at least have dorne
nothing to forfeit my darling’s band. The
doctrine that would make us suffer for the
gins of others, is a mistaken doctrine. Let
to-merrow bring forth what it may, Edith
Darrell shall be my wife.

—

CHAPTER XII.
ON ST. PARTRIDGE DAY.

As he descended the stairs ke encountered
Nixon and a veiled lady in black ascending.
Ho looked at her keenly—shs was tfall and
slender ; beyond that, through the heavy
crape veil, he could make out nothing.
« Mysterious, certainly I* he thought, w ]
wonder who sho i8?’ He bowed us bo pass-
ed her ; she bent her head in return; thed
he hastened to seek out Edith, and tell her
an important visitor had arrived for Lady
Helens, and that the excursion to Eastlake
Abbey would be postponed. He was bub 2
poor dissembler, and the girl’s Dright browe
eyes were sharp. She smiled as she lookel
and listened. i

« Did yon know £ could tell fortunes, Sit
Victor ? Hold out vour hand and let me
tell you the past. You lLave been upstaird
with Lady Helena; you have told her t.hat
Edith Darrell has consented to be your w_lfe.
You have asked her sanction to the uniod
and lave been malurally, indignantly, aund
peremptorily refused.”

He smiled, but the conscious color rose.
«I always suspected you of being an_en-
chautress—not 1 know it. Can you tell me
the fature as truthfully ss the past?

@ In this instance I think so, “You ghall
never marry a penniless nobody, sir’ (Asd
it is exactly Lady Helena’s voice that spesks)
¢ Your family is not to be disgrnced by a 167
marriege. This girl, who ia buta gort of uP'f
per servant, hired and paid, in the family ©
these common rich Americin people, I8 ';”
mate for & Catheron of Catheron, I refus 10
listen to & word, sir—] insist upon this pre-
poaterons affair being given up.’ 10‘; “"
postulate—in vain. And as constant I;:IPt
ping wears the most obstinatefstone, 50 at tso
will her ladyship conquer. You will come
me one day and say: ¢Look here, Miss DfiP
rell 1'm awiully sorry, you know, but we've
made & mistake, I return you your f’r'eadom
—will you kindly give me hack mine? A“t
Mise Darrell will give Sir Victor Catheron hko '
best curtsey and retive into the outer dars-
ness from whence she came.” . .
He langhed. Her imitstion: of his o¥
slow, accented manner of speaking Wﬂw;s
perfect. Only for an ixiatant; theu he

rave, almost reproachful, .
B Aud you know me no better than m;l;
be eaid. 1 take bsck my words; you are "
geeress. I love my snnt very deany, but D

« Bhow

all the aunts on earth could part me

She Ipoked at him donbtfully—wistfully.

you. Iwonld indeed be a dastard 1fs fo¥



