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NTERRIBLE SEGRET

Winkle you are ! ¥or my part, I've never
siept at all since I came on board this hor-
rid ship ! Now where are you going ?”

“To get something to eat from my friend
the stewardess,” Edith answered ; *I see I
am too late for dinner.”

Miss Darrell went, and got some tea
and toast. Then wrapping herself in a
blanket shawl, and tying a coquettish red
wool huod over her hair, she ascended to
the deck.

It was pretty well deserted by the ladies
—none the worse for that, Edith thought.
The full moon shone with untold splendor,
over the vast expanse of tossing sea, heav-
ing with that majestic swell, that never
quite lulls on the mighty Atlantic. The
gentlemen filled the smoking-room,  the
“Tabak Parliament” was at its height. She
took a camp-stool, and made for her favor-
ite sheltered spot behind the wheel-house.
How grand it was—the starry sky, the bril-
liant white moon, the boundless ocean—
that long trail of silvery radiance stretch-
ing miles behind.  An icy blast swept over
the deep, but, wrapped in her big shawl,
Edith could defy even that. She forgot
Sir Victor and the daring ambition of her
life. She sat absorbed in the beauty and
splendor of that moonlight on the sea.
Very softly, very sweetly, half unconsci-
ously, she began singing *‘The Youag May
Moon,” when a step behind made her turn
her head: It was Sir Victor Catheron.
She awoke from her dream—came back to
earth, and was of the world worldly, once
more. The smile that welcomed him was
very bright. She would have blushed if
she could; but it is a disadvantage of pale
brunettes that they don’t blush easily.

I heard singing, sweet and faint, and 1
give you my word, Miss Darrell, I thought
it might be the Lurline, or a stra mermaid
combing hersea-green locks. It is very
beautiful, of course, but are you not afraid
of taking cold ¥’

] never take cold,” Miss Darrell answer-
ed ; “influenza is an unknown disease. Has
the tobacco parliament broken up, that I
behold you here 2

It is half-past eleven—didn’t you know
it %—and all the lights are out.”

“(iood Heaven !” Edith cried, startingu
aghast ; “‘half-past eleven! What wil
Trixy say ? Hcalli', moon-gazing must be
absorbing work. had no idea it was after
ten.”

tay a moment, Miss Darrell,” Sir
Victor interposed, ‘‘there is something I
would like to say~.to you—something I
have wished to speak of; since we came on

A

“What were you and the baronet
deck at abnormal hours of the night?
What was the matter with you both?”
“‘Now, now,” cried Edith, ‘‘how do you
to;nv' tit?  What
business have small boys like you spying on
u]:onl of cldu:.y:dﬂen Lh:y
should -bl{ tucked up, asleep in
& § "ilpyig I asleep. I
wasn 5 1 was ave
restless conscience to me prowii
about at unholy hours.” - o
“How do_you come to know, then ?”
“A little bird told me.”
“P’I] twist your little bird’s neck! Whe
was it, sir? {oomuundyw."
“‘How she queens it already ! Don’t excite
small Amazon. I

y t was the
ztﬁe-r of {:: deck.”

“The officer of the deck might be much
better employed ; and you may tell him so,
with my compliments.

“I will ; but you don’t deny it—you wore
there .

] never deny my actions,” she says with
royal disdain ; ‘“‘yes, I was there.”

*“With Sir Victor—alone 1”

“With Sir Victor—alone!”
ro;; hat did you talk about, Miss Dar-

»

“More than I care to repeat for your
edification, Mr. Stuart. Have you any
more questions to ask, pray "

“One or two ; did he you to marry
him, Edith ¥”

“Ah, no!” Edith answers with a sigh
that is genuine ; “‘there is no such luck s
that in store for Dithy Darrell. A
baronet’s bride—Lady Catheron ! no, no—
the cakes and ale of life are not for me.”

“Wonld you marry him, if.-he did? Will
you marry him when he does? for that is
what it comes to, after all.”

“Would I marry him? She locks at
him in real incredulous wonder. ‘“Would I
marry Sir Victor Catheron—I? My dear
Charley, when you ask rational questions, I
shall be happy to answer them, to the best
of my ability, but not such absurdity as
that.”

“Then, you will *”

“Charley, don’t be a tease—what do
young persons of your juvenile age know
about such things? I don’t like the turn
this conversation has taken ; let us change
it, let us talk about the weather—that's
always a safe subject. Isn’t it a splendid
morning? Isn’t it charming to heve a per-
petual fair wind? And how are you going
to account for it, that the wind is always
fair going to England, snd always ahead
coming out ? =

“ ‘England, my ccuntry—great and free
Heart of the world—I leap to thee I "

She sings, with a wicked look in her dark
eyes, as she watches her cavalier.

Charley is not going to be put off, how-
ever ; he declines to talk of either wind or
weather.

“Answer my question, Edith, if you
please. If Sir Victor Catheron asks you,
will you be his wife ?”

She looks at him calmly, steadily, the
man she loves, and answers :

“I'( Sir Victor Catheron asks me, I will

board.”

¥dith’s heart gave oné great jump—into
her mouth:y seemed. What could such a
prefuce as “Mi- portend, save one thin 1}
The varoné? TXPOI“’ again, and Miss Darrell's |
bsg =t « down to the very soles of her
buttoned boots.

“It is concerning those old papers, the
Chesholm Courier. "You understand, and

—and the lamentable tragedy they chroni-
cle.”

“Yes ?” said Miss Dartell, shutting her
lips tight.

*“It is naturally a deeply painful subject
to me. Twenty-three years have passed ; 1
Was but an infant at the time, yet if it had
occurred only a year ago, I think I could
hardly feel it more keenly than 1 do—hard-
ly sufier more, when I speak of it.”

““I'hen why speak of it " was the young |
lady’s very sensible question.  “‘I have no
claim to hear it, I am sure.”

“No,” the young man responded, and
even in the moonlight she could sce his
color rise, *‘perhaps not, and yet I wanted
to speak to you of it ever since. I don’t
know why, it is something I can scarcely
bear tg think of even, and yet I feel a sort
of relief in speaking of it to you. Perhaps
there is ‘rapport’ between us—that we are
affinities—who knows ?”

Who indeed ! Miss Darrell’s heart came
up from h&r boots, to its proper place, and
stayed there.

It was such a terrible thing,” the young
man went on, ‘‘such a mysterious thing.
To this day it is wrapped in darkness. She
was 0 young, so fair, 8o good—it seems too
hawrible for belief that any human being
could lift his hand sgainst so innocent a
life. And yet it was done.”

““A most terrible thing,” Edith said; “but
one has only to read the papers to learn
such deeds of horror are done every day.
Life is a terribly sensational story. You
say it is shrouded in darkness, but the
Chesholm Courier did not seem at all in the
dark.”

“You mean Inez Catheron,
nocent.”

“Indeed!”

“‘She was not guilty, except in this—she
knew who was guilty, and concealed it. Of
that, I have reason to be sure.”

““‘Her brother, of course—the
Catheron of the papers?”’

*“Who is to tell? Even that is not cer-
tain. No,” in answer to her look of sur-
prise, “‘it is not certain. 1 am sure my
aunt believes in his innocence.”

“Then who 2

““Ah—who?” the baronet said mournful-
ly, “who was the murderer? It may be
that we will never know.”

“You will know,” Edith said decidedly.
“I am sure of it I am a firm believer in
the truism that ‘murder will out.’
or later you will know.”

She spoke with the calm. conviction of

rophecy. She looked back to shudder at
Eer own words in the after days.

“Three-and-twenty years is a tolerable
time to forget even the bitterest sorrow,
but the thought of that tragedy is as bitter
to my aunt to-day, as it was when it was
done. She cannot bear to speak or it—I be-
lieve she cannot bear to think ot it.

I know, therefore, concerning it,
learned from others. Until I was eighteen,
I knew absolutely nothing. Of my mother,
of course I have no remembrance, and yet”
—his eyes and tone grew dreamy—‘‘as far
back as I can recall, there is in my mind
the memory of a woman, youny and hand-
gome, bending above my bed, kissing and
crying over mre. My mother was fair, the
face I recpll is dark. You will think me
gentimental—you will lanrh at me, per-
Ve said, smiling noervously a
wall set me down as a dreamer of drewms,
and yet it is there.”

Her dark, carnest eyes looke L up at him,
full of womanly sympathy.

“Laugh at you ! Think better of me, Sir
Victor. In these days it is rare enough to
see men with either memory or vencration
for their mother--whether dead or alive.”

He looked at her ; words seemed strug-
gling to his lips. Once he half spoke. Then
he checked himself suddenly. Vvhen he did
speak it was with a total change of tone.

“And I am keeping you selfishly here in
the cold. Take my arm, Miss Darrell ; you
must not stop ahother instant.”

She olw:yw‘ atonce.. Heled hér to her
cabin-door—besitated —took her hand and
held it while he spoke :

I don’t know- why, as I said before; I
have talked of this ; I could not have done
it with any one else.  Let me thank you for 1
your sympathy with all my heart.”

Then he was gone; and, very grave aud
thoughtful, Edith sought Trixy and the

She was in-

Juan

Sooner

| climbing up to it.

upper berth. Miss Stuart - lay calmly

be his wife,”
CHAPTER. IV.
SHORT AND SENTIMENTAL.

Two days later, and Fastnet Rock looms
up against the blue sky ; the iron-bound
Irish ceast appears. At noon they land in
Queenstown.

“Come back to Erin, mavourneen,
mavourneen,” sings Charley’s voice down
the passage, early in the morning.

Charley can sing a little still. ~ He is to
lose Edith. Sir Victor Catheron is to” win
and wear! but as she is not Lady Catheron
yet, Mr, Stuart postpones despair and sui-
cide until she is.

She sprang from her bed with a ¢ry of
delight. Ireland ! Oue, at least, ofvthe
lands of her dreams.

“Trixy!” she cries. ‘O Trixy, look out!
“The land of sweet Erin’ at last !”

I see it,” Trixy, rolling sleepily out of
the under birth ; “and I don’t L‘\ink much
of it. A lot of wicked. looking rocks, and
not a bit greener than at home. I thought
the very sky was green over Ireland.”

For the last two days Trixy’s bitter trials
had ended—her sea-sickness a dismal dream
of the past. She was able, in ravishing
toilet, to appear at the dinner-table,to pace
the deck on the arm of Sir Victor. As one
having the right, she: calmly resumed her
sway where she had left it off. Since that
mo«mliﬁht night of which she (Trixy) hap-
pily new nothing, the bare civil-
ities of life alone had passed bet
Miss Darrell and the baronet. Sir
Victor might try, and did, but with the
serene superiority of right and power
Miss Stuart countermanded every move.
Hers she was determined he should be, and
there was all the lost time to be made up
besides. So she redoubled her attentionsy
aided and abetted by her pa—and how it
came about the perrlexed young English-
man never could tell, but somehow he was
constantly at Miss Stuart’s side and unable
to Fet away. Edith saw it all and smiled
to herself.’

“To-day for me, to-morrow for‘heu," sha
hummed.  “I have had my day;: it ia
Trixy’s turn now. She manwivres so we'y
it would be a pity to interfere.”

Charley was her cavalier those pleasant
last days ; both were disposed to take the
goods their gods provided, and not fret for
to-morrow. It would not last—life’s fairy
&iihu never do, for to-day they would eat,
drink, and be merry together, and forget
the evil to come.

They landed, spent an hour dt Queens-
town, then the train whirled them away
“‘to that beautiful city called Cork.” "There
they remained two days, visited Blarney
Castle, of course, and would hatv kissed
the Blarney Stone but for the trouble of
Then off, and away, to
Killarney. N

And still Sir Victor was T:iz¥’s captive
—still Edith and Charley maintained their
alliance. Lady Helena watched her nephew
and the American heiress, and her fine
woman’s instinct told her he was in no
danger there.

“il it were the other ong, now,” she
thought, glancing at Edith’s dark, bright
face; “but it is quite clear how matters
stand between her and her cousin. = What
a handsome pair they will make.”

Another of the elders—Mr. James Stuart
—watched the progress of matters, through
very different spectacles. It wus the one
dream of his life, to marry hissan and
daughter to British rank.

“0f wealth, sir, they have enough,” said
the Wall Street banker, pulling up his
collar pompoullf'. “I will leave my chil-
dren a cool million apiece? Their descent
is equal to the best—to the best, sir——the
royal rank of Scotland is in their veins.
Fortune I don’t look for—blood, sir—
BLOOD, I do.”

Over his daughter’s progress after blood,
he smiled complacently. Over his son’s con-
duct he frowned.

“Mind what you're at, young man,” he
gaid, on the day they left Cork, grufily to
Charley. *‘I have my eye on you. Ordi-
nary attention to Fred Darrell’s daughter I
don't mind, but no fooling. You under-
staud me, sicr? No fooling. By George,
«ir, if you don’t marry to please me, I'll cut
you off witha shilling "

Mr. Stuart, junior, looked tranauilly up
at Mr. Stuart, senior, with an expression of
countenance the senior by no means under-
stood.

“Don’t lose your temper, governor,” he
answered calmly, “I won’t marry Fred
Darrell's daughter, if that's what (yuu mean
by ‘fooling.” ~She and I settled that ques-
tion two or three centuries ago.” !

At the village of Macroom, they quitted
the comfortable railway carriage, and
mounted the conveyance known in Ireland
as a public car, a thing like an overgrown
jauntin car, on which ten people
can ride, sitting back to back, iso-
lated by the pile of I e be-
tween, There was hut one tourist for the
Lakes besides themselves, a large military
looking young man, with nuttoncho
whiskers and an eye-glass, a knapsack and
knickerbockers.

“Hammond, by Jove!’ exclaimed Sir
Victor. *‘Hammond, of the Scotch Grays.
My dear fellow, deli%hted to mee you.
Captain Hammond, my friend,” Mr. Stuart,
of New York.” y

Captain Hammond put up his eye-glass.
and bowed. Charley lifted his hat to this®
large military swell.

5 , Bir Victor,” the Captain of
Scowh.a,uyl began, ‘‘who’dhave th;‘lsh—t
of seeing you bexe, you kuow, - They

I And oh, please do sit herc,
and point out the places as we go along—
one enjoys places so much ‘more when tome
one points them out, and you've been uioug
here before.”

What could Sir Victor do? = Mere par-
ticularly as Lady Helewa good-hnmorcdly
chimed in:-

“Yes, Victor, come.and

You shall a8 i in, hetween

iss Beatrix and me. Yoty fricnd @

Tweed suit can sit next, asd you. my deur
Mrs, Stuart—where will e’

As Charley snd Ecith will have ull the
other side to themselver” said meek Mrs,
Stuart, I guoes 17 sit bexae Bdith.”

#Ay, ay,” chimel in her spouse, ‘“‘and

Tll mount with cabby. All serene, there
behind? Then away we go!”

Away they went, ciattering over the road,
with the whole tatterdemalion population
of Macroom after, shouting for “&.’ pen-
niea”

‘‘Rags enough toset ap a paper-mill,”
suggested Charley, “and all the noses turn-
ups ! Edith, how do-you like this arrange-
ment ?”

““I think Trixy’s cleverer than I ever gave
her credit for,” laughed Edith ; “it’s ugp.ity
lno m’ut,:h diplomacy should be ‘love’s labor
ost.” ”

*“Poor Trixy! She means well, too.
Honor thy father that thy days may belong
in the land. ~ She’s only trying to fulfil the
command. And you think she has no
chance ?’

“I know it,” Edith answers, with the
calm serenity of conviction.

“Sir Victor, who’s your friend with the
solemn face and the funny knickerbockers ?”
whi;feru Trixy, under her white parasol.

“‘He’s the Ho bie Angus Ha
second son of Lord Glengary, and captain
of Scotch Grays,” replies Sir Victor, and
Miss Stuart opens her eyes, and looks with
new-born reverence at the big, speechless
young warrior, who sits sucking the head
of his umbrella, and who is an honorable
and the son of a lord. °

The day was delightful, the scenery ex-
quisite; his companion vivacious in the ex-
treme, Lady Helcna in her most genial
mood. But Sir Victor Catheron sat- very
silent all the way. [lullied by Miss Stuart
on his gloom, he smiled faintly, and ac-
knowledged he felt a trifle out of sorts. As
he made the confession he paused abruptl
—clear and sweet rang out the girlish lnngfyl'
of Edith Darrell.

“‘Our friends on the other side appear to
be in excellent spirits at least,” says Lady
Helena, smiling in sympathy with that
merry peal : ‘““what a very charming girl
Miss Darrell is.”

Trixy shoots one swift, sidelong glance at
the baronet’s face, and answers demurely:

“‘Oh it’s an understood thing that Dithy
and Charley are never really happy, except
when tagether. I don’t helieve Charley
would have taken the trouble to come at all
if Edith, at his solicitation, had not been
one of the party.”

“A very old affair, I suppose!” asks her
ladyship, still smiling.

‘A very old affair, indeed,” Trix answers
gayly. “Edith will make a charming
sister-in-law ; don’t you think so, Sir Vic-
tor?”’ .

She looks up at him artlessly, as she
lunges her small dagger into a vital place.
{e tries to smile, and say something agree-

able in return—the smile is a failure ; the
words a greater failure. After that, all
Trixy’s attention falls harmless. He sits
moodly listening to the gay voices on the
other side of the luggage, and finds out for
sure and certain that he is dead in love with
Miss Darrell.

They reach Glengariff as the twilight
shadows fall—lovely Glengariff, where they
are to dine and pass the night. At dinner,
by some lucky chance, Edith is beside him,
and Capt. Hammond falls into the clutches
of Trix. And Miss Darrell turns her
graceful shoulder deliberately upon Charley,
and bestows her smiles, and glances, and
absolute attention upon his rival,

After dinner they go for a sail by moon-
light to an island, where there are the re-
mains of a martello tower. Edith and Sir
Victor, Trix and the Hongrable Angus
Hammond, saunter down arm in arm to the
boat. Charley and the two Irish boatmen
bring up the rear—Mr. Stuart smoking a
consolasory cigar.

They all “pile in” together, and fill the
little boat.  The baronet follows up his
luck, and keeps close to Edith. How beau-
tiful she is with the soft silver light on her
face.

“Am I too late ?” he thought ; ‘‘does she
love her cousin?  Is it as his sister hints,
or—"'

His jealous, anxious eyes never left her,
She saw it all.
her power over him; she did not doubt to-
night. She smiled, and neyer once looked
toward Charley.

“No,” he thonght, with a sigh of relief ;
“‘she does not care for him in that way—let
Miss Stewart think as she pleases. She
likes him in a sisterly way—nothing more.
I will wait until we reach England, and
speak then. She, and she alone, shall be
my wife.” S

int out the

CHAPTER V.

Early next morning our tourists remount-
ed the car and juggm‘f slowly over that love-
ly stretch of country between Glengariff
and Killarney. =

Their places were as on the day before
Sir Victor in the possession of Trix, Charley
with Edith, But the baronet’s gloom was
gone—hope filled his heart. She did not
love her cousin,—of that he had convinced
himself,—and one day he might call her
wife.

It was a day of delight, a day of cloud-
less skies, sparkling sunshine, fresh moun-
tain breezes, sublime scenery. Wild, bleak
valleys, frowning Kerry rocks, roaring tor-
rents, barefooted, ragged children, pigs and
peo{)lc beneath the same thatched roof,
such squalor and utter poverty as in their
dreams they had never imagined.

“Good Heaven !’ Edith said, with a
shudder, “how can life be worth living in
such horrible poverty as this

““The bugbear of your life seems to be
poverty, Kdith,” Charley answered. I
dare say these people eat and sleep, fall in
love, marry, and are happy even here,”

“My dear Mr. Stuart, what a sentimental

ech, and sillier even than it is sentiment-
al. Marry and are happy! They marry
no doubt, and the pig lives in the corner,
and every cabin swarms with children, but
—happy!”

They reached Killarney late in the even-
ing, and drove to the ‘‘Victoria.” The

rfect weather still continued, the moon
that had lit their last night’s sea, on the
wane now, liftgd its silver light over the
matchless Lakes of Killarney lying like
sheets of crystal light beneath,

“Oh, how lovely !” Trix exclaimed. The
rest stood silent. There is a beauty so in-
tense as to be beyond words of praise—so
sweet, 80 solemn, as to hush the very beat-
ing of our hearts. It was such beauty as
this they looked upon now.

They stood on the velvety sward—Sir-

Victor with Trixy on his arm, Charley and
Edith side by side. A glowing mass of
soft, scarlet drapery wrapped Miss Darrell,
a coquettish hat, with a K)n;; black ostrich
plume; sev off her Spanish face and eyes.
+] see two or three boats,” remarked Sir
tor. ‘I propose a row on the lakes.”
‘Of all tgingi.” seconded Beatrix, ‘‘a
sail on the Lakes of Killarney ! Let us go
at once,Sir Victor.” .
“Will yon cowe with me, Edith?”
Charley asked, “or would you rather go
with them !
She looked at him in surprise. How
Erlvc his face—how quiet his tone! He
ad been like this all day, silent, preoccu-
pied, grave.
“My very dear Charley, how polite we
ow | how considerate of others’ feelings !
Sruim a new phase of your interesting ehar-
acter. I’ll go with you, certainly.” y
‘*Come, then,” he said, “‘let us have this
last evening together ; who knows when we
shall have agothert”
Miss Darrell’s brown eyes opened their
wideat,
** “This last eveningt Who knows when
we shall have another ' Charley, if you're
ditating flight or suicide, say so at once
—nnythmﬁ‘ is better than suspense. If
you're thinking of strychmine, say so-—no
one shall you. My only regret is,
that 1 shall have to wesr black, and hideous
is a mild word to describe Edith Darrell in
black,”
“‘Hideous I’ Charley repeated, “you! I
wonder if you could popsibly look ugly in

she had ever doubted |

; ‘thoemouguin echoes, taki:

refrain_enchantingly over
Edith jifted hg,hu
the moouughtttthtn
elght, besotitl world it
[ t, t wor' an
happy one conld - :
03 thirty thousand a year ” Char-

8u;
““Yes, exactly. Why can’t life be' all
like this—moonlight, dinners,
of friends and new dresses; a nice boat, and
—yes—I will say it—sommel one likes
very much for one’s companion.

“‘Somebody oge likes very much, Edith ?
I wonder sometimes if you like me at all—
if it is in you to like any one but your-

self.”
“Thanks ! like myself, certainly, and
mit.  After Ehlbi”

first best I will

‘““After that ?”” he repeats.

“I like you. No—keep quiet, Charley,
olease, you'll upset the boat. Of course I

e you-taren’t you my cousin—haven't
you been awfully kind—don’t I owe all this
to you? Charley, I bless that night in the
snow—it has been the luckiest in my life.”

““And the unluckiest of mine.” .

“Sil‘ !H

“O Edith, let us speak for once—let us
understand one another, and then part for-
ever, if we must. Only why need we part
! at all?” y

She turns pale—she averts her face from
him, and looks out over the radiant water.
Sooner or later she has known this mnust
come—it has come to-night.

“Why need we part at all?” He is lean-
ing on his oars, angathoy are floating lightly
with the stream. ‘‘I don’t need to tell you
how Iloveyou; youknow it well enough; and
I think—I hope—you care for me. true
to yourself, Edith—you belong to me—come
toume ; be my wife.”

There is passion in his tone, in his eyes,
but his voice is quiet, and he sits with the
oars in his hands. Even in this supreme
moment of his life Mr. Stuart is true
to his *‘ principles,” and will make no
scene.

“You know I love you,” he repeats, ‘‘ as
the man in the Cork theatre said the other
night : *I'll go down on my knees if you
like,*but I can love you just as well stand-
ing up.” Edith, speak to me. How can
you cver marry anyone but me—but me,
whose life you saved. My darling, forget
your cynicism — it is but lip-deep — you
don’t really mean it—and say you will be
my wife.”

“Your wife !” She laughs, but her heart
thrills as she says it. ** Yonr wife ! It
would be pleasant, Charley ; ‘but, like
most of the pleasant things of life, it can

r be.”
dith!”

“‘Charley, all this is nonsense, and you
know it, We are cousins—we are good
friends and staunch comrades, and always
will be, I hope; but lovers—no, no no!”

*“And why?” he asks.

““Have I not told you already—told you
over and over again? ‘If you don’t despise
me, and think me heartless and base, the
fault has not been my want of candor. My
cynicisms I mean, every word. If you had
your father’s wealth, the fortune -he means
to leave you, I would marry you to-morrow,
and be,” her lips trembled a little, ‘‘the
lmpqiest girl on earth,”

“You don’t care for me at all, then?” he
calmly asks.

“Care for you! O Charley! can’t you see?
I am not all selfish. I care for you so much
that I would rooner diz than marry you.
Foe you a marriage with me means ruin—
nothing else.”

“My father is fond of me.
son. He would relent.”

“‘He never would,” she answered .firmly,
“and yon know it. Charley, the day he
spoke to you in Cork, I was behind the
window-curtains reading. I heard every
word. My first impulse was to come oxx

I am his only

and confront him—to throw back his favo
and patronage, and demand t* sent home.
A horrid bad temper is nuMbered among
the list of my failings. Bat I did not. f
heard your caln reply—the ‘soft answer
that turneth away wrath,” and it fell like
oil on my troubled spirit.

“ ‘Don’t lose your temper,” you said ;
‘Fred Darrell’s daughter and I,won’t marry,
if that’s what you mean.’

“I admire your prudence and truth. I
took the lesson home, and—stayed behind
the curtains, And we will keep to that—
| you and Fred Darrell’s daughter will never
| marry.”

i “But, Edith, you know what I meant.
i Good Heavens ! you don't for a second sup-
pose A4

“I don’t, for a second suppose anything
but what is good and genegous of you,
| Charley. I know you would face your

father like a— like a ‘griftin rampant,’ to
quote Trix, and brave all consequences, if I
| would let you. But I won’t let you. You
| can’t afford to defy your father. I can’t
afford to marry a poor man.”

“I am ynung«lpnm, strong—1 can work.
| I have my hands and my héad, a tolerable
| education, and many friends. We would

not starve.”
‘ “We would not starve—perhaps,” Edith
| says, and laughs again, rather drearily.
| “We would only grub along, wanting
| everything that makes life endurable, an

| be miserable beyond all telling before the |

| first year ended. We don’t want to hate

each other—we don’t want to marry. You
| couldn’t work, Charley—you were never
| born for drudgery. And I--I can't forget
the training of my life even for you.”

“You can’t, indeed/you do your train-
ing credit,” he mmweru(f, bitterly.

*‘And s0,” she goes on, her face drooping,
“don’t be angry ; you'll thank me for this
someday. Let it be all over and done with
| to-night, and never be spoken of more. Oh,
| Charley, my brother, don’t you see we
could not be happy together—don't you see
it is better we should part ?”

“It shall be exactly as you wish. I am
but a poor special pleader, and your worldly
wisdom is so clear, the dullest intellect
might comprehend it. You throw me over
without a pang, and you mean to marry the
| baronet, Only—as you are not yet his ex-

clusive propurt{, bought with a_price—an-
swer me this: Yon love me?”

Her head drooped lower, her eyes were
full of passionate tears, her heart full of

passionate pain. Throw him over without

ang ! In her heart of hearts Edith Dar-
rell knew what it cost her to bs heartless
to-night. =

“Answer me !” he said imperiously, his
eyes kindling. ‘‘Answer me! That much,
at least, I claim as my right. Do you love
me or do you not ?’

And the answer comes very humbly and
low.

“Charley ! what need to ask? Youknow
only too well—I do.”

And then silence falls. He takes up the
oars again—their soft dip, and the singing
of the girl in the distant boat, th® only
sounds.

“Come what may,” Charley says at
length, ‘‘it is better that I should bhave
spoken and you should haye answered.
Come what may—though you marry Sir
Victor to-morrow—I woultl} not have the
past changed if I could.”

“And you will not blame me too much—
ou will not quite despise me ?” she pleads,
er voice broken, her face hidden in her

hands. “‘I can’t help it, Charley. I would
rather die than be poor.”

He knows she is crying ; her tears move
him strangely. They are in the shadow of
Torc Mountain. He stops rowing for a
moment, takes her hand, and lifts it to his

lips.
“I will love you all my life,” is his an-
swer. 3

This is how two of the water-party were
enjoying theMselves. A quarter of a mile
farther off, another interesting little scene
was going on in another boat.

Trixy had been rattling on volubly. It
was one of Trixy’s fixed ideas that to enter-
tain and fascinate an{bady her tongue
must go like a windmil Sir Victor sat
and listened rather absently, replied rather
dreamily, and as if his mind. were a hun-
dred miles away. Miss Stuart took no
notice, but kept on all the harder, endeav-
oring to be fascinating. But there is a
limit even to the power of a woman's
tongue. That limit was reached; there
came a lull and a pause.

““The time I've lost in wooing,” began the
English girl in the third boat. The idea
was tive; Trixy.drew a deep breath,
and made & : 8. time on the

[ and sprains,

1. The ‘editor of the Courie: baviug

heard of this strange case of Mrs. Simon
Westfall, made eoquiry and earn-d
the following- facts;  Mrs. Waestfall
said that one evening sowse three years
ago she went to the well and oumping
some water w.unk a portion,  As she
did so she felt something go down her
throat kicking and told her mother s,
at the time.  Little she thought of the
agony in store for her through driuk-
ing water from a pump in the ‘ark, for
a female )i found its way inio ber
stomach and™ brought forth a brood.
After a while the sight of milk would
make her tremble and she had to give
it up. The disorder increased so that
the very sight of milk would produce
effects bordering on convulsions. She
lost her appetite but would feel so
completely gone at the st h that

wake the pert and 1
mirth,” one might almost
the pregnant mind of Shakespeare,
brooding on things to come, was fore-
shadowing the gamesome city newsboy.
For the street urchins who sell so many
thousand copies of the dailies, and to
make the byways of all'our highways
resound .with their shrill advertising
cries, find time between editions to play
a variety of games that are e y
interesting to the observer. Many a
tired business man stops to mop the dew
from his brow and watch these gamins
at their games, and looks as if he would
like to forget the intricacies of business
and the chase after the dear. delusive
dollar in the mysteries of crups or the
mazes of Red Rover. y

Craps has been described too often to
need revelation here, and any way is

she had to eat a cracker and take
some barley soup irequently o quiet
the disturbance within. She touk

dicine for dyspepsia and every
known stomach disease, but got no
relief.  She changed doctors and the
new doctor baying had an experience
of this nature before, gave her medicine
to kill and expel the lizards.  For
three years the woman suftered all
kinds of physical and mental ugony.
Her whole system, kidneys, liver and
stomuch were all out of order. Her
heart would flutter and palpitate so
faintly as to be imperceptible. and a
smothering feeling would como over
her, that it was often thonght she had
given her last gasp. Her uwemory
was almost gone, her nerves shattered
g0 that the least sudden movement
would bring on collapse throngh ex-
treme wealmess.  Sitting or standing
she would be dizzy and experience
most depressed feelivgs and lowness of
spirits. ~ After the removal of the
reptiles, the doctor sanctivned the use
of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and she
took three boxes but found no ap-
parent relief.  She then gave up their
use believing she was past the aid of
medicine. At this time a Mrs. Haight
who suffered twelve weeks with la
grippe, and who was completely re-
stored hy taking Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills for Pale People, urged Mrs.
Westfall to begin the use of Pink
Pills again. She did so and soon she
perceived their beneficial effects. Her
appetite began to improve and for two
months she has steadily gained
strength, health and steadiness of
nerve and memory.  She can do her
household work and feels as well as
ever. She says she cannot speak as
strongly of Pink Pills as she would

|
|

like to, and feels very grateful for the |

great good resulting from the use of
this wonderful medicine.

Mrs, Haight, Lefore referred to, is
enthusiastic over h
covery from the after affects of
grippe, feeling as well as ever she did
in her life.  She also corroborates the
above statement regarding Mrs. West-
fall’s cure. . .

These pills-dre a positive care for al!

la

' roubles arising from a vitiatel con-
ner- |
Sold by all dealers or

dition of the bluod or a shattered
vous system.

own perfect re-|

by mail, from, Dr. Williams' Medicine |

Company, Brockviile, Ont., or Schen
ectady, N. Y. at 50 cents a box, or 6
boxes for $2.50.

s
There are numerous

imitations and substitutions against |

which the public is cautioned

—a-r-

RugumamisMm Curep IN A Dav.—
South American Rheumatic Cure, for
Rhenmatism and Neuralgia, radically
cures in 1 to 3 day+.  Its action upon
the system is remarkable and mys
terious. It removes at once the cause
and the disease immediately disappears
The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

A Boox 1o HorsEMEN.—Ore bottle
of English Spavin Liniment completely
removed o ~curh fiom my horse, K
take pleasure in recommending
remedy, as it acts with mysterious
promptness in the removal from horses
of hard, soft or calloused lumps, hlood
spavin, splints, curbs, sweeny, stifles
Georae Ross, Farmer,

Markham, Ont.  Sold by J. . Lamb.

KkeLier 1N Six  Hours —Distress-
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases ve-
lieved in six hours by the “New
Great South American Kidney Cure.”
This new remedy i« a great surprise
and delight to physicians on account of
its exceeding promptness in relieving
pain in the bladder, kidneys, back and
every part of the urinary passages in
male or female. It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. If you want quick
relief and cure this is your remedy.

Sold by J. P. Lamb, druggist.

Heart Disease Relieved in 30 Minutes

Dr. Aguew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect rclief in all cases of
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease
in 30 winutes, and speedily effects a
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pal-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side aund all
symptoms of a Distressed Heart. One
dose convinces,  Sold by J. P, Lamb.

Herd's Comfort, GiFis

There was a time when afver a girl
Lad passed twenty she 3 calle? passe,
g0 that it really became a matter of mo
ment with her if it were neceasary to
state her age, and she was thought to
exhibit some hardihood if she -‘ated it
without pressing reason. Butse (2rhas
the world progressed wlile epinuing
down the grooves of chanz> thst now :
girl at thirty.ignot so old it estimation
as once she was at twen! - « such is
the advance from that 1 1w ani
1fal charm was the gre:‘er, that it is
now acknowledged that at thiv ~fivea
woman is in her prime for.:il ‘Lo uses
and enjoyments of life to hérs !l and to
others.

Even although at “orty her kair may
shbow a thread or ivo of silver. they
argue nothing agnairst her charm and
effect, and aro noi .uore unbwcoming
than was the powdeg with which she

the |

1

sprinkled her hair and made herself be
witching in masquerades of yesrs ago;
and they have very little to do with the
decrease of beauty, anyway, for a fair
skin and a rosy color are often brighten
ed and made more atttractive by what |
is considered prematurely gray hair |
than otherwise. And if there are lines |
about the eyes they arcnot noticed when

the eyes kindle with intelligenceand the |
lips curve in gentle smiles,—Harper's

Bazar, - | =

e e e i |

sacred, as it were, to our
grown-up colored citizens rather than.
to the embryo polititians of the pave.
But a description of some. of the other
most popular games played will be found
of interest.

For instance, cat. This is generally
played by two, but may be played by
more taking sides. The cat is a piece o |
wood about the length of one’s hand,

sharpened at both ends so that theses
ends project about an inch above the |

gound. The four sides are marked, re-
spectively, 1, 2, 8and X. A small circle
with a diameter about the length of the
cat is drawn with chalk, or anything
handy as a substitute, and fifteen or
twenty feet away the pitcher takes his
stand and endeavors to throw the cat
into the circle.

If it lands inside, the striker, who is
armed with a short stick, is declared
out, or if it comes up with X on top,
whether it goes into the circle or not, he
is equally out.

Should it land on the édge of the cir-
cle or project over the edge, with the
three on top, the striker has two chances
to hit it; with tie, only onechance. If
with one on top he has no chance, but it
is out also. Suppose him to have two
chances. He then strikes the catonone
of the sharpened ends, making it bound
into the air, and while it is in the air
strikes it again, knocking it as far as he
can.  He then goes to that spot and re-
peats the operation, after whichhe sings
out, “I'll give yon six” (eight or ten, or
as many as his fancy dictates), which
means that the pitcher, starting at the
circle, must try to reach the resting-
place of the cat in the number of jumps
prescribed by the striker.

Sitould he succeed, he counts one. If
he doesn’t. the count goes to his oppo-
nent, “Thé-frame may be anything
acreed upo-twenty, fifty, or a hun-
dred, and some of the players are ex-
ceedingly skillful, both in striking,
juwping and calculating the possibilities
of their opponent’s jumping powers.

“Throw the stick” is another game,
for which, however, a rather unfrequent-
ed square or alley is necessary, or else
one in which . the passersby are able to
becomé ‘actful dodgers' at a moment’s
notice. A half a dozen or more urchins
select a base of , operations, generally a
post, and lean a stick against it. Then
one takes thie stick and throws it as far
as possible. The one who is ‘It' runs
after it, while the others scamper away
and hide. 1lo brings it back,- leans it
against the <t aggain and starts out to
find the fu ves, If hesees one he calls
his name and runs back to touch the
post, seize the stick, throw it and run to
cover in an opposite diregtion, but if,
before he gets back therel some other
boy has rushed out and thrdwn the stick
again, he has to begin all over,

“Red Rover”is another sporty which,
like many of the pastimes  of children,
has a rhythmic and rhyming accompani
ment. Two boundaries are chosen on a
street, and in the middle of the street
stands the boy who has becn selected
chaser, while the others stand on one
sidewalk. He knows the names of all
these Loys, of course, and sclecting one
he sings out “'Red Rover, Red Rover, let
Charlie come over!” Whereupon Charlie
juwps from the sidewalk and makes for
one of the boundaries. If Le catches
Charlie, Charlie then Lecomes an ad-
ditional chaser to help: him “‘tag’ the
others. He now sings out '‘Red Rover,
Red Rover, let Jimmie come over!” and
if Jimmie reaches the bound with-
ont being canght, Jimmie returns to the
group on the sidewalk. This is kept up
till all ave canght.

The old games of “leap-frog,” ‘‘cherry-
pits” and *‘pitch penny” are too old and
familiar to need description.

Live Stock Notes,

Young pigs will soon learn to eat mill-
feed slop.

Tne sheep that is always thriving pro-
duces an even-fibred and strong wool.

When cating good grass or its equiva-
leut, young animals will eet all the fat-
producing elements they need.

It is not difficult to keep sheep and
hens from being sick, but it is not easy
to cure them when they are sick. It is
then easier and often cheaper to kill
them than to try to cure them,

A Satisfactory Arrangement.

Committeeman (Dugout City): The
prisoner gays he thinks he'd like shoot-
ing better than hangin’.

Judge Lynch: Well, most of us would

r see a hangin’. We'll string him
p fivst and shoot afterward, and then
we'll both e satisfied.
ihe Dog Language.

When engaged in locating a railway

in New Brunswick Mr. James Camden,
a civil engineer, was compelled one
night by a very severe snowstorm to
take icli-e in a small farmhouse. The
farmer owucl two dogs—one an old
Newfoundland and the other a collie
In due time the farmer and his family
went to bed, the Newfoundland stretch
ed himnself out by the chimney corner,
and Mr. Canrden and the man with him
rolled themselves in their blankets on the
floor in front of the fire.
" The door of the house was closed by a
wooden latch fastened by a bar placed
across it. Mr. Camden and his man were
just falling asleep when they heard the
latch of the door raised. They did not
get up immediately, and in a short time
the latch was tried again.

They waited a few moments and then
Mr. Camden rose, unfastened the door
and looked out. | Seeing nothing he re
turned to his blankets, but did not re
place the bar across the door. Twoor
three minutes later the latch was tried
a third time. This time the door opened
and the collie walked in.

He pushed the door guite back, walked
straight to the old Newfoundland and
appeared to make some kind of a whis
pered communication to him. Mr. Cam-
den lay stilland watched. The old dog
rose and followed the other out
of the house. Both presently return-
ed, driving before them a valuable
ram belonging to the farmer that had
becowme separated from the rest of the
flock and was in danger of perisbing"in

the storm.
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8. B. Ray, P.O.Boxs,
For Sale by all or address
Dr. B. J. Kmm’u' COMPANY,
ENOSRBURGH FALLS, VT,
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H. H. Cossitt & B,
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Fruit, & Commission Mereha
* WHOLESALE AND RETA >
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LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS |

o

-t will pay you
your Potatoes, ap
and pumpkins t
Little Giant Root
before feeding.

utter

Machines cost only .$8
and will cut a bushel a min-
ute. :

G. P. Mfis‘h, Lyn, Ont.

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, whi nnot be Excelled. W&

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL

HAS NO HQUAL. MANUFACTURED BY

MeColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine” and beware of
imitations.

For sale by allleading dealers in the country

NERVOUS, DESPONDENT, DISEASED MEN.

T. E, GLEASON, T. E. GLEABO)] Q.‘O. ROLLINS, @G. 0. ROLLINS,

e
After Treatment.

Emissions, Varicocele, Seminal Weakness, Self-Abuse, Syppllis
Gleet, Stricture, Unnatural Discharges, Loss of Vital Fluld In
Urine, Impotency, Sexual and Mental Weakness, Kidney
and Bladder Diseases Positively CURED OR NO PAY,

16 Years in Detroit. 200,000 Cured.

Young or Middle You have led a gay life or indalged in the vices of early youth. You feel

Aged Man. tho symptoms stealing over you. Self abuse or later excesses have broken

your system. Mer , physically and scrually you are not the man you ueed to be or

) .ustful pra o8 reap rich harvest. Think of the futore. Will you heed the

nals? Are you nervous and weak; despondent and gloomy; specks lore eyes;

back weak and kidneys irritable; palpitation o) rt; dreams and losses at night;sedi-

ment in urine; weakened manhooc mples on face; oyes sunken and cheeks hollow; r

o ; Varicocele; tired in morning; lifeless; distrustful; lack en-

ergy strengtk and ambition f)ur New Method Treatment wﬁl positively cure yon. It will

make a man of you and lifo will open anew. We guarantee io cure you or refund a'l money paid,

9~ No names used without written. consent. $1,000 paid for any case we take and cannot
cure. i

. SNATCHED FROM THE GRAVE—-A Warning From the Living.

Emissions “At 15 I learned a bad habit. Had losses for seven years. Tried four doctors
Cur and nerve tonics by the score, without benefit; I became n nervous wreok.
A lrwn]d who lmlAI llmun cured by Drs. Kennedy & Kergan of a similar disense, ac me
to try them. 1 didso., and in two months was positively cured. This was eight years
ago. lam now marciod and have two healthy children. S
C. W. LEWIB, Baginaw, Mich,

Varicocele *'Varicocele, the resnlt of early viep, made lifa miscrabla. I was weak and ner
ured.  you es sunken, bashful in society, hair thin, drenms and losses at no
ambition. The “Golden Monitor” opened my eyes. The New Method Treatment of Qi)l‘.
Kennoedy & Kergan cured me in a few weeks.” 1. L. PEI'ERSON, lonia, Migh,
his terrible blood disease was in my system for eight yoars,
. - cury for two years, but the disense returned, Eyes red, pimp
the skin, uleers in the mounth and on tongue, bone pains, falline out of
My brotiier, who had been cured of Glee and Swicture by Drs, Kennody
mended them. They cured me in a few weeks, and I o cO
retarn of the discase in six years,”
A Minister Tho Iiev. W. K. Bparks, of Detroit, says: “I know of no
Speaks. tlin mind, lw'f and sonl of yonng men as that of Self
victima of t!iis lustfol habit to Dra. Kennedy & Kergan for tmt#¥-
dorse their New Meihod Treatment which cured them when all else fatled.”
I knew nothing in medical science so efficient for the cure of Syphils and
wal Distases as the New Method T'reatment of Dra. Kennody & Kergan, M
s cnses which had baflled scores of physicians were cured in a few weeks,
havo seen this with my own eyes aud know it to be a fact.” T, E. ALLISON, M. D,
He d Haye yon been gnilty? Ilas your B'oad heen diseased? Are you weak? Do you
a _?[ desiro to bo a » Are you contemplating marriage? Our New Method ITveak
menl wil positively cure you. Cures Guaranteed or No Pay. Consultation Free.
No mattor who has treated you, write for an honest opinion free of cl
reasonablo. Bosks Free.—'*The Golden Monitor” (illustrated), on Diseases Tllaw
close posty two cents. Bealed.

res used without Written Consent. Private. No Medliotne
Sent (. 0. D. No MNames on Boxes or Envelopes. Everything
Confidential. Question List for Home Treatment and
Cost of Treatment, Free.

ey & Kergan, 148 Shelby Stieet, Detroit, Mich.

BEREHE ST

Before Treatment,

Winter Peerless

Zero Amber-
MACHINE OILS

The Best in the' World for Fall and Winter use.
Sold Wholesale only by

he Samuel Rogers 0il Co.

Ottawa, and  Brockville.
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