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. us hear nothing

For Jack Armour’s

L= AMusement.

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

CHAPTER IIIL.

CONTINUED.
‘For, know, although P enclope lets
b g S 5, 1t e
Jack,’ she’ says. ‘She’s so quiet girl , and
has such nice honourable :ohm. mtro'h:
bushes everything up, and acts as ug|
she bas never hd?noﬂer in her life;
whereas we couldn't miss knowing about
yon&flmt. and I cannot belp thinking
that Mr. Colquhoun, poor fellow, is great-
ly taken by ber. Ol course, if it’s so, one
can't belp pitying him, because, he's so
plain and unpretending, he's a real good
man.’

Jack bursts E’nto 8 hearty and rather

scornful aw.

‘The ﬁv&med Colquboun ! Good
Heavens ! You don’t mean to say that he’s
after her P Poor beggar I .

‘Yes ; I'm sorry for him, very sorry, it
it's the case,’ says Mrs. Armour, m‘d"
*Baut, of course, it may be merely a fancy of
mine ; only, I consider myself rather quick
over these affairs, and I generally turn out

ight.’
n"ﬂn, ba ! I didn’t know that one of Pen’s
admirers was the Irish parson,’ laughs
Jack, greatly amused, in & supercilious
tashion, as he contrasts what a poor chance
Patrick (.J:lltqnbonn would have against his
iant

‘Now, Jack, don’t go and think I've
said I know this ffl‘l !;;t&’ ;om‘:rkl: hll:
mother, reprovingly. * on' ug!
like M—-ll:m ism't kind. Mr. Colquhoun
will not only lose a very wealthy wite, but
the dearest and sweetest girl in the world
in Penelope. You won't delay, will you?
You could ask her tonight.’

Jack is silent.

He looks suddenly rather harassed and

impatient.

‘Couldn’t you P’ asks Mrs. Armour, as
he does not speak.

‘No, not tonight,’ says Jack, harshly,
getting up to end the subject.

Betore he asks his cousin to becomwe his
wife, there is something that must be done
—he must break the news to Liszie Talbot.

CHAPTER I1V.

The news must be broken to Lizzie be-
oause, although Jack h&l a strang
for her, & much more natural affectioff than
he has for the girl he has elected to share
his future with, he sees their intimacy must
end.
It would be far too dangerous to coa-

tinue it when he bas engaged himself to
Penelope, and it is expedient that he
should adopt this latter course at once if
he would not have the ycung and pretty
heiress ‘snapped up’ by some other suitor.

80 he determines, much sgainst his in-
clination, to meet the girl tonight, and
place the matter before her clearly.

He has found that Lizzie, despite her
humbie birth, is as good and high- princip
led a girl as even Penclope Grabam

All the women Jack Armour is sur
rounded by are so superior to himself that
it is almoet strange not one of them has
been able to influenee him very greatly for
good.

Their example is such that he might well
profit by it, but he goes on his easy, pleas-
ant way, as he has always gone since his
birth.

He dreads the interview with the country

irl, with whom he has amused himself dur-
ing the last few months, but he has made up
mind tolenjoy Mrs. Stapleton’s thousands,
and stifles the tew cowardly qualms—not
of conscience—he feels, and endeavours to

lay the blame on Fate, which is his usual
practice when things go badly through his
ewn wrong doing.

Lizzie’s innocent trusting eyes meet his
as he comes up to her on the common to-
night, with, it seems to him, more of con
fidence than ususl in their brown depths

She loves him passionately and he knows
it, but the knowledge has no power to stop
his premeditated villaisy.

“You are later a little to-night, aren’t you
Jack P’ she inquires; adding bastily: ‘Not
tha: I mind wasiting, you know, and it is
such a lovely evening that I've ' quite en-
ioyed it. I always know you'll come in the
end,’ and she smiles with a sort of childish
sweetncss that touches him, although it
do:s not wove him in his purpose.

‘Yes,’ he says. bracing bimself up. ‘I am
rather lits to night, Lizzie. The fact is,
for the first time 1 didn’t want to meet
you. I hated the 1des of it.’

He avoids her eyes, which give him an
unpleasant f-eling.

‘Didn’t want to meet me !' eshoed Liz-
zie, with a sort of gasp. .

‘Yes. I have something so deuced hard
to say to you; you'll despise me when
you've heard it.’

He knows he has been too successful in
teaching her to love him for her ever to
despise him, however much he makes her
suffer; bnt this is the form in which he
prefaces the awkward statement he is about
to make.

‘Despise you I never shall,’ exclsims
.If::ie'.' indignantly. ‘What can you mean,

‘I have something to confess to you,’
he says, ‘Lizsie, all this bas got to come
to an end.’

‘All what? demands Lizsie, rather
!rigétened, but uncomprehending.

lnln iss me ono'e‘i“nd thenﬁl“l!lu:;y h.:d :.xk
in it to you, says, findi is
gme and more dnﬂunﬂ

CY | come into & very large fortune, and that

Bashfully Lizsie turns ber face to his,
and Jack ki mng:n the beautitul
lips that she fondly and foolishly imagines
5behiandhi-dm.

‘Now tell me what you mean P’ she says.
‘What has to come to an end P

*This—our friendship,’ says Jack.

‘What I

She gives a sort of shriek in ber dismay,
and Jack stops ber rather in fear
that some chance ear may learn their séc-

ret.

‘Don't scream like that, darling. I
thought you were a brave sort of a girl,
uot“i erical and foolish. You make
everything much harder for me by behav-

ing in this way.’
miinieinoowed by his manner and too
overwhelmed to ask for explanation.

In one instant her smi blue sky is
covered by an inky pall, and if it be true
what ber lover has told her—namely, that
they are to part—she does not very much
want to discover the reason, for the fact 1s

‘I L‘"'m(tl boen’ beh:ving mvkory well ch‘:
u, Lizzie, dear,’ goes on , seeing
{lollmoat dazed by bis sudden declaration.
‘My love for {ou must be my excuse. How
could I help forgetting cn?thing when I
met your sweet little face? I ought to
have shut my eyes and my heart to it, but
I was weak like all men, and never thought
of anything but the present. I ought to
bave remembered that I belonged to some-

one else.’

‘Someone else I’ echoes Lizzie, dully.

Yes, my cousin. We bave been practio-
ally engaged since our childhood. There
isn’t, as you may guess, much love
on my side, though she's a nice enough
sirl; but she, it appears thinks a great

eal too much of me. Ifshe guessed how

I bave wandered from her, I'm afraid she
would feel it bitterly, but she doesn’t. She
thinks I still care for her. In fact, she
expects me to m her soon, and that’s
why I've had to e aclean breast of it
all to you to night.’

‘Jack has concocted this plausible story
after much thought. ;

It is, of course, impossible, he feels, to
tell Lizzie boldly that his cousin, Mi
Graham, between whom and himself there
is not the shadow of a tie, has recently

be, therefore intends to marry her.

It is better to put it that he has lapsed
from the sllegiance he rightly owes her,
and must now return to it.

Lizzie give a stified a moan.

How much kinder it would have seemed
to ber to have had a knite plunged into
her heart than'to hesr such a story as the
one she has just been forced to listen to!

*Go on,’ is all she murmurs; taintly.

‘Well, that's all,’ replies Jack, trying to
lresk in a matter-of-fact voice. ‘That’s
all, and quite enough, too, I think! I'm
the most unlucky beggar that ever walked!’

‘And are we not to meet again P Am
I not to see you now P’

*It would be.much better not. You
see, the wrench would have to come, how
ever much it was put off, and it's better to
bear things bravely, desr,’ says Jack, un-

easily but very firmly. ‘Hanged if
something unpleasant isn't happenin
all the time in this world!

never cared for a girl betore as I care for
iou. Lizzie and I never shall; and yet I

ave to come round to declare that it’s bet-
ter never to see you again.’

He is a little surprised that she has not
once reproached him or murmured against
his decree.

There are so many points against him
any other girl would have ssen and resent-
ed, but his heartless conduct only appears
to have stunned her.

He is irfinitely relieved, and cannot help
congratulating himself that he has got so
well out of it, though he is, at the same
time, genuinely sorry that bis pastime has
come to an énd, and a little bit ashamed
of himself and grieved for Lizzie.

8till, be is relieved that she has taken it
as she has.

He is suddenly, however, dismayed to
find ber in his arms, clinging to him, aad
looking up at him with an almost ghastly
face of frantic appeal.

‘Oh, Jack, Jack !" she cries, ‘tell me it
is a dream ! Say you bave been joking! I
can’t believe it! Ob! you can't mean to
give me up—me, who love you soP I can't
live if I'm never to see you again, and
you're to marry somebody else ’

‘Lizzie, Lizzie, what's this I’ he tries to
remonstrate. ‘This is very foolish—'
But the girl prevents his going any
further.

She is crouching at his feet on the damp
turt, ch'ngin to him despairingly.

. Jack, Jack, I can’t live without you!® she
is moaning. .
Her voice and face seem to have altered
in thess few minutee—to have lost their
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to return to her old quiet life without more
ado; but, though the girl listens without
protest, he cannot nihﬂ.tmlnnuut

tl{:ﬂlmil much comfort in what
says. .
listens apparently, but he cannot be

quite sure even of that. %

A desperate, dull, stricken look is upon
ber face, and he carefully turns his eyes
away from it. i

She makes no more appeal to him no ef-
fort to detain him—when, after a lon’ fare-
well, addressed to what seemed to him ‘sl-
most 8 block of marble, so white and life-
less is the girl whostarted out brimful of
happiness, he at last leaves her—‘manages
to leaves her—‘manages to leave her,’ he
putsit to himself. .

She remains standing, looking at the
ground at her feet. i

She s0 stays for a long long time after
his departure. |

Suddenly, however with a wild, abrupt
.movement, she raises her head, and dashes
forward across the common towards some
meadows. -

She hurries through them blindly until
she comes to a little, narrow towing path
running by the side of a dark smooth canal.

It is & deserted looking spot, and one
well known to the girl.

Nobody is about, though she does not
glance around to ascertain this fact.

She only runs forward in a
headlong - fashion te the low
bank, and then, without even a
ory, plunges herself into the depths before
ber. :

- L] L] » L]
It is the morning after his parting from
Lizzie Talbot when Jack seeks out his

Cousin Penelope, to ask her to become his
wife.
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fess that you loved me then at least, even
if now you have changed.’

Penelops has intended to keep her
knowledge of his underhand conduct s
secret, but at his assumed. reproach her
anger rises so suddenly and vehemently
that it sweeps away all the intentions she
has formed.

‘Loved you !’ she cries. ‘How dare you
insult me by this conversation P How dare
you ask me to marry you—you who have
plighted your faith to another woman P*

*Another womaa !’ echoes Jack, thorough
ly taken aback. ‘What do you mean?

ho bas been telling yuu such tales P’

‘T do not need anyone to tell me ‘such
tales’ I answers his cousin, scorntully. ‘I
have known the truth some time:’

‘And what do yon call ‘the truth’ P he
demands, wondering how on earth Miss
Graham could have gained her: informa-
tion. .

‘The truth is this, that while you are
asking me openly to marry you, yon are
making love to a girl named Lizzie Taloot
secretly,’ roused out of her usual quiet
depths by her indignation, ‘thus wrongmng
both. Have the goodness never to ad
dress me in in the way you have
tod iy, nor on the same subject ’

‘Why, my d‘m li(tleh‘ cousin I’ exclaims

He has not attempted it on the previ
night, being somewhat shaken out of bis
usual easy going nonchalence by what he
has just accomplished, though he is, af
ter all, glad that it is over, as it has weigh-
ed upon him, ever since he first of
Penelope’s sudden sccession to wealth, as s
thing that must be done.

Penelope is in the drawing-room alone,
sitting in a pretty wicker-and satin arm-
chair in one of the windows, and she seems
lost in thought.

Jack thinks an indefinable but none the
less decided change has crept over his cous-
sin of late. as his eyes now rest upon her.

She looks slightly barder and graver
than of old, though, perhaps, nobody but
himselt would perceive it.

He wonders if he has chosen a propitious
time for his proposal, but the next instant
he almost smiles, for he feels any moment
would be propitious in this case, as there
is no doubt Penelope has been attached to
him for years.

He cannot help the regret that crosses
his mind at this inopportune instant, that it
is not Lizzie Talbot instead of the girl be-
fore him to whom he ie about to vow him-
self tor life.

Somehow, nobody has ever gained such
s hold upon what be imagines his heart as
the lit!le country maiden, and possibly
never will.

He sits down by Penelope, and begins
the conversation by a few commonplaces.

After, as he calls it to himself, ‘dodging
about’ for some little time, Penelope not at-
tording bim much assistance, he comes to
the pomnt with a dash.

‘I won't put off any longer what I came
to speak to you about this morning,’ he
says. ‘I daresay you can guess what it is,
Penelope,’ and he sinks his tone to one of
tender meaning.

‘No,’ replies Penelope, with truth.

Since her di; v of her in’s
destine love-affsir, she has dismissed the
faintest idea from her mind that he has’
ever regarded herselt with affection.

*Why, Penelope I' be exclsims, smiling
and seizing one of the hands that lie in her
lap, ‘you must know I love you—you must
bave known it sges ago. I thought I had
shown it plainly enough. Will you be my
wite P' and he bends torward eagerly, look-
ing for & response in her face that does
not come.

‘Be your wife !" she echoes, in & sort of
oold astonishment. ‘Certainly not I’

‘Not ! he exclaims, bardly believing . his
ears. ‘But why P

‘Because I don't care for you,’ she re
plies calmly. ‘I must love the man I marry
with my whole heart.’ 5

‘But, Penelope,’ he argues, so smazed
and disgusted thit be almnst stammers.
s 'am’ do love me, don’t you P I thought you

id.

‘I can’t help what you thought, Jack,’
she replies, as coolly as before. *‘The fact
remains the same—namely, that I do not.’

sgined a blow like this.
And Penclope looks so undisturbed, so

ing him, that his mortification increases.

stake, ‘since you say you do not care for

tell me as positively that so short time ago

*BEeT LIVER PILL M. i
mlllounul and all hve: gnlr'l Bo:gf’:io:l cu're

—only & few weeks—it was the same P

s the woman who does
S Ry p ?&%’5{& renelope. don't be so cruel to me. Con- | of the best families in the neighbourhood,

Jack, y, as thinks, ‘seeing
light,’ ‘you t possibly be jealous ot a
girl like that—-'

*Jealous !’ interposes Penelope.
you mad P’ contemptuously.

*You canot mean you shink seriously of
a fellow just walking out once or twice
with a girl in her class in life—just having
slight flirtation with a pretty country lass,
a flirtation with no shadow of harm in it P’
goes on Jack, little judging the effect his
words are making upon his right minded
companion. ‘A man does not ever regard
an affaiv with that sort of girl seriously,
Penelope. You couldn’t look graver if you
thought I intended to marry her—*

*Stop I"says Penelope, in alow intense
tone of such bitter scorn and loathing that
her cousin looks at her in amazament.
“If you could guess how low your words
render you in my eyes you would cédase
them our making light of the claims of
the girl upon you, shows me more clearly
that you sre no gentleman, but a—a cur.
It any girl is good enough to flirt aad
amuse yourself with, she is good enough to
marry, and, if she 18 not a girl good
enough for you to marry, she should not
have seemed good enough to amuse you.
But it would be useless to try to impress
you or such a8 you. Only please let us
end this conversation at once.’

‘It is preposterous!’ exclaims Jack.
‘Yon make the case out to be totally dif-
ferent from what it is. It was the merest
fun. Won’t you listen to me and forget all
about that nonsense? I know that per-
haps you may feel nngr‘{ just nmow - but I
assure youn you should have nothing to
i:ompl’.in of in the future, Penelope.

““Are

¢The subject is ended between us,’in-
tergoul his cousin, coldly, ‘As I have
told you before, when I marry I shall love
the man who is to be my husband. I shall
also honour him. I entertain neither sen -
timent for you ; therefore I must ask you
to spare me any farther cenversations ot
this nature,’ and sweeping by him haught-
ily, she passes out of the room.

If ever Jack Armour has felt furiously,
vindinctively angry and humiliated, this is
the moment.

He has been so sure of his gentle, affec-
tionate cousin.

He could curse aloud, and does so, there
being fortunately nobody to take the least
notioce ot his outburst.

He has given up Lizzie for no advantage
llt;l‘ all! ;

t is certainly an aggravating situation,
and he fewls that, for the tunt:r? he is likely
to look small in three persons’ eyes, it not
in his own.

He can see that it will be of no avail t:
sppeal from Penelope’s dicision. !

As she has said, the matteris at an end !

CHAPTERYV.
As the young man, a fow minutes later,

Jack is confounded; never has he im- | is passing through the hall, he encounters
bis mother. !

Mrs. Armour is looking very grave, it

pretty, so almost mocking as she sits fac- | not sad.

‘Such s terrible thing has happened, they

‘Penelops,’ he rays, endeavoring to hide | say, down the village, Jack!’ she exclaims,
his real feeling, remembering what is at | as they come up to each other.

‘Indeed ! bat is that P he inquires,

me now, I must believe you; but can you | indiffently.

‘A very pretty yonl:g.g‘i’r.l; h.u: dm':g:t: o::

Mrs. 'y
*What P exolaims Jack, with a violent
Yes, Is it notsad P & veritable

ds dis-
tracted sort of way, 9rmuohi:;upu :

& seat far from the road.

still vibrati
with scorn and anger, decides to try
g':tlkridoiherunpluﬂnneolinmin.long

She turns mechanically to the common,
and crosses it, entering the vi a

An unusual stir and commotion strikes
her as she walks up the straggling street;
some excitement seems to be in the air,
and she oilmeu wonderingly at the small
ﬂ“p.th chattering men and women in

r path. -

At last she addresses one of the latter.
*Is anything the matter, Mrs. Morris P’
*Eh ! dear, yes miss ! W:‘:olnd l:;:-
thi very mysterious pen N
lg:%n’t you heard nothing of ‘:t [
And the spesker, a pleasant faced,
rough-haired woman, stares at her in sur-

0.
lm'.l bave heard nothing out of the way,’
replies Penelope.

‘Why you baven't heard as a yo
Lizzie t, tumbled into Sutton C
last night, when it were getting dark !’
exclaims Mrs. Morris, lifting her bands.
“Tumbled in, or throwed herself in—peo-
ple don’t know which it were—and she
were almost done for by the time she were
got out. A man, john Thomas, one o' m
neighbors, reskied her. He heard a sp
s he were coming home along the edge of
the water, and ' when he makes out it were
a girl, in he goes aiter her. My word ! it
was & noble deed, allin the dark as it
were! And that Sutton Canalis a nasty
place, and very lonesome looking, miss, 1f
you've seen it. I wonder they ever came
out alive I’

‘And did they P Is the girl livinn P Did
you say her name was Lizzie Talbot P’
asks breathlessly.

‘Lizzie Talbot, miss, dsughter to Mrs.
Talbot, the laundry-woman, over there'—
pointing to the cottage Miss Graham has
often visited. ‘Not a bad looking girl'—
like most of her. class, Mrs. Morris is an
admirer of & more florid type of beauty
than Lizzie's and epeaks very moderately
ot her attractions—‘and a good . girl,
too—'

‘Did you say there was a suspicion that
she threw herself into the water P’ break
in Miss Graham.

‘It’s not known, miss, how it happened,’
replies the woman. ‘She might have threw
herself in or been throwed, or, as I said,
she might have slipped in—'

‘But she's not dead P’

*No. miss, thank goodness!she ain't,
but she’s precious bad, they say, answers
Mrs Morris. ‘It's give her mother a shock
too, poor thing! Isee the Reve.end Mr.
Colquhoun going in some time ago. Eh,
miss, he’'s & good map, heis! Where
there's trouble there he is you may depend!

Penelope acquiesces with all her heart.

The contrast between the man she has
just Laft and the hardworking curate, whose
unprepossessing appearance has often been
;I;o jest of Jack Armour, strikes her forci-

yo

A thrill of admiration foyé’ "strick Col-
quboun’s noble qualties runk’ through her
at Mrs. Morris’ words of praise, and she
turns away with a little flush that, if he
could but see it, would make his heart beat

h ’r‘g;

Further on she comes to Mrs. Talbot's
T ngregated around

y nei ors are o ated aroun
the doors oll‘eheir own homes.

Penclope walks quietly u‘i the path and
the women make way for her, for she is
well known and greatly liked.

The mother’s first words show her that
Lizgie’s stoty is usknown te her. .

*There's no making it out, you see, miss
There’s no reason Lizzie conld have want-
ed to drown herself, as some of .thess
neighbors of mine’—who have retreated
and loft the visitor with Mrs. Talbot—‘try
to make out. Nor has the child an en:ﬁ
that [ know of. Yet though she's
enough to tell me anything is to_tell
not a wor(glr:!oe; Lizsie say. She lios there
upatairs perfectly quiet and never opens
her mongx; but, .l(ll the ‘same, there must
be a lot behind.’

‘Perbaps she's scarcely strong enough
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