'-nownnd

Continued.
He still held her hand in his; the green
- leaves of the climbing jasmine framed
his handsome face; all his heart was in
hiaayel-he-kodherﬂnquenion.

’Ibllme,Alnon,m, after my first
lesson, which do you prefer—fame or
love?”

!benlid-annningﬁeotohi&

* ‘Fame, Colonel Montague,’ she leplied,
'wnths!lmy heast.’

‘I am disappointed in you, Alison.’

‘Are you? I am sorry for that. 1 must
speak the truth.’

‘Better to be cheated by a lie than
slain by the truth’he quoted, but she
shook her head guwly. 2

Those are, hor-

‘Nothing of the ki
rible words. I w« ubeulutheln,
from you.’

‘Iwouldnqanyﬁiqhwintht look
of astonishment  and: Wonder from ‘you,
he replied. Alhan.hllme,mz}ﬁ come
again? ...

Thehrlbont hethud,lnds eruum
flush came ovorherhuauln answer-
ed, ,Yes;'. the colonel went away
more Mqﬂmle.o-.

‘A besutifulsgirl, he said to himself;
but unlike others, I believe that if I
asked her to-he Countess of Cardyne
even to-morrow she would refuse, if there
wag even a possibility of being a painter.’

The next moment the butler entered
. the schoGl-reom, intent on seeing every
doorandyhdn‘ * He/ looked won-

 fiushied face, the
dlrkmﬂnxoﬂum Ali-
mtooknph‘rm@mﬁ quifted the
rooin. /
ﬂnvﬂlmﬁombo&y’l heast ache
mday,’hlﬁd,-ohmnl& and then
added: ‘But it will e difficult to find

sweetness

haunting her, a faint glimmering of the

beautifal Hours and beautiful dmnu
* life held.

‘Not lovel Ehoreyedéﬂlimrmd

over again ﬁ‘heue‘lf,‘ "*Not.lovel’ She

would never bd'n Iqunutml-

able, that grandest of all weaknesses,
_ that most mistaken amm Cer-
" tainly not love.:

If the beauty of his face haunted her,
lf,dunngthelmglihnthoulo(tbe
night, she heard the mzl&hh voice
mingling with the sighing of winds
and the rustle of leaves, she believed
thutitwumibth«inbdvdht love

the light of the marping sun brought
after-thought. She @id not Tike to re-
member how the tete-a-tets had been ge-
cured. He would not. have dared to rap
at the windovdhdaﬂmd-’n

room,
and ask her t“aqum ~him.' wdm
because @

Tbatmaning-be'. iuthh the
thrthﬂhoutmmd invita-

offered to him. Reeuunu-bnd“

considerately allowed every Wﬁn‘l‘! >
for such an offer—they had had,inter-{;

views in the grounds, indnm

Islnlllccspthhmviuﬂon This is
ml]y a kind Jetter. Who would have
* | believed that the colonel cared for chil-
dren. You see, he begs ‘of me to let the
two little girlsgo.’ ’

‘That is kind,’ said Lady Louisa.

He even adds that ‘we can bring some
one to take: the entire charge of them, if
we like,’ continued the countess. ‘I shall
wntestoumnndhllhimhowp\enadve
shall be. It will be really a very pleas-
ant day.’

8till IAdy Blanche was cross. The
letter onghtin have made some special
mention of her, instead of one of the
ehrmjngdmghm The discussion fell

\

cognize the mistake, and behave with
her usual good sense. That was what
the countess hoped and believed, but no
such idea had ever occurred to Alison.

Through- the kindly help of the lady’s-
maid, she had purchased a dress of plain
white muslin; she needed mo help in
making it, and she had thought both by
night and by day of the pleasure in
store for her.

She had npever even seen a picnic; she
knew nothing of the world’s gayeties but
by name, and with this longing to hear
and see something of the brilliant phases
of locloty was mingled a desire to see
apm the handsome man who had so

while Alison was writing the Jetters on
the dresses to be worn. °

‘I shall have green: and .white, said
Lady Blancbe; ‘ﬂmﬁld'lyl appropriate
for a picnie.,

Suddenly AM lpokod up from the
letters and the tess caught the ex-
pression on her E

‘Green and white—you do not like
that, Miss Trente?’

‘No,’ said Alison; ‘in dress umevery-
thing else, you must consider the sur-
roundings. A lady should stand out, as
it were, from those, as does a bright gom

iously d her to that long
tvnhm ramble. Would he remember
all ke 8aid then?  All the great ladies of
the eounty would be there—would he

he even remember -her when they were
by? She was curiously anxious, with an
anxiety that she did not half under-
stand. She had seen so little of life that
the prospect of this one day spent among
green trees and flowers, in the glitter of
sunshine, listening to glorious music,
perhaps even dancing herself—Alison
was lost in a gleam of delight.

“The carriage will be here at twelve;

in a dark setting. You will be sur

ed by every tint of green—green grasg|

| green leaves—and no green that you can

procure will rival the delicate hue of

nutnm. Youn should wear eoloﬂ that
trast, not attemot toh :

She is right,’ said Lady Louisa, nolemn-
ly; ‘that is an excellent idea. ; What color
should you advise, then, Miu Trente? .

‘White, certsinly; it always reminds
one of & summer’s day, and the son shin-
.ing. White, with delicate ‘rose-peach,
white, with dashes of scarlet—anything
that presents s piquaat contrast. Do you | H
not think that I am right? - Dréss should
be artistic, as well as fashionable.’ i

You are quite right ssid my Lady
Blanche, emphatically. + ‘Ishould be'glad
if you would attend to. my custame, Miss
Trente. “If Lady Blaseaton does take the
head ofthe entertainment, it will be an
important day for me.’

T will do it, mth,, phu:m, said Ah‘
son.

The eonnh- lmﬂ.d- blandly. Here
was economy indeed.- No need to send
to Watts’ to pay scores of pounds. for a
dress, when the skillful fingers of this
artistic girl could weave such magical
colors; no need to employ court milliners,
when taste.go true and so exquisite was
close at hand. The eonnﬁeu was delighb
ed. Bhe saw in the p tive unli

said the countess, during breakfast; but
no allusion was made to Alison.”; Lady
Bleseaton ‘purposely avoided it. Lady
Louisa was maliciously silent, waiting to | curred.
know what Blanche would say.

In all simplicity Alison offered to as-
gist the two sisters. ‘Lady Lounisa de-
clined; Lady Blanche’ accepted her ser-
vices. Bhe did not understand what the
young governess meant when she said :

‘Pray allow me to do all I can for,you,
Lady Blanche; I shall have-abundance of
time for myself afierward.

" Lady Blanche felt that the words were
slightly familiar, and was a_frifle colder,
harder, and more difficult to please than
usual. ‘Alison did not even notice it—

¢ Almost t'efve—the countess regal in
| dress of tin and velvet mixed,
Lady ILouiga 'in’ ¥, costume of peach-
colored silkand -mm Lady Blanche
in a marvelbusly d. dress of‘rose-
pink, were all in the drawing-room.
Lady” Bleseaton- insisted that they
should take oneglass of sherry before
starting. While it was bemgser,red there
came into the rocm what seemed like a
vision of parhctbunty-—r&haon in all the
glory of her proud, ripe young beaunty.
What. were nll the - costumes in: the
world pared to the  charm of youth'

ed dresses, all besutifnl valuable, and
artistic. She saw economy that would
enable her tovie any one, no matter
whom. She felt most kindly. |disposed to
the young girl, who was to be' the instro-
ment of so much good.

Forgetful in that one moment of Ali-
son’s wonderful beauty she said:

‘Colonel Montague asks us to bring
some one with us who will take “charge'
of the children. The ; woods of ‘Wooton
are very beauntiful, Miss Trente; would
you like to go?’

The git¥'s face flushed with delight.

“L.should like it,’ she replied, ‘better
than anything else in the wide-world

‘Then you shall go,’ said my lady; and

| she felt 8 glow of benevolence, s glow of

self-complacency in the'idea.

Lady Blanche had not heard the words.
She had gone in mrchoh bookofem-
tumes. - 7

'l'hstglﬂiswoﬁhherweightingold,
said Lady Blenseaton, as'Alison closed
the @oor behind her. ‘What an artist
nhoi-,ho'nmeh:hnwﬂlnvom{u

‘Bhe is very useful, mamma; but’

Was| take her to Wooton you will have all* %

mothers and danghters in the county
against you; there will not be a face there

» | like hers; and you know the Red Lancers

worship pretty faces. Be careful how
you spoil Blanché’s chance; that is, if she
really has a chance,’

‘My dear Louiss,’ said the omh-,
loftily, ‘yon areé very absurd; you

that Colonel Montague is & man of
world, and, of all men I know,  least

and it wnmmtht
uhntlmenuld evetpoint holly oD

ﬁwmeni
was wdtheld the finest Munnt in

The Red Lancers were the
t_men, they. rode the finest
ﬁbtﬁnln-.ldﬁnaﬂoml
k&hﬁ‘mmm

mmisdtheenﬁn county;and, whanh.
was known that Colonel Montague intend-
ed giving a “picnic, every one was desir- | b
ous of attending. It would, of course’ be
the best of its kind; they would have the
finest military music; they would have
an escort of Bed Lancers: there would be
every facility® for flirtation. The piecnic
was to beheu in the famous woods of
Wootm—wooﬁwhmm were, like pic-
lunl,au:h in itself~where every
ere came & break in the
trees, and the green grass grew thick
and soft, studded with flowers. The
1arge space was rolled and made beautiful
for dancing; all kinds of elegant and easy
chairs were placed -befiveen the trees;| .
there was a fire to boil a kettle, a tent
for refreshment; in fut,itvnp,u every
one declared, the most p

i Vkely to ruin‘himself for,-y face, how- |
e .mhit Men ad

‘girls they nevef
of Can you imagine

itlo prondnmwould look at our);

‘Yel,leur the Bod Llnmn have a

-upuhﬁqlforthatkmdofthmg Be

0 m.mfnl,ﬁﬂnmglf mischief comes of it,
e hameuhcﬂntlhmwnmdyou.

—_—

CBAPERXIV.
y A DISAPPOINTMENT.

“How kind of him to ask for me to go?
thought simple Alison. ‘I shall see a
living picture—golden gleams of sun, rip-
pling green foliage, a cloudless sky, mov-
ing masses of gorgeous colors, all under’
the summer heaven. How poddhn
to think of me!’

She hardly undenhodt.heqmck.vxnd
pleasure that thrilled her face with a
color that had never burned there before.
Bo kind of Colonel Montague to give her
this pleasure. She had read so much
and heard 8o much,.since she had been
ltcbe Abbey, of the Red Lancers—the

men in England—it would
really be a treat to see them. Alison felt
light of heart as she had never done be-
fore.

The eve of the picnic came. . The ex-
quisite costumés which she had designed
and helped to make were all ready—the
pretty , coquettish head-dresses, neither
Mubonnetbutnplctmuqmmixtm
of both—everything was complete: my
Lady Blanche retired to- rest in the firm
conviction that she would hear &
following day the’ wonhth“ she hisd
longed for. # s

~The morning was bQuﬁ!nl—the
blue, and without aclw% the lark sing-
mg' the air, the sun and bright.
Not her word had 2 8aid to Alison

mntdtbokindemgim The coun-
tess was fiattered at being requested o
- take the head of this picnic, & duchess
might have been proud of the honor.
Shophendt.hsbunrbduaherdmgb-
ters.
- ‘See,. Blanthe, she consider
lhﬂequ!vlbntbbll of
The colonel wonldmm to

about her going to the picnig; Lady Ble-
whlducogmnd instantly the: mis-
take that'she had made, i¢ would indeed
be useless fo take to. pl..in girls
l?o her daughters if, ihe -game

, . Alison - Trente w

his name associated 8o eonﬂnndly

" with ours unless he Wngins-,

sky proposing to me, you deliberately throw

and loveliness? The satir and velvet, the
gleaming &ilk, the costly. lage, all shrunk
into no‘bingbuﬂe the fresh, fair loveli-
ness of .the young girl; the three ladiel
felt it ‘as they looked at her angrily and!
with deep - resentment. {What right had]
she with the slender, g 1 figure, the
queenly carriage? What right had she
with ‘the rippling bllek hair, the dark
beautiful eyes with long’ lubej, the love-
ly oval face, the Grecian brow, the scarlet
lips 80 ripe and beautiful, the lovely curve
of the chin, and a neck 'that Venus ‘might
have envied? What right had a gover-
ness with charme like these? Hbe was
dressed so plainly, yet she looked like a
queen. Her muslin dress was fresh and
white—she had tied it with scarlet rih-
bons; all the ornament she. wore was a
knot of scarlet:ribbons at her breabt, bat
no queen in her coronation robes ever
looked more royally fair.

Lady Blanche was the first to speak.
She Jooked at the pretty white hat with
its one blush rose, the pretty gloves, and
the bright, beantifal face; then she said,
with eold contempt: -

““Where' are you going, Miss 'Ignﬁu?,1
while Lady Louisa, looking at her mother,
said in a low voice:

‘Just the kind “of face.. 6 vintroduce
among the-Red will make
herc toast.” 'f’

'By wwdemm?' asked the i lmpenons

.Alim roplied, wonderingly :

‘Lady Bleseaton was kind enougb to
ask me to go.’

}’ Lady Blanche turned to the cﬁmh-
with flashing eyes.

be true?”’

‘Miss Trente,” -id.the oounle-.blnd-
ly, ‘will you be so kind utop totln
‘children? then send Suszette .to. me if
they are ready.’

Alison quitted tbemom with’ tﬂyh
of hot indignation on heriface.. What
could it all me.n.tha.pmnd,eonbmptu—
ous looks and words? 4

‘Mammas,’ - repeated : Lady Bkndlo,
lournml]y,uthdow elmedbehmdber

_‘mmmz,m you mad? Do you see

beantifal that’ girl looks?- What
can yon’b thinking - about? Surely you
never nkedhot seriously to go to this
picnic?

T did, ask ber, nplied the countess,
who seriously resemted her daughter’s
tone of voice, and {looked very much in-
clined to bave her own way. I did ask
ber; the colonel said some” one ecould’
come to take charge of the chi :

‘And yon asked her! I could nothave
believed that a ‘woman! of the? world’
could have made such a mistake.” You
would posititely introduce Alison Trente,
8 poor governess, among such a setof
men as the Red Lancers? You kmow
they went in a body to Wetstaff to see a
girl whom they called ‘the preity Miss
Bedelle; they talked of nothing else for
three days afierward; and -now, just as
 with infinite pains we have sacceeded so
well, just as the colone] is on, the point of

this girl in his' way. I say; that it
is cruel of yon—quite: cruel”and Lady
‘Blanche, overcome -with’ feelings’. of mor-
tification, burst into a passion of tears.
‘Blanche I’ cried the countess, in agony,
‘pray do not do tha{; you will make your
face sored you will completely destroy
your appearance.- I beg of you to be
more careful; after all, what can it matter?
Miss Trente goes there in a very subor-
dinate position—a kind of upper nurse;
no one will recognize her, no one will pay
her any attention. She will spend the

turn from them to speak to her? Would | it'w

lhm:w:y in the woods “of Wootton. {£hi

Mmml,-bewdlbrnpﬂ(‘&nﬂla%"

‘You could no more- hide the sun than
you could hide the beauty of a face like
that I cried Lady Louisa; ‘thie officers will
rave about her. Lﬁwuw it, 8,

‘Lady Bleseaton said I was to come at
first,’ said Alison, her face flushing with
indignati ulho bered her con-

from the very first.” -

“Then why -did you pot speak?’ asked
the countess, angrily, ' was really hop- | ne
ing that the girl had forgotten it. You

it; and she is so useful over your dresses
and all that kind of thing, that I do not
care to offend her.’ .
Lady Blanche looked np angrily.

# *What trifles weigh with you, mamma!
‘Allmy prospects in life are af stake’ yet
you think of dresses and such foolish
‘nonsense. Only last week, when Colonel
Montague dined hefe/I beard Lim say
that he prided himsglfgn his capability

mﬂneneebentyhu ovcrhun Now he
iz here, I !‘uvenozhmg to fear on that
score—we have no beanties at Loamwood;
and just as }ami winning the game I
have phyed Q'long you bring a girl like
this on the scefie. 1 do not like her, but
[ am not blind b:hotmuut she is
beantifal’ -~ -

Themu.nonnd vk with these
words. © -/ .4
‘Izunry ) she said. ‘Go

up-stairs, Blanche; . and bathe your eyes

lnuudo-eolqm I’hnorryithu oc-

hdy Bhnehe tunied to her mother.

‘You can _please - yourself 'entirely,
mamms.’ she said ‘One thing is very
certain—if yourﬁnfnﬂ goes to the pic-
nic, I shall stay at/bome.’

‘let me beg of you'not-to be obstinate.’
‘I am net obstinate, mamma. + I repeat
dmpll.m iflhimlllhnll remain d.

‘V well, mpubd dum,n-

y, ‘she shall remain at home; that,
ﬁm,mllpﬂbndlm and you will be
@ stifferers inthe end.’ Lady Bleseaton

I wish to :speak to her?” she said. Ang]
-Alison; with a look of expectation on
hoeenbndthemom. 5
‘Miss: Trente,’ M
never once glancing #f

I most take Suzette with me; you would
not like to pass utb‘ ehiﬂm?l nurse-
inaid.’

Alison looked at the averted face of the
countess, the hard, cold featnres of Lady
Louisa, the tear-stained eyes of Lady

MHoeumdtohor;:lrlomo .reason
other; inscrutable to" her, they did mt
want her to go. 8till there was- mw
source Lut perfect’ obedience.. She™
no: m. but tarned to quit the
.thie-eountess -hastened most grqr

cnmllyiondd

‘Iam‘gr] if you feel any disappoints
ment, Miss Tranwl’mmibd 8ome re-
m(oryonthatyw mlfyebs-
joy. “T-hope you will ® “the
happily; | the picture-gal
ﬁhnqmdlop‘nmyou.

With a. mly mclinﬂu of ﬁo hud.
the conntess M the-interview
was over, and A

see she has evidently set her wind upon | guess.

‘Now, Blanche,’said Lady Bleseaton, 1

t di nﬁ:emrd she alter-
ed hermmd and told Suszette to go.’

“I know the reason why,’ said the colo-

““Po you?’

‘No, replled Alison; ‘I cannot even
i

Colonel Montagne laughed; but it was
not the laugh that Lady Blanche would
have been pleased to hear.

‘I know,” he said. ‘If you had been as
plain as you are beautiful, they would
have taken you.’

‘Oh, no,’ said Alison; ‘it was not that.’

“Yes, it was that, Alison. Now, listen
to me. See how greedily I crave even
one hour of your society. Listen! As
soon as I found that. yoc were net with
them, I understood- the matter at once,
and I said_to myseif that Alison—the]
“Alison for whom I had done all—was at
‘home alone. Idid not lose one instant.
‘T went at once toone of the men, and ar-
ranged that I was to be sent for suddenly.
It was well arranged; an orderly galloped
@p to me with s folded paper, after read-
ing which, I.went-up to Lady Bleseaton
#nd told her how very sorry I was that I
was sent for and would be sbsent for two
bours. I guessed that yon wouid be
rambling in these' woods; you told me
how you loved them. 1Idetermined upon
eoming.mtryiﬂmu -find you here. 1
‘have ridden as no manever rode, unless
he had the same object in view. My
horse is covered with foam.’

‘Whore is your horse? interrupted Ali-

‘I have tied him to. one of the frees
over there.’

one seen you come here?”

“No; and if they ‘did, -b.umnma-
ter2. Now, Alison, cast fear, and
say st least, that ' deserve & smile Yor
having ridden so hard to'see you.. Say
that, and I shall be content.’ He threw

[ring the-bell: ‘Wil you tell Miss Trente { himself down on the grass by her  side,

and looked pleadingly in her face.
“‘Alison, ‘sweet, will yon not say one
wnltome?'
*You should giot call me ‘sweet,’ -bo

b AM_Com= u}d. with grave rebuke.’
pelled to change my srrangements; ] find | ~/But you are sweet, sweeter than lillies

mdmlu,orlllbh'ﬂoweu that” bloom.
Bweeter than the clematis there over
your head. Ymmmm

tell you so? -What wrong can‘there be
init' if T repeat & times over,

~thousand’
m-mnmemmaumqmamm Doulthrm

-ﬁrh,p. not she replied, with a
dmuy smile.

~Forget all that nonsense, Alison. Let
“this be an enchanted wood; you shall be
a fairy princess, Iam a prince -eometo
woo you.’

'Gime to—to what did you say, (}oloool
Montague?” S ‘&

“Po woo you,” he repeated. ‘Nowy wnm
Mi.gn, myou mh( to qmrgbﬂ”

5 'I have no qwuw 3
o ,@ ,
ever said ordls

they have, mothis oI “has

none. “They do
Very slowly she refurned.

now te’hér oo off the pretty

away; then—for

she 1 $(mly eighteen, and had never
in all her life—then
she *bi ,,Monne tears.

CHAPTER XV.
A PLEASANT SURPRISE.

A led mass of treee, copper birch,
that looked like burnished: gold; slanting
shadows, that fell lightly on the thick,
softgrass; the ripple of a thousand leaves;
the ham of tiny insects as they settled
on the boughs and flitted through the
woodland solitude: In the midst
of it sits Alison Trente. Bhe has escaped
from the house, escaped from &ll her sar-
roundings, and ‘is luxuri in the
freedorty; of the sanlit hours! wished
that she had been borne a ‘so'as to
live forever in' the free, frésh air—no
warm rooms no half-stifling perfumes,
no fine ladies to'tease and irritate her.
The grand face ‘of nature wore a-smile;

2
8 ‘ﬁ'e'h,“ are in Flhyhnd nw All-
son; and in- Fairyland every oné tells the
truth. Iintend to woo you, if I dare—to

win you, if 1 can.’
She.was only eighteen—a child in
everything save years—full of bright
dreams and fair faygies. ‘al ‘words

palse thrilled; pain_and-

face fushed, and- dro ped from_thie love
in his eyes. Bhe to riee from her

oumm' but, with a gentle grasp,
he detsined her.

‘I do not want to be wooed,’ she said,
‘and I will not be won.”

Colonel Montague lasghed.

‘B0 says the Mybhdnltﬂnmuin
the captor’s hands” -

‘!mnot a bird, nng are you my csp-

nplled;lnd l&qhm
colonel's face. . ;

‘I ‘will not prophesy,’ he <said 5 ‘that |
mi.htngerion,bntlun soe what will
be. I come of & race that never let ‘T-
dare not wait upon I would., Bat, Alison,
we will not talk of you or of me; we are
in Fairyland. I will tell you, shall I, of

there was calm, rest, peaceand h
—no pictures so beautiful as those that
the sun painted on the grass and the
leaves. Alison was happy, though the
tears were hardly dry upon her llca.
She had cha: t.he white
black one, .ngd %
eyen better. 'fhb klr face and neck
, flower-like, from the dark folds.|
Bhe had takes off her hat, and; the red
leaves of the wild ‘rose fell in profusion
around her. She was singing to herself
inalow voveo,,vben suddenly the crash-
ing of “and abrupt bresking
through the trees startled her. To her
Hntense syrprise, Colonel Montague stood
by her. ° o
" *Alison! Alison I he said; ‘you bere? 1
was afraid that sfter all my trouble, all
my plans arldaventions, Ishould not
see you.' at
8he looked up at him helple.ly
‘I thought you were u the picnic,’ she
said.
He langhed.
fNay, Alison, I am here. Do you not
know, can you not guess, that I arranged
that pienic purpmlvlut I might spend
some ﬁ%m you? T thought tbst
they would bll'lxyou. Isee that I*am
minskoq, -had, too much worldly
\ had gone with them, If
chould bne mnlﬂnl some way of 80e-
ing you. It i8 better as it is.’ A
‘I fancied that you would have iiked
me to go.’ said Alison. ‘Your letter said
some one could take charge of the chil-
dren.’

whole of the day with the children.’

‘Of course,’ he said, ‘it was alltor your ;

my ‘wanderi by night in the fair city
of Venice, when there was only the light
of the stars onthe water, and the faing|

of that?—of the marble palaces,.
| their stately-heads from the agure wa
er | —of silent, deep, swift, ‘datk .
that hide—who can tell me what
1W S
“Yes,’ said Alison; ‘tell me of that—of
legende I have read, where a lovely lady,
whose bright eyes rivaled the stars, has
been led out on a balcony, all fragrant
with flowers, and, with a daggerspddenly
plunged in her heart, has-been thrown
into the silent depths below. Venice
seems to be full of such plices—full of.
pictures and of legends, before which all
the brilliancy and gayety of a new world
fade into nothing. Tell me more,’ cried
Al 25

She had forgotten' all else, poor child
—the shining beauty of the leaves, the
music apd of the summer
woods; the fact that she was alone there
with the handsomest manin her ma-
jesty’s sevvice. She-liad forgotten every-
thing except the words that he was ut-
| tering—no matter to hofwbohoh them,
they were all pictures. Bho saw Venige,
the Rialto, the canal, theg ,un
picturesgne gondoliers, the Fwo-
men, th. !\dbh men. She nigbed with
confent
Bhe stretched ont her round, whiu arms;
the passionate artist soul was all awake.
‘I must go,’ she said. ‘I must see it.’

To be continued.

y

Alison. 1 felt sure that they would bring
yoe.! 3 y %

for Tags, Bill Heads, ete.

“Bat,’ said Alison, in lhnn, ‘bas any
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MARBLE WoRks.

CEMETERY WOR

CONSTANTLY ON HAND.

All orders promptly attended to. Material and Workmanship Guaranteed.

Carleton St., between Methodist Church and Old Bu
: Ground. -
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To whom all it may eoneon. ’

., ..The NEW RAYMOND is the best
family Sewing Machine now in the
market. The reasons why it is the
best is because it runs the easiest,
makes no noise and makes the best
stitch, and never gets out of order,
Has all the latest improv&nen
Sold Low and on easy terms,
and see them. Sold wholesale and [
retail to agents. g
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WE HAVE

THE GLOBE
Job Printing Department.

IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF X
© «Globe” Job Print Dep’t. e
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED, Ao 4
TAGS, BILL HEADS, Ete., IN STOCK. :

Which we will Print

Wedding, Invitation, Visiting, Memorial
and Pregramme Cards, '

in the Latest Styles and at Reasonable P
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