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% littls  assumed

ld never be able to bear you
f£1 thought it possible
mpt to do such a thing
" Promiisy me that you never
e wished partly in asking this to
make & bond between them, so that if
she refused ' thac other request there
ald olilf be that promise between
m. jon she wanted to do ome
thing she would have to think
ind deny herself by his tacit in-

flueboe over her on that one point.

Her voice had been very earnest as he
made his request, and he looked straight
into her face as he waited for her reply.

It came after a short pause.

““Why should Idoso? I do not like
making promises.”

There was again a little defiance in her
tone. She had an instinctive wish to do
whatever Percival told her, and promise
all he asked. It was to resist this tempt-
ation, a last attempt to keep her freedom
and be her own law that made her ask
the question.

Perhaps Percival guessed that it was
80. There was no jesting in his voice or
manner as he said—

. “Because when you do these things
you risk your own safety, and your safe-
ty is very dear to me.”

She did not speak. She had when
asking her question summened all her
resolution to her aid and lifted her eyes
to his, Now she lowered them,and there
came an almost imperceptible catch in
her breath. :

“I wou’t try to tell you,” he wert on,
“what I felt*when I heard where you
had gone last night. 1 could not put it
into words ; one feels more than talke
about snch things, I think. But when
I feared and almost thought 1 had lost
you—when it kept eoming across me
that, perhaps, I had seen you and heard
you speak for the last time—then [ knew
bow dear you were to me, and how I
love you. When I fcund you,and knew
that you were alive and safe—when 1
held you in my arma, and saw what a
small creature- ycu are, wanting some
oue to take care of you, and see you
don’t get hurt, I felt—mpo, I can't tell
you what I felt. But I made up my
mind to wait no longer, but to speak at
once, and ask you to be my wife.”

She did not answer ; she lay still upon
the couch, her face turned from him, her
colour coming ard going, and trembling
from head to foot.

Her silence lasted so long that Moore
began to speak again, saying—

‘“‘Helen, say something, or I shall
think you are angry.”

She put out her hand, and he clasped
it firmly in his, as though to give her
courage.

“Tall me something,” he said again,
“]I am waiting to hear your voice.”

“I cannot speak,” she said, casting
aside her wraps, as though they weighed
upon her, and suddenly sitting up.
¢You said yourself just now that people
cannot talk about such things, ‘and I
oynnot tell you what I feel.”

“Won't you try? Not everything,
but just a little to give me an idea.”

He was smiling and speaking softly
and persuasively. Helen went on—

I have been 80 unhappy here, and I
think I was like s princess in a fairy
tale, always looking for a deliverer. I
thought sometimes someone would be
sure to come, must come ; it could not
go on for ever. Sometimes things were
s0 bad I feared that if they went on I
should become hard and reckless, and
take the first person who came, whether
I cared for hig or not, just to get away
from here. But I could not. Last
summer & man came and wanted to
marry me, and I tried to accept him, bus
1 could not. 'When it came to the point
my courage ‘failed, I eeuld not do it,
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lowed her first impunlse and spoken out
of the fulness of an overflowing heart ;
now she was ashamed and reticent. She
would say no more, though as Percival
continued to urge her she turned away,
saying,

¢ don't know.’

“Well, I am going to imagine ; you
must stop me if I am going wrong. I
shall suppose that after the rejection of
this onwelcome suitor, who, I daresay,
was an exceedingly worthy young man—
I am going wrong already " as he saw
Helen's lips trembling into a smile,

“He was not young,” she whispered.

“As I was saying, a very estimable
elderly gentleman, you lost all hope
until fate threw in your way an indi-
vidual who. though neither handsome
nor brilliant, nor in any way a favorite
with nature, was fortunate emough to
possess something in common with your-
self —something which harmonized with
your own nature. That will do, will it
not, unless you care to add anything
yourself 1"

“Only that this same person was
vriginal enough to prefer a girl for
whom no one else cared. I can hardly
believe my own yood fortune.”

““Is it 80 very great ?”’

‘“Immetse. I am only twenty. How
am I to believe that to the end of my
life, which may be a very long one, I am
going to be perfectly happy?’

“Don’t say that, Helen. When you
say you can’t believe it, it sertis to im-
ply that your past unhappiness has been
00 great as to kill in you all belief in a
brighter future. I can’t bear to think
of it. You must consider that you have
a right to happiness,”

“I thought we agreed only the other
day that people’s rights were very limit-
ed, and that happiness was altogether a
matter of cooquest. However some
peovple get what they have mno right to
and why should not we ¥’

*“That is better.”

They were silent for some time, and
then Helen spoke, slowly and hesitating-
ly.

“I am afraid, after all, we have been
rather hasty.”

‘“‘How hasty 1"

“You have not seen Alice. Suppose,
when you do see her, you like her better
than me,”

Percival’'s face was both grave and a
little seyere as he said—

‘‘You speak without reflection, Helen.
Do you suppose I do not know my own
mind, or that I have no nfore respect
for you than to ask you to be my wife
before I am certain if I love you? If
you'do not trust me it is a different
thing, only you should have spoke be-
fore you told me you accepted and re-
turned my love.”

Her cheeks were crimson as she re-
plied—

‘‘You say hard things, and you think
you have a right to say them. You
think I am jealous, and I am only
speaking from experience. You have
never seen people pay me attention, and
as soon as Alice came into the room,
make some excuse for leaving me to go
to her. I do not grudge Alice hgr many
lovers, She may have a world full, so
long as she leaves me my one. But I
could never tear to hear the words that
had once been said to me repeated to
another woman. Rather than that, I
would go through life without having a
single such word spoken to me. You
cannot wnderstsnd it of course ; you
have neyer seen her ; you do rot know
how, sooner or later, every man falls in
love with her.”

Pereival hadi risen from his chair, and
was welking up and down the room.
All that Helem said showed so clearly
what her traiping and life had been,
and how her/doubts and fears of her-
self had been created and fostered. His
M"l’ched for her ; how he could
wn to her that her fears were un-
founded, 8he herself opened the way
for him.

“‘She ia so beautiful,” she eaid, half
to herself; “and I know you admire
beauty.’

“Did go one ever call you beautiful 7
he askedl§ abruptly, pausing in front of

though both papa and mamma were aun- | her

gry with me. Then it was worse be-
cause I knew thst, unless some one
came for whom I cared enough, 1 should
never ‘get.away, and it would last all
my life. Allthe men who came here
liked“Alics best, though neither did I
gare for themi, I began to think it would
slways be so, and—

She pe y ber lips trembling, her
Ohest hiedving: - Percival, who had kept
hié hold on her hand, pressed it gently

to. geasiure heg, though he still said |

gver,” shaking her head, with a
smiles” “‘T have been called ‘“‘nice look-

ing,” and “‘essentially ladylhike.” and a
hw‘bﬂlu‘ hings of the same kind, but
never beautiful.”*

“You are quite sure ; never even late-

Iy?

#Yes, really now you mention it, I

remember two or three people have told i
me that I am improving ; it amused me |
yery much.” '
““Well, don’t you know what brought

--‘ipmo would b

for me—a beauty whidl

a8 one may say, fd pe to
which does not vary very.much

any circumstanges, about which all (hE
could be seid'has been suid, and which
has been looked upon ‘by yll ayes and
eoriticised by all tongues; or a beauty
which I niysell have called forth, which
belongs to me alone, and which no one
sle¢ perhaps would evcr notice, because
it woold not exist for them—which
beauty do yum suppo:: I should value
xout "
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She was conquersd, he could not
doubt it, every feature in her fage show-
ed it. She onuld resist .no longer, she
was not proof againat such flattery. Her
whole being went out in response to
him. Her love was patent as the sun in
the clear September sky.

“Will you trust me nouw i’ he asked
after a pause.

“With my whole life,” she replied,
earnestly.

He had bent down and kissed her
gently, and she received and rcturned
his kiss gladly and preudly.

“When may I speak to ycur father?’

““Not yet, please. Let us have a
little time to ourselves, bafore people
begin to congratulate us and watch how
we behaye to one another in public.
And then, I won't say anything more
about Alice since you hate it so, but I
should like her to here when it is to be
made known ; it is a little bit of femi-
nine weakness, which you must allow
me. Promise you will say nothing
about it till I tell yoa.”

He promised. but they agreed that
Dr Hazlitt ought te be told.

So Percival told him on his way back
to Brantwood, and the old gentleman
received the news just as Percival had
expected he would. He did not say
much ; little mere than—

“You have won a treasure, lad, and
see you keep it. Trust Helen entirely.
She is as true as time, and will never
fail you,”

And to Helen he said—

“It is not to every man by a long way
that I would have let yeu go ; but you
may trust Moore. He will never love
any woman but yourself.”

iCHAPTER VI.
A FAIRY TALE.

Never in all Helen's after life did she
forget the month following the day on
which she had promised to be Percival’s
wife. Each day formed a separated
item in her memory, and yet the whole
month seemed like a long, happy dream
from which she scarcely wished to wake,
No one could fail to notice the change in
her mow. Some attributed it to her ac-
cident, which they said, by keeping her
a prisoner in the house for a fortnight,
helped her complexion to recover frem
its summer tan. Others said she was at
last learning to be reasonable, and to
take things as they were meant. No
one pat it down to the right cause, of
course. As before said, Helen was not
strictly beautiful, and with reputation
for possessing an‘ uncomfortable temper
was not likely to be accredited with a
superfluity of lovers, and,as for Percival,
it was not generally supposed that a man
of Mr Lafone’s pride of birth would
allow his daughters to marry the sons of
wealthy manufacturers, though he might
make them welcome to his house. Be-
sides, Percival and Helen were discre-
tion itself. Never, in the presence of
even the mast insignificant third persun,
they fall into the familiarity of employ-
ing their Christian names. It would
have been impossible to detect in their
manner anything warmer than a close
friendship.

Helen was happy—perfectly happy.
Her happiness overshadowed, swallowed
up all the daily worries of home life.
They no longer- existed for her. She
saw them not ; her eyes were fixed upon
an object so bathed and flooded in golden
light that they were blind to mere earth-
ly things. She was accustoming herself
to look up, and the first result of her up-
hfted gaze was that she lost sight of
these low impediments to her eontent
which had formerly occupied all her at-
tention. If she had never before been
really beautiful, she was so now. There
seemed a glory and splendour in the soft
fire of her g¢lance and the haunting
sweetness of her smile, Percival saw
the beauty and rejoiced in it; beauty
created by him, born of the power of his
being, kept alive by the attraction & his
individuality ; beauty which flashed
forth at his call, and at the call of no
one else. They had not been engaged a
week befire he thanked Helen fur her
wisdom in keeping the engagement a se-
cret between themselves.

During this month, too, Helen's
doubts and fears seemed to vanish. She
obeyed Dr. Hazlitt and har own instinct
and trusted Percival, In the warmth of
his love and the peace of the thought
that her life at jJiome might be ended
whenever she chose, she grew to have
confidence in herself, It was impossible
to feel Percival’'s dependence on her in
many things and the perfect sympathy

Rsthing. He wanted her to say all thas | the improvement about? Don’t you | between them without coming to a sense
was o her mind. Bat she said nothing | see it came because you were happlier, |that she, too, had a place in her world.

more, and he at last repeated
“Apnd now 1’
/ Bab she was still silent,  Sbe had fol-
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and you were happier because you had a |She even forgot Alice, or if shethought
good reason for being s0? Now use | of her it was as apart from herself ; she | eyes to heaven.”
our own 'judgment, Which do you ! ceased to believe that Alice would bave
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KoaWand ¥ ‘dbdasnd and enter
into his plans so perfectly, he grew to

her, Her woman’s wit came in so often
just where his solid common sense fail-
ed ; her insight into character was 0
keen, he felt he might always trust her
judgment. Every day he felt more con-
vinced thet in winuning Helen he had
won a treasure. snd one day after a long
discussion on some point on which they
had thought differently Percival saud,
half gravely, half jestingly—

“‘Did it ever ocour to you, Helen, to
look below the surface of the vid myths
and fairy tales; and to seek for their real
meaning "

“I don't believe they had any. You
are bitten with the spirit of the nine-
teenth century, Percival, you want to
find a meaning in everything. You are
trying to make out that those simple
minded ancients were just as much both-
ered and worried as we latter day sin-
ners; You will never do it.”

““We will keep the discussion of that
problem until we are married. It will
do nicely to fill up one of the losg win-
ter evenings when we are beginning to
grow tired of one another, and have ex-
hausted all our subjects of converga-
tion.”

“I am convinced they had no mean-
ing,” persisted Helen. ‘‘They were
simply petty fancies, invented to while
away the evening hours, when people
were too tired or too lazy to think of
anything mild or serious. I shall al-
ways look at them in that light.”

“‘One at any rate had more tian sur-
face meaning,” said Percival, ‘‘and that
was the one about the Water of Life.
What do you suppose they meant by
the Water of Life, of which when you
had_once taken a draught, you never
grew old, or ugly or ill-tempered ¢’

‘““An iwpossibility, I should think,”
said Helen, who chose at that moment
to appear unsympathetic and matter of
fact.”

“No,” replied her companion, *‘they
dido’t’; they meantjhuman love, Lis-
ten, and I will tell you a fuiry tale.
Imagine that somewhere—no one knows
where, but somewhere—is a fountain
containing the Water of Life, an eternal
spring that never fails. It is quite a
small fountain to look at, but deeper
thau the imagination can picture ; it con-
tains a whole a whole ocean of the Water
of Life—npay, it is Iofinite; its depth
cannot be sounded. Whoever finds the
Water of Life and drinks of it, knows
after that no real sorrow or troubles,
whatever disasters threaten to over-
whelm him, hs can defy them all ; he 1s
possessed of a strength which will pree
vail against everything. Now, it is a
fact that once every man and woman
feels a desire to drink of the Water of
Life and sooner or later sveryone goes in
search of it. It is rather a dangerous
search, for it may only be undertaken
once, and if anyoue fails to find it he
must abandon the search for ever; and
very few people do find it. For one
thing, no one knows exactly where it
is, and it happens sometimes that those
who set out haphazard, or don’t set out
at all, stumble upon it straight away ;
while others who have elaborately ex-
plored the ground and made particular
inquiry of others who have been success-
fal in the search neyer find it at all.
Now then two people, a man and a wo-
man, meet at the fountain, and if only
the impulse to stoop down and drink
moves them at the same moment, from
that time their souls are bound together,
and they live happily every afterwards,
for they have drunk of the Water of
Life, and the strength which it gives
shall never fail them.”

“‘How come so few to find it 7’ asked
Helen thoughtfully.

“For macy reasons. Oue is that there
are other fountains scattered up and
down so closely resembling the real one
that only those whose instincts are true
and pure can distinguish the right from
the wrong. Most people drink at these
fountains, the water of which is neither
20 pure nor 80 cold as that of the true
one; but their taste is vitiated—they
don’t know the difference., Sowe knew
from the very first that they were wrong,
and console themselves by trying to be-
lieve that the real fountain is a myth,
and that those who go in search of it are
wasting their lives in running after the
rainbow. Others drink is good faith,
and only later find out their mistake,
and feel that their lives ate speilt be-
cause they may not set out in their
search again; they must abide by their
first choice. Others, again, go on to the
end of their lives and never fiad it out—
never to find it out; they are content
with what they have got—nay, they scoff
at those who seek the true fountain,
The pure, cold water has ne taste for
them.”

““And these are the worst off of all,”
said Heler. rather dreamily, as he paused
again, ‘‘because their natures must be
coarse and low. 1t is better to die with
longing for heaven, knowing we are on
the earth, than to rest stupidly content
with earth from inability to raise our
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They were both ‘silent when he ha
finished speaking, until he said,

““Now what do you think of my fairy
tale

“It is true enough.”
smiling, *very true.”

rowed across the bay just when the tide
turned, and now had to wait for it to
earry them back again, It was a still,
sutumn day; reslly autemn, with &
punzent smell of faded leaves and. frost,
ani s keeness in the air which brought
tae color into Helen's cheeks, and an
uawonted brilliancy into her eyes.
They were silent for some time.  Er-
erything around them seemed to invite
them to silence. The air was so still
there was scarcely s rustle among she
trees; the sun was shining softly through
a golden haze, mist lay all around on
the horizon, only above their heads was
the sky clear and blue. The retreating
sea had left the sands wet and glisteniog,
and their boat lay there helpless until
tha tide came up again. At lust Pere’-
val spoke—

““When am [ to speak to your father,
Helen 1"
“Not yet,” she said, ‘‘do met speak
yet. We are so happy in this way, at
least I am ; what abont you 1"
“I am right enough, too, oaly this
privacy does not suit my vanity, I
want everyone to know of my geed for-
tune and congratulate me upon ik"'
“Do not build upon being owtwhelm-
ed with congratulations. I aball get far

she avswered, | I
Taey were on the island. They had v

of Dr. George E. Walker, of
ville, Virginia.

« Ayer's Pills outsell all similar
arations. The public having once
them, will havée mo others.” —F
Venable & Collier, Atlants, Ga.

Ayer’s Pills,
Prepared by Dr. 3.C. Ayer & Os., Lowell,
fSeld by sll Deslers in Medicine.
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RAST.
Exx‘.. Mixed. :
Goderich | Lv.| 7 c.nll&lb' pam | 34
Stratford | Ar. | 8:40a.m | S:5p.m | 7

WEST.

Mixed. Mixed.
Stratford Lv.l Imn.-l l:llp.-l 8
Goderich | Ar. | 10:20a.m | 3:156 L 2

more than you. People will d
what has made you ehoose me out of all
t 10 girls in the place.”

“‘We must console ourselves with the
thought of the unhappy of the
prophet in his own countrgg but, ser-
iously, Helen. I do expect #égple will
envy me, and 1 want to od.”

“I will not be flatte into acting
agiinst my judgment,” she said, frown-
ing. ‘I will.chose my own time.”
‘‘Have you any reason for supposing
he will not consent !”

“Oh, no, don’t have any fears on that
head, they are quite groundless. Papa
will be gls enough and mamma will
be delighted. By the way, she heard
from Alice this morning. She is coming
home the day after tomorrow.”

“Is not that rather sooner than you
expected 7" ”»

““Yes, we did not her for a
week, but Mrs Berfon}, her sunt, wants
to come home sooner ;'they will get to
London tomorrow, and Mr Herford will
bring Alice here the day after.”

Percival said nothipg ; perhaps neith-

come.

“‘You will see a
after Alice comes,”
sently, ‘‘she cannot
at home with just
many people will

the whole house
peace and quietness
“I did not know ¥
mit.”

“I am not a hermit among people I
like, but unfortunately I cannot get on
with everybody, I mnever can get om
with Alice’s friends.”

(T0 BE CONTINUVED,)
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to stay with us,
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were such a her-

Happy Hoemes

Much has been written and said about
how to make home happy. The moralist
and the preacher have hackneyed this
theme until it would seem nothing more
remained to be said. But the philoso-
phers have gone far out of their way to
account for the prevalence of ill-assorted
couples and unYu
over-looked the chief cause. Most of
the unhappiness of married life can be
traced directly to those functional de-
rangements to which women are subject.
In nine cases out of ten the irritable,
dissatisfied and ushappy wife is a sufferer
from some ‘‘female complaint.”
of Dr Pierce’s Favorite Prescription will
produce more domestic happiness than a
million sermons or philosophical trea-
tises. It cares all those peculiar weak-
nesses and ailments incident to women.
It is the only medicine sold by druggists,
under a positive ' guarantee . from the
manufacturers, that it will give satisfac-
tion in every case, or money will be re-
funded. See guarantee printed on
wrapper enclosing botile.
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A dandy is a clothes-wearing man, As
others dress to live, he lives to dress —
Carlyle.
Worms often cause serious illness. The

cure is Dr Low's Worm mp. It de-
troy and expels Worms vally,  1m
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Osnasnuck, Dixons .0.,
May 11th, 1887,

My wife suffered for five years
that distressing disease, catarrh.
case was one of the worst known in th
parts. She tried all of the catarrh ren
dies I ever saw advertised, but they
of no use. I finally procyred a bottle
Nasal Balm. Sbe has used ouly one h
of it, and now feels like a new person.
feel it my duty to say that Nasal B:
cannot be TOO HIGHLY recommend
for catarrh troubles, and am pleased
have all such sufferers know through
ure they will receive instant relief
CURE. CHAS. MCGILL F
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Highly zoncentrated, pleasant, effectual
FOR
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DR. HODDER'S COMPOUNLC

Take no other, Sold Everywhere, Priec
5 cemts per bettle.

DR.EHODDER’S

COUGH AND LUNG CURE

Sold everywhere. Price, 25 ots. and 50 ot
per bottle. Proprietors and manufacturers,
THE UNION MEDICINE CO.,
2124- Teronto, Ont.
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HARPERS YOUNG PEOPLE.

AN 1ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY.

HArRPER'S YOUNG PROPLE interests all
young readers by its carefully selected Varie-
ty of themes and their well-consid
ment, It contains the best serial
stories, valuable articles on scienti
and travel, historical and
:tkif-'r‘i:h"' papers c:::'thleue!

ng poems, . CON
brightest and most famous
trations are numerous and excellent. -
sional Supplements eof especial interest to
Plrl"gnu and Teachers will be a feature of the
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An epitome of everything that is attractive
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A weekly feast of thi to the bo,
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o
It is wonderful in its wealth of plo‘tgru. in-
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tion, and —Christia;
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