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NTERRIBLE SEGAET,

1 don’t believe a word of
iked your dark com; wo-

There’s this you

fellow, ~ his father’s a lo
~—rich, too, if his ther did make it
cotton-spinning. low, why can’t you set
your.cap at him? Come downstairs, Trixy,
and put on your ltunnil:ﬁut gown, and see

if %ou can't hook the military swell.”
‘ollowing these parental counsels, Miss
Trix did assume her ‘‘stunningest” gown,
and with the aid of her brother and a
crutch, managed to reach the dining-room.
There hdyﬁeleua, pale and preoccupied,
joined them. No allusion was made at
dinner to the topic—a visible restraint was
upon all.
“/0ld lady don’t half like it.” chuckled
Stuart pere. ‘‘And no wonder, by George!
If it was Charley I shouldn’t like it myself.
1 must speak toCharley after dinner—there'’s
this Lady Gwendoline. He's got to marry
the upper-crust, too. Lady Gwendoline
Stuart wouldn’t sound bad, by George!
Pm glad there’s to be a baronet in the
family, even if it isn’t Trixy. A cousin’s
daughter’s better than nothing.”

So.in the tirst opportunity after dinner
Mr. Stuart presentegohis congratulations as
blandly as possible to the future Lady
Catheron. In the next portunity he
attacked his son on the subject of Lady
Gwendoline.

“Take example by your Cousin Edith,
my.boy,” said Mr. Stuart ina loud voice,
standing with his hands under his coat-tails.
“That girl's a credit to her father and
family, by George! Look at the match
she’s making without a rap to bless herself
with. Now you've a fortune in prospective,
young man, that would buy and sell half a
dozens of these beggarly lordlings. You've
youth and good looks, and good manners,
or if you haven’t you ought to have, and I
say you shall marry a title, by George!
There’s this Lady Gwendoline—she ain’t
rich, but she’s an earl’s daughter. Now
what’s to hinder your going for her ?”

Charley looked up meekly from the
depths of his chair.

“As you like it, governor. In all matters
matrimonial I simply consider myself as
non-existent. Only this, I will promise—I
am ready to marry her but not to court her.
As you truthfully observe, I have youth,
good looks, and good manners, but in all
things appertaining to love and courtship,
I'm as ignorant as the child unborn. Mat-
rimony 1s an ill no man can hope to escape
—love-making is. You settle the prelimin-
aries. Let Lady Gwendoline do the propos-
ing and you may lead me any day you
please as & lamb to the slaughter.”

With this reply, Mr. Stuart, senior, was
forced for the present to be content and go

‘on his way. Trix, overhearing, looked up
with interest :

“Would you marry her, Charley ?

“Certainly, Beatrix ; haven’t I said so?
1f a man must marry, as well as Lady
Gwendoline as any one else.

*‘But you’ve never seen her.”

“What ditference does that make? I
suppose the Prince of Wales never saw
Alexandra until the matter was. cut and
dry.” And then Charley sauntered away
to the whist-table to join his father and
mother and Lady Helena. He had as yet
found no opportunity of speaking to Edith,
and at dinner she had studiously avoided
meeting his eve.  Captain Hammond took
his post beside Miss Stuart’s invalid couch,
and made himself agreeable’ and entertain-
ing to that young lady.

Trixy's eyes gradually brightened, and
her color came back; she held him a willing
captive by her side all the evening through.

A silken-hung arch separated this draw-
ing-room from another smaller, where the
piano stood. Except for two waxlights on
the piano, this second drawing-room was in
twilight. Edith sat at the piano, Sir Vic- ’
tor stood beside her. Her hands wandered |
over the keys in soft, dreamy melodies ;
they talked in whispers when they talked
at all. The spell of a silence, more delicious
than words, held the young baronet; he was
nearing the speechless phase of the grande

sion.

At half-past ten Lady Helena, pleading
headache, rose from the whist-table mn‘i

ood-night, and went away to her room. She \

ﬁ)oked il and worn, and strangely anxious.
Her nephew, awaking from his trance of
bliss, and seeing her pale face, gave her
his arm and assisted her up the long
stairway to her room. Mrs. Stuart, yawn-
ing very much, followed her example. Mr.
Stuart went out through the open French
window to smoke a last cigar. Captain
Hammond and Trix were fathoms deep in
their conversation. Miss Darrell, in the
inner room, stood alone, her elbow resting
on the low marble mantel, her eyes fixe
thonghtfully on the wall before her.

“Yon have been so completely monopo-
lized all evening, Dithy,” said a familiar
voice beside her, ‘‘that there has been no
such thing as speaking a word to you.
Better late than never, thongh, I hope.”

She lifted her eyes to Charley’s face,
Charley looking as he ever looked to her,
<3 man of men,” handsome and gallant, as

# though he were indeed the prince they call-
ed ®fm. He took in his, the hand hanging
80 loosely by her side, the hand that wore
the ring.

““What a pretty hand you have, Edie, and
how well diamonds become it. I think you
were born to wear diamonds, my handsoms
cousin, and walk in silk attire. A magmifi-
cent ring, truly—an heirloom, no doubt, in-
the Catheron family. My dear cousin, Trix
has been telling me the news. Is it neces-
sary to say I congratulate you with all my
heart ?”

His face, his voice, his pleasant smile
held no emotion whatever, save that of
kindly, cousinly regard. His bright gray
eyes looked at Ker with brotherly trankness,
nothing more.

The color that came so seldom, and"made
her 8o Jovely, rose deep to Edith’s cheeks—
this time the flush of anger. Her dark eyes

Jeamed scornfully; she drew her hand sud-
5enly and contemptuously awaj.

«It is not necessary at all, Cousin
Charlie. Pray don’t trouble yourself—1
know how you hate trouble—to turn fine
phrases. I don’t want congratulations ; I

" am too bappy to need them.”

“‘Yet being the correct thing to do, and
knowing what a stickler you are for les con-
venances, Edith, you will sull permit me
humbly to offer them. It is a most suitable
match; I congratulate Sir Victor on his ex.
cellent taste and judgment. He is the best
fellow alive, and you-—I will say it
though you are my cousin—will be a bride
even n.{mroncr, lnl{lbe proud of. I wish
you both, all the happincss so suitable &
match deserves.”

Was this sarcasm—was it real? She
conld not tell, well as she understood him.
His placid face, his serenc eyes were as
cloudless as a summer sky. Yes, he meant
it, and only the other day lic had told her
he loved her. SHe could have laughed
aloud—Charley Stuart’s love !

On the instant Sir Victor returned. In
his secret heart the baronet was mortall
jealous of Charley. The love that Edit
could not give him; he felt instinctively,
had long a, n given ta. her handsome

cousin. There was Jatent jealousy in his

face now, as he dnw?p. .

*“Am I premature, Victor, in offering
my congratulations?' Charley said, with
leasant cordiality ; *‘if so, the -fact of
th’s being my cousin, almust my sister,
must excuse it. You are a fortunate man,
baronet.

It would be superfluous to wish
5 Dk, 8

mr g

)
P
T
£
irée ¢

i
i
£

1

to sleep. He lit a cigar and
to and fro in the soft darkn
reat bliss this day
brought him, thin| ing over her every word
and smile, thinking that the first of Sep-
tember would give him his darling forever.
He walked beneath her window of course.

bellion in darkness. His eyes strayed from
hers to his aunt’s, farther along the same
side. Yes, in her room lights still burned.
Lady Helena usually kept early hours, as
befitted her years and infirmities. What
did she mean by ‘‘burning the midnight
0il” to-night. Was the black lady from
London with her still? and in what way
was she mixed up with his aunt ! What
would they tell him to-morrow? What se-
cret did his aunt hold? They could tell
him nothing that could in the slightest in-
fluence his marriage with Edith, that he
knew ; but still he wondered a little what
it all could be. At one the lights were still
burning. He was surprised, but he would
wait no longer. He waved his hand to-
wards Miss Darrell’s room, vhis very far-
gone young man. ‘‘Good-night, my love,
my own,” he murmured Byronically, and
went to bed to sleep and dream of her.
And no warning voice came in those dreams
to tell Sir Victor Catheron it was the last
perfectly happy night he would ever know.

CHAPTER XL

To-morrow came, gray and overcast.
Miss Darrell had a headache and did not
a})ﬂeu at breakfast. And, in the absence
of his idol and day star, Sir Victor collapsed
and ate his morning meal in-silence and
sadness.

It was a relief when a servant came with
& message from his aunt.

*“Now for the grand secret,” he thought ;
“‘the skeleton in the family closet—the dis-
covery of the mysterious woman in black.”

The woman in black was nowhere visible
when he entered his aunt’s apartments.
Lady Helena sat alone, her face pale, her
eyes heavy and red as though with weep-
ing.
“‘My dear aunt,” the young man said, “I
am sorry to see you looking so ill. And—
surely you have not been crying ?”

“Sit down,” his aunt replied. ‘‘Yes, I
have been crying. I have had good reason
to cry for many years past. I have sent
for you, Victor, to tell you all—at least all
it is advisable to tell you at present. The
fact is, Victor, I have been a coward—a
nervous, wretched coward from first to last.
I shut my eyes to the truth. I feared you
might fall in love with this girl, but I put
the fear away from me. The time hus come
when the truth must be spoken, when my
love for you can shield you no longer. Be-
fore you mgrry you must know'all. Do
you remember, in the heat of my excitement
yesterday, telling you you had no right to
the title you bear? In one sense I spoke
the truth. You father—" she gasped and

aused.

“My father " he breathlessly repeated.

“Your father is alive.”

“Lady Helena, what is this? My father
alive—my father, whom for twenty years—
sinoe I could think at all—I have thought
dead ! What vile deception is here !”

“8it down, Victor; you shall hear all.
Your father lives, but he is hopelessly
insane.” ¢

He sat looking at her, pale, stern, almost
confounded.

“He—he never recovered from the shock
of .his wife’s dreadful death,” went on her
la ip, her voice trembling. ‘‘Health
returned after that terrible brain-fever,
not reason. We took him away-—
medical aid everywhere was tried
vain. The world was given to understand
he was dead, and you, as you grew up,
took his place as though the grave had in-
deed closed over him. But legally, as you
see for yourself, you have no claim to it.”

Still he sat gazing at her—still he sat
silent, his lips compressed, waiting for the

nd.

“Of late years, gleams of reason have re-
turned, fitfully and at uncertain times. On
these rare occasions he has spoken of you.
has expressed the desire that you should
still be kept in ignomnce, that he shall ever
be to the world dead.”

Still he sat silent—a strange, intent lis-
tening expression on his face.

“You recolledt the lady who came here
yesterday,” she continued. **Victor, look-
ing far back into thé past, have you no re-
oo%laction of some one, fair and young, who
used to bend over you at night, hear you
say your baby prayers, Try and think.”

‘He bent his head in assent,

“1 remember,” he answered.

“Do you recall how she looked—has her
face remained in your memory

“‘She had dark eyes and hair, and was
handsome. I remember no more.”

Bhe looked at him whistfully.

“Victor, have you no idea who that wo-
man was—none ?’

“None,” he replied coldly.
1, since she was not my mother.
heard her name. Who was she?”

“'She was the lady you saw yesterday.”

+#Who was the lady I saw yesterday ?”

She paused » moment, then replied, still
with that wistful ‘;lsnca on his face :

“Inez Catheron.” s

“What?” Again he half-started to his
feet. ‘“The woman who was my mother’s
rival and enemy, who made her life wretch-
ed, who was concerned in her murder !
Whom you aided to escape from Chesholm
jail ! T{e woman who, directly or indirect-

y, is guilty of her death !”

“8jr Victor Catheron, how dare yon!”
Lady Helena also started to her feet, her
face flushing with haughty anger. “I tell
you Inez Cathergn has been a martyr—not
2 murderess. She was your mother’s rival,
as she had a right to be—was she not your
father’s plighted wife, long before he ever
saw Ethel Dobb? It was her only fault,
and her whole life has been spent in expiat-
ing it. Was it not atonement sufficient,
that for the crime of another, she should
be branded with life-long infamy, and bun-
ished forever from home and friends ?”

“‘How could
I never

““If the guilt was not .hers it wais her
brother's, she was privy ta it,” the
youny anan vetorted, with sullen coldness

*Who are you, that you slonld say
whether it was or not? 7The sssassin is
known to leaven, and Heaven nas dealt
with him. Accuse no one—neither Juan
Catheron nor his sister-—all human judg-
ment is liable to err. Of your mother's
death Incz Catheron is innocent—by it her
whole life is blighted. To your father, that
life has been consecrated. She has been
his nurse, his companion, his more than
sister or mother all those years. 1 loved
him, and I could not have done what she
has done. He used her bratally—brutally

say—and her revenge has been life-long
devotion und sacrifice. ~ All those ypars she
has never left himgzaBhe will pever leave
him until he dies.

She sank back in her seat, trembling, ex-
hausted. He listened in growing wonder.

“You believe me?” she demanded’ im-
periously. 4

oY beﬂe\'e you,” he Med sadly. My
dear aunt forgive v I helieve all you
have said. Can 1 mpt see ber and thank
her too ¥’ &

*‘You shall gee her=y It is for that she
hae remained, I will send her to you.”

She left him hastily. Profonad silence
fell. He turned and Jooked out at the fast-
falling rain, at the trees swaying in the fit-
ful wind, at the dull, leaden sky. He sat
half dazed, unable to realize it.

*Vietor !”

He had not heard the door open, he had
not heard her lpgqach, but she stood be-
pide bim. All jn k. soft, noiseleas black,
a face devoid of ¥ ; large, sad, soft
eyes, and hair white af winter snow—that
was the woman Sir V' Catheron saw as
he turned round. ‘And now. after three-

A, hush,” she said softly.

ihng.d Your father ! Aunt Helena
has you how miscrably all his life bas
been ok: e so full of pro,,

N

dly it sounds.”

He'logked at her in surprise.

“You do not bear your own name? And
yet I'might have known it, lying as youn
still do—"

*Under the ban of murder.” She shud-
dered slightly as she said it. *‘Yes, when
I fled from Chesholn prison, and made my
way to London, I left my name behind me.
1 took at first the name of Miss Black. I
lived in dingy lodgings, and for the
look of the thing, took in sewing.
I lived  there four months; then
came the time of your father's complete
restoration to bodily health, and contirma-
tion of the fear that his mind was entirely

ie. What was to be done with him?
ﬂdy Helena was at a loss to know. There
were private asylums, but she disliked the
idea of shutting him uvp in one. Lady
Helena came to see me, and I proposed the
phml that bas ever since been the plan of
my lite.
let her place Vietor there with me ; let
Mrs. Marsh, my old friend and housekeeper
at Catheron Royals, become my house-
keeper once more ;let Hooper the butler I
take charge of us, and let usall live to-
gether. Aunt Helena acted upon it at
once ; she found a house, on the outskirts of
St. John’s Wood—a large house, set in
paci g is, and inclosed by a high
wall, called ‘Poplar Lodge.” It suited usin
every way. She leased it for a long term
of years, for a ‘Mr. and Mrs. Victor,” Mr.
Victor being in very poor health. Secretly
and by night we removed your father there,
and since the night of his entrance he has
never passed the gates.

She sighed and looked out at the dull,
rain-beaten day. The young man listened
in profound pity and admiration.

“I have not been unhappy, Victor; I
want you to believe it. Your father was
always more to me than all the world be-
side—he is so still. Heris but the wreck of
the Victor I loved, and yet I would rather
spend my life by his side than elsewhere on
earth. And I was not quite forsaken.
Aunt Helena often came and brought you.
It seems but yesterday since I had you in
my arms rocking you asleep, and now—and
now they tell me you are going to be mar-
ried.”

“I was going to be married,” he answer- |
ed, slowly, ‘‘but she does not know this.
My father lives—the title and inheritance
are his, not mine. Who is to tell what she
may say now ?”

“PDoes she love you?’ she asked ; ‘“‘this
Miss Darrell ? I need hardly inguire whether
you love her.”

“I love her so dearly that if I lose her
——" He paused and turned his face away
from her in the gray light “I wish I bad '
known this from the first ; I ought to have
known. It may have been meant it kind-
ness, but I believe it was a mistake.  Hea-

Let Lady Helena take a house; !

ven knows how it will end now.”

““You mean to say, then, that in the
hour you lose your title and inheritance
you also lose Miss Darrell ¥ Is that it ?”

“I have said nothing of the kind. Edith
is one of the noblest, the truest of women ; |
but can’t you see—it looks as though she |
had been deceived, imposed upon. The
loss of title and wealth would make a dif-
ference to any woman on earth.”

“Very littie to a woman who laves, Vic- |
tor. 1 hope—I hope—this young girl loves

ou?” P

Again the color rose over his face—agam
he turned impatiently away.

“She will love me,” he answered ; ‘‘she
has promised it, and gdith Darrell is a girl
to keep her word.” |

©S4,” Miss Catheron said, softly and sad- |
ly, “itis the old French proverb over
again, ‘There is always one who loves, and
one who is loved.” She has owned to you
that she is not i. love with you, then ?
Pardon me, Victor, but your happiness is
very necar to me.” £

“iShe has earned it,” he answered, ‘“‘with
the rare nobility and candor that ‘belongs
to her. Such affection as mine will win 1ts
return—‘love begets love,’ they say. It

must.

“Not always, Victor—ah, not always,
else what a happy woman.I had been | But
surely she cares for no one else?” :

“sshe cares for no one else,” he answered,
doggedly enough, but in his inmost heart
that never-dying jealousy of Charley Stuar$
rankled.

“If she is what you picture her,” Ines
said steadily, *‘no loss of rank or fortune
would ever make her give yon up. But you
are not to lose either—you need not even
tell her, if you choose.”

“I can have no secrets from my plighted
wife—Edith must know all.”

‘““Very well,” ghe said quietly; ‘‘you
know what the result will' be i{ by any
chance ‘Mrs. Victor’ and Inez Catheron are
discovered to be one. But ‘it shall be ex-
actly as yon please. Your father is as dead
to you, to all the world, as though he lay
in the vaylts of Chesholm church, by your
mother's side.”

**My poor mother ! my poor, murdered, |
unavenged mother! Inez Catheron, you
are a noble wompn—a brave woman; was
it well to aid yolir brother to escape ?—was
it well, for the s3ke of saving the Catheron |
honor and the €atheron name, to permit
a most cruel and cowardly murder to go
unavenged ?”

What was it that looked up at him out
of her eyes? Infinite pity, infinite sorrow, |
infinite pain. |

'‘My brother,” she repeated softly, as if ‘
to herself ; ‘‘poor Juan ! he was the e
goat of the family always. Yes, Sir Victor, |
it was a cruel and cowardly murder, and |
yet I believe in my sonul we did right to |
screen the murderer from the world. It
i in the hands of the Almighty—there let-
it rest.” |

There was a pause—then :

“] shall'return with you to London to
see my father,” he said, as one who claims
a ri{:ht.

“No,” she returned, firmly; ‘it is im-
ossible. - Stay ! Hear me out—it is your
ather’s own wish.”

“My father’s wish'! But——"

““He cannot express & wish, you would
say, Of late years, Vigtor, at wide inter-
vals, his reason has returned for a brief
space—all the worse for him.”

“The worse for him !” - The youdg man
looked at her blankly. ‘‘Miss Catheron, do
you mean to say it is better for him to be
mad ?”

“Much better—such madness as his. He
does not think—he does not suffer. Memory
to him is torture ; he loved your mother,
Victor—and he lost her—terribly lost her.
If you saw him as I see him, you' would
g ay a8 | do, that his mind might be

{ouad out forever.”

“Gaod Heaven ! this ig terrible.”

' Life is full of terrible things—tragedies,
pecrets—this one of them, In these rare
intervals of sanity he speaks of you—it is
he who directed, in case of your marriage,
that you should be told this much—that
you are not to be brought to see him,
until—"

She paused.

“Until—"

“Until he lies upon his deati-bed. That

will be soon,  Victor—soon, soon. On
his death-bed you arg to see him—not be-
fore ; and then you shall be tokl the story
of your mother's death. No, Victor, spare

me now—all I can tell you I have told. 1

return home by the noonday train; and,

before I go, I should like to see this girl
who is to be your wife. See, I will remain
by. this window, screened by the curtain.

Can you not fetch her by some pretence or

othee bepeath it, that 1 may look and judge

for myself ?”

“I can try,” he said, turning to go. *I
have {onr consent to tell her my father is
alive? I will tell her no more—it is not
necessary she - should know you are his

koaqgr.
““That mudh you may tell her—it is her
right.”
e left her, half-dazed with what he had
He went to the drawing-roomh—the
Stuarts and Captain Hammond were there
—not Edith,
*“Has Edith come down?” he asked. I

wish, to,spesk to her fora moment,”

e .
“Alive, Edi pel : i
alive. That is the news ly m and
one , ‘have told me this morning. ' It
bas stunned me; I repeat—is it any
wonder " e

She stood mute with surprise. His father
alivée—madness in the family. Truly it
would have been difficult for Sir Vietor or
any one else to call t.!lil news. Thﬁ’

time he purchased a residence and shop
at Starkville, where he worked at his
trade and established a nice business.
Being voth' courteous and obliging he
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bloom covered the whole series. In those
papers there shone out for the first time
that perennial gayety of heart and that
vital exuk which were stjll undim-

was well liked and was appuinted post-
for the place. He ‘was jn the

were directly e A e
thinw up—yes, a pale face gleamed from

d the curtain, gazing down at that
other pale fage by Sir Victor's side.

“Then if your father is alive, he is Sir
Victor and not you ?’

Those were the first words she spoke ;
her tone cold, her glance unsympathetic,

is heart contracted.

““He will never interfere with my claim—
they assure me of that.  Alive in reality,
he is dead to the world. Edith, would it
make any difference—if I lost title and es-
tate, would I also lose youn?”

The beseeching love in his eyes might
have moved her, but just at present she felt
as though & stone lay in her bosom instead
of a heart. 5

‘,I am not a sentimental sort of girl, Sir
Victor,” she answered steadily. *‘I am al-
most_too practical and worley. perhaps.
And I must own it would make a difference,
1 have told you Iam not in love with you
—as yet — you have elected to take me
and wait for that. I tell you now truth-
fully, if you were not Sir Victor Catheron,
I would not marry you. It is best I should
be honest, best I should not deceive you.
You are a thousand times too good for so
mercenary a creature a8 I am, and if you
leave me it will only be serving me right.
I don’t want to break my promise, to draw
back, but I feel in the mood for plain speak-
ing this mornitg. If you feel that you
can’t marry me on those terms—and I don’t
deserve that you should—now 4is the time
to speak.” .

He looked and listened, pale to the

ips.

“Edith, in Heaven’s name, do you wish
me to give you up ?”

“No, I wish nothing of the sort. I have
Eromiud to marry you, and I am ready to

eep that promise; but if you expect -love
or devotion from me, I tell you frankly I
have neither to give. . If you are willing
still to take me, and”—smiling—*'I see you
are—I am still ready to be your wife—your
true and faithful wife from the first—your
loving wife, I hope, in the end.”

They said no more.
the house, then lett her. - He hastened to
Miss Catheron, more sombre even than
when he had quitted her.

“Well,” he said, briefly, ‘“‘you saw her !”

“] saw her. It is a beautiful face, &
truthful face, and yet——"

“Go on,” he said, impatiently
try and spare me.”

“I may be wrong, but somethipg in her

“Don’t

face tells me she does not love you, and”
under her breath, *‘never will.”

““It will come in time. With or without
love, she is willing to'be my wife—that is
hnpginess enough for the present.” -

‘You told her all ?”

“I told her my father was alive and in-
sane—no more. It will make no difference
in our plans—none,
the first of September.
with her.

The door opened, and Lady Helena came
hastily in,

“If you wish to catch the 12:50 train,
Inez,” she said, ‘‘you must go at ouce. The
hroughmn is waiting—shall I accompany

ou?”

We are to be married
The " secret is safe

“‘I will accompany her,” said Sir Victor.
““You had better return to our guests.”

Miss Catheron left the room. In five
minutes she reappeared, closely veiled, as
when he had met K\er on the stairs. The
adieux were hastily made. He gave her
his arm and led her down to the close
brougham. They drove rapidly through
the rain; and barely caught the train. He
placed her hurriedly in an cmxty carriage,
a moment before it started. s it flew by
he caught one last glimpse of a veiled face,
and a_hand waving farewell. Then the
train and the woman were out of sight.

Like a man who walks in his sleep, Sir
Victor Catheron turned, re-entered the
brougham, and was driven home,

CHAPTER XIL

Three days after, on Thursday, the fifth
of June, Lady Helena Powyss gave a very
large dinner-party, followed by a ball in
honor of her American guests. The creme
de la creme of Cheshire assembled in Lady
Helena’s halls to do honor to Sir Victor
Catheron’s bride-elect.

For the engagement had been formally
announced, and was a choice bit of gossip.
Sir Victor Catheron was following in the
footsteps of his father, and was about to
bring to Catheron Royals one of the lower
orders asits mistress. It was the Dobb
blood no doubt cropping up—these sort of
mesalliances will tell. The best' county
families, with daughters to marry, shoo
their heads. But everybody game. ‘They
might be deeply shocked and sorry, but
still Sir Victor Catheron was Sir Victor
Catheron, the richest baronet in the county,
and Catheron Royals always a pleasant
house to visit.

The eventful night came—the night of
Edith’s ordeal. Even Trix was a little
nervous. Lady Helena was quite pale in
her anxiety. The girl was handsome be-
yond dispute, tharoughbred as a young
countess, despite her birth and bringing u
in a New England town and Yankee board-

- | ing-house, with pride enough for a princess

of forty quarterings, but how would she
come forth from the fiery furnace of all
those pitiless eyes, sharpened to points to
watch for gaucheries and solecisms of good
breeding.

“Don’t you feel nervous, Dithy !” asked
Trix, almost out of patience at last with
Edith's serene calm. ‘I do—horribly.
Ain’t you afraid—honor bright

“Afraid of the people who are coming
here to-night—is t{l):b what you mean? Not
awhit ! I know as well as you do, they

re gomipg to inspect and find fault with
Eir Victor Catheron’s choice, to pity him,
and call me an adventuress. I know also
that any one of these young ladies would
have married him, and said ‘Thank you for
asking’ if he had wseen fit to
choose them. 1 have my own pride and
Sir Victor’s good taste to uphnld to-night,
and I will uphold them.” Miss Darrell
arose and sauntered out of the room, and
was seen no more, until the waxlights blaz-
ed from end to end of the great mansion
and the June dusk had deepened into dewy
night. Then, as the roll of carriages came
without ceasing along the drive, she de-
scended, arrayed for battle, to find her im-
patient slave and adorer awaiting her at
the foot of the grand stairway. She smil-
ed upon him her brighest, most bum;n%
smile,  smile that intoxicated him a
sight.

“Will I do, Sir Victor?” she asked.
Wouldehe do? He looked at her as a
man may look half dazzled, at the sun. He
could not have told you what she wore,

ink and white clouds it seemed to him—
go only knew two brown, luminous, laugh-
ing eyes were looking straight into his, and
turning his brain with their spell.

“You are sure I willdo? Yon are sure
you will nat be ashamed of me to-night *”
IIGI’ laughing voice asked again.

Ashamed of her—ashamed ! He laugh-
ed aloud at the lmgwdoul joke, as he
drew her arm within his, and led her into
the ohronged rooms, as some favored sub-
ject may once in his life lead in a Queeu.

Perhaps there was excuse for him.  She
wore a dress that seemed alternately com-

of white tulle and blush-roses; she

ad roses in her rich, dark hair, hair al-
ways beautifully worn Sir Vietor's dia-
mond betrothal ring shone on her finger;
round her arching throat she wore a slender
lins of yellow gold, a locket set with bril-
liants The locket had been Lady
Helena's gift and held Sir Victor's portrait.
That was her ball array, and she looked as
though she were floating in her fleecy white
draperies, her perfumery, roses, an spark-
diamonds. Yes, she was beautiful ;

80 beautiful that saner men than her accept-
sd.Jover mikht have. beep pardoned if for a

He led her back to -

best of hesith and with the exception
of a slight asthma trouble uad no com-
aint of any kind. In the month of
arch, 1892, he attended an auction
sule in the uneighvorhood and came

med in the old age of the Autocrat.

As he himself once said, health and
longevity are not matters of diet, but of
témperment.

Dr. Holmes celebrated his eighty-fifth
birthday on Aug. 20 last. Hesaid he was
‘‘eighty-five years young that day.” Yet
he said, too, that day :

‘‘After threescore years and twenty the

home in the evening app Iy all
tight, but during the night was taken
with a cuill, acéompamed with a vio
lent pain which gradualiy grew worse
and before morning he went into con-
vnlsions and became unconscious, A
ductor was sumwoned who bled him
freely, which seemed to relieve him for
a time, and next day he seewed better,
and the doctor told him he would be
all right in a few days. This, however,
was not v. ritied, and although he could
go arvund he was fust failing in heslth
and at times would be in an agony ot
pain.  Oue doctor said he had sciatica,
and another told him that his trouvle®
was rheumatism of the spine and that
he would never be better. He tried
many medicines but all failed to do
him any good. At this time he was so
weak that ke could only hobble around
with tbe assistunce of two sticks, and
had to give up work. The pain con-
tinued day and might and finally he
lost the use of both nands and test and
otten longed for death to relieve him of
his sutfering.  About this time Mrse
Sharpe wrote a letter tor hini to a
friend for whom he had worked when
he first came out to the country, and
this triend sent him a couple of boxes ot
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, urging him
to give them a fair trial.  Betore tue
second box was done he felt somewhat
vetter and purchased auother supply.
To hasten the story, Mr. Sharp con-
tinued the usé of the Pink Pills until
he had taken fourteen boxes, by which
time he had completely recovered and
is now as well as ever he was, and has
lost all the asthma trouble as well.
He is now able to doa hard day's
work, and is loud in the praises of Dr.
Williams' wonderful Pink Pills. As
the reporter was leaving a Mr. Stark
an intelligent farmer who lives close by,
called, . .ad veritied all that Mr. Sharp
had said, and referred the reporter to
others in the neighborhood who knew
the circumstances as well. Ong who
had never seen Mr. Sharpe before
would not think, looking at him to day,
tuat he had come through the ordeal he
nas, as he seems the very picture of
health and both he and Mis. Sharpe at-
tribute the whole cure to Pink Pills.

Dr. Wasliamg’ Pink Pills strike at
the root of the disease, driving it from
the systerf and restoriug the patient
to health and strength.  In cases of
paralysis, spinal troubles, locomotor
ataxia, sciatica, rheumatism, erysipelas,
scrofulous trouvles, etc., these are
superior to all other treatment. They
are also a specitic for the troubles
wuich make the lives of g0 many
women a burden, speedily restore the
rich giow of health to sallow cheeks.
Meu broken dowu by overwork, worry
or excess, will find in Pink Pills a
certain cure

Sold by all dealers,or sent by mail,
post paid, at 50 cents a box, or six
boxes tor $2.50, by addressing the Dr.
Williams' Medicine Company, Brock-
ville, Ont., or Hchenectady, N. Y.
Beware of imitations and substitutes
alleged to be “‘just as good.”

Lol 4P b—————

RugumaTisMm CURED IN A Dav.—
South Awerican Rheamatic Cure, for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically
cures in 1 to 3 days. [ts action upon
‘he system is remarkable and mys
terious. Itremoves at once the cause
and the disease immediately disappears.~
The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

C. Donnelly, prop. of the popular
and well-known Windsor Hotel, Allis-
ton, Ont,, was troubled for years with
Itching Piles. He was persuaded by
Jus, McGarvey, Alliston, livery man,
to use Chase's Ointment, which he did,
was cured, has had no return of them
and highly recommended this Oint-
ment as a sovereign cure for Piles.

A Boox To HorseMEN.—Ore bottlo
of English Spavin Linimeut completely
removed a curb from my horse.
take pleasure in recommending the
remedy, as it acts with mysterious
promptness in the removal from horses
of hard! soft or calloused lumps, blood
spavin, splints, curbs, sweeny. stifles
and sprains. GeorGeE RoBB, Farmer,
Muikham Ont.  Sold by J. k. Lamb.

Keuigr 1y Six  Hours.—Distress-
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re-
lieved in six hours by the “New
Great Sonth American Kidney Cure.”
This new remedy is 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 pnssnges.in
male or female, It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
imigediately. 1f you want quick
reliéf and cure this is your remedy.
Sold le P. Lamb, drugg.:t. |

———
!

The Nanger Signul.

“Jim told me to give him some signal
if father was in the house; this ought to
satisfy him. I guess he knqys what this

h of time make themselves
felt with rapidly increasing progress.
When one can no longer recognize the
faces he passes on the street, when he has
to watch his steps, when it becomes more
and more difficult for him to recall names,
he is inded at every t that he
. must spare himself, or natureswill not
-spare him the penalties she exacts for over-
taxing his declining powers.

‘““The twelfth septennial period has al-
ways seemed to me as one of the natural
boundaries of life. One who has lived to
ot_)mpler.e his eighty-fourth year has had
his full share, even of an old man’s allow-
ance. ‘Whatever is granted over that isa
prodigal indulgence on the part of nature,
One who has reached this term of human
life must not be called upon for active
service as in the days of his vigor.”

A Specimen of His Humor.

One might go on to any extent in giving
examples of the genial humor that sparkl-
ed through those papers. One or two in-
stances will suffice. Do you recall the de-
licious distinction he made in blondes?

“There are two kinds of poets, just as
there are two kinds of blondes. i

(Movement of curiosity among our
ladies at table—‘Please to tell us about
those blondes,’ said the schoolmistress.)

_“Why, there are blondes who are such
simply by deficiency of coloring matter—
negative or washed blondes, arrested by
nature on the way to become Albinesses.
There are others who are shot through
with golden light, with tawny or fulvous

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.

tinges in various degree—positive or stain-
ed blondes, dipped in yellow sunbeams
and as unlike in thelr mode of heing to the
others as the orange is unlike a snowhall,
The Albino style iries with it a wide
pupil and a sensitive retina.  The other,
or the leonine blonde, has an apaline fire
in her clear eye, whi % the bhrunnette can
hardly mateh with bor guick. glittering
glances, .

“Just 8o we have the great sen-kindled,
constructive imaginations, and a far more
numerons class of poets who have a cer-
tain kind of moonlight genins given them
to compensate for their imperfections of
nature."”

A distinguished Frenchman said of
Holmes that he had taught the Yankees
how to laugh properly, and it was ‘a new
experience for these children of the Puri-
tans, who hal been howling at  Artemus
Ward and John Phoenix:  Undoubtedly
Dr. Holmes was a wit, and it was that
kind of wit which brightens the dinner-
table and puts everybody in tLe best of
humor,

One specimen will suffice,  Gyee, when
he had been Heavily lionized aud mobbed
by a deputation of rough mea from the far
West, and some one asked him if he did
not enjoy it: “Enjoy it?" he exclaimed.
“I felt like the smy
with a cheap
back."

Lelephant st tlie Zoo
excursion party on his
The British Regular Army.

The British regular army at the end
of last year numbered 220,000 men of all
ranks, which was about 3,000 above the
“establishment.”  The r ves number
80,349 men, the militia 1 00, the yeo-
maniy (volunteer cavalry) 10,400 and
the volunteers 227,800. During 1803,
84,847 recruits joined the army. Of
these 11,682 were 3 feet 7 inches in
height or over, 11,215 measured 34 to 85
inches around the chest and 14,284
weighed 130 pounds and upward. These
weights and measurements are a better
averagé than in any other recent vear.

1 Henry Somerset,

Lady Somerset has become domiciled at
the Abbotsford in Boston, where she will
probably reside until spring. Her son,
who has been exploring British Columbia,
has returned, and will study and hear lec-

during the winter. Miss Willard is
with Lady Somerset, preparing her annual
address for delivery at the W.C.T.U. cone
vention, :
e
Vithdrawn,
Torcsro, Nov. 10.—An application was
entered yestorday by Alexander Brown,
petitioner in the protest in North Toronto,
to have the said protest withdrawn. The
constituency is held by Mr. Marter, leader
of the Qvposition.
Weo're Advancing,

A patent has just been taken out for
glsses nnd mugs with a quicksilver ther-
mometer, ir oder to enable the drinker to
determine wiich temperature of the liquid
will be most agreeable to his taste and
most beneficial for his health,

Quick Work.

Some of the largest ocean steamers can
be converted into armed cruisers in thirty
hours.

Gales on the Lakes,

DeTroIT, Nov. 12.—Reports from lake
s show that the northwest gale is still
prevailing on Lakes Erie, Huron and
Superior and in the Straits of Mackinaw.
The schooner Richard Wilson broke away
from the steam barge Inter-Ocean at
Allegan and ran on Sulphup Island reef,
breaking the steering gear. 1t is thought
here that the wreckage washed ashore
near Ossiniki is from the wreck of the
Wilson, which sank off Thunder Bay Is-
land two weeks ago. A steamer captain
reported that he passed the wreckage with

4 man lashed to the riggi

Toronto's Boodling Inquiry,

Toroxto, Nov. 12.—The investigation
into the charges of boodling against alder-
men in the city council closed.on Satur-
lay. ‘Judge McDougall concurred in the
opinion of Mr. Nesbitt that to get at the |
hottom of the alleged irregularities the
scope of, the investigation should be ex-
tended, and at the meeting of the council
to-morrow this extension will be asked
for. Several of the aldermen are placed |
in a bad position Ly the revelations so far,
and it is the determination to pressthe

pasted away, but a pervasive sparkle and 0
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|\ e Answer
|A; M. CHASSELS
ATHENS

' He has just put in an extensive line of all
that is servi new and stylish in

Twoeds, Worsteds, Overcoatings, Efc.

Call and inspect the stock before
your order. He guarantees mllhol.wn.pw‘

Custom work will receive prompt and care-
ful attention.

MAIN S8T., ATHENS,

8. R. R
For Sale lllnnagnsorm
Dr. B. J. zmnu L COMPANY,
ENOBBURGH FALLS, VT,

CONFECTIONERY ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L, Upham,

Fruit & Commission Merchant

WHOLESALE

BROCKVILLE

OYSTERS IN SEASON

AND RETAIL
ONTARIO

Two (2) STorEs—TELEPHONES 2448 & 244b

»

Tue LittLe GianT Root Cutter is fully warranted to be
well made and to cut Potatoes, Apples, Roots or Pumpkins in
such manner that they may be fed without choking stock.

G. P. McNISH.

TESTIMONIALS:

BROCKVILLE, Sept.-18, 1894.
G. P. McN1SH, Lyn Ag'l Works.
Sir,—1I purciased one of your Little Giant Root Cutters over a year
1go and fiud it a tirst class article and would recommend it to all parties feed-
ing roots to stock.

(Sigued) J. J. HENDERSON, Butcher

LyN, August, 1894.
G. P. McNISH, Lyn Ag'l Works,

DeAr Sigr,—I consider the Little Giant Ro.t Cutter one of the best
labo-saviug tools on the market. As to durability, I have cut bundreds of
busheis of turnips when they were frczen solid and it stood it all right.

(Signed) JAMES H. MARSHALL,

) Par UONO\'.\N,‘of Escott Front, said at Lansdowne fair that he had cut
tive busnels of turnips in five minutes, and did it easily with a Little Giant
Root Cutter.

G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont,
]

THRESHERS
USE "LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled. 9

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL

HAS NO EQUAL MANUFACTURED BY

MeColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

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

For sale by allleading dealers in the country

missions, Nervous Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet,
ture, Syphilis, Unnatural Discharges, Self Abuse,
Kidncy and Bladder Diseases Positively Cured by

- 156 Rew jlethod Treatment-A Wonderful Discovery

§2™You can Deposit the Money in Your Bank or with Your Postmaster
to be paid us after you are CURED under a written Guarantee!

Self Abuse, Frcesces and Blood Diseases have wrecked the lives of thonsands of young men
and middle aged men. The farm, the workshop, the Bunday school, the office, the profes-
sions—all have its victims, You g man, if you have heen indiscreet, # the future.

i Middis aged wien, you aro growing prematurely weak and old, both sexually and physically.
Consult us bofore too late. NO NAMES USEE WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. Conl I’nlll.l.

VARICOCELE, EMISSIONS AND SYPHILIS. CURED.
W. R, COLL'N3. W. 8. Collins, of Saginaw, Speaks. W. 8. COLLINS.
e “I am 20.. At 15 Ilearned a bad habit which I contin- [ =
ued till 19. I then became *‘one of the bo-s" and led a
guy life, Fxposure produced Syphilis. I became nerv-
ous and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyes
red, sunken and blur; pimples on face; hair loose, e
paing; weak back; varicocele; dreams and losses at
night; weak parts; deposit in urine, etc. - I spent hun-
dreds of dollars without help, und was contempla
suicide when a friend recommended Drs. Kenni
Kergan's ow Method Treatment.
tried it. In two months I was cured.
years ago, and never had a return. Was married two
N\ years ago and all happy. Boys, try Drs. Kenn 1473
BLFOKE TREATM'T gan before giving up hope.” AFTER TREATM'T

8. A. TONTON, Seminal Weakness, Impotency and 8. A. TONTON.

Varicécele Cured.

“When I consulted Drs. Kennedy & Kergan, I had Ry
littlo hope, I was surprised. 'Their new Method Treat- jg) 2 %2
ment improved me the first week., Emissions ceased,
nerves becamo strong, pains disappoeared, hair grew in
aguin, eyes became bright, cheerful in company and
strong sexually, Having tried many Quacks, I ean
heartily recommend Drs, Kennedy & Kergan as reliable

it + S
Specialists, They treated me honorably aud skillfully.' AV TREATMT,

A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life.  T.P. EMERSON,
T. P. Emerson Has a Narrow Escape. e
V] live on the farm. At school I Jearned an earl:

fabit, which weakened me physically, 11 ma
mentally. Family Doctors said I was )im;v into
“decline” (Consumption). Finally “The (Golden
M * edited by Drs. Kennedy & Kergan fell in-
tomy hands, I learned the 7rw/A and Cause, Belf
abuse had sapped my vitality. I took the New
Method Treatment and was cured. My friends think I
was cured of Consumption. I have sent them many
batients, all of whom were cured. Their New
ethr_):i Treatment supplies vigor, vitality and man.

B nn‘:yrui‘én{’rﬂun“l
{ T. P. EMERSON,
7

=g/

a
BEFOBE TREATM'T, h

Aro you a vietim? Have yon lost hope? Are you contem lnﬂng -
READER ! ringe? Has your Blood been dinme Have you any wenpknm n(l;;r
New Method Treatment will cure you. What it has done for others it will do for you,

OURES GUARANIEED OR NO PAY
16 Years in Detroit, 160,000 Cured. No Risk.

Consultation Free. No matter who has treated you, write for an honest opinio:
B ¥roe of charge. Charges reasonable. Books Free —“The Golden Monitor” lz‘(.l.liu.l:
ol), on Disenses of men. Inclose postage, 2 cents,  Seal
v"NO NAM=S USED WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. PRI-
£. No medicine sent C. O. D. No names on boxes or envel-
qu?thlng confidentiai. Question list and cost of Treat-
ment, FREE.

05, KENNEDY & KERGAN, ‘5o sr

7

Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

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

‘The Samuel Rogers 01l Co.

inguiry to the fullest pxtens,

-

v

Ottawa and Brockville,
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