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Fashion"Otve me year arm and let « *»t 
•way from here,” he says, with a long 
breath, "and I will tell you.”

it might I neither lore nor intend to 
marry your Cowain Ethel.”
* As he speaks there is a rustle in 
the path near them, and a voice says, 
hurriedly with agitation:

"Do not move, they will hear us!”
Then all is quiet, as if waiting for 

Kitty’s next words.
"Then—then it was not true!” she 

says, with a great gulp. “Oh, how

oof Corsets!CHAPTER XIX.
HEAVEN’* GREATEST GIFT.

ELLIOT STERNE’S arm—the right 
and «uninjured one—Is round Kitty’s 
w^ist, and she is nestling against him 
while they are under the cheetnut had 
among the winding paths Of the kit
chen garden; but whe* they reach the 
more open ground beyond, Kitty 
draws shyly away. Elliot Sterne 
looks round rather impatiently, and 
seeing no human cause for such with
drawal, remonstrates; but Kitty is 
gently arm.
' “None of our maids . or men are 

blind,” she says, with a naive glance.
"Then let us go somewhere where 

their eyes ean’t penetrate,” he say,. 
"This is dreamland to me, Kitty ! Take 
me into every nook and corner you 
have been in. I can picture you all 
over this grand, old garden, the pre
siding spirit of the scene ” ' And he 
looks fondly at the slim, graceful fig
ure, walking ,o demurely by his side, 
with her hands clasped loosely to
gether, and her eyes downcast under 
the weight of this new world of love. 
"I can understand the men in the 
poem who wished that he and his love 
could be east on 'an uninhabited is
land. How would you like that, 
Kitty r

Kitty looks up at him.
“How dreadfully dull aud bored you 

would be!” she says, turning the 
question upon him, womanlike—“how 
soon you would get tired of me! I ex
pect you would, driven to despair at 
last, kill me and turn cannibal!”

"Most likely,” he says, gazing at her 
ardently—“you are tempting enough, 
my darling!”

“Where will you go?” she says,
“Papa—r-"

“I would not intrude upon Mr- Trev
elyan’s morning slumber for the 
world,” he says instantly. “Let us 
go into—” /

"The stables?” says Kitty, with an 
inspiration. “That is the piece I am 
njost at home in—so papa says,” she 
adds demurely.

"So be if,” he assents—“anywhere 
with you.”

With such simple, passionate devo
tion are the words spoken, that Kit
ty’s eyes glisten, and she turns aside 
to pluck a rose, to hide them.

“For whom is that intended?’’ he 
asks, eyeing it wistfully.

"Would you- like it?” she responds, 
standing before him with downcast 
eyes.

“Offer it me, and see,” he returns.
Then she holds it out to him, and 

he takes it and presses it to his lips, 
looking up quickly to remark, as he 
fumbles at his buttonhole:

“I don’t think I can fix it—dg you 
mind?”

With an attempt at demure gravity, 
ehe places the rose in his breast, and 
before she can step back, he bends 
and kisses her, pleading, as the burn
ing blush rises to her face:

“May I not thank you, my darling?”
“Not so warmly,” says Kitty, then 

she laughs a low, delicious laugh and 
he joins in, but she keeps her dis
tance, and does not offer to pick him 
another lower.

So thçy e°> side by side, to the sta>- 
bles. It is surely a strange fatality 
that induces Kitty to keep her love 
trysts in so unromantic a spot, and at 
the door she halt hesitates, to look up 
at the handsome face of her lover with 
a deprecating smile.

“Do you really care to come?” she 
asks, half doubtfully, half wistfully.

He node eagerly.
“There is nothing to show you,” she 

says, as thsy pass in; “nothing but* 
Jack,” she adds, with a transient 
gleam of pride. “We have not so 
many horses as they have at the Hall” 
—with a little sigh—“or .such aies sta
bles.”

“Far better," he says, delighted with 
evpfything about bte, for is it not all 
behjbtifleti by her presence?

“Yes, this Is Jack," he says, going 
up to the horse; “I remember him." 
Kitty colors and hides her face against 
the- horse’s neck. "He is a fine fel
low, and the dogs-----” as Posiie and
hi(p; companions come bounding in, 
ready to eat the strange» if required, 
but compelled to civflKF by Kitty’s 
tew admonishing wprde.

(To bs Continued.)
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Sydney Calthrop hesitates a mo
ment, then, as if he saw denial would 
be thrown away, he says, in a low, de
termined, almost sullen voice:

"Yes, I did know it.”
"Then,” says Ethel, drawing a long 

breath through her shut teeth, and 
glaring at him, “why did you bring 
me here? I know by your face that 
you did it of set purpose. I ask you 
why?”

“Why?” he echoes, drawing nearer 
a hoarse whisper. 

“You ask me why? Because you 
might not lose the game by thinking 
too lightly of it. Was I wrong, Lady 
Ethel?”

■T—I—do not understand you, sir,” 
she says, but the tone, the heaving of 
the dainty Jace upon her bosom gives 
the lie to her denial.

“Yes, I think you do," he says cold
ly, but still pale and resolute. "Fore
warned is forearmed ; only by seeing 
would you have believed ; you have 
seen,”

“I have seen an—an absurd, dis
gusting exhibition of mawkish senti
ment!" says Ethel, panting. "What 
then?"

“It is for your ladyship to see that 
it goes no further than mawkish sen
timent," he says, eyeing her steadily.

“I! Do you think I would stretch 
out my hand to prevent her winning 
the stakes she has played so cunning
ly for, to undeceive the man who is 
so miserably duped by the pretense of 
girlish innocence? No! let him marrjr 
her, let him marry her! Make hêr 
Lady Sterne if he will for me. No one 
can prevent him.”

“Yes,” he says, coming closer to 
her and biting his pale lips, “yes, two 
persons can, Lady Ethel. You and I.”

“You—I!” she says haughtily, then 
resolute face,

“No matter,” she replies, “so that it 
is not true! Oh!” then she pauses 
and raises her face to his—“ever 
since I heard it I have been—so 
wretched ! ”

A gleam of joy and delight shines in 
his eyes, and, taking her face in his 
hand, he says:

"Now I know that you love me,
Kitty, my darling!” and he kisses her 
once again.

A movement, a rustle among the 
leaves disturbs them almost uncon- and speaking In 
•ciously. Kitty moves away from 
him, and he takes her arm in his.

beautiful

Price : $2.30 pair op,

Love in the Abbey
Lady Ethel’s Rival Sloe Agents for Newfoundland"My own,” he says; “my 

little maiden! My Kitty! Let me go 
and see where you have lived your 
sweet girl life! Show me something 
that loves you. Where is your favor
ite seat—the spot you love best?”

“This is it from to-day,” she says 
softly, looking at the old oak, and 
then up at his face, and then they 
move slowly away.

Scarcely have they gone out of sight 
than the bushes part and Ethel comes 
out from among them, and stands 
staring at the seat, pale and tremb
ling. The well-dressed figufe of Syd
ney Calthrop follows her. He, too, 
has nothing to boast of in the way of 
color, and he, too, stares in a gloomy, 
desperate way at the seat from which 
the two levers have just rise*.

Suddenly Lady Ethel turns with a 
well-bred hauteur which but thinly 
masks her fury, and confronts him.

"You knew of this! You brought 
me here that I might witness it!”

He turns with a start as if he had 
forgotten her.

"Your ladyship forgets,” he says. 
“I met you at the gate.”

"Yea," retorts Ethel, her band 
clenching the dainty sunshade, and a 
Jealous, resentful light gloaming in 
her usually mild eyes—"yes, I am 
aware of that; but it was you who 
proposed that we should come into 
the garden. You knew that—that he 
was here!”
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WM. WHITE, Manage,ipar6.aod.tfyou! she whispers, looking straignt 

into his face.
“I knew it!” he murmurs, with de- 

Oh, it is greater 
Kitty, you 

I swear it, here with

light.
happiness than I deserve 
shall be happy! 1 
iny lips on yours- 

-KKty's face draws back—all aglow, 
hér'foéàrtSeating fast against his; but 
hê wTli not take nay, and Kitty palpi
tates under her first kiss.

There is no place in which to hide 
her blushing face but or, his heart, 
and there she must fain hide it. And

SLATTERY’S
Wholesale Dry Goodssomething in his set, 

breaks down her proud disdain and 
her eyes drop.

“You and I!” she repeats, plucking 
the delicate lace of her sunshade into 
tatters. “How, may I ask?”
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"Yon know me. I hold a warrant 
* your arrest.”
they were the words used by De- 
ube-Inspector Bedford, as he hinv 
B said at Westminster Police Court, 
ho he called upon Marie Charles, 

as “Madame Charles,” who was 
•rçed with fortune-telling. 
fWune lives in Brompton-road. 
®Mt. Bedford said that on the way 

station she said, “Why don’t you 
fo*®te the people who come to me 
listers of State and the highest 
the land? They persecute me to do 

*■ 1 don’t ask them to come."

atmosphere is so laden with love— 
Kitty’s first love!—that she almost 
swoons with ecstasy. Then suddenly 
—so suddenly that he is startled—she 
draws away from him, and one word 
leaves her now white lips:

"Ethel!”
• “Ethel!" he echoes, trying 

her to him again.
“Yes," says Kitty, stating 

with a new-born dread that 
horrible for endurance; “Ethel, Cous
in Ethel! What will you do—what 
have you done about her?”

"What have I done about your Cous
in Ethel, my darling?” he says smil
ingly; "what is troubling you—what 
have I to do with Lady Ethel?"

“What have you to do with Ethel!” 
repeats Kitty, open-eyed and pale. 
"You were to be married to her, were 
you not? Oh!"

And she draws a long breath of 
miserable doubt and suspicion as it 
all comes back to her.

‘T—to be married to Lady Ethel!” 
he says, with amazement. “My dar
ling," what absurd notion is this? Why 
do you go away from me—what has 
Lady Ethel to do with us?”

Kitty’s color comes back, and her 
bosom heaves With a fat* sigh of re
lief, but she looks in his face "anx- f u Pa
iously.

“It was not tru^fllfeBÿÿBhe asks.
“What was not true, Kitty?” he says, 

dwelling on her name with a caress in 
the tone.

"What! That—oh, I cannot say it!" 
and the tears spring into her eyes— 
“that, that you loved Ethel, and were 
to marry her!” '

For a moment Elliot Sterne looks 
as if he did not believe big ears, then 
he rises, and draws her to him by 
main force.

"Rest youv swéet -face here, dan. 
ling," he sayt, with a low laugh, 
“while I answer you. 1 know not who 
hue toy you this" silly table, but there
ts yo truth in it, came it from whence,
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