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*M very sorry for you, Leigh!”

“'Ihrznks. You've said that
before, though.”

“Well, you need not be so dis-
agreeable; I really amsorry for you, and
would belp you if I could.”

The speaker was an elderly man, with
an intellectunl face and a head of tangl-
ed gray hair, who stood by a couch on
which lay & young man with his head
bandaged and his arm in a sling,

“ You bad better try and put it all out
of your mind for a month,” he went on,
compassionately. ‘' You can’t work, so
what's the good of worrying ?’

“The fact that I can’t work is the rea-
son why I worry,” said Leigh. “Ifl
hed only finished my book before thia
accident happened, I shouldn’t care.
But publishers are like time and tide,
they wait for no man., as you might
know, one would think!”

“I thought the doctor did not want
you to use your head at all,” said the
elder man.

*0Oh! he doesn’t mind now. I'm all
right again, really ; only he savshe must
keep my eyes bandrged for another fort-
night, ‘just as a precautionary measure.’
Precantionary humbug, call 1t!”

“Well, then, employ an amanuensis,”
said Morris Holt, taking no notice of
the last remark.

“8n I would, if I could find one worth
having ; but how can I find one while
I'm stuck here on this sofa? And some-
how, when a fellow is ill, pfbple seem
such a bother.”

“Ihave a young cousin whom 1 think
might do,” said Holt. “ I never thought
of it till this minute; I always forget
everything! A London B.A. Worked
in the British Museum. All that sort of
thing. Too poorto askhigh terms; very
accurate and a really good scholar.”

“Well, that praise means something
from you,” said Leigh, rather grudging-
ly. *‘We might have an interview to-
morrow afternoon, anyway, if you'll ar-
range it for me.”

““All right ; I must be off now. I only
meant to stay two minntes, but I had no
idea you had been so ill.”

“He shook the uninjured hand and
made his way towards the door, tripping
against a stool a8 he peered short-sight-
edly for the handle,

A shout from Leigh made him pause
just as he was closing the door. “Siop
a2 minute! What name did you say ?”’

“ Holt. Sydney Holt” hesnid, open-
ing the door un inch or two and shutting
it again.

“Poor chap!” he muttered, as he
made his way down thesteep stone stair-
case of the flat. * But it's just the thing
for Sydney. I'll go round there now."”

Morrie Holt was one of the most obli-
vious and absent-minded men in the
world, but he had a fund of kindness
within him when he remembered to use
it, and on this cold, wet November even-
ing he went nearly a mileout of his way
that he might convey the news of em-
ployment to his young relative at once,

It wasa dingy etreet into which he
turned, and the house at which he stop-
ped was one of the dingiest of the row.
An untidy servant-girl admitted hini.
and stood aside to let him go up to the
first floor.

Mr. Holt stumbled up the dark stair-
cage and knocked at the first door he
came to.

“Come in ” cried a voice from inside,
and he turned the handle and entered.
The room was like hundreds of others in
cheap London lodging-houses. The
furniture was worn and shabby. the ceil-
ing discolored, and the window-panes
dirty; but there were a few touches here
and there which showed that the occu-
pant was a person of refinement.

A girl, whose curly hair was cut short
over her head, and whose pale face ghow-
ed the marks of overwork, threw down
her pen and rose to greet him with a
smile.

“ Why, Cousin Morris !’ she gaid, 1
have not seen you for weeks!”

* No, my dear,” said Mr. Holt, sitting
down in the chair she pushed forward
for him, “[ have been out of town. I
was at the Museum yesterday and to-day,
but I did not see you, Sydney. Where
have you been?”

“ At home,” said Sydney, rather
mournfully. “Or, rather, I tired myself
out yesterday going to three different
schools in want of teachers; but they
were all filled up before I got there !

“ I amsorry I have not heen able to
help you more,” said Mr, Holt, with a
little remorse in his tone.  “ But it is
next door to imposeible; everything is
so crowded. However, I am forgetting
what I came to tell you, and [ must
mnake haste, bec use I am going out of
town again to-morrow, ang I am very
bu y. A friend of mine who is writing
a book has had an accident, and can’t
use his eyes for a time. He is worrying
himeelf to death about it, and wants to
get some one to help him. It must le
some one up in the classics, because
there are a lot of Greek quotations; sol
suggested you, and he would like you to
ro round to-morrow afternoon. There's
the address.” He threw a card on the
table as he spoke and got up to go.

‘ But shall 1 be able to do what he
wants ?”’ gaid Sydney, doubtfully.

“Oh! yes; I told hirn all about you.
};01}’ know, and he thought you wonld
do.

~ There were many other things that
Sydney wanted to ask. but her cousin
wag in a hurry to be off, and she could
not detain him. S$he stood for a long
time with the card in ner hand after he
had gone, as though it could tell her all
the things that he had left unsaid.
“ OLIVER LEIGH,
6 Lincoln Gardens.”

That was all,  She had never heard
the name before, and it conveyed noth
ing to her mind. But she had no doubt
nbout going, for her funds were s0 low
that 1t seemed to her sometimes as
though starvation was not far off. Her
hopes had been very high when she got
lier degree and started on a career in
London, but a8 she learnt more and
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more of the overstocked condition of
the teaching world, they had eunk
lower and lower. Her cousin had no in-
fluence there, but he had procured her a
few pieces of literary hack-work from
time to time, which )uat kept her head
above water.

She set out about three o’clock the
next afternoon and made her way to
Lincoln Gardens. It was as dull and
damp a day as the previous one had been,
and she debated within herself whethor
she should not do her dress more than
eighteen pence’ worth of danger by walk-
ing ; however, she had only five shillings
in hand to last to the ead of the week,
50 she picked her way as well as she
could through the mud.

Lincoln Gardens was reached at last,
and having pressed the electric bell at
the door, & dirty little boy in buttons ad-
mitted her.

" Mr. Leigh ?” he said, in answer to
her inquiry. “Yes, ’e’s in. Third floor!”
and so saying he disappeared down a
passage, leaving Sydney to make her
WAy up.

The door at the head of the third
staircase stood open, and her timid
knock was answered by a voice, in
vhedience to which she entered. The
room formed a strong contrast to her
own. A bright fire burned on the hearth.
throwing its leaping lights and shadows
over the picture-covered walls and the
soft hues of carpet and curtains. But
Sydney's eyes were not attracted by the
room ; they were fixed in mute surprise
upon its owner. She had expected to
see an clderly, gray-headed man, like
her cousin; but the hair that appeared
over the bandages was thick and dark,
and the figure in the armchair was that
of a man in the prime of youth. She
was &0 taken aback that she hesitated on
the threshold, uncertain what todo; but
in the meantime he could not see her
and she was obliged to speak.

* My cousin, Mr. Morris Holt, asked
me to call on you to-day, about some
work.” she seid.

*Oh, yes; come in,” said Leigh,
“Excuse my getting up, I'm rather
lame Holt was here yesterday and aaid
he thought you could do what I want;
but I should think you were very young,
by your voice.”

Sydney thought that his manners were
decidedly peculiar, but she knew that
she must not mind such things as these,
“Yes, ] am young,” she said, *‘but [ have
taken the B.A. degree at the London
University, and I have had some experi-
ence in literary work, too.”

“0Oh, well, I daresay you'll do all
right,” eaid Leigh., Il try you, any-
how. My doctor says I mustn’t do more
than three hours’ work a day at present.
He's a chum of mine, who comes in
every morning to bandage nie up for the
day and all that kind of thing; so we
had better work from twotill five, if that
will euit vou.”

* Very well indeed,” said Sydney.

“ All right, then. We ought to finish
the work in a fortnight. Ihopeyoucan
write a clear hand. QOh, and terms:
will two guineas a week do for you? "

* Certainly,” said Syduey, who had
not dared to expect so much.

*We may as well begin at once, then.
You’ll find the papers on the writing-
table. Tell me when you are ready, and
T'll fire away.”

Sydney arranged the papers and began
to write. The book was one dealing
with certain aspects of Greek drama, and
the (uotations made the work diflicult;
but the subject was one which thoroughly
interested her, and the time eped rapidly
away.

Five o’clock chimed out at last from
the little clock on the mantelpiece, and
Leigh gave a satistied sigh. ‘I suppose
we must stop,” he said, “orIshall get
into a row with my doctor. However,
we've got on capitally, so I won’t com-
plain. Be sure you come punctually
to-morrow,

“I will be certain to be here,” said
Sydney, opening the door as she epoke.

“ All right, and if you see your cousin
you can tell him I think you'll do very
well. You really have a very decent
amount of scholarship, though I should
think you’re not much more th-na
boy 1

Sydney gave a startled little gasp as
he uttered the last words, and escaped
before he could add anything more. So
this was the meaning of his cursory re-
marksand his off-hand ways! Morriz had
evidently only spoken of her as his
“consin,”’ without mentioning her
name ; or, even if he hadmentioned it, it
would have told nothing unless he added
an explanation. \Why had she not been
called Ada or Caroline, instead of Syd-
ney ?

All through her homeward walk she
was debuting what she could do. Should
she ask her cousin to explain? But he
was gone out of town, and she did not
even know his address. Should she ex-
plain the mistake herselt? But the
1dea was too formidable! Afterall, it was
only an hour or two in the day fora
fortnight ; it would scon be over,

She hardly noticed the discomforts of
her room that evening; her mind was
1too much occupied with the events of
i the day, and instend of worryving over
her money tronbles when she went to
bed, she fell asleep wondering what the
morrew would bring.

Leigh was waiting for her when she
arrived the next afternoon. “ Here you
are,”” he said, cheerfully.” **The doctor
says I'm none the worse for the work
yesterdny, so that’s all right. We shall
soon finish, at this rate.”

Sydney became as interested inthe
bouk as the author himself, It showed
4 depth of research and a Lirond way of
dealing with facts that gave her a very
high opinion of his mind. She admired
nim also for hig patience underthetrials
that had Dbefallen him, and day by day
she found herself looking forward more
eagerly to their hours of work.

Leigh, on his part, felt a growing ad-
miration for his secretary.

‘ You never bother me, somehow,” he
said, one day. ‘““Some fellows areso

clumsy, knocking things over, and mak-
ing all sorts of mistakes. But you are
uncommonly qniet, I muat say, and you
are sharp enough, too! That suggestion
you made yesterday was reall very
good ; I thought about it & great deal in
th enight.”

“I am glad you think I can dothe
work,” saig Sydney. .

“You do remarkably well,” said
Leigh. “You rgally oughbt to turn out
something or other one of these days.
Idon’t know why I alwasy imagine you
are 80 young; Isuppose it's your voice.”

“Can Ido anything more for you be-
fore I go ? said Sydney, passing over the
difficuit question.

“Yes; I wish you would just give me
arug. I get so cold sitting here, and
the doctor won't let me try my ankle
yet. I wieh that horse hadn’t managed
to stand on s0 many places at once when
it knocked me over."”

Sydney felt a rush of sympathy go
through her, but she dared not express
it. She gut the rug softly over him, and
went back to the writing-table.

“I think I shall come out a poet a*
last,” said Leigh, in a dreamy tone. "I
don't know why, but I seemed to think
of stars and music and the ‘sweet
south’ on & bank of violets, all in a
breath just now."”™~~—

* Good afternoon,” said Sydney, open-
ing the door and taking a sudden de-
parture,

‘I shall have to tell him,” she said to
herself, desperately, as she hastened
down the stone staircase. ‘“ And yet—
there are only three duys more ?”’

“Isay, young man,” began Leighin
& playful tone when his secretary ar
rived on the next alternoon, *you
ought nat to leave your love-tokens about
on other people’s tables! The doctor
told me I might take a walk round my
room this morning. The housekeeper
was to have helped me, but she never
appeared, so I had to clutch on to the
things ns best I could, and as I caught
hold of the writing-table I found this’”

He held up a ribbon as he spoke,
which Sydaey recognized directly as one
that she had missed when she reached
home. .

*Well, are you not going to ask for it
back 2 said Leigh, finding that he got
no answer. ¢ [ shall just tell your consin
the little tale when I see him next !

“Pleage give 1t to me,” said Sydney,
in a low voice. .

Leigh thought that he had given
oflfense, and relinquished the ribbon at
once. It seemed to him rather foolish
to be upset by such a trivial thing, but
he was too kind-hearted not to try and
make amends.

“I shall be quite sorry when our work
comes to an end!” he said, pleasantly,
when five o'clock sounded the hour of
Sydney’s departure.

“So ahall I!” thought Sydney, buti
she did not say so.

¢“In fact,”” went on Leigh, ‘““I have
gomething to propose to you. The doc-
tor says the bandage may come off my
eyes in a day or two, but I am not to use
them much at first. Will you stay on
and help me, if you have nothing better
todo?” Xo one has ever suited me so
admirably as vou have done, and I'do
not feel at all inclined to let you go.”

Sydney’s heart beat almaost to sutfoca-
tion. How could she answer him? In
a day or two at furthest he must discover
the deception that she had practised
upon him.

“You don't seem to like the idea
much ! said Leigh, in a disappointed
tone. ‘‘Perhaps you have something
else in view; bnot I gathered from what
yvour cousin told me that you have not
been getting on very fast. Has your
father other plans for yon ¥’

1 have no father,”" said Sydney, glad
of a question that she could reply to.
“I have been an orphan for sonie years,
and I never had any brothers or sis-
ters,”

“Then why will you not agree to my
proposal?” said Leigh. *It would
probably be only a temporary thing,
and 1 would not stand in the way of
vour taking anything else that turned
up.”

It iz not that,” said Sydney, in a low
voice.

“What is it, then?"
rather peremptorily.

Sydney could not reply, her heart was
too full. She felt her eyes filling with
tears, and in the effort to choke down
her feelings a sob escaped her lips.

Leigh gave a sudden start and half
rose from his seat, hut sank back again
as his injured foot gave way under him.
Sydney watched him anxiously; she
dared not speak, but in another moment
she saw him raise his hand as though to
tear the bandage from his eyes.

“ No, no,” ghe ericd, fear for him over-
coming every other feeling: ““ you must
not do it ; you will ruin your sight for-
ever.” She darted forward as she spoke
and seized his hand. :

Instead of srnatching away his hand,
Leigh took hers between both his own
and held it firmly. It quivered like a
little frightened bird in the captor’s
grasp, but he would not let it-go. It
was small and soft and warm, and he
stroked it lightly with his fingers.

“This is not a man’s hand!” he said.

“QOh, I will tell you the truth ™ cried
Sydney, despairingly. * My cousin told
me about your work, and 1 wanted the
money so much, and he gaid that he
had told you all about me. And then
when I came [ found you did not know,
and he was away, and 1 could not make
up my mind totell you, and [ hoped
you would never tind it out! Buvnow I
will go away, and I shall never come
back.”

She drew her hand away from him,
but as he released it, he pulled the band-
age Irom his eyes before she knew what
he was doing !

The sight that met his eyes he will
never forget till his dying day. The
smull, slight figure before him was clad
in a dress of some dark woolen material,
that any woman would have told him at
once was old-inshioned and shabby.
But Leigh saw nothing of thut; he only
knew that the curls that lay tossed all
over the little head glittered like gold in
the firelight, that the pale cheeks were
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tinged with delicate colar, and that her
eyes shone like stars through the tears
that hung on their lashes !

But the vision only lasted for a mo-
ment. Turning passionately from bim,
she caught up her things and tlew from
the room.

How Sydnav found her way home that
night she never knew. A tumult of
feelings surged through her heart, but in
the midst of it all one resolve was fixed
within her—nothing should ever take
her back! What though her work was
untinished ; what though she had not as
yet received the much peeded money?
She would rather starvé than ever see
him again '

Leigh, meanwhile, was passing through
an equal tumult, but his thoughts were
much pleasanter than Sydney’s. His
principal fear was that she would fulfil
her threat of not returning, and as the
next afternoon came and went, dragging
out its wenry hours in dull loneliness, he
beeame gradually convinced that she
had really meant what she said.

“ Never mind, I'lt go and see her to-
morrow,” he thought.  “I can get down-
stairs and into a cab well enough now ”

But when the next day came a sudden
thought Hashed upon him that filled him
with dismay. He had not the vaguest
notion of her address; and more than
this, rave and storm as he might, there
was no chanceof his finding it out unless
her cousin had come back to town! He
had been allowed to exchange his ban
dage tor o shade, and reaching pen and
paper he wrote ofl'n hasty note with no
explanationg, merely asking for the ad-
dress by return of post.

But Morris Holt was still out of town,
and the note lay unopened amid a pile
of letters on his writing-table for several
days, during which Leigh went through
an agony of suspense. Perhaps his note
had been lost, and had never reached its
destination; perhaps she had guessed
what he would do, and had torbidden her
cousin to send the address ! Then a new
agony began. She had told him herself
how much she wanted the money; per-
haps she was starving, and there was no
one to help her. He worried and dis-
tressed himself till the doctor shook his
head, and ordered him to the South of
France.

Leigh took no notice of his advice.
Everything seemed to go by him in a
dream, until one day a post-card was
brought up to him, with two lines writ-
ten upon it, that ran like an electric
stream through his frame, The words
were thesc :

“Qnly just back in town. 24th South
Street, Chilton Square.”

Sydney was sitting alone that after-
noon in her cheerless room, She could
not atturd a fire, and the clinging damp
made eversthing chilly and uncomfort-
able. She had at last heard of some
teaching, but the salary was small, and
she wonld not receive anything until
the end of the term.

A week ago at this time a very differ-
ent scene had surrounded her, but that
thought was too painful to be borne as
yet!

A ring at the bell and a heavy step on
the stair roused no expectations in Syd-
ney’s mind; no one ever came tosee her
but her cousin, and she thought that he
was still away. But to her surprise the
steps paused at her door, and the servant-
girl threw it open without any attempt
at announcement, and in another nio-
ment Oliver Leigh stood before her !

He was breathless with his ascent,
and leant heavily upon his stick ; but he
had left off his bandages, and his eyes
rested eagerly upon her,

*1 should bave been here days ago,”
he exclaimed, *but I had no clue to your
address, and | was obliged to wait until
I could get it from your cousin The
days have seemed like an eternity ¥

He pauged ; but Sydney could find no
words in which to answer.

“Are you angry with me for coming 3
he asked. “You would not be, if you
knew how terribly I have missed you.”

“T am not angry,” eaid Sydney, ina
scarcely aundible voice, while she raised
her eyes for a4 moment to his.

Leigh’s face brightened. “I cannot
part from you again !” he exclaimed.
“T have come here to-day to ask you to
be my wilc.”

“ But we have known each other such
alittle time, said Sydney, trying to re-
press the joy that trembled through her
at his words. She knew that she shnuld
never love any other man as she loved
him, but she feared that he might be
yielding to u sudden impulse which he
wounld afterwards repent.

“PDo you call it n little while ?” he
ganid. “ILseems to methat [ haveknown
you for years. You must remember that
a fortnight of work together like ours is
worth a year of ordinary sequaintance.
No, I cannot take that as an answer,
The only thing that will send me away is
for vyou to tell me that you do not love
me. Can you tell me that 27

There was an entreating accent in his
voice agninst which Sydney was not
proof. “No,"” she said, soltly, and the
brief negative conveyed a whole world
of assent.

The dreary room, with all its chill
dullness, disappesred as if by magie,
transfigured and glorified by w haze of
golden light.

Cold, weariness, poverty, all were for-

gottlen, blotted out trom Sydney’s mifn-

ory by tbe sudden rush of happiness;
while Leigh felt that this was the mo-
ment.for which he had been waiting all
his life.

“ You must not forget that you owe me
two days’ work !”’ he said at last, look-
ing at her with a emile.

“I don’t owe them!” said sSydney,
playfully. *“You have never paid me
anything at all yet !”
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Leigh’s smile fuded and he bowed his
head on hers. “ I can’t bear to think of
what you have sutfered, my little one,”
he said. * But that is all over now
There is nothing to wait for ; let us be
married at once, and we will go abroad
together. Ibelieve the doctor told me [
ought to go to a warm climate for a
little while, sn we will forget all these
dark days in love and sunshine ! [Ishall
never be thankful enough that your
cousin sent you to me."’

“ Do you think we need tell him all
the story ?” said Sydney, anxiously.

“ Xo, dear, no'” said Leigh. *Itis
too sweet a story to be spoilt by telling;
we will keep it all to ourselves.”

And thus it came to pass that when
Morris Holt read the letter that told
him of Sydney’s engagement, he said to
himself, with his usual abstracted smile :
“ Ah! yes, I suw lLeigh was interested
directly I told him about her; Sydney
may thank me, aiter all, for having
settled her in life! ”
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relief from that tired feeling. waning
appetite and state of extreme exhaustion
after the close continement of a long
winter sengon, the busy time attendant
upon a large and pressing business dur- !
ing the spring months and with vaca-
tion time yet some weeks distant. It is
then that the building up powers of
Hood's Sarsaparilla are fully appreci-
ated. It seems perfectly adapted to over-
come that prostration caused by change
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of season, climate or life, and while it
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FROM POVERTY TO RICHES.

John Benn, of Hicksville, L.I., has
fallen heir to over $100,000 through the
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Citv and District Bank Building.

death of an uncle. Benn was a nephew
of the late Bernard Earle, the Irish-
American philanthropist, who died at
Hicksville recently, and when his will
was opened it was found that Benn got
the largest shkare of the old man's
money. Two of Earle’s nieces in Hicks-
ville, Mra. Thomas Wood and Mrs, Mat-
thew McGunoigle, will receive each
£50,000. While the women are very
well off without the money they sre 10
receive, Benn has had hard work to sup-
port a large family, having been em-
ployed on the Long Island Ruilroad at
this place for a number of years., The
small pittance he received from the rail-
road was not sufficient to meet the
household expenges and his wife helped
him along by taking in washing. -
When Mrs. Benn heard the good news
she gaid :  * What 1n the world will we
do with so miuch money ¥’  She could
hardly realize that it was true. A week
ago Benn was about the pourest man in
Hickaville, and now he is the richest.
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Paine’s Celery Cimpound a Life-
Renewer in doi Weather.

Thousands of people feel werker and
more unhealthy durirg the summer
months than at any othertim: of the
year. This is due to the depres:ing and
weakening hot weather.

The weakest systern may be fortified
and made strong by Paine’s Celery Com-

ing humanity. We quote the words of
one of Canada'sbest physicians, he says: |
“ If men and women during the heated
days of summer would use Paine’s
Celery Compound three or four times a
day, they would find their vitality and
strength greatly increased, and their
digestive organs would be more vigorous
and in better condition.”

The greatest boast of Paine’s Celery
Compound is, that it cures when all
other medicines fail, and it is the only
advertised remedy that is regularly pre-
scribed by physicians.

WISDOM! STRENGTH!
BEAUTY !

The careful and economical house-
keeper displays great wisdom when she
selects as her standard of colors, the
Diamond Dyes. Her wise experience
leads her to use the Diamond Dyes be-
cause of their great strength, ns one
package has the dyeing power of two
packages of the poor imitation makes.
A grand characteristic of the Diamond
Dyes is their beauty of shade and color,
and they are always fagt, firm and un-
fading. Carefully avoid imitations and

vile substitutes.

- {S THE BEST und the
article. Housekeepersshould ask for it and sew
that thev getit. Allothers are imitations.

BRODIE & HARVIE'S

Self-Raising Flour

ONLY GENUINE

ound, earth’s greatest blessing to suffer- | |

[Near McGillStreet.]

Sales of Household Furniture, Farm Stock, Rem

ots always on hand.
E:Epﬂigh Class Fictures aspecialty.

X. B10KS8, ®. O'BRIEN.
*M. HICKS &GO,
AUCTIONEERS

AvD CoMMISS510N MERCHANTS)

182) & 1823 Notre Dame St.
MONTREAL

Estate, Damaged Goods and Genera] Merchan-
dize respectfully solicited. Advances
made on Consignments. Charges
moderate and returns prompt. R N
— gignments of Turkish Rugsar
N aimaason b nSn.les of Fine Art Goods

LORGE & CO,

HATTER AND : FURRIER,

81 ST. LAWRENCE STREET.
MONTREAL.

OWN_SINCE
e e SHED %5 0601826. i,
Rbe INURCH, SCHOOL & OTHER PUREST. BEST
RO Y G
E==0/9) CHIMES, E7c. CATALOGUE SPRICES FREE.

~Readers.

WORD TO OUR READERS .
Wil help THE TRUE WITNERS "3".‘-:;'.:9.
ally by dealing wiih those who nil\lt' hred
tn its colmmns, The Cathollc popun é‘who
ef Montreal should pntronize ‘h(l';e” o
lend.aid in building up the bus
theirfnvorite paper. : )



