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NTERRIBLE SECRET

ing, Vhat 18 vaigar. 1 agree with Liretchen
—it is vulgar. Oh, Mr. Stuart, what a sur-

rise thisis! I have just been reading a
etter from your sister, and she doesn’t say
a word of your coming.”

“For the excellent reason that she knew
nothing about it when that letter was
-written. Let me look at you, Edie. What
have you been doing to yourself since 1left,
that you should tall away to a shadow in
this manner? But perhaps your failing
is the natural and inevitable result of my
leaving ?”

“No doubt. Life would naturally be in-
supportabie without you. Whatever I may
have lost, Mr. Stuart, it is quite evident
you have not lost the most striking trait in
your character—your self-conceit.”

“No,” the young man answered; ‘‘my
virtues are as lasting as they are numerous.
May I ask how it is that I have suddenly
become ‘Mr. Stuart,” when it has been
‘Charley’ for the past two years?’

Miss Darrell laughed a little and blushed
a little again, showing very white teeth
and lovely color.

“I have been reading Trixy’s letter, and
it fills me with an awful respect for you
and all the Stuart family. lL;w could I
presume to address as plain Charley anyone
80 fortunate as to be the bosom friend of a
baronet ?”

“Ah!” Mr. Stuart remarked, placidly;
“yes, Miss Darrell, I know the baronet,
and he’s a very heavy swell and a blue dia-
mond of the first water. Talk of
pedigree, there’s -a  pedigree, if you
like. A Catheron, of Catheron, was hand
and glove with Alfred the Great. He's a
very lucky young fellow, and why the gods
ghould have singled him out as the recipi-
ent of their favors, and left me in the cold,
is a problem I can’t solve. He'sa baronet,
he has more thousands a year, and more
houses in more countries than you with
your limited knowledge of arithmetic,
could count. He’s a very fine fellow,
and I approve of him. Need I say
more ?”

“More would be superfluous.
Helena,”

“Lady Helena is a ponderous and vener-
able matron in black silks.
and marabout feathers, She is the daughter
of a marquis and a peeress in her own right.
But why do I waste my breath and
time in these details, when Trix
has narrated them already by the
cubic foot. Miss Darrell, you may be
a mermaid or a kelpie, but I regret to in-
form you that I am mortal—very mortal—
subject to melancholy colds in the head,
and depressing attacks of influenza. At
the present moment, my patent leather
boots are leaking at every pore, the gar-
ments 1 wear beneath this gray overcoat are
saturated, and little rills of rain water
are trickling down the small of my back.
You nursed me through one prolonged siege
of fever and freezing—unless you are espe-
cially desirous of nursing me through an-
other, i)crlmps we had better get out of
this. merely throw ‘out the auggastion——
it’s a matter of inditference to me.”

Edith laughed and turned to.go.

“¢As it is by no means a matter of indif-
ference to me, I move an djournment to the
house. But, Miss Darrell, doesn’t it strike

ou to inquire what my errand here may
e?”’

And Lady

“Shooting,” Miss Darrell said, promptly. -

#Shooting in March. Good Heavens no !”

“Fishing then.”

“Fishing is a delightful recreation in a
rippling brook, on a hot August day, but in
this month and in this weather? Dithy,
I must say your guessing education has
been shamefully neglected. No, I have
come for something better than either fish-
ing or shooting—1I have come for you.”

“Charley !”

“I've got her note somewhere,” said
Charley, feeling in his pockets as they
walke(f along, ‘“f it hasn’t melted away in
the rain. No, here it is. Did' Trix, allude

to a projected tour of the governor's to |

Europe?”

“Yes.” Her eyes were fixed eagerly on
his face, her lips apart and breathless. *‘Oh,
Charley! what do you mean ?”

“Ah! I am Charley again.
note.”

She tore it open, and ran over it with
fast throbbing heart.

“My Dpar Epiti,—Mr. Stuart and myself, Charles
and Beatrix, propose visiting Europe in May. ~From
my son 1 learn that you are proficient in the Facnch
and German languages, and would beinvaluable to us
on the journey, besides the pleasure. your society
wiil afford us ali, ou think six hundred dollars
per annum sufficient “recompense for your services
Rnd all your expenses paid, we shall be glad to have
vou return (wnder proper female charge) with
Charley. 1 trust this will prove acceptable to you,
and that your papa will allow you to come. The ad-
vantages of foreign travel will be of inestimable bene-
fit to a young lady so thoroughly educated and tal-
ented as yourself. Beatrix bids me add she will nev-
er forgive you if you do not ¢

Very sincerely y
CHARLOTTE STUART."

She had come to a stand still in the
middle of the muddy road, while in a rap-
ture she dovoured t} Now she looked up,
her face transtigured-—absolutely glorified.
Go to Europe! Live in that radiant upper
world of her dreams! She turned to
Charley, and to the unutterable surprise of
that young gentleman, flung her arms
around him, and gave him a ic hug.

*Charley ! Charley! Oh, Charley " was
all she could cry.

Mr. Stuart returned the impulsive em-
brace, with a promptitude and warmth that
did him credit. .

“How delightful it must be to be a post-
man. It is yes, then, Edith?”

«“Oh, Charley ! as if it could be anything

Here is the

else? 1 owe this to you—I know I do. How |

shall I ever thank you?”

“By a repetition of ycur little perfor-
mance. You won't? Well, as your step-
mrther is looking at us out of the window,
with a face of verjuice, perhaps it is just as

You're sure the dear old dad won't

no?” e
;’oor papa !” her radiant face clouded a
e, **he will miss me, but no—he couldn’t

refuse me anything if he tried. Charley, T
do thank you—dear, best cousin that ever
was—withall my heart !”

She held out both hands, her heart full,
and brimming over in her black -eves. For
once in his life Charley Stuart forgot to be
flippant and cynical. He held the hands
ﬁently, and he looked half-langzhi

alf-compassionately into - the
earnest face. =

“You poor child !’ he said; “and you
think the world outside this sea, and thepe
sandhills, is all sunshine. Well, think so
—it’s & harmless delusion, and one that
won’t last.”

They walked on in silence. Tloy were
at the door of the ugly bleak lhouse which
Edith Darrell for eighteen years had home,
but which she was never to call home more.
You would hardly have known lier—so
bright, so beautiful in & moment had Hope
made her.

“When am I to be ready 7’ she asked
him, softly, at the door.

«The sooner. the better,” he answered.

Then she opened it and went in.

Two weeks sufficed for Miss Darreil's

parations. At the end of thay time the
tran from Sabdypoint to Doston
wway Edith Darrell and Charley Stuart.
Not alone ther, however—forbid iv Mcs.
Grupdy ! g Rogers, the Sandvwoint

ilushed,

Chantilly lace, |

sunshine : is a ‘lovely
test 3 it is a ‘lovely spring
dine on hoard. Mrs. R«";m:
tired and goes to bed (she auil
the same state-room), with a
last charge to Mr. Stuart not to keep Mi-s
Darrell toc long on deck in the night air,
To-morrow comes. It is Miss Beatrix
Stuart’s birthday. The great party is to s
to-night. They shake hauds and part with
Mrs. on'the pier, Charley hails
back assists cousin_in, and th:
are whirled off to the palatial avenne up-

town.

He rings the door bell sharply, a smart-
looking y woman -dm‘;z’them, and
Edlﬂlgouﬂth him into a splendid and
spacious apartment, where three people sat
»t breakfast—a p looking old gentle-
man in a shining bald head and expensive
white vest, a pallid, feeble-looking el erl:
hd{lin a lace cap, and a tall, stylish girl,
with Charley’s eyes and hair, in violet rib-
bons and white cashmere.  The bald yen-
tleman shakes hands with her, and welcomes
her in a hulky baritone; the faded, elderly
lady, and stylish young lady kiss her, and
say some very pleasant and gracious words.

“I ghall take you to your room myself. I
only hope you may like it. Oh you ear
darling!” éries Miss Stuart, stopping in the

@ to give Edith a hug. “You don’t
now how frightened I've been that you
would’nt come. I'm in- love with you al-
ready! And best of all, you're in time for
the ball—which is a rhyme, though I didn’t
mean it.”. She laughs and suddenly gives
Edith another hug. ‘““Here is your room
—how do you like it?”
To Edith’s inexperiericed eyes, it is &
lowing nest of amber silk curtains, yel-
Fowish russels carpet, tinted walls, pretty
pictures, gilt frames, mirrors, ornaments,
and dainty French bed.

“Do you like it? But I see by your face

you do. I'm so glad. This is my room
adjoining, and here’s your bath. ow lay
off your things and come down to break-
fast.”
Still in & dream Edith obeys. She de-
scends to breakfast in her gray travelling
suit. Miss Stuart, who has had her doubts,
that this conntry cousin may prove a rival,
is reassured. She takes her breakfast and
then Beatrix conducts her over the house—
a wonder of splendor, of velvet carpets,
magnificent upholstering, lace drapings,
gilded and ormolu. But her face keeps a
pale, grave look. Trixy wonders if she is
not a stupid little body after all. Last of
ull they reach the sacred privacy of Trixy’s
pwn room, and there she displays her ball
dress She expiates on its make and its
merits, in professional language, and with
» volubility that makes Edith’s head swim.

The day wears on. Idith drives down
‘bown, shopping with ~Madame and
Mademoiselle Stuart ; she returns, and
dines in state with the family. The big,
brown house is lit up from basement to
atic, and presently they all adjourn to their
rooms to dress.

“Don’t ask me to appear while you are
receiving your guests,’ Edith’ sa.iv,a. “Trn
step in unobserved, when everybody has
come.”

She declines all offers of assistance, and
dresses herself. 1t is a simple toilet surely
—the crisp white muslin, out of which the
polished sl oulders rise ; a little gold chain
and cross, once her mother’s ; earrings and
bracelet of gold and coral, also once her
mother’s ; anﬁ her rich, abundant, blackish-
brown hair, gathered back in a graceful
way peculiar to herself. She looks very
pretty, and she knows it. Presently sails
| in Miss Stuart, resplendent in the pink silk

and pearls, the ‘‘court train” ‘trailing two
or three yards behind her, her light hair
‘‘done up” in a pyramid wonderful to be-
hold, and loaded with camelias, Then there
is a tap at the door, and Lucy, the maid,
comes smilingly in, holding an exquisite
bouquet, all pink and white roses, n her
| hnuz. .
| “Mr. Charles’ compliments, please, miss,
| and he’s waiting for you at the foot of the
| gtairs when you're ready, miss, for the ball-
room.”

“Thank you, Lucy !” she says, “Tell Mr.

Stuart I will be down in a moment.”
. In elegant evening costume, Mr. Charles
' Stuart stands at the foot of the grand stair-
| way, waiting. He looks at her as she
stands in the full glare of the gasaliers.
‘ «“White muslin, gold and coral, pink
| roses, and no chigoon.~ My dear Miss
Darrell, taking you as a whole, I think I
| have seen worse-looking young women in
my life.”
| He draws
this enthusiastic remark,
herself in a blaze of light
brilliantly dressed people. Three long draw-
ing-rooms are thrown open, en suite.
Flowers, gaslight, jewels, handsome women.
and gallant men are everywhere; the Jband
is crashing out a pulse-tingling waltz, and
stil, Edith hears and sees, and moves in a
dream.

““Come,” Charley says. His arm isaround
her waist, and they whirl away among the
waltzers. Edith  waltzes well, so does
Charley. She feels as though she were
floating on air, not on earth. Then it is

her hand through his arm, with
and Edith finas
and a crowd of

over, and she is being introduced to peo- |

ple, to resplendent young ladies and almost
equally resplendent young gentlemen.
Charley resigns her to one of these latter,
and she glides through a mazurka. That,
too, ends, and as it grows rather warm, her
partner leads her away to a cool music-
room, whence proceed melodious sounds. It
is Trixy at the piano, informing a select
audience in shrill soprano, and in the char-
acter of the ‘‘Queen of the May,” that
| “She had been wild and wayward, but she
was not wayward now.” Edith’s partner
finds her a seat and volunteers to go for an
ice, As she sits fanning herself, she sees
Charley approaching with a young man of
about his own age, taller than he is—fairer,
with a look somehow of a different nation-
ality. He has large blue eyes, very fair
hair, and the blondest of complexions. In.
stinctively she knows who it is.

CHAPTER L
“UNDER THR GASLIGHT,”

*Ah, Edith,” Charley says, ‘‘here you
are. 1 have been searching for you. Miss
Darrell, allow me to present to you Sir
Victor Catheron.”

Two darkly solemn eyes look up into Sir
Victor Catheron’s face. Both bow. Both
murmur the pianissimo imbecility requisite
on such occasions, and Edith Darrell is
acauainted with a baronet.

With a baronet ! Only yesterday, as 1t
were, she was darning hose, and ironing
linen at home; going about the dismal
| house, slipshod and slatternly. Now she
is in the midst of a brilliant ball, diamonds
| sparkling around her, and an English
| baronet of fabulous wealth and ancestry
asking her for the favor of the next waltz !
Something ridiculous and absurd about it
all, struck her ; she felt an idiotic desire to
laugh aloud. It was all unreal, all a
dream. She would awake presently, to

and help in the kitchen, and the howls of
the juvenile Darrells down the passage.
familiar voice rouses her.

“You’ll not forget, I hope~ Edith,”
Charley is saying, ‘‘that next redowa is
| mine, At present I am going to meander
through the lancers with Mrs. Feather-
brain.”

He takes her tablets, coolly writes his
name, smiles, shows his white teeth, says
“Au revoir,” and is gone. She and the
baronet are alone.

What shall she say to him? She feels a
whimsical sort of trepidation as she
flutters her fan. As yet the small-
talk  of society, is  Samscrit, to
this young lady from Sandypeint. Sir
Victor leans lightly against the arm of her
chair, and looks down upon her as she si
with flushed cheeks, half smiling lips,
Jong black lashes drcoping. He 18 thinking
what a wonderfully bright and charming
face it is—for a Lrunctte.

For Sir Victor Catheron does not fancy
brunettes. He has his ideal, and sees in her
the future Lady Catheron. n far-off

cshire there is a certain Lady Gwendo-
linc ; she is an earl’s daughter, the owner
of two soft blue eyes, a complexion of pink
and snow, a soft, trained voice and feathery
halo of amber hair.  Lady Gwendoline is
his ideal of fair, sweet womanhood, turning
coldly from all the rest of the world to
hold out ljis arms . to one happy possessor.
The vision of Lady (wendoline as he saw
her last, the morning sunshine searching
her fair English face and finding no flaw in
it, rises for n second before him—why, be
does not know,  Then a trinmphal bust of
music crashes out, and he_is looking down
once more npon Edith Darrell, in her white
dress and coral oppaments, her dark hair
and pink roses.

“You seem quite like an old acquaint-
ance, Migs Darrell,” he says, in his slow,
pl t, Enghsh voice ; ‘‘our
mutweal friend, the prince, has told me about
his adventure in the snow, and your

heroism,"”
“The prince ?" she repeats, interrogatiye-
. They. call-him

ly, and Sir Victor laug
“Ah ! you don’t know.

% I K3
It has been a day of |

hear her step-mother’s shrill call to come |

Al

“As com
continent,” Miss Darrell answers,
up at him very steadily. “Yes.”

“And you will ki
know,” Sir Victor goes on. 1
like Paris, of course. All Americans go to
Paris. You will meet scores of your coun-
trymen in every continental city.”

“1 am not ;nnhﬂu& that li:d an ndvﬁn-

,”  res| s the young y eoolly.
**About m?mliking itz there can be go
guestion. - It has been the dream of my life
—a dream I thought as likely to be realized
» month ago, as that: I should take a trip
to the moon. For you, Sir Victor, I sup-
r.on every nook and corner of Europe,

as famlliar to you, as your native
Cheshire?”

The brown brilliant eyes look up at him
frankly. She is at her ease at last, and Sir
Victor thinks again, what beautiful eyes,
brown eyes are. For a dark young person,
she is really the most attragtive young per-
son, ke has ever met.

“Cheshire,” he repeats with a smile,‘‘how
well you know my birthplace. No, not my
birthplace exactly. for I was born in Lon-
don. I'm a cockney, Miss Darreil. Before
you all go abroad, you are to come and
spend a week or two down in my sunny

heshire. both my aunt and T insist upon
it. You don’t know how many kindnesses
—how many pleasant day and nights we
owe to our friends, the Stuarts. It shall be
our endeavor when we reach England to re-

y them in kind. May I ask Miss Darrell,
if you have met my aunt!”

“No,” Edith replies, fluttering a little
again. “I have not ever seen Lady Helena
as yet.”

“Then allow me the pleasure of making

ou acquainted. I think you will like her.
{ am very sure she will like you.”

The color deepens on Edith’s dark cheek;
ghe arises and takes his poffered arm. How

efully deferential and courteous he is.

t is all custom, no doubt, and means no-
thing, but it is wonderfully pleasant and
flattering. For the moment it seems as
though he were conscious of no other young
lady in the scheme of creation than Miss
Darrell—a flirting way a few young men
cultivate.

They walk slowly down the long brilliant
rooms, and many eyes turn and look after
them. Every one kmows the extremely
blonde young baronet—the dark damsel on
his arm is as yet a stranger to most of them.
“Dused pretty girl, you know,” is the unani-
mous verdict of masculine New York;*‘whois
she?” “Who is that young lady in the
dowdy white muslin and old-fashioned cor-
als?’ asks feminine New York, and both
stare as they receive the same ‘whispered
reply ; *‘A poor relation—a country cousin,
or something of the sort, going to Europe
with them as companion to Beatrix.”

Edith sees the looks, and the color deep-
ens to carnation in her face. Her brown
eyes gleam, she lifts her head with haughty
grace, and flashes back almost defiance at
these insolent starers. She feels what it is
they are saying of her, and Sir Victor’s high
bred courtesy and deference, go to the very
depths of her heart by contrast. She likes
him; he interests her already; there is
something in his face, she can hardly tell
what,—a sort of sombre shadow that under-
lies all his smiling society manner. In re-
pose and solitude, the prevailing expression
of that face will be melancholy, and yet

on the
looking

have shown nothing but her sunshine and
roses, to this curled darling of fortune.

A stout, elderly lady, in gray moire and
chantilly lace, sits on a sort of a thrane of
honor, beside Mrs. Stuart, and a foreign
gentleman, from Washington, all ribbons
and orders. To this stout, elderly lady, as
Lady Helena, his aunt, Sir Victor presents
Miss Darrell.

The kindly eyes of the English lady turn
upon the dark, {undsum!: face of the Ameri-
can girl; the pleasant voice says a few
pleasant words. Miss Darrell bows grace-
fully, lingers a few moments, is presented
to the ribbon-and-starred foreigner, and
learns he is Russian Ambassador at Wash-
ington. Then the music of their dance
strikes up, both smilingly make their
adieux, and hasten to the ball-room.

and out with gorgeous young New York, in
all the hues of the rainbow, the air heavy
with perfume, the matchless Gounod waltz
music crashing over all, the arm of a
baronet—worth, how much did Trixy say ?
thirty or forty thousand a year? around
her slim white muslin waist, Edith is in
her dream still—she does not want to wake
—Trixy whirls by, flushed and breathless,
and nods laughingly as she disappears.
Charley, looking calm and languid even in
the dance, flits past, clasping gay little Mrs.
Featherbrain, and gives her a patronizing
nod. And Edith’s thought is—“If this
could only go on forever ! But the golden
moments of life fly—the leaden ones only
lag—we all know that to our cost. The
waltz ends.

A most delicious waltz,” says Sir Victor
gayly. *I thought dancing bored me—I find
| 1 like it. How well you waltz, Miss Darrell,

like a Parisienne—bnt all American young
ladies are like Frenchwomen T
scat, and let me fetch you a water ice.”
He leads her to a chair and departs.  As
she sits there, half smiling and fluttering
| her fan, looking "very. lovely, Charley
saunters up with his late partner. ‘‘1f
i {nur royal highness will permit;” cries Mrs.
featherbrain, laughing ahd panting, 3
will take a seat. How cool and comfortable
you look, Miss Darrell. May I ask what
you have done with Sir Victor ?”
“Sir Victor left me here, and told me he
would go for'a water ice. If I look cool, it
1 is more than I feel—the thermometer of
| this room must stand at & hundred, in the
| shade.”
| “A water ice,” repeats Mrs. Featherbrain
with a sigh, “just what I have been longing
for, this past half hour. Charley, I heard
you say something about bringing me one,
some time ago, didn’t I? But 1 know of
old what you're promises are avorth. You
know the adage, Miss Darrell—never more
true than in this instance, ‘Put not your
| trust in princes.””
Miss Darrell’s dark, disdainful eyes look
| full at the frivolous young matron.
Yeatherbrain and Mr, Stuart have
devoted to each other all the evening,
] know the adage,” she answerss cooly,
| “but I confess I don’t see the application.”
| “What! don’t yon know Charley's
| sobriquet of Prince Charley 7 Why he has
been the Prince ever since he was five years
old, partly on account of his absurd name,
partly because of his absurd grand seigneur
pirs. I think it fits—don’t you "

“And if I were Prince,” Charley inter-

oses, before Miss Darrell can answer, ‘“‘my
foyal act would be to order Feather-

o the deepest dungeon beneath the

t, and make his charming relict

gidded hand on the
region of his heart, and Dyws profoundly.
Mrs. Featherbrain’s shrill, “rather silly
laugh, rings out—she hits him a blow with
her perfumed fan.

“You Erecocioua little boy !” she says,
¢ag if children of your age knew what
their affections meant. Miss Darrell,
you’ll not credit it I'm sure, but this
juvenile cousin of yours—Charley, you told *
me, Miss Darrell, was your cousin—was my
first love—actually—my first !”

« And she jilted me in cold blood for
Featherbrain.  Since then I've been a
blighted being—hiding, like the Spartan
chap in the story, the fox that preys on my
vitals, and going through life with the hol-
low mockery of a smile on my lips.”

Again Mrs. Featherbrain’s foolish little
laugh peals out. She leans back, almost
against him, looks up, and half whispers
gomething very daring in French,

Edith turns away disgusted, gleams of
disdainful scorn in her shining hazel eyes.
What a little painted giggling idiot the

What business have married women flirt-
ing, and how much more sensible and agree-
able Englishmen are than Amgricans.

« Miss Darrell looks sickof our frivolity,”
Mrs. Featherbrain gayly exclaims ; the
wickedness of New York and the fn.lsit{ of
mankind, are new to her as yet. {ou
saved Charley’s life, didn’t you, my love?
Trixy tald me all about it,—and remained
with him all night in the snow, at the risk
of your own life. Quife a romance, upon
my word. Now why not end it, like all
romances of the kind, in o love match

why ? Surely at three-and-twenty, life can |

woman is—what fools most young men are ! |

Up and down the long waxed room, in |

l
\

& wafer
hand.
; he? — only
1 detest very far men. a
ity, for mdmhdo!ouerYork
gir{l, he sheuld be engaged in England.”
+«'Ah ! buthe isn’t engaged—I bappen to
know,” said Charley ; ““so you see what
comes of marrys haste, Mrs. Feather-
brain, If you had only waited another
year now, instead of throwing me over for
old Featherbrain, it might have heen for a
baronet—for of course there isn’t a girl in
New York could stand the ghost of a Euwa
beside you.”

A ‘most delicate compliment,” Edith
says, her scornful lip curling ; ** one hardly
knows which to .admire most—the ned
tact of Mr. Stuart’s flatteries, or the
matronly dignity with which Mrs. Feather-
brain repels them !”

She turns her white shoulders deliber-
ately upon them both and welcomes Sir
Victor with her brightest smile.

« And for a rustic lassie, fresh from the
fields and the daisies, it isn’t so bad,” is
Mrs. Featherbrain's cool criticism.

¢ And I hope, despite Sir Victor’s aristo-
cratic attentions, Miss Darrell, you'll not
forget you're engaged to mefor the redowa,”
Charley finds a chance to murmur, sotto
voce, in her ear, as he and his flirtee move

n : .

“You see the r child’s jealous,
Charles,” is the Featherbrain’s last remark
—*g victim to the -eyed monster in
his most virulent form.  You really should
be careful, my dear boy, how you use the
charms a beneficient Providence has shower-
ed upon you. As you are strong, be merci-
ful, and all that sort of thing.”

The hours go on. Edith eats her water
ice, and talks very animatedly to her bar-
onet. Balls (he has had a surfeit of them,

r fellow !) mostly bore him—to-night he
is really interested. The Americans are an
interesting people, he thinks that must be
why. Then the redowa begins, and Charley
returns and carries her off. ~ With him she
is coldly silent, her eyes are averted, her
words are few. He smiles to himself, and
asks her this pleasant question :

*“If she doesn’t think Laura Featherbrain
the prettiest and best-dressed lady in the
room ?”

“I think Mrs. Featherbrain
pamed,” Miss Darrell answers, her
dark eyes flashing. *‘I understand Mr.
Featherbrain is lying sick at home. You
introduced me to her—while I live in this
house, Mr, Stuart, you will be kind
enough to introduce me to no more—Mrs.
Featherbrains !”

She brings out the obnoxious name with
stinging scorn, and a look toward. the lady
bearing it sharper than daggers. There 18
a curious smile in Charley’s eyes—his lips
are grave.

*¢Are you angry, Edith? Do you know—
of course you do, though—that it becomes
you to be angry * My charming cousin, I
never knew until to-night how really hand-
soine you were.” 5

She disengages herself with
abruptness from his clasp.

“I am tired of dancing,” she says. I
detest redowas. And be kind enough to
keep your odious point-blank complimnents
for the ‘prettiest and best-dressed lady in
the room.” I don’t appreciate them1”

Is it jealousy? Charley wonders, com-
placently. He sits down beside her, and
tries to coax her into good humor, but she
is not to be coaxed. In ten minutes an-
other partner comes up and claims her, and
she goes. The pretty, dark girl in white,
is greatly admired, and has no lack ot
partners, For Mr.” Stuart® he dances
no more—he leans against a piller,
pulls his mustache, and looks placid
and handsome. He isn’t devoted to danc-
ing, as a rile he objects to it on principle,
as so much physical exertion for very little
result ; he has only fatigued himself to-
night as a matter of abstract duty. He
gtands and watches Edith dance—this coun-
try girl has the lithe, willowy grace of a
Bayadere, and she is laughing now, and
looking very bright and animated. It
dawns upon him, that she is by all odds
the prettiest girl in the house, and that
slowly but surely, for the hundred-and-fif-
tieth time in his life. he i& falling in love.

“But I might have known it,” Mr.
Stuart thinks, gravely; ‘“hrown beauties
always did play the dickens with me. I
thought that at five-and-twenty I had out-
grown all that sort of youthful rubbish, and
here I am on the brink of the pit again.
Falling in love in the present, involves mat-
rimony in the future, and matrimony
has been the horror of my life since I was
four years old. And then the gov-
ernor wouldn’t hear of it. I'm to be
handed over to the first ‘daughter of
a hundred earls’ across in England, who is
willing to exchange a tarnished British
coronet for a Yankee million or two of
dollars.”

It is Trixy who is dancing with the
baronet now—Trixy who descends to supper
on the baronet’s arm. She dances with him
once again after supper ; then he returns to
Edith. ;

So the hours go on, and the April morn-
ing is growing gray. Once, Kdith finds
herself seated beside genial Lady Helena,

is well-

sudden

| who talks to her in a motherly way, that

takes all her heart captive at once. Sir
Victor leans over his aunt’s chair, listening
with a smile, and not saying much himself,
His aunt’s eyes follow him everywhere, her
voice takes a deeper tenderness when she
speaks to him., It is easy to see she

| loves him with almost more than a mother’s

love.
A little longer and it is all over. Car-
riage after carriage rolls away—Sir Victor

| and Lady Helena shake hands with thia

i
|
|
\
|

Mrs. |
been |

Rret‘ty, welkbred Miss Darrell, and go too.
She sees Charley linger to the last moment,
by fascinating Mrs. Featherbrain, whisper-
ing the usual inanity, in her pretty pink
ear. He leads her to her carriage, when
it stops the way, and he and the millionaire’s
wife vanish in the outer darkness.
“Now half to the setting moon are gone,
And half to the rising day ;
Low on the sand, and loud on the stone,
The last wheel echoes away.”
Edith hums as she toils up to her pretty
room. Trixy's grand field night is over—
Jidith’s first ball has come to an end, and

| the first night of her new life,

CHAPTER II
OLD COPIES OF THF ‘‘COURIER.”

“Two waltzes,” said Trix, counting on
her fingers ; ‘‘that’s two ; one cracovienne,
that’s three ; les lanciers, that’s four ; one
galop, that’s flve ; and one polka Twlrille,
that’s six. Six dances, round and square,
with Sir Victor Catheron. Edith,” cried
Miss Stuart, triumphantly, ‘‘do you hear
that?”?

“Yes, Trixy,
dreamily.

“You don’t look as if you did, or if you
do hear, you don’t heed.  Six dances—two
more 1 am certain, than he danced with any
other girl in the house. That looks prom-
ising, now doesn’t it ? Edith, the long and
short of the matter is this : I shall break
my heart and die if he doesu’t make me
Lady Catheron.”

A faint, halt-absent smile—no other reply
from Miss Darrell. In the handsome re-
ception-room of the Stuart mansion, the
two girls sat. It was half past three in
the afternoon, of the dog' succeeding the
ball. In the luxuriant depths of a puff;
arm-chair, reclined Edith Darrell, as muc
at home, as though puffly chairs and luxari-
ant reclining, had ever been her normal
state. The crimson satin cushions, con-
trasted brilliantly with her dark eyes, hair
and complexion. Her black silk dress was
new, and fitted well, and she had lit it up
with a knot of scarlet tangled in some
white lace at the throat. A%wgether she
made a very effective picture.

In another puffy rocking-chair near, sat
Trixy, her chestnut hair crepe to her eye-
brows and falling in a crinkling shower
down to her waist. Her voluminous
draperies _balloon over the carpet for the
space of & couple of yards on either side,
and she lobked from #op to toe the “‘New
Yorkiest of New York girls.” They made
a very nice contrast if you had an eye for
effect—blonde and brunette, dash and
dignity, style and classic simplicity, gorge-
ous furniture, and outside the gray, fast-
drifting April afternoon, the raw, easterly
April wind.

(L

I hear,” said Edith,

,” pursued Miss Stuart, going
on with the web of rose-colored knitting in
her lap, “being the daughter of the house,
and idering the ion, and every-

Her eyes glitter maliciously and jealo ;z.
even v{\ilo-nlm‘hn hs. If it is in the
shallow heset. of this prettily-painted,
rettily- wdered woman, ocare for any
gnmm mng, she bas cared for Charley

#*Mrs, Featherbrain " Edith exclaims, in
huﬂny surprise, half rising.
“My dear, don’t be

—youn might do
worse, $houghow, it would be dificuls to

thing, Isu sc & few more dances than
usnal were Ermted of him. Still, I don’t
believe he would have asked me six Limes
{f—Edith! how often did he dance with
ou ¥’ i

“How often did—I beg your pardon,
Beatrix; I didn’t catch what you said.”

«J gee you didn’t. You're half-asleep,
aro’t vou! A penny for vour thoughts,

o»

mnuw
The Hon. John

S B, of Louiwt

Lawrence county, Kentucky, bas for of scissors, a clothes brush

many years served

Judge

downward to my feet.

turned home.
Silurian Springs, Wakeshaw, Wis.

stayed there some time, but without
Aguin I returned howme, |

improvement.

this time feeling no hopes of recovery. |,
The muscles of my limbs were now
reduced by strophy to mere strings.
Sciatic pains tortured me terribly, but
it was the disordered condition of my
liver that was I felt gradually wearing
my life away. Doctors gave me up,
all kinds of remedies had been tried
without avail, and there was nothing |
more for me to do but t» resign my-'

self to fate.

«T lingered on in this condition sus-|
tained almost entirely by stimulants |
One day I saw an |
advertisement of Dr. Williams' Pink |
This was some- |
thing new, and as one more drug after

until April, 1893,
Pills for Pale People.

so many others could do no harm,

was prevailed upon to try the Pink |
The effect of the pills was mar-

Pills.
velous, and T could soon eat heartily,
thing I had not done for years.

and has done so ever since.

while I do not crave notoriety
not refuse to testify to their worth.”

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills are sold by
all dealers, or will be sent post-paid; on
receipt of price (50 cents a box, or six
boxes for $2.50,) by addressing the
Cowmpany, |
Brockville, Ont., or Schenectady, N.Y.

Dr. Williams' Medicine

— e

RueuMaTisM CURED IN A Dav.—
South American Rheumatic Cuve, for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically
Its action upon
nys,
It removes at once the cause
and the disease immediately disappears.
(k3]

cures in 1 to 3 days.
the system is remarkable and
terious.

The first dose greatly benefits.
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

A Boo~N 1o HorsEMEN.—One bottlg | 3
of English Spavin Linimeat completely

removed a curb from my horsc.

take pleasure in recommending  the |
mysterious
promptness in the removal from horses
of "hard, soft or calloused lumps. blood
spavin, splints, curbs, sweeny. stifles
Farmer.
Sold by J. P. Lamb.

remedy, as it acts with

and sprains. Grorck RoBs,

Markham, Ont.

Reuier IN Six

lieved in six hours by

male or female.

immediately. If you want

Sold by J. P. Lamb, druggist.

Heart Disease Relieved in 30 Minutes

Dr.
Organic or Sympathetic Heart dis
cure.

symptoms of a Distressed. Heart.
dose convinces.

Meerschanm,

“A great many people are under the
impression that the substance of which
schaum is made is washed up by

E. Carter,

from the word, which signifies

bles. This clay is taken
the solid earth.

like cheese,
key and Hungary.

burning, "—Kanss Caity Journal,

Memory Weakened by Tobacco,

Those annoying and unaccountable
lapses of memory experienced when one
is unable to recollect some well-known
word or the name of some perfectly
attributed by a
French physiologist to the excessive use
This gentleman has observ-
ed that aphasia and amnesia are at pre-
sent almost unknown among the gentler
sex. On the other hund, has nearly in-
variably found these afilictions common
in men who are habituaily heavy smok-
ers, while in cases where they are only
of rare occurrence he has frequently
known the extraordinary lapse to have
been preceded by an extra dose of the
It is comforting, how-
ever, to he assured by the :1me 2 nuthor-
ity that a moderate use of pi. @ or cigar
is in no way harmful to t:e mcnory.—

familiar friend are

of tobacco.

fragrant weed,

‘Westminster Gazette.

Latest in Photography.

1f only the fertile brain of the Scotch-
man who has recent!y brought out a
bullet that pheto.raphs its quarry, were
directed aright, ti> world might be
startled by a really useful invention.
The bullet photographer is a highly mag-
netized piece of steel containing a piece
of sensitized paper and pierced in the
front with four minute holes. When
within a few yards of its victim the film
is removed from the perforation, and an
exact reproduction of the object impress-

ed on the sensitized paper,

Live-8tock Notes.

Plenty of eggs are better than running

a grocery bill.

A splendid pad for a galled shoulder
on a horse is an old sleeve stuffed with
hay. The hay does not become hard and

Iumpy like cotton, wool or rags,

his native county
and state in the legislature at Frank-
fort and Washington, and until bis re-
tirement Was a noted figure in polit cal
and judicial circles. A few days ago a
Kentucky Post reporter called upon
Rice, who in the followiny
words related the history of the causes
that led to his retirement : “It is just
about six years since 1 had an atiack
of rheumatism, slight at first, but soon
developing into sciatic rheumatism,
which began first with acute shooting
pains in the bips, gridually extendiog
My condition
became 8o bad that I eventually lost
all power of my legs, and then the
liver, kidneys and bladder, and in fact
my whole system, became deranged.
I tried the treatment of muny phy-
sicians, but receiving no lasting bene-
fit from them. 1 went to Hot Springs,
Ark. I was not much benefited by
some months stay there, when I re-
In 1891, T went to the

The !
liver began to perform its functions, |
Without
doubt the pills saved my life, and |
T can-|

1lours.—Distress-
ing Kidney and Bladder disenses re-
the “New |
Great South American Kidney Cure.” |
This new remedy i: 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 passages in |
It relieves retentiou |
of water and pain in passing it almost |
quick
relief and cure this is your remedy.

Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect velief in all cases of
ase
in-30 minutes, and speedily effects a
It is a peerless remedy for Pal-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side and all
One
Sold by J. P. Lamb.

of Terre
“I suppose they got that idea
sea
-froth, but really the name originated
from the fact that the clay, when dry,
will float on the suréuce of the water,
and then appears like white, foamy bub
from beds in
In its primitive state it
is white and soft, and you can cut it
1t is found chiefly in Tur-
{ When the bowls of
these pipes are new they look very much
like ivory, but in using they gradually
change into a mellow brown color, on
account of the oil of tobacco being
absorbed by them in the process of

work box containing ni
tape and butt are all
that will make a guest feel at home even
in'emergencies. On the table should be
placed a writing desk furnished with
ik, pens, paper.and envelopes of differ
ent sizes, sealing wax and postage

t thus making it convenient and
pleasant for guests to write in the seclu-
sion of their own rooms without calling
on the family to supply the needed arti-
cles for writing.”

“I did not write at once,” said a lady
to her husband, when visiting a friend,
“as there was no writing material in
my own room, indeed none to be seen
in the lLionse, so I waited till I found an

pportuaify to purchase sowe " So the
husband asd children were ailowed to
spend many anxions mowments for the
delayed letter.

Now I have to say that the zuest who
would be so careless as to leave her home
on, i visit, expecting them to furnish her
with every article of need, deserves to
have her family kept in suspouse. She
«':onld have left her home with paper
a.:d envelopes directed and stamped and
a lead pencil with which to write the
i r. he should also have in her
thread, a paper of pins, &
.ecdle, \ir of scissors, and ‘& shoe-
Luttouer. I eall it imposing on the
hostess to expect to have all these lictle
things proyided for her, besides being
merry and gay, and keeping the house
ia order, and serve up dainty and tempt-
ing things for the table.

A guest should have some thought for
the comfort of her hostess as well as vice
versa I have known a guest to lie in
| bed and keep the family waiting when'
! «he knew at what hour the family break-
fasted, and also keep the lower rooms
strewed with her innumerable small be-
longings and fancy work.

Said a husband to his wife who was
going away for a visit, ‘“‘Here are five
dollars; in case you should have an ac-
I | cident or get sick you will not be on the
charity of strangers or friends.”. Now
| that is what I call the right kind of in-
dependence.—Anna, in Ohio Farmer.

 §
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N
Iucubator,

e to begin with an in-
culiator. deh 1§ 1 bettor) the hen
or the incubator, for Lintching? Such is
theusual inquiry. It 1 stated in
| reply that they do not couflict in any re-

spect, und are in no manuner connected.

The incubator. can be made to do service
at any time, while the hen will not
hatch a brood until she is #-inclined.

Then, again, hens do not =1l become

broody at once, hence the chi ks are of
i all ages and sizes until they reach the
| market, and as the hens emay not begin

to incubate before spring, no clicks may
be hatched for the early mu at all.

With the incubator the cas lifferent.

1t can be operated when no other work

is pressing, and the chicks will bring
higher prices because they can be hatch-
ed to reach the market when the de
mand is greatest. Procure the small
size incubator, experiment and learn be-
fore beginning for the season. Begin
ners should invest but little the first
One must learn to manage the
Wfter they are hatched, and there
irn that can only be gain-
nd experience.

Babies in"China.
What we know the least abont in this

country is the Chinese baby.

Here are facts about him: Nearly all
Chinese babies are blondes. All grown-
up Chinamen and Chinese woinen u1e

cided brunettes. It is a freak for

s.ich nobody can account.

The average Chinese baby hasa trans-
| parent rose and white skin, large eyes,

ying from gray and light hazel to
brown, and soft, silky hair that is usu-
ally anburn in color. .

In North China babies are often born
with blue or green eyes and light red
hair.

During the infancy of her child, the
Chinese mother is supreme in the house-
hold.  If John clatters about the house
too much and disturbes the baby, woe
to his pig-tail if his wife can get her
hands on it.

Know What You Want,
The man who begins to breed with the
inteution of getting better stock, and
does not know in just what particular
he 1its to improve them wost, may
be disirous of improvement. but he may
f:ni from not knowing which road he
desires to take or what point he wants to
reach.
Hamilton’s Mayor Fined.
ITAMILTON, Oct. 8.—At Saturday's ses-
sion of the police court Mayor A. D.
Stewart was found guilty of assaulting
costs. On September the mayor in his
capacity secret of the Hamilton
Jockey Club undertook to eject Lottridge
from the elub house the latter

as
because

the club where only members are permit-
ted. Lottridge, who had been drinking,
was in an ugly mood, assumed a pugilistic
tude, whereupon the mayor knocked
down. - Magistrate Jelfs decided that
wyor in his capacity asJockey Club
sect had a right to eject Lottridge if
he was trespassing, bnt should not have
struck the blow complained of.

a
him
the

EARLY CIRCULAT ING LIBRARIEE.

The Popular Institution Has Been in Bx-
istence for Hundreds of Years.

From time immemorial, says All the
Year Round, booksellers’ shops have
been the favorite resort of all touched
with the iove of letters, and in the days
gone Dy, when the art of advertising
was practically unknown. it was only
by frequenting the shops where Looks
were sold that po--ihle purchasers were
able to I-arn what was going on in the
publishing world, to kuow what new
books were in coursz of publication and
to hear and exc 2 the latest literary
These early book lovers. one

iy ( s sure, would be certain to
while nany a leisure hour by
“sampling” the wares on their hosts
counters, and wouM read, or atleast
dip *into, many voluies besides those
they actualiy purchased for more leis-
urely consuwption at home. And hence
might arise, very naturally, the custom

gossip

for a monetary consideration.
the end of Kirkman's “Thracian Won-
der,” published in 1661, the bookseller
makes the following announcement:
“If any gentleman please to repair to
my house aforesaid they may be furn
ished with all manner of English or
French histories, romances or poetry,
which are to be sold or read for reason
able consideration.” Itignotquite clear

books might be taken away to be read,
or whether the reading was to be done
in the bookseller's shop. But that books
might be taken home is evident from
the remark of a character in Nevile's
“Poor Scholar,” printed in 1662. *'Step
to a bookseller's,” he says, ‘‘and give
him this angel, which I'll lend you, for
the use of the many-languaged Bibles
lately publish't for a week. - Their price
is twelve pound. 'When yon have got
them to your study, invite your father
to your chamber, show him your library,
and tell him you are twelve pounda out
of purse for those large volumes.” This
was an ingenious way of getting around
the “relieving officer,” *~—* "t '- -

William Lottridge and was fined §1 and |

wits trespassing on the private quarters of |

of formally lending out books to read |
Thus, at |

from the last few words whether the |

. B "- s  POWELL.
KENDALL'S SPAVIN GURE.
B3 0o Caxwron, Mo., Apr. 3, 'R,
A ey
Bl et

- are

ATHENS

t in an extensive line of lll
le, new and stylish in

Tweods, Worstods, Overcoatings, Bte.

Call and inspect the stock before placing
your order, He guarantees

Custom work will receive prompt and care-
ful attention.

MAIN ST., ATHENS.

He has just
that is servis

¥, P.O.Box3s,

For Sale by all Druggists, or address
Dr. B. J. KENDALL COMPANY,
ENOSBURGH FALLS, VT.

ESTABLISHED 1882

CONFECTIONERY |
4 ;
H. H. Cossitt & Bro.
; (Successor to J. L. Upham)

Fruit £ Commission Merchant

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

BROCKVILLHE ONTARIO

OYSTERS IN SEASON Two (2) Stores—TELEPHONES 244a & 244b

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

Farmers and
i Stock-Feeders

€

It will pay- you to run
your Potatoes, apples, roots,
and pumpkins through a
Little Giant Root Cutter
before feeding.

/_////// ¢ i
= Machines cost only $8
F and will cut a bushel a min-

ute.

G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont,

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL

HAS NO EQUAL. MANUFACTURED BY

McColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine” and beware o
imitations. -

For sale by all leading dealers in the country

3

DESPONDENT, DISEASED MEN.

T. E. GLEASON. €. 0. ROLLINS. G. 0. ROLLINS,

\VZ/

Before Treatment. After Treatment,

Emissions, Varlcocele, Seminal Weakness, Self-Abuse, Syphilis:

| Gleet, Stricture, Unnatural Discharges, Loss of Vital Fluld In

Urine, Impotency, Sexual and Mental Weakness, Kidney
and Biadd :r Diseases Positively CURED OR NO PAY,

16 Years in Detroit. 200,000 Cured.

Young or Middle Yon have lod a gay life or indalged in the vices of early youth. You feel
Aged Man. the 1ptoms stealing over you. Self abuse or later excesses have broken
you are not the man you used to be or
Lustful prac Think of the futore. WIill you heed the
danger signals? Are you ne { weak; despondent and gloomy; specks before eyes;
weak and kidneys irritable; palpitation of heart; dreams nnJ losses at ni i~
ment in urine; weakened manh¢ i es on face; eyes sunken and cheeks hol‘rh
8 memory; careworn expression; V le; tired in morning; lifeless; distrustful; lacl
ergy streng(k and ambition Our Method Treatment will positively cure you. It
make a man of yon and Jife will open wnow.  We guarantec to cure you or refund a/l money pasd.
B#~No names ysed without written $1,000 paid for any case we take and cannot
cure.

SNATCHED FROM THE GRAVE—A Warning From the Livihg.

Emissions At 15 I learnad a bad habit. Had losses for seven years.
Cured. and n tonics by the score, without benefits
A friend who had been cured by Drs, Kennedy & Kergan of a similar diseaso, advised me
to try them. 1 didso. doin twor ths was positively cured. This was eight years
ago. 1am now muarriad aud have two haalthy children.”
C. W. LEWIS, Baginaw, Mich,
Varicocele “Varicocelo, the result of early vice, madoe lifo miserable, I was wesk and neve
ured.  vous, eyes sunken, bashful in'rociety, hair thin, dreams and loeses at night, no
ambition. The “Golden Monitor’” openad my eyos.
Kennedy & Kergan cured me in a few weoks.'
Syphilis ““This terrible blood disense was in my system for eight years. Had taken mer-
ured. cury for two years, but the discase returned. Ejyes red, pimples and blotches on
the &kin, nlcers in the mouth and on tongue, bone pains, falling out of hair, werkness, eto.
My brother, who had been cured of Gleet and Sivicture by Drs, Kennedy & Ker recom-
mended them. They cured me in a fow weeks, and God 1 consulted them. No
return of the disease in six years.” W.P. kson, Mich.
A Minister The Rev, W. I, ks, of Detroit, says: I know of no disease
eaks. the mind, body and soul of young men as that of Belf Abuse. I g:':né:;éomm my
viotims of this lustfal habit to Dra. Kennedy & Kergan for treatment. Ican heartily en-
dorse their Aeie Method Treatment which cured them when all else failed.”
A Doctor “I know nothing in medical science so efficient for the e Syphilis and
Recommends Sezual Dis-ases as t Vew Method 1'reatment of Drs. Konned:r;!?elrgan l;l
it. . cases which h fled scores of physicians were cured in_a few w;wksuni
have seen this with my own ind know it to be a fact.” T. E. ALLISON, M. D,
you been guilty? Ias yonr Blood been diseased? Are you weak? Do you
ire to be a man? Are you contemplating marriags Method Tveas-
| Al

1
Before Treatment.  After Treatm :t.

y and serua
1 harvest.

new.
onsent.

Tried four doctors
I bocame a nervouns.wreck.

The New Methiod Treatment of
1. L. PETERSON, Ionia, Mich,

e? Our N
ures Guaranteed or No Pay. Qonlulhn{m ;':u.

roasomable. i el den Monitor™ (iiustratedy. on Diseases of ‘Mon,  Hav
close postage, two cents. Sealed. 2
g#"No Names used without Written Consent. Private. No Medicine
Sent C. 0. D. No Kames on Boxes or Envelopes. Everything
Confldential. Question List for Home Treatment and
Cost of Treatment, Free.

8 0rs. Kennedy & Kergan, 148 Shelby Street, Detroit, Mich,

Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
| MACHINE OILsS °

' The Best in the World for Fall and Winter use.

? Sold Wholesale only by

‘The Samuel Rogers 0il Co.

|
l Ottawa and Brockville.




