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ATERRIBLE SECRET.

subject ot the late homas Moore and "his
melodies. But the young baronet suddenly
interposed.

“I beg your pardon, Miss Stuart,” he be-
gan_hastily, and in a somewhat nervous
voice ; but there is a subject very near to
my heart on which I should like to speak
to you this evening.”

Trix sat straight up in the stern of the
boat, as if she had been galvanized. Her
heart gave one great ecstatic thump. “Oh,”
thought Miss Stuart, ‘‘he’s going .to pop!
He’s going to pop, as sure as I live !”

There was a pause—unspeakably painful
to Miss Stuart. ‘“Yes, Sir Victor,” she
faltered in her most dulcet and encouraging
accents.

“I had made up my mind not to speak of
it at all,” went on Sir Victor, looking em-
barrassed and rather at a loss for words,
*‘until we reached England. I don’t wish
to be premature. I—I dread a refusal so
unspeakably, that I almost fear to speak at
at all.”

“Good gracious me !” (this is what she
thought) “why don’t he speak out, and not
go beating about the bush in this ridiculous
manner ! What’s he afraid of? Refusal,
indeed ! Stuff and nonsense !”

“It is only of late,” pursued Sir Victor
Catheron, “‘that I have quite realized my
own feelings, and then when I saw the at-
tention paid by ancther, it was my jealousy
first taught me that I loved.”

““He means Captain Hammond,” thought
Trixy ; “he’s jealous of him, as sure us a
gun. How lucky we met him at Macroom.”

*‘And yet,” again resumed the baronet,
with a faint smile, “I don’t quite despair.
1 am sure, Miss Stuvart, I have no real
cause.”

“No-0-0, I think not,” faltered Miss
Stuart.

““And when I address myself to your
father and mother—as I shall very soon—
you think, Miss Stuart, they will also favor
my suit

“They favor his suit?’ thought Trix,
“good Heaven above! was ever earthly
modesty like this young man’s?’ But
aloud, still in the trembling tones befitting
the occasion, *‘I—think so—I know so, Sir
Victor. 1t will be only too much honor,
I'm sure.”

“ And—oh, Miss Stewart—Beatrix—if
you will allow me to call you so—you think
that when I speak—when I ask—I will be
accepted ?”

“He's a fool !” thought Beatrix, with an
inward burst. ‘“A bashful, ridiculous fool !
Why, in the name of all that’s namby-pam-
by, doesn’t he pop the gucs!,inu like a man,
and have done with it'¥" , Bashfulness is all
very well—nobody likes a little of it better
than I do; but there is no use running it into
the ground.”

““You are silent,” pursued Sir Victor.
“Miss Stuart, it is not possible that I am
too late, that ‘there isa previous engage-
ment ?”

Miss Stuart straightened herself up, lifted
her head, and smiled. She smiled in a way
that would have driven a lover straight out
of his senses.

“Call me Beatrix, Sir Victor; I like it
best from my friends—from—from you. No,
there is no previous engagement, and”

A

(archly, this) “I am quite sure Sir Victor |

Catheron need never fear a refusal.”
“Thanks:” And precisely as another
young gentleman was doing in the shadow
of the “Tore,” Sir Victor did in the shadow
of the ‘ Eagle’s Nest.” He lifted his fair
companion’s hand to his lips, and kissed

t

After that of course there was silence.
Trixy’s heart was full of joy—pure, unadul-
terated joy, to l)urslmip Oh, to be out of
this, and able to tell pa and ma, and
Charley, and Edith, and everybody ! Lady
Catheron ! “Beatrix—Lady Catheron !”
No—Ican’t describe Trixy’s feelings. There
are some joys too intense and too sacred for
the Queen’s English, She shut her eyes
and drifted along in that blessed little boat
in a speechless, ecstatic trance.

An hour later, and, as the clocks of Kil-
larney were striking ten, Sir Victor Cath-
eron helped Miss Stuart out of the boat,
and had Jed her up — still silently—to the
hotel. At the entrance he paused, and said
the only disagreeable thing he had utt
to-night. “One last favor, Beatrix,” tak-
ing her hand and gazing at her tenderly, “‘I
must ask. Let what has passed between us
remain between us for a few days longer. I
had rather you did not speak of it even to
your parents. My aunt, who has been more
than a mother to me, is ignorant still of my
feelings—it is her right that I jnform
her first.  Only a few days more, and then
all the world may know.”

«“Very well, Sir Victor,” Beatrix answer-
ed demurely; *‘as you please, of course,
shan’s speak to pa or ma. Good-night, Sir
Victor, good night !”

May I tell it, Miss Stuart actually gave
the baronet’s hand a little squeeze? But
were they not engaged lovers, or as good ?
and isn’t it permitted engaged lovers to
squeeze each other’s right hands? So they
parted. Sir Victor strolled away to smoke
a cigar in the moonlight, and Miss Stuart,
with a beautified face, swept upstairs. Lady
Cathéron, Lady Catheron! Oh, what
would all Fifth Avenue say to this ?

Sleep was out of the question—it was

open to debate whether she would ever
sleep again. She would go and see Edith.
Yes, Edith and Charley had got home be-
fore her—she would go and see Edith.

She opened the door and went in with a
swish of silk and patchouli.
were ualit.

“All in the dark, Dithy, and thinking by
the ‘sweet silver light ot the moon?¥ O

Edie! isn't it just the heavenliest night?”,

“Is that what you came in here to say;
Miss Stuart!”

“Don’t be impatient, there's a dear! I
wanted to tell you how happy I am, and
what a delicious—de-li-ci-ous,” said Trix,
dragging ont the sweet - syllables, **sail Pve
had. O Edié! how I enjoyed myself! Did
you?” .

“Immenhsely?” Edith answered, with
brief bitterness, and something in her tone
made Trixy look at her more closely.

“\’Vhy, idith, I do believe you've been
crying!

“Crying ! Bosh ! Ineverery. I'm
stapid—I'm sleepy—my head aches. Fx-
cunse me, Trix, but 'm going to bed.”

“Wait just one moment. O Edith,”
with a t burst, ‘I can’t keepit! I'll
die if I don't tell somebody. O Edith,
Editb!’winh me joy, Sir Victor has pro-

»

“’I\ri‘!“ e

She conld just say that one woed and

then she sat dumb.
{m, Edith—out in the boat to-night.
0 Edith! P'm so hs¥py— I want te jump—
I want to dance—I feel wild with deli gt !
Just think of ~it—think of it! ixy
Stuart will be My Lady Catheron 1"

She turned of a dead white from brow te
ohin, She sat speechless with the shock—
lnokinq at. Trixy—unable to-speak or move.

most awfully and aggravatingly
"Rl ed ' Beatrix. “‘Conldw’t say
a man and brother, ‘Trixy

will you marry me? but beat about

, and talked of being refused, and
rival, and ing to ma and pa

: 2 we got to Eng-

The candles |

At was

How strangely it sound-
‘her. - Trix, dtzr all, and
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never poken

color had risen like a girl’'s at her com-
had felt his heart bound as she
on hisarm. And it was Trix, after
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CHAPTER VL

And after to-night we will all have a rest.
thank Heaven! and my -pilgrimage wil
come to and end. A fortnight at Powyss
Place before you go up to London, my ‘dea:
Miss Stuart—not a day less.”

Thus Lady Helena Powyss, oight day:
later, seated luxuriously in the first-clas
carriage, and flying along by express trai
between Dublin and Kingston, en route for
Cheshire. s

Captain Hammond was of the party still,
and included in the invitation to Powyse
Place. He sat between Lady Helena and
Sir Victor now—Miss Stewart, in charming
travelling costume, in the sunny seat near
the window. On the opposite seat, at the
extreme end, sat Edith Darrell, her eyes
rivited upon the pages of a book.

Since that night in the boat Miss Stuart
had quietly but resolutely taken entire pos-
session of Sir Victor.

Before she left her room on the ensuing
morning following that never-to-be-forgot-
ten night, Edith had entered and taken
Trix in her arms and kissed her.

I was stupid and out of sorts last night,
Trixy,” she had said. “If T seemed churl-
ish, I ask your pardon, dear, with all my
heart. Iwas surprised—I don’t mind own-
ing that—and perhaps a little, just a little,
envious.. But all that is over now, and I
do wish you joy and happiness from the
bottom of my heart.” .

And she meant it. Against the baronet
himself, she felt anger deep and strong
still. How dared he seek her out as he
had done, select her for his confidante, and
look lpve in fifty different ways, when he
meant to marry Trix? What a fool she
might have made of herself had she been a
whit less proud than she was. Since then
she had avoided him ; in no marked man-
ner, perhaps, but she had avoided him. If
he felt this avoidance, he showed no- sign.
Perhaps he thought Miss Stuart had drop-

ed some hint—girls, despite their promises,
ave been known to do such things—and
this change was becoming maidenly reserve.
Trixy’s unremitting attentions were sister-
| 1y, of course. He felt grateful accordingly,
| and strove to repay her in kind. One other
| thing he observed, too, and with great com-
| placency — the friendship between Miss
f)ﬂrrcll and her cousin Charley had come to
an end. This was as it should be ; certain-
ly Beatrix must have dropped that very
| judicious hint. ¢
|” Two carriages awaited them at the Ches-
| ter station. %nm one entered Mr. and Mrs,
Stuart, Sir Victor, and Beatrix ; into the
other, Lady Helena, Edith, Charley, and
Captain Hammond. They drove away
through quiet, quaint Chester, ‘‘rare old
city of Chester.” Presently an endless
stretch of ivied wall appears in view, in-
closing a primeval forest, it seems to Edith;
and Lady Helena sits up and rubs her eyes,
and says it is Catheron Royals.
| They emerge from the chill darkness of
dawning day into a blaze of light—into a
vast and stately entrance-hall. A long file
of servants are drawn up to receive them.
And “Welcome to Powyss Place,” Lady
Helena says with kind courtesy. ‘I can
only wish your visit may be as pleasant to
you as you made mite in New York.”
| © Without changing their dresses they are
ushered into a lofty and handsome dining-
room. More brilliant lights, more silent,
respectful servants, a round table luxurious-
ly spread. They sit down ; forget they are
| tired and sleepy ; eat, drink, and are merry;
and it is five before they were shown up to
their rcoms. Then, hasty disrobing, hasty
lying down, and all are at peace in the land
of dreams,
|  Next day, about noon, Miss Stuart, click-
| ing along in her narrow-soled, high-heeled
boots, over a polished oaken corridor, lost
her footing, as might be imagined, and

same down, with an unearthly screech, vn
one ankle, Sir Victor was first on the
field, and in Sir Victor’s arms Miss Stuart
was lifted, and borne back to her room.
Luckily it was near, or even" Sir Victor’s
chivalry and muscular development would
not have been equal to it, for Trix was a
“fine woman.” The ankle was bathed and
bandaged, the invalid’s breakfast l)rnu?ht
up—cverything done for her comfort that
it was possible to do; and in the midst of
their fussing, having cried a great deal,
Miss Stuart suddenly dropped off to sleet).
Edith came out of the room looking pale
and tired. In the slippery passage she en-
countered Sir Victor waiting.

“I have waylaid you on purpose, Miss
Darrell,” he said, smiling, “lest you should
meet with a mishap, too. A carpet shall
be placed here immediately. You look

ale—are you ill ?”

I feel well enough; nothing is ever the
matter with me; but I am rather stupid.
Btupidity,” she said, with her old laugh,
“‘is fast becoming my normal state.”

“You will come with me for a walk, will
you not?”’ he asked. ‘‘The park is very
well worth seeing. To-morrow, Miss
Stuart’s sprain _permitting, we shall all

,visit Catherine Royals. Do come, Miss
Darrell; it will do you a world of good.”

She hesitated a moment, then went.
What difference did it make? Trix
wouldn’t be jealous now. ~ What difference
did anything make, for that matter? So
they went on thav fateful walk, that walk
that was to be like no other in all Edith
Darrell’s life.

““This is the Lime Walk—the prettiest at
Powyss Place, to my mind.” This was the
young baronet's first commonplace remark.
““If you will ascend the eminence yonder,
Miss Darrell, I think I can point out Cath-
eron Royals ; that is, if you think it worth
the trouble.”

| It wasall the same to Edith—the Lime
| Walk, the eminence, or any other part of
the park. She took Sir Victor’s arm, as he
seemed to expect it, and went with him
slowly up the elevation.

“It is a wonderfully pretty place.” she
said. I should think you English people,
| whose ancestors, time out of mind, have
| lived and died here, would grow to love
every ivy-clad stone, every brave old tree.
If 1 were not an American girl, I would be
an English miss.”

She laughed and looked up at him, her
spirits rising in the sunshine and the free,
fresh air. His eyes were fixed upon her
face—passionate _admiration, passionate
love, written in them far too plainly forany
girl on earth not to read. ' And yet—he had
proposed to Trix,

“You would? he sageply exclaimed.
“Miss Darrell, do I understand“you to say
you could live in England all your Jife—give
p America and your friends, and pass your
life here ?”

She siirugged her shoulders.

Iy wounld be no great sacrifice. Apart
irom my father there isn’t a soul in all wide
Americg ] care a farthing for, and your
English bomes sre very charming.”

The last barrier bpoke down. He had
not meant to speak—he meant to be
very prudent and formal—te tell Lady
Helena first, to refer the matter to Mr.
Stuart next. Now all prudence and form-
slity were swept away, Her hands were in
nis —ke was speaking with his  whole heart
in every wowd,

“Then stay and shivg an En
share mine Edith, I love yoy-—
you, Fthink, z'no:, I saw yon
you be my wife ?

. Alas fzr Trix!—that was Edith's first
thought. 'Fo bgrst out laughing—that was
Edith’s first inipulse. ~ Not in triumph or

exultation—just at bhis rmnb she folt

ither— the awfal lmch' ¢ Trix had
mfmb‘;:tr bul‘nu_ds s blun ,hﬂm
o
e ¢ id wordas .

T meant fo.bave snoken to Lady Heleua

lish home—
have loved
fiest, Will

P Edith  he oried out, “‘don’t tell we I
am too late—that some one has been before-
me and won your heart. I couldn’t hear
it! Your cousin assured me that when I

the answer wonid be favorable. I
spoke to her that night in Killarney—1 did
not mention ydur name, but she understood
me immediately. I told her I meant to
speak as soon as we reached Emgland. I
asked her if she thonght there was hope for
inel.'land she——" -
he passionute engerness, the passionate
love ln‘é“feﬁ withi:;him checked his words
suddenly. He stopped for a moment and
turned away.

“0 Trixy! Trixy !” was Edith’s thonght;
and ridiculous and out of place as the emo-
tion was, her only desire still was an almost
micontrollable desire to langh outright.
What & horrible—what an  unheard-of
blunder the child had made !

She stood tracing figures on the grass
with the point of her parasol, feelin
strangely apathetic still. If her life
depended on it, she could hardly have ac-
cepted Sir Victor then. By and by she
might feel half wild with exultation—not
now.

He waited for the answer that did not
come. Then he turned from her, pale with
despair.

] see how it is,” he said,  trying, not
quite successfully, to steady his voice ; ‘I
am too late. You love your cousin, and
are engaged to him. I feared it all along.”

The brown starry eyes, lifted slowly from
the grass and looked at him.

“My cousin? You mistake, Sir Victor; I
am engaged to no one. 1”—sheset her lips
suddenly and looked away at the trees and
the turrents of Catheron Royals, shining
in the brilliant sun—*‘I love no one.”

“No one, Edith! Not even me?”

“Not even you, Sir Victor. How could
I? Why should I? I never dreamed of
this,”

“Never dreamed of this!” he repeated, in
amaze; ‘‘when you must have seen—must
have known—"

She interrupted him, a faint smile curling
her lips.

I thought it was Trixy,” she said.

“Miss Stuart! Then she has t«ld you
nothing of that night at Killarney—T[ really
imagined she had.” Miss Stuart his been
my kind friend, my one confident a1 1 sym-
pathizer. - No sister could be kinder in her
encouragement and comfort than she.”

«-Q poor Trix—a sister!” Edith thought,
and in spite of every effort, the laugh she
strove so hard to suppress dimpled the cor-
ners of her mouth. ““Won’t there be a
scene when you hear all this!”

“For pity’s sake, Edith, speak to me!
the young man exclaimed. “I love you—
my {ife will be miserable without you. If

you are free, why may I not hope? See!l
don’t even ask you to love me now. I will
wait ; I will be patient. My love is so great
that it will win yours in return. O darling!
say you will be my wife.”

Her hands were in his. The fervor, the
passion within him almost frightened her.

“Sir Viector, [I—I hardly know what to
say: I wonder that you care for me.
wonder you want to marry me. 1am not
your equal ; I have neither rank, nor wealth,
nor descent. 2

“You have the grace and beauty of a
goddess—the goodness of an angel; I ask
nothing more. You are the mate of a
prince ; and Ilove you. Everything is said
in that.”

*Lady Helena will never consent.”

“Lady Helena will consent to anything
that will make me happy. The whole hap-
Einess or misery of my life lies in your

ands. Don’t say no, Edith—don’t for
Heaven's sake. I could not bear it—I
cannot lose you ; I will not !” he cried al-
most fiercely.

She smiled faintly again, and that lovely
rose-pink blush of hers deepened in her
cheeks. It was very nice indeed to be
woogd in this fiery fashion.

“kortes fortuna juvat,” she said, laugh-
ing. “I learned enough Latin, you see, to
know that fortune assists the brave.
People who won’t take ‘no’ for an answer
must have ‘yes’ of course.”

“And it is ‘yes " Edith—"

“‘Be quiet, Sir Victor, it is not ‘yes’ just
yet, neither is it ‘no.” You must let me
think this over, my head is giddy with
your vehemence. Give me—let me see—
until to-morrow. 1 can’t answer now.”

“But, Edith—"

“That much is due to me,” she interpos-
ed, proudly ; “remember, I have not ex-
pected this. You have surprised me this
morning more than I can say. Iam proud
and grateful for your preference and the
honor you have done me, but—I am honest
with you—I don’t love you.”

“‘But you love no one else.
again, Edith!”

She grew pale suddenly. Againshe look-
ed away from him over the sunlit slopes be-
fore her.

“I am a very selfish and heart]ess sort of
girl, Iam afraid,” she answered. “I don’t
know that it is in me to love any one as I
ought—certainly not as you love me. If
you take me you shall take me at my true
value. I am not an angel—ah, no ; the
farthest in the world from it—the most sel-
fish of the selfish. I like you ‘very much ;
it is not hard to do that. To be your wife
would be my highest honor, but still I must
have time. Come to me to-morrow, Sir
Victor, any time, and you shall have your
answer. Don’t say one word more until
then. Now let us go back.

He bowed and offered his arm. She took
it, and in profound silence they walked
back. The one topic that filled him, heart
and soul,.strength and mind, was forbidden
—it was simply impossible for him to speak
of any other. For Edjth she walked calm-
ly beside him—her mind a serene blank.

They reached Rowyss Place—they enter-
ed the drawip; m. All eyes turned upon
the newcomers,“Trix's with suspicious jeal-
ousy. If Sir Victor were in love with her-
self, was not his fitting place by her side in
this trying hour, instead of meaundering
about with Dithy ? And what business
had Dithy monopolizing another girl's lov-
er? ’

“T think I shall ride over to Drexel
Court between'this and dinner,” Sir Victor
said. “‘I promised Hampton &

Lady Helena laughed and interrupted :

“And Lady Gwendoline is there—I under-
stand. Go by all means, Victor, and give
Gwendoline my love. We shall expect yon
back to dinner.”

The young man colored like a girl. He
glnnce(l uneasily at Edith, but Miss Darrell

ad taken up a photograph book of literary
celebrities, and was immersed therein.

Captain Hammond and Charley betook
themselves to the billiard room. Trixy
turned her suspicious eyes upon her cousin.

“Where were you and Sir Victor all day,
Edith ¢”

“I and - Sir Victor have not been any
where all day, Beatrix. During the last
hour we have been walking in the grounds.”

“What were you talking about ?”

“Many things,” Miss Dairell responded,
promptly. "'Fhv beauty of the prospect—
the comfort of English homes, and the
weather, of course. If I understood short-
hand, and had been aware of your anxiety
on the sabject, I might have taken notes of
pur gonversation for your benefit.”

“Did you talk of me?”

“] believe your name was mentioned.”

“Dith " in a whisper, and raising herself
on her elbow, *‘did Sir Vietor say anything
about—about—you know what ¥’ i

*‘He did not say one word about being in
love with you or marrying you, if that is
what you mean. Now please stop catechis-
ing, and let me look at the pictures.”

Twilight fell —dinner hour came : with it
pir Vietor. He looked pale, anxious, tired,
He answered all his aunt’s inquiries about
the Drexel family in the briefest ible
manner. His over-fond aunt looked at him
a little uneasjly—he was so nunlike himself,

y drew him aside, after dinner,

Tell me that

’u“i‘?&ar. what is the matter? Are you
" ;

“Ii¢ Np, My dear aunt,” smiling,
“don’t wear that alarmed face—there is
pothing the matter with me.”

“There is something the matter with
yon. Yon are pale, you are silent, you eat
nothing. ~ Victor, what igjt?

I will tell you to-morrow,” he answer-

ed  “Spare me-nutil then. 1 am anxious,
bas 5 =

‘to Charley
care for you

I will marry ley, when-
Y e kb

would cast him off-he must,;for the first
time in his hfe, to work—the old
story of pinching and poverty, of darning
and mending, would commente over again
for her, poor food. poor clothes, all the un-
told ugliness and mmy of ury. Love
is a very good and pleasant $hing, but not
when bought at the price- the glory
and pleasuve of the world. - %

She turned from the life she pictured
with a shudder of abhorrence, _She should
say ““ Yes ” to-morrow to Si¥ Victor Cath-
eron. ¢

Then for a moment the thread of thought
broke, and she sat looking blankly out at
the soft spring night. the day she
pledged herself to Sir Victor she must say
good-by forever to Charley—so it began
again.  One house must not contain them
both ; her word, her plight must be kept
bright and unurninheg—Chu-le_v must go.

She rose, feeling cold and cramped—she
undressed with stiffened fingers, and went
to bed. X
_ She slept, deeply, dreamlessly. The sun-
light was pouring into her room, flooding it
with golden radiance, when she awoke.

She sprang up ; her heart gave one bound
of recollection and rapture. Sir Victor
had asked her to be his wife.

Doubt was at an end —hesitation was at
an end.

She sing as she dressed. Not the May
sunshine itself was brighter than her face.
She left. her room, she walked down the cor-
ridor, down the stairs, and out upon the
emerald green lawn.

A well-known figure, in a gray suit, stood
a few yards off, pacing restlessly about and
smoking. He flung away his cigar and hur-
ried up to her. One glance at her smiling
face was enough, his own flushed deep with
rapture.

“I have come for my answer,” he cried.
0 Edith, my darling, don’t let it be ‘No.””

She laughed aloud -at his vehemence—{t
was the sort of wooing she liked.

““1 should like to please you, Sir Victor—
what, then, shall it be ?” .

“Yes! a thousand times, yes! KEdith,
my love—my love—yes !”

She was smiling still—she looked him
frankly in the eyes as no woman on earth,
in such an hour, ever looked at the man she
loved. She laid in his one slim, brown,
ringless hand. 3

*‘Since you wish it so much, Sir Victor,
let it be as you please. Yes !”

CHAPTER VIIL

1t was half-past twelve, by all the clocks
and watches of Powyss Place. Miss Stuart
sat alone, in the pleasant boudoir or sitting-
room, assigned her, her foot on an ottoman,
a novel in her hand, a frown og_ her brow,
and most beautifully dressed. In sdMtar:
state, at half-past ten, she had breakfasted,
waited upon by - the trimmest of English
handmaidens in smiles and lace cap. The
breakfast had been removed for over an
hour, and still Miss Stuart sat alone.

The deor opened and Edith came in. At
all times and inall array, Miss Darrell must
of necessity look handsome.

“Good morning, Trixy,” she said.
is our poor dear ankle?
much, }mhnpe ”

She came up behind Miss Stuart’s chair,
ut her armg' aronnd her neck, stooped
own and kissed her forehead.

““It does hurt,” Trixy responded, crossly.
“I wish I had never had an ankle, sooner
than go spraining it this way. Edith, how
long is it since you got up ?”

*‘Now tor it !” thought Edith, and the
smile she strove to repress, dimpled her
sunny face.

“How. long? Oh, since nine o’clock.
You know I'm not a very early riser.”

“Did you go straight down to breakfast?”

“The breakfast hour was ten. It doesn’t
take me all chat time to dress.”

““Where did you go then ?”’

*I walked in the grounds.”

. “Edith !” with sudden sharpness, ‘‘did
you see Sir Victor ?” !

“Yes, I saw Sir Victor.”

“Where? In the grounds, too?”

“In the grounds, too—smoking a cigar.

““Edith !” the sharpness changing to sus-
icion and alarm.
ictor I”

“I was with, Sir Victor.
Sir Victor was with me.”

“Bother ! Did he ask after me ?”

“Ye-¢-es,” Edith answered, doubtfully,
“*he asked for you, of course.”

““Was that all? He’s a pretty attentive
host, I don’t think,” cried Trixy, with bit-
terness.

“My dearest Trix,” said Edith, strug-
gling with a laugh, ‘‘gentlemen don’t call
upon young ladies in their chambers at
break of day, even though they have a
sprained ankle. It isn’t de rigeur.”

““De rigger be blowed! It isn’t my cham-
ber; it's my private parlor. Edith, upon
your word, did he say anything about—
about—you know what?”

“Marrying you? No, Trixy, not a word.”

She put ier arms closer around poor
Trixy’s neck, and hid her face in Trixy’s
chestnut hair.

“Trix, pet, don't you think there may
have been a little—just a little, misunder-
standing that night at Killarney?”

“Misunderstanding! I don’t understand
you, Edith,” Miss Stuart exclaimed, in in-
creasing alarm, ‘‘For goodness sake come
round where I can see you, and don’t stand
there like a ‘Get thee behind me, Satan.” I
like to look people in the face when I talk
to them.”

“In one moment, dear; please don’t be
cross. Iam afraid to tell you. Trix, there
was a misunderstanding that night.”

I don’t see how ; I don’t believe there
was. Edith Darrell, wiat do_you mean *”

“There was a misunderstanding, I repeat.
He means to speak to your father and
mother to-day, but—not about you.”

“Edith ?” " Trix half sprung up, pale as
death and with flashing eyes, ‘‘What do
you mean?. Speak out, I tell you ! B

‘0 Trix. There has been a horrid mis-
take. All the timein that boat on Killar-
ney lake he was talking of—me !” ’

“Of—you!” The two words drop from
Trixy’s ashen lips. %

“Of me, dear, and he thinks at this
moment that you understood him so.
Trixy—don’t be angry with me—how could
I help it—he proposed to me yesterday
afternoon.” s

“Proposed to you yesterday afternoon !
Trix repeats the words like one who has
been stnnned by a blow, in a dazed sort
of tonme. “And you — refused him,
Edith v

“ Accepted him, Trixy. y
Sir Victor Catheron this morning in

grounds !”

Then there was a pause, Beatrix Stuart
sat white to the lips, with anger, mortifica-
; Then she

tion, amage, disappo 1 bt

‘“How
It doesn’t hurt

“You were with Sir

That is to say,

T said yes to
the

intment.
covered her face with her hands,
into a vehument floods of tears. :

“ Trix | “dear Trix ! Edith exclmmed,.
shocked and pained ; “good Heaven, don’t
cry! Trix, dearest, I never knew you were
in'love with him.” / i 2

* Tn love with him ¥ cried Trix, looking
up, her eyes flashing through her tears,
“‘the odious little wishy-washy, drawvling
coxcomb! No, I'm not in love with him—
not likely—hut what business had he to go
mkingdlihki: that, .-:li h:mming. '1“:; l;m;
ing, an ting, and—oh!” cried Trix,
g ﬁninng'r W1 ghould like o
tear his outf]

W1 dace say yo would—the desiro s both

' you 8o,
life without you, ;’t worth the

about a mile east of St. ; Al
‘present he is operating the Patten
‘Mills and is well known and" re-pected
‘in the neighborhood. In order to
gain all the information possible con-
cerning the circumstances of the cure,’
# representative of the Courier pro-
‘geeded thither to investigate the case.
‘Mr. Adams was found at work in his
'mill. . He is a man of about thirty-five,
healthy and vigorous, a man whom one |
would not suspect of having had any
ailment. When interviewed he che r-
fully made the following statement :
“About three years ago when at work
at my trade I contracted, through over-
exposure, a severe attack of muscular
rh tism, which confined me to the
house for three weeks, during which
time I suffered the most excruciating
pain, being hardly able to move. I
was 8o bad that I could not lie down,
bad to just let myself fall into bed.
When attempting to rise 1 had to turn
over upon my face and crawl up, there
being only one positiof from which iv
was possible to rise,. I would have
given anything at this time in order to
secure relief. My first thonght was to
call in a regular practitioner, so I pro-
cuved one of the best physicians in the
neighborhood, but he did not seem to
get control of the malady.  After
treating me for some time he left of his
own accord saying he could do nothing
for me. About this time a friend of
mine persuaded me to try Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills.  Finally, I decided
to give them a trial, I soon experi-
enced a decided improvement and was
mending rapidly, the terrible pain left
me and I had considerable relief and
was able to get around with the use of
a crutch. After the further use of the
Pink Pills I was so far recovered as to
be able to resume work and since that
time have been free from the com-
plaint. T do not now feel any of the
soreness and stiffness of the joints, I
can get right up in the morning and go
off to work without any feeling of
uneasiness whatever. 1 have every
confidence in Pink Pills and heartily
recommend them. I believe them a
good thing to take at any time to get
the blood into good condition and if I
felt any illness coming on I would,
instead of calling a doctor, send at
once for a box of Pink Pills.

When strong tributes 28 these can
be had to the wonderful merits of Pink
Pills, it is little wonder that their
sales reach such enormous proportions,
and that they are the favorite remedy
with all classes. Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills contain the elements necessary to
give new life and richness to the blood
and restore shattered nerves, They
are an unfailing specific for locomotor
ataxia, partial paralysis, St. Vitus
dance, sciatica, neuralgia, rheumatism,
nervous headache, the atter effects of
la grippe, pulpital.ion of the heart,
iervous prostration, all diseases de-
pending upon vitiated humors in the
blood, such as scrofula, chronic ery-
sipelas, etc. They are also a specific
for troubles peculiar to females, such
as suppressions, irregularities and all
forms of weakness. In men they
effect a radical cure in all troubles aris-
ing from mental worry, overwork, or
excesses Of al\y nature.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are wanu-
factured by the Dr. Williums'  Medi-
cine Company, Brockville, Ont., and
Schenectady, N.Y., and sold in boxes
(never in lovse form by the dozen or
hundred, and the puilic are cautioned
against numerous imitations sold in
this shape), at b0c. a box, or six boxes
for $2.50, and may, be had of all drug-
gists, or divect by mail from Dr.
Williams' Medicine Company at either
address.

RuEuMATISM CURED IN A Dav.—
South American Rheanmatic Cure, for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically
cures in 1 to 3 days. Its action upon
the system is remarkable and mys
terious. Itremovesat once the cause
and the disease immediately disappears.
The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggisv.

A Boox To HorseMeEN.—Ore bettle
of English Spavin Liniment completely
removed a curb from my horse. T
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, ¢plints, curbs, sweeny, stifles
and sprains. GEorGE Ross, Farmer.
Markham, Ont.  Sold by J. ¥. Lamb.

Keuier 18 Six Hours.—Distress-
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re-
lieved in six hours by the “New
Great South 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 passages in
male or female, It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. If you want quick
relief and cure this is your remedy.
Sold by J. P. Lamb, druggist.

Heart Discase Relieved in 30 Minutes

Dr. Agnew's Cure for the Heart
gives perfect relief in all cases of
Organic or Sympathetic 1iart disease
in 30 minutes, and specdily effects a
cure. It is a peprless remcdy {o Pals
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother:
ing Spelle, Pain in Left Side aud all
symptoms of a Diztressed Heart. Oue
dose convinces. - Scld by J. P. Lamb.

16 Years of Itching.

¢+ Wm Golding. commercial traveller,
130 Esther st. Toronto; says: For 15
years I suffered untold misery from
Ttching Piles, sometimes called pin
worms.. Many and many weeks have
T had to Jay off the road from this
trouble. T tried eight other pile oint-
ments and so called remedies with no
permament relief to the intense itching
and stinging, which irpitated by
geratching would bleed and  ulcerate,

One half a box of Chase's QOintment

most grateful to it. One morning, just

after recovering from a debauch that’

tod sixteen days, he was seized wath

in his side. He was sober, but

£

avul sent for his physician,. The-doctor

toid him he had pnenmonia. kept him

in: bed and sent him a nurse, a very
ugly woman,

Now listen to the artist, who, itis
necessary to say, is now & very moder-
ate drinker, and who was entirely
sober when he related these facts yes:
torday:

~'On the evening of the third day I
had been in bed I began to spe things.
I was not in delirium, for I recognized
my nurse, and said to her, ‘Every time
I shut my eyes I see the most beautiful
things. I'll tell you about them,’

“I closed my eyes and there appeared
before me a number of most beautiful
Amazons. Their gorgeous costumes
made up a charming scheme of colors.
They marched down a brilliantly illum-
icated flight of palace stairs and disap-
peaved. Then it seemed to me that I
wiis in an underground passage of some
kind. Before me passed representatives
of every grade of sociefy, from the high-
est to the lowest. The members of each
group wore the clothes appropriate to
their station, and as they passed me
they sang songs typical of their standing
in society. But of a sudden they were
swept out of my disordered view.

“Then I thought I was in an elevator.
Up, up, up I went. The elevator man
wore a green uniform and wade faces at
me. At last I aligated in a vast circu-
lar hall. In the centre of it was a pit
fifty feet in diameter. In the middle of
the pit was a big shaft of greeuish steel,
aroand which an endless spiral always
revolved downward. On the spiral
thousands of men, grasping it, were
‘skinning the cat.” One of them yelled
at we, ‘Jump on and join us." I made
a spring, caring nothing for the depth
that yawned under mre, and caught the
spiral. Then I, too, began to ‘skin the
cat,’” deseending lower, lower, lotver.

“At last I reached the bottow of the
pit. There was a grotto, in which was
a waterfall that froze as it fell Around
tho waterfall hundreds of tourists were
standing., All of them wore linen dus-
ters. A bridge crossed the waterfall.
1t was cased in ice, for the spray froze
on everything it touched. All at once
I heard the sound of wheels, and a
little wagon came rattling across the
bridge. Four little old men were in it,
gay old boys, their whiskers brushed
well out.

* ‘Hello," one of them yelled, ‘aren’t
you poing to join us in the game?

**Where is it?' I asked.

“ “Why, over there in the ice palace.
It's a game of freeze out,” he cried, and
the wagon scuttled off again,

*1 crossed the bridge in the rain of
cold stray. When I reached the other
gide an attendant stopped me.

* ‘You must go right back to your
pedestal in the ice palace,” he said,
sternly.

“Being enveloped in ice, it was plain
that he mistook me for one of the ex-
hibvits in the palace. I was about to ex-
plain when palace, bridge, everything
melted into one vast flod that swept me
away.

“Then I thought I was in bed at
home. Before me sat, cross-legged, a
tremendous sheik, with one eye in the
widdle of his forehead. Suddenly thou-
sands of little Qrientals with long black
hair appeared upon the floor. Each was
about a foot high and each carried a
eword. They fought, cutting down each
ot rer from the head to the middle. As
they fought, the big sheik took from his
pckets innumerable cockroaches and
gallinippers, and, pairing them off,
placed them on the floor. There they
fought, too, either killing each other or
dying under the heels of the pigmy com-
batants.

“I opened my eyes. My physician,
who had been sent for, stood by my
bed. I knew him and saluted him.

“‘Doctor,’ said I, ‘this place is full of
insecis. They're crawling all over me.’

I pulled up the corner of the dress-
ing gown I wore and pulled fromn under
it varions snakes I saw there. I have
been a student of natural history.

““This,” I said, lifting up one snake,
Yis a native bf the East Indies; he's one
of the horned vipers. His bite is deadly.
This,” taking up another, ‘‘is a boa con-
strictor. You see, he is not heavy. He
only weighs forty pounds, but he could
easily crush an antelope.’

“The doctor spoke soothingly to me.
1lay down, I looked at my nurse and
recognized her, but as I looked at her
her face.changed to the sinister face of
aman, who scowled at me as if he
would murder me. I must have been
coming to my senses. As I looked
around my room I saw the chairs, my
drawing table, the pictures, the burcau,
but if I fixed my eyes on them horible
shapes, fearful apparitions evolved
theisselves from tliem and grinned at
me. 1 feil asleep at last! When I
awo':e my head was clear, the visions
no longer appeared.

« I have not secn them since. I don't
wart ti sce them again. Bu-u-r-rh!”

At Coi i< Ohio;Rutherford B, Hayea,
son of the lawe ex-President Hayes, was
married Friday to Miss Lucy Platt, of
Columbus.

An Englizh syndicate has purchased the
Sultana and Ophir gold mines, two of the
richest properties in the Lake of - the
Woods district.

John Kelly, a Kingston butcher, aged
55, yesterday fell dead at the threshold of
the residence of Dr. Wood, whom he was
about to consult. 8

Mr. W. M. Robson, merchant, has been
elected first deputy reeve of Lindsay, in
room of the late R. N. Johnston, G.T.R.
engineer, killéd at Fraserville,

Dr. H. T, Heimbold, the famious patent
medicine man and one time millionaire,
died at the State Asylum for the Insane at
Trenton, N.J., aged about 56,

A Buffalo despatch says between 2,000
and 3,000 aliens have become citizens of the
United States and of that city since June
1, by process of naturalization.

Rev. S. Reynolds Hole, D.D., Dean of
Rochester, England, arrived on the Majes:
tic on a lecture tour, which will include
all the larger cities of the United States.

Hon. Edward Blake addregesd a, large
audience in Philadelphia Friday nighton
“The Irish National Federation,” and
appealed for funds. when, $3.825 was raiged.

Thomas Barnes .of Toronta Junction
‘Wednesday morning shot James Crow-
thers, "Barnes diseoveped Crowthers and
twa others robbing his “store. The hurg-
larsopened fire on Barnes, who returned
the fire, hitting Crowthers in the chest and
hip, Crowthers may die. The other two

. cared xie completely. <

burglars were arrested. ,
BOUATIR

1 4
btfully nervous. He took to his bed |

i

CONFECTIONERY ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
BROCKVILLE ONTARIO

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

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

%€

Farmers and
Stock-Feeders

Fe

It will pay you to run
Y your Potatoes, apples, roots

and pumpkins through" a
Little Giant Root Cutter

before feeding.

Machines cost only $8
and will cut a bushel a min-
ute,

Al

@. P.#MoNish, Lyn, Ont,

- THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL
The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.
McCOLL’S CYLINDER OI1L,

HAS NO EQUAL. MANUFACTURED BY

MeColl - Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine” and beware of
e imitations.
For sale by allleading dealers in the country

aricocele, Emissions, Nervous Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet,

Stricture, Syphilis, Unnatural Discharges, Self Abuse,
Kidney and Bladder Diseases Positively Cured by

; The New Method Treatment-f Wonderful Discovery

E&You can Depoeit the Money in Your Bank or with Your Postmaster
to be paid us afier you are CURED under a written Guarantee!

Self Abuse, Ercestes and Blood Diseases have wrecked the lives of thousands of young
® and ml‘lddlrs aged men. The farm, the workshop, the Sunday school, the om:: the tonlI:
sions—all have its victims. You g man, if you have been indiscreet, beware of the ?nmn.
| Middle aged men, you aro growing'lxremutumlswenk and old, both sex and p ulﬁ
Consult us bafore too late. NO NAMES USED WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. Confidential.

VARICOCELE, EMISSIONS AND SYPHILIS CURED,
W. 8. COLLINS, W. S. Collins, of Saginaw, Speaks. W. 8. COLLI
“Iam 29. At 15 Ilearned a bad habit which I contin. G
ued till 19, I then became *‘ane of the bo-s" and led a (2= )
gay life, Exposure produced Syphilis, I 0 nerv-
ous and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyes
red, sunken and blur; pimples on face; hair loose, bone
pains; weak back; varicocele; dreams and losses at
night; wonklpm-la; deposit in urine, ete. I spent hun-
dreds of dollars without help, and was contemplati
snicido when a friend recommend: rs. Kenned,
Kergan's Mew Method Treatment. Thank G I
tried it. In two months I was cured. This was six
years ngo, and never had a retnrn, Was married two
i N years ago and all happy. Boys, try Drs, Kennedy & Ker-
BEFOLRE TREATM'T gan beiore giving up hope.”

8, A. TONTON, Seminal Weakness, Impotency and
T Varicocele Cured.

" “When T consulted Drs. Kennedy & Kerzan, I hed
5 little hope. I was surprised. 'Their new Method Treat-
l/ ment improved me the first week. Emissions ceased,
r nerves beoame strong, pains disappeared, hair grew in
aganin, eyes became bright, cheerful in company and
strong sexually, Having tried many Quacks, I can
heartily recommend Drs, Kennedy & Kergan as reliable

. BSpecialists. They treated me honorably and eki i

i T, P. EMERSON. A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life.
1. P. Emerson Has a Narrow Escape.

Y1 live on the farm. At school I learned an earl:
fabit, which weakened me physically, sexually an
mentally. Family Doctors said I was going into
“decline” (Consumptiond., Finally ‘1‘?

y Drs, Kennody & Kergan fell in-
Canso, Belf

AFTER TREATM'T,
T. P. EMERSON,
==

Monitor," edited b;
ds. I learned the Zruth and
sap my vitality., I took the New
Method Treatment and was cured. My friends think I
was cured of Consumption. I have sent them many
atients, all of whom were cured. Their New
Miilla Method Treatment supplies vigor, vitality and man.
BEFORE TREATM'T, hood.” A¥TER TREATMENT,

im? H mar-
READER | A2 e nila] bien dissacals Haro Jon Sontemplating tur:

New Method Treatment will cure you. What it has done for otﬁem it will do for you
OURES GUARANTEED OR NO PAY

16 Years in Detroit. 160,000 Cured. No Risk.

Consultation Free, No matter who has treated you, write for an honest opinion

Preo of charge. Charges réasonable. Books Free —“The Golden Monitor” (illpr,

tra xy"-nnomﬁwnlv?t vé\en(J Slg‘(a‘xuwp(lmmﬁwbvonw. Bealed, E
- AME! 2 T WRITTE

VATE. No medicine sent C. O. D. No names iy, E'g':‘.n'\’,zf:

opes. Evs?thlnﬂ confidential. Question list and cost of Treat-

ment, FRE! ,

DRS. KENNEDY

. Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

The Best in the World for Fall and Winter uges
' Sold Wholesale only by dae

The Samuel Rogers 0il Co.

AND

Ottawa and Brockville.

Fruit & Commission Merchant
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