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. happy, Bliilh ; 

Gather on, yon ewiïl
___I riinm;:
yon dear old darling, just like a sister.”

She flung her arm» around Edith's ne-.-k, 
and gave her a rapturous hug. Edith Dar
rell unclasped her arm» and pushed her

»Tuesday Afternoon and when I'm 
and live

I of a Oreai
mit of t i mt.iWMût .1 YouBY------

Bri
Lsm—Would Have Otvea , 8-akee.

letters would 
i les» though

- • ■ mightbeabonùwvuwL He, 
be of gold and roses; none tt 
would they be letters.

Upon going to her room that night Edith 
Darrell did not go to bed. She put the 
lights away on the toilet-table in the dress
ing room, wrapped something around her 
ana sat down by the window to think it

place ; it might be her home for life- 
who, in oik* sense, was homeless.- 
net stood beside her, offering her rank u»d 
wealth—she, penniless, pedigreeless Euith 
Darrell ! All thud reams of life were being 
revised, and in this hour she felt neither 
triumph nor elation. She stood and liken
ed, the sunlight on her graveiy beautiful 
face, with vague wonder at herself for her
,P-Eâith !" he crie* out, “don’t tell 
am too late—that some one has been before 
me and won your heart. I couldn’t l>ear 
it 1 Your cousin assured me that when I 
■poke the answer would be favorable. I 
spoke to her that night in Killarney—1 did 
not mention ybur name, but she understood 
me immediately. I told her I meant to 
speak as soon as we reached England, 
asked her if she thought there was hope for 
me, and she---- -ttheeeeeewismmiepeeisJ

The paiiioziute eagerness, the passionate 
love and fe* within him checked his words 
suddenly. He stopped for a jnoment and 
turned away.

“Ü Trixv 1 Trixy !” was Edith’s thought; 
and ridiculous and out of p)»ce as the eino- 

ae, her only desire still was an almost 
uncontrollable desire to langh outright. 
What a horrible—what an unheard-of 
blander the child had made !

She stood tracing tigur 
with the point of her

/of lee end Toying WithB. LOYJ0RIN mHe Wu rmof
Anythin* to Soearo BoUef-How » 

Wee Brought About.
Brantford Courier.

^ tired, 
ed from head

“Bu/won't yon say something, Dithy ? 
Won’t you wish me joy !”

“I—wish—you joy.
Her tips kept that strange feeling of stifF- 

—her face had lost every trace of color. 
Oh, to be alone and free from Trix !

“You say it as if you didn’t mean it,” 
said Trix indignantly, getting up and mov
ing to the door. “You look half-frozen, 
and as white as a sheet I should advise 
you to shut the window and go to bed.”

She was gone. Edith drew a long breath 
—a long, tired, heavy sigh. So ! that was 
over—and it was Trix, after all

Trix after all ! How strangely it sound
ed—it stunned her. Trix, after all, and 
she had made sufe it was to be herself. He 
had looked at her, he had spoken to her, as 
,he had never looked or spoken to Trix. 
His color had risen like a girl’s at her com
ing—she had felt his heart bound as she 
leaned on his arm. And it was Trix, after

Physiologists, alienists and those whb 
advocate temperance in the use of strong 
drink will lie greatly interested in this 
narrative. It is the description by a 
well known artist of the visions that 
came to him during an attack of deli
rium tremens, says the New York 
World. The name of this artist, of 
«ourse, cannot be made public.

The artist is now twenty-eight years 
old. pe was born in this city. He is 
of n lively, humorous temperament He 
has drunk strong liquor for twelve 
years. He began by drinking beer and 
cultivated hie palate until alcohol was 
most grateful to it One morning, just 
«fter recovering from a debauch that 
ln&tfd sixteen days, he was seized with 
a in his side. He was sober, but 
frightfully nervous. He took to his bed 
n .<[ sent for his physician. The-doctor 
toid him he had pneumonia, kept him 
in bed and sent him a nurse, a very 
ugly woman.

Now listen to the artist, who, it is 
necessary to say, is now a very moder
ate drinker, and who was entirely 
sober when he related these facts yes-
t-'Viiay:

• On the evening of the third day I 
had been in bed I began to see 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- 
ii.ftivd flight of palace stairs and disap
peared. Then it seemed to me that I 
wns in an underground passage of some 
kind. Before me passed representatives 
of every grade of society, 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 1 went. The elevator man 
wore a green uniform and made faces at 
me. At last 1 aligated in a vast circu
lar ball. In the centre of it was a pit 
fifty feet in diameter. In the middle of 
the pit was a big shaft of greenish steel, 
around which an endless spiral always 
revolved downward. On the spiral 
thousands of men, grasping it, were 
‘skinning the cat.’ One of them yelled 
at me, ‘Jump on and join us.' I made 
a spring, caring nothing for the depth 
that yawned under me, and caught the 
spiral. Then I, too, began to ’skin the 
cat,’ descending lower, lower, lofoer.

“At last I reached the bottom of the 
pit. There was a grotto, in which was 
a waterfall that froze as it fell Around 
tbo waterfall hundreds of tourists were 
standing.. All of them wore linen dus
ters. A bridge crossed the waterfall. 
It 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, 
gav old boys, their whiskers brushed 
well out.

“ ’Hello, ’ one of them yelled, ’aren’t 
you going to join us in the game?’

“ ’ \V here 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 
side 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
hibits in the palace. I was about to ex 
plain when palace, bridge, everything 
melted into one vast flood that swept me

“Then I thought I was in bed at 
home. Before me sat, cross-legged, a 
tremendous sheik, with one eye in the 
middle of his forehead. Suddenly thou
sands of little Orientals with long black 
hair appeared upon the floor. Each was 
about a foot high and each carried a 
sword. They fought, cutting down each 
ot lev from the head to the middle. As 
they fought, the big sheik took from his 
p ickets 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 ray eyes. My physician, 
who had been sent for, stood by my 
bed. I knew him and saluted him. 

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— *• -Doctor,’ said I, 'this place is full of
South American Rheumatic Cure, for insec-s. They’re crawling all over me.’ 
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically ‘T pulled up the corner of the dress- 
cures in 1 to 3 days. Its action upon ing gown*I wore and pulled from under 
i he system is remarkable and mys- it various snakes I saw there. I have 
terious. It removes at once the cause been a student of natural history, 
and the disease immediately disappears. " 'This.' I said, hftmg np one snake
m, o , , __(i. 7c ‘is a native bf the East Indies ; he a oneThe first dose greatly henebts. 75 0‘f the horned viperB. His bite is deadly.
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist. This,' taking up another, “is a boa con-

. ,, TT ___ stricter. You see, he is not heavy. He
ct BvTaT0 ?°?8E“ only weighs forty pounds, but he could

of English Spavin Liniment completely eaa(]y crnah an antelope. ■
removed a curb from my horse. 1 “The doctor spoke soothingly to me. 
take pleasure in recommending the j jay down, I looked at my nurse and 
remedy, as it acts with mysterious recognized her, but as I looked at her 
promptness in the removal from horses her face changed to the sinister face of 
of hard, soft or calloused lumps, blood a man, who scowled at me ns if he 
spavin, splints, curbs, sweeny, stifles would murder me. I must have been 
and sprains. George Robb, Farmer, coming to my senses.
Markham, Ont. Sold by J. t. Lamb, around my room I saw the chairs, my

drawing table, the pictures, the bureau, 
but if I fixed my eyes on them lion ible 

Relief in Six Hours.—-Distress- Bt,apeB fearful apparitions evolved 
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re- tbeuifflves from them and grinned at 
lieved in six hours by the “New me I fell asleep at last! When I 
Great South American Kidney Cure.” awo!:e my head was clear, the visions 
This new remedy is a great surprise no longer appeared, 
and delight to physicians on account of ’ I have not seen them since. I don t 
its exceeding promptness in relieving want t. see them again. Bn-n-r r hi 
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.
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A brief statement in respect to the 

recovery of Mr. Thomas Adams, of St. 
George, will no doubt be of comtider- 
able interest to sufferipg humanity in 
general and particularly to those who 
may profit somewhat by the ex|ierience 
hereinafter set forth. Mr. Adams is a 
stone mason by trade and resides 
about a mile east of 8t. George. At 
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,' 
a representative of the Courier pro
ceeded 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 hud any 
ailmeht. 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 
rheumatism, 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 so bad that I could not lie down, 
had to just let myself fall into lied. 
When attempting to rise 1 bad to turn 
over upon my face and crawl up, there 
being only one positioù from which it 
was possible to rise. I would have 
given anything at this lime in order to 
secure relief. My first th-Might was to 
call in a regular practitioner, so I pro
cured one of the best physicians in the 
neighborhood, but he did not seem to 
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truly, ubas. Penes,

out. KShould she marry Sir Victor Catheron, or 
should she not!

She cared nothing for him—nothing 
whatever—very likely she never would. 
She loved Charlie Stuart with all the power 
of her heart, and just at present it seemed 
to her she always mast. That was how the 
problem stood.
, If she married Sir Victor, rank and wealth 

beyond all her dreams would be hers, a life 
of luxury, all the joys and delights great 
wealth can bring. She liked pleasure, 
luxury, beauty, rank. For love—well, Sir 
Victor loved her, and for a woman it is 
always better, safer, to be loved than to

phase of the case. Here 
She might go to Charley 

and say. “Look here—I care for you so 
ich, that life without you, isn’t worth the 

living. I will marry you, Charley, when
ever you like.” He would make her his 
wife. Alone in darkness, heç heart thrilled 
as she thought of it—and the intenest joy 
of life would be hers fer a while. For a 
while. They would be poor—his father 
would cast him offr-he must,#for the first 
time in his life, begin to work—the old 
story of pinchihg and poverty, of darning 
and mending, would commence over again 
for her, poor food, poor clothes, all the un
told ugliness and misery of penury. Love 
is a very good and pleasant tiling, but not 
when bought at the price o| all the glory 
and pleasure of the world.

She turned from the life she pictured 
with a shudder of abhorrence. She should 
say “ Yea ” to-morrow to Sir Victor Cath-

Then for a moment the thread of thought 
broke, and she sat looking blankly out at 
the soft spring night. On 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 untarnished-^harlev must go.

She rose, feeling cold and cramped—she 
undressed with stiffened
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CHAPTER VL

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

Thus Lady Helena Powyas, eight day» 
later, seated luxuriously in the nrst-clas* 
carriage, and flying along by express trail 
between Dublin and Kingston, en route for 
Cheshire. _

Captain Hammond was of the party still, 
and included in the invitation to Powys* 
Place. He eat 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 ensuin 
morning following 
ten night, Edith 
Trix in her arms and kissed her.

“I was stupid and out of sorts last night, 
Trixv,” she had said. “If I seemed churl
ish, I ask your pardon, dear, with all my 
heart. I was 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 happtileSs from the 
bottom of my heart.” ,v

And she meant it. Against the baronet 
himself, she felt anger deep and strong 
still. How dared he seek — — — — 
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 
wtnt less proud than she was. Since then 
she had avoided him ; in no marked man
ner, perhaps, but she had avoided him. If 

felt this avoidance, he showed no sign. 
Perhaps he thought Miss Stuart had drop- 

1 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
ly, 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 
Darrell and her cousin Charley had come to 

my suit r' an end. This was as it should be ; certain-
“They favor his suit?” thought Trix, ly Beatrix must have dropped that very 

‘•good Heaven above ! was ever earthly judicious hint. »
modesty like this young man’s?” But Two carnages awaited them at the Clies- 
aloud, still in the trembling tones befitting ter station. Into one entered Mr. and Mrs. 
the occasion, “I—think so—I know so, Sir Stuart, Sir Victor, and Beatrix ; into the 
Victor. It will be only too much honor, other, Lady Helena, Edith, Charley, and 
I'm sure” Captain Hammond. They drove away

“ And—oh, Miss Stewart—Beatrix—if through ouiet, quaint Chester, “rare old 
i you will allow me to call you so—you think city of Chester.’ Presently an endless 

that when I speak—when I ask—I will be stretch of ivied wall appears m view, in- 
accepted closing a primeval forest, it seems to Edith;

“He’s a fool !” thought Beatrix, with an and Lady Helena sits up and rubs her eyes, 
inward burst. “A bashful, ridiculous fool ! , and says it is Catheron Royals.
Why, in the name of all that’s namby-pam- They emerge from the chill darkness of 
by, doesn't he pop the question like a man, dawning day into a blaze of light—into a 
and have done with it r , Bashfulness is all „ vast and stately entrance-hall. A long file 
very well—nobody likes a little of it better of .servante are drawn up to receive, them, 
than I do; but there is no use running it into And “Welcome to Powyss 1 lace, Lady 
the ground ” Helena says with kind courtesy. 1 can

“You are silent,” pursued Sir Victor. ] only wish your visit may he as pleasa 
“Miss Stuart, it is not possible that I am you as you made mine in New York, 
too late, that1 there is a previous engage- Without changing their dresses they are 
ment *» ° ushered into a lofty and handsome dining-

Miss Stuart straightened herself up, lifted ! room. More brilliant lights, more silent, 
her head, and smiled. She smiled in a way respectful servants, a round table luxurious, 
that would have driven a lover straight out ly spread. They sit down ; forget .hey are

! tired and sleepy ; eat, drink, and are merry; 
, it. ! and it is five before they were shown up to 

icn, hasty disrobing, hasty 
all are at peace in the land

res on the grass 
parasol, feeling 
if her life had 
hardly have ac- 

aud by sheIITERRIBLE SECRET. still.gely apathetic 
depended on it, she could hi 
oepted Sir Victor then. By auu oy sue 
might feel half wild with exultation—not 
now.

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

%»
(Successor to J. L. Up hunt)

Fruit f Commission Merchant iusubject oi toe late Thomas 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
------ u this evening.”

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

There was a pause—unspeakably pàinful 
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.”

despair.
“I see h it is,” he said, trying, not 

quite successfully, to steady his voice ; “I 
am too late. You lové your cousin, and 

ed to him. I feared it all along. ” 
lifted slowly from

WHOLESALE ANII RETAIL /

ONTTAlRIOBROCKVILLEare engage 
The broi wn starry eyes, 

the grass and looked at him.
“My cousin? You mistake, Sir Victor; I 

am engaged to no one. 1”—she set her lips 
suddenly and looked away at the trees and 
the torrents of Catheron Royals, shining 
in the brilliant sun—“I love no one.”

OYSTERS IN SEASON Twô (2) Storks—Telephones 244» & 244b

to pop !

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS“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 
must have seen—must

>g
t-that never-to-be-fo 

had entered and s;
fingers, and went get control of the malady, 

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 pa«n 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. 1 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 as these can 
be had to the wonderful merits of Pink 
Pills, it is little wonder that their 
sales reach such enormous proi>ortions, 
and that they are the favorite remedy 
with all classes.
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 a’tter effects of 
la grippe, palpitation of the h^art, 

/nervous 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 any nature.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are manu
factured by the Dr. Williams’ Medi
cine Company, Brock ville, Ont., and 
Schenectady, N.Y., and sold in boxes 
(never in loose form by the doz’.*n or 
hundred, and the public are cautioned 
against numerous imitations sold in 
this shape), at 50c. a box, or six boxes 
for $2.50, and mayvbe had of all drug
gists, or direct by mail from Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Company at either 
address.

amaze; “when you
have known----- ”

She interrupted him, a faint smile curling 
her lips.

“I too 
“Miss

She slept, deeply, dreamlessly. The sun
light was pouring into her room, flooding it 
with golden radiance, when she awoke.

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

Doubt was at an end—hesitation

She sang 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 gre

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 heh One glance at her smiling 
face was enough, his own flushed deep with 
rapture.

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

She laughed aloud at his vehemence—ft 
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 ! Edith, 
my love—my love—yes !”

She wa« 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.

“Since you wish it 
let it he as you please. Yes 1’

Farmers andglglught it was Trixy,” she saicL 
Stuart! Then she has t< Id you 

nothing of that night at Killarney—t really 
imagined she had. Miss Stuart hi s been 
my kind friend, my one confident ai 1 sym
pathizer. No sister could he kinder in her 
encouragement and comfort than she. ”

“0 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 

me when you hear all this!”
“For pity*s sake, Edith, speak to me !’ 

the young man exclaimed. “I love you— 
my life will be miserable without you. If
you are free, why may I not hope ? See ! I 
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 Victor, I—I hardly know what to 
say.- I wonder that you care for me. I 
wonder you want to marry me. 1 am not 

I have neither rank, nor wealth,

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

“It is only of lato,” pursued Sir Victor 
Catheron, “that I have quite realized my 
own feelings, and then when I saw the at
tention paid by another, it was my jealousy 

taught me that 1 loved.”

her c € eü
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en lawn.

It will pay you to run 
your Potatoes, apples, roots, 
and pumpkins through/
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before feeding.
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and will cut a bushel a min
ute.

first taught me that I loved.
“He means Captain Hammond,” thought 

as sure as a 
lucky we met him at Mac room.” 
*’ ain resumed the baronet, 

e, “I don’t quite despair. 
Stuart, I have no real

“No-o-o, 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 ?”

'7
lieTrixy ; “he's jealous of him, 

gun. How lucky we met him 
“And yet,” agi 

with a faint sinil 
1 am sure, Miss Z/ /f , /.

-s’”
your equal ; 
nor descent.

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

“Lady Helena will never consent."
“Ladv Helena will consent to anything It was half-past twelve, by all the clocks 

that will make me happy. The whole hup- and watches of Powyss Place. Miss Stuart 
piness or misery of my life lies in your sat alone, in the pleasant boudoir or sitting- 
hands. Don’t say no, Edith—don’t for room, assigned her, her foot on an ottoman, 
Heaven’s sake. I could not hear it—I » novel in ner hand, a frown on her brow, 
cannot lose you ; I will not !” he cried al- and most beautifully dressed. In solitary 
most fiercely. state, at half-past ten, she had breakfasted,

iled faintly again, and that lovely waited upon by the trimmest of English 
rose-pmK blush of hers deepened in her handmaidens in smiles and lace cap. The 
cheeks. It was very nice indeed to be breakfast had been removed for over an 
wooéd in this fiery fashion. hour, and still Mias Stuart sat alone.

“Fortes for tuna juvat,” she said, laugh- The door opened and Edith came in. At 
ing. “I learned enough Latin, you see, to all times and in all array, Miss Darrell must 
know that fortune assists the brave, of necessity look handsome.
People who won’t take 'no’ for an answer “Good morning, Trixy,” she said. “How 
must have ‘yes’ of course.” is our poor dear ankle ? It doesn’t hurt

“And it is ‘yes !’ Edith—” much, I hope?”
“Be quiet, Sir Victor, it is not 'yes’ just She came up behind Miss Stuart’s chair, 

yet, neither is it ‘no.’ You must let me put her arms aronnd her neck, stooped 
think this over, my head is giddy with down and kissed her forehead, 
your vehemence. Give me—let me see— “It does hurt,” Trixy responded, crossly,
until to-morrow. 1 can’t answer now.” “I wish I had never had an ankle, sooner

“But, Edith—” than go spraining it this way. Edith, how
“That much is due to me,” she interpos- long is it since you got up?”

; “remember, I have not ex- “Now tor it !” thought Edith, aud the 
You have surprised me this I smile she strove to repress, dimpled her 

I am proud sunny face.
a the “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 that time to dress.”
“Where did you go then ?”
“I walked in the grounds. ’’

. “Edith !” with sudden 
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

picion and alarm. “You were with Sir 
Victor !”

G. P.KMcNish, Lyn, Ont.
ch, Sir Victor,
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of his senses.
“Call me Beatrix, Sir Victor ; I like it 

best from my friends—from—from you. No, their rco 
there is no previous engagement, and ” ly^g doi
(archly, this) “I am quite sure Sir Victor of dream- - e ,
Catheron need never fear a refusal.” Next day, about noon, Miss Stuart click-

--Thanks” And precisely as another ing along in her narrow-soled, high-heeled 
young gentleman was doing in the shadow boots, over a polished oaken corridor, los 
of the “Tore,” Sir Victor did in the shadow her footing, as might be imagined, and 
of the “ Eagle s Nest.” He lifted his fair came aown> with an unearthly screech, on 
companions hand to his lips, and kissed one ankle- gir Victor was first on the 

a, field, and in Sir Victor’s arms Miss Stuart
After that of course there was silence. waB lifted, and borne back to her room. 

Trixy’s heart was full of joy—pure unadul- Luckil it waa near, or even Sir Victor’s 
terated joy, to bursting. Oh, to be out of chivalry and muscular development would 
this, and able to tell pa and ma, and aot have been equai to it, for Trii was a 
Charley, and Edith, and everybody! Lady „fine woman.” >hc „„kle was bathed and 
Catheron ! “Beatrix—Lady Catheron ! bandaged, the invalid’s breakfast brought 
No lean t describe Trixy s feelines. There —everything done for her comfort that, 
are some joys too intense and too sacred for it was p^ble to do ; and in the midst of 
the Queen’s English. She shut her eyes their fU8ging| having cried a great deal, 
and drifted along in that blessed little boat Mia8 Stuart suddenly dropped off to sleep, 
in a speechless, ecstatic trance. . • Edith came out of the room looking pale

An hour later, aud, as the clocks of Kil- and tire(1 jn tke slippery passage she en- 
larney were striking ten, Sir Victor Gath- cmmtered gir Victor waiting, 
cron helped Miss Stuart out of the boat, <«j have waylaid you on purpose, Miss 
and had led her up — still silently—to the Darrelh” he said, smiling, “lest you should 
hotel. At the entrance he paused, and said meet with a mishap, too. A carpet shall 
the only disagreeable thing he had uttered ^ placed here immediately. You look 
to-night. “One last favor, Beatrix,’ tak- paleL-are yon ill?”
ing her hand and gazing at her tenderly, 1 r ««j feel well enough; nothing is ever the 
must ask. Let what has passed between us matter with me; but I am rather stupid, 
remain between us for a few days longer. I gtupidity,” she said, with her old laugh, 
had rather you did not speak of it even to «<ja fag^ becoming my normal state.” 
your parents. My aunt, who has been more .«You will come with me for a walk, will 
than a mother to me, is ignorant still of my you not»” he asfced. “The park is very 
feelings—it is her right that I inform weq WOrth seeing. To-morrow, Misa 
hvr first. Only a few days more, and then gtuart’g sprain permitting, we shall all 
all the world may know. .visit Catherine Royals. Do comt, Miss

“Very well, Sir V ictor,” Beatrix answer- Darrell. it wiU do yoll a world of good.” 
ed demurely; “as you please, of course, 1 ghe hesitated a moment, then went,
shan’t speak to pa or ma. Good night, bir \Vhat difference did it make ? Trix
Victor, good night !” wouldn't he jealous now. What difference

ay I tell it, Miss Stuart actually gave did anything make, for that matter? So 
the baronet's hand a little squeeze? But ^ went oft that fateful walk, that walk 
were they not engaged lovers, or as good ? tkat was ^ he like no other in all Edith 
and isn’t it permitted engaged lovers to 1)arrell>B hfe.
squeeze each other’s right hands ? So they “This is the Lime Walk—the prettiest at
parted. Sir Victor strolled away to smoko powy8g piace> my mind.”. This was the 
a cigar in the moonlight, and Miss Stuart, young baronet’s first commonplace remark, 
with a beautified face, swept upstairs. Lady «-jf you wijj ascend the eminence yonder, 
Catheron, Lady Catheron ! Oh, what Miag par,.^ j think I can point out Cath- 

all Fifth Avenue say to this ? eron Royals ; that is, if you think it worth
waa the trouble.”

open to debate whether she would ever ! It was all the same to Edith-the Lime 
sleep again. She would go and see Edith, j Walk, the eminence, or ™y other part of 
Yes Edith aod Charley had got home be- the park. She took Sir Victor s arm, as he 
fore her—she would go and see Edith. seemed to expect it, and went with

She opened the door and went in with a slowly np the elevation, 
awish of silk and patchouii. The candies JJt

whose ancestors, time out of mind, have 
lived aud died here, would grow to love 
every ivy-clad stone, every brave old tree. 
If 1 were not an American girl, I would 
an English miss.’’

She laughed and looked up at him, 
spirits rising in the sunshine and the free, 
fresh air. His eyes were fixed upon her 
face—passionate admiration, passionate 
Jove, written in them far too plainly for any 
girl on eaxth qot to read. And yet—he had 
proposed to Tri»,

“You would ?” he eagerly exclaimed. 
Darrell, do I understand" FW to ^ 

you could live in England all your life—give 
up America and your friends, and pass your
life here ?”

ed her shoulders, 
he no great sacrifice. Apart 

ivoin my father there isn’t a soul in all wide 
America I care a farthing for, and your 
English homes ar* very charming.”

The last hairier bfqfce down. He had 
to speak—b» M meant to be 

very prudent and formal—to tell Lady 
Helena first, to refer the matter to Mr. 
Stuart next. Now all prudence and form- 
llit-y were swept away. Her hands were in 
a is —he was speaking with his whole heart 
in every word,

“Then stay and sharp an English home— 
ihare mine Edith, I love yo^-I have loved 
you, I think, since I saw you first, Will 
you be my wife f’ ,

Alss for Trix!—that was Edith’s first 
thought. To bsr.t out l.ughing -th.t wax 
Edith's first uiipuUa »ot in triumph or

!.od never said those words *
“I meant to. bave sooken to Ladv Helena

ms. Th

Varicocele, Emissions, Nervous Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet, 
Stricture, Syphilis, Unnatural Discharges, Self Abuse,

Kidney and Bladder Diseases Positively Cured by
cd, proudly 
pected this.
morning more than I can say. 
and grateful for your preference an 
honor you have done me, hut—I am honest 
with you—I don’t love you.”

t you love no one else. Tell me that 
again, Edith !”

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

“I am a very selfish and heartless sort of 
girl, I am 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 he your wife 
would be my highest honor, hut 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 
hack. 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 Edith she walked calm
ly beside him—her mind a serene blank.

They reached Powyss Place—they enter
ed the drawiggpnpm. All eyes turned upon 

wcomersf-arix’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, 
about with Dithy ? And what business 
had Dithy monopolizing another girl’s lov
er ? •

“ I think I shall ride over to Drexel 
Court between this and dinner,” Sir Victor 
said. “I

Lady
“And Lad 

stand. Go 
Gwendoline my 1 
back to dinner.”

The young man colored like a girl. He 
glanced uneasily at Edith, but Miss Darrell 
had taken up a photograph book of literary 
pelebrities, and was immersed therein.

Captain Hammond and Charley betook 
themselves to the billiar4 room. Trixy 
turned her suspicious eyes upon her cousin.

“Where were you and Sir Victor all dav, 
Edith ?”

it.
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I)/] one and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyee 
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finicido when a friend recommended Drs. Kennedy & 
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“I was with. Sir Victor. That is to say, 
Sir Victor was with me.”

“Bother ! Did he ask after me ?”
Edith answered, doubtfully, 

of course.”
?A'-

“Ye-e-es,”
“he asked for you,

“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 bio wed ! It isn’t my 
her; it’s my private parlor. Edith, 
your word, aid he say anything 

out—you know what?”
“Marrying yon! No, Trixy, not a word.” 

put her 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.’ - 
like to look people in the face when I talk 
to them.”

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

“I don’t see how ; I don’t believe there 
was. Edith Darrell, wHkt do you mean ?”

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

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

“O Trix. There has been a horrid mis
take. All the time in 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. ” * n

“Proposed to you yesterday afternoon !
Trix repeats the words like one who has 
been stnnned by a blow, in a dazed sort 

tone. " And you — refused him,
Edith ?”

“ Accepted him, Trixy. I Y6®
Sir Victor Catheron this morning in the 
grounds !”

Then there was a pause, Beatrix Stuart
____hits to the lip., with anger, mortifloa- 16 Yeers of Itching.
tlon, «naze di»ppomtmenL Then .he Wm Goldi commercial traveller, 

" 130 Eether at. Toionto, say. For 15
“ Trix ! dear Trix !” Edith exclaimed, yeava I suffered untold misery from 

shocked and pained ; “good Heaven, dont Etching Piles, sometimes called pti* 
neW,° Many and m»ny weeks have

•« In love with him !” cried Trix, looking J had to lay off the road from this 
up, her eyes flashing through her tears, trouble. I tried eight other pile ointr 
“the odious little wishy-washy, drawling mentB qq called remedies with no

pemament relief to Qternte^ itching 
talking like that, and bumming, and haw- and stinging, which irritated by 
ing, and hinting, and—oh!” cried,Trix,with scratching would bleed and ulcerate, 
a sort of vicious screech, fhouuj w One half a box of Chase’s Ointment 
^Idîiî^y^îwoald-the desire is both cared me completely.
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.mit “When I consulted Drs. Kennedy & Korean, I had 
~5yl little hope. I was surprised. Their new Method Treat- 
J/f ment improved me the first week. Emissions ceased, 
< norvee beoamt* strong, pains disappeared, hair grew in 

again, eyee became bright, cheerful in company and

\

w'ê
Jfcr strong sexually. Having tried many Quacks, I can

ÿw'iPv'-r—‘ y heartily recommend Drs. Kennedy <k Kergan as reliable 
BMOMTMATai’T 8P'3ciaiiBt8’ They treated me honorably and skillfully.** 
T. P. EMERSON. A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life,

T. P. Emerson Has • Narrow Escape.

the ne
good night !”
I tell it, Miss Stuart SheM

instead of meandering
AvrxR trkatm’t. 

T. P. EMERSON.
As I looked “I live on the form. At school I learned an early 

habit, which weakened me physically, sexually and
v /SI ‘‘decline’’ (C’^Mumption^™ ^FinalL^1^™'Golden 
, jJjr Monitor,” edited by Drs. Kenn-xly A Kergan fell in- 
. ,1 to my hands. I learned the Truth and Cause. Belt 

)use had sapped my vitality. I took the New 
eihod Treatment and was cuml. My friends think I 

of Consumption. I ham sent them many 
t patients, all of whom were cured. Their New 
• Method Treatment supplies vigor, vitality and man-

BKFOKE TRKATM’T. hood.”

• /
‘I promised Hampton-----
Helena laughed and interrupted 

Gwendoline is there—I 
all meanns, Victor, and give 

We shall expect you
Sleep was out of the question—it ‘byv I
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At Lui .!!.■ •«. Ohio.Rutherforti B. Hayes, 
son of the lave ex-Prewident Hayes, was 
married Friday to Miss Lucy Platt, of 
Columbus.

An English syndicate has purchased the 
Sultaua and Opliir 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 wap 
about to consult.

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

Dr. II. 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 pf 
Rochester, England, arrived on ttie Majes
tic on a lecture tour, wh|çh. will" include 
all the larger cities of the United States-

Hon. Edward Blake addregeed ft/ 
audience in Philadelphia Friday nig 
“The Irish National Federation,” and 
appealed for funds, when 13.325 was raised.

Thomas Barnes of Toronto Junction 
Wednesday morning shot James Crow- 
thers, 'Hftrncs discovered Crowthers and 
twa others robbing his store. The burg
lars opened fire on Barnes, who returned 
the fire, hitting Crowthers in the chest and 
hip. Crowthers may die. The other two 

\ burglars were arrested. «

were unlit.
“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 
wantvd to tell you how happy I am, and 

t n delicious—de-li-ci-ous,” said Trix, 
llables, “sail I’ve

p Consultation Free, No^matter wh^has_trested yom write for «^honest opinion 
trafcLlh m^Disvaam of*mon. Inclose postage, 2 cents. Sealed. ° onitor Cillu ^
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be
“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 Darrell 

promptly. “The beauty of the prospeu 
the comfort of English homes, and the 
weather, of coarse, 
hand, and

wh£t a delicious—de-li-ci-ous,” said Trix, 
dlagging out the sweet syllables, “sail I’ve 
had. Ü Edié ! how I enjoyed myself! Did 
you?”

“Immensely!” Edith answered, with 
brief bitterness, and something in 
made Trixy look at her more close!

“Why,
^‘Crying ! Bosh ! I, never cry. I’m 

stupid—I’m sleepy—my head aches. Ex-

responded,

DRS. KENNEDY & KER6AN No. 148 SHELBY ST. 
I DETROIT, MICH.Heart Disease Relieved in 3» Minutes•S I understood short- 

had been aware of vour anxie Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart 
relief in all oases ofin her tone 

u’ve been

l/ri-
givea perfect 
Organic or Sympathetic K ”irt iHseaao 
in 30 minutes, and speedily effet! s a 
cure. It is a peerless remedy l e Pal
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side aud all 
symptoms of a Dh tressed Heart. One 
dose convinces. Sjld by J. P. Lamb.

on the subject, I might have taken notes 
ppr ponversation fbr your benefit.”

“Did yon talk of me?”
“I believe your name waa mentioned.”
“Dith !” in a wh

on her elbow, “did __
about—about—you know what

‘Miss
"Edith *I do believe yo 

Bosh ! I never e

t

Site sun isper, and raising herself 
1 Sir Victor say anythingrffa—l m sleepy—my nea< 

me, Trix, but I’m going to bed.” 
“Wait just one moment. O Edith,” 

can’t keep it ! I'll 
tell sdmebody. O Edith, 

Victor has pro

of
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with a great bnrst, “I 
die if 1 don’t tell 
Edith! 
posed!”

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

Twilight fell—dinner hour came 
AUf Victor. He looked pale, anxious,
He answerpd all his aunt’s inquiries about 
the Drexel family in the briefest possible 
manner. His over-food annt looked at him 

uneasfly-—he was so unlike himself, 
and presently drew him aside, after dinner, 
and spoke. —*

“Viétor, what is the matter ! Are you

Np, My dear aunt,” smiling, 
“don’t wear that alarmed face—there is 
nothing the matter with me.”

“There is something the matter with 
yop. Yon are pale, yon arp silent, 
ppthing. Victor, what iajtf’

*>I will t«Q you to-morrow,” be 
•& “fiptre Ism anxious.

wish me joy, Sir ANDnot meant
“Trix!” 
She could 

then she sat

with it sat w
just say that one word and

“O yes, Edith—out in the boat to-night. 
O Edith ! Fm so happy— I want to jump— 
I want to dance—I feel wild with delûnt ! 
Just think of it—think of it ! Trixy 
Stuart will be My Lady Catheron !”

She turned of a dead white from brow to 
chin. She sat speechless with the shock— 
looking at Trixy—unable to speak or move.

"Ha’s most awfully and acgravatingly 
modest*” nnrsned Beatrix. “Couldn’t eay 
plump, usa a man and brother, ‘Trixy 
Stuart, will you marry me?’ but beat about 
the bash, and talked of being refused, and 
fearing a rival, and -speaking to ma and pa 
Mid Lady Helena when we got to Eng
land.
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