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The Trus WiTNEsS -has. within ‘the past

gtride in circulation,
a large number of our
fattering it may also
improvement.

This i8 the sge of general improvement

and the Tave Wirsess will advance with it,
Newspapers are startiog up around us on all
gides with more or less pretensions to pub}xc
favor, some of them die in their tender in-
fancy, some of them die of disease of the
hearct after a fow years, while others, though
the fewest in number, grow strobger a8 they
advance in years and root themselves all the
more firmly in public esteem, which in fact
is their life. However, we may criticise
Darwins theory as nppiied to thespecies there
is no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, it is the fittest which sarvives. The
Trre Wirsess has survived a generation of
men &1} but two yeurs, and it is now what we
may term an established fact.
But we want to extend its usefulness and
its circulation still further, and we vgm}t its
friends to nssist us if thoy believe this jour-
nal to be worth $1.50 a year, and we think
they do. We would like to impress upon
thefr memoriss that the Tros WITsESS ig
without exception the cheapest paper of ite
clase on this continent. .
1t was formerly two dollars per annum 1n
the country and two dollars and a balf in the
city, but the prescnt proprietors havingtaken
charge of itin tho hardest of times, and know-
ing that to many poor people a reduction of
twenty or twenty-five per cent would mean
something and would not only enable the
old subscribers to retain it but new ones to
enroll themselves under the reduction, they
have no reason to regret it. For what they lost
one way they gained in another, and they
assisted the introduction into Catholic
families throughout Canada and the United
States of a Catholic paper which would de-
fend their rel’gion and their rights.

The Trog WiTNEsS I8 too cheap to offer
premiums or ¥ chromos " ag an inducement to
subscribers, even if they beheved il_l their
efficacy. It goes simply on its meritsasa
jourpal, and it is for the people to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

But as we have stated we want our circula-
tion doubled ia 1881, and sll we can do to
encourage our agents and the public generally
is to promise them that, if oor cflorts are
seconded by our friends, this paper will be
gtill further emlarged and improvea during
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the subscriber will be
entitled to receive the TBUE WirNEss for
one year.

Any one sending us the names of 5 new
gubscribers, at one time, with the cash, (31.50
each) will receive one copy free and $1.00
cagh; or 10 new names, With the cash, one
copy free and $2.50.

Our renders will oblige by izforming their
friends of the above very liberal inducemunts
to subscribe for the Trve WiTNEsSS; also by
sending the name of & veliable pereon who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and enmple copios will be sent ou ap-
plication.

We wantactive intelligent agentsthrough-
out Canada and the Northern and Western
States of the Union, who can, by Serving our
interests, serve their own n8 well nud add
materially to their income without interfer-
ing with their legitimate business,

The Trus WiTsESS will be mailed to clergy-
men, school teachers and postmasters ut
$1.00 per anpum in advauce.

Parties getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themsel ves to any particular locality,
but can work up their quota from different
towns or districts; nor is it necessary to gand
all thenames at once. They will fulfil all
the conditions by forwarding the names and
amounts until the club is completed. We
have olserved that our paper is, if possible,
more popular with the ludies than with the
other eex, and wo appeal to the Indies, there-
fore, to use the geutle but irresistible pres-
ure of which they are mistresses in our be-
half on their husbands, fathers, brothers and
sons, though for the matter of that we will
take subacriptions from themeselves and their
sisters and cousins as well. Rate for clubs of
five ar more, $1.00 per sunum in advance.

In conclusion, we thaok those of our friends
who have responded so promptly and so
cheerfully to our call for amounts due, and
request those of them who have not, to follew
their example at once.

« POST” PRINTING & PUBLISHING CO.
741 CRAIG ST'., MONTREAL, CANADA.

year made on immense
and if the testimony of
subecribers is not tco
claim a stride in general

A GEFERAL DEFEATED.

A Mrs, J. G. Robertson writes: “I was
suffering from general debility, want of ap-
petite, constipation, etc, 8o that life was a
burden: after using Burdock Blood Bitters I
folt better than for years. I cannot praise
your Bitters to much.

INTERNATIONAL MEDICAL CONGRESS.

Loxpon, Aug 8—~1'heseventh International
Medical Oongress closed to day, and the
members dispersed after 8 banquet held at the
Crystal Palace to-night. The downpour yes-
terday afterncon caused much disappoint-
ment to the members of the Congress, and
especially to the American and Canadian
delogates who had been invited to attend
the Baroness Bardett Cuaits’ garden
party at Holylodge, Highgate, one of the
most beautiful residences on the northern
heights above London. Yet, in spite of the
rain over 1,000 delegates and their wives
made the pilgrimage thither, They were de-
barred by the weather from enjoying the
beauntiful park, and were received by the
baroness in one of the long coopservatories.
Her American husband pald special attention
to the delegates from the United States and
Canada. By {nvitation of the Messrs. Slemens,
the Ocean Cable Manufscturers, 160 delegates
of the Cnngress yesterday visited the cable
constraction steamer " Faraday” and inspect-
ed the new cable for the Anglo-American
Company. . .

Eprra's Oo00A—GRATHFUL AND UOMFORTING—
¢ By a thorough knowledge ot the natural
laws which govern the operations of digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful application of
ihe fine properties of well selected cocoa, Mr.
Epps hss provided our hreakfast tables with
8 dellcately flavored beverage which may
-8ave us many heavy doctors' bills. It Is by

.- the judicjous use of such articles of diet that

... conetitution may be gradually built up until

.-~8trong enmough o resist. any tendency to

disease, 'Hundreds of subtle maladies are
floating around g ready to attack wheraver
there is a weak point. We may escape many
a fatal shait by keeping ourselver well
fortified with pure blood and a properly

Also makers of Erps’s CHovoLATE Essencs
for afternoon mse. = .-

AND HIS SISTER..

BY MRS. MAY AGNES FLEMING.

PART IIL
CHAPTER XVII.—CoNTINUED,

Mrs. Stoart rushed in with a scresm, and
found her husband lying onm the floor, the
message in bis hand, in a fit.

Captain Hammond had made an appoint-
ment with Charlie to dine at St. Jame#
Street that evening. Calling upon old frzends
kept the gallant captain of Scotch Grays oc-
cupied all day; and as the shades of evening
began to gather over the West End, he stood
impatiently awaiting his arcival. Mr. Stuart
was ten minutes late, and if there was one
thing in bis mortal lite that upset the young
warrior's equenimity, it was being kept ten
minutes waiting for his dinner. Iive min-
utes more! Confound the fellow—would he
never come? AR the impatient adjuration
passed the captain’s lips. Charlie came in
He was rather pale. Kxcept for that, there
was no change io him. Death itself conld
hardly have wrought much change in Char
lic. He bad come to apologize ; he had ot
come to dine. He had come to tell the cap-
tain some very bad news. There had been
terrible commercial dissaters of late in New
York ; they had involved his father. KHis fa-
ther had e¢mbarked almost every dollar of his
{ortuno in some bubble speculations that had
gone up like a rocket and come down like a
stick. He had been losing immensely for the
past month. This morniog he bad received a
cable messngs, telling him the crashhad come.
He was irretrievably, past all hope of redemp-
tion, ruined.

All this Charlis told in bis quietest voice.
looking out through the great bay window
at the bustle and whirl of fashionable Lon-
don life, at the hour of seven in the svening.
Captain Hammond, smoking a cigar, listened
in gloomy silence’ feeling particularly un-
comfortable, and not knowing in the least
what to say. Hetook out his chercot and
spoke at last.

«It'sa deuced bad atate of affairs, Charlie.
Have you'thought of anything?”

uI've thought of suicide,” Charlic answer-
ed, # and made all the preliminary arrange-
ments. I took out my rozor-cage, {examined,
the edges, found the sharpest and—put it
carefully away again. 1loaded all the cham-
bers of my revolver, and locked it up. I
sauntered by the classic banks of the Serpen-
tine, sleepiug tranquilly in the rays of the sun-
set (that sounds like poetry). Of the three 1
think I prefer it, and If the worst comes to
the worst, it's there still, and it's pleasent and
cool.

« How do your mother and sister take it?"
Captain Hammond gloomingly asked.

i My mother is one of these happy-go-lucky
apathetic sort of people who never break their
heart over anything, She said ‘O dear me !’
geveral times 1 believe, and cried a little. Trix
hasn't time to‘take it’ atall. She is absor-
bed all day in attending her father. Tho fit
turns out not to be dangerous at present, but
he lies iv a sort of stupor, a lethargy from
which nothing can rouse bim, Of course our
firet step will be to return to New York im.
mediately. Beggars--and I take it that's
about what we are al present—have no
business at Langham's.”

Captain Hammond opened his bearded lips
as though to speak, thought better of it, repla-
ced his cigar again between them in moody
silence, and staved hard at nothing out of the
window.

# T called this afterncon upon the Loudon
agent of the Cunard ships,” resumed Charlie
«.and found that cne sails in four days. Pro-
videntially two cabins romained untskea ; I
secured them at once. In four days, then,
we gail. Meantime, old fellow, it you'il drop
in and speak a word to mother and Trix, you
will be doing a friendly deed. Poor souls !
they are awfullycatup.”

Captain Hammond started to his feet. He
seized Charliv's band in a grip of iron. *0Old
boy! ’ he bagan—he never got further. The
torrent of eloquence dried up suddenly, and n
sbnke of the band that made Charlio wince
finishel the sentence.

«I ghall be tully occupied in the mean.
time,” Charlie said, taking his bat and turn-
ing to go, “and they'il be a great deal alone.
It I can find time I’ll run down to Cheshire,
and tell my cousin, As we may not meet
again, I should like to eay ! good-bye.' ” te
departed.

There was n0 sleep that night in the Stuart
apartments. 0Mr. Stuart was pronoauced out
of danger and able to travel, but he atill lay
in that lethargic trance—uot epeaking atsll,
and seemingly not suffering. Next day Char-
lfe started for Cheshire.

« She doesn't deserve it,” bis sister said bit-
terly ; I wouldn't goif I were you. She
has her lover—her fortune. What are we or
our misfortunes to her? She has neither
heart nor gratitude, nor affection. She isn't
worth a thought,and never waa—thera I”’

u T wouldn't be too hard upon her, Trix, ifI
were you,” her brother answered coolly.
« You would have taken Sir Victor yourself,
you know, it you could have got him. I will
go

He wont, The long, bright summer day
passed ; at six he was in Chester. 'There
was some Jelay in procuring a conveyance to
Powyss-place, aud the drive was a lengthy
one. Twilight had entirely fallen, and lamps
glimmered in tho windows of the old stone
mansion as he allghted.

The servant stared as he ushered him in, at
his pale face ad dusiy garments.

«You will tell Miss Darrell I wish to see
her at once, and alons,” he said, slipping a
shilling into the man’s hand.

He took a seat in the famillar reception
room, and waited. Would she keep him long,
be wondered—would she come to him—wonid
she come at all? Yes, he knew she would,
let him send for her, married or single, when
and how he might, he knew she would
come.

She entered as the thought crossed his
mind, hastily, with a soft silken rustle, a waft
of perfume. He rose up and looked at her:
go for the space of five seconde they stcod
ailently, face to face,

To the last hour of his life Charlle Stuart
remembered her, a8 he saw her then, sni al-
waye with a shatp pang of the same pain.

She was dressed for a dinnor party. She
wore violet sllk, trailing far bebhind her,
violut shot with red. Her graceful shonlders
rose up exqulsitely out of the polnt lace
trimmings, her arms sparkled in the lights,
A necklace of amethysts set in clusters, with
dismonds between, shone upon her neck;
amethysts and dlamonda wera in her ears,
and clasping the arms above the elbows.
Her waving dark hair was drawn back off her
tace, and crowned with an ivy wreath. The
goft abundant waxlights showered down upon
her. BSo she stood resplendant as a queen,
radiant as & goddess. There was a look on
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CHARLIE STUART)|

both, I know, when I tell you what has
brought me here.” ! .
In very few words he told her the great

in thonext steamer---he bad merely run down
as thoy were never likely to meet sgaln—for
the sake of old times, to say gool-bye.

Old times!  Something rose in the girl's
throat seemed to choke her. Ob, of all the
besge, henrtless, mercenary, ungrateful wretch-
8 on earth, was thére another so ungrateful,
80 henrtless as she? Poor—Charlie poor!
For one moment—one—-the impulse came
upon hertogiveup all—to go with him to
beggary if need be. Only for one moment—
I willdo Miss Darrells excellent worldly
wisdom this justice—only one.. o

%1 gee you are dressed fora party I will not
detain you & second longer. I could not de-
part comfortably, considering that youn came
over ir our care, without informing ycu why
we leave so abruptly. You are safe. . Your
destioy is bappily settled. I can give te
vour father o pood nccount of my stewardship.
You Lave my siccerest wishes for your health
and bappiness, and I am sure yon will never
quite forget us  Good-bye, Miss Darrell.”

He held out his band, « My congratula-
tions are premeture, but let me offer them to
the future Lady Catheron.”

« Miss Darrell!” When in all the years
that were gone, had he ever called her that
before? She aroge and gave him her hand—
pioud, pale.

# I thank you,” she said coldly. «I will
send Ledy Helena and Sic Victor to you at
once. 'They will wish to see you, of course.
Good-bye Mr, Stuart. Let us bope things
will turn out better than you think. Give
my dearest love to Trix, if she will accept it.
QOace more, good-bye.”

She swept to the door in her brillisnt dress,
her perfumed laces, her shining jewels—the
glittering fripperies for which her woman-
hood was to besold. Hestood quite still in
the centre of the room, as she bad left bim,
watchicg her. So beautiful, so cold-blooded,
he was thinking ; were all her kind like this?
And peets sing and povelists rave of woman’s
love! A half smile came over his lips as he
thought of it. It was very pretty to read of
in books; in real life it was—-like this!

She laid her hand on the silver handle of
the door—then she paused-—looked back,all
the womanliness, all the passion of her life
stirred to its depths, It was good-bye for
ever to Charlie. There was a great sob, and
pride bowed and fell. She rushed back—
two impetuous arms went round his neck;
ghe drew bis faco down, and kissed him pas-
sionately-—once--twice,

#Good-bye, Charlie—my darling—forever
and ever I”

She threw him from her almost violently ;
and rushed out of theroom. Whether she
went to tsll Lady Helena and Sir Victor ot
his presence he neither knew nor cared. He
tv:as in little mood to meet either of them just

en,

Five minuntes later, and, under the blue sil-
very summer night, he was whirling away
back to Chester. When the midnight stars
shone in the sky, he was half way up to Lon-
don with Edith's farewell words In bis ears,
Edith’s first, last kiss on his lips,

CERAPTER XVIIIL.

THE SUMMONS3, .

The sun was just rising over the million
roofs and spires of the great city, as Charlie's
hansom dashed up to the door of Langham's
hotel. He ran up to his father’s room, and
on the threshold encountered Trix, pale and
worn with ber night's watching, but wesring
a peculiarly bappy and contented look de-
spito it all, Charlie did not stop to mnotice
the look, he asked after his father.

«Py's asleep,” Trix replied, “s¢’s ma. 1t’s
of no use your disturbing either of them.
Pws pretty well; stupid, us you left him;
he doesn't care to talk but he’sable to eat and
sleep. The doector says thereis nothing at
all to hinder his travelling to Liverpool to-
dar. And now, Charlie,” Trix copcluded,
lookirg com passionately at her brother’s pale,
tired fuve,® a8 you leok used up after your
day nnd night's travelling, suppose you go to
bed; I'll wuke yonin time for breakfast, and
you needn't worry about anythiug, Captain
Hammond has been here,” says Trix, blush-
ing in the wan, morning light, *and he will
attend to everything.?

Charlie nodded and turned te go, but his
sfster defained him.

# You—you saw her, I suppose "’ she gaid
hevitatingly.

« Tdith, do you mean ?”’ Charlie looks at
herfall. ¥ Yes, I seaw her, As I went down
for the purpose, I wag hardly likely to fail.” *?

# And what bas she to say for herself?”
Trix asks bitterly.

« VYery little; we were not together ten
minutes in all. She was drested for a party
of some kind, and I did not detain her.,”

A party!” Trix repeats; “and we like
this! Did she send no message at all 7"

«:She sent you her dearest love."”

«3he may keep it —let her give it to Sir
Victor Catheron. I don’t want her love, or
anything else belonging to her!” Trix cries,
explosively, ¢ Ofall the heartless, ungrate-
ful girls—"

Her brother stops her with a look., These
handsome gray eyes of Charlies can be very
stern eyes when he likes.

w“Ag [ gaid before, that will do, Trix.
Edith is one of the wise virging we read of—
she bas chosen by long odds the better part.
What could we do with her now? take her
back and return ber to her father and step-
mother, and the dull 1life she bated ? As for
gratitude, I confess I don't see where the gra-
titude is to come In. We epgaged herat a
fixed salary; so much cleverness, French,
German, and general ussfulness on her part;
on ours &0 many hundred dollars per annum.
Let me eay this, Trix, once and for good, as
you don't seem able to say anything pleasant
o{lﬁfllth, suppose yon don’t speak of ber at
1a

Aund then Oharlle, with that resolute light
in his eyes, that resolute compression ot his
lips turned and walked upstalirs.
upusually grave speech for him, and his vola-
tile sister was duly impressed. 8he shrugged
her shoulders, and went back to her pa's
room.

« The amount of it 1s,” she thought, * he is
as fond of her as ever, and can't bear, a8 he
has lost her, to hear her spoken of, The idea
of his scampering down into Chester to see
her once more ! Ridicnlous! Bhe is heartless,
and I bate herl”

And then Trixy took out her lace pocket—
handkerchlef, and saddenly burst out crying.
O dear, it was bad enongh to lose one's fortune,
to have one's Europesn tour nipped in the
bud, without losing Edith, just as Xdith
had wound her way most closely round Trix-
y's warm little heart. There wng but one
drop of honey in all the bitter cup—a drop
six feot high and stontin proportion---Captain
Apgus Hammond.

For Captaln Augus Hammond, ae though
to prove that all the world was not base and

meorcenary, bad come nobly to the tront, and

rupted you, I greatly fear. ¥ou will pardon

tiagedies of lifo are alwaya easily told, They:
ware ruined—he had engaged thelr passage

1t was an |

-8obbed out ¥yes” through her..tears.

Obarlis. slapt untiltwelve—~they werd to de-
pait tor Liverpool by the two o'clock’exprass.
Then his sister, attired for travelling,’awoke
him, and they all breakfasted together; Mr.
Stuart; too,1looked very limp and miserable,
and Captain Hammond, whose state would
have been one of idiotic happiness had not,
the thonght that the ocesn: to-morrow would
;rbll between him apd the object of his young
-affections, thrown a damper ‘upon bim. . He
was going to Liverpool with them, however;
it wonld be a mournful consolation ‘to see
them off. They travelled second-class. As
Oharlie said, “they must let themeslves down
easily—the sooner they began the better-—and
third.class to start with might be coming it

cushions and comforts.still.” )
" Mr. Stuart kept close to his wife. He
seemed to cling to her, and depend upon her.
like a child. It was wonderful,it was pitiful,
how utterly shattered he had become. His
son looked after him with a solicitous tender-
ness quite new inall their expsrience of
Charlie. Captasin Hammond and T'rixy kept
in & corner together, and talsed in saccharine
undertones, lookicg foolish, and guilty. and

They resched Liverpool late in the even-
ing, and drove to the Adelphi. At twelve
next day they were to get on board the ten-
der, and be conveyed down the Mursey to
thei- ship.

Late that evening, after dinner, and over
their cigars, Captain Hammond opened his
masculine heart and with vast hesitation and
much embarraeement, poured into Charlie's
eur the tala of his love.

« I ought to tell the governor, you know,”
the young officer said, # bat he's so deucedly
cut up as it is, you know, that I couldn’t
think of it. And it's no use fidgetting your
mother—Trixy will tell her. I love your
sister, Charlie, and [ believe I've been in love
with her ever since that day in Irelaud. 1
ain’t a lady’s man, and 1 never cared a fig for
a girl before in my lifs; but, by George ! I'm
awfully fond of Trixy. I ain't an elder son,
and I ain't clever, I know cried the poor
young gentleman sadly; ¢ but if Trix will
conzent, hy George! I'll go with et o
church to-morrow. There's my pay—my
babits ain’t expensive, like some fellows—we
could get along on that fir 8 while, aud then
I have expectations from my grandmother.
I've had expectations from my grandmother
for the past twelve years, sir, and avery day of
those twelve years she's been dying ; and, by
George! she ain’t dead yet, you know. It's
wonderful—I give you my word—it's wonder
ful, the way grandmothers snd maiden aunts
with money do hold out. As Dundreary says,
¢Its something no fellow can understaud.’
But that ain't what I wanted to say—it’'s this:
if you're willing, and Trix is willing, V1 get
leave of absence and come over by the next
ship, and we'll be married. I—I'll be the
bappiest fellow alive, Stuart, the day your
sister becomes my wife.”

You are not to suppose that Captain Ham-
mond made this speech fluently and eloquent-
ly, as I have reported it. The words are his
but the long pauses, the stammerings, the re-
petitions, the hesitations 1 have mercifully
withheld. His cigar was quite smoked out
by the time he had finished, and with ner-
vous haste he set about lighting another.
For Mr. Stuart, tilted back in his chair, tis
shining boots on the window-sill of the draw-
ing room, gazing out at the gas-lit highways
of Luverpool, he listened in abstracted silence
There was & long pause after the captain con-
cluded-~then Charlie opened his lips and
spoke :

w''his is all nonsense, you know, Ham-
wond,” he said gravely, “folly-~madness, on
your purt. A week ago, when we thought
Trixy an heiress, the case locked very differ-
ent, you eee; then I would bave shaken haods
with you, and bestowed my blessings upon
your virtuous endeavours. But all that is
changed mnow. As far as I can see, wo are
beggnra—Iliteraily beggars—without a dollar;
uud when we get to New York nothing will
remain for Trixy and me but to roll up our
sleeves and go to work. What we are to work
at henven knows; we have come up like the
lilies of the field, who toil not, neithior do they
gpin. Itis rather latein the day to take les
sons in spinping now, but you see there is no
belp for it. 1 dox't sny much, Hsmmond, but
I feel this. I hold a man to be somuthing
less than a man who will go through lifehowl-
ing over & loss of this kind, There are worse
losses than that of fortunein the world.” He
pauged a moment, and his dreamy eyes looked
far out over the crowded city street, ¥ L ul-
ways thought my father wag as rich as Crow
—Cre—the rich fvllow, you bnow, they al-
ways quoted in print. It seemed an impos-
sibllity that we ever could be poor. Your
tamily are weal hy, your father has a title; do
you think he would listen to this for & mo-
ment ?”

«My faomily may go—hang!” burst forth
the captain. ! Why the deuce hava they got
to do withit? If 'Trixy is willing.

«Trixy will not be willing to enter any fa-
mily on these terms,” Trixy's brother gaid, in
that quiet way of hi#, which could yet be such
an obstinate way ; snd what I meap to say is
this: & marriage for the present is totally and
absolutely out of the question . Youaund she
may make lova to your heart's content, write
letters across the ocean by the bushel, be en-
gaged as fast as you please, and remain con-
stant as long as you like. But marriage; nc,
no, no ”

I'hat was the +nd of it. Charlie was not to
be moved—nelther, indeed, on the martiage
question was Trix. Did Angus think hera
wretch—a monster—to desert her poor paand
ma, just now, when they wanted her most,
and gooff with him? Not likely. He might
take back his riog if he liked—sbe would not
hold him to his engagement—she was ready
and willing to set him free—"

¢t Sp Jamie an’ ye dinn wait
Yo canna marry me."

gang Charile, ag Trix broke down here and
sobbed. Then with a half smile on hls face
he went ont of the room, and Trixy's tears
were dried on Angus Hammond's faithful
breast,

Next day, a gray, overcast, gloomy day, the
ship eailed. Captain Hammond went with
them on board, returning in the tvender,
Trix, leaning on her fathers arm, crying be-
 hind her vell; Oharlle, by his mother’s side,
stood on deck while the tender steamed back
to the dock. And there under the gray sky,
.with the bleak wind blowing, and the ship
toseing on the ugly short chop of the river,
they took thelr parting look at the English
shors, with but one friendly face to watch
them away, and that the ginger whiskered
face of Captaln Hammond.

Edith Darrell left Charlie Stuart, and re-
turned to the brilliantly-lit drawing-room,
whera her lover and Lady Helena aud their
friends sat waiting the announcement of din-
ner. Sir Victocs watchful eyes saw her enter.
Sir Victor's loving glance saw the pallor, like'
the pallor of death, upon her tace. 'Bhe
walked steadily over to a chairin the curtaln-

. death.
. They. carried ber up to'her room—restoras.

a little too strong. Let them have a tew |..

dead faint. \ , Lt
" Her lover, a8 pale almost' as herselfy. lifted
her in his arms, the cold, beautiful face, lying,
like death, on his shoulder. But it was not

ot
’

tives were applied, and presently the great
.dark .eyes opened, and looked up into her
lover's face. T ieetaba ey '
- Bhe coversd her own with her hands and
turned away from him, ag though the sight
.was distastelul to her. . Hebent above ber, al-
p;o;t agonized that anything should ail his
idol. . : :
¢My darling” he said tremulously.
‘“ ngt igit? What can I do for you? Tell
me.
“QGo away,” was the dull apswer; © only
that, go—go away everybody, and leave me
alone.”

They strove to reason with her—some one
sought to stay with her. Lady Hlelene, Sir
Victor—either would give up their place at
dinner and remain at the bedside.

« No, no, no!” was her sauswering cry,
# they must not. She was better again—she
needed no one, she wanted nothing only to be
left alone.”

They left her alone—she was trembling
with nervous excitement, a little more and
hysterics would set in--they dared not dis-
obey. They left ber alone, with a watchful
attendant on the alert in the dressing-toom

She lay upon the dainty French ted, her
dark hair, from which the flowers had been
taken, tossed over the white pillows, her
hands clasped above her head, her dark, large
eyet fixed on the opposite wall. So she lay
motionless, neither speaking nor stirring for
hours, with a sort of dull, numb aching at her
heart, They stole in softly to her bedside
many times through the night, always to find
her like that, lying with blank, wide-opan
eyes, never noticing nor speaking to them.
When morning broke she woke from a dull
sort of sleep, her head burning, her lips
parched, her eyes glittering with fever,

They eent for the doctor. He felt her
pulse, looked at her tongue, asked questions,
and shook his head. Overwrought nerves
the whole of it. Her mind must have been
over-excited for soms time, and this was the
result, No danger was to be apprebended ;
cureful nursing would restore her in & week
or two combined with perfect quiet. Then
a changs of air and scene would be beneficial
—say a trip to Scarborough or Torquay now.
They would give her this saline draught just
at present and not worry about her. The
young lady would be all right, on his word
and honor, my dear Sir Victor, in a week or
two.

Sir Victor listened very gloomily. He had
heard from the hall porter of Mr. Stuart's fly-
ing visit, and of bis brief interview with Mies
Darrell., It was very strange--his hasty
coming, his hasty going, without seelng any
of them, his interview with Edith, and her
fainting-fit immediately after. Why had he
come? What hud transpired at that inter-
view? The green-eyed mooster took the bar-
onet's heart between his finger and thumb,
and gave it a most terrible twinge.

He watched over her when they let him
into that darkened chamber, as a mother may
over an only and darling child. Ifhe lost
her!

« 0 Heaven!' he cried passionately, rebel-
liously, # rather let me die than that "

Hoe asked her no questions—bhe was afraid,
His heart sank within him, she lay so cold, so
white, so utterly indifferent whether he came
or went, He was nothing to her—nothing.
Would he ever be?

Lady Helena, less in love, and consequent.
ly less a coward, asked the question her ne-
phew dared not ask. ¢ Wbhat had brought
Mr. Charles Stuart to Powyss-place? What
hed made her, Edith, faint ?”

The dark sombre eyes turned from the twi-
light prospect, sesn through the open win-
dow, and met her ladyship’s suspicious eves
steadily, ¢ Mr. Stuart had come down to tell
her some very bad mews, HRis father had
failed—they were ruined. They had toleave
Eungland in two days for home—he had only
come to bid her a last farowell.”

‘Phen the sombre brown eyes went back fo
the blue-gray sky, tbe crystal July moon, the
velvet, gresn grass, the dark murmuring
trees, the birds twitteriog in the leafy
branches, and she was still sgain.

Lady Helena was shockoed, surprised, griev-
ed. But--why had Edith fainted ?

r. T don't know,” Edith answered. “Inever
fainted before in my life. I think I have not
been very stropg lately. I felt well enough
when 1 returned to the drawing-room—a
minute after I grew giddy snd fell. I re.
member no more.”

«We will take you away my dear,” her
ladyship said cheerfully. *We will take you
to Torquay. Changes of air and scene, as
the doctor enys, are the tonics you need to
brace your nerves. Ah! old or young, all we
poor women nre martyrs to nerves.”

They took her to Torquay in the second
week of July. A pretty little villanear Hes-
koth Orescent had been hired ; four servants
from Powyss-place preceded them; Sir Vic-
tor escorted them, and saw them duly in-
stalled. He returned again--partly because
the work going on at Catheron Royals needed
his presence, partly because Lady Helena
gravely and earnestly urged it.

« My dear Victor," she said, “*don’t force too
much of your soclety upon Edith. I know
girls. Even if she were In love with you”
—the young man winced—*¢she would grow
tired of a lover who never left her sight. All
women do. Ifyoun want her to grow fond of
you, go away, write to her every day—not too
lover-like love-letters ; oue may have a sur-
felt of sweets; just cheerful, pleasant, sen-
gible letters—as a young man in love can
write. Comedown this day three weeks, and,
11 wo ore ready, take us home.” ‘

The young man made a wry face—much &g
he used to do when his good aunt nrged him
to swallow a dose of nauseous medicine.

« In three weeks My dear Lady Helenas,
what are you thinking of? We are to be
married the first week of September.”

« October, Victor—October—not a day
sooner. Yon must wait until Edith is com.
pletely restored, There is no such desperate
haste. You are not likely to lose her.

«] amnot so seure of that,” he eald, half
sullenly uader bis breath ; “and a postponed
marriage is the most unlucky thing in the
world.”

« T don't bellevein luck ; I do in common
sense,” his auni retorted, rather sharply.
«You are like a spotled child, Victor, crying
for the moon. Lt is Edith's own request, if
you will have It—this postponement. And
Edith is right. You don’t want a limp, pal-
lid, half.dying bride, I suppose. Give her
time to get strong—give her time to learn to
like you—your patient walting will go far
towards it, Take my word, it wiil be the
wiser oourss.” ' .

" There was nothing tor it bat obedlencehe
took his leave and went back to Cheshire.
It waa hig firat parting from Edith. - How he
felt it no words oan tell. But the faot re—
mained—he went. o )

ed recesg of a window. He was held captive
by Lady Portia Hampton, and could not join

She drew a long, deep breath as she sald
good-bye and watched him away. Ah { what

that rang“in her ‘ears, the ‘'wa

the kisses that sealed their pnrtli.::r;;.h aag;cll or
her duty, herallegiance, her.thouphts ove,
wers due to Sir: Victor now.™ In !tgh .
days that wee to be there, she *would ri::
forget the 1 .  eel D would try to
larget the love of her life—try o reme
that {]J: all menon earth Sir Victor Catt?:f:;
TAg the only man she had any right to thi, | |
~And .sBe succeeded part] . B
slong the fawny sands, Evith{he 1\3‘1’1?: iefmg
sea spreat_img away before her, drinkip Hg_bt
the soft ealt air, Edith grew strone jng 2
and -mind once more. Charlie Stuy rmdy
paesed fox ever cut of her lﬂe—dtive;li; o
by her own acts; she would be i e
dfzvellm g of idiots, the basest of tmitgrm i
pie for him now. Her step grow elusti a.hto ‘
eye grew bright, her beauty and bloop, 1 {;’ o
¢d. She met hosts of pleasant People, n:dulin.
laugh came sweelly to Lady Helena's cq o |
Since her nephew must MArry—since ;f
heart war set om this girl—Lady Helena wi |;5
ed toses her a healthy and a happy wife a

Sir Victor's letters came daily ; the girl.sm'l i
ed a8 she glanced carelessly over them, t ol
them up, and answered—about half ’Lm '
m!n she did not; but she was lem.nin ,O:e
think very kindly of him. Itis quite inhtho :
scope of » woman's nature to love one m o
passionately, and like another very mulﬁ1 :
It was Editl's case--she liked Sir vmf, N
and when, at the end of three weeks ho cnu:é :
to join them, she could approach and pipg
him her hand with afrank, glud smile of ivla '
come. The three weeks had been ug th;e
cen_turies' to this ardent young lover ”e-e
delight to see his darling blooming, ard welljs ;
and wholly restored, almost repaid him ‘B
And three days after the triad returned (.
gether to Powyss-place, to part, as he whjs.
pered, ro more. :

It was the middle of August now. Ia epite )
of Edith's protest, grand preperations were |
being made for the wedding—a magnificent §
trousseau having been erdeved. ;

i Slmpliciq7 is all very well,” Lady Beclons
answered Miss Darrell ¢ but Sir Victor Ca.
thernn's bride must dress ag becomes Sir Vi §
tor Catheron’s station. In three years from
now, if you prefer white muslin aud simpli
city, prefor it by all means. About the wed
ding-dress you will kindly let me have myj
own way.”

Edith desisted; she appealed no more;
prssive to all changes, she let herself drift
along.

The third of October was to be the wed.
ding day—my Ladies Gwendoline and Laun
Drexel, the two chief bridesmalde—then thres
others, all daughters of old friends of Lady
Helena. Tha pretty picturesque town oijl
Carnatvon, in North Wales, was to bo the
nest of the turtledoves during the honey.
moon—then away to the continent,then back3
ﬁ])r the Christmas festivities at Cathercn Roy-fi
als.

Catheron Royals was fast becoming a pal$
aco for a princess—its grounds a sort of en
chanted fairy-land. Edith walked throughj
its lofty, echoing balls, ite long suites off
sumptuous drawing-rooms, libraries, billiard
and ball rtooms, The suite fitted up for her-§
self was gorgeons in purple and gold—valvet
and bullion fringe—in pictures that wero
wonders of loveliness—in mirror-lined wallg, ]
in all that boundless wealth and love could
lavigh on its idol. Leaning oa her proud and |
happy bridegroom's arm, she walked through
them all, half dazed with all the wealth of col:
or and splendor, and wondering if “1 be [’
Wag it a fatry tale, or was all this for Edith
Darrsll 2—Edith Darrell, who, such a brisf
while gone, used to sweep and dust, sew. and
darp, in dull, unlovely Sundypoint, aud geta
new merino dress twice a year? Nv, it conld
not be—such transformation scenes never
took place out of a Christmas pantomine ors
burlesque Arablan Night—it was all a dream
—a fairy fortune that, like fairy gold, would
change to dull slate stones at light of day.
She would never be Lady Catheron, nover be
mistress of this glittering Aladdin's Palace.
1t grew upon her day after day this feeling of
vagueness, of unreality. She was just adrift
uron a shining river, and one of these daji
the would go stranded ashbore cn hidden
quicksands and fonl ground. Something
would happen. The days went by like
dreams—it was the middle of September. In
a little more than a fortnight wouiut cone the
third of October and the wedding duy. But
gometbing would happen. Ars surely a8 sho
lived and saw it all, she felt that somethiog
would happen.

Something did. On the eighteenth of Sep-
tember thera came from Londop, late in the
evening, a telegram for Lady Helena, Sir
Victor was with Edith at the piano in the
drawing-room. In hot haste his aunt scnt
for bim; he wentat once, He fourd he
pale, terrified, excited ; she held out the tele-
gram to him withouta word. Huread it

lowly ; «Come at once. Fetch Victor, He

dying—Inez.”

CHAPTER XIX.
AT POPLAR LODGE.

Half an hour had passed and Sir Victor dld

not return, Edith still remained at the piano,
the glesm of the candles falling upot oer
thoughtful face, playing the weird « Moon-
light Sonata.” She played 8o Eoftly thatthe
shrill whistling of the wind around il
gables, the heavy soughing of the trees, w8
plainly audible above it. Ten minutes mot
ker lover did not return, Wonderlng alittl
what the telegram could contain, she arde
and walked to the window, drew the curtalls
and looked aut. There was no maon, but the
stars were numberless, and lit dimly the park
As sho stood watching the trees, writhing I
the autumnal gale, sho heard a step behind
her. She glanced over her shoulder with &
half smile—a smile that died on her lips 8t
she saw the grave pallor of Sir Victors
face.
« What has happened 7" she asked quickly:
« Lady Helena's despatch contained bad news’
Tt {s nothing "—she caught her breath— 1*
thing concerning the Stuarts?”

« Nothing concerning the Stamarts. It
from London—from lnez Catheron, Iti-
that my lather is dying.” '

She &aid nothing., She stood looking
bim, and waiting for more.

« Tt aeema a strange thing to say,” be weat
on, ' that one does not know whether {0 call
one’s father's death i1l news or not. Bat con=
sidering the living death he has led for twen-
ty-three years, one can hardly call death and
releage & misfortane. The strange thing,th
alnrming thing about It, is the way Lady He!
ena takesit. One would think she might b;
prepared ; that, cousidering his lfe oo
gufferinge, she would rather rejoice ﬂlﬁ&
grieve ; but, I give you my word, the Wﬂ."v" L
which she takes It honestly frightens me.

Btl Edith made no reply--siill
thoughtful eyes were fixed upon his face. ;

# She seems stunned, psralyzed--uctul”
paralyzed with a sort of terror.
terror seems to be, not for him or herstt: ‘
for me. She will explain nothing ; she seem0
unable ; all presence ot mind, sesms to h“.
left-her. No timae isto be lost; there c]!' y
traln in two hours ; we go by that. By doF

{Continued on Third Page.)



