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THE FAMILY

CIRCLE.

She flushed and lovhed up quichly fur his caresses were
e nowadays.  But theie was surrow as well as oy in the
Liss, fur her , tor in the wstant his lips met her sho smelt the
brandy on lus breath, and the old aching pain thiobbed in hot
busom, and shune 1 her eyes even as she raised them su
gratetully to his tlushed, haggard face.

Gratetul for bis caress! ana be was hiet husband: U you
happy wives who read this! Low is it pussible for you to un-
derstand the pathetic hungering aud longing of the neglected
wife fur the loviug word, the tender caress, that alas ! isnow
seldum o1 never bestowed. Ot the rapture, the intense
thankfulness that fills her heart to overflowing when, all un-
eapectedly, he Risses hier with sumething of the tenderness of
old times, or speaks to her with & sound in his voice like the
ccho of a half-forgotten song ?

Thiuk, Lhappy wife!l—when you stand by your cheerful
hearth with your husband’s arm around you and his loving
voice speaking kiudly to you—then think of thosc other,
less happy wives, and—pray for them.

Sybil 1ose from her seat, and clasping Arthur's arm with
Loth hands she laid her head down upon his shoulder.

« Dear Arthur, I do entreat you to take care of yoursclf, it
would break my heart if anything happened to you," she said
pleadingly. .

A faimnt spasm passed over his face as e luohed down
upon that other face, so pure and beautiful, y et so sorrowful.
« You are an angel Sybil, to care so much for a brate like me.”

<+ Oh Arthur! Hush! you must not speak so, it hurts me.”
And, perhaps because the subject of his own unworthiness was
distasteful to him, perhaps because he wished to spare ler
feelings, he did not pursue the theme.

«Of course I intend to take care of myself,” he said a
tritle impatiently, “but you women are never happy unless
you 've got sumething to worry over. By the way, if you are
not going with me this afternoon, I think 1 will ride Sultan
instead of driving.”

But he did not tell her that be meditated riding Fire-
brand home again, in the event of his concluding the Largain
with old Marks. aud shenever thought of his doing su.

«You will be hume carliet if you ride,” sLe aswered. «1
suppouse you will be home about scven? If you are late
though, I will wait dinner.”

« ] shall be back by seven, sure.”

«Very well.”

« By the way, who are the visitors you expect this after-
noon ?”

« Katiec Hownrd and Mollie,”” Sybil answered quietly . but
happening to glance up at him at the moment, she saw her
husband start and a deep red tlush mount to his brow. A
pang shot through he: heart, and a swift rush of anger against
him and against Mollie swept over her. Shedrew herself
away from his side and stood staring out of the window with-
out seeing auything.

What was this sccret of her husband's? the secret with
which Mollic Stuart was so evidently mixed up, but of which
she—his wife—knew absolutely nothing ?

There was only one key to the mystery, so far as she could
discover; and woman-like, she seized upon it at once as the
right one. Arthur had loved Mollie, and sought to win her
for his wifc, in those by-gone days at Buxly; she had re-
fused him for Neal Despard ; hence Arthur's hatred of them
both.

This was Sybil Macdonald’s solution of the mystery; and
though her nature was tar too noble a one to coudescend to
petty jealousy, 1t was & sumewhat bitter thought that Mollies
name had stll power to agitate her husband. dhe did not
quite believe in his protestations of dislike for Miss Mollie
Stuart; though she did believe that he had thoroughly hated
Neal.

There was one thing that puzzled and troubled lLier more
than anything else. If Arthur had ceased to care for Mollie
when he married her—S8yb:1, what then was the cause of his
sudden and swift descent into & life of wild dissipation and
vive, compared to which his youthful follics were as nothing ?
Had tus old love for Mollie revived ? and was it this sinful
secret which was gradually drawing him to rvin?

Sybil shed many litter tears as she thought over these
things day atter day, and sumectimes a bitter thought of
Mollie would creep 1rto her heart, Lut only to be forcibly
cjected! as her common sense and lLer innate justness of

thouglit showed her how fuolish aud ungencrous it was to
blame the girl for what she could not help. - Molliv certain-
ly detested bot husband,* Sybil told herself, and that very
hatted.of him, indeed, had otten icritated her, almost uncon-
scivusly against Mollie.  Still hard thought. of her would in-
trude tame and again, valiantly &s she fought against them
and hnowing this, Sy bil was always kinderand more fricadly
when she and Mollic met. It proved that she bad a tiuly
nuble nature and a firm control over herself,

It was Arthur who broke the silence that followed. « Miss
Stuart does not otten honor our establishment with her pres-
ence,” he remarked with a sneer.

«1 have no doubt you know the¢ reason why,” answered
his wife, looking at him caliply ; and again she winced, as
she saw his face flush, and his eyes turn inquisitively to her
face, as though seeking there a hidden meeaing to her words.

“Oh' I presmme you refer to our mutual affection; well
certainly—*

« There is the lunch belly” intervupted his wife, and she
swept haughtily from the room.

The meal was rather an uncomfortable one, snd Arthur
excused humselt as soon as possible and went up-stairs to
prepare for his ride. When he descended again, Sybil was
waiting in the hall to bid him good-bye.

« 1 aush, Arthur you would not buy that horse,” she said
once more, as they stood together.

« 1t may not suit me,” he repled, smiling, + but if it does
1 shall certainly buy 1t, if for no other reason than to show
you how foolish your teavs are. My dear Sybil, I am not a
bey, that you need fear for my safety.”

« Well,’ sighing, « I hope Firebrand will not suit you.”

«And I hope he will ; good-pye, I must be off.”

He stooped and kissed her, for the second time that day;
and Sybil clasped herarmsaround his neck with a convulsive
pressure.

«(iood bye, dearest, and do take care of yourself.”

« All nght,* he answered with & laugh, and the next mo-
ment he was on Sultan’s back and riding out of the gate;
then Sybil went back into the house and shut the door, with
a dim foreboding of coming evil; the shadow of & cloud that
was drifting slowly across her pathway.

It was after three o’clock when her visitors made their
appearance, and after disposing of their out-door garments,
settled themselves cosily in the morning room with their
hostess. each with some dainty piece of work in hand. and
commenced one of those interminable conversations, so dear-
1y appreciated by the feminine mind; on the affairs of their
houscholds : of Katie's babies, Mollie’s B¥rtie and Lesley and
Sybil’s Kenneth.

Leaving them to chat away the afternoon after this fash-
ion, let you and 1, reader, take the road to Weston and see
what happenecd there.

It was about five o'clock, perhaps not quite so late ; when
Arthur Macdonald rode rapidly homeward. The horse he
bestrode was not Sultan; this was a finer beast than Sultan
had ever been, even in his palmiest days. Firebrand was,
perhaps, not so pretty to look at as his predecessor; he was
an immense, long-legged animal with fiery, wicked eyes, that
looked mischief out of their corners «like the devil" as
old Marks said to Mr. Macdonald.

« Aye, he's just Satan and no mistake ; so I warn you Bir.
Macdonald afore you conclude to buy him.”

But Mr. Macdonald, in no wise disconcerted by this warn-
ing, merely laughed «nd replied @at if such was his neture
he must have a name to match, and that henceforth his name
would be #Satan " in lieu of ¢ Firebrand” and that he would
soon have the satisfaction ¢ proving to Mr Marks thst he
was capable of controlling his Satanic Majesty.

« Well sir,” if you are determined to buy the horse, so be
it; but never say I didna’ warn you of his devilish temper.”

« Oh no ; that's all right,” was the reply, as Arthur, who
was a true lover of horses; viewed with glistening eyes the
magnificent animal before him

- By Jove! what a sensation he would make in town! no
other fellow in Toronto would bave a horse like it.” So the
purchase was concluded, and leaving vrders for Sultan to be
taken back to town the following day, Arthur Macdonald
mounted « Satan,” otherwise « Firebrand * and rode away to
his fate.



