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 CHARLIE STUART

PART II1.

She"did not wait for areply—she .went out
snd hunted up Charlie. He was smoking
downstairs, and trying to read the morning

er. . -
P’EYour wife wants’ you,” sald Mids Stuart,
prusquely ; “go! only mind this—don't stay
oo long, and don't talk too much.”

He started to his feet—away went Tribune
and cigar, and up the stairs sprang, Oharlie-—-
half adozen at a time.

And then Miss Stuart sits down, throws her
handkerchief over her face, and for the next
five minutes indulges in the exclusively fem—
inine luxury of & real good cry.

After that Mrs. Charles Stuart’s recovery
was perfectly magical in its rapldity. Youth
and splendid vitality, no doubi, had some-
thing to do with it, but I think the fact that
she was Mrs. Charles Stuart had mors to do
#till,

There came a day when, propped up with
pillows, she could sit erect, and talk, and be
talked to, as much as she chose; whe bljnds
were pulled up, and sunshine poured in ; and
no synshine that ever shone washalf so bright
as her happy face. There came still another
day when, robed in a pretty pink morning-
dress, Charlie lifted her in his arms and car-
ried her to the arm-chair by the window,
whence she could look down at the bright,
busy city street, whilst he sat at her feet and
talked. Talked! who is to tell of what?
u Two souls with but a single thought --two
hearts that beat as one,”’ generally find
enough to say for themselves, I notice, and
require the aid of no outsiders.

And there cama still another day—a fort~
night after, when looking pale and sweet, in a
dark-grey travelling suitand hat, Mrs. Char-
1es Stuatt, leaning on her husband’s arm, said
good-bye to her frlends, and atarted on her
bridal tour. They were to spend the next
three woeks South, and ther return for Trixy's
wedding at Christmas.

Christmas came merry Christmas, spark-
ling with snow and sunshine, as Christmas
ever should sparkle, and bringing that gal.
Iant ex-officer of Scotoh Greys, Captain Angus
Hammond—captain no longer—plain Mr,
Hammond, done with drilling and duty, and
gotting the route for ever, going in for qulet
country life in bonnie Scotland, with Miss
Beatrix Stuart for aider and abettor.

Charlis and hi§ wife came to New York for
the wedding. Thcy bad told Mr. Hammond
how ill Edith hed been, but the young Scotch-
man &8 he pulled his ginger-whiskers and
stared in her radiant, blooming face, found it
difficult indeed to realize. She had besn a
pretty girl—a handsome woman-—happiness
had made her more—she was lovely mow.
For Charlie—outwardly all his easy inson-
ciance had returned—hbe submitted to be idol-
jzed und made muck of by his wife, after the
calm {faskion of lordly man. But you had
only to see him look once into her beautifnl,
laughing face, to know how passionutely she
was beloved.

Mr. and Mre. Angus Hammond had a
aplendid wedding ; and to say our Trixy look-
ed charming would be doing her no sort of
justice. And again Miss Seton was first
bridesmaid, and Mrs. Stuart, in lavender silk,
goiffed behind a fifty dollar pocket handker~
chief, a8 in duty bound. They departed im-
amediately after the ceremony for Scotland and
& Continental tour—that very tour which, as
you know, Trixy was cheated so cruslly out of
$hree years before.

Mr, and Mrs. Stuart went back Sounth to
finish the winter and the honeymuon among
the glades of Florids, and « do,” as Charlie
said, ¢ Love among the roses.” Mr. Darrell
retorned to Sandypoint, Mrs, Stuart, senior,
took up her abode with Nellie Seton, pending
such time as her children should get over the
first delirium of matrimonial bliss and settle
quietly down to housekeeping. After that it
was fixed that she was to divide her time
equally between them, six months with each,
Charlie and his wife wonld make England
their home ; Edith’s ample fortune lay there,
snd both loved the fair old land.

In May they sailed for Englaad. They
would spend the whole of the summer in Con-
tinental travelling—the pleasant rambling
1ife suited t_em well, But they went down
1o Cheshire first ; and one soft May afterncon
stood side by slde in the old Gothic church
where {he Catherons for generations had been
buried, The mellow light came softly
through the painted windows—up in the
organ loft, a young girl sat playing to herself
goft, sweet, solemn melodies. And both
hearts howed down in tender sadness as they
stood hefore ons tomb, the last erected within
those walls, that of Sir Victor Catheron.
Edith pulled her veil over her face—the only
tears that had filled her eves since her second
wedding-day falling quletly now.

There Wwere many remembrances of the’
dead man—a beautiful memorial window, a
sombre hatchment, and a monument of snow-
white marble, It was very simple---it repre~
sented only a broken shaft, and beneath in
gold letters this inscription :

Sacrep To TEE MEMORY oOF
SIR VICTOR CATHERON, of Catheron
Royals, Bart. ’
Diep Oor. 3, 1867, in tbe 24th year of his age.
wHis sun set while & was yet day.”
THB END.
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Consumpiion Cared.

An old physician, retired from practice,
having had placed in his bands by an East
India missionary the formula of a simple
vegetable remedy for the speedy and perman-
ent cure for Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh,
Asthma, and all throat and Lung Affections,
also a positive and radical cure for Nervous
Debility and all Nervous Complaints, after
having tested its wonderful curative powers
in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to
make it known to his suffering fellows.
Actuated by this motive and a desire to re-
lieve hmnan suffering, I will send free of
charge, to all who desire it, this recipe, in Ger-
man, French, or English, with full directions
for preparing and using. Sent by mail by
addressing with stamp,naming this paper, W.
W. SEERAR, 149 DPouwers Block, Rochester,
Y. N 11l-e0w-G

 ———

Holloway's Pills.—This purifying and regu-
lating Medicine should be had recourse
to durlog foggy, cold, and wet weather.
These Pills are the best preventive of hoarse-
ness, sore throst, diphtheris, pleurisy, and
ssthma, and are sure remadies for congestion,
bronchifis, and Inflammation. A moderate
attention to the directions folded round each
box will enable every invalid to take the
Tills in the most advantageous manner; they
will be taught the proper doses, and the cir-
oumstances under which they must be in-

" oreaded or diminighed. Holloway’s Pills act
as alteratives, aperients, anid tonica, When-
ever these Pills have been taken as the last
zesource, the result has always been gratify-
ing. Even when they fail to curs, they
always aseuage the severity of the symptoms

BEAUTY'S DAUGHTERS !

. By THE DUCHESS.

OHAPTER II.—O0NTINUED,

Perbaps Kitty herself is the only one who
feels any. serious doubt about his ultimafe in-
tentlons. She knows him to. be a ‘careless,
éasy going, good-humored young man, who
has held his own successively through many
a hot campaign with managing mothers, and
who up to this has carefully avoided matri-
mony as one might the plague or any other
misfortune, Young men like Sir John, who
havs proved themsel ves over attentive fo varl-
ous young women year after year, and yet
have obstinately abstained from bringing their
attentions to a satisfactory finish, are gemer-
ally termed {flirta . Kitty has heurd Sir John

gives you so.muchleave.” . ¢t

# What & pity you dot’t know him (" says
Brandy. ¢ You might captivate him, and get
him to cortail it.” '

#You may take your books to my room,
Flhtoyrn,," says Miss Tremalne, with gentle dig-
nity. ' -
# Don’t ‘you mind my smoking there?”
agsked Brandy, instanily, in"a tone of in-
noceunt surprise. ‘ - R

«You! Don't attempt it, Brandy. I amnot
speaking of you,” exclaims Kitty. - ¢ The last
time you went into my dressing-room you up-
et everything in it. You shall never enter it
againt o

# Buf, my dear gitl, I can't desert Elora. I
have nndertaken ber education, and I must
go through with it. Besides, you forget I am
lonely down here, and that she Is my sole
companion. You ate too dignified, Gretchen
18 tao ethereal, but Miss F'lora Tremaine, says

50 called, and fn her heart has not liked the
speaker the better for saying it. A man whe
flirts systematically is o disgraceful thing,—
so ‘she tells herself,—yet she cannot bring
herself to think Sir John disgraceful. He has
said things to her that have interested her and
have had a good denl to do with her rejection
ot Lord Bugden and others,—things that
might almost be construed into an offer of
marriage ; and still ghe cannot be certain he
means to proposs to her. In town there had
been many opportunities to speak bad he so
willed it, bnt he had not seized them. Above
all there was that last evening ai Lady
Brompton's, when the lights burned low in
the conservatory, and the flowers slept, and
the very stillness breathed Iove, yet he had
not spoken. No one, of course, mentions Sir
John to Kitty Tremaine as an acknowledged
lover, nor does she ever mention him{ass any-
thing but a casual acquaintance, even to Gret-
chen ; thongh in her she would have surely
gained s sympathetic listener,
Pretty Gretchen! with her pale pure face,
and little Grecian nose, and great blus eyes,
that remind one of nothing as much as the
.Bweet Uzar violet. Sheis two years young-
et than Kitty, and smaller and slighter, with
an expression calm and unspeakably tender.
To think of Gretchen is to think of moon-
light, or the soft perfume of roses, or faint
strains of aweetest music. To ses her is to
love her. To know her is a «liberal educa-
fion.”
Then there is Flora, the last but by no
means the least of the Tremaines,—a tall and
very determined person of twelve, who would
reject with ignominy the notion that she is
still a child. Her eyes are gray, steady, and
severe, her small mouth is incorruptible. She
is ono of those awful people with whom a
spade is a apade; and to even hint a harmless
falsehood in her presence, and to suddenly
find those gray orbs fixed npon you is to lose
instant self-control, and to long for the earth
to open and swallow you up. She admires
Kitty—though bsing cognizant of Ler fanlts,
she does not scruple to tell her of them occa-
sionally ; she adores Grefchen, and maintains
an undying teud with Braudy, to whom she is
a joy and an everlasting resource.
Kitty, having searched the house diligently
for Gretchen and failed to find her, walks into
the schoolroom as a last chance, and looks
auxionsly aronnd her, whersupon ¥lora ralses
her head from her Germanin a vain hope that
something iz going te occur to put an end to
her detested lessons ; and Brandy, who is
smoking a cigar against all rules upon an el-
derly sofs, asks, inelegantly, # What's the
row 1"
tt hleg are you here? lWhere is Gretchen ?”
asks Kitty, anxiously.
" Meg was meek and Meg was mild.

And bonnie Meg was Nature’s chlld.”
quotes Fora, gayly, glad of the interraptlon.
« If it is ¢ Nature's child’ you want,’ says
Brandy, obligingly, sinking back again upon
his faded, though luxurious cushions, #1 am
almost sure you will find ber in the garden.”
Thus oncouraged, Miss Tremaine crossed
the room, and putting ter head out of the
open window, says loadly “are you there
Gretchen 7" to the back of the summaer-house
all overgrown with silvery clematis and the
fast reddening Virginia creeper,
A soft voice angwers,—
«Yes. Do yon want me, Kitty?” And
Gretchen, emerging from her bower, stands
gazing inwards, one white hand shielding her
eyes from the sun,
«Not 1 so much as mamma. She wishes
you to go visiting with her. Be quick, dear-
est: the carriage is ordered.”
«Coming,” says Gretchen, dlsappearing be-
hind the escalonias and ruuning down the gar-
den-walks, through borders of pgloving
flowers.
«I wish, Brandy,” says Kitty, drawing i
ber head, ¢you would mot emoke in the
school-room. You know mamma particular-
ly objects to your doing so. And why have a
sn;oking-room, if people won’t smoke in
it 7}
# Why, indeed?” returns Brandy, mildly.
%I only smoke here, againat my better judg~
ment, to oblige Flora, who is never entirely
bappy escept when enveloped in a thick
cloud of tobacco.”
«No, I amnot,” says Flor, indignantly, bat
wrongly.
# You hear her,” says Brandy, with a faint
but triumphant flourish of hie right hand.
1 menn I hate it, I perfectly abhor it, 1t
rung right up my nose and into my brain, and
makes me quite dazy;’ says Flora: «I can't
do s bitof my German with the odiousuess of
it.”
« Mere imagination. I always found it an
incentive to study,” exclaims Mr. Tremaine
positively. «I can't bear smoking myself;
it dieagrees with me, and in fact I only in~
dulge in it in the valn hope of knocking some
intelligence into your exceedingly dull
head.”
«Don't call my head dall” says Flora,
:I've as good & head a8 ever you had, and a
great deal better, I wasn'’t spun for an ox-
amination, at all events.”
«“My dear Flors,” says Kitty.
“Yer, lsn't she a darling?’ remarks
Brandy, undisturbad. «I can’t tell you how
I admire our Flora; she is so spirituale, so0
tull of wit, espieglerie, and all the rest of it.”
w¢ ] wonder that you will still be talking,
Signor Benedick: nobody marks you.!”
quotes Flora,disdainfally, ¢ I should think
your colonel must love you.”
1t For once,” says Brandy, * you bave hit the
right nail on the head; such perspicacity in
one s0 young is truly delightful. Yes, he

adores me.”
uSo one might really imagine,” murmurs

« Now, might one 7’ questions Brandy, as-
suming an alr of deep thought. «I rather
doubt it. 1 should fancy that, with regard
to this point, the common observer would be
at fault. Yourapparent certainty on the mat-
ter says wonders for your insight into charac.
ters, a8 any one Besing me and that good man
—our colonel —in close proximity would
hardly, I think, arrive ot so satisfactory a con-
clusion as you have done. An outsider would,
I date say, consider him diffcult, and wonld
not guspect him of the bonhomie with which
be is actually saturated.”

# Nonsense,” says Florence, rudely, unable
any longer to maintaln the ironical position;

to the child ?” says Miss Tremaine, who is
busily examining the child's exercises.

never marry,” puts in Flora, with conviction ;
« I wouldn't put up with tbe caprices of any
man; I know too much about them for
that "

with a laggh of the richest epjoyment.
s Stick to that, dear child, till your hair is
gray. But in the meantime, lest some Adonis
shotld induce you to alter your mind, let me
give you a hint.
women Wwho object to smoking and insist on
quenching their husband's pipes Invariably
drive those poor men to clubs and all sorts of
naughtinesses, and generally play the mis-
chief all round ?”

throat,” suggests Miss Flora, with a sneer.

is the fatherly interest I take in you that in-
duces me to deliver this lecture; and,as I
shonldn’t like to see you in & hole hereafter,
I shall smoke one cigar here daily until you
can lay your band upon your heart and tell
me honestly you—"

more German or anything else,” with angry
resignation.

pared with your chances of domestic blies,”

Oh! is that another mistake ? Well, I can't
help it, it he will come here and talk to me all
the time——"

Isu't that a very nest impromptu? I think I
should take to rhyming, only I hear it don't
pay now-a-days ; and I shouldn't like to fling
away undoubted talent,” eays Brandy, un-
abashed.

unpleasant ring in it.
that little girls should not be pert to their sn-
periors 7V

utes, if you won't go away," exclaims Flors,
wrathfully ; « I have not got half down one
page yet, and Monsieur Sol will be so angry
to-morrow.”

drowsily : ®it will improve your pronuncia—
tion, and you can have the advantage of my
knowledge ; I don't think anything of that
Monsleur of yours.
tor, and I’'m positive he is a Scotchman,
feel deliciously sleepy ; 80 go on,—I am sure
& very little more of your German will finish

bis arrival notil this afternoon  And it ap-

as usnal.”
Gretchen.

off auy longer ; and of course I shall go my-
solf.
You may a8 well come with me, Gretchen, ag
Kitty is so busy.
case.
me positively wretched even to think of it.
Thank yon, dear ; yes, you may ring the bell.
I th;m’k 1 will take a glass of sherry belfore I
start.”

asks Gretchen,—' the poor man who broke

his back oyt hunting, or dislocated his spine,

Miss Flora, with outtiog irony. - | or did something horrible? You and Kitty, I
relnember, used to tell me of him last year.”

valid all his life, Can't stir off his eofa, I've,
been told.”

says Gretchen, musingly.
hers, was he not? ; atall, fair boy of about
fifteen, Old Mr, Dugdale, his uncle, was g0
fond and proud of him., Both he, and Maude
before she left for India, never seemed to tire
when {elling me of bim.”

gides, I believe.
since his uncle’s death, although that event
made Laxton Hall*his own.

Brandy, with mild enthusiasm, is my beaw
idea! of budding womanhood—the very acme
of perfoction.” o '

Flora laughs sardonically and .fllngs s
heavy volume of Schiller at him, ’ffliich he
dodges with admirable presence of mind.

«J think you might show your admiration
for her ip a less objectionable manner,” says
Kitty , © for instance, by throwing that horrid
cigar into the grate.” i

# What! And set fire to all those elaborate
trimmings? Never. Far be it ifrom me.
Like all our family, I strenuously object to
reckless extravagance."

#] like that” says Flora, scornfully.
# YWhat abont your tailors bill that came this
morning? Iheard of it thomgh you may
think I didn’t.”

#Such an absurd thought never struck me.
1 have known you too long for that; and we
know the proverb about t little pitchers.’’

i Your esrsare a great deal longer than
mine,” says ¥lora.

“« Well, well, don't let us wander from the
original subject. Think what a drawback it
would be to you in the foturs, my dear Flora,
not to be able to appreciate your husband’s
cigars. 'Why, positively, unless educated vp
to the mark you wonld not know whether he
was smokipg pure Havana's or Early York.”
« Brandy, how can you talk such nonsense

« It doesn't matier what he says, as I shall

« ] envy you your experience,” says Brandy,

Do you know that young

«] wonder you don't suffer froh a sore

« I would saffer snything for your sake. It

«Very good all right. 'Then I shall do no

w A very trifling consideration, when com-

« Kitty, I wish you would speak to Brandy.

“ There was a young lady named Flora,
Who hada devoted adorer;
He smoked all theday,
‘Which, s0ine people say,
Was the reason ber German dld fioor her.

t1 woulda't, if I were you,” witheringly.
st Flora I don't like your tone. There is an
Have you never heard

«Superiors, indeed I" says Flora.
u Certainly, your superior,” says Brandy.
«{h, do try and be eilent for even five min-

#Read it out loud to me,” returns Braundy,

He looks like an impos-
1

me comfortably.”

« Kitty, I shall go with you to your room,”
saya Flora, desperately, gathering up her
books and beating an ignominious retreat.

CHAPTER IlI.
¢ It fell uyon a day.”

i« WneRE are you going, mamma?”’ asks
Gretchen, entering her mother's ckamber,
with a dellcious little pink rose flush upon
her cheeks, bora of her swift run through the
scented garden. Kitty by this time, having
safely incarcerated F'lora in her dressing-room,
has also joined her mother.

« To see poor Kenpeth Dugdale,” returns
Mrs, Tremaine. « I actually never heard of

pears ho has been in the country now a week.
Such a very long time to be in ignorance:
but your father is always most careless. He
must have kuown of it, and, I suppose, forzgot
« Parhaps he dido’t hear of 1t,” says
wWell, at all events the visit cannot be put
Bis mcéher was my dearest friend.

Poor fellowit is such a sad
Quite the saddest I know. It makes

#You mean Maude Dugdale’s: brother?”

«The doctors now say he will be an in-

«]I think X can recollect him years ago,”
#“He was down

« There was a sincere attachment on both
He never would come here

It seems sad

#you know I mean that he must hate you.

and diminish the danger.

)

He tbinks you, no dobbt, the greatest nui-

that he should come here now for the first
time, a8 master, only to die.y

gance In‘the -"feg‘izﬁ‘éb},';- and thatiawhy be |

| ty ?—pald -he might live'tor a.long tlme.

1 He’ mayi not die-for years,”. says Mr. Tre~
miaine; who 18 valnly stiuggling:with atefrao-'
tofy bracelet..” “ ‘That old . man:in town with’
the‘one"large tooth—that wonderfal gurgeon,
| you know, Bir—Sir—what was his name, K1t~

I
wonder they csn't make proper clnsps,nowé—
days! Thank you, dear.) But poor: Ken-
neth was so wilfal, gave himself up- at once,
and, becaunse one doctor spoke unfavorably. of
his . case, conld hardly be persuaded to.see
anorhes.. . .- ony

" Old Bir—8ir—told me all sbout it. What
was his name, Kitty 27 o

# Of course, of course. Plaister they call
him’'in town,~g0 rude of them. - He told me |
the poor boy was greatly changed.” . :

« ge must be,” says Kitty. . I met him
wherever 1 went the season before last, and
thought him the gayest fellow possible.. He
was a general favorite all round, it seemed to
me; and now, we hear, he is silent, morbid,
melancholy.”

t Who can wonder at it!” exclaims Gret-
chen, with deep compassion. *To go in ons,
moment from s state of perfect health to what
must be only a living death,—the worst in

ing; what mnunst the reality be! Ifsuch s
thing wera to happen to me, I think I should
refuse to speak to any one ; I should just turn
my face to the wall and cry and cry until I
died.”

« Ob, no, you wouldn’t,” says Kitty, with a
little lsugh, psatting her chesk softly; «I
know you better than that. At first you
would sigh a little and repine in secret; and
then one day you would take yourself to task,
and say to yourself, ¢ After all,are thers not
others more unhappy than I am? And then
you would begin to think how you could light-
en the cares of other people.”

« You are describing an angel,” says Gret—

chen, with a faint blugh, and a suspicion of re~
proach in her tone.
# My dearest Gretchen,” breaksin Mrs. Tre-
maine at this moment, « do run away and put
on your things. Ii is quite hslf-past three,
snd you know how your father hates to have
the horgses waiting.” As & rule, Mrs. Tre—
maine alludes to her husband as though be
belonged to the girls alone, as though he was
their exclusive property, and they alone were
responsible tor his eccentricities. “Now,
don’t be five minutes, darling, or I shall be
really vexed,” she says, mildly, her thoughts
intent upox her card case, which is nowhere
to be found.

Abov.a in t.he.henven.s-—

st Apolla, Dellus, or ofolder use
All-seelng Hyperlon—what you will—
Has mounted.”
All the air ishot and heavy with the strength
and fierceness of his glory.
As the carriage rolls along the dusty road,
bearing Gretchen and her mother to Laxton
Hall, the horses fling up their heads impa-
tiently, as though in eager search of the cool
wind that comes not, and throw upwards lit-
tle passionate flecks of foam, that lighting
upon their backs, gleam like snow-flakes
agalnst their glossy skins.
The day I8 merry with the voices of many
birds that send their sweet hymns of praise
from wood and thicket, Thereis no less har-
monious sound to mar their melody. A sense
of peace and warmth has lulled the world into
& mid day sleep.
Below in the bay the ocean, vast, illimit-
able, has also punk to rest. Not a breath,
not a murmur, comes to disturb the serenity
of its repose. Only from out the great gray
rock, that sesm ever to keep eternal watch,
dash the gea-birds wildly from their hidden
nests in gearch of watery prey. Theirsnowy
wings expanded glint and glisten beneath the
sun's hot rays like silver lightning as they
hover above the great deep and then drop in-
to its bosom to disappear only to rise agaln.
Far away upon the horizon the sea and the
sky have met and melted into each other’s
embrace. All isonsethereal mass of palest
blue; in vain to seek the termination of one,
the beginning of the other. The heaven itself
is a centinued sem, where tiny cloudlets, yel.
low-tinged, stand out as isler, and placid
lakes and quiet shores sare numerous.
By this time Gretchep, and her mother have
reached the gates of Laxton, have entered, and
aredriving swiftly down the long dark avenue.
Having nover seen it since the old man's
death, Gretchen now turns her headadmiring-
ly from side to side, as thongh to recsll-to
miod the pretty spota once loved.
On one side can be seen a small but perfect
lake, on which swans float gracefully in and
ont between the broad green leaves ot the
water lilles that are hardly so fair as their own
breasts. On the other side stretches a vast
expanse of park and upland, swelling, waving,
—one grand mase of living follage, tender
greens and tawny browns and russet Teds,
while through them here and there, like a
faint streak of moonlight, comes a suspicion
of the distant ocean.
“ What a perfect place it 1a!” says Gret-
chen, dreamily, yet with a certain amount of
bouest enthusiasm.
“Quite 80," says Mrs, Tremaine, briskly,
who never dreams, “ and just fifteen thousand
pounds a year. Really, it is most unfortunate
about that poor young man. By the bye, I
qulte forget who the next heir will be.”
« If he was very nice I shouldn't mind mar-
rying him,” eays Gretchen, idly, with a little
lazy laugh. #Oh, Bee, mother that exquisite
touch of light upon the hill beyond—how
beautifal! It sounds wicked, but do you
know I am rather glad this Mr. Dugdale can-
not go about much? New people have such
a horrid trick of altering things, and cutting
down trees, and generally bebaving very bad-
ly. 1f he I8 a5 mpathetic as you say, I dare
say he will let well enough alone,”
it] dare Bay,” says Mrs. Tremaine. «I
should rather think George Dnogdale’s son
would inherit. A most unpleasant man, and
a very distant cousin; but no doubt the
younger branches are better mannered.”
& Then she carrlage sweeps round a softened
angle and draws ap before the hall door, 1t
is opened, and a very gorgeousg personage In
irreproachable garments comes down the steps
and telis Mrg, Tremaine tbat Mr. Dugdale is
pretty well, and down-stairs, but that he is
not in the habit of receiving visitors. ’
As he draws towards the close of thia little
speech, Mrs. Tremaine—who, to judge by
her expreasion, must be uttecly unaware that
any one has been speaking—-takes out a card,
scribbles on it a word or two, and gives it to
one of her men, who gives it to the other man,
who gives it to somebody elseinside the hall,
whe vanishes.
Then ensues & pause that might be a silent
one but for the faint little laugh that breaks
{rom Gretchen.
“ What is it 2 asks her mother, rovsing her-
self from an apparent reverie .
4 Very little dear, almost nothing. I was
merely wondering how you would look if this
very difficult young gentleman sendsyoun word
he will not see you.”
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be very pleaged to see me,”

She is right. He will be very pleased to
fee her. The gorgeous personage returna
presontly with a fow words to that effect;
whereupon Mrs. Tremaine descends from her:

th

carringe, and Gretchen follows her, and they

‘fustls throngh halis and Sorridors, acr
| brury,.and past a heavy portiers, infoa smal)
room beyond, whers lies the, Liero of the honr.

fort itself.” Everything 18 pa
tintad ; thers is scarcely a pronounoed color,
anywhers, unless, perbaps, in the large bowls |
of sweetly smelllng. flowers -that lie about In
graceful - disorder.on'all the tables. ~Against
the- walls and on the brackéts qualat pleces of
.china frown, and aimper, .and
make hideous gximaces. | he
ard, in them, old English punch-bowls push
themselvas officiously  before” thé notice of
dainty Chelsea maidens, and cups innocent of
haudles-stand in rows,

that it s living,—the very thought is depress- | -
are thrown wide open, 8o that the ivy and the
straggling roses that cover the walls outalde
are peeping in, forming a bower picturesque
and perfomed. °

presses her lips to his forehead.
that is almost motherly stirs her breast. Had
he been in good heslth, her gresting in all
probatility would havo been cold, but now in
his affiction he seems very.nearly dear to

her.

member each other,”
one side, and Gretchen, coming nearer, lays

her hand in his.

says Mrg. Tremaine.
country air will do you good.”

the sea,
heard from her lately 7"

how {ull of vervel
can tell you when Major Scarlett married her
and took her away trom us.”

ois, aoross a -

7

1t ia- & charming room, not large, but com-
. ‘ ale, or  faintly

pon;tasy, and

TUpon'the cablinets;

Wedgwood jugs, and Worcester plates, and

1ittle bits of rarest Sevres shine conspicuonsly

everywhere,
plctures,—some by modern artisis,—and a

good deal of handsome carving,

There are eight or niune. fine

The whole place seems fall of sunshine as

throngh .the open windows the soft breezes
creep shyly in and out.
dale’s room in the old man's life, before she
married and went to India, and even yet the
charm ot her presence sesms to haunt it.

It was Maud Dug-

The windows, made in casement fashion,

The fond little sunbeams, too, lest they

ghonld be forgotten have stolen in, and are
flacking all they touch with gold, Across
the grass comes s tender murmuring as of
doves frem the wood beyond.
thase calm, sleepy days when «sll thealr a
golsmn stillness holds” and a sense of peace
makes iteelf felt.
hour, the careless artistic beauty of the room
and sll its surroundings, touch Gretohen,
thongh vaguely, and then her eyss wander to
the window, upon which a young man lies
fall length.

Itis one of

The « tender grace ? of the

As her glance meets his, a great and sudden

pity fills her heart. He s a very tall young
man, and thomgh Bomewhat slight, is finely
formed.
hair throngh which soft threads of gold run
generoualy ; his' face isnot so much hand-
gome a8 very beautiful.
and of an intense blus,—eyes that before mia-
fortune clouded them were friends to laugh-
ter, but are now sad with unutterable melan-

choly.

He is fair, with the rich nuf-brown

His eyes are large

His month beneath hislight muatache is

tender and mobile, but firm. Originally there
must have been & certain amount of happy
recklessness about the whole face that fascin-
ated and contrasted pleasantly with its ereat
gentleness. But the happiness snd gayety
and laughter have all disappeared, leaving

nly regret and passionate protest in their

place, and something that is almost despalrin
the blue éyes. '

Be flushes painfully as Mrs. Tremaine en-

ters the room, and closing bis left hand with
gome nervous force upon the arm of the
couch, malkes the customary effort to rise It
is only a momentary eftort. Almost on the
instant he remembers and sinks back again

assive. But the remembrance and the futile

attempt are indescribably bitter.

4 Dear Kenneth, I knew you would see me,”

says Mrs. Tremaine,qnickly, with an unusual
amount of kindness in ber tone, going up to
the couch and taking hishand in both hers.

« It {8 more than good of you to comse to

me,” saye Dugdale, raising himself on his el-
bow. # You must forgive me that I cannot
rige to receive you.”
but it is a smile that saddens one.
their voices sound in each other’s ears both
he and Mrs. Tremaine remember the hour
when lasl they met.
ball-room, the glowing flowers, the pretty
faces, and all the piquante that had courted
petted and smiled their sweetest upon poor

As he speaks he smiles,
Even as

They see the brilllant

beauty,” Dugdale.
Involuntarily Mrs. Tremsine stoops and
A sympathy

#0f couree I wonld come to see you,” she

says, gently, *and I have brought Gretchen

1 suppose you and she hardly re-

ith me,
She moves & little to

« racollect Mr. Dugdale,” she says, half to

her mother, while smiling kindly upon Ken-
neth ; I seldom forget a face, and you are not
8o greatly changed.
bpy then, and I was a little child.
long ago.”

Bat you were only a big
It is very

«I don't remember you, Kenneth answers

reluctantly shaking his head. * Yaur iace is
strangs to me, and yet—how could I have for-
gotten 1t? 1t does not say much for my mem-
ory, does it 7 s your sister quite well ?"

« Kitty? Yes, thank you.”
« I am 8o very glad you have come down,”
® I am sure the fresh

« Will it 7" says Dugdale, in a peculiar tone

and with a slight contraction of the brows;
then, a3 though sshamed of his curtness, he
goes on quickly; ¢ Perhaps so. At all events

rather fancy the country just at this time,

and the view from the windowa here ig perfect.
It was Maude’s room you Know.
where she had the trees cut down to give her

One can 86e

glimpss of the ocean.”
a1t is oharming, —quite too lovely,” re-

turns Mre. Tremaine, who in reality thinks it

little bleak, and has a rooted objection to
t How i dear Maud? Have you
She ie very happy,

tYas. Lsst Monday.

and sesms to be enjoying herself tremendous-
ly. They have gone pretty well up the coun-
try, and appear to have fallen in with rather &
nice lot.
likes it.
ways a lazy child,—fond of lying in the sup,
snd that.”

She says the life sults her, and she
She would, you know. She was al-

¢ Maude and 1 were great frlends,” says

Gretchep, turning 1from the open Wwindow
where she has been standing, looking like a
pictare framed in by the drooping ivy and the

« How pretty she was, and

usterlng roses,
« ] was mote sorry than 1

«Every one liked her, dear little thing,"

says Dogdale.

“T have not been here since she left; and

this room reminds me of her so forcibly,” says
Grefchen, with some regret in her tone. « I
can almost imagine I can seeher over there at
that easel bendIng her sleek head above her
paintings—which were always quite impos-
sible.”

#8he certainly wasn't a young  Turner,”

EKenneth says, witha falnt laugh- )
# No,/ echoing the laugh gayly. #I uweed | gi

wonder how she kept her hair s0 gmooth.

Dear Maudie! everything here recalls her so

“That is impossible ‘replles Mrs. Tre- | vividly.” .
maine, calmly, ‘No young gentleman ever | * Ilikethis room,” sayas Dugdale, looklng
sent me such & message. He will, of course, | ronnd him. t1tissmall, thatls one comfortl

When a follow has knocked about a good
deal in barracks he gets an aifection for his
walls and likes to have them near him. All

e other rooms are g0 vast they make one al-.

than that.”
 * - There is one

foult eyen fs thi

“turn hie'thoughis from their pre 1 to
channel, g - $helr pragent
 wAnd tHat 187" ‘asks he, i
ton, e SAKA T, W soms angy
~ «You have’ “flowers, but ‘no et
Gretohen, npddlng'h'e;'_preﬁty_ h:l;fies'" o
that are swest but ill-chogen : « 0%
brtch of flowers without's ropern - "Hatisa
“& A mere mockery,” repliss h ;
‘humor ; " yes; “of c('mr'ég “you ® Salching g,
that. “But yoi must pardon my
Romember, I have no one to ga
me,” - :
. «I sihall do it this moment,
empting ones just below mg ”
crauing her neck over thea’b:ﬂ:{;?fﬂtehen,

Want of tg,
ther they, for

I can Beq 5g

@Oh thank yon” excls

man, gratefully, a little colox-uc?osmthe
pale face. And ther ho watchag
crosses the balcony and descends the 8t

her long dove-gray skirts trailing behing o
—watches her musingly agghge her,
unatudied erace from tree to ¢
flower herself than any shg ca

Nt YOung
Ing info hig
her ag the

B gather,g

does, in making herself intey; I d
Then Gretchen returns with &:g:::;ble.
going to him, pnts them 8oflly to hjg fa’ -

% Are they not sweet?” 00
answers back cgain,—

s They are indeed,” i i
ok y ndeed,” gratitude n hig face ang

“They will dle, darling. Ring j
water and arrange them in one of tl?osg y
woo:([!f\iowla,” l:ayn Mrr. Tremaine,

[ may have them here beside g ins
Miss Tremaine hag brought them itlxn ?i:ﬂtns
wator and without arrangement, ' i
should prefer it,” says Dugdals,

on 'It‘he small table near him,
hen Mrs. Tremaine rises i
they must really go, and tells hin

«Muost you ?” says Dugdale,
wonders vaguely how he could have felt 80
bored half an hoar ago at the mere thought of
having to entertain them.

“ Thank you a thousaud times for coming;
he gays earnestly. ¢ Do you kpow I neve'r
realized how lonely Iwas until you cama 1

“ Then I am afraid we have done you marg
harm thg.n good,” says Grratchen, mischievons.
ly glancing at bim gver her mother's shoul.
der, with a faint little smile.

% Oh, no, you must not say that. On the
contrary, you have given me gomething plea.
sant to think of. I shall now live in the kore
that you will come sgain,” returns Dugdals
this time nddressing Gretchen rather than her
mother.

“Itis quite dreadfnl your being so much
alone—so disheartening,” says Mrs. Tremaine
thoughtfally. «Well, we must see—we must
gee; oh, yos, of course we shall come again,
and soon, very soon. Good-bye, my dear Kep.
neth ; and pray do not keep those roses so
close toyou, Flowers are always unwhole.
some—so full of midges, and flies, and other
unpleasant things.”

t«I don’t believe there is anything unples-
sant in these flowers,” Kenneth replies, with
conviction, letting his glance rost on Gretchen
for one moment' as rhe bids him farewell.
Her clear oyes look calmly into his: his hand
closes ronnd hers. This vislt, eo unl oke for,

linked him once more with the old world on
which he-bus so resolutely turned his bac,
refusing to be comforted, and yet for which ke
has never ceased to pine daily, hourly.

There is a color on his brow, a warmth at
his heart, that ever since his sad accident has
besn unknown to it. Ha held Gretchens
hand closely, as though loath to let her go;
and she, being quick to notice the signe of
grief or longing in those around her, reiurna
the pressore faintly, and says ¢ Good-bye in
her gentlest tones. It seems to him therais
a hope, apromise in her voice that sustains
him. Yes, she will surely come again. The
thenght nlmost raconciles him to the weary
days that lie before him, in which life, in it
fullest sense, must be denied him. Ho has 50
long been a rocluse, hag 80 long brooded in
solitude over his own misfortunes, that now
to hold sudden converse with his fel low-cres-
tures seems strange to him, and good as
atrange, He watches the girl's departing fig.
ure ; a8 gho follows her mother from the room,
with a wistful gaze. At the door she pnuses,
and looking back at him agaia, bestows upon
him a laat little friendly amile and bow, after
which she vanishes.

To Dugdale it seems a8 though the sun.
shine has gone with her, He sighs impsa-
tiently, and with a gesture of dlstaste closes
the book he had thought so interesting half-
an hour before and flings it from him. A
gloomy expression falls into hiseyes, and the
old look of heavy discontent settles round his
lips; be raises his hand, and by choncs it
falls upon the roses at his side, His faco sofi-
ens. Lifting them, he separates them slowly
and examines them ene by one.

CHAPTER IV.

“ Wherever sorrow 18, relief wouldbe,”
—As You Like It
uWell, what did youn think of him, Gret-
chen ?” asks Kitty.

It is many hours later, and dinner ia almoi
atan end. The servants have departed to 8
more congenial though a lower world, and
Brandy and Flora have brought to a success-
fal termination the mild but vigorous dispute
that has endured through every course.

«] thought him handsome,~particulatly
handsome,—but sad,” says Gretchen, a little
absently. She has been somewhat silent
gince her return home, and appurently fall of
thought.

« Quite depressing,” remarks Mrs, Tre-
maine; #one hardly knew whai to sav to
him, poor fellow. Really, but for Gretchenl
don’t know how I should have sustained con-
versation. She cheered him a good deal, I
fancisd. Yet he is not emaciated in appear-
ance. Hoe i3 pale, of course; but really looks
wonderfully well ; only melancholy, you
know, and—hopeless, it struck me.”

« Yeos, hopeless,” repeats G-etchen. quletly.

«He evidently depressed Gretchen too”
says Brandy, screwing & most unnecessary
glass into his eye ; # shelooks as as if holding
up one's finger would make her weep, I have
besn loat in admiration of her charming face
ever since dinner began. The ponsive ex-
pression suits her down to the ground. The
general effect, however, was spoiled by her
appetite, which was most objectionably
henlthy. A
ly, my dear Gretohen,—artistically,—when
you go about it at all. Have somo more
nger? Youappear to like it
] think he i8 lonely,” says Gretchen, sud-
denly, 1 glanced back as I was leaving
the room, and found him gazlng alter us with'
& terribly wistful look in his eyes. I am
gure he was thinking he wonld have no one:
to apeak to him all the rest of the long even-

ing” v _
EYou should have goune back and offered
severely; # I hate

our services,” says Brandy
{alf-hea.rted éharity. 1 do’n’t koow how you.

most loge sight of one’sown identity, Though,
perhape—slowly ond with o sudden aoces.

(Continued on Third Page.)
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veritable symphony in grs R r :
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Grretchen, foeling pleased, she hardlyrﬁig;: 3
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has proved inexpresgibly swest to him, has -

Yon onght to do the thing thorough-




