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o S1he is very well,” answered Hayward

vely.

‘“Ah —well, good-bye, Master Ned. He
looks as if he wanted feeding up, doesn’t he?
So, Mr. Hayward, mind you give him plenty
to eat.” And with a smile Isabel waved her
driving whip, and the next moment had driven
on, while Hayward proceeded—rather thought.
fully—again to lead Master Ned’s pony.

The next day Isabel absolutely drove up to
Combe Lodge. Ned, who was gazing out of
the library window, announced ﬁer arrival to
Hayward.

‘“Here's Lady Hamilton, sir,” he ecried.
“And oh ! my, what a big hamper one of the
grooms is dragging out !”

On hearing this Hayward at once went to
the hall door, and found Ned’s information had
been substantially correct. A big hamper was
standing on one of the mats outside the vesti-
bule, and to this Lady Hamilton pointed with
a smile.

*“That's for Master Ned Marston,” she said.
It contains grapes, port wine, and jelly, and
all sorts of things to make him fat. Don’t be
offended ; 1 don’t snr?ose you starve him,”
she added, as Hayward’s face, perhaps natur-
ally, assumed a look of not very agreeable sur-
prise. *‘Boys, you know, require stuffing, so,
please let him stuff himself.”’

“Your ladyship is very good,” said Hay-
ward, hesitatingly, and turning very red.

“Yes, 1 thought it was good of me,” an-
swered Jsabel, with a little laugh. ¢¢But, you
see, 1 knew the child long ago, and was sorry
to see him look so thin. It was good,of you,
too,”’ she added, ‘‘to have him down here.
And now I mean to be very good,” she went
on, ‘‘and to take you and Master Ned out for
a drive.”

* Thank you,—but I think,”—said Hayward,
endeavouring to make an excuse.

“Don’t think—but come,” said Isabel, and
she looked into his face in her old, bright way.
Oh, weak man ! Hiyward had sworn to be on
his guard against this woman ; had sworn to
be true and loyal in look, and thought, and
deed, to his friend Sir George, yet he yielded to
that siren glance. He seateg himself by Isabel’s
side ; Master Ned taking his place by the
groom. Hesat and listened while Isabel strove
to resume her old sway over him. She ignored
their stormy meeting at Massam, bofore Hay-
ward went to town. Sheignored thut she had
been found out, and that Hayward knew that
he had once worshipped a pale idol. She was
beautiful, and she depended on the power that
beauty gave her over the hearts of men. Hay-
ward felt he was being made a fool of, and yet
he did not take himself away.

Presently they passed Sir George on the road,
who was walking with his head cast down, and
when he looked up and his eyes met Hayward's,
Hayward felt his face flush.

‘ Are you not going to sto
Lady Hamilton, quickly. ¢
Sir George ¥’

“Of course I see him,” answered Isabel,
‘““but I see no necessity for stopping.” And
with a little careless nod, she passed her hus-
band, while Hayward felt excessively uncom-
fortable to be in the pesition in which he found
himself.

Isabel, on the contrary, was rather gratified
that Sir George had seen them. He had
hurwiliated her so deeply, that she longed to
hnmiliate him. He had brought Hayward
here—her old lover—and had made a confidant
of this young man about her, and so Isabel had
vowed that she would win Hayward uver to her
side. So she was very gracious to him, but
Hayward was uneasy after this meeting with
Sir George. He began thinking of Hilda
Marston, even as he sat by Isabel, and wishing
that he had known of her pure love long ago.
Hayward, in fact, was not a man who could be
happy in any crooked or unlawful path.

“ Master Ned,” said Lady Hamilton pre-
sently, looking round, and addressing Ned
Marston, ““would you like to see your siater
here ¥’ .

“Hil ¥ said Ned.
ean’t.”

“I've been thinking of something,” con-
tinued Lady Hamilton, now ing to Hay-
ward. ¢ always liked Miss Marston. I think
I shall ask her to stay with me a little while.”

Hayward was silent.

*¢ It would be a change for her, wouldn’t it #*’
proceeded Jsabel. “‘And also relieve you of
the respomsibility of looking after our {ou‘llﬁ
friend there? What is her address? wi
write to her to-day.”

Hayward gave Hilda’s address, and then said
with sotr;le {lfsiuﬁion : N ' M

¢ should tell you, aps, that Miss Mar-
ston is engaged to be ml:?nexs’:

““Indeed ! To whom, then? Ifit's to some
common man, 1 don’t think I could quite stand
that.”

“Itis toa Mr. Jervis. He is a clergyman
and a gentleman—and the best man I ever
knew,” answered Hayward, gravely.

““Oh, indeed! Miss Hilda hasn’t done badly
for herself then ?"* said Isabel.

¢ No,"” said Hayward briefly. L

“In that case there can be no objection to
my asking her,” continued Isabel. ‘I will
ask her to stay——let me see——two months.”

Isabel meant until the baby she expected was
born. Ned Marston had put Hilda into her
head, and she had been thinking that she
would like to have her old companion beside
her when she was ill. Hilda was sensible and
agreeable, she remembered, and would not mind

?’ he said to
on’t you see

“ Yes, of course, but I

sitting all day in a sick room, and this was the
treat that she intended for her old friend.

Hayward heard of this proposed invitation
with very mingled feelings. He would be glad
to see Hilda again, and yet—

‘“She may not come,” he reflected the next
moment, but he was not angry when he heard
that Hilda had accepted Lady Hamilton’s in-
vitation.

Hilds, in truth, was glad to do so. She shrank
from fulfilling her engagement at ounce, and
living in lodgings meant money and wearing
anxiety. Her old friend, Miss May, still dare
not ask her to stay with her on account of her
school-girls, and Hilda was lonely withont little
Ned. Soshe wrote and accepted Lady Hamil-
ton’s invitation, and her sister Marian, when
she heard of this, thought that there never was
such a lucky girl as Hilda. To be engaged to
be married, and to go and stay at Massam Park,
seemed two very grand thing so poor Marian,
toiling in her close schoolroom. Yet, Hilda
was anything but happy. She was conscience-
stricken because she could not love her lover.
Horace Jervis used to wonder at the humility
of her mauner to him ; at the subdued and
touching gentleness with which she obeyed his
slightest wish. All except one. She would
not yet fix the time of her marriage, and Jervis
felt that it would be selfish to urge her do so
against her will.

Thus Hilda went to Massam. She could not
help thinking as she travelled there of her last
visit—of the Squire’s proposal, and Hayward’s
despair. Everything was so changed now.
Isabel was a wife, the Squire was married, she
was engaged, and Hayward — Hilda sighed
deeply when she thought of Hayward. His
life had been so full of trouble. Had things
been different he might have been happy now.
Did Hilda find herself picturing that happi-
ness? The pleasant country home was his, and
the fond wife to watch his coming? With a
deeper sigh she tried to turn away from the
contermnplation of that forbidden scene. Life
(as she had told Hayward) was for her very
difficult and hard to understand.

Lady Hamilton received her kindly. Isabel
wished Hilda to stay some time with her, and
she was also, in a certain ccld way of her own,
glad to see her old companion. She drove her
ponies to the station to meet Hilda, and al.
to%ether received her more agreeably than Hilda
had expected.

*You have heard about my father's absurd
marriage, of course ¥ said Isabel, after the first
greetings hetween the two ladies were over, and
Hilda found herself seated by Lady Hamilton’s
side.

““Yes,” answered Hilda with a smile.

““1 was furious about it,”’ continued Isabel,
““and indeed for that matter I am still. Ridi-
culous old man! I have got into no end of
trouble too about it.”

““How isthat ¥’ asked Hilda.

¢ Well, I was in such a rage,”” replied Isabel.
““that I tried to prevent it, and wrote an
anonymous letter to my father to tell him
about the Featherstones. I told Mr. Hannaway
this—you remember Mr. Hannaway, dou’t you ?
And he kept some foolish letters about it, and
when he was killed Sir George found these
letters, and he and T have hardly spoken siuce.”

Hilda cast down her eyes. She, in fact,
kuew not what tosay. It was a new experience
in her life to hear a wife speak as Isahel did.

¢ And how do Mr. Trevor and his young wife
get on '’ presently asked Hilda.

“I'm told it's simply sickening,” answered
Isabel. “It's ‘My J,esr Lucinda,” ¢My dear-
est Lucinda,’ every time he speaks to her.”

‘“ Weil, that is very well at any rate,’ said
Hilda.

“Can’t say I agree with you,” said Isabel,
I would forgive the girl for marrying an old
man, as they were so horribly poor, but to pre-
tend to love him is really too much.” .

¢ Perhaps she is grateful to him,’’ said Hilda,
slowly. She was thinking of her own engage-
ment ; was thinking that Lucinda Featherstone
had not acted very giﬂ‘erently to herself.

“ And Patty ¥’ she asked presently.
she at home ¥

““She’s at Sanda. She lives apparently at
Sands, and Mr. Featherstone too. Truly a
nice family to be connected with !” And Isabel
lashed her ponies in her irritation.

Mr. Trevor and his daughter had in fact
never met since his second marriage. Socially,
Isabel now held herself far above the Feather-
stones, and she had rejected all advances made

“Is

by Mr. Featherstone and Patty with the scant- |

est courtesy. But the old man and his young
wife were on better terms than Isabel and her
husband. When Mr. Trevor said he would
marry Lucinda Featherstone in defiance of all
anonymous enemies, Lucinda promised herself
that the Squire should never repent his gener-
osity. Amd he never had. Lucinda was a
quick girl, and she did her best to make him
happy. Mr. Trevor was proud of his handscme
young wife, and the old Hall at Sanda was by
no means an nnhapﬁy home. '

At Massam, on the contrary, Hilda Marston
was shocked to find the terms on which the
husband and wife lived. Sir George, proud,
reserved, and at one time' passiomately en-
amoured of Isabel, now regarded her apparently
with contempt and indifference. She had

wounded him in his tenderest feelings. He:
had given up so much for her ; he had cast his

whole heart at her feet, and all the while (as he
told himself) she had been mocking and jihinz
at him to a man of totally inferior positivn tv
himself! Truly the iron had eutered his soul

on the day when he had read her letiers to Mr.
Haunaway.

Had he loved her less, he could have for-
given her more easily. As it was, he could
sometimes scarcely restrain the burning words
of anger which rose on his lips when he met
her careless and defiant glances.

So there was no love in the house, but the
‘‘stalled ox and contention.” Isabel was bit-
terly indignant with Sir George for humiliating
herin the eyes of Hayward, and made no at-
tempt at reconciliation, even if it had been pos-
sible. . But she tried (as we have seen) to win back
Hayward. She could do this more easily when
she had Hilda staying with her, as little Ned
served as a connecting link between Combe
Lodge and the Park. R N

Thus it happened thaf Hay¥ard was con-

‘stantly thrown into very- dangerous company.

Had Hilda accepted him, he told himself, he
need not have been afraid, but Hilda had not
accepted him. Nay, the poor girl was now
trying hard to do her duty. She had no soft
looks for Hayward ; no confidential words. She
was at war with her own heart, and even un-
necessarily cold in her manner to her old fricund.

She saw, too, that the former infatuation
with which he had regarded Isabel Trevor was
not yuite ended. This made her miscrable,
jeslous, and uneasy, coquetting and toying
with her flowers. Presently Hilda saw her
give a rose to Hayward, and saw also the man-
ner in which he received it. Then, by and
by, Hoyward approached. Hilda, plucking an-
other rose held it towards her.

‘¢ Will you have it, Hilda ?’ he said.

“No!” she answered, sharply, turning her
flushed face round, and looking at him : *“ why
do you.offer it to me 1"

‘ Beanse———"" began Hayward.

¢ Mr. Hayward,”” interrupted Hilda, with
heaving breast and flashing eyes, “I had a
friend once that——that I believe would have
died sooner than he would have acted as you
are doing now 1"

‘““What do you mean?’ asked Hayward,
glancing at Isabel, who, however, was too far
from them to hear what they were saying.

‘“1 have not forgotten,” centinned Hilda,
passionately, “when the woman you are so
triendly and familiar with to-day, drove you
from here miserable and broken-hearted ! Yes,
you know what she is——a wife——a married
woman and yet——""

‘¢ Hilda, youa are an old friend,” said Hay-
ward, with some sternness, ‘“‘but if anyone else
had said such words to me "

““You know they are true,” retorted Hilda,
in her jealous passion and indignation.

But at this moment Lady Hamilton called
out to them. :

‘‘ What are you two quarrelling about ?” she
cried from the end of the conservatory. *‘You
remind me of Snap and Jerry over a bone, your
expressions are both so warlike.”

‘“ Miss Marston is taking the privilege of an
old triend, and giving me a lecture,” answered
Hayward, trying to speak lightly, and approach-
ing Lady Hamilton ; but, with an indignant
glance Hilda turned away and left.the conser-
vato%.

‘“ What has the young woman been saying ?’
asked Isabel, when she saw that she and Hay-
ward were alone. ‘ Ah!—you need not tell
me,” she contived lauguidly. ¢ Poor Hay-
ward ! so she has been scolding you, has she,
because you have still seme little friendship
and regard for me ¥*

(T'o.be continued.)

HEARTH AND HOME.

THE great warriors of life are the so-called
*“little things” which are from day to day left
unadjusted, till they fasten their victims like a
net. The men who die of *‘over-work’ are
not so much déstroyed by their great useful
labours as by the vexatious trifles which ac-
cumulate till they produce a chronic fever and
unpest.

ONE’s LEVEL.—During the slow process of
finding one’s level, there is not only mortifica-
tion but bewilderment 'in the discovery that
the highest gifts are by no means the most ac-
ceptable, at least not the most rcadily accept-
able. No doubt unusual gifts excite immediate
admiration, but that very admiration tends to
keep its object at arm’s length, for a while at

-any rate. And, if the superiority be at all real

and extensive, it does necessarily prove, even
in the long run, more or less isolating. An
exceptionally gifted person will perhaps have
many pownts of sympathy with a large number
of other minds ; but.the people with whom such
? one can be altogether at home will be very
ew. ' ’

Goss1p.—Within certain easily-defined limits

gossip is agreeable and essential to the carrying
on_ of polite .intercourse. If all gossip were

strictly eliminated. from conversation, conver-’

sation would oease to be.  We could not always
engage in metaphysical discussions. We can-
not always throw ourselves with animation into
the political changes of the world. The gossip
on which we should frown, which we should not
tolerate ‘within our hearing, or allow to pass
withant indignant protest, is that which cou-
cerns the motives and characters of others, that

:which 1naligns the absent, and that which is in
 feeling and purpose unkindly. Slander:should
be put down resolutely ; and that sort of insinu.-

ation-which tends towards slander should meet
determived opposition.” A lie which is half a
truth is ever the worst of lies,

“OLD men for counsel, young men for ac-
tion,” is a time-honoured axiom. It is founded
on the consideration that the aged who have
seen much of the world may be presumed to
have profited by their long observation, and to
have grown cautious and wise ; while to the hot
blood of youth action is natural. But in many
of the affairs of life the young are called to act
without convenient opportunity to consult
their elders, and, not unfrequently, in refer-
ence to matters of much moment. It is desir-
able that in such cases they should act wisely.
We answer in a single word—**Think.”” Think
—not afterwards—not when it is too late—not
when the action is past,—but think before-
hand. *“Look before you leap,” as Franklin
quaintly expressed it, having derived the lesson
from an unsuccessful attempt to leap over a
ditch, which a look at its width beforehand
would have prevented.

PRESCRIPTION.— For a Fit of Passion : Walk
out in the open air. You may speak your mind
to the winds without hurting anyone, or pro-
claiming yourself to be a simpleton.—For a Fit
of Idleness : Count the ticking of a clock. Do
this for one hour, and you will be glad to pull
off your coat and work like a man.—For a Fit
of Extravagance : Go to the workhouse, or
speak to the inmates of a gaol, and you will be
convinced.—For a Fit of Ambition : Go to the
churchyard and read the gravestones. They
will tell you the end of man in his best estate.—
For a Fit of Repining : Look about for the halt
and blind, and visit the bedridden, the afflicted,
and the deranged, and they will make you
ashamed of cemplaining of your light afflictions.
—For « Fit of Envy: Go and see how many
who keep their carriage are afflicted with
rheumatism, gout, and dropsv, how many walk
abroad on crutches, or stay at home wrapped in
flannel, and how many are subject to epilepsy
and apoplexy.

Exekcist AND DicestioN.—When exercise
is properly cunducted, the effect on the diges-
tive system is very marked. The appetite is
increased, and more food is taken in order to
'supply the force necessary for the maintenance
of the mechanical force. This increase of ap-
petite is especially noted when the exercise is
taken in open amir. When exercise is under-
taken however without due preparation, or the
bodily powers are exhausted by fatigue, the

ower of being able to take food is diminished.

his condition, if the exercise is continued and
the power. of taking food remains impaired, is
one of considerable danger, and the health is
often greatly affected, the force of the heart be-
ing much reduced. It is of great importance,
moreover, when great fatigue has been under-
gone, to see that the bodily powers are thor-
oughly recruited by rest before an attempt is
made to take food, otherwise there will be no
inclination to take it, and if forced down it will
not digest. An hour’s rest with a cup of warm
tea will do much towards restoring appetite in
these cases. Indeed it should be a rule in all
cases that a period of rest should intervene be-
tween work and food.

A CARD.

To all who are suffering from the errors and
indiscretions of youth, nervous weakness, early
decay, loss of manhood, &c., I will seud a recipe
that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This

eal remedy was discovered by a missionary in

outh America. Send a self-addressed envelope
tothe REv. Josgra T. INMAN, Station D, Bibls
House, New York City. . -

1T is valueless to a woman to be young unless
pretty, or to be Slretty unless young. If you
want a first-class shrunk Flannel Shirt, send for
samples and card for self-measurement, to
TresLE’s, 8 King Street E., Hamilton, Out.

NOTICE TO LADIES.

The undersigned begs respectfully to inform
the ladies of the city and country that they
will find at his Retail Store, 196 St. Lawrence
Main Street, the choicest assortment of Ostrich
and Vulture Feathers, of all shades ; also,
Feathers of all descriptions repaired with the
greatestcare. Feathers dyed as per smnsle, on
shortest delay. Gloves cleaned and dyed black
only. J. H. LeBranc. Works: 547 Craig St.

JEALOUSY isthe worst of all evils, yet the one
that is the least pitied by those who cause it.
The only perfect Fitting Shirt made in Canada is
made by TreBLE, of Hamilton. Send for sam-
ples and cards for self-measurement. Six A
Number One Shirts for §12.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practice,
having had placed in his hands by an East
India missionary the formula of a simple veget-
abl remedy, for the speedy and permanent cure
of consmmption, bronchitis, catarrh, asthma,
aud all throat and lung affections, also a posi-
tive and radical cure for nervous debility and
all nervous complaints, after having tested its
wonderful curative powers in thonsands of cases,
has felt it his duty to make it known to his
suffering fellows. Actuated by _thts mot_ive, and
! a desire to relieve human suffering, I will send,
| free of charge, to all who desire it, this recipe,

| with full direction for preparing and using, in

" German, French, or English. Sent by mail by
addressing with stamp, naming this paper, W.
. W, Sherar, 149 Pawers’ Block, Rochester, N.Y,



