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wine glassesto say to me? You have lost the one 
you loved beet on earth; but here is 
one who loves you even more than she 
did. Will you take me tor a lover In­
stead of a cousin?”

“O Roger, I can't—I can’t!" I ex- 
claimed. “How I wish you hadn t said 
it! You are very kind, but we must 8° 
on being cousins, and—nothing more."

His handsome face hardened a little. 
"Why?" he persisted. "You don't dis- 
like me?"....

"No-o.” I responded, dubiously. "But 
r don't love you.”.

"I don't expect love at first—not the 
sort of love I feel for you,’ be said. 
"Why, you are almost too young to 
know what love means. Trust your- 
self to me. dear, and trust me to teach

, you its meaning."
I shook my head, and I was beginning 

to grow impatient. "You couldn t."I 
said. "1 know enough about love, by 
instinct, to be sure that you could nev­
er teach it to me. You might try tor a 
hundred years, and it would be just the 
same at the end as it is now.”

"That's a bard answer, he ejacu- 
lated, flushing. "It’s your youth that 
speaks. Perhaps, after all. I ought to 
have waited. But dear Aunt Ermyn-
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“I was in the West Wing looking 
through some old papers, and so on. 
of Lady Cope’s, from eleven to one, 1 
said. “Perhaps she heard me. I dare- 
say she could in her room; and once 1 
dropped a candlestick.”

-It couldn't have been that, ob­
jected Swift, "for Mrs. Ewarts looked 
at her watch the last time she was up. 
and it was pest two o'clock."

"Oh!" I ejaculated, thoughtfully. 
"But it was nothing, of course. A storm 
can make strange sounds come about 
an old bouse—especially at night."

"I suppose ‘twas nothing, really, the 
maid assented “Mrs. Ewarts was sure 
It wasn't burglars, or she’d have given 
an alarm."

After my own experiences In the 
night. Swift’s words Impressed me far 
more than they would otherwise; and 
1 asked myself if It were possible that 
the restless spirits of those who had 
sinned on earth did indeed ever come 
back to the old haunts, allowing them- 
selves to be heard or seen by those who 
were still earth-bound.

At half-past ten, on the very stroke 
of the appointed hour, news of Roger's 
arrival was brought to me. I was In 
the picture gallery when the word 
came, for a curious fascination had 
drawn me back to the West Wing the 
moment after I had breakfasted; and 
I bad just finished a futile exploration 
of the downstairs rooms, unvisited last 
night, when I was told that Sir Roger 
Cope wished to see me.

I went to a room known as the Indian 
boudoir, where he awaited me, and in 
silence we shook hands.,

I looked up at him rather timidly, 
for somehow I was dreading the hour 
before me—Roger s tone in asking me 
to spare It him had been so more than 
usually grave.__

It struck me now as our eyes met 
how exceedingly handsome he was, 
and I wondered why I did not admire 
him more than I did.

Roger was thirty-six years old, 
though he did not look his age by ten 
years; and he had been only eighteen 
when he had come Into his title at. my 
father's death. He was fair-skinned, 
with very light hair, which fell in a 
thick wave over his forehead, like a 
boy’s. His eyebrows were almost black, 
and might ve been carefully pen- 
cilled by an artist, in the saintly arch 
which they described. The lashes, too 
were black, and as they were long and 
perfectly straight, they shadowed his 
curiously pale blue eyes, making them 
seem much darker than they really 
were It was only when the light 
streamed full into Roger's eyes that 
one saw they held scarcely any color 
save In the violet rim that circled the 
iris. His oval face was clean-shaven, 
and a sedentary London life had 
drained his clear-cut features of blood, 
setbat his thin red ps contrasted with 
his white skin almost as strikingly as 
the dark brows and lashes with the 
ash-blonde hair..

If Roger ha 7 a woman he would 
have been considered a great beauty, 
and it seemed strange to think that 
this, rent rkable-looking man, who 
might have sat as model for a picture 
of Lucifer before his fall, was only a 
London solicitor, who had to Ignore hie 
title and work like an ordinary mortal.

His manner was invariably gentle, 
his way of speaking slow—"soothing,' 
my mother had call- d it, and "restful;"
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"It’s no use waiting." I interrupted

him, with almost fierce decision. "Since 
you began this, Roger, we must finish 
it now, and not speak of it again ever— - 
ever if we are to remain friends. 
You’ve always been very good and very 
nice to me. and I’ve tried to be fond of 
you—not in the way you mean, but 
just as a cousin, because I knew that 
it was mother's wish. Yet I couldn't 
make myself do it. I've never been 
comfortable with you, Roger, or happy 
in your society. It's better to tell you 
all the truth now, so that you will 
quite understand that it couldn't be 
different.”,

He was still on one knee my side, 
though he had released my hands now. 
and he was looking straight Into my 
eyes with a very strange look.

"rm thirty-six, Sheila, and you're • 
eighteen," he said, slowly. "I’ve seen 
girls change who thought they never 
could." .... .

“You will not see this one change!
( cried, almost crossly, for I thought 
that he ought in manliness to take me 
at my word without attempting furth­
er argument. "O Roger. I do think It 
cruel of you to have brought up this 
to-day! You said there was business, 
which could not wait, and yet this is 

—*
“This la not all." Roger repeated, 

taking the words out of my mouth. “It s only the beginning. You don't under- 
stand yet, but you will by and by, and
you win think very differently or me 
then instead of anger there will be. 1 
am sure, a more kindly emotion in your 
heart. You will see that I pleaded with 
you, as for the greatest boon that a 
woman can grant a man, while I might 
have begun in another way more gra­
tifying perhaps to my own pride, and 
more likely to prove successful. But I 
preferred to sue as a subject to his 
queen, rather than play King Cophe- 
"King Cophetua?" I opened my eyes 
and gazed at him haughtily. "I do 
not see the appropriateness of the sim- 
le 7 told you that you did not under­
stand now. But I won't keep you in 
suspense." j .. ._

To my relief he rose from his humble 
posture and stood before me, looking 
down, veiled excitement in his face.

"Speaking of King Cophetua, he 
went on, “reminds me of a story the 
story of a beggar maid. Once upon a 
time there was a man who had been 
poor all his life. And there was a girl 
who had been rich. Suddenly they 
changed places, though she was left in 
ignorance. The man loved the girl, 
who was very beautiful and so indifter-. 
ent in her manner to him that he, who 
was not used to indifference from other 
women, was piqued Into desiring to 
win her even more ardently than he 
would otherwise. He had wanted her 
when he believed himself poor and the 
girl rich. But when the change came, 
he loved her just as much. And to show 
his love, instead of saying: ‘You have» 
lost everything. Come to me, who can 
give it all back,’ he would have con­
cealed the truth, if she would have let 
him, tor a time at least, until she had 
grown accustomed to the Idea that the 

: best happiness of her life must come 
from him. Do you think that he was a 
man of honor or a suixotic fool?"

To be Continued.

PILLS trenoth02Roger looked down at a book he had 
taken up from the table. "I thought 
that Aunt Ermyntrude might have told 
you some particulars." he said; “per­
haps—the night she died. You did not 
seem to wish me to know what passed 
between you In that last scene. And I 
thought she might---- "

"She said nothing coherent at all." I 
broke In. "She only murmured a few 
strange words which I could not under­
stand. Are you—going to tell me any­
thing. Roger?"

"By and by," he said, smiling faint- 
ly. His face had brightened aa I an­
swered his question. Evidently, if he 
had anything of importance to tell, he 
was glad that my mother had not fore­
stalled him. "Before we come to that 
I have certain things to ask. Sheila, 
you were eighteen a month ago, weren't 
you?"...

"Yes." I replied. And my mind 
strayed back to my birthday. How 
happy I had been then! We had Just 
gone up to London, and the world had 
seemed like fairyland.

"You are almost a child still, my poor 
little cousin. Yet Aunt Ermyntrude 
was married before she was many 
months older. Did she ever speak to 
you about the time when you would 
marry?"

"Oh, yes, she spoke of it vaguely 
sometimes. I suppose all mothers do." 
I bad reasons of my own for wishing 
to hurry away from this subject; but 
Roger kept me to it.

“And the man you would one day 
marry? Had she anything to say of 
him?”

I felt myself grow scarlet. "I don’t 
see that you have any right to ask me 
such things," I said. "They were be- 
tween mother and me.”

“I think I am answered, Sheila!" he 
exclaimed. "Well—you know what her 
wishes were, and you won’t be sur­
prised to hear that mine are the same. 
I have always loved you, and wanted 
you. dear, since I saw you growing 
from a bewitching child into a beauti­
ful young woman."

Roger had been sitting in a chair 
opposite the sofa, where I had taken a 
seat; but he rose, and, coming to me, 
went down on one knee, not In a thea­
trical, lover-like lway, but as a big 
brother might do with a little sister. 
And very gently be laid his hand over 
my two, that were clasped tightly to­
gether in my lap. Altogether his man­
ner was considerate and reassuring. 
But, then, Roger's manner invariably
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but It was not so foi me.
"Poor little cousin!" he said, kindly, 

as he released my hand. "You have 
had bad night. I’m afraid. Your face 
to very white, and your eyes very big 
this morning. Was It the storm that 
leapt you from sleeping, or was it your 
own sad thoughts?".

As be asked the two questions tn one 
his gaze was fix-d very keenly upon 
me, as if he meant my expression to 
answer him candidly, even if my tongue

was perfect in every emergency.
"You are so young, such a child 

still," he went on, before I could apeak, 
and resisting my efforts to draw my 
hands from under his, "that you need 
someone to take care of you. I want 
to be that one, dear. And she who is 
gone desired It, as you know. If it were 
not for that I would not have spoken 
yet. But she would not have wished 
me to delay. Little girl. What have Few

. . . Kettles
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tried to keep a secret.
. "Both, perhaps." I answered, and 1 
was vexed to feel my color rise.

"I was thinking of you a great deal 
all night,” he went on; "for neither was 
I able to sleep. I even grew supersti- 
Itous, with that wild storm raging at 
the windows of the inn; and I won- 
dered if the priest walked at Arrish 
Mell Court.”"You always made fun of ghost stor- 
ses," 1 said. .

"Did I? Well, as I grow older Im 
not so cock-sure of everything as I 
used to be. I've begun to realise that 
there may really be more things in 
heaven and earth than are dreamt of 
in our philosophy. Last night I don't 
think 1 should have denied the priest, 
if 1 bad been up here instead of at

I always had the feeling (why, I 
could not have explained) that Roger 
had motives for everything he said; 
that be never spoke on impulse like 
other people, but skilfully "worked up 
subjects with a particular end in view; 
and now I was curious to know why 
he had brought in that of the priest. 
With a spirit of contrariness. Which I 
often felt with Roger, I determined to 
thwart his design, whatever it might 
be.

“Let’s talk of something else," I ex- 
claimed, abruptly.

“You say that oddly!” he persisted. 
“‘I believe, Sheila, that you bad a fright 
last night."

“I'm not at all superstitious," I an- 
swered, evasively. “Mother brought me 
up to think that sort of thing ridieu- 
lous. Nobody seems to have rested very 
peacefully last night; but I feel quite 
well enough this morning for that busi- 
ness talk which you said we must 
have.”

% Roger’s eyes bed never left my face, 
yet I hoped It had not given him much 
satisfaction. He saw at last that there 
was one subject which I was resolved 
not to discuss; and he knew that I 
could be just as determined as he, when 
1 chose.

-Very well, to business, then," he 
said. "Aren’t you going to sit down, 
and ask me to sit down? Thanks! 
Sheila, did your mother ever tell you 

anything about your birth?"
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Dryden "married discord in a noble 

wife," and Addison sold himself to a 
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Thoreau was once able to boast that 
he had on Me shelves a library of sev- 
eral hundred volumes, the greater pert 
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edition of his first book, and, thinking 
it useleee to keep the volumes longer, 
had sent them to their author.
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The largest cheese ever made was 
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C. A. Cooksley,An Armless Artist.

M. Ducornet, who died in France tn 
1862, was born without arms or bands. € 
He bad the eye of en artist and, not- 
withstanding his great misfortune, ac­
tually studied painting and exhibited 
many fine productions wholly executed 
with his toes.

If we can't get what we like, let us 
like what we can get.
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CHAPTER VI.
A Secret Divulged. Subscribe Nowi

I stared at my cousin, surprised at 
such a strange beginning.

"I hardly know what you mean." I 
stammered. "What was there to tell—- 
except that I was born abroad?"
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