CANADIAN COURIER.

will. tell you that it has a flavor all its own,
digtinétive and delightful.

It’s all in the blend. If you never used a
pipe, get one and fill it with "Calabash"
Mixture.

In 2 oz. pocket tins—and in 2, 4, 8, and 16 oz. moistener
tins—at all tubacco s.ores.
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ECONOMY BOILERS

ECONOMY BOILERS fill all these requirements |
exactly—and more, .

The waterways are correctly proportioned for free,
rapid circulation.

Fire and flue surfaces are backed by water and so ar”
ranged that heat rays will touch upon every inch of theirarea.
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IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION ‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER.”’
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that you understand what it is; I hope
she understands also. And I hope she
will listen to me, when I am able to
speak to her, with as much kindness and
sweetness as she has always shown both
to me, whom she has never seen before,
and to my dear cousin.”

There was a rather long pause, during
which the young man, evidently much ex-
cited, turned away and walked with the
lawyer into one of the windows. Lady
Lockington, having entirely recovered her
self-control, and having recognized,
without any shadow of doubt, that the
star of the singing-girl was in the as-
cendant, and that friends ought to be
made with her without delay, moved
with a stately step towards that end of
the room where Edna was still cowering,
trembling and tearful, in her chair. Sit-
ting beside her, the widowed Viscountess
put her hand gently on the girl’s arm,
and said:

“Miss Bellamy, forgive me. I didn’t
understand. Now that I know how
much you did for my dear husband, I
thank you, and I am glad to learn that
you have been as much appreciated as
you deserve.”

She was much too accomplished a wo-
man of the world not to be able to say
this with kindliness which overwhelmed
the inexperienced girl. ~And when she
leant over her and kissed the girl’s fore-
head, Edna sobbed out:

“Qh, you are very kind, very kind.
Thank you with all my heart.”

Edna could scarcely believe she was not
dreaming, as the two gentlemen then dis-
cussed before her certain details of the
strange story of the dead man’s decep-
tion, and answered the questions of Lady
Lockington, who remained beside the
girl, holding her hand.

«T think,” said Lady Lockington, “you
might have taken more care to avoid
gossip. A little dressmaker whom I em-
ploy when I am down here told me that
Mr. Kage had set the people of the
neighbourhood talking by his enthusiasm
about Miss Bellamy.”

“Well, it happens that this dressmaker
is a great friend of my old housekeeper,”
said Jack Lockington, “and she must
have heard me express what I thought
of the young musician at the Hall. It
was I who recommended my cousin to
engage a lady, preferably a young lady,
to sing and play for his amusement.
And, feeling myself responsible for her
introduction, I took care to see her al-
most as soon as my cousin himself did,
and to judge of the chances of her
pleasing him with her music.”

Edna, with a crimson face, sat up.
“And was it you or Lord Lockington
who used to play the organ?” she asked,
suddenly.

“It was I. He sat listening to us
both.”

Shivering and feeling as if she could
scarcely bear the whirl of feelings and of
thoughts which seemed to be making
tumult within her, Edna went quickly
out of the room.

She had not reached the staircase,
however, when a hand was laid softly
upon her arm from behind, and she stop-
ped, knowing that she could not escape.

“Miss Bellamy,” whispered Jack, un-
steadily, “I ought not to speak to you
now; it’s not fair, I know. But I must
know whether you are going to stay here.
It was my cousin’s wish as well as mine.
Dismiss from your mind any nonsense
you may have been told that he was
bad, or mad, or anything but unhappy
and passionate. And believe that he
wished you nothing but good.”

“T’ve never had any such idea,” said
she, earnestly. “My only regret is that
he wouldn’t let me see him. He
wouldn’t have shocked me.”

“You have seen him,” said Jack Lock-
ington, gently. “It was my cousin and
not myself whom you saw lying, in a
crazy fit of despair, on the grass in the
park, by the entrance to the under-
ground passage.”

Edna drew a long breath. “I’'m glad of
that,” she said. “And—of course, I'll
stay—if you wish it.”

“T wish it, and I wish more than
that,” said he; and as he printed a kiss
on her forehead, in spite of herself, he
added, in a whisper: “I wish you to re-
main here for ever. I want you to be
Lady Lockington. And my cousin wished
it also. In his name as well as my own
I shall ask you, when we have got over
the sadness and sorrow of these first
few days, to be my wife, Edna.”

THE END,



