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with tew ful repronch.
aren't you @

“Y (s welly go on,” unfeelingly,

¢ And Mrs. Desmond wasg good enough to
askme, and town was getting quito too
teattly  all smoke and smells, and no-
s S0 airily ‘I got up ono morn
ing Iooked out of my back window, snid
¢ Adien, adien, iny native sewer’ to tho un-
Jeasant Jrain beneath it, and after o bit
Lun-] myself heve.”

*Viery eraphie,” murmurs Mr. Manner
ing, who detests Dicky Browne,

“Iwowler whero Vera is,” says Lady
Clontarf, prosently.  “ I want to show her
to you ; she I ft me only a moment since, to
get- Vh e with aglad, pleased smile, ¢ hero
she i

The dira has opened, and now cvery one
is loohing toward it.  On its thrcshold
stands a Little, slight, childish figure, mo-
tienltss  Neeing 80 many uaexpected struu.
gersy she has maturally como to a stand.
still, bnt, without showing any signs of
awkwar Iness or cmnbarrassment, rather with
the uneenseinug curiosity of a child, she
gaes at thom in o friendly fashion, and then
walks straigzht up to hor sister,

Dorts in «peaking of her had often told
them she was soventeen, or perhaps nearer
dghteen Tt there is somcthing so won-
derfully youthful about Vera that when one
looks ker age is forgotten, QOne would
never dreatn of saying ‘“she must be this
wge of that, " but only ¢ how young she i "

Her eves aro large, and bluc—a very

“Yon aro here,

 distinct Ve, without the alightest tinge of

wole?  Her head §s covered with little
short curls of ** haire, sheen as gold,” that
tumble 1n & careless fashion over her low
white furchicad,
*Her..0uth 1s short, and shut in littlo space,
Fawir, s.ne deal, ot over red I mean,”™

And thu s o charming touch of innoceuce
inher goft smile,

She is d.eswed inalittlo white frock rather
WBort suwsteland with no sleeves ; there
are biyh putfs on her shoulders, and o bi
terna cotta sash of Indian silk is tied rounc
berwant.  Sho is as pretty as an ang ',
and looks half a baby, half n woman. As
thoreaches boris she slips ker hand con-
filingly into hers.

“Tlisas Vera,” says Lady Clontarf to
Monica; and ¢ this is Mrs. Desmond,
dearest,” t.- the girl,  Then cvery one 13
made knowa to her, and she smiles with
eqzal friendliness on all,

Ua entering the reom, she had been fol
I%elby Luid Clontarf, and a tall dark
young wan of about twenty-six, with a
vy carnest face.  This latter is addressed
3 “Gerdd” by all in the room cxcept
Marneninz, whe cally him “ Mr. Burke.”

Evary enz ivin the gaycst spirits ; Monica

f is hugduse mernly with Lord Glontarf ;

Kitis suying smething in her bright viva

| comsnay to the little fair beauty who is

lstening to ker, with her eyes now on Mr,
{f:ke. now on Dicky Browne, now on Neil
3 .

‘:}\'h.: is Mr, Browne !” she says, at last,
looking wnte Kit's cyes with the frankest
wnoity in her own,

“Dicky? I—really, excopt that he is
Dicky Browne, I don't know,” eays Kit,
napuzdd.  “1c has o home some-
:12:0" in FEngland, but he never stays

.""He loohs a3 1f he hadn't a mother,” says
Vera, quamntly,

" W.ll, Le hasn’t, either,” says Kit, “nor
Ilznlh(r nor n sister, only a father,”

'He doe-n't look as if ho had any pro-
;::(o? cither, docs he ¥ says Vern, smi\ing

Yo, Hedles xr'cncmlly. Ho will have
&:m'e moncy, and the pl:\cc. and that, when
S8 father e, Lt it 1sn’t much, I think,”
Sy R, roactfully, 48D, it will be
mg:ih for Dicky."
. " and it docan't matter a bit about Lo-
182 poor, if enc is nice, docs it says Vem,
¥witha httle gay laugh that is onc of the
Juazgest things about her,

) No, indeed,” says Kit, with much fer.
T azd wn anconscious glance at Braba-
o

“Mr. Brbazon is very handsome
l’ ;‘}‘i."s&:)a Vera, leanin gr\vard to r'csg
\ 03 s J . &%
x}.?':ﬂ M A sprig of heliotrops on Kit's

w3 hie ™ sy s Kit, indifferently.

Yeu ought'to think 80, with an inno-

@?}‘r‘:_ll:n-:_»', "oughtn ¢ you "

Ry "t!‘w\"'e ho thinks yox 0 handsome :
lim'“""..\ good ‘why' isn't it The
Srquestions at the end of cach speech

aro becoming so constant that now Kit ab-
solutely looks for them, Theroisa monotony
about them thatis ridiculously attractive.

I don’t suppose ho docs think that,”
gho says, amuscd in spite of herself.

L Oh, yes, hodoes.  Ono can see,” says
Vera, and again the soft rippling laugh
makes itself heard,

Somothing clse, too, ut this moment
makes itself heard, something that strikes
overy soul in the room dumb., They all
turn and look at each other in a sort of ter-
riicd doubt. Then comes the sound again
—the sound of a harsh feminine voico—and
the doubt resolves itself into o painful cer-
tainty.

‘It i3 !” murmura Clontarf, in a ghastly
whis{)cr.

* My aunt ! continues Doris, faintly,

“Let us run for it!" exclaims Dicky
Browne, energetically, fired with a noblo
desive tor the public good —~te say nothing
of his own private weal, Mrs. Costello being
the one woman in_the world who regards
him with a scttled loathing only second to
that sho entertains for tho Marquis of Dun
deady.

No sooncr suid than done. Lhe words
have scarcely passed Mr. Browne's lips, be-
fore they are unanimously acted upon, Pell-
mell they rdsh for the windows, and never
ceaso their flight until the house, and the
1arring discord of Mrs. Costello’s voice, are

eft far Lehind,

Presently they como to anchor ina little
soft shady nook of a place, all over which
the moonbeamns arc running riot.  Somo
beds of flowers are cut in tho closely shaven
turf ; tall shrubs of many sorts incloso it
round. Ilero and thero are dotted garden-
scats,

“ Now we arc safe,” says Lady Clontarf,
sinkiog breathless into one of them, with a
sigh of relicf, ’

“ Y am cold,” says Vera, suddenly,

“I'll get youa shawl,” says Mr. Burke,
dircctly she says it, and is gono before she
can even tell him where to find one.

‘“You've been abroad so long, I suppose
you feel the climate here rather miserable,”
says Dicky Browne, who can’t take his
cyes off her, Now, at last, he tells himself,
he has found his fate ! 1lis doom is sealed !
Ho is henceforth love's slave ! e has eaid
all this to himsclf about fifty times before,
but that makes no differcnce.  His nature
is of tho fond and trusting order.

“Y don't know ; this was a charming Jday,
wasn’t it? such a warm sun, andsucha dear
little chill?” says Vera. ¢ The flowers last
longer here than I should have thought
likely.”

“You arc fond of flowers? Youought to
he,"” says Dicky, mPtumualy. “You arca
perfect one yourself.  You look asif you
were only born to live among them.”

\ cra opens her lezge cyes.

“It would be a little slow, dont you
think ! sho says, with a placid smile.

“Listen to Dicky ! ho is going fearfully
mad,” says Brian Desmond, al this moment.
¢ Hc is growing poetical ; he is making the
most thnlling remarks about flowers. Posi-
ti\fly, his hair is Dbeginniry to stand on
cod.”

s Jlere willy, if he isn't soon removed,”
saya -Ir. Brabazon, prophetically.

“Well, so it would,” says Dicky to Vera,
totally unabashed by hier last specch.
“ Awful rubbish, I think, you know, going
in for solitude, and sentiment of that sort
Giveme the worid.  How did you like be-
ing in Switzerland, by the bye?”

“I wasn't thero all the titne,” says Vera
“I made some friends at Berne, who took
o to Paris with them a good deal. 1,”
with a tranquil glance at Dicky, *‘liked
that,”

“You would, you know,” says Mr
Browne, appreciatively.

*Then })oris wrote e of her warnage,
and said I was to come to her. I hiked the
thought of that, too—whanr I was there.
Tho joursey was very long.  Mr. Burke
met mein London and brought nie the rest
of tho way. He was very Rind.”

Hero Mrv. Burke appearing with the shawl,
she turns her beautiful hittlo feee up to his
with a tander sinile,

« I am telling Mr. Browne how good yon
were to me all the way from London here,”
she says, with a flush of childish gratitude.

Gerald Burke's hands tremble slightly as
hie wraps the soft white shawl round her
slender shoulders,

¢“That journcy will always scemn to nmic
likea happy dream, ' hie saye, innaclear pleas-
ant voice, but with an carnestness unders

Iaying the carclessmess not to e mistaken.

¢ Dreams are charming hecanse they are
g0 idle,” says Vera, with an airy laugh.

Monica and Lady Clontarf lave strolled
away together n little distanco; somichody
has gone to tellone of the servants where
their coffeo will find them ; Clontarf is talk
ing in a desultory fashivn to Brian Des
mond.

¢ It was such a deuee of a bore having to
bo away all last month,” he is saying, “‘and
I hear the shooting was exeeptionally good.
However, a honeytoun is o sort of thing
that must be done, 1 suppose.”

¢ Difterent fellows think ditferently, of
course,” enys Brian, knoching tho nsh off
his cigar, and taying not to look surprised.
I confess,” lxmghing, ** 1 was rather sorry
when my wedding-trip came to an end.”

¢ Well, cateh 1o doing another 1" says
Clontarf, with a shrug.

My dear fellow ,i hope yon won ¢ have
the chance,” reterns Desmond, lightly.
Sceing Lady Clontarf and Moniea drawing
near again, he changes the subject.  Kit
and Mr. Brabazon have withdrawn to a con-
siderable distance, which jeihaps accounts
for Mr. Muanncring’s dmk mood; Dicky
Browne, as usual, 13 in the gaycst spirits,

“Try a cigarette, Miss Costello,” he is
saying just now to Vern, holding out to hes
o very pretty caso made of Pavama grass.
Doris laughs.

¢ You mustn't mind Mr, Browne, dur.
ling,” she say8, caressingly.

s I don't,” says Vera, sweetly.  Then she
slances plaintively at the already stricken
dicky. **Asyou offer it to moe I thiok I
should liko to try one,” she says, nodding
at the cigarctte-casc.
¢ Oh no, dearest,” says Doris hurriedly.
“It will make you feel so ill.”

“Willit! et me try,” says the little
beauty, with a capricious persistency that
somchow suits her.  She turns to Dicky and
with her slender whito fingers draws « ciga-
rette from his case.

¢ Will you light it for me”” she suys to
Mr. Burke, and, having placed tho ciga-
rette between her rosy lips, turns her face
up to his. Silently he obeys.  Removing
his cigar from his mouth, he applies it to
her cigarette, and watches her, as she con-
tentedly inbales the fragrant smoke and
sends it forth again in little curling rings,

entirely expressive of amazement. Not that
a woman should smolke, he has known many
a gaod and pretty woman who took mild de-
light in that masculine enjoyment : his sur-
prisc arises from the fact that Vera looks so
awfully unlike that sort of thing.

¢ Throw it away soon,” says Dicky
Browne, anxiously. ‘Do now ; you won't
likeit, I'm sure.”

¢ Not" says Vera, simply ; with her fivst
and second fingers she removes the cigarette
to ask the question.

¢ No, you won't, Ill I« bound,” says
Dicky. ¢ My first cigar bronght e to the
point of death; I'll never forget it.”

** Happy cigar,” says Brian.

¢« The first of anything is always a mis
take, i:n't it ' says Vern, replacing the ciga-
rette hetween her pearly tecth.

s« They're very mild, certainly,” goes on
Dicky,still absorbed with the fearfulthought
that Vera s childish determination to get
through a cigarette— just beeause he offered
it to lier, dear little thing will cause her
unpleasantness ; ¢* & litele of one can't do
you much barm, I think,” he sayy,  *But
do throw it away now, I should never for-
give myself if it wave you a headache,”

s 8till, as I have hegun, perhaps 1 omay
as well finiah i savs Vo, prettily, lift.
ing her large, blae, baby cyes 2o his for an
instant.

+ Well," says bieky, hiopefully, seeing she
still hiolda on, and thows no deadly symp.
tomg, ** perhapsit won't hurt you ;it is an
excellent brand, at all events, *

Ve shakex hier head § and as slie docs so
all her pretty stlken curls shake toe,

« I think I have xmoked let.r!” she
sayx, with a lirtle conndential nod,
Talleau!  laory ene siares a hittle, and
Lady Clontarf crows rather pink,

¢ Did Madaue aliow yeu to soke 2 she
ashks, jusd a little <everely.

' Nojob, no! But whenever T oweat to
Paris, with my f.icnd the Contesse de Polig-
rav, we, shie wnd 1, wsed to smoke a little,
to—to keep away the fiier, she zaid. Dear
Yarin!  ~he antdes unoluntarily, as at
some happy 1etollection, and, turning again
to Mr. Browne, puts out her haud and runs
ler fingers citersingly over the case he s

His face, as she does so, is a study, it is so par

** What a sweet little affair,’ slic 8ays, ab-
sently.

“ Do you like it? Will you have it?
Pleasc do," says Dickf. cugerly.

“Oh, may It Really? ™ You are suve?
Oh, thank you," sho says, rapturously. She
actunlly langhs with pleasure at the gift,

Hearing her, Clontarf laughs too.

. ** You will spoil your protty teeth, Vera,
if you smoke too much,” he says,

“Yes? Ishould hate that,” rays Vera,
She glances at him thoughtfully.” * Yoeu
Iy en’t wpoiled yours,™ she says ; * they are
quite white.”

I giveln,” says Cloutarf, laughing ayain,
and shrugging his shoulders,

Kitand Brabazon having reappeared be
fore this, Mr. Manncring now sces fit to
come from hehind his cloud.

** What u romantic little spot this is,” he
says, with his very best manner, glancing
sentimentally at Kit—¢with its moon, and
the distant glimpse of the sleeping sea down
there in the hollow, and—and everything 1"
. This, it must be confessed was a lnme end
ing to what was meant to be a good begin
ning. DPlainly, overy one thinks so, as dead
silence follows his remark—Ubroken, however,
by Dicky Browne.

¢ Sort of place where a murder would be
committed, I shouldn't wonder,” he says,
with the utmost cheerfulness.

**Oh, Dicky, don’t 1" says Monica, edying
a degreo closer to her husband. ¢ It's hor-
rid of you!  Nobody, I am sure,” glancing
nervously over her shoulder, ““wants to
shoot any of ns,  There is no danger to-
night, is there, Brian v"

“*No more than at any other time,” says
Brian.  “ One never knows when a bullet
may find its home nowadays.”

¢ What a charming country this is!” says
Mr. Browne, with enthusiasm,

¢ \Well, I really think it is, you know,”
says Brabazon—*¢ the most charming coun
try in the world, in many ways.” He makes
this questionablo assertion, not with a hy
pocritical desire to please Kit, who is anad-
vanced patriot, but from o settled convic-
:ion that it must be so because sho belongs
o it.

“It’s not bad,” says Mr. Mannering,
drawlingly.  This kindly concession is re-
ceived by Mis Beresford in extremely bad

t.

*“ Ah ! thero you are wrong,” she says,
purposcly misunderstanding him, with o
view to his futuro confession, ¢ It is akout
asbad agit can be. If you don't wlia
country btad that is literally swarmirg with
wmurderers, I can’t think, I'm sure, what you
would call it.  But you ncedn't be satirical
about it !”

“ Eh " says Mannering, IHeisnota quick
young man, and, though sincerely and in-
deed miserably in love with Kit, there are
moments when she_surprises him to the
verge of terror. I assure you,” he zays,
a;\lx‘x'onsly, * I meant nothing—nothing at
all.
«I know," returns Kit, nodding her head
plcns'.:mtly 3 “you never do! I wronged
you.
«It's cleven o'clock,” says Brian, sud-
denly.  **I'm going home. = Any one com-
ing with me?”

They all rise.
“We'll sce you as far as the gate,” says
Doris. I scemsa pity to yo in this lovely
night. I supposc,” with a sigh, *“it is our
last memory of sununer.”
¢ There will be other smmmers * puts in
Neil Brabazon, qguickly,
** But never this one again,” says Doris
(T0 BR CONTINUED,)

Enthusiasm is onc of the most powerful
engines of success.  When you don thing,
doit with a will, do it with your might, put
your whole soul into it, stamp it with your
own personality.  Be active, be_energetic,
be enthusiastic and faithful, and you will
accomplish your object. Nothing great was
ever achieved without enthusjasm,

Tho Port Hope Weekly Guide has now en

tered on the fifty fifth year of its caistenu,
and is thereforc onc of the oldest journals
in Canada.  The Guide has long heen an in-
flucntial paper, but it never gave better in-
dieation of rospcrjty and suecess than it
now docs. It beging its new volumo cn-
Inrged and much improved in other ro-
spects.  Under the management of its pres-
ent publishers, Mcasrs. George Wlson &
Son, the Guide has proved very succcssful.
They have ong of the best appointed pub

2ill holdiog.

lishing oflices in Canada,




