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‘Going Into the garden, shepulls & Sower o
two-and places them in the bosom of her
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'WO1HING ON EARTH §0 GOOD. [\ l“t - t s h y 'b\ " Vnel{ps.Aydi redj abid: partd ;. Her-balr, that is | th erlautsntion sy hetlier she f sy ° g :

Oertalnly a strong opinion, sald one of OU |iy ﬂma f ﬂlﬁe ﬂ U SEH ,‘B[S\l‘ .{Mﬂ?ﬁéﬁ‘ﬁ?ﬁﬁd%&b'gg']%ﬁ'dﬁ" =il pfiay- ‘ivl,llédrif or.Xof; aﬁd‘toﬁdka"b‘rdig"iﬁ?b’p '(%‘ﬁﬁqﬂMhought yo{rﬁf gelngityumakry | white gown, and bending over the basin of a
reparters, to whom the following was detalled [ -} =57 ey Sz vl ing theg “‘iiéct---’hﬁuﬁbf.'(ii._herﬁlﬂhﬁ?fﬁma} 18| oonversaton” juist’at'this moment would-be{ 1 ) Zayp Mr. Eennedy) sadly,; « T had\qule |ifountain, looks at bernowiliage, and sriles
by Mr. Hﬂnvﬂ?.‘g;g%?l" with Mr. R T 1w L i yellowyTike- ripe-corn.®. ~ Bhe'smtles'ad shiej diaposaibl to-het,  The smile dips i bier fASe- [ Tiads up fhy mind \1,3..;;1\!:1.9?9!’,-.-30119‘1'93{;\1 8y it, as well shp:xna. L rlies ’
Milter, 418 Main'strest, Worasster, . Lo e L] ploees her hand in ‘Dorian'saniasks bim how igh'teflacesdt/ " - a7 e Sinegined:yonas belonglug ‘to/any other| 7 -Phen.she blush 8, ok her,on vanity, and,
suftered g0 badiy! with theumatism in my’ Al isubscriptions outside - of ‘she;1ooka; while he, being all too glad be- |- How well you\aré looking:to dey!” says ; ellow. It fin’t pleasant to flod-that'one's pat{ drawiog. back from maturt's mirror, tells her-
Iask winter that L wag unable to attendtomy . . . o0 7 . | catiBe-of her exceseive beauty, is very glow to | Bcrope, ligtitly, thinking this will please her, f doll is atuffed*with eswdust, and-yet—=--7 ...['s6lf 8hé will go.a'little further, and gee what
work, belng complétely helpless. I heard of | aontreal will be acknowledged bY | apswerhor, In ‘truth, she i # like the snow- | Bhe Ia extremely pale, but a little hecticspot,| - “1 can’t.think what you are talking about,” { Andrews, the ynder.gardener. (Who bas come
8t. Jacobs Qil and-bought 'a ‘bottle, after St T | drop fal¥; and like the primrose.swest.” born: of weariness and fruitless hoping against } eays Mrs; Branecomibe, coldly,aud with eome § to Sartoris trou Hythe) i€ doing in the shrab.
nueing which I felt greatly religved. With change of- date on address-lal_)_e}, ~ At'the castle she creates rather o sensation. | hope, betraya itaelf on either cheek. His tone, | fine disghat; shé.cannot help thinkicg ‘that | bery, -~ ‘i Pl s

AR i C Sl - ' ‘ 'she must be the'doil in question, and to.-bey -Tho:path by which she goeg i3 8o thickly

of the second bottle I was complately : : : X th leage her, it is ‘go -fall : . : ‘
the use ] Many, ms yet, have notsesn her; and these please her, It ia & , lined with shepbs onithe right band side that

-of loving kindness. Blled with sawdust sounds. anything but dig-

" WasmmaToN, Aprili 3.0 o'reporter Gui~
tean gaid that thers ‘were-thousands:0f Nibi-
Iist8 in this conntry, and in the -fuigre -mems
bers of their order will commit erimes’ that |-

been absent when she came, and 20 is only
just”:-now awnkeped to s censs of her
cherms,’ . - . : -

 What 7—what ?” says the duchess, vague-

tremé- lovelinees of the hour, when words fali
_upon ber esr that make themaelves futeliigi.
ble and pend the blood with & guick rush to
her heart.

1 doubt mine i8 a sad one, 1 fesl g0 worn but. . T
Though haskily, and with a ‘vivid fash that u My insane hope ‘was the doll,”:he says;
changes all her pallor into -warmth<if{
were put to it, I couldn't tell you why

cured. In my estimstion there is notbing o8 [ perached to paper. . i - ‘stare st her placidly, indifferent to the fact S C 1 ;with shr ithe right ha
earth so good tor rtheumetiem.m: - B AR NS L that hreedingpwogld,;:'ave it otherwise. . WAm 17" she says. *L.dont fesl like look- | nified.” T R she cannot tie seen through them, nor can sha
- C—— : e ST . , « What a peoullarly pretty young woman,” | iog well; and I am tired, tvo. They say,— .| -Kennedy, ‘reag_‘:l;g iher ‘like: 4. book, ;ob!y- '::ge ;giqig lgeyoxt::.;-i.vioicezgyﬁe :3: GI;OJ lr:)l;:

'EAT AND.THE NIAii . ' JINWA ~ | says the duke, half an hour after her arrival .| suppresses.a wild de Ire for laughter, and goes |.tho distancs,- that, a8 848 SCVA P
e e eeter G F AWH AND ’ UN F AITH ' Etlrriniz' at her through his glasses. He, had Gour :ﬁ%fi’éﬁtgogsﬁlleﬁg?'d”' - |-on fi-a-tone, if paestble; mors depressed than | path, yzow even louder. - Bhe ianot thicking
G L 'bean s ' sy : the former one, > " [ - : : ‘of them; -or;:indeéd, oi anything but the ex.

tit proved only dust.. T haven't got over the
ghock yet that I foli on heatlng of your mar-

By " THE DUCHISI.” riage. I don't suppoee I ever sball now.”

will cause a relgn of terror in this country.
Baid Guitean ;—# The Amerizan Nibilist is a
macre dangorous citizen than you or any other
ordinary msn would imagine, Old Schwab,
the beer satler of New Yok, is a pronoanced
Nihilist a3 well a8 a Communist. Some of
these days that old bruto will do something
to startle the conntry. - He is an old
agitator aud ought to be put out of the
way. He s & bad cltizen. In fact
whon I am ‘released from gaol I intend
to pursue the Communista and Nibilists
until they leave the country.” The reporter
ohanged the subject, aud suggested that in
case the Court tr bane sustalned Jddge Cox
the sentence of death would be carried out,
a1 gnppose go,” said Guilean, #Arg you
prepared to aie 7" asked the reposter. # DPre-
parad to die 7—propared to dis?” shotted the
agsassin.  Why certainly I am ready to die
when the Loxd calls for me.” I have always
lived a correct and virtuous life, and -1 know
thet I will be saved” .

It is stated that Scoville, counsel for Gui-
tean, has prepared o petition to the House of
Hepresentatives ssking that the Lill to pay
the medical experts for the Government b2
amended by ndding a section authorizing the
Depsriment ot Justice to pay claims for legal
services of the counsel for tha defence.
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HEWSOR V8. MACDONALD.,

Toxosto, Aprii 4.—At Osgoods Hall to-
day the Master delivered judgment in the
celebrated cage of Howson va. Sir Jokn
Macdonsld. He commenced by eaying that
he thought he should stay the procecdings.
There Wns no arbitration #8 to the terms
of ssttlement, no scthority from elther
party, and then the pleintiff, through Mr,
Bhields, had the most express motice that
the ssttlement must be 'a money one and
nothing else. No agreemont could be ar-
rived at on the guestion of an appointment
worth $2.000 a year. The defendant’s attor-
ngy informed tho plaintiffe attorney that
nothtog but o money paymsnt could emter
inio tbe terms of setilement. Upoan this it
would seem that the Hon. Mr. Howlan was
applied to by the plaintifl to iatervene a8 &
triend, snd that gentleman rscommended a
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CHAPTER XXVII.—QoxtispeD,

u] have been telling Clarisss how we tired
of each other long before the right time,”
says Georgle, alrily, “ and how we came home
to escape being bored to death by our own
dulinesa,”

Dorian laughe.

# Bhe says what she likes,” ho telig Clarlsas,
«has she yat put on the dignified stop for
vou? It wonld quite subdue nny one to see
her ot the head of her table. Last night it
was terrible. She geemed to grow soveral
inches taller, and lcoked so severo that, long
befors it was time for him to retire, Martin
wag on the verge of pervous tears. I conld
have wept for Lim,. he looked go disheart-
ened." ‘

tI'm perfactly certaln Martin adores me,”

couldn’t bo severe or dignitied to save my life.
Olarirsa, yon must forgive me if I remove
Dorien at once, before he says anything
worse. He i8 quite untrustworthy. Good-
by, dearest, and be sura yon come up 10 see me
to-morrow. L want to ask you.ever 8o many
more quastions.”

uw(nrds from the duchess for a garden
party,’ says Gceorgle, throwing tho invita-
tions in question across the broakfast-table to
her husband, 1t Is quite & week later, and
she has almost ssttled down Into the conven-
tional married Womaxn, though not aliogether.
To be entirely marmried—that is, sedute and
gage—is quite beyond Georgie. Just now
somo worrying thought Is oppressing ber, and
spotling the flaver of her tea; her kidney
lozes fta grace, her toast its crispnesgs. She
peeps st Dorlan from behind the hugs sflver
urn that seakn joalously to conceal her irom
view; and say®, plaintively,—

«1s the duchess a very grand person, Dor-
fan 77

«She is an ewfully fat person, a% all
evonts,” says Dorian, cheortolly. “I mnover
eaw any one who could beat her in that.
She'd take s prize, I think. She is not s bad
old thing when in a good tempor, but that is

gays Mrs. Branscombe, indignantly. #and I}

ly, she heing the pereon he hes taghly ad-
dresged. She 18 very fat, very unimpression-
able, and very fond of argnment. @ Qh! over
there.. . I quite forget who she fs... But 1 .do
see that Alfred I8 making himself, as usual,
supremely ridiculous with her. With all his
affected devotion to Helen he runs after every
fresh face ho seea. . {

«tThare's nothing like n plenty,” quotes
the duke, with & dry choukle at his own wit;
indeed he prides himself upon having bson
rather a ¢ card " in his day, and anything but
a % X'rect ’ one either.

# Yag, thereis—thereis propriety,” responds
ths duchess, in an awful tone.

« That wonldn't e a bit like it,” aays the
duke, still openly amused at his own bumor ;
after which--thinking it, perhaps, ealer fo
withdraw while there is yet timo—he sana-
ters off to the left, 53 he kas o trick of Jookiug
over Lis shonlder while walking, noarlyfslls
into Dorlan's arms ot the next turn.

¢ Ho, hah'l” says kis Grace, pulling bim-
selfuap very shortly, and glancing at Lisstumb-
ling biock to soe if ke can identify him.

“ Why, it is you, Branscoabe,” he gays, in
his usual' cheeriul, if rather fussy fashion.
“«Bo glad: to see you ?—so glad!” He has
made exactly this remark to Dorian every
tirms he has come In contnct with him during
the past twenty vears and more. «By Lhe
bye, Idare say you can tell me—who is that
pretty child over there, with the white frock
and the blue eyes 7’ ‘

4 That pretty child in tke frock ls my wile,”
8ays Branscombe, laughing.

# Indeed! Dearme' dear me! 1 beg your
pardoa, DMy dear boy, 1 congratulate you.
Such o fnce~~like 8 Greuze; or a—h'm—yed.”
Here ho grows sligbtly mixed. »Yom must
introducs mo, you know. One likes to do
homage t+ beauty. Why where could you
have met her in this exceedingly deficient
county, eh? DBut you were always a aly dog,
ch ™ :

The old geatloman gives him a playinl slap
on hisshoulder and then taking his arm, goea
with him across the lawn to whers Qeorgiois
standing talking payly to Lord Alfred.

The introduction is goume through, and
Georgle makes her very begt bow, and blushes

ulNo? Do you know 1 have ottun falt like
that,” eays Scrope, carelessly. «It 18 both
strange and natural. One has fits of depres-
sion that come’ and go ut will, ‘and that one
cannot account for ; at least, 1 have, frequent-
ly. Butyou, Clariass, you should not know
what depression means,” ) .
# I know it to-day.” Ior the moment her
comapo fails hor. Shefeels wenk ; B eraving
for sympathy overccmesr her; and, turning,-
she lifts her large sorrowful oyes o his, - -
She would, perhaps, have spoken ; but now
a eense of shame and o sharp pang that
means pride comes to her, and, by a supremo
effort, she conquers emotion, and lets her
heavily-lashed lids fall over her suffased eyes,
ns though to conceal the tell-iale drops witk-
in from his gearching gaze. -
« 8p, you sce,"—she says, with a rather arti.-

with nll this welght of imapinary wos upon
my shouldsrs, I can hardly be looking my
best. )

i« Novertheless, I shall not allow you to call
™y trus centiments flattery,” says Scerope j «1
renlly meant what I said, whether yon choose
to balievo me or not, Yoursisa

Beauty {ruly blent, whose red and whits
Nnu:):;;s'g,gwn swoet and cununing hand lald,

What a courtier you become!” she =says,
laughlog honestly for almost the first time
to-day, 1tis eo strangeto heur James Scrope
say anything high-flown or semtimental. She
ia a littls bit afraid that he knows why she is
sorry, yet, after all, she hardly frets over the
fact of big knowing. Dear Jim! he is always
kind, sud eweet, and thoughtful! Kven it he
dees understand, he is guite eafe to look as if
}13 didn't, And that is always such a com-

orll

And Sir James watching her, and marhing
the grief upon her face, feels a tightening at’
hia heart, and a longing to succor her, snd to.
go Torth—{f needs be—and fight for her ag did
the knights of old for thore they loved, until’
% just and mightiv death, whom none can ed-
viee, enfolded him in hisarms.

For & long ¢ime he hns lovad her—bas lived
with only hair image in his heatt. Yet what
has his devotion gained him? Her liking,

ficial lsmgh— your flattery falls through;|

# Nonsensal” gays Georgle, contemptuons-
ly. u] neversaw you look so well in all my
life. Youare positively rat.? -~ .77

says Kennedy, acblushingly. ¢ Whenever
green apd yellow melancholy marks me for its
own, 1sit ona monument (they always keep
one for me at home) and smile incessantly at
grief, and get as fat as posgeible. . It {5 refine-
Hent of cruelty you know, as superfiuous fiesh
is not a thing to be bankered after.”

«How you must have. fretted,” snys Mrs.
Branscombe,  demurely, glancing from upder
ber long Iashen st his figure, which bas cer-
tainly galned both in slas and in weight since

heir lagt meeting.. - :

At this they both laugh. o
* 4 Ig your husband here to.day 77 asks.he,
presenfly. - o

13 Yeﬂ." . .

% Why izn't he with you ?”

. “Heg has found somebody more to his fancy,
perhapa” .. . : .

As she saya this she glances round, as
thongh for the first time alive to the fact that
indeed he 8 not beside her.

i« Impossible " says Kenpedy, « Glvo apy
other reason but that, and I may belfeve you.
1 8m quite aure be is mieslng you terribly,
and Is vainly searchiog every nook and cor-
nor by this time tfor your dead body. XNeo
donbt he fesrs the worst, If yom were my
1 mean if ever 1 werte to marry {which
of course ia quite ont of the_guestion now), 1
shonido't let my wife out of my sight..” |

 Poor women | what s time she i8 going to
‘put inM" says Mrs. Branscombe, pitrlngly.
“Don't go about telling people all thet, or
you will never get o 'wife, By thistime Dor-
len dind I bave mude the discovers that we
can do excallently well without each other
sometimee,” )

Dorian coming up behind her just as che
says thir, hears ner, and changes c¢olor.

“«How d'ye do!” he saysto Kennedy,civil-
ly, if not- cordially, that'young man receiving
his greeting with the atmost bonbommje and
ae unchanging front. :

For a second, Branscombe 1efuses 10 meet
hig wife's ayes, then, conquering the moment-
ary feeling of palned . disappointment, ho

# That’s how it always shows with me,” |,

volce, easily, recognized as belonging to An-
drews.

that.
1t was late, but just as light a8 it ig now, and

‘he paw him plain.*”

branches, and Georgie, pale, but composed, np-
pears beloro them.
hend, drops the knife he i8 holdiog, and Gra-~
‘ham grows a fine parple..

i It §s a diagracefal story altogether ; and to

have the master's name mixed up with it is
shamefal }? T

The volce, buyond -doubt, belongs to Gre.

ham, the upper housemald, and is full of hon.
o3t indignation.

Hbardly believing she has heard aright, snd

without any thought of eaves-dropping, Geor-
gle stands. still npon the walk, and waits in
breathless silence for what may come next.

«Well, I think it is shameful,” says another

«Bnt 2 beliave it i8 the truth for all
Father gaw him with his own eyee.

#Dp you mean to tell me)” says Graham,

with increasing wrath (she js an elderly
woman, and has lived at Sarioris tor many
years) “ that you really think your master bad
ither-kand, act, or part iz inducing Rath An.
nersley to leave her home?” :

wWell, I only say what father told me”

eays Andrews, in a half-apologetic fashion, be-
ing somewhat abashed by her anger.
he ain't one to lie much.
her in the wood the night she went to Luon-~
nun, or wherever 'twigs, snd they walked to-
gether on tha way to Langbam Statioa. T.:ey
do say, too, that——' . - T

[H And
He paw him with

--A quick-light foetstop, & patting avide of

Andrews, lopine his

u I dor’t think you are d‘oi'uig much good

here, Andrews,” says Mrs. Branscombe, pless-
antly. © Thege trees look well onough ; gote
the eastern walk, aud see what can bs done
there.”

AxndieTe, only too theak{ul for the ckance

of escape, picks up his knife again ond beats
& hasty retreat,

Then ' Georgls, turning to Graham, says,

slow,—

« Now, tell me every word of If, from begin-

ning to end.”

Her assumesd naconzciousness has vanished.

KEvery particle of color has Hown from her {ace,
Ler brow is contracted, her eyes ate shining
with a new and mest unenviable brilliancy.

her very choicest blush ; but the duke will in- Perhaps she kunows this herself, sz, afier the

sottiement by payment of 32)500 and an ap- so painfully geldom. Will you go?” her regard, no doubt, but pothing that can | turgs to her, and says. t1
pointment. If, under such circumstances the upt’ d on’tyk pow '—d oubuul};y. gPlainly she | 818t upon shaking hands with ber, whereupon, | gatjssy the’long!ng that leaves desolate bis| « Do you cate to);t;ga ?nni';onger'f Clar— | first swift glanceat the woman on Andrews's
belng plensed, she smiles her much enchant- | fithinl heart. Regard, however deep, I8 but | fasn has gone, aad Berope, and the Carring- | departure, shenever 1ifts her oyes again, bat

defendant was compromised, thexe was no Pl
safoly for any man. The condition set up

by tbe plaintiff did not attach to the release.
The defendant did not consset to it, and it

wesvold in Isw. Tle potice of trial must be

i8 in the lowost depths of despair.
think 1 wounld rather not.”
« [ think you had better, darling.”
# But you ssid just pow sha wagalways in
8 bad temper.”

kepps them deliberately fixed upon the
ground dorlog the antire interview. She
spenk8in a low concentrated tone, but with
firm compressed lips.

Grabam's feelings st this moment would be

fug smile.

“S0 glad to maks your acqualutance.
Missed you on your arrival,” says the duke,
genially. ¢ Wastoiling through the conser-
vatorlor, I think, with Lady Lofius. EKnow

small comfort fo him whose every thought,
waking and sleeping belongs alone to her.
# Full Jittle knowest thoa ihat hast not tride,

What hell it s, in ziwl:u‘;1 long to bide;
To lovss goodt dayos that might be bstter

tong.? . :

«I don’t care to atay anothor minute; 1
abould like to go home mnow,” says GQeorgie,
slipping her hand through his arm, a8 though
glad to have something to lean on, and, as

set neide. « Always? Ob, no; Iam sute I couldn't
o 4 i Y 3 itk th .
\ . have sald that. Aud, besides, she won't go f}g;.,? . b;?,?a??nyl: dx’;’il‘f go {?ho?;rﬂp‘])::;sh:; To saa?g'long nights In pensive dlscontent; | she speaks, she lifta her face and bestows up-.| impossible to describe. Afterward—many
Wistar’s Balsam of Wild Cherry. | for you, you know, even if sbe ia. The duke §, . days.” To speed Lo-day, to be put back to.morrow ; | on him asmall amlle. Itis & very desr littls | monthe atterward—ehe hereslt gave corve idea
: To fesd on hopd, t0 pine on fears and EOrr0W i { gmile, and has the effect of restoring him to | of them when rhe declared to the cook that

Ta frel thy soul with crosses and with cares;

To e¢ate 1hy heart through comforiless dly-

palres.”

He is guite assured she llves in utter ig-
norance of his love. No word has escaped
him, no smallest bint, that might declars to
her the passion that daily, hourly, grows

gonerally comss in for it. And by this tima
he rather epjoye it, I soppose—ad cuitom
makes 0g love most things.”

« Bul, Dorlan, really now, what is sbe
like?

« ] can't eay that; It iz a tremendoug ques-
tion, I don't know what she i8; I only

she thought she should kave * swooned right
off.*

“0Oh, madam | tell: you what?” she uaays,
now, lu a terrifisd tone, skrinking away from
ber mistress, and tarning deadly pals.

« Yon know what you were speaking about
just now when I came up.”

u] wish she wonld go to a final hot place,
ap she affecis them so much,’ says Lord Al-
fred, gloomily. ¢ I can't bear her; she is al-
ways coming here botbering me abont that
abominable boy of nevs in the Gaards, and I
nover knew what to say to her.”

From the Kixgarox (Ox1.) Dany War,

Thig old mecicine, the ever-effective healer
of {lis that flesh ia heir to, 18 still before the
poblic In its fnll favor. It atarted om ite
carcer of mercy (for a good medicine iz a
mereiful agent), forty yeara ago, snd is to-day

perfect happlness egrin,

Seeing which, Kennedy raises bis brows,
and then hishat, and, bowirng, turus astde, and
is soon lost emidat the crowd.

* You are sure you want to come home?”
nays Dorian, angiouely., ¢ I am notin a hur-

gought after by the children ot the men who
firgt sought out its virtue and established its
mame, Were it not for its merits it would
lozg since bave ¢ died and left no sign/ like
ANy & oug} popular curative haa dons even
in tbe last five years, Wistan's Bansaw ov
Wno Cureay 15 no artifivial deleterions com-
ponad, certain to sfford f1porary rellet only
by cuiting its way Ly powerful ngents
threugh vitality, yet leaving s woree iujary
behind it. 1t is a vegetnble, and by natoral
remodics works off complaints from a slight
cold to a threatening consumption.

80 cents and $1 a bottle. Sold by dealers

generally.

HISTOIRE DS CANADIENS FRARCOIS,

Phe first portion ot Sult’s Histoire des
OCanadiens Francols has been sent in through
the courtesy of Wilson & Uo., 89 St. Jsmes
wtreet, who have started one of the tlnest a.n.d
most beattiful books, for suck an extensive
work, that it has peen our experience to
notice bofors. It com+g8 from the
pen of one of the most original aud
versatils mipds In the Dominpior, &
gentleman who Uss meny times beforn
domonEtrated talents asan bistorfan. lmpar-
tiality, mental vigor and industry of research
are the prevailing characteristics of this his-
tory, the first number of which we have jost
ressived. We understand that the work Is
to be the chef deurre of Mr. Bepjamin Sulte.
The work will treat chlefly of archmology,
the esrly manners and customs of both
the .xed men who ipbablted the pri-
mieval forests as well a8 the Fremch whe
gucceeded them. We bespesk thosa featurss
in » 'most masterly manner by the popular
pablicist ; and for beauty of illustration, pa-
per ‘and typograpby, we are boond to ac-
knowledge Wilson & Co. have taken the
lead;, conslderlog the oxtent of thelr
cost:y enterprice, the warm and prompt sap-
port-of those who can read the French, or
thoes whose children are learning the French
langusge, no doubt it will be thelrs.

L — e AR e
BRIGHTS DISEASE OF THE EIDNEYS,
' DIABETES.
No danger from these diseases if you use
Hop Bitters; besides, being the bust family
mediolns ever made. 'Trust no other.

ettt )~ At e
w1t evec I marry I sban't ssek for xind ;
mind’s too cold. Vil choose an emotional.
woman.”

know what she ia not,”

« What then ?”

w1 Fashioned 59 slenderly, young, and so
fair,' ¥ quotes hio, promptly. At which they
both Jlangh.

u 1f she 1a an old dowdy,” says Mrs, Brans-
combs, somewhatt rreverently, « [ shan't be
onu rerap aitaid of her, and I do #0 wast to go
right over the castle. Somebody—Lord Al-
fred—wonld tuke me, I dare ssy. Yus'—
with sudden animation— let us go.”

« I ehall poison Lord Alfred presently,”
says Dorian, calmly. «Nothing sball pre-
vent me. Your evident determinailon to
spend your day with him haugealed his doon:.

a ' vice long happy dsy in the country.”

i We ure nlways spendicg that, aren't we ?”
says Mrs. Brauecombe,udorably. Then, with
a 8igh, * Dorlap, whut shall I wear?’

Hodoesn’t axswer, For the moment he is
engrossed, belng dee in bls ¢ Times” busy
stadying the murders, divorces, Irlsh atroci-
ties, and other plensantries it contains,

« Dorian, do put down that abominable
puper,” exclnlme she sgain, impatiently, lean-
ing ber arms on the table, and regarding him
soxiously Irom the right sida of the very for-
ward nrn that stil]l will come ia her way,
# W hat shall 1 wear

« It can't matter,” says Dorlan ; “you look
lovely In everything,” :

u It is a pity you can't talk sonyp,-—re-
proachiully. Then, with a giance literally
heavy with care. < There is that tea-zreeu
satin trimmed witk Chantilly.”

« [ forget it,” says Dorian, professing the
vory deepesk intereer, *bot I know it is all
things.”

. «No, it isn%; I can’s bear the slegvea,
Then "—discontentedly— there 18 that vel-
vet."

u T'he very,” enthusiastically.

« Oh, Dorian. dear! What are you think-
fng of 7 Doremember how warm the weather
is.®
4 Well, so it 1s—grilling,” Bays Mr. Brans-
combe, nobly confessing his fanit.

“« Do you like me in that olive silk 7" asks
she, bopetnlly gazing at him with earnest,in-
tsnse eyes.

« Don’t I just 7" returms he, forvently, rising
to enforce his worda.

« Now, don't be sillier than you can help.”
murmurs she, with s lovely smile. ¢ Don't!
I like that gown myself, you know ; it makes
me look 8o nice and old, and that.”

Very well ; serd an apswer, and lot us spend |

# Why don't you learn it up at night and
gay it to her in the morning?" aanys hirs.
Branzcombe, brightly. #1 should know what
to say to her at once.’

«(Oh! I dare say,” says Lord Alfred. « Only
that doean't help me, you know, becanss 1
don't.”

» Didn't know who you were at first, Mrs.
Brouscombe,” brenksintihe duke. «Thought
you were a little girl—eh ?-—ch ?” chuckling
agaln, ®Asked your busband who you were,
end soor., I hops you ars enjoying your-
Aulf. Yeen everything, eh? Thehouses sreo
pretty good this year.”

« Lord Alfred has just shown them to me.
They are quite tco exquisite,” says Georgio.

< And tho laks, and my new swana 7’

% Nol not tho swans.”

¢ Dear me ! why didn't he ghow yon thoso?
Finest birds I cover saw. My dear Mrs,
Bransco'zbe, you really must see them, yon
kuow."”

« T should like to, if you will show them to
me,” bays the little hypocrite, with the very
fainlest, but the most succesefal, emphasis on
the prononn, which s wine to the heart of the
old bean; and, offering ber his arm, he takes
ner acrodss the Inwn and through thoe shrab-
berles to the sheet of water bevond, that
gleams gweet and cool through the foliage.
Ag they go, the county turns to regard them ;
and men wonder who the pretty woman is the
old fellow has picked np; and women wonder
what on earth the doke can gee in that silly
Ifitle Mre. Branscombe.

Bir James, who bas Dgen watching the
doke'a evident admiration for bis pretty guest,
18 openly amused.

.« Your tralniog I he saya to Clarisga, over
whose ckalr he 18 leaning. =« You ought to
be ashamed of youraelf and your pupil, BHuach
s disgraceful little coquette X never saw. 1
raslly pity that poor duchess ; sée, there how
migerably unhappy she Is looking ond
hoW——sr — .pink.”

& Don’t be unkind; your hesltation was
positively cruel. The word 'red’ is unmis-
takably the word for the poor duchess to-
da '-N

«’: Well, yes, and yesterday, and the doy be-
fore and probably tc-morrow,” says 8Bir James,
mildly. « Buot I really wonder at the duke—
at his time of lile, tool 1f I were Brane-
combe I shonld feel it my daty to interfere.”

Hels talking gayly; unceasingly, bat al-
ways with his grave eyes fixed upon Clarisss,
as she leans baok languidly oa the uncom.

stronger, snd of which she is the sole object,
“The noblest mind the Lest contentment
bns," and be contents himself a3 best he may
on n smile here, a pentle word thers, a kindly
pressure of the band to-day, & lcok of wel-
come tc-morrow. ‘These are iiberally given,
bot nothisg more. Ever sincc her engage-
ment to Horace Branscombe he bae, of course,
relinquished bope; but the sutrender ofall
expsotation bus not killed his love. FHoe is
silent becauso be must be so, but bis hearc
wakes, and
“*Rilence ia Inve beWrays more wos
Than wordas thoush pe'er go witty.”

Ser, there they are agaln,” he pays now,
atluding to Georgio aod ber ducsl companion,
Anctber iwan is with them, too—a tall gaunt
young men, wi h long hair, and a cadsverous
face, who is staifog at Georgie as though he
would seilliogly devour bher—but only In the
Interest of att.  He islecturing on the # Con-
sumutnte Dalfedil ' and is comparing 1t-unfav-
otably with the « Unutterable Talip,” and 1s
plainiy buring the two, with whom ke is
walking, to cxtinction, He I8 8ir Jobr Lin.
coln, that old new friend of Georgle's, and
will cot be shaken off, :

« Long ago,” ssys Feorgle, tearfully, to her-
self, ' he was not an sasthete. Ob, how I wish
he would go back to bis pristine fresbnesa!”

Bat he won’t; ho maunders on unceasingly
about [mpossible flowers, that are all very

only in his own imaginatios, untll the Dake,
growing wesry (as well he might, poor soul)
tuxns asids, and’ greets with uunexpected cor-
diality o group upon bis right, thaty ander auy
other lesa oppresaive circumstancer, would be
abborrent to him, Bat to rpend & long hour
taiking about one lily 18 not to be borns.

Georgle loilows his oxample, and tries to
escope Lincoln and the talips Ly, diviog
among the aloresald group. 8he is very sac-
cessfal---groups do not sult @3thaetics —and,
goon this gaunt young man takes himself, and
lobg bair to some remote region. .

«How d've do, Mrs. Brapscomboe 7 says a
voles at her elbow, a momsnt Iator, and, turn-
ing, she finds hetself face to face with Mr.
Kennedy. ‘

«Ah! you?” she gays, with very flattering
haste, being unmistakably.plsased to see him.
« { had no ides you were staying in the coun-
try.! ‘

_#Iam staylog with the Luttrells. Molly
asked me down last month,” .
#83he is & great friend of yours, [ know,” saye

well in their way, but whose exaltedness lives |:

¥y, you know."

“I am, I hbave walked enough, and talked
enough, to last me & month.”
. *{am afrald I rather broke fn upon your
converastion just now,” eays DBranscombe,
leoking earnestiy at her. « But for my com-
ing, Krnnedy would kavettayed on with you;
ond he i a—a rather amnsing sort of fellow,
isn't he 7” )

wIs be? Hewns exceedingly stupid to-
day, at all evonts. I don’t belleve he has a
particle of braing, or else he thinks other peo-
ple haven't, 1 epjoyed myself a great deal
morg with the old doke, until that ridiculons
Yir John Lincoin came to us. I don’t think
'he knew a bit who the duke wag, because he
;kept saying odd little things about tho
grounds und the guesis, right under his nore;
at least, right bebind his back; it 18 all the
g8sme thing.”

" What i8? His nose and his back 7" asks
Dorian ; at which plece of folly they both
Inugh as though it was the best thing in the
world.

Then they make thetr way over the smooth
lawns, and pest the glowing Hower-beds, and
past Sir Jokn Lincoln, too, who Is etanding in
en impossible atiitude, that makes him ail cl-
bows and kneos, talkipg to s very splendid
young man—-all bone snd muscle snd gnod
bumor—who is plainly delightad with him.
To the splendid young man he is nothing hut
ono vaat joke.

Beelug Mrs. Branscombe, they both ralze
their hets, and Sir John #o far forgets the
tolips ns to give it as-hia opinion that she {8
# Quite too intense for everyday Jife.” Where-
upon the splendid young man, breaking into
praise too, declares she Is « Qalte too awfully
jolly, don’t you know,” which commonplace
remark so horrifles bis companioa that he sad-
Iy ang tuartully turns seide, and leaves bim to
bie fata, ‘ : .
t Georgle, who bss been biought.to n stand-
still for a moment, hearn bolh remsrks, and
langhs aloud.

; "1t {s something to be admired by Colonel
Vibart, ian’t it?” she says te Dorian; « but it
ls reslly very sad about poor Bir John. He
bas bulbous roots on the braln, and they have
turned him as mad a8 a hatter.”

§

CHAPTER XXVII. -
“ There’s not a scene on earth 80 fullofghiness
) * That witheriog care
Slesps not beneath the ltowers and turns thojr

brightness
To dark despair."

speaking of Mr. Branscombe.
tidie gossip.’ I will havo it word for word.
Do you hear 7
fmpatience mgainat the ground,

girl in the village who——"
most saffocate her; Iuvoluntarily ehe rolses
her band to her throat.
in a low, dangeroas tone.

master "
voice, nnd as ono who has not heard & word of
-the preceding spesoch.
‘lstenad to it, her whole mind balng engrossed
‘with tbis new and hateful thing that hae fallen
into her life. : ‘

itates bofore- replying,
answer, it i with evident reluctance;

com ¥
ut.brozen sllence that lasts for agveral min..

u ]t wad nothing, madam, only idle gossip,

not worth——"

“Do not egnivocate to mo. Tou wete
Repeat your

Bho beats ber foot with quick
« Do not compel me to repuat so vile a lie,”

entrents Graham, earnestly. “ 1t is altogether
false, Indeed, madam,” —confusedly —1I

cannot remember what it wae wu were saying
when you came up to ns unexpectedly.”

«Then I ghall refrosh your memory. Yo
were talliing of your master and—and ot tbat
The words al-

“ Go op,” Bhe Ebys

Grabam bursts {nto tesrs. :
# 1t was the. gardenar at Hythe—old Aa-
drewg—who told it to oar man here, she sobs,
painfally. ¢ You know he is hig father,and

he said be had seen the master In the copsv-

wood the evening—Ruth Agnersley ran

away.”

u He was in London that evening.”
% Yer, madam, we Bll know that,” saysike

_woman, oagerly. & That alone praves how
folse the whole story la. But wicked people
will talk, and 1t18 wisa pecple only who will
not give bheed to them.” ‘ ‘

“ What led Andrews to believe it was your
She speaks in & hard’ constrained

In truth, she had noi

«“Ho #ays he saw. him-—that he knew him

by his height, his figure, his side-face, and the
coat he wore-—a light oveicoat, such as the
master gonerally uses.” :

“And bow does he explain i‘vay the fact of

~—of Mr. Branscombe's being in' town that
evenlog

?)l .
At this question Graham nomistakably hes-
- When she does

“You sge, madam,” she says, very gently,

it wonld be quite possible to come down
by the mid-day train to Latgham, to drive
rcross to Pullisgham, apd get back agaln to
Iordon by the evening train,” .

£¥Ld guritcsimple, -Fays Mrs, Frans
‘sireuke tove.” Then follows an’

gt T

-

fortable garden chalr, emiling indeed every
pow and then, but fitfully and without the
giadnesa that generally lighils up her charm-

utes and nearly sends poor Graham out of her
mind, Bhe cannob qulite see hor misiress's
face ‘a3 it ia torned carefully aside, but the

uI{1 were n little girl like you,” says Mr.
Beanscombe, ¢ I should rather hanker after
lopking nice und young."

Mis. Brangcombe ; # yet I hadn't the faintest Hox, 383 NorTON, .
4od goldnee: 8o in-

m ‘ B
4 Dow’t do 1t, I implore you. My wife's an
ncticn 1 should mest yor here to-day.”

n : o .
emotional woman. . I7 & & day of & blue

et ——— e
Brrs’s U000A—GRATEFUL AND TOMFORTING. | - ¢ Eut not too mach 8o 3 it is frivelons when | ing face. - | ;% And youn dido't care elther, I dare uv,” | lense ns to make one bulieve theas kivo arathe iy cacerat :
—'By a thorough knowledge of the na~| one isonce married.” This pensively, and{ Horace had promised to be’ hers to.day— | says Mr, Kennedy, in a tons that 18 poaltively | only colors on, earth ‘worthy ot admiration, F:;glt:::fig;:ﬁ:lggné’; a: tgf:g:nﬁt::':l:?:;l?'

sepulchral, and, consldering a!l things, very
woll done lndeed.

# ] ghould have cared, if I had even once
thought about it,” says Mrs. DBranscombe
cheerfally.

Whereupon he says,~
t4% Thank you!" in a volce that ia all re-

The sky is oclondless; the grest sun Is wide
awake; the flowers ara drooplog, slesping—
too languld to 1ift their heavy heads.

“ The gentle wind, that }lke & ghost doth pasg,
. A waving shedow on the sornileld eeps P |

And Georgle, dercetding the slono stéps of
the balcony, feels her whole nature thrill and
glow beneath the warmth and richness of the

bad faithfally promlsed to coms with her and
héer father to this garden party; and where ig
he now ? A llitle chill of disappointment has
fallen upon her and mads dull her day. Ne
smollest doubt of his truth finds harbor in
her gentle bosom, yet grief sits heavy on her,
siag the mildews hang upon the bells of flow.

Bteady~but the pretty fitbert natls show dead
white against the gray.green of the bark, as
though extreme pressure, born of mantal agl-

tation and s passlonate desire to suppress and’
hida it, haa compelled the poor little fingers to
grasp with undue force whatever may be near-

est to them. - Lo :
When silencs has become

with #ll the air of one who has long studiesd
tae subjiot.

w1s1it? Of couras you kuow best, yonr ex-
perlence being greater than mine, “enys Dor-
lan, meekly, « and, just for choice Ll prefer
youth to anything else.”
“Do you?! Then I suppose I had beiter

tural lJaws which govern the operations of di-

and nutrition, and by s careful appli-
oation of the fine properties of well selected
eocos, Mr, Eprs has provided our breakfast
tables with & delicately fiavored beverage
which may save T3 many heavy dootors'
bllls. : It 18 by the judicious use of such or-

tieles of diet that a constitution may bs{ wear white.” ers to blight thelr bleom!” proach, , _ ) : :
gradually built up until strong emough to| «Yes, do. One evening,in Parls, you wore | Bir James, half dlvining the cauza of her Geargle colora, « I didn't mean what you | beauty spread all atound with lnvish liand. bearable .G positively un-
digcontent, secks carefully and tenderly to f{thiak,” she says anxiougly. = I didn’t in- ) Searcely a breath stirs the air; no sound | : aandeﬁoe?:ﬁi:::i%:[lgvﬁ&; thisf" '

a white gown of some sort, and I dreamt of
you evory nigbt for a week afterward.”

‘« Very well, I shall give you a chance of
dreaming of me agaln,” says Georgle, with a
carefully suppressed slgh, that is aurely
meant for the beloved olive gown.

The sigh 18 wasted. When ehs does "don
the white gown so desplsed, she I8 8o perfeot

redist every tendency to disease. Hundreds
of -subtle maladles ere¢ floating around us
ready to attack whorever there i3 a weak
t. We may escapo many o iatal shaft
keeping onrselves woll fortificd with pury
blood and a properly pourished frame.”—
Oictl Service Gazette. Made alrmply with boil-
water or milk, Sold onlyin packets and

comes to mar the deep &tilloess of the day,
gave the echo of the * swallowe’ silken wings
Akimming the water of tho slesping lake.”

. A8 8ke passes the rose trees, she puts out
her hand, sod from tho very fuliness of her
heart, tonohss some of the drowsy fowers with
oareasing flogers. Bne ig feeling peculiarly
kappy to-day ; everything la golng 5o amooth-

deed.”

« Wall, it sounded exactly 1lke it,” aays Mr.
Kennedy, with carefal gloom. ¢ Of course it
1anot to bo expected that yon ever would think
her grievance for the time bolng, snd keeps | of mo, but—— I haven't seen you since that
her from dwelling too closely npon the vexad | last night at Gowrap, have I7° )

question of her recresnt lover. ! “No.”
" Mo be with Bir James is, too, lniitself a{ :#I think yvon might have told me then

draw her trom her sad thoaghts In every way
that occurs to him, and hig efforts, though not
altogether crowned with aucceds, are at least
g0 far happy fn that e Indaces her to forget

: #1 hope not, ma'am, I thinknot. Thoagh,
indeed,” eays the falthful Graham; with &-
burst of indlgnation, “even if they.did, I don't :
g8ee how It could matter, It would not make it
& blt morae ot lesd thau a deliberate Hfe,”
“You are a good son!, Graham,” gays Mrs.
Branscombe, wearlily, oo )

1

ting ¢} 1b. and 1b.) 1abelled—* Jauss Epra & | a picture that one might well be excused for . i , R o .
Oo,, Homoopathic Chemists, London, Eng-} wasing seven long nights in alry visions | rellef to.hor. WIth him she-need ot con- | you Wero golng to be married.” . . ' ly.with her ; her life 1a devold of care; only Something in her manner frightens Graham *
' filled al! with Ler.. Some wild artistic. mar. | verse unless it so plemces nur; her sllence [ 1 wasn't going to be marrled then,” says | snnehine streams upon her path; storm and ‘more than all that hes gone before. -~ .

(Continued on Third Paye) .

d? Algo makers of Eepa's Cmooonars _ .
!J’:gxo-,'?".',".‘#“","(‘ﬂﬂ.ﬁ#?f' e will; nelther surprise. nor trouble him;. -hul:;_Qeorgie,;{ndjgnnntly; u I nadn't aeingle idea

riin and nipplng frosts seem all forgotten, | -

guerites are in her bosom (she plucked them
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