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THE ECHO, MONTREAL.2
mained, as if by design, in the further comer 
ol the apartment, when Mrs. Sheldon was 
announced, and the rest of the company step
ped forward to greet her, At the moment, 
Walter thought this wa- for the purpose of 
observing liow he himself should first meet 
The lady ; that it was a sort of trap, laid for 
him, by which his host might be certified of 
some suspicion that he and the widow were 
old acquaintances. In that case, he resolved 
to shape his conduct by her own, which would 
doublées have been decided upon before
hand. If she shrank from recognition it 
would be easy for him to ignorether acquain
tance ; bue he would no more initiate decep
tion.

nald’s lot, and Lady Selwyn to Walter’s 
The conversation was lively enough and, 
though not very general, still, more so than 
on the last occasion when he had sat at that 
table ; for the baronet’s sallies were seconded 
by his aunt, who, as the merchant admiring
ly remarked, was a “boat in herself as well as 
a guest,’’ a stroke of pleasantry that Sir Kegi* 
nald applauded very loudly, and of which 
poor Lilian looked utterly ashamed. That 
the widow was “making the running" with 
the owner of Wiliowbank very fast indeed 
could not be doubtful to auy one that heard 
her; but, nevertheless, the whole company 
was taken by surprise by Mr. Brown’s sud
denly saying—apropos of the contemplated 
trip to Italy—“And why should you not 

..come with us, Mrs. Sheldon ?”
It had seemed to Walter, whom this speech 

had positively electrified, that Lilian 
here about to speak ; but Sir Reginald, with 
his quick, “Ah, why indeed ?" was before 
her, and she said nothing, only casting de
spairing look across the table to her sister.

“Well, well, that is a very tempting propo
sition, Mr. Brown, I own,” answered the 
widow gravely ; “but it wlil need a good deal 
of consideration.’’

That she intended to accept the invitation, 
no one present, except, perhaps, the host him
self, who was very solicitous to extract an 
assent from her, had auy doubt ; but she de
clined for that ti e to give a definite reply. 
•It was a delightful idea, ’ she said— “per
haps almost too pleasurable a one, it would be 
thought by some, to be entertained by one in 
her position”—and here she sighed, as though 
that allusion to her recent bereavement had 
set some springs of woe fiowing—“but it 
would need very serious reflection before she 
could say “yes" or “no.” She would make 
up her mind by the next Sunday afternoon, 
when she had engaged to meet dearest Lotty 
in the Botanical Gardens at three o’clock.”

“Dearest Lotty," instructed by a glance

from her lord and master, promised to be 
punctual to that appointment, and expressed 
her hope that Mrs. Sheldon’s decision would 
be in the affirmative. Most of this talk had

True- to His Word.
taken place during dessert, and again and 
again Lilian, from the head of the table, had ; 
looked towards the widow with that signifi
cant glance, that even the youngest house-1 
keepers can assume when they think that aj 
change of scene will be de irable. But the 
other had steadily ignored it, and,in one of 
her endeavors to catch the widow’s eye, I 
Lilian caught her father’s instead.

“Why should you be in such a hurry to] 
leave us, my dear ?” said he testily ; “we are 
quite a family party ; and neither Sir Regi-I 
uaid nor Mr. Litton arc thrre-bottle men.”

Of course both gentlemen hastened to say] 
that they had had wine enough.

“Very good,” continued the host. “Then] 
why should the ladies part company from usj 
at all ?—What say you, Mrs. Sheldon, tol 
our forming ourselves into a hanging com4 
mittee, and criticising the new picture that] 
has just come home from the Royal Aca-I 
demÿ ?"

“I should like it, of all things," answerec 
she ; “that is, if such an ordeal would hi 
agreeable to the artist.” It was the first timi 
since their meeting that she had looked Lit
ton in the face, and she smiled as she did si 
very sweetly,

“It is not a very good time to judge of I 
picture,” observed Walter ; not that he caret 
about that matter in the least, but because hi 
saw that the proposition was, for some reasoi 
or other, distasteful to Lilian.

“But the less light there is, Litton, tb 
more your blushes will be spared,” said Si 
Reginald gaily.

“Oh, there’s plenty of light,” returned thi 
host ; “I have had reflectors contrived 
pressly to exhibit it.—Come along, Mi 
Sheldon, and p iss judgment.”

And with that, he gallantly offered hisar 
to the widow, and led the way across the hi 
into the breakfast-room, where the pictu 
had been hung. The gas apparatus whii 
had been made to throw its beams upon t 
canv s was soon lit, and certainly Waite 
handiwork looked to the best advantage.

(To be Continued.)
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live for herself ; and even now it is your well
being—your happiness—which concerns her 
more than her own."

Lotty’s pale face flushed, and in her eyes 
the dewy pearls began to gather, as she 
sighed : “1 know it, ah, how well I know it! 
and if I could but see her happy—in her own 
way ! 0 Mr. Litton, if I had but the 
power, as I have the will, to serve you both !’" 
Here she stopped, frightened, as it seemed, 
by her own words. “Hush !" whispered she, 
with her finger on her lip ;“don’t answer 
I only wish you to know that 1 am your 
friend. 1 can do no good, but you must 
never think that I mean to do you harm.”

“I should not think that, even if you did 
me harm,” said Walter softly. Her words 
had gone to lyis heart; not—just then—be
cause of their significance, thouga they were 
significant indeed ; but because th s tender 
timorous woman had ventured thus to express 
her sympathy.

“Do not imagine,” she went on, m hurried 
tones, “that Lilian has told me anything ; 
alas ! I have read her secret for myself. I 
can give you nothing but my prayers—not 
even hope. She is not a girl like me, un
grateful and uudutiful, who would leave her 
father or her home—you must give her up, or 
she will suffer for it.”

“Lady Selwyn !”
“Oh, I know, I know ; it is easy to offer 

such advice as mine. But, since this can 
never be, be generous, and spare her all you 
eau. I hear her step upon the stairs—pray, 
promise me.” As Walter bowed his head, 
Lilian entered the room.

CHAPTER XXII.
BANISHED FROM EDEN.

Notwithstanding the reputation which 
Lady Selwyn had acquired for a prolonged 
toilet, she was the first person to come down 
to the drawing-room, where 'Walter had been 
“kicking his heels," s the phrase goes, while 
the others had been dressing for dinner. As 
s matter of fact, he had not been kicking bis 
heels, but taking up book after book—pro
fusely illustrated, and wholly unreadable, as 
most drawing-room books are—after the dis
satisfied and changeful fashion of all too early 
guests ; but in his case there was not only his 
“too earliuess" to render him uncomfortable. 
It was impossible for him to avoid the convic
tion that, except to one person of that house
hold, his presence had become unwelcome, 
and that it has been resolved upon by all the 
test that this evening was the last that he 
*hou d spend as guest beneath that roof. He 
Was a high-spirited young fellow enough, and, 
under similar circumstances, would have put 
on his hat and marched out of any house in 
London, there and then, without inflicting his 
tompany further upon unwilling companions : 
he » as not so fond of a good dinner that he 
*>uld eat the bread of humiliation with it ; but 
though very sore at heart, he could not make 
up his mind thus to leave Wiliowbank. I 
there was but one within its walls who was 
glad to see him, she, at least, he felt sure, was 
very glad ; if to others he was an object of 
suspicion or dislike, to her he was a trusted 
■friend. She had confided to him her troubles 
•nd would that very day have even taken 
oounsel with him upon some important 
domestic matter had she not been overruled by 
her sister. He had no desire to know what ii 
was—unless his knowledge of it might enable 
him to give her aid—but it was delightful to 
him to think that she had thought him 
worthy of such confidence. Possessing her 
good opinion, he could afford to despise the 
distrust of all the rest ; and if he felt indig. 
nation against one of them, it was less upon 
his own account than because that one ha 
rendered hims lf distasteful—nay, abhorrent 
—to Lilian. As for the old merchant, he only 
pitied him for his weakness in having been so

Notwithstanding her recent bereavement, 
Mrs Sheldon was not in widow’s Weeds ; shel 
refused, it seems, to wear t: e customary garb 
of woe for a husband who, in his lifetime, had 
treated her so ill ; or, perhaps, she knew that 
crape was unbecoming to her. She was 
dressed in gray silk, trimmed with black 
iace ; and in the soft lamplight of the draw
ing-room, looked quite bewitching. She em
braced Lotty with great effusion, kissed Lilian 
on the cheek, nodded familiarly at Reginald, 
whom she had met before that morning, and 
then held out her hand to Walter, with a 
“What ! you h- re, Mr. Litton ?" Both speech 
a'd action were so marked, so evidently de
signed to at'ract attention, that it seemed al
most impossible they should have escaped Mr. 
Brown’s notice ; yet they did so He could 
not, of course, but have heard and seen, but 
the circumstance did not appear to strike him 
as remarkable ; doubtless, he concluded that 
Mrs. Sheldon and Walter had met during one 
of her^ecent calls at Wiliowbank, and there
fore thought little of her claiming acquain
tanceship with him. By the expression of the 
widow’s face it was clear to Walter that her

wasme ;
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intent.on, whatever it was, had missed tiro in 
the performance. The spectators, too, had 
evidently expected some result : the baronet 
frowned and bit his mustache discontentedly ; 
Lotty, who ha і cast down her eyes, as though 
to avoid some unpleasant scene, looked up 
again with an expression of relief ; Lilian, 
who had turned a shade paler as the new
comer addressed Walter, but had never taken 
her eyes off her face for a moment, wore a 
look of disdain. Quite unconscious of all 
this, Mr. Brown himself had at last come for
ward to greet his guest. He did so with

KELLY’S MONTREAL SONGSTER
“I hope her lauyship has been affable, Mr. 

Litton ?” said she, smiling
“My dear Lilian,” exclaimed Lotty, “how 

can you be so foolish !”
“Indeed,” answered Walter gaily, “I should 

scarcely have guessed, had I not known it, 
that there was auy social gulf between us." 

Then, as they all three laughed, Mr Brown
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entered : “Come, come ; tell me the joke, 
young people, or else 1 shall think you were 
laughing at me behind my hack.” warmth, yet, at the same time, as it seemed to 

“Mr Luton has been complimenting me, Walter, with as little demonstrativeness as
His words were conventional
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p-ipa, upon my maguificeut apparel," said possible.
Lady elwyn promptly ; “and we all thiuk il enough, hut his voice was unusually soft and 
a little grand tor the occasion.”

“Not at all,” said the old gentleman seri" much longer than is customary. Perhaps it 
ously ; “I always like to see people dressed was for this purpose that hq had not greeted 
aucuidiug to their lank.’’

“But the Queen does not put her crown on 
every day, papa,” said Lilian.

“Well, this is not an everyday coinci
dence ; we have honored guests to-uiglit.
Ami, besides,” added he hastily, “my picture 
—yours and mine—has c me home from the 
Academy, and such makes the date im
portant.”

ei low, and he retained tile widow’s hand in hisfire-new title ; and as to Lotty, though he felt 
She had become inimical to him, he well 
understood that she was no free agent, but a 
nil,.pet in her husband's hands. It was im
possible that lie could ever be angry with her, 
Or regard in-r otherwise than with ten
derness and compassion ; and if his feelings 
towards her had changed, if that respectfu* 
devotion fur lier which he had once enter 
ta lied, no 1- nger existed, it was not from any 
conduct of hers, but simply that his alle
giance had been transferred elsewhere. It 
Was impossible any longer to conceal, lrotli 
himself that another now reigned in her stead; 
if he had had any doubt of it, the fact that he 
no longer felt any bitterness or disappoint
ment about Lotty’s having ignored himself 
and his servie a during tire time of her elope 
ment—that she had not even mentioned his 
name to Lilian—should have convinced him 
of this. He cared no more for her indiffer
ence or forgetfulness, but only pitied her 
woes. As she entered the room now, beauti 
ful and elegantly attired,and smiling—though 
not with the frank smile of old—he experi
enced none f those sentiments which her 
presence had once inspired ; she seemed to 

longer herself at all ; the very wor-1 
she spoke to him—some conventional apology 
for his having been left so long alone—were 
not her words ; she was ut the mouthgjece 
eud the messenger of another. x

“Reggie ought to be ashamed of himself fo 
not having been down before, Mr. Litt n ; he 
would finish his cigar, though I told him it 
was time to dress ; but 1 have hurried over mv 
toilet, in order to keep you company, so you 
must forgive, him, for my sake.”

“I would" forgive him much more than that, 
Lady Selwyn, for your sake,” aid Walter ; 
tin-words had escaped liiui without liis re
flecting upon their significance, and the next 
moment lie w as sorry he had so spoken, for 
poor Lotty’s face grew crimson from chin to 
brow. “As to your toilet having been hur
ried,” added he quickly, “I should never have 
guessed it, had you not told me so. May 1 
compliment you—as au artist—upon the 
color of your dress ?" ,
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her earlier, aiuce, when oilier people are wait
ing to shake hands with a lady, you can 
scarcely keep her fingers prisoners beyond a 
second or two. How often, or on what occa
sions, Mrs. Sheldon had been a guest at Wil- 
lowbaiik. since her memorable letter had been 
received, Walter did not know, but she had 
evidently made the best use of her time with 
Mr. Browu. It was borne m upon the young 
artist at once that what Lilian had said lie
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‘Now, I call that very pret y of papa,” 
said Lady S lwyn. “Don’t you, Mr. Lit
ton ?”

“Indeed, I do,” said Walter.
“Yes, yes; I shall always value that pic

ture, young man, and, I may add, the artist 
who paiutt-d it.”

Walter expressed his sense of the compli
ment, though, truth to sa , the valedictory 
air with which it was expressed had rubbed 
the gilt off sadly.

“I hope the other picture will please you 
equally well, sir, when it is finished.”

“I have no doubt of that ; I will le<ive 
directions with the housekeeper about it, so 
that you can send it home wrhen it is done.”

This was anothi r blow to Walter ; for he 
had secretly intended to keep the Joan in his 
studio till his patron ad returned from 
abroad ; he had felt that that would be a 
solace to him, and besides, when they did re
turn, it would have provided an excuse for 
his paying a visit to Wiliowbank. His 
chagrin was such that the entrance of Sir 
Reginald into the drawing-room was quite a 
relief to him, since it at once gave a turn to 
the conversation.

“Your guest is late, 1 r. Brown,” said the 
baronet.

“Yes, yes,” said the merchant, who had 
already pulled out his watch with some ap
pearance of impatience. “I hope they under
stand below-stairs that our party is not com
plète.”

This was a good deal for Mr. Brown to say, 
since it was his invariable principle—or so a^ 
least he had told Walter—to wait dinner for 
nobody. “Why should the rest of the alpha
bet have their meat done to rags, because Z 
is always behind-hand ?” was one of his favbr- 
ite sayings.

“My aunt is generally punctual as clock
work,” observed Sir Reginald.
» “So I should have inferred, from what I 
have seen of her character,” answered the 
other.—“Ah, there’s the front-doorbell.”

It was curious to see how fidgety was Mr.

was old friend enough to be told, and which 
Lotty had objeciéd to being revealed to li m, 
was that a certa-n tenderness had sprung up 
between the old me chaut and this newly- 
made widow. That Lilian should regard it 
with aversion was natural enough, and that 
Lotty, beiug under the nonunion of Sir Regi
nald, this lady’s favorite nephew, should not 
so regard it, was also explicable. He felt 
that those who were already his enemies in 
that house had recruited a new ally, more 
daugerous to him, perhaps, tliau any oue of 
them, і і the peraou of the handsome widow ; 
for during their previous acquaintance with 
one another had he not shown himself proof 
against her charms ; and had not her fare
well words to him been such wards of bitter
ness as only the tongue of a slighted woman 
knows how to frame ! He had then been 
able to despise her charge that he had fallen 
in love with his friend’s wife, but his heart 
now sauk within him at th° thought of how 
she might abuse another’s ear with the ^ame 
calumny ; not Mr. Brown’s, nor Selwyn’s, nor 
Lotty’s, but Lilian’s ear. Had he been a 
wiser and a less honorable man, he would 
have knowu that he had it in his power Loset <te 
himself right—and more than right—with 
Lilian, by simply revealing the cause of this 
woman’s malice, but such an idea never en
tered his mind. He felt that there were 
overwhelming mills against him, and.that, TheWM,Mi ,omi. 
probably, though the first blow had missed He’s On the Police Force Now. 
its mark, he would undergo their onset that non't TriflcWit’h'MeOhmiii.
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Lotty to “spare” her sister ; that is, as he Brannigan, I Think You’re Stuck.
understood it, to make her no offer of mar- !?,0‘ЛТ? Cents-

* . Now I Come to Think Of It.
riage, since such a umou must needs be utter- i've a Little Yaller Wat,eh. 
ly hopeless ; aud he had made a promise with- ^«W^ds No Shakespeare Wrote. Topical.
in himself to snare Lotty; that is, not to Wh re the Sparrow and Ohi.plei Parade.

, When the Robins Nest Again, New Parody, 
imperil by any revelation—however such isay. Mike! »
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eyes—the reconcilement that had been effect- ThJ!40 Word„ No s®‘ke8nea e Wrote; 
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in fact, had the button on, while those of his Murphy Touched Me For Ten. 
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Mr. Brown of course took Mrs. Sheldon Chump ; or, They Done Me Up 
dinner, while Lilian fell to Sir Regi- j сї/меВас* Again.6 l>aroSy. "
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“It is Japanese," said Lotty, “and a pre
sent from papa. He is never tired of giving 

little cadeaux of that kind. Reginaldme
says I am like the Prodigal, whose return 

solemnized by having beautiful robeswas
given to him ; only, in my case, there is no 
one to object to it : dearest Lilian is not one The Complete Liât of Songs mailed on n 
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bit jealous."
“I can well believe that," said Walter en

thusiastically. “She has no thought of her- Brown, and still more so to observe, now that 
ielf. Before your reconciliation with your * the cause of hie anxiety was removed, and his 
father was effected, her heart and head were ! expected guest had come, how he abstained 
buiy with that only; she scarce seemed to ] from any demonstration of welcome. He Ге-
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