take up my residence with my aunt.

Ye:pmdly I attained the age of eighteen
years, 80 this stternoon I sm on my way,
e 1 i.id s momsnt sgo, &‘-y sunt,
and cannot speculating 8
good deal, as h‘tlge train rushes
porthward, as to what my unknown,
relations will be like, for I forgot to say
that I ess ® cousin, Sir Nigel Iliradere
ss well as an aunt.

I am still absorbed in these speculations
when we suddenly stop at Gilfionsn Junc-
tiou, and tere, for the time, my privacy
is invaded—by a young man with a Glad-
stone bsg, a bundle ot rugs, and an arm-
ful ot literature.

‘By Jove, alady! I hear him mutter
between his breath, as his eyes fall upon
my small person ; then, leaning a little for-
ward, he goes on in a louder tore: °1 must
apologise for my somewbat unceremonious
entrance’—which had been accompanied by
8 good deal of noise—‘but, if [ badn’t ab-

utely flung myself into the first compart-
ment in which I ceuld find rn empty seat,
the train would bave gone on without me;
it is very crowded this afternoon. Do say
that you pardon my rudeness.’

'l:deedp. I bave notbing to pardon,’ I re-
join & trifle shyly.

*It is very kind of you tosayso. If I
bad allowed this train to go without me, it
would have meant my staying at the junc-
tion all night. Iam goixétto a little, out-
of-the-world spot called Coldermere, and,
after this train, there isn’t anotber one
there until six o’clock to morrow morning.’

*How very odd I’ is my iavoluntary ¢x-
clamation. ‘I am going to Coldermere,
too.’

‘Are you?—and he fivors me with a
glance which is a decidedly curious one,
and which fills me with some 1't'le wonder.
*As you said, ‘How very odd I’ Fsncy two
peoplo, strangers to each other, alighting
at Coldermere Stat’on from the same train.
I only hope that such an unprccedented
event will not prove too ¢xciting for the
brains of the stationmaster and solitary
porter.’

‘I hope it won't,’ i laugh, quite forget-
ting that I am talking to s msn who is &
periect muranger to me. ‘Is Col’ermere,
then, really ruch a very, very out-ol-the-
world place P’

‘You sre not acquainted with it, then ?’

‘Not in the least.’

*] will describe it to you as wellss I cav’
—sgain fsvoring me with a glance whicb I
still capnot help thinking is a somewhat
curious one. *The villsge coneists ot cer-
tainly not more than twerty houser, with a
population of, perhaps, & hundred ivhabi-
tants. It s*ands on the edge ot a wild moor
and the nesrest town, Higbminster, is
twen'y miles twsy.’

“Then bow does it happen to possess a
station P’ I interpose.

B ith a Lord of

: it hsp to p
the Manor. Sic i‘ligel Iiradene, of the Pri-
ory, is a ‘big guo,’ and the station was
built for his convenience.’

Sir Nigel Iliradene is my cousin,’ I say,
quietly.

‘Your cousin! in’' & tone of surprise.
“Then, pardon the question, please; sre
you going to the Priory P’

‘I sm.’

Itis c.ertlinly not my fancy this time that
he looks surprised, thouzh what there is in

- my simple stutement to cause him surprise,

I cannot imsgine.

I have & good mind to ask him, and—ycs
I will.

‘Why tre you rurprised ' I ask, in the
tone of one who means to bu enlightened.
+Surely there is nothing surprisiog in what
Teaid?

‘Not at al', be returns quickly. ‘It was

only—"
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*That— er—that ry is such a dull
place, that the ides of ycur living there did
for a moment tske me by surprise,’ be ar-
swers, ttough with some confusion.

‘But my sunt and cousin live there.’
'X:?m.',a pot find it dull,
‘And, o not it

should 1P -
For a moment he is sileat, then—
‘Well, ps you will not,’ he says,
with & smile. *‘To confess the frath, I was
judging your feeling from my own. Iam
the sort of fellow who must—er—live in a
*I see,’ returning his smile.

Then, after a moment’s hesitation, I

‘Do you—are you scquainted with my
sunt and cousin P’
Again, what is there in my simple ques-
tion t: cause anybody the least embarass-
me¢nt
Yet embarassed by it my companion evi-
dently is, and, for’ s hl{ balf-minute, he
stares out of the window beside him in
silence ; then—
*I have not the honor of Lady Iliradene’s
leq::’imlneo,' he duy-,h lé:wg. ‘irul I sam

acquainted with Sir Nigel. I won-
5‘3. nl.- ?ltndcu, if—' .
‘Bat I am not Miss Ilfradene,” I inter-
rupt, laugbingly ; ‘I am Klors Effiagham.
My father was Lady lliradene’s brother.’
*Thavk you. I beg your pardon.’
‘And now that you know to whom you
are talking,’ [ go on, demurely, ‘may I
not know to whom I am talking P’
‘Certainly,’ with & bow. ‘I am Leonard
Josslyn, Miss Effingham—very much at
your service.’
And then, for some unfathomable rea-
son, we both liugh. i
The shadows ot the even'ng are by this
time beginning to draw over the flying
landscape, and, as I sit gasing out into the
warm summer twilight, I find myself ment-
ally repeating those well-known lines of
the poet Longfellow—

Th'e‘gll.ynh done, and the darkness
Asa l!l!l?:r‘i‘lh"ﬂ"lll :o‘:l“":l’d
From an eagle in his flight.

Thbus far do I get in my reflections,
when the voice of my fellow-traveller sud-
denly awakens me out of them, and, with
something of a start. I turn towards him.
‘1 beg your pardon,’ | murmur. ‘You
were saying—’

*That in another two minutes we shall
reach Coldermera,’ he responds, with a
tm le.

This is welcome news to me,and, spring-
ing to my feet, I gather my impediments
together, so that,when the train does stop,
I bave nothing toldo but to spring out
upon the platiorm.

With anxicus eyes, I gsze around me,
while Mr. Josslyn kindly departs to the
luggage van to rescue my trunks, and
then, all at once, a deep,amusical, though
somewhat drawling voice falls upon my ears.

‘I beg your pardon,’ it says coolly, ‘but

I thick you must be my cousin, Klora
Effinghsm ?*
*And you must be my cousin, Nigel
Ilfradene,’ 1 returned, shyly glancing up
at the tall, dark man, who has emerged
ot of the gathering darkness.

*I am,’ with & bow, but not making the
least offer ot bis hand, which chills me not
a little ; the omission of & handshake seems
such an uncousinly, not to say unfriendly
action. ‘I have diiven the dogcart in to
meet yov,’ he informs me next, ‘and it is
waiting your convenience in the road.
We can only take onme of your boxes
with us, the luggsge cart will bring
you rest in the morning, eo if yeu
will point out to me the particular one you
wish to tave_with you, I—by the-by, I sue-
pose you have them—the trunks, [ mean—
taken out of the luggage van P’

,A gentleman who travelled down with
me from Gilfinnan Junctiou ie kindly see-
ing after them,” I answer; ‘I believe you
are acquainted with him—he is Mr. Leon-
ard Josslyn—'

‘Leonard Josslyn !" my cousin ¢ j»culates,
staring at me as though he thinksjme just &
trifle mad.

+Yes Leonord Jossylyn,’ I retort. ‘He
got into my carrisge at Gi'finnan Junction’

But how did you come to—'

The rest ot Nigel's sentence, however, I
am pot destiuved to hear, for he abruptly
cuts it short, ashe sees Mr. Josslyn him-
self rapidly coming towards us.

He greets my eousin with a pleasart
‘How do, Ilfradene P’ which Nigel acknow
ledges merely with & shadowy nod; then
he turns to me.

*Your trunks are ready, Miss Effinghaw ,’
he sa;s, gepially. ‘I bave left them 1n
the care of the porter; what stall I tell
bim to do with them P’

Excuse me,’ my ocousin's slow, cold
tones interpose ere I can speak, ‘I wiil
lock after Miss Effiogham’s belonginge,
she need not trouble you any farther, Mr
Jos lyn.’

Beneatb this most decided snub, Leonar
,goulyn colours botly, an sngry glesm

ashing into his blue eyes ; then, lifting bis
bat, be wou'd turn away without avother
word, only I detain him.

*Thank you,’ [ say, in grateful accents.
and as he t: kes my extended hand into h's
warm, close clerp. the cloud leaves his
brow, and he returns my smile.

*May Inot say au revoir instead of good-
bye P be asks.

‘Certainly ; it sball be au revoir, Mr.
Joslyn. it you wish it to be,’ I answer,
reacily, ‘anu’—with & wicked glince at
Nigel,” who looks colder, tu;.hmr. an)
more di:plessed than ever— ‘I shiould like
it to be su revoir, too; I bate the word
gOOib .’

as far as the eye can see across the
moon has by this time ricon in all
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tide radisnce over the slumberous earth,
e o e
‘bold  torrent’ ~ which ‘high-rows
i ﬁ.:w"v'agi- e .

mn " .
.‘And qu- wender from the
to face of the man beside

I certairly cannot congratulste you
#mym copversational powers, Cousin

igel,’ I remarked, sarcastically. ‘Pray,
do you never talk, or is it that you don’t
consider me worth wasting your conver-

you like,’ he answers, with
s calm nonchslance which maks me down-
right angry.

‘I think you are very rude,’ I retort,
elevatirg my chin at least three icches
!:iglmintot air than I am wont to carry

it.

*Not at all,’ is the reply. ‘I say -Which-
ever you like,” because I know, from ex-
perience, how profitless it is to argue with
one of your perverse sex.’

*Did ask you to srgue P I interrupt, my

incressing.

‘Perhaps you did not; but, if [ had
answered thet I never do talk, except
when compelled to do so, or if I had smd
that you are not worth wasting my con-
versation on, you would certsinly have
started some sort of an argument, which
must have been an utterly profitless one,

seeing—

‘Pray donot trouble to explain sny
further,’ I interrupt agein. ‘I am sorry
that I *compelled’ you to 'llﬁelk, bat you
may rest sssured that I will trouble you
very, very little in the future with my con-
versation.’

*Thank you,’ and such is the coolness of
his tone, the noncbalance of his manner,
;I_ut I feel as though I could turn and rend

im.

Again for a space there is & dead silence
between us ; then, to my secret, but care-
tully-veiled, astonishment, Nigel suddenly,
and ot bis own accord, addresses me.

‘How did you come to make that fellow
Josslyn’s acquaintance P’ he demands,
curtly.

But it is my turn to be mute now, and,
judging from the stony stare I fix upon the
horse’s ears, I might be as deaf as one of
the giart rocks we are constantly passing.

‘Do your hear me, Klora P’ N’qel asks,
in an impatient, not to say ill-tempered,
tone finding that I do not s . ‘How
did you come to make Josslyn's ac-
quaintance P’

Still, silence is the only answer his ques-
tion receives.

‘Uh, very well, remain silent if you wish
to do s0,’ he says at last, in & scrt of it-
doesn’t-matter-to me voice. ‘But, if you
don’t apswer my question, 1 shell draw my
own conclusions from your silence. [shall
conclude that you have become acquainted
with him in some way of which you are
now ashamed.’

With steadily increasing wrath I have
listened to the above nasty speech, and
ncw that is finished, I tarn upon its author
with scarlet cheeks and flashiog eyes.

*You may draw what conclusions you
please,’ I say, kotly. ‘Your opinion is to
me & matter ot the most supreme indiffer-
ence; but now that we are on the subject,
I will tell you what my opinion of you is.
When I started from school th’s morning,
1 sincerely hoped that my new relations
would—would like me, even as I was pre-
pared tolike, to love them; but now—
well, I am still prepared to love Auat Di,
for, judging from the letters she bas sent
me, she must be evegthing that is sweet
and good ; but you, Cousin Nigel !

I pause.

“Yer, what of me P’ he asks, with a very
perceptible sneer.

Youthful

Recklessness.

The natural exuberance of
youth often leads to reckless-
ness, Young people don't
take care of themselves, get
over-heated, catch cold, and
allow it to settle on the kide
neys. They don't realize the
significance of” kache—
think it will soon away-——
rinary Trou-

bles come, then Diabe

§ Bright's Doanse sid shatieved
A young life has been saorificed.

Any hafp forit? Yes!

DOAN’S KIDNEY PILLS.

These conquerors of Kidney Ills are
making the rising generation healthy and
strong. y

Mrs. G. Grisman, sos Adelaide St., Londen,
Ont., says:

w3k gughtef. now 13 years old, has had
T Consequehe hus alwave Boen poorr Twe

Al .
;o;:. of um'a.iidney’;ml have removed
eV t{,lyfn tom:.t kldneytroublo,.tlhlznmtord

Wlny: his reply would be, [ know net; I
am destined never to bear it, for laying his

her ¢ Reatth. Tam truly thenktul for
a_: éat benefit they have upon

I have been three weeks in my new home,
and, on the whols, I am very E
Asl e be, sunt is
is sweet and

view by a giant rock, locally knawn as the
Prior’s Cross, it being in the shape of a rude
cress, but directly he does catch sight of
me, he hurries forward with an eager smile
and, nothing loth, [ stop and gntlnn
‘A beautifal day, is it not P’ I remark,

ly.
. ‘It is, indeed,’ he agrees. ‘You are tak-
ing & walk; may I accompany you—a lit-
tle way at sny rate P’
‘But I am not going any further,’ I ob-
ject ; ‘I was just about to retrace my way
homewards, wfen we met.’
*Then may I not accompany you on your
homeward journey P Iam myself going to
the Priory.’
“You are going to the Priory P’ I ecjacu-
late ; and then, all at once uu-borin;
that my astonishment at his destination is
not altogether polite, I go on bastily ; ‘Ot
©ourse you may uy me, Mr. Joss-
1yn, it you wish to do so.’
“Thanks many. I shall not bein your
way P ¥
‘Decidely you will willnot. I was only
wishing five minutes before I met you, that
I bad & compavion.’
*You are beginning to find life at the
Prwrg rather dull, then, I am afraid P

‘Ohno, I am not !'quickly; ‘notin a
general way, thatis, but there are moments
when the—the mest hermit-like people
lorg lorq little society.’

¢I see,’—with his pleasant emile—‘but
lm;‘y Lady Ilfradene or Sir Nigel—'

‘My Aunt, Mr Josslyn,’ interrupting
bim, ‘never walks, except in the o ;
she is something ot an invalid, and much
exertion is beyond her.’

‘But Sir Nigel P in a questioning tone.
‘I beg your flrdon, though Miss Effing-
ham ; you will think me unduly curious, I
am afraid—'

‘Not at ali,’ 1 inaterrupt again, in my
most gracious fome. I think if is very
kind ot you to take an interest in—er my
proceeding, ard I don't in the least mind
rnswerirg your question. You evidently
Iabour under the delusion that I have only
to appeal to my cousin when I feel a lit-
tle lonely ; but, Mr. Josslyn, I migit just
as well ask the man in the meon to de-
cend to my,irivolous depths, as my cousin
Nigel ; besides, is he did condecend to
bestow & fraction of his society upon me,
I dou't ihink I should enjoy it, for, to con-
tess the trath, I am just a wee bit afraid
of him.’

‘You are afrsid of him! Surely he bas
never dared to—to

‘Box my ears,’ I finish, demurely; ‘oh,
desr, no! Itis his manner, which is so
very superior; it always makes me feel
that ] am a mere school-girl. And then
his temper ; my own is certainly anything
but angelic, but his—"

With an expressive lllrllf of my shoul-
ders I pause, and Mr. Josslyn laughs.

‘Yes, I can quite agree with you there,’
be declares. ‘I quite expect, too, tbat I
shall get something more than & touch of
his temper this morning.’

“You are oominq up to the Priory, then,
to see my cousin P’ I ques-ion.

‘Iam.’

«Well, you won't find bim at home; he
has gene over to Surbiton, and will not be
blckl :ullph be;lore seven o'clock. Can—
can I deliver bim any messpge fecm  you,
Mcr. Josslyn P’ d

He hesitates; then slowly he draws a
tquare white envelop out of an inside
pocket in his coat, and holds it towards

me.

‘This letter, Miss Effingham—it you
will kindly give it yourself to Sir Nigel as
soon after bis return home as you possibly
can, you will be conferring & great kind-
ness upon me, and—er—and—'

Ot course I will give it him, with plea-
sure,’ 1 interpose, quickly.

‘Aud now, Mr. Josslyn, l:: really must
not come with me_sny mm " now ?bt
you are not coming up to riory, You
will have a sufficiently long |ul‘,kry back to
Coldermere as itis.’

Josslyn would like to combat this last
determination of mine ; but after s moment's
besitation, he does not, and with a bapd-
shat e we separate. \

with him ; but, for some
son or other, I do not ion the letter
for Nigel which is r in my pocket,
aud I'hand to that gentleman when
when we meet them in the drawing-room
belexe dinirer. {

He bas hitherto been hidden from my | there

Judgiog from his face and manner, Mr.!

O1 y I tell Aunt Di of i
course, 0 of -m,
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some sort, not unlike & monk’s robe ; 7Ililo
over its head, completely hiding its face,
is drawn & hood or cowl.
Like one fascinated, I continue to
stare down upon the weird form, until
slowly it glides round the cormer ot the
house, and is lost to sight.
Then, with s sudden icy chill tingling
through my every vein, I creep into bed,
though it is almost daylight ere I can go
tosleep. And even t my sleep is
haunted and disturbed b{ vague fears snd
broken dreams ; so that I am not surprised
when Aunt Di exclaims, over breskfast,
that I am looking ‘dreadfully pale,’ and
anxiously ill?llil'el if I am not feeling well.
‘Oh, yes! thank you, asuntic; I am
quite well,’ [ answer. - ‘But I—I did not
sleep very 'grotonndly last nifht. Thst is,
;:’hl'pl. e reason why I am looking
e

¢it is my beliet, Klors, that you sit up
reading when I send you to bed,’ she de-
clares, shaking her head.

‘Well, yes, [ do somstimes,’ I confess.

*And you did 85 last night.’ Nigel breaks
in, with an abruptness which is startling.

*I did,’ [ agree, & touch of defisnce in-
voluntarily creeping into my tone; then
fixing my eyes steadily upon "bis face, I go
on; ‘It was a quarter to twelve before I
threw my book aside, and even then I did
not go straight to bed. It was such a,
lovely moonlight night. that I stood gezing
out iato the garden for nearly hslf sa hour.

*You did what P’ Nigel demands, curt-
ly ; and is it only my fancy, or is there in-
deed, s note of auxiety in his voice ?

It there is, I ignore it and continue,
placidly—

*I stood looking out into the garden for
nearly half-an-hour, so that it was past
twelve before I went to bed.’

“Then it is no wonder that you look
washed out this moraing,’ Nigel retorts, in
bis nastiest tones: and, without anotaer
word, he pushes his chair back from the
table, and stalke out of the room.

I feel disgusted, and I believe that my
disgust must be clearly written on my face
for, glincing at Aunt Di, I see that sha is
regarding me with & smile—a smile in
which there is nevertheless, a touch of sad-
ness.

*He is a perfect bear,’ I declare angrily.

‘Yes, he is, Aunt Di—at any rate, he is
to me, and you kvow he is, Now, coufess
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With Years
WISDOM.

ife answer to that old query, “What'sina
name?” was not hard to define in the case of
one justly ted Family dy that
had its origin away down in Maine, which
proves that with age comes wisdom about
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a bottle of Johnson's Anodyne Limiment;

the clerk said ‘‘they were out, but could sup-

ply her with another just as good.” The

engaging smile that accompanied. this in-

formation was frozen stiff when she replied:
/

Young Man, there is only one

Liniment, and that is Johnson’s:

Originated in 1610 by an old %
Fioroat E2he public 1o » greater
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