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the mountain echoes, taking it up, sang ttie
refrain enchantingly over and over again.
Edith lift.leclh up h;l: hg: to th‘lory starry sky,

he moonlight bathing 1t In & 3
! “Oh, wlxx‘;t a ni h:?” she uigied. “What
a bright, beautiful world it is, A'nd how per-
fectly happy one could be, if—"

. “One had thirty thousand a year ?” Char-
ley sugges

Yoy esactly. Why can' life be ull
like this—moonlight, capital dinners, lots
of friends and new dresses, a nice boat, ud
—yes—I will say ib—lomepody one likes
very much for one’s companion.” ° ;

«iSomebody one likes very much, Edith ?
I wonder sometimes if you like me at all—
if it is in you to like any one but your-

»

“Thanks! I like myself, oortainly.',and
first best I will admit. After that——"

«After that?” he repeats.

T like you. No—keep quiet, Charley,

lease, you'll upset the boat. Of course I
rike you—aren’t you m cousin—haven’s
you been awfully kind—don’t I owe all this
%o you? Charley, I bless that night in the
snow—it has been the luckiest in my life.”

«And the unluckiest of mine.”

“Sir

«Q Edith, let us speak for once—let us
understand one another, and then part for-
ever, if we must. Only why need we part
at all?”’

She turns pale—she averts her face from
him, and looK: out over the radiant water.
SoEner or later she has known this must
come—it has come to-night. :

“Why need we gurt, at all?” He is lean-
ing on his oars, and they are floating li htly
with the stream. _“‘I don’t need to tell you
how Iloveyou; youknow it wellenou h; and
I think—I hope—you care for me. true
to yourself, ESit.h——yon belong to me—come
to me ; be my wife.”

There is passion in L} tone, in his eyes,
but his voice is quiet, and he sits with the
oars in his hands. Even in this supreme
moment of his life Mr. Stuart is true
to his * principles,” and will make no
scene.

“You know I love you,” he repeats, ‘‘ as
the man in the Cork theatre said the other
night : * I'll go down on my kuees if you
like, but I can love you just as well stand-
ing up.’ Edith, speak to me. How can
you ever marry anyone but me—but me,
whose life you saved. My darling, forget
your cynicism — it is but lip-deep — you
don’t really mean it—and say you will be
my wife.”

“Your wife !” She laughs, but her heart
thrills as she says it. *‘ Yonr wife ! It
would be pleasant, Charley ; but, like
most of the pleasant things of life, it can
never be.”

“Edith!”

“Charley, all this is nonsense, and you
know it, We are cousins—we are good
friends and staunch comrades, and always
will be, I hope; but lovers—no, no no!”

““And why?” he asks.

“Have I not told you already—told you
over and over again? If you don’t despise
me, and think me heartless and base, the
fault has not been my want of candor. My
cynicisms I mean, every word. If you had
your father’s wealth, the fortune he means
to leave you, I would marry you to-morrow,
and be,” her lips trembled a little, ‘‘the
happiest girl on earth.”

*“You don’t care for me at all, then?’ he
calmly asks.

“Care for yon! O Charley! can’t you see?
T am nat. all elfish. I care for you so much
thad I would rooner die than marry you.
Foe you a marriage with me means ruin—
nothing else.”

“My father is fond of me.
son. He would relent.”

““He never would,” she answered firmly,
“and you know it. Charley, the day he
spoke to you in Cork, I was behind the
window-curtains reading. I heard every
word. My first impulse was to come out
and confront him—to throw back his favors
and patronage, and demand to be sent home.
A horrid bad temper is numbered amon
the list of my failings. But I did not.
heard your calm reply—the ‘soft answer
that turneth away wrath,” and it fell like
oil on my troubled spirit.

““ ‘Don’t lose your temper,” vou said ;
‘Fred Darrell’s daughter and I, won’t marry,
if that’s what you mean.’

“I admire your prudence and truth. I
took the lesson home, and—stayed behind
the curtains. And we will keep to that—
you and Fred Darrell’s daughter will never
marry.”

“But, Edith, you know what I meant.
Good Heavens ! you don’t for a second sup-

I am his only

“I don’t for a second suppose anything
but what 'is good and generous of you,
Charley. I know you would face your
father like a— like a ‘griffin rampant,’ to
quote Trix,; and brave all consequences, if I
would let you. But I won’t let you. You
can’t afford to defy your father. I can’t
afford to marry a poor man.”

“I am young—I am strong—I can work.
I have my hands and my head, a tolerable
education, and many friends. We would
not starve.”

*‘We would not starve—perhaps,” Edith
says, and laughs again, rather drearily.
“We would only grub along, wantin,
everything that makes life endurable, an
be miserable beyond all telling before the
tirst year ended. We don’t want to hate
each other—we don’t want to marry. You
couldn’t work, Charley—you were neaver
born for drudgery. And I—I can’t forget
the training of my life even for you.”

“You can’t, indeed—you do your train-
ing credit,” he answered, bitterly.

*‘And so,” she goes on, her face drooping,
“‘don’t be angry ; you’ll thank me for this
someday. Let it be all over and done with
to-night, and never be spoken of more. Oh,
Charley, my brother, don’t you see we
could not be happy together—don’t you see
it is better we should part ?”

It shall be exactly as you wish. I am
but a poor special pleader, and your worldly
wisdom is so clear, the dullest intellect
might comprehend it.
without a pang, and you mean to marry the
baronet. Only—as you are not yet his ex-
clusive property, bought with a price—an.
swer me this: You love me?”

Her head drooped lower, her eyes were
full of passionate tears, her heart full of

passionate pain. Throw him over without
a pang ! In her heart of hearts Edith Dar.
rell knew what it cost her to be heartless
to-night.
“Answer me !” he said imperiously, his
eyes kindling. *‘Answer me! That much,
.at least, I claim as my right. Do you love
me or do you not ?’
lo.Am.l&he answer comes very humbly and
w.
“Charley ! what need to ask? Youknow
too well—I do."”
d then silence falls. He takes up the
again—their soft dip, and: the singing

oni
oars
of the girl in the distant boat, the only | ¢
sounds. : :
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This is how two of the water-party were
ming themselves. A quarter of a-mile
er off, another interesting little scene
was on in another boat.

tain and fascinate ‘an  her tongue
maust go like & windmil ir Victor . sat
and listened rather absently, replied rather
dreamily, and as if his mind were a hun-
dred mi away. Miss Stuart took no
notice, but kept on all the harder, endeav-
oring to be fascinating. But there is a
limit even to the power of .a Woman's
tongue. That limit was reached; there
came a lull and a pause.

“The time I’ve lostin wooing,” began the
English girl in the third boat. The idea
was tive; Trixy drew a deep breath,
and e a fresh spurt—this time on the
subject of the late Thomas Moore and his
melodies. But the young baronet suddenly
inbermd.

o | our pardon, Miss Stuart,” he be-
gan hastily, and in a somewhat nervous
voice ; but there is a subject very near to
my heart on which I should like to speak
to you this evening.”

rix sat ltmight up in the stern of the
boat, as if she had been galvanized. Her
heart gave one great ecstatic thump. *“‘Oh,”
thought Miss Stuart, ‘‘he’s going to pop!
He’s going to pop, as sure as I live !”

There was a pause—unspeakably painful

to Miss Stuart. ‘‘Yes, Sir Victor,” she
faltered in her most dulcet and encouraging
accents.
I had made up my mind not to speak of
it at afl,” went on Sir Victor, looking em-
barrassed and rather at a loss for words,
“until we reached England. I dow’t wish
to be premature. I—I dread a refusal so
unspeakably, that I almost fear to speak at
at all.”

“Good gracious me !” (this is what she
thought) ““why don’t he speak out, and not
go beating about the bush in this ridiculous
manner! What’s he afraid of? Refusal,
indeed ! Stuff and nonsense !”

«It is only of late,” pursued Sir Viector
Catheron, “‘that I have quite realized my
own feelings, and then when I saw the at-
tention paid by another, it was my jealousy
first taught me that I loved.”

“He means Captain Hammond,” thought
Trixy ; “he’s jealous of him, as sure as a
gun.. How lucky wemet him at Macroom.”
*‘And yet,” again resumed the baronet,
with a faint smile, ‘I don’t quite despair.
1 am sure, Miss Stuart, I have no real
cause.”

“No-0-0, I think not,” faltered Miss
Stuart.

“And when I address myself to your
father and mother—as I shall very soon—
you think, Miss Stuart, they will also favor

my suit ?”

“They favor his suit?’ thought Trix,
“good Heaven above! was ever earthly
modesty like this young man’s?’ But
aloud, still in the trembling tones befitting
the occasion, ‘‘I—think so—I know so, Sir
Victor. 1t will be only too much honor,
I'm sure.”

¢ And—oh, Miss Stewart—Beatrix—if
you will allow me to call you so—you think
that when I speak—when I ask—I will be
accepted ?”

“He's a fool !” thought Beatrix, with an
inward burst. ‘‘A bashful, ridiculous fool !
Why, in the name of all that’s namby-pam-
by, doesn’t he pop the question like a man,

and have done with it? . Bashfulness is all
very well—nobody likes a little of it better
than 1 do: hnt. there ia no weo running it into
the ground.”

“‘“You are silent,” pursued Sir Victor.
¢“Miss Stuart, it is not possible that I am
too late, that there isa previous engage-
ment
Miss Stuart straightened herself up, lifted
her head, and smiled. She smiled in a way
that would have driven a lover straight out
of his senses.

“Call me Beatrix, Sir Victor ; I like it
best from my friends—from—from you. No,
there is no previous engagement, and”
(archly, this) ‘I am quite sure Sir Victor
Catheron need never fear a refusal.”
““Thanks.” And precisely as another
young gentleman was doing in the shadow
of the “Tore,” Sir Victor did in the shadow
of the ** Eagle’s Nest.” He lifted his fair
companion’s hand to his lips, and kissed
it.

After that of course there was silence.
Trixy’s heart was full of joy—pure, unadul-
terated joy, to bursting. Oh, to be out of
this, and able to tell pa and ma, and
Charley, and Edith, and everybody ! Lady
Catheron ! ‘Beatrix—Lady Catheron !”
No—Ican’t describe Trixy’s feelings. There
are some joys too intense and too sacred for
the Queen’s English. She shut her eyes
and drifted along in that blessed little boat
in a speechless, ecstatic trance.

An hour later, and, as the clocks of Kil-
larney were striking ten, Sir Victor Cath-
eron helped Miss Stuart out of the boat,
and had led her up — still silently—to the
hotel. At the entrance he paused, and said
the only disagreeable thing he had uttered
to-night. “One last favor, Beatrix,” tak-
ing her hand and gazing at her tenderly, I
must ask. Let what has passed between us
remain between us for a few days longer. I
had rather you did not speak of it even to
your parents. My aunt, who has been more
than a mother to me, is ignorant still of my
feelings—it is her right that I inform
her first. Only a few days more, and then
all the world may know.”

“‘Very well, Sir Victor,” Beatrix answer-
ed demurely; ‘‘as you please, of course, I
shan’s speak to pa or ma. Good-night, Sir
Victor, good night !”

May I tell it, Miss Stuart actually gave
the baronet’s hand a little' squeeze? But
were they not engaged lovers, or as good?
and isn’t it permitted engaged lovers to
squeeze each other’s right hands? So they
parted. Sir Victae strolled away to smoke
a cigar in the moonlight, and Mises Stuart,
with a beautified face, swept upstairs. Lady
Latheron, Lady Catheron! Oh, what
would all Fifth Avenue say to this ?

Sleep was out of the question—#t was

ofon to debate whether she would ever
sleep again. She would go and see Edith.
Yes, Edith and Charley ﬁoud got home be-
fore her—she would go and see Edith.
She opened the deor and went in with a
swish of silk and patchouli. The candles
were ualit.

“All in the dark, Dithy, and b,
the ‘sweet silver 1 h:hzt '-homu?moon 8

Edie! isn’t it just the heavenliest night?”
“Ilthnn‘r”htyonmein here to say,

~"#T will love you all my life,” is his an- |

e had been mttling: ou: volably. - b b
N my.'ii'.‘&‘ﬁm that to-enter. | 804, Lady

8 bus L
fearing a rival, and i
i Helena when we got to Eng-

Edith burst out laughing. But somehow
the laugh sounded unnatural, and her lips
felt stiff and tnngc-

“Yon're as hoarse asa raven and as pale
as & ‘ghost,” said Trix. “That’s what
comes of sitting in drtu’hu, and looking at
the moonshine. I'm awfully happy, Edith ;
and when P'm Lady Catheron, you
come and me always—always,
you dear old darling, just like a sister.”

She flung her arms around Edith’s neck,
and gave her a rapturous hug. Edith Dar-
rell unclasped her arms and pushed her
away.

“f’m tired, Trix; I’'mcold.” She shiver-
edfr’?mhesdto foot. ‘I want to go to

“But won't iou say something, Dithy?
Won't you wish me joly . sl
¢I.—wish—you joy.’

Her lips kept that strange feeling of stiff-
ness—her face had lost every trace of color.
Oh, to be alone and free from Trix !

“You say it as if you didn’t mean it,”
said Trix indignantly, getting “ﬁ and mov-
ing to the door. ‘“You look half-frozen,
and as white as a sheet. I should advise
you to shut the window and to bed.”

She was gone. Edith drew a long breath
—a long, tired, heavy sigh. So! that was
over—and it was Trix, a! all.

Trix after all! How strangely it sound-
ed—it stunned her. Trix, after all, and
she had made sure it was to be herself. He
had looked at her, he had spoken to her, as
he had never looked or spoken to Trix.
His color had risen like a girl’s at her com-
ing—she had felt his heart bound as she
leaned on his arm. And it was Trix, after
all!

CHAPTER VL

And after to-night we will all have a rest,
thank Heaven! and my pilgrimage will
come to and end.* A fortnight at Powyss
Place before you go up to London, my dear
Miss Stuart—not a day less.”

Thus Lady Helena Powyss, eight days
later, seated luxuriously in the first-class
carriage, and flying along by express train
between Dublin and Kingston, en route for
Cheshire.

Captain Hammond was of the party still,
and included in the invitation to Powyss
Place. He sat between Lady Helena and
Sir Victor now—Miss Stewart, in charming
travelling costume, in the sunny seat near
the window. On the opposite seat, at the
extreme end, sat Edith Darrell, her eyes
rivited ‘upon the pages of a book.

Since that night in the boat Miss Stuart
had quietly but resolutely taken entire pos-
session of Sir Victor.

Before she left her room on the ensuing
morning following that never-to-be-forgot-
ten night, Edith had entered and taken
Trix in her arms and kissed her.

“I was stupid and out of sorts last night,
Trixy,” she had said. “If I seemed churl-
ish, I ask your pardon, dear, with all my
heart. Iwas surprised—I don’t mind own-
ing that—and perhaps a little, just a little,
envious. But all that is over now, and I
do wish ¥on joy and happiness from the
bottom of my heart.”

And she meant it. Against the baronet
himself, she felt anger deep and strong
atill. How dared he seek her out as he
had done, select her for his confidante, and
look love in fifty different ways, when he
meant to marry Trix? What a fool she
might have made of herself had she been a
whit less proud than she was. Since then
she had avoided him ; in no marked man-
ner, perhaps, but she had avoided him. If
he felt this avoidance, he showed no sign.
Perhaps he thought Miss Stuart had drop-

d some hint—girls, despite their promises,

ave been known to do such things—and
this change was becoming maidenly reserve.
TPixy’s unremitting attentions were sister-
ly, of course. He felt grateful accordingly,
and strove to repay her in kind. One other
thing he observed, too, and with great com-

lacency — the friendship between Miss

arrell and her cousin Charley had come to
an end. This was as it should be ; certain-
ly Beatrix must have dropped that very
judicious hint.

Two carriages awaited them at the Ches-
ter station. Intoone entered Mr. and Mrs,
Stuart, Sir Victor, and Beatrix ; into the
other, Lady Helena, Edith, Charley, and
Captain Hammond. They drove away
through quiet, (;uaint. Chester, ‘‘rare old
city of 8]!88(0!‘. >  Presently an endless
stretch of ivied wall appears in view, in-
closing a primeval forest, it seems to Edith;
and Lady Helena sits up and rubs her eyes,
and says it is Catheron Royals.

They emerge from the chill darkness of
d».wnin(gl day into a blaze of light—into a
vast and stately entrance-hall. A long file

And “Welcome to Powyss Place,” Lady
Helena says with kind courtesy. ‘I can
only wish your visit may be as 9lea.sant. to
you as you made mine in New York.”

Without changing their dresses they are
ushered into a lofty and handsome dining-
room. More brilliant lights, more silent,
respectful servants, a round table luxurious-
ly spread. They st down ; forget they are
tired and sleepy ; eat, drink, sns are merry;
and it is five before they were shown up to
their rcoms. Then, hasty disrobing, hasty
lying down, and all are at peace in the land
of dreams,

Next day, about noon, Miss Stuart, click-
ing along in her narrow-soled, high-heeled
boots, over a polished osken corridor, lost
her footing, as might be imagined, and

same dewn, with an unearthly screech, on
one ankle. Sir Victor was first ¢n the
field, and in Sir Victor’s arms Miss Stuars
was lifted, and borne back to her room.
Luckily it was near, or even Sir Victor’s
chivalry and ‘muscular development would
not have been equal to it, for Trix was a
“‘fine woman.” The ankle was bathed and
bandaged, the invalid’s breakfast brought
up—everything done for her comfort that
it was possible to do; and in the midst of
their fussing, hav cried a t. deal,
Miss Stuart suddenly dropped off tq slee
Edith came out of the room looking pale
and tired. In the sli passage she en-
countered Sir Victor waiting.
“I have waylaid you on purpese, Miss
Darrell,” he said, smiling, ‘“lest you should
meet with a mishap, too. A carpet shall

pale—are you #1?’ ‘ Sy
p.}‘I fee!mmgh; nothing is

.am rather }

of servants are drawn up to receive them.:

be placed here immediately. You look

«It is a wonderfully pretty
said. “I should t:'\iing you En
Ly g o

vy- 8, eve
I verz not an Amm-ica.l'n’r girl, I ]
an lish miss.” :

g!e ughed and looked up ab him, her
spirits rising in the sunshine and the fres,
fresh air. His eyes were fixed upon her
face—passionate admiration, passionate
love, written in thein far too plainly foran
girl on earth not toread. And yet—he ha
pro to Trix. z

“You would?” he eagerly exclaimed.
«Miss Darrell, do I understand you to say
you could live in England all your life—give
up America and your friends, and pass your
life here *’ .

She shrugged her shoulders.

“It would be no great sacrifice. Apart
from my father there isn’t a soul in all wide
America I care a farthing for, and your
English homes are very charming.”

'fhe last  barrier broke down. He had
not meant to speak—he had meant to be
very prudent and formal—to tell Lady
Helena first, to refer the matter to Mr.
Stuart next. Now all prudence and form-
ality were swept away. Her hands were in
his—he was r?eaking with his whole hesrt
in every word.

“Then stay and shave an English home—
share mine Edith, I love you—I have loved
you, I think, since I saw you first. Will
you be my wife ¥’

Alas for Trix!—that was Edith’s first
thought. To burst out laughing—that was
Edith’s first impulse. Not in triumph or
exultation—just at this moment she felt
neither—but at the awful blunder Trix had
made; for Trix had made a blunder, that
was clear as day, else Sir Victor Catheron
had never said those words. ‘

“I meant to have sPokeu to Lady Helena
and Mr. Stuart first,” Sic Vieter weat on ;
“but that is all over now. I can’t wait
Jonger ; I must take my sentence frof your
lips. Ilove you! What more can I say?
You are the first my 'lips have ever said it
to—the first my heart has ever felt it for.
Edith, tell me, may I hope?”

She stood silent. They were on the sum-

mit of the hill. Away, far off, she could
see the waving trees and tall chimneys of a
stately mansion — Catheron Royals, no
doubt. It looked a very grand and noble
place ; it might be her home for life—she
who, in one sense, was homeless. A baro-
net stood beside her, offering her rank aud
wealth—she, penniless, pedigreeless Edith
Darrell ! All the dreams of life were being
realised, and in this hour she felt neither
triumph nor elation. She stood and listen-
ed, the sunlight on her gravely beautiful
face, with vagne wonder at herself for her
apathy.
«Edith !” he cried out, ‘“‘don’t tell me I
am too late—that some one has been before
me and won your heart. I couldn’t bear
it! Your cousin assured me that when I
spoke the answer would be favorable. I
spoke to her that night in Killarney—I did
not mention your name, but she understood
me immediately. I told her I meant to
speak as soon as we reached England. I
asked her if she thought there was hope for
m('ai land she—" 3

'he passionate eagerness, the passionate
love and fear within him checked his words
suddenly. He stopped for a moment and
turned away.

“Q Trixy ! Trixy !”” was Edith’s thought;
and ridiculous and out of place as the emo-
tion was, her only desire still was an almost
uncontrollable desire to laugh outright.
What a horrible ~what an unheard-of
blunder the child had made !

She stood tracing figures on the grass
with the point of her I, feelin
strangely apathetic still. If her life ha
depended on it, she could hardly have ac-
cepted Sir Victor then. By and by she
might feel half wild with exultation—not
now.

He waited for the answer that did not
come. Then he turned from ber, pale with
del%air.

] see how it is,” he said, trying, not
quite successfully, to steady his voiee ; “‘I
am too late. You love your cousin, and
are en%a.ged to him. I feared it all along.”

The brown starry eyes, lifted slowly from
the grase and looked at him.

“My cousin? You mistake, Sir Victor; I
am engaged to no one. 1”—sheset her lips
‘suddenly and looked away at the trees and
the turrents of Catheron Royals, shining
in the brilhant sun—*I love no one.”

“No one, Edith! Not even me?”

“Not even you, Sir Victor. How could
I;.'\ Why should I?! I never dreamed of
this.”

“Never dreamed of this!” he repeated, in
amaze; ‘““‘when you must have seen—must
have known——"

She interrupted him, a faint smile curling
her lips.

“I thought it was Trixy,” she said.

“Miss Stuart! Then she has told you
nothing of that night at Killarney—I really
imagined she had. Miss Stuart has been
my kind friend, my one confident and sym-
pathizer. No sister could be kinder in her
encouragement and comfort than she.”

¢Q poor Trix—a sister!” Edith thought,
and in spite of every effort, the laugh she
strove so hard to suppress dimpled the cor-
ners of her mouth. “Won’t there be a
scene when you hear all this!”

“For pity’s sake, Edith, spenk to me?!
the {oung man exelaimed. 1 love you—
my

you are free, why may I not hope? See!lI
don’t even ask you to love me now. I will
wait ; I will be patient. My love is 50
that it will win yours in return. O darling!
say you will be my wife.”

er hands were in his. The fervor, the
passion within him almost frightened her.

“Sir Victor, I--I hardly know what to
say. I wonder that you care for me. I
wonder you want to marry me. Iam not
your equal ; I have neither rank, nor wealth,
nor descent.

“You have the grace and beauty of a
goddess—the goodness of an ; I ask
nothing more. . You are the mate of a
&ﬁ:h“ ;”nd Ilove you. Everything is said

at.

"{:gy Helena will never consent.” .-

Ll
that ﬁﬁ make me happy.
Lin-l or misery of my life lies
ds. Don’t no, Edith—don’t for
Heaven'’s sake. could not bear it—I
cannot lose you ; I will not !” he cried al-

ife will be miserable wifhout you. If

£in

£
B

ed the drawingroo! turned upon
the newcomers, Trix’s witlry:‘nlpicio-.u eal-
ousy. If Bir Victor were in love with her-
self, was not his fitting place by her side in
this trying hour, instead of meandering
about wigh Dithy ! And what business
had Dithy monopolizing ancther girl’s lov-
? :

er?

I think I shall ride over to Drexel
Court between this and dinner,” Sir Victor
said. “I promised Hampton—"

Lady Helena laughed and interrupted :

“And Lady Gwendoline is there—I under-
stand. Go by all means, Victor, and give
Gwendoline my love. We shall expect you
back to dinner.”

The young man colored like a girl. He
lanced uneasily at Edith, but Miss Darrell
gld taken up a photograph book of literary
celebrities, and was immersed therein.

Captain Hammond and Charley betoak
themselves to the billiard room. Trixy
turned her suspicious eyes upon her cousin.

““Where were you and Sir Victor all day,
Edith ?” i

“I and Sir Victor have not been any
where all day, Beatrix. During the last
heur we have been walking in'the grounds.”

““What were you talking about ?”

“Many things,” Miss Darrell responded,

romptly. *“The beauty of the prospect—
the comfort of English homes, and the
weather, of course. If I understood short-
hand, and had been aware of your anxiety
on the subject, I might have taken notes of
our conversation for your. benefit.”

“Did you talk of me?”

] believe your name was mentioned.”

“Dith ! in a whisper, and raising herself
on her elbow, ‘‘did Sir Victor say anything
about—about—you know what ¥

*He did not say one word about being in
love with you or marrying you, if that is
what you mean. Now please stop catechis-
ing, and let me look at the pictures.”

Twilight fell—dinner hour came : with it
Sir Victor. He looked pale, anxious, tired.
He answered all his aunt’s inquiries about
the Drexel family in the briefest possible
manner. His over-fond aunt looked at him
a little uneasily—he was so unlike himself,
and presently drew him aside, after dinner,
and spoke. :

“Yictor, what is the matter? Are you
.

“I11? No. My dear aunt,” smiling,
“don’t wear that alarmed face—there 1is
nothing the matter with me.”

““There is something the matter with
you. Yon are pale, you are silent, you eat
nothing. Victor, what is it ?”

“] will tell you to-morrow,” he answer-
ed. ‘‘Spare me until then. I am anxious,
I admit, but not even to you can I tell
why to-night. You shall kaow all about
it to-morrow.”

For Edith—she was .in that mood of
serene recklessness still. Of to-morrow she
neither cared to think, nor tried to think.
The tide of her life wasat its flood ; whither
the stream might bear her after this night,
just now, she neither knew nor cared. For
the present she was free, to-morrow she
might bea bondwoman. Her fetters would
be of gold and roses; none the less though
would they be fetters.

Upon going to her room that night Edith
Darrell did not go to bed. She put the
lights away on the toilet-table in the dress-
ing room, wrapped something around her
and sat down by the window to think it
out.

Should she marry Sir Victor Catheron, or
should she not?

She cared nothing for him—nothi
whatever—very .likely she never would.
She loved Charlie Stuart with all the power
of her heart, and just at present it seemed
,to her she always must. That was how the
problem stood.

If she married Sir Victor, rank and wealth
beyond all her dreams would be hers, a life
of luxury, all the joys and delights great
wealth can bring. She liked pleasure,
luxury, beauty, rank.  For love—well, Sir
Victor loved her, and for a woman it is
always better, safer, to be loved than to
love.

That was one phase of the case. Here
was the other : She might go to Charley
and say. ‘Look here—I care for you so
much, that life without you, isn’t worththe
living. I will marry you, Charley, when-
ever you like.” He would make her his
wife. Alone in darkness, her heart thrilled
as she thought of it—and the intenest joy
of life would be hers for a while. For a

while. They would be poor—his father
would cast him off~he must, for the first
time in his hfe, begin to work—the old
story of pinching and poverty, of darning
and mending, would commence over again
for her, poor food, poor clothes, all the un-
told ugliness and misery of penury. Love
is & very good and pleasant tr' , but not
when bought at the price ot all the glory
.and pleasure of the world.

She turned. from the life she pictured
with a shudder of abhorrence. _She should
say “ Yes ” to-morrow to Sir Victor Cath-
eron.

Then for a moment the thread of thought
broke, and she sat looking blankly out at
the soft spring night. On the day she
pledged herself to Sir Victor she must say

-by forever to Charley—ao it began
again. One house must not contain them
both ; her word, her esli ht must be kept
bright and untarnish harley must

e rose, feeling cold and cnmpod—m
undressed with stiffened fingers, and went

to bed.

She slept, deeply, dreamlessly. The san-
3:\: was pouring into her room, flooding it
golden radiance, when she awoke.

She up ; her heart gave one bound
of noﬁlr:cntfon and rapture. Sir Vietor
had asked her to be his wife.

Doubt was at an end—hesitation wasat

Grand -

Miss Mitchell wishes to inform the public and her numerous friends and patrons that she
has justreceived a new and valuable stock of summer milline

The ‘Planet Je.’' No. 6.

~A11 Steel Horse Hoe and Cultivator.

'fhe above éool is sold all over the eivilized  world. The
material for every piece in the *“Planet Jr ” is made specially

and only the highest grade of oil tempered steel used.

J. & Edwards & Co

- Machine Oils.

CLIM AX—356c. Imperial Gallon.

CASTOR OIL—80c. Imperial Gallon.
AL

HIGCIABO THAM'S

Drug Store.

"

MISS MMI'ffTCEHEHEIL I,
Millinery -

Summer - Opening.

of the latest stvies and

fashion. Also LATEST STYLES IN DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING.

Latest Styles in Walking, Visiting, and Evening Costumes.

She is fully brepared to wait on her numerous friends and patrons, having secured a
first-class Milliner,

ROOMS—Over Warner & Co’s Dry Goods Store, Doheny Block, aext door to
A. Higinbotham’s Dmg Btore.

2

FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING DEALERS IN THE COUNTRY,

W ool

We have sold out our business in Cambray, and have made
arrangements with one of the very best factories in Canada(

S

McColls - Oils

ARE THE BEST.

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

Champion Gold Medal Oil of the Dominion.

MoColi's CYLINDER OIL will wear twice as long

as any other make.
The finest high grade Engine Oils are manufactured by

McCOLL BROS. & CO.,, TORONTO.

86-26

——

Wanted.

to furnish us

Yarn, Flannels, Blankets, and other

Woollen Goods,

o that we can sell them at wholesale prices.

We havo secured Mr. Smyth’s store, next Hancock’s Hotel,
opposite the market. and will be prepared to pay the highest

price in cash for all the wool that comes.
- Cents - Extra - When - KExchanged.

We take orders for anything-in the woollen line and guaran-

tee satisfaction.

WALLACE & CO.

opposite the Market, LINDSAY.

1887-4L

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Bndeﬂ&k&s and Cabinet Makers.

Ol ani ee our stogk. No &rouble to show it.
BON. NUGE
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