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CHAPTER -XIV.

Norah, as Cyril turned away from
the hall, passed the earl and Guild-
ford Berton without a word, intend-
ing to go to her own room; but the
earl stepped aside, and opening the
drawing-room door motioned to her
to enter with stately courtesy, and,
following her, closed the door.

There was a look of haughty dis-
Pleasure on his face, and his keen
eyes regarded her sternly.

“May I trouble you to give me an
account of this accident?’’ he said,
icily,

**It all happened as Mv.
papa,” she answered.

“I prefer to hear it from your own
lips,”’ he said.

Nora quietly related the incident;
but her wvoice trembled as she told
of her discovery of Cyril's injury.

He behaved very bravely, papa.”’

““I have no doubt,” he said; “‘but
it did not warrant his taking ad-
vantage of wyour situation. He
should have sent here for a carriage
for you; but I imagine we must not
expect grapes from thistles.”

““I am sorry he has offended you,
papa. It was as much my fault—"'
She stopped, and her face grew pale.
“And he went without a word of
thanks,’" she exclaimed, ““as if he had
committed a crime instead of doing
all he ecould—"

““Oh, please! There is nothing I
dislike so much as heroics. No
doubt,”” with the suggestion of a
sneer, ““vou thanked him sufficiently.’

“But I wish to tell you that I do
not desire your intimacy with this
young man to continue,”’

Norah started slightly and looked
up at him. If he had treated her
with even the semblance of fatherly
kindness she would have told him all
that passed between Cyril Burne and
herself that night; but his cold words
frozo her lips.

“I do not. approve of him."”’

“But—but why, papa?’’ she asked
in a low voice. ‘“‘He—he is a gentle-
man, you said vourseli—"’

““It seems that I was mistaken. No,
I could not be mistaken; but one may
be a gentleman and yet not a desir-
able acquaintance. I have heard
enough -of this Mr. Burne to be con-

Burne said,

vinced that he is not a person to

whom I can extend my friendship.”’

“You have - heard!’” said Norah,
wonderingly. “From whom, papa?
From Mr. Ierton?”’ and her lips grew
compressed.

“The name of my informant is of
little consequence,”” he said, coldly.
“Fnough that 1 am satisfied with
the information. Ilo not let us con-
t.imu’:-. the subject; it is distasteful to

Norah stood for a moment, her cyes
bent on the ground, then she mur-
mur pdl—

“Good-night, papa.””

He opened the door for her, mak-
ing no movement toward kissing her,
and she escaped.

Once in her own room, she flung
her hat aside, and sinking into a
chair hid her face in her hands.

Her heart was beating wildly, but
stern as her father's speech and man-
nerr had been, its throbs were more
of joy than of sorrow.

That great crisis which comes in
most  women's lives had come to
hers. A man had told her that he
loved her! _

Sometimes a girl has to ask her
heart the question: “Do T love him
in return?’’ but Norah, though no
words of love had ever been uttered
to her hefore, had no need to ask
the question. Love needs no instruc-
tor. The lesson of his presence  is
readily learned in every woman's
breast: and Norah, as she sat with
her face hidden, even from her glass,
could feel his words singing in  her
heart,

She sat and thought of him—how
handsome he was, how brave, how
kind, how good!
wide, wide world, there was not an-
other man like him. And this

of heroes, who was quick and clever | her

OR
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"Then she remoembered that she
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Then there flashed upon her mind,
too full of her lover to have thought
of it bhefore, the remembrance of her
father’'s anger, and the words he had
spoken. He had forbidden her to
continug knowing Cyril Burne; he
had heard something. What was it
that he had heard? Whatever it
was, he must have heard it irom
Guildford Berton; and as Norah
thought of him she shuddered faintly
with absolute dislike. He had stood
there by the door, saying nothing,
with his dark face sombre and sinis-
ter.

Why should he have spoken falsely
of Cyril Burne—for that he had
spoken falsely she was as certain as
that she sat there, with Cyril’s kiss
burning on her hand.

What should she do? Cyril, when
he had told her that he loved her,
had asked her not to be angry, but
to wait. He would speak to her
again,

The warm color suffused her neck
and face at the thought. Should she
listen to him? Could she disobey her
father?

The door opencd and Harman came
in, and as she proceeded to undress
her mistress she cast anxious glances
at her. At last she said, as if she
could not help herseli—

““Oh, my lady, I hope you are not
hurt!'

““No,'" anid Norah, for she was lost
in thought—half delicious, hall pain-
ful ““You heard of the accident?””

“Yes, my lady,”” replied Harman,
“one of the prooms was up in the
village and brought down word,"”
antd she touched Norah gently and
carefully, ns if she expected every
moment. to feel her wince.

““No, 1 am not even scratched; but
I might have been hurt if it had not
been for—-"" She stopped; she could
not speak Cyril’s name.

“Yes, I know, my lady,”” said Har-
man, warmly. ‘““‘John says that the
gentleman risked his life almost, and
it was a wonder he wasn't Killed."”'

“Tell—tell me what they say.”

Harman gave the account she had
heard from the groom, and dwelt
upon Cyril’s courage as only a wom-
an can, and Norah listened wilh bent
head, sceming scarcely to breathe.

Harman went at last, but: Norah
stili sat in the low chair thinking
dwelling with joy that was almost
painful in its intensity upon every
word he had spoken; going back to
the first night she had heard his
veice on the terrace, the night  he
had addressed her, all unconscious
ihat she was near, in words of pas-
sionate love.

At last she went to bed, but it was
hours before she slept; and in her
dreams he still bent over her, his
hardsome face all anxious and trou-
bled on her account—on hers!

When she awoke the next morning
it was with the consciousness that
some one was in the room, and rais-
ing  herself on her elbow she saw
Beecea South standing heside the bed,

rand looking down at her with a pe-

culiar expression in her black eyes.
had
not locked her door last night.

“Iecen,”’ she said,

“I've come to help you,'”" she said.
““Auntie’s got one of her bad head-
aches, and can't move this morning.
She's very sorry, she says, and hegs
yvour ladyship will overlook it."

““Oh, poor Harman!'' said Norah,
sympathetically; “I am so sorry!
Please go and tell her that she must
not think of getting up, and not to
trouble about me in the least.”

While Becca was gone Norah got up
and found a Dbottle of cau de
Cologne,

“Take this and bathe her forehead,
Becea,’' she said, ““and tell her on
no account to trouble about me."

Becea  went again, and returned
smelling strongly of the scent. She
had poured half of jt on her own

Surely, in all the; handkorchief,

“You are very early this morning"’

best | Norah said, as the girl brushed out

hair. “Did you sleep in the

and prompt, who had displayed such ! hcuse last night?"’

courage, hiding his pain from her for
so long, loved her!

With the joy of the knowledge there
was mixed a thrill of pride that
seemed to raise her above all others
of her sex.

What could he have seen in her to
love? she asked herseli again  and
again, She who was nothing but a
simple, ignorant girl while he was so
clever and strong, such a hero among
men.

How sweetly he had asked her for
her dead rose; how humbly he had
bent over her hand. She took  her
right hand from her face and looked
at it, and slowly raising it to her
lips, kissed it where his lips had
touched it,

Did she love him? Why, her
scemed  proclaiming itseli in
trembling limb. Her heart was full,
full of him; his woice rang in her
ears. She could feel his kiss upon
her hand still.

“Cyril, Cyril!"" she murmured un-
consciously, and in the stillness of
night the faint breeze outside seemead

love
every

to echo his name lovingly, caressing-|

ly.
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““No, my lady," replied DBecca,
dropping her eyes from the glass in
which she had been comparing Nor-
ah’'s face with her own. ‘‘No, I went
home. And I found him in the aven-
ue,’”’ she added, in a low voice.

Norah looked up with a start.
There was no other ““him' in the
world for her that morning but Cyril.

“Him! Whom?'" she asked.

“The  painter  gentleman, Mr.
Burne,’”’ said Bececa, with a nod, as if
Nerah ought to have understood.
‘“He was very bad.'

“Bad?"’ she echoed, faintly,

“Yes,”" said Becca, taking a long
tress in her hand and holding it up:
to the light, but keeping her ﬂj,'es!
fixed on Norah's pale face reflected in'
the glass. ““Yes, he'd fainted.”’
Norah's hands clasped themselves
tightly in her lap, and an inarticu- |
late sound escaped her lips. |

“He was dreadiully hurt,
hisz arm, I think."”

Norah half rose, with g wild
pulse to go to him there and
then she sank back.

“Go on,”” she hreathed.

“IHe was as while as
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im=-
then:

i
|

LA

my lady,”’ said DBecca, slowly, ‘“‘and
in dreadful pain. I don’t think he'll
die, though,’ she added, calmly.

“*Die!’’ fell from her lips.

““No, my lady. He was able to
walk home after a bit,”" continued
Beeca, still watching Norah's face.

““Give me—give me my handker-
chief, please,”’ said Norah, feeling the
girl’s eyes on her, and wishing to
gain a moment or two for seli-
control.”’

““I heard that
stopping the horses,”’
“but he didn't say.”

“What—what did he say?’”" asked
Norah, thirsting to hear some words
of his.

Becea waited a moment, and fixed
her bhlack eyes on the glass intently.

“He said, would vou meect him at
the place where he painted the dog,
at five o'clock to-day,'’ she replied.

““Are you—are you sure that is
what Mr. Burne said?’’ she asked at
last, in a‘'low voice.

“Yes, quite sure, my lady,”
sponded Becca,

Norah trembled and her breath
came fast. How could she meet him
after her father's prohibition? And

he'd hurt
soid

himself
Becea,

Ire-

yet—yet he was ill, had been injured |

in saving her.

She got up and went to the win-
dow. The girl's black eyes seemed to
follow and trouble her.

“You may go now, Becca,’
said, without looking round.

“Yes, my lady,”” said DBecca. ‘““And
Mr. Burne, what am I to say to
him if I see him?"’

““Say nothing—say that I will come
—and sce the picture.”

“Yes, my lady,”" and
she lefit the voom.

““Yes, she would go and see him,
and  tell him that they must be
strangers from henceforth—her ecyes
filled with tecars at the thought!—
they must part, never to meet again.

She finished dressing herseli and
went  downstairs,.  The earl was in
the breakfast room, and handed her
a note as he bowed her a good
morning.

“I'rom Lady Terndale,”” he said.
“To inquire after jour health after
the accident, no doubt,’”’ he said. “A
groom is waiting.”

Norah opened the envelope. It was
just the kind of letter which Lady
Ferndale would write, full of affec-
tionate anxiely and sell reproach.

“If I had only sent some one with
you, dear!’”’ she said. ‘I would
come over this morning—and will if
you are the least ill!—but my
band has asked some people here
early. Still, only say the word!"

But it was the next few lines that
made
the blood to her face.

““And to think that that young
man should have acted so nobly! Was
I out, Norah, in my estimate? The
coachman «ays that the way Mr.
Burne flung himself upon the horses
was ‘grand’, and I think it's the
very best word to describe it. I am
longing to sece him, and thank him!"

“Well?"’ said the earl,

Norah hesitated a moment,
laid the letter beside his plate.

He raised it delicately, and held it
out to her with a cold smile.

“Pardon me, but I have always en-
tertained the greatest repugnance to
perusing other people’s letters,”” he
said. ‘““You had better answer it.
’ray do not mind keeping me wait-
lllg'-”

Norah took the letter and put it
in her pocket—those few lines had
made it very precious—and, going to
a writing-table, wrote a briel note
assuring Lady IFerndale that she,
Norah, was quite well, and, after a
moment's hesitation, she added: *“Mr.
Burne was badly hurt, I fear."”” That
was all: and the words read, ah!
so coldly,

At times the hours that day seemed
to pass all too quickly, at others
they dragged their length wearily
along. Norah all day tried to make
up her mind what she would say to
Cyril, tried even to learn a few sen-
ter.ces, that she might repeat them
by heart. A practiced flirt, a Lon-
don belle of even one season, would
have known how to dismmiss him
gracefully; but Norah was no exper-
ienced flirt, she was simply a girl-
woman whose heart had been touched
for the first time.

At last the great clock chimed half-
past four, and, with - Casper at her
heels, she started for the woods. Her
heart beat faster as she approached
the glade where she was to meet
Cyril, and she paused and waited for
a moment or two to try and quiet
its Dbeating.

Then she went on among the great
trees flecked with the golden  sun-
light, and presently she put aside
the leaves of a huge rhododendron,
and stood before him.

Cyril had fixed his casel, and was
trying to paint. She saw that his
left arm was in a sling, and the
sight 1recalled everything that had
occurrgd on the preceding evening,
and a great. wave of tenderness pass-
ed over her heart.

She stood for a -moment by him,
then he took out his watch, and,
with a sigh of impatience, turned his
head and saw her, in all her loveli-
ness, framed by the dark green
leaves.

Ho sprang to his feet and came for-
ward her, then stopped, his eyes, full
of tho passion that burned in his
heart, flixed on her face; and so they
stood speechless, so far ag words go,

“You have come!’ he said, in a
low voice.

She put hers into it, and it
imprisoned in his ecagoer graso,

“Yes, I have comen,” shn said,

““Are yvou angry with me for seni-
fng von the message?'”

“No//' she replied.
[ut she stopped.

“IL was wrong—I know!"

she

noiselessly

ithen

Wis

“Oh, no, nol

hus- !

Norah’s heart beat and sent!

| into brigades of 13,000 cach,
s fomale oflicors.

rhilﬂﬂght of it: but—ah! 1 wanted to
see you, soon, at once, and I did not
know how

"“I am glad you sent to ie,”” sheo
said, so simply, so sweelly, that he
could have gone on his knees Lo
her. **You are painling; will you—
will you go on?" she faltered,.

He understood her, She could talk
with less restraint if he worked. Ile
sat down before the easel, and took
up his brush and the palette, which
he managed Lo hold in the finger and
thuvmb of his left hand, and painted
blindly for a minute or two; then he
turned to her as she stood Dbeside
him, her hands loosely clasped.

“May I speak now, Lady Norah?
I have been counting the hours simee
I left w»ou last night. I have so
longed to see you—to tell you—abh,
you know! What can I say but that
I love you!"

Norah's hands clasped tightly, and
her breath came and went fitfully.

“It broke from me last night, when
I should not have spoken,’”’ he went
on, in a low wvoice, that trembled
wilh eaperness and rang earncstly
with the true ring of pure, whole-
gouled love. *'I ought not to have
spoken then, but—I could not help
it; and now you know it, what will
you say to me?"”’

He rose, but with a slight gesture
she motioned him to his seat, and he
sat down again, obeying her, and
bent toward her, the sunlight falling
on his shapely head and handsome
face. :

“Werea wyou angry with me last
night? Are you angry now? Iave
you come Lo ‘tell me that I was pre-
sumptuous—ah, don't spegak yet,” for
her lips moved, though no words had
come. “‘Do you thinkeothat 1 have
not thought over it all during the
leng hours I have lain awake? Lady
Ncrah, you cannot feel more aculely
than I do how unworthy I am that
you should cast a thought to me.”

Her lips formed a *‘No,” but he
went on, his voice scarcely above a
whisper, his eyes sparkling with more
eloquent pleading even than his lips.

“Y¥ou are the daughter of an earl,
and I—"" he motigned to the easel
with his brush, “I am a poor painter
one the world—the world to which
i you belong—repards as very much be-
neath you. And it is right. But a
poor painter may have a heart, and
I have given mine to you! I lay
it at your feet, Lady Norah! It is
yours to do what you will with—to
accept or refuse.”

He stopped, to control his voice,
which his passion had rendered hur-
ried and broken,

“I can only say I love you, I love
yoeu! I have loved you—"" Ho stop-
ped and then went on, his voice low
and dreamny, as if he were speaking
from his heart to hers. ‘Do you re-
member the evening you came to the
Ceurt? -As your carriage drove in
Lhrough the gates I stood there and
saw wvou, and—ah! Dbelieve me—the
moment I saw you my heart leaped.
It scemed to cry out, ‘I love you!’
I did not know who you were, hut
you were the one woman in all the
world for me from that moment;
you will be the one woman until I
dlu+fl

There wero tears in her eyes,
though she tried to force them back,
and she put up one hand and cover-
ed her eyes for a moment, but she
stood silent, and otherwise motlion-
less. p

gl | was no passing fancy,”” he
went on. “All that evening I could
(not forget you; and at night T stole
to the great house, that I might be
near you. And I heard you!" he
said, his voice scarcely audible: *“‘al-
most as il in answer to my praver,
you came out on the terrace and
spoke, not to me—ah, no, I know,
I know!—but you scemed to speak
to  me. All my life has changed
since that moment, for you have tak-
en possession of it. I think of ™ you
all day, your face flits between 1ne
and the canvas, I hear your voice—"
He paused. ““Lady Norah, what will
you say to me? Will you let me go
on loving wyou—ah, you cannot help
that, I must love you!—bhut will you
try and love me a little in return?”’

Norah's face grew almost white
with the struggle that was rending
her heart; the slruggle between the
desire to answer, “I love vou al-
ready,”” and the desire to obey her
father, .

“Is it so impossible?"’

““I—I cannot. The earl, my father—

“The earl,’”” he said, ““your father,
does not like me.”” :

““He has forbidden wyvou to
me—speak to me?"”

“Yes, I am—sorry——

“Why?'' he said. ““Ah, T know! I
had forgotten—forgive me—the differ-

know

e

lence between us; but he has not for-

gotten. You are the daughter of an
carl., and I—"" Ile broke off, for
she had turned to him at last, a look
of entreaty on her face.

(To be Continued.)
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CHINESE WOMEN TIGHTERS.

Women in China have the privilege
of fighting in the wars. In the re-
bellion of 1850 women did as much
fighting as men, At Nankin, in
1854, 500,000 women [rom various
parts of the country were formed
undoer
Of these soldiers 10,-
picked women, drilled and

(O were

parrisened in the city.
i
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USE FFOR LOVE-LETTERS,

At a fashionable wedding at Liynch-

_Ihl_::'g..‘\'ir:_finia:, a little Loy and givl
s precederd
jup the aisle ol
Lcarrying o

the Dbride and brideg. oom
the chureh, each
silk pillow stuficd  with
Lhe bridel pair.

| Lhe love-litters of

he said, (The lattoer knelt on the pillows dur- any
as you are, ‘I felt it when I had gol home and ing tha cercmony,
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HOW PERFUME IS MADE

DESCRIPTION OF A GREAT
- FRENCH INDUSTRY.

n—— e

Processes by Which Tons of
Blossoms Give Up Their
Odors.

In the southern part of Irance,
which borders on the Mediterrancan
and extends between the Alps and
thoe Ithone, the culture of flowers has
developed into a great industry for
the manufacture of perfumes. “In
the department of the Alpes-Maritmes
the perfumery industry has probably
made greater sirides than in any
other portion of France,”” says M.,
Georges Cayes in the Monde Moderne
of Paris. ““Ilere are more than
sixty factories, the total produect of
which is wvalued at more than four
million dollars per year, and over
over fifteen hundred persons are con-
stantly employed, without counting
the multitude of harvest hands. The
more important harvests are thoso
of the rose, 4,000,000 pounds, the
orange flower 5,000,000 pounds, the
violet 600,000 pounds, the jasmine
1,200,000 pounds, the tuberose 300,
000 1bs., the geranium 70,000 1bs.,
and the cassia 300,000 pounds. If
we consider the fact that all these
flowers are  weighed without their
stems it is evident that the quantity
is enormous, and this fact will bLe
still better appreciated when we say
that in order 1o obtain two pounds
of rose leaves no less than a thou-

sand bunches of violets, cach with a

diameter of more than a foot, furn-

ish only forty pounds of flowers.”
METHOD O DISTILLATION,

I"lowers all go through a prelim-
inary treatment of being placed in
a cold room, and plants such as
lavender, thyme, spike, mint, roots
such as orris, fruits and woods, are
passed through cutlting and macer-
ating machines. After this has been
done the perfume is extracted, the
principal methods being distillation,
maceration, enlleurage and by the
use of dissolvents. Disstillation i3
only employed when the perfume is
not injured by heat or steam. In
this case the flowers and water are
put in a great alembic and heated.
After the water begins to boil it dis-
organizes the vegetable cells con-
taining- the perfume, and this is car-
ried by the steam through the worm
and condensed. There is thus ob-
tained a mixture of water and per-
fume and it is merely necessary now
to separate the two. “T'he process
of distillation, however, has the
great . disadvantage of irequently al-
tering the perfumes obtained, and,
therefore, when it is desired to ob-
tain finer extracts recourse must he
had to other methods.

BOILING IN TAT,

IFor maceration the flowers are
thrown into a mass of fat melted
and raigsed to a temperature of G5
degrees  centigrade, and completely
submerged, after several hours the
perfume being incorporated with tho
fat. The mass is then strained to
get rid of the fAowers, after which
the latter are soaked in boiling wa-
ter and compressed hydraulically. In
this way all of the perfume is  ex-
tracted. In the enfluerage method
frames are used, the bottoms of
which are glass. The {rames are
placed one above the other, small
space Dbeing left between the gla&_is
plates. The fatty substance 18
gpread on the glass and the flowers
are placed in direct contact with tho
fat. At the end of a certain time,
which wvaries with the llowers, the
perfume is absorbed by the fat, af-
ter which the flowers are rencwed un-
til the pomade is of the desired
strength.,

DISSOLVING ODORS.

A third method is that of volatile
dissolvents. -In general! the dissol-
vent emploved ls an ether of refined
petrpleum. The apparata used are
of different forms, but they must all
contain an extractor, into which the
flowers are placed cold with the
dissolvent, a decanter whoere the wa-
tor contained in the flowers is separ-
ated from the mixture, a distilling
alernbic which forces the disselvent
back through the flowers, and a cer-
tain number of reserveirs in  which
the dissolvent is kept, in a  pure
state or charged with perfume. The
dissolvent after being charged with
the perfume evaporates and leaves
behind the essential oil.  This meth-
od is by far the best. In the single
department of the ‘Alpes-Maritimes
tho annual producltion is 800,000
pounds of pomade and 400,000
quarts of extracts.

'y
L

LIFE-SAVING INVENTION.

A poor laboring man in Denmark
has made a new invention in  life-
saving. He impregnates clothes with
a substance which will keep a  ship-
wrecked person afloat for several
days without losing its property. A
coat, a vest, a travelling rug—in
Ffact, any piece of wearing apparel
Limpregnated with the stult is enough
‘to keep anyone above water. The
Pinvention. has been successiully dem-
onstrated,

+

WORK IFOR THIZ INSANE,

Work for the insane is a special
study at the Villejuif Asylum, Paris.
Painting, carving, sketching, and
L oven ~tattooing are included, and re-
'covery is oiften due to the employ-
‘ment. In other cases the condition
of the patient’s mind is mirrored in
the woerk done, aiding the physician
in his study of the cgse more than
long discussiong  or consulia-

iLiunS.

sand flowers required, while a thou-

P Wy e -

T |_'_"_.'"_',.l =l .l;,"ll| -..: L,.F-'h,.-' ;.

e T

=BT e

T J—

Lo— T gy

PG

E ! o .-d'r_:“:nn:._ 1o el =
. S L, A

e PP Rl
sl b i 1 o W iy e 2,

AN i S oy SR o e e St e Loy il i




