UR——— e BTy

e P e - =

R

|
r

=

J—

5 - "

b o e m—— e ———— T B T

Or, A TRUTH

FHA SRR

R s e e e e e S S S AR R Eans R el s

5

NEVER OLD.

S S R eSO RS

O s B S e e e S e

CHAPTER -XII.—(Cont’d)

Gervase smiled, conscious of bhis

ast successes and willing to ac-
Enuwledge them.

“But you see she does not sigh
be murmurs, with a sense that the
pdmission is not flattering to bis
DWN amour-propre.

““You have lost

'|:|'?

the power to

.make her sigh, do you meant’
I make no impression cn her;

pt all. I am utterly unable to im-
pgine her feelings, her sentiments,
—how much she we atd acknowledge.
how much she would ignore.”’

““That is a confession of great
helpfulness! I should never have
believed that you would be haffled
by any woman, above all by & wao-
man who once loved you.”

‘Tt is not easy to make a fire out
pf ashes.”’

“Not if the ashes are quite cold,
gertainly ; but if a spark remains in
them, the fire soon comes again.”’

He is silent: the apparent indif-
ference of a person whom he be-
lieved to be living out her life in
politude, occupied only with his
memory, annoys and mortifies him.
He has never doubted his own pow-
er to write his name indelibly on
the hearts of women.

““Perhaps she wishes to marry
Blanford ¥’ suggests Dorothy Usk.
“Pshaw !’ says Lord Gervase.
“Why pshaw?’ repeats his cou-
gin, persistently. ‘‘He would not
be a man to my taste, and he hates
marriage, and he has a set of Hin-
doos at St. Hubert’s Lea, which
would require as much cleaning as
the Augean stable; but 1 dare say
ghe doesn’t know anything about
them, and he may be persuading her
that he thinks marriage opens the
tdoors of Paradise ; men can so eas-
ily pretend that sort of thing! A
great many men unave wanted to
marry her, I believe, since she camed
back into the world after her se-

clusion. George declares that
Blanford is quite serious.’’
“‘Preposterous!”’  replies Lord

Gervase.

““Really, I don’t see that,”’ replies
his judicious cousin. ‘A great
many women have wanted to marry
him, though one wonders why. In-
deed, I have heard some of them
declare that he is wholly irresis-
tible when he chooses.”

“\With Hindoos, perhaps,’”” says
Gervase.

«‘With our own women,’’ says his
cousin. ‘‘Lady Mary Jardine died
of a broken heart because he
wouldn’t look at her.”

“Pray spare me the roll-call of
his victims,”’ says Lord Gervase, ir-
ritably ; he is passionately jealous
of Blanford. He nimself had for-

gotten Xenia Sabaroff, and forgot-
ten all his obligations to her, when
she had been, as he always had be-
lieved, within reach of his hand if
he stretched it out; but viewed as
s woman whom other men wooed
and another man might win, she
has become to him intensely to be
desired and to be disputed. He has
been a spoiled child of fortune and
of the drawing-rooms all his years,
and the slightest opposition is in-
tolerable to him,

«‘1 have no doubt,” continues
Dorothy Usk, gently, continuing
her embrondery of a South Kensing-
jon design of lilies and palm-leaves,
“‘that if he were aware you had a
prior claim, if he thought or knew
that you had ever enjoyed her sym-

pathy, he would immediately with-
draw and leave “the field; he 1s a
very proud man, with all his care-
lessness, and would not, I think,
care to be second toanybody in the
affections of a woman whom he seri-
pusly sought.”’

«‘What do yvou mean?’ asks Ger-
rase, abruptly. pausing in his walk
to and fro in the boudolr,

“‘Only what 1 say,” she answers.
"It you wish to eloigner Blanford,
give him some idea of the truth.”

Gervase laughs a little. :

“‘On my honor,”’” he thinks, with
3 me bitterness, ‘‘for sheer uncom-
promising meanness there is no-
thing comparable to the sugges-
tions which a woman will make to
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“T couldn’t do that,”” he says,
soud. ““What would he think of
me i’ ;

“My dear Au2,”’ replies Dorothy
Usk, impatiently, getting her silks
in a tangle, “when a man has he-
haved to any woman as gou, by
vour own account, have behaved to

}

Yadame Sabaroff. I think 1t is a,

little late in the day to pretend to
much elevation of feeling.”’

“You do not understand

“7T have always found,” says his
cousin, impatiently searching for
shades of silk which she does not
see, ‘‘that whenever we presume
to promounce an opinion oOn any
man’s conduct and think ill of it we
are always told that we don’t under-
stand anything. When we {latter
the man, or compliment him on his
conduct, there is no end to the
marvellous powers of our penetra-
tion, the fineness of our instincts,
the accuracy of our institutions.”

(fervase does not hear; his
thoughts are elsewhere ; he is think-
ing of Xenia Sabaroff as he saw her
first in the Salle des Palmiers 1n
the Winter Palace,—a mere girl, a
mere child, startled and made
nervous by “he admiration she ex-
cited and the homage she received,
under the brutality of her husband,
the raillery of her friends; but that
time is long ago, very long, as the
life of women counts, and Xenia Sa-
baroff is now perfect mistress of her
own emotions, if emotions she ever
feels. (Gervase cannot for one mo-
ment tell whether the past 1s ten-
derly remembered by her, is ut-
terly forgotten, or is only recalled
to be touched and dismissed without
regret. He is a vain man, but van-
ity has no power to reassure him
here. |

In the warm afternoon of the next
day the children wre in the school-
room, supposed to be preparing
their lessons. for the morrow; but
the Gierman governess, who is alone
as guardian of order in the temple
of intellect, has fallen asleep, with
flies buzzing about her blonde hair,
and her blue spectacles pushed up
on her forehead, and Dodo has tak-
en advantage of the fact to go and
lean out of one of the windows,
while her sister draws a caricature
of the sleeping virgin from Deutsch-
land, and the Babe slips away from
his books to a mechanical Punch,
which, contraband in the school-
room, is far dearer to him than his
Gradus and rule of three.

Dodo, with her hands thrust
among her abundant locks, lolls
with hal her body in the air, and,
by twisting her neck almost to dis-
location, manages to see-round an
ivy-grown buttress of the east wall,
and to espy people who are getting
on their horses at the south doors
of the building. :

“They are going out riding and
I am shut up here!’ she groans.
‘““Oh, what a while it takes one to
grow up!”’

“Who are going t6 ride?’ asks
Lilie, too fascinated by her draw-
ing to leave it.

“TLots of them,”’ replies Dodo,
who speaks four languages, and her
own worst of all, ‘“All of them,
pretty nearly. Mamma’s on Pep-
per, and Lady Waverley’s got Bo-
peep—she’s always mnervous, you
know. I ecan’t see very much,
‘ecause of the ivy. Oh, there’s the
princess on Satan—nobody else
could ride Satan; Lord Blanford
put her up, and now he’s riding by

n

|her. They’re gone now --and vapa’s

stopping behind to do sermething to
Bopeep’s girths.””  Whereat the
dutiful Oodo laughs rudely, as she
laughed coming hume from church.

The.sound of the horses™ hoofs go-
ing farther away down the avernue
comes through the stillness, as ber
voice and her laughter cease.

“What a shame to be shut up
here just because one isn’t cld!”’
she groans, as she listens enviously.
The sun is pouring iowid gold
through the ivy-leaves, the air is
hot and fragrant, gardzners are
watering the flower-beds below, and
the sweet, moist scent comes ap to
Dodo’s nostrils and - makes her
writhe with longing to g:t cvut; rot
that she is by any meaas ardently
devoted to nature, but she loves
life, movement, gayety, and she
dearly loves showing off her figure
on her pony and being {lirc2d with
by her father’s friends.

“TI am sure Lord Blanford is in
love with her; awfully in love,”” she
says, as she peers into tae distance,
where the black form «f Satan is
just visible through farcfl cak-
boughs.

«\With whom ¥"’ asks Lilie, getting
up from her caricature to lean also
out over the 1ivy.

“‘Xenia,”’ says Dodo. She is very

proud of calling her friend Xeuia.
“Pake care Gogeles don’'t waka cr
-he’ll see what you've been duing *’

The lady from Deutschland was
always known to them by this ¢n-
dearing epithet.

‘““T don’t care,”’ says Lilie, kick-
ing her bronze boots in the wr. ‘Do
yvou think she’ll marry Lord Blan-
ford 77’

¥

“Who? Goggles?”’
“The idea?’ They laugh delici-
ously.

““You say he’s in love with Xenia.
It theg’re in love they will marvy,”
savs Lilie, pensively.

‘‘No, they won’t; people who are
in love never marry,”’ repiies Do-
do.

‘“What do they do, thenl’ in-
quires the younger sister.

“They marry somebody else, and
ask the one they like to no and slay
with them. It is much betier,”” she
adds. ‘It is what I shall do.”’

“Why is it better? It’s a round-
about way,”” obyects Lilie. ‘'l
shouldn’t care to marry at sli,”
she adds, “‘only one can’t cver be
Mistress of the Robes if one
doesn’t.”’

“Oh, everybody marries, of
course; only some mulf it, 2ad
don’t get all they want by it,”’ re-
plies the cyniec Dodo.

“Fl I’amour, Miladi Alexands?
says the French governess, enieing
at that moment., ‘‘Ou done mettez-
vous l'amour ¥’

““Nous ne sommes pas des Louw™-

geoises,”” returns Dodo, very.
haughtily. _
The Babe, sitting astride «n a

chair, trying to mend his mechani-
cal Punch, who sereamed and Leat
his wife abgolument comme la npa-
ture, as the I'rench governess suid,
before he was broken, hears the ¢i1s-
course of his sisters and muses on
it. He is very fona of Blanford, and
he adores his princess; he wonld
Iike them to live together, and hLe
would go and see them without his
sisters, who tease him, and with-
out Boom, who lords it over him.
Into his busy and precocious httle
brain there enters the resolutioa to
pousser la machine, as his guover-
ness would call it.

The Babe has a vast idea of his
own resources in the way of speech
and invention, and he has his mo-
ther’s tendencies to interfere with
other people’s affairs, and is quite
of an opinion that if he had the
management of most things he
should better them. He has brok=n
his Parisian Punch in his endeavor
to make it say more words toan it
could say, but this slight aceident
does not affect his ‘own admiration
and belief in his own powers, any
more than to have brought a great
and prosperous empire within mca-
surable distance of civil war affecty
a statesman’s conviction that he is
the only person who can rule “hu!
empire. The Babe, like Mr. Glad-
stone, is in his owa eyes infallible.
Like the astute diplomatist he 1s.
he waits for a good opportunity ; he
ig always where the ladies are, and
his sharp little wits have beea pre
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ternaturally quickened in that ad
mosphere of what the French ciil
“I’odeur feminine.”’

He has to wait some days for nis
occasion. The [rank and friendly
intercourse which existed at first
between Blanford «nd Mme Sabar-
off is altered ; they are never alone,
and the pleasant discussions on
poets and poetry, on philosophers

!

armored shins laid down under the
naval defence act of 1889, are to
be partly dismantled and removed
to the Motherbank, Spithead, other-
wise known as ‘“Rotten Row.”’
They are all at present in the
Fourth Division of the Home I'leet
at Devonport, manned with one-
fifth of their full complements. Their

'names and cost as originally given

and follies, in the gardens in the are:

forenoon are discontinued, I]{:il‘:]!'if:l'i Launched. (Clost.
could very well say why, but the Royal Sovereign.. . 1891 £ 839,136
presence of Gervase chills and op-| Royal Oak .... .... 1892 1,014,934
presses both of them and keeps them | Repulge .... ... .. 1892 907,843
apart. She has the burden of mz.. | Ramilies .. .. .... 1892 952,550
ory, he the burden of suspicion ; and | Empress of India . 1861 902,788
suspicion is a thing so hatefal and | Resolution .. .. .. 1892 929,267

intolerable to the nature of DBlan-
ford that it makes him miserable

'to feel himself guilty of it.

But one morning the Babe coaxes

‘her out to go with him to his gar-

den—a floral republic, where a cab-
bage comes up cheek by jowl with a
gloxinia, and plants are plucked up
by the roots to see if they are grow.
ing aright. The Babe’s system of
horticulture is to dig intently for
ten minutes in all directions, to
make himself very red in the face,
and then to call
Harry, any under-gardener
may be near, and say, ‘‘Here, do
it, will vou?’ Nevertheless, he re-

den, as M. Grevy believes that he
is the chief persou in the IFrench

Republic; and he takes Mme. Sab-|

aroff to admire it.

(1t would look better if it were
a little more in order,’”’ she permits
herself to observe.

“‘Oh, that’s their fault,’”’ says the
Babe, just as M. Grevy would say
of disorder in the Chambers, the
Babe meaning Dick, Tom or Harry,
as the President would mean Cle-
menceau,2.ochefort, or M. de Mun.

(To be cgntintlﬁd,)

70 THE SCRAP HEAP.
British Admirally Has Condemned
Six Battleships.

The British Admiralty has order-
ed that six battleships of the Royal
Sovereign class, the first batch of

Dick, Tom, or|

ter, no matter wha. the special race

who | of the cows producing it may be.
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Total cost .... ...... £b5,546,633
They have a displacement of 14,-
150 tons, ptheir armament consists of
four 13.5-in. and ten 6-in. gans, but
from.the main turrets the sides for-

ward and aft are not armored.
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BUTTER AND THE SOIL.
Expert butter-tasters in France
maintain that a flavor of the soil
on which the cattle browse is al-
ways distinetly perceptible in but-

Normandy cows sent into Poitou

' . . show har 1 he flavo: '
tains the belief that he 1s the cre- show a change in the flavor of their

ator and cultivator of this his gar-

S

butter approaching that character-
ist'c of the butter produced in that
region, although the resemblance is
never complete. Thus they say that
just as there are different crus ol
wine, depending on peculiarities of
soil and eclimate, so there are corre-
sponding crus of butter arising from
peculiarities of nourishment and
pasturage. The immediate influence
of the soil is shown by the fact that
in winter, when the cows are nour-
ished en concentrated food, not tak-
en directly from the land, the char-
acteristic flavors ascribed to the
so1l vanish.

The quickest way to convince a
girl that you have good taste 1s to
tell her she 1s good dooking. .

Shriohs Gure

aquickly stops conghs, cures culgs. heals
the ihroat end lungs - & = S5 cends.

o
o R
) .* -

F B i S OA ST S W8 B R

s T T e o e Tl
R o e o T

B T e T ey I R e
s

e

:rﬁ'-ﬂ L“'- Fr
b, -..;J"I‘FF.[;E"E’ ilf < B
A 1 M e YWRGT o 71

iy IR

*

i_.. *.l‘ ﬂ } i

I .i[ﬂ‘:ﬂl’“‘

T L

=

e = 3 iy &

i Concrete Root

| Cellar Costs Less Than
| Wood and is Much More

{ Durable

Experience proves that for the farmer, Con-
crete is superior to wood in every point of

COMRArison.

Concrete permits of a desirable degree
of coolness without freezing. = There is no
question as to its durability. Concrete lasts,
not for years, but for ages; and needs no

1rtpaif-  EED

Anyone who has scooped vefEtables from
: the old plank floor will appreciate the fact that
: Concrete offers a smocti:, continuous surface
with no proieciing plank ends or nails to
damaze the scoop or ruffle the temper of the

scouper.
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CELAENT I AG T
.

This v

Cement is particularly adapted to the con-
struction of Root Cellar floors and walls.
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The various uses to which
Concrete may be profitably
put, on the farm, are plainly
and simply in our 160-page
boak,

“What the Farmer Can H
Do With Concrete”

which shows how the following
farm buildings and utllitiez can
be constructed of concrete:—

Barns, Claterns, Dairles, Dip- 3
ning Tanks, Foundations, Fence '3
Posts, Feedlng Floors, Gutters, '

S TR I

Hens' Nests, HIltching Posts,
Horse Blocks, Houses, Poul- 2
Shelter Wazlls, Stables, S5talrs, e

Gitalls, Steps, Tanks, Troughs,
Vialka, and so forth.

Send for It—It'a free—though Y
it repularly sells for b0c. Write
to-day.

CANADA

CEMENT CO,
Limited
30=35 National Benk
Building,

MONTREAL
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