For the Old Liove’e Sake*

way, he said, ie smooth and green and fair,
There are,no thorns to wound and bruise thy

feet . .
Where summer reigns and starlike blossoms

sweet
Bendto Wm wind’s low call : thy path is there |
And mine ? Alas1 no dewy mornings break
AcroBSthe valley where my path hath lain
And yet, though youch be dead and faith be

slain,
keep this token for the old love s sake.

Above the urn thatholds no hidden flame
Of altar fires that long have paled away,
lyet mayéj_ause, and in the ashes gray
Redd with dim eyes the old familiar name.
And if some ehadowy memory should awake,
1f once a%am my eyes with tears grow wet,
If in myheart should spring some vain regret,
Nay, do not scorn me for the old love’s sake.

As one who sees in old remembered nooks,

Wi ith eyes that have grown sad with ceaseless

tears,

The Bawe glad beauty of the long-lost years,
And hears again the song of summer brooks ;
So if from troubled dreams | could awake

And feel thy warm, soft kisses on my face,

I think the sweetness of thy winsome grace
Would touch me—only for the old love’s sake.

AGORDON'S PRIDE

“ l« would be a strange thing,” be mused,
"and shows the expediency ol taking for-
tune at the right turn.”

Mr. Nugent remained in the grounds
until the dew fell on tbe grass and flowers,
and then wentslowly indoors. A handsome
fee tbat brightened the waiter's faoe, and a
fewdisoreet questions, so adroitly asked tbat
they seemed perfectly innooent, obtained
for him all the information tbat be
required.

“Ethel Gordon,” he muttered to him-
self—" tbe beautiful name euits tbe beauti-
ful faoe.” He repeated it again and again.
“ Ethel Gordon—Ethel, witb the sad sweet
eyes and the sad sweet faoe—if I oould
only make her love me—if | oould only win
one emile from her—sweet Ethel GordoD.”

Ibe name Beemed to bave a oharm for
bim. He fell asleep that night repeating
it aB one repeats the words of some haunt-
ing song.

The next morning he roee early. Out in
the grounde he gathered a bouquet of fair-
est roses; the dew was lying on them, and
every leaf seemed full of perfume. With
another bribe, even heavier than the first,
the waiter ooneented to have the bouquet
oonveyed to Miss Gordon’s room.

“ Be partioular, and do not mention from
whom you reoeived it.”

Thbe waiter in his turn bribed the oham-
bermaid ; and, wben Ethel rose, one of the
first things sbe saw upon ber toilet-table
was a superb bouquet of roses, and on the
paper infolding them she read, in strange,
quaint obaraoters the words, *“ Sweets to the
sweet.” Sbe took up tbe roses, and looked at
them wonderingly. Who had oared sufficient-
ly for her to send her these ? She had been
at tbe hotel Bo many weeks, and no one
had ever appeared to recognize her. Who
bad risen to gather these beautiful roses
for her7 Who had written those pretty
words—" Sweets to the sweet.”

It did not enter her mind that it was an
admirer, a lover. Suoh a possibility never
ooourred to Ethel. That some day there
would oome to her a vague, beautiful dream
oalled love she felt intuitively ; that there
would oome a fairy prinoe, who would
ohange all tbe world for her, making it
doubly fair and doubly bright, she also felt,
and Bhe thought of it with a softened light
in ber eyes and a orimson blush on her fair
faoe. The happy time would oome, for it
oame onoe in every one’s life—when, she
did not know. She had felt no want in her
life ; her father’s love and her own pretty,
fantaetio will had more than filled it. No
voioe had oried out to her that her life was
unfinished btoause love bad formed no
part of it. The joyous time would oome,
sooner or later, and that beautiful, distant
golden future had a greater oharm for her
(ban flirtations and lovers bad for other
girls.

The grandest heritage of women was
not hers yet—the love that suffers, that
endures, that brings with it keenest pain—
the love that makes of this world a para-
dise or a purgatory—tbe love that crownB a
woman’s life or bringe with it oertaij death.
No warning oame to her from the sweet
dewy roseB, or eaoh fragrant) leaf might
bave oried, “ Beware | beware I”

Mr. Nugent rightly gueseed that Miss
Gordon was too proud to question the ser-
vants about the Bender of the flowers. She
held them in her white hands, she inbaled
tbeir lusoious perfume ; she Kkissed the
sweet orimson leaves.

“You oome from a friend,” she said ;
" therefore you are weloome.”

She hesitated shyly whether she ehould
place one o< them in her belt or in her
hair ; and shyness gained the day. She
left them in the room, but ail day it Beemed
to her that Bhe had a friend near at hand.

Laurie Nugent laid his piaaB. Hehad
determined upon a floral eiege ; if MisB
Gordon were inclined to romanoe—as
from ber faoe he expeoted—this silent fra-
grant wooiug would have a groat oharm for
her. He watched her that day in silent
admiration, yet keeping out of her Bight.

The next morning Ethel found on her
table a bouquet of lilies, fair, white, and
odorous, but on the paper tbat enfolded
them was written no word. Her wonder
inoreased, who was there that cared enough
about her to send her euoh lovely flovers?
It oould not be Miss Digby.

“1 should hate them if | thought they
oame from her,” she said to herself.

Her faoe flushed, and her eyes flashed.
She would have trampled the delicate
lilies under foot if Helen Digby’s band had
gathered them. But it oould not be Bo.
Miss Digby was Kkind, oourteous and graoe-
ful ; Btill Bhe would never have thought of
anything Bo sentimental as sending flowers
steeped in the early morning dew.

On tbe morning following there oame a
bouquet mora beautiful Btill ; it was oom-
posed of large, rich, velvety heartseases ;
and then Ethel's suspicions were aroused.
It muBt be BoTe one who admired her.
Yet she had seen no one. There were one
or two ladies and two or three elderly mar-
ried gentlemen Btaying at the hotel. It
oonld be none ot thoee. Who was it sent
the flowers? Ethel resolved on tbat, the
third day of receiving them, to look oare-
fully around and take more interest in the
living world.

CHAPTER X.

The morning was too warm for the
residents at the Queen’s Hotel to remain
indoors, and tbe sea-Dreezo was fresh
enough to moderate the heat of the sun.
The air seemed filled with golden haze ; it
was almost faint, too, witb perfume. The
aromatio odor of the pine-woode mingled
with the fragranoe ot the lily and the rose ;
the bright-winged butterflies and honey-bees
hovered round the flowers. All nature
seemed languid in the great warmth : the
leaves of the trees never stirred—the flow-
ers were still.

The ladies had brought out tbeir books
and fancy-work ; tbey were Bitting under
the trees where the sea-breeze oould reaoh
them. Miss Digby and Lady Stafton were
eaoh busily and happily engaged in the
makingof samebeautituland delicatepoint-
laoe ; Ethel had brought out a v<Aume ot
poems, but she did not read muoh—her
attention was fixed on the various groups.
She saw no one among them, however, who
would be likely to Bend ber flowers.

Presently a little dog, belonging to one of
the ladieB, ran barking up to Miss Digby
and disarranged ber work. She had a
nervous fear of dogs, and uttered a little
ory ot dismay when she saw it. Tbe next
moment a shadow fell between her and the
sunshine, and a steady, strong band drew
the dog away. Looking up, Miss Digby saw
a tall, handsome man, who smiled as be
bowed.

“1  trust
madam,”

you are not frightened,
be said; “dogs ehould uot be

allowed to go unmuzzled during these fear-
fully hot days.”

Lady Stafton smiled—Miss Digby looked
slightly oonfused.

“1 ought to be ashamed to oonfess it,”
Bhe said, “ but I am very muoh afraid of
them in all weathers.”

The new-oomer ehould then, perhaps,
have left them, but be seemed disposed to
linger : and in this pleasant al fresco hotel
life Lady Stafton did not tbink it needful
to observe tbe Btriot laws of etiquette. The
trio fell into a pleasant conversation, the
Btranger speaking prinoipally of St. Ina’s
Bay. Miss Digby agreed with muoh that
he said, and during all the time he never
onoe looked at Ethel. He never looked at
her, but he was oonsoioua of her every
movemenc. He knew that the bright,
proud eyes were looking at him—he knew
that the beautiful faoe was turned to him—
but he assumed the moBt profound unoon-
Boiousness.

“ Are you staying here for any time ?”
he asked Miss Digby.

"Yee,” she replied, “ we shall
until the end ot the autumn

“ It BeeTB to be a very quiet plaoe,” he
remarked. " loan hardly imagine any one
staying bere exoept In searoh of health.”

Lady Btafton smiled.

"1 hope you are not in searoh of health ?”
she said.

The handsome,
faintly.

"1 am indeed,” he oonfessed. “ I have
been over-studying, and my dootor reoom-
mended me to take a few weeks’entire
rest. He also recommneded a quiet plaoe,
Bo | ohose St. lua’s Bay."

“You oould not have done batter,”
observed Miss Digby ; and then she emiled,
for the stranger’s eyes were fixed on-her
with such a wistful expression that she
oould almost guess what was ooming.

“1f you would not think me intrusive,”
said the stranger, “ | should like to ask
permission to introduce myself. | have
been so lonely here during the last few
days tbat I should esteem it the greatest
honor and the greatest pleasure to be
allowed to have the privilege of speaking to
you BometimeB. My name is Laurie
Nugent. Lady Stafton, | have had the
pleasure of seeing you in London at Lady
Delamaine’s.”

It was a random shot—Mr. Nugent
knew tbat Lady Delamaine was a great
leader of fashion, but be had never entered
her house—yet it quite satisfied Lady
Stafton.

"You know Lady Delamaine ?" Bhe said.
“ She is my dearest friend. Are you one
of the Nugents of Flintshire ?”

"1 am related to them,” be replied ; “ but
I have not seen much of them.”

It was no carelessly said that the impres-
sion left on his hearers was that he consid-
ered himself sooially the superior of the
Nugents of Flintshire.

Then Lady Station asked him many
questions oonoerning people in London
whom she supposed him—as a friend of
Lady Delamaine’s—to know, all of whioh
he answered with applomb and self-posses-
sion. His pleasant Bmall-talk amused
them, and the bright, sunny morning
seemed tbe brighter to Ethel for his being
there. Still, he had never looked at her,
but his position with the two elderly ladies
being seoure, be thought he might venture
to steal one glanoe at ber. He met the
most beautiful and the frankest eyes that
he had ever Been; they were looking
intently at him, the golden light in their
rioh depths deepening as she looked. He
thought it wiser on tbat o3o0aBion to
restrict his attentions entirely to the
elder ladies.

“1£ 1 spoke to her now,” he thought,
“ they would suspeot that | had taken all
this trouble for her Bake.”

One glanoe of admiration, full of fire, full
of passion, seemed to flieh from the depths
of his eyes to bers. He saw her face grow
orimson, and then he dared not truBt him-
self to look again. But that one glanee had
suffioed to trouble the oalm still depths of
Ethel’s young heart.

Suddenly an idea flashed aoross her that
this Btranger, tbis handsome man, whose
dark eyes had seemed to flash tbat strange
glanoe into hers, was the one who had sent
the flowers. She oould not tell why Bhe
thought Bo, but it was impossible now to
doubt it. Would the next morning bring
the floral offering ? She almost longed for
morning to oome that Bhe might see it.

Laurie Nugent was wise enough to see
that he must not presume upon the kind-
ness of the ladiee. He passed them several
times that day ; on eaoh oooasion it was
with a polite bow, but without a word.

Lady Stafton oommented on his disoreet,
well-bred manner.

“ Some men would have been insufferable
after our kindness,” she eaid,laughingly, to
Miss Digby ; “ but ho really seeTb almost
timid, and afraid of intruding. 1 am rather
inolined to like him, Helen.”

Mies Digby looked at him—he was walk-
ing down the terraoe.

“1do not know,” Bhe returned, half-
doubtfully ; “ there is something in his face
that | oan hardly like or trust.”

" His faoe is handsome enough,” observed
Lady Stafton.

“ There iB something in it | oannot tell
what—that does not pleaee me,” opposed
Miss Digby. “ It iB not a faoe that | should
trust.”

Ethel wae listening intently to tbe con-
versation; as usual, the spirit of oontra-
diotion was aroused within her. Whatever
Miss Digby said must be wrong. She said
nothing, but resolved in her mind to show
her disbelief in Miss Digby’s words. A
false faoe I It was the handsomest Bhe had
ever seen—and the remembrance of that
one glanoe from tbe dark eyes made her
heart beat. It was a break in the monotony
of her life—it was something agreeable to
think of—the first dawning of that Bun that
was to shine so brightly for a time and then
deetroy her.

Laurie Nugent suoceeded beyond hie
wildest hopes. “ Fortune attends those
who know how to wait,” he said to himeelf,
and be never lost sight of the faot; he knew
how to wait with patience. For the next
two or three days he devoted himself exclu-
sively to Lady Stafton and Miss Digby,
only acknowledging by a bow the presenoe
of the beautiful Ethel. He was well satis-
fied with the progress be bad made, wben
one day, as he was talking to Lady Stafton,
Ethel oame to ask some question wbioh
Miss Digby required to be answered. Then
Mr. Nugent looked from one to the other
in Buoh an evident expectation of an intro-
duction tbat the elder lady oould not pos-
sibly refuse it.

There were few words spoken when Ethel
Gordon was introduoed to her fate, but
those few were as a death-warrant. Mr.
Nugent bowed low, murmured something
which Bhe did not hear plainly ; her heart
beat, her hands trembled, the proud, frank
eyes drooped before bis, and the beautiful
faoe flushed, and then grew strangely pale.
It was almost a solemn moment to her, for
it seemed like the completion of some vague,
beautiful dream.

It was a reliet to her to hasten away, and
then Lady Stafton wondered if she had
done a wise thing.

“ It must be all right,” she said. 1LHe is
Lady Delamaine'B friend. If he were not
a man of good Teans, he would not be stay-
ing here—a gentleman | know him to be—
besides, he shows to signs ot admiring
Ethel Gordon.”

She torgot all about the introduction a
few minutes afterward, and Laurie Nugent
smiled to think how easily he Bucoeeded in
winning all he wanted. He oould Bpeak to
Miss Gordon now, when he met her in tbe
grounds, without any breaoh of etiquette ;
and already be had grown to love her so
dearly, so entirely, that speaking to her
beoame the one great need of his life.

For be owned the mastery of the pas-
sionate love that bad taken possession of
bim Bosuddenly. He had at first admired
only the beautiful faoe ha had looked at,
bat watching it until ite lovelinees bad

remain

debonnair faoe flushed

stolen into bis heart, be learned to love it
with a foroe and intensity that frightened
himeelf.

Love oame to Laurie Nugent like a fierce
tornado, that swayed his heart and soul as
the whirlwind sways the trees. He Baid to
himself that, oost what it would, let his
life be what it might, let right or wrong
rule, let the prioe be high or low, he would
win her, be would make her hie own. There
was nothing tbat be would not have done
to euoceed ; he would have hesitated at no
orime, stopped at no wrong. With suoh a
love there was little ohanoe of esoape for
its object.

CHAPTER XI.

Miss Digby hal not euooeeded in the
dearest wish ot her heart—the wish to win
tho oonfidenoe of Ethel Gordon. She had
not even won trom ber the least portion of
liking. Day by day, as she felt deeper
regret at parting from her father, at losing
her position at home, Ethel felt a greater
dislike to Helen Digby—she was not even
just to ber.

“But for her,” she thought, “ my father
would not have been Bo anxiouB to make
money ; but for her, be might have remained
in England, and we Bhould have been happy
for long years iu our old fashion. | shall
never be to bim again what | have been;
my love will never fill bis life aB it used.”

As these thoughts gained upon her, her
dislike to Helen inoreased ; and the unfor-
tunate idea returned to her that, if Sir
Leonard oould only be brought to tbink less
highly of bis betrothed, he would very pro-
bably abandon all thought of tbe marriage ;
and that idea, in the end, helped ber to ber
sorrowful fate.

Early in August letters oame from Sir
Leonard. There was one for Miss Digby,
whose kind, oalm faoe flushed with pleasure
as ehe read it ; and one for Ethel, who put
it quietly away—she would not read it in
the presenoe of her rival. Helen Digby
opened bers at onoe.

esEthel,” Bhe said, looking up with
bright eyes, “ 1 am Bo pleased, Sir Leonard
haB reaohed Vienna, and is both well and
happy.”

Not to the rival whom she detested
would Ethel oondeeoend to say how glad
and happy Buoh news made her. She
returned.some indifferent reply, whioh Miss
Digby quite understood.

« Sbe is too proud, and dielikes me too
muoh even to say that she is pleased,”
thought the lady.

But E thel’s exhibition of her unoonquered
feelings did not prevent Miss Digby from
saying kindly—

“Will you not read your letter now,
Etbel ? It may contain some news cf
interest.”

“Thank you, I will wait;” and Ethel
finiehed her breakfast leisurely, as though
no uneealed letters were waiting to be read.

Helen Digby bighed heavily as the young
girl left the room.

“If she would but ba less proud, less
reserved with me—if she would learn to
like me, even ever so little—I should ton
have a oloud in my Bky."

Etbel went out that she might read her
letter without interruption, and the spot
Bhe obose was a lovely little nook at the
end of the avenue of lime-trees, where the
olover grew thiok and fragrant, where wild
roses and harebells Btirred their sweet
blossoms in the tithing wind, and where the
thick foliage of the trees met overhead and
formed an aroh beautiful as that of any
oathedral aisle. One of the trees had fallen
long years ago ; it lay now stretobed aoross
the path ; moss and ivy oovered it, Bprays
of wild flowers dung to it, and tbis little
nook, beautiful and solitary as though it
belonged to BoTe otber Bphere, was Ethel’s
favorite resort.

Thither Bhe went now to read Sir
Leonard's letter. She kissed the seal that
bore his oreBt—the plaoe where she thought
hie hand had rested—and tben opened the
TiBBive. A deep Bhadow oame over the
beautiful faoe as she read. The girl's heart
was hungering for love, for sympathy,
sbe bad hoped her father would write of
both, but the lettor was one long exhorta-
tion, one long pieoe of advioe, and all oon-
oerning Miss Digby.

He hoped she had learned to love her, to
obey ber, to look forward with pleasure to
the happy life he anticipated tbey would
all spend together. He hoped Bhe profited
by Mies Digby’s toaohings, by her constant
intercourse with one so amiable, so well-
bred, and lady-like.

A bitter smile ourved tbe proud lips a8
she read, bitter scorn and anger flushed her
proud faoe.

« Does he expeot that I fiud her as per
foot as be does—the woman who is to take
my mother's plaoe—who is to usurp my
own ?”

Bitter, angry thoughts surged through
the girl’s heart, whioh aohed with keenest
pain. So, although he was away from her,
although for the firBt time in their lives
they had been parted, bis thoughts were all
with this Btranger who was henoe-
forth to stand between them ! It was one
of the most miserable hours of her life.

“1 had thought so much of bis writing
to me,” Bhe said to herself, with something
like a Bob ; = and, now that | have bis let-
ter, there is no pleasure, no oomfort in it
it iB full of her. She darkens the world
for me.”

Then, ae though in oondemnation ot suoh
a thought, the wind seized one of the Bheets
of paper, and whirled it from her handB.

The next moment a pair of dark eyes
were looking into bers, and Laurie Nugent,
standing with her lost sheet of paper in his
hand, was bowing before her.

“ | muat thank this letter, MiBs Gordon,"
be said, " for an opportunity | have long
sought—the opportunity of speaking to
you.”

She took the letter from him, with
a few murmured words ot thanks ; and
then Laurie Nugent, who had braved
more dangers than most men, stood
quite at a loss what to say next. He
had imagined himself alone with ber a
thousand times and in his fanoy be was
always pouring out floods ot eloquent words
—she listening witb drooping eyes and
flushed faoe. Now the reality for whioh he
bad longed was his, and he stood before her
in silenoe, the words trembling on his lipe,
and his beart beating with an unknown
fear, a strange awe upon him—for her
beauty had completely overpowered him,
and left him unable to speak.

She waB the first to reoover herself. It
was new to her to see a tall, handsome man
disconcerted by her. She raised her frank,
proud eyes to his faoe, and tben be saw the
traces of bitter tears.

“ Miss Gordon,” he oried, hastily, “ you
bave bad news, | am afraid. You have been
grieving over something in your letter.”

His voioe Bo full ot sympathy, seemed to
touoh her. A sudden impulse of oonfidenoe
in this stranger seemed to seize her.

"You are right,” she said. “1 have
been longing for the letter, and now tbat it
has oome | am disappointed.”

Her lips quivered, and the strong effort
she was making to oontrol herself drove the
oolor from her face. He Bat down by her
Bide. The.eight of that beautiful pale faoe
seemed to give bim oourage.

“How | wish | were not a stranger,” be
said “ that | might be able to help you—to
say something tbat might oonsole you.”

‘*] am ashamed of myself,” confessed
Etbel—* most bitterly ashamed ; but my
disappointment has been great.”

“ Let me try to help you to forgetit,” he
said. e« This beautiful world ie smiling all
around us, there is a bright Bky above—let
us enjoy them for a time, and forget
trouble.”

With a firm gentle touoh, whioh Bhe
made no attempt to resist, he took the
olosely written sheets from her, folded
them oarefully, and then gave them baok
to ber.

" Plaoe the oauee of annoyanoe out of
Bight, Mies Gordon, and you will forget it ;

is phl te

method of
greeable.”

His peremptory manner rather pleased
her than otherwise ; she looked up at bim
witb a frank, fearless smile.

"Do you think Bo, Mr. Nugent? 1| do
not quite agree with you. | should bring
all disagreeable things to the front, look
them boldly in tbe faoe. To brave battle
with them, and vanquish them one by one
—that seems to me truer philosophy than
yours.”

It was so, and the remark showed plainly
as words oould show, the differenoe between
epeaker and lietener.

‘* | will learn any kind of philosophy you
may choose to teaoh me, Miss Gordon,”
returned Laurie Nugent; "you shall find
me the most obedent of soholars. 1 would
believe all you told me, do all you bade me,
think as you thought, speak aa you spoke,
in hope of but one reward.”

“Wbat might that reward be?” she
asked Bmiling.

“ One kind look from you, and one kind
word—all the earth oould give me no
greater reward than that.”

It was pleasant to sit there and bear suoh
kind wordB ; it waa pleaaant to read the
admiration so plainly revealed in those
dark eyes ; it was the first gleam of happi
ness Etbel had known sinoe Sir Leonard
firstimparted to her the faot of his intended
marriage. The whole Boene was Bo fair
that it lived in her memory long after
years of Buffering had blotted out other
piotures. Ethel—proud, frank, beautiful
Ethel—Bat drinking in tbe first deep
lusoious draught of the oup that was to
prove but deadly poison. For the first
time in her young life she listened to the
unmeasured words of flattering love, and
they did not displease her.

Laurie Nugent was a clever man, quiok
of comprehension he had the great gift of
understanding oharaoter and ot adapting
himself to the people into whose midst he
was thrown. He misused the gift terribly
—even fatally ; but he had it nnd used it
like a oharm. Although he had exchanged
but a few indifferent words with Ethel, he
understood her perfeotly; he did not know
how Bhe oame to be assooiated with MisB
Digby, or whether they were related, but he
saw plainly enough that Ethel did not like
ber, and never felt at ease with her. He
showed his adroitness when, after talking
to her for some minutes, he asked, with a
oareless smile—

“ Where is Miss Digby this morning ?
have not seen her.”

nShe is writing letters,” replied Ethel ;
and the remembranoa of the letter she was
writing darkened the beautiful faoe and
shadowed the eweet bright eyes.

"1 am glad to hear it,” be remarked,
with a oareless laugh. « 1 am grateful to
those letters; but for them Miss Digby
would be here, I BuppoBe—and | have an
idea that she does not like me.”

If he had thought the matter over for
months he could not bave said anything
more likely to answer his purpose than
that ; all the love, the flattery, the eloqueroe
was as nothing compared to those magioal
words. He Baw the fair, girlish faoe blush
and he knew they had taken effeot.

“ Miss Digby not like you ?” she ques
tioned, slowly. "Are you sure ot that?
How do you know it? ’

'* | know it by instinat,” be replied ;
oannot explain more fully.”

He knew that in her own mind she was
saying to berself that she, Ethel Gordon
would like him, if only out of opposition to
Helen Digby ; yet he was too wise and too
wary to pursue the subjeot.

“ My idea is that we oannot oontrol our
likes and dislikes,” be added, “ but tbat
they are instinotive. | see eome persons,
aud my heart goes out to them with a
waimth of friendliness whioh words are
weak to expreB. | see others, and do not
even like them, but ehun them if | oan.”

She was looking intently at bim.

“1am glad you Bay BO,” she observed
« my experience iB the Bate. | fiud that,
if at first | take a dislike to any one, | sel-
dom overcome it.”

He would not let her see how great was
his ouriosity about everything oonneoted
with her. He waa longing to know why
she waB there, how it was that Bhe was
associated with Miss Digby, to what family
of Gordon’s she belonged ; but all these
things, be said to himself, he must learn by
degrees.

He pointed to the pretty harebells grow'
ing at her feet.

“Do you know the legend attaohed to
these flowers ?” he aeked.

“No. 1 havo not heard it.”

« |t is Baid that in the depth of each of
these little bells a fairy resides, and that on
quiet moonlight nights oaoh little elf leaves
its home, and that together they all ring
their bolls witb a peouliar cbime. It is
Baid tbat travellers belated in the woods
have heard the sweet, faint fairy musio,
and have wondered what it was.”

Her faoe brightened, and the golden
light deepened in her eyes.

“ It is long sinoe | have beard any pretty
legends,” she said ; “ tell me some more/

His memory must have been well Btcred
with many a quaint and graoeful fable. He
told ber German legends of the dark for
ests and of the spirits who lived in the
grand old trees—of tbe elf-king wbo rides
on the night wind, of the water-spirits who
dwell in the Btreams ; he told ber many a
fair legend of Greoian lore, of tbe daphne
and narcissus, of the hyaointh and the rose
—stories that took her imagination captive,
and oharmed the artistio, beauty loving
mind. She forgot that he was a stranger
she Bat with clasped hands, looking into his
faoe, drinking in eaoh word aait fell from
bis lips.

«You must be a poet,” said the girl, sim
ply ; and for a moment an expression that
she oould not understand crossed his faoe.
Was it regret, remorse, pity or hesitation
She oould not tell, and almost as soon as
Bhe had notioed it it was gone.

“1 am not a poet, MiBB Gordon, but
admire poetry, and these legends have
alwayB bad a olrarm for me. You judge me
too favorably. 1 am a man of the world
—not a poet.”

She repeated the words after him.

“A man of the world—that means a man
olever and Bhrewd in judgment, quick, versa
tile, and accomplished, does it not?" Bhe
asked.

“ Viewed favorably—yes,” he repliod,
“ But there is one thing, MisB Gordon
whioh makes every man a poet for the
time.”

“ What ib that?” Bhe aBked.

«Love for a fair and noble woman. Love
is poetry—it is the one grand passion of a
man’s life—it refines, softens, and makes
beautiful the hardest natures.”

“What must it do to the poet?” she
asked him, with a blush and a smile that
bewildered bim.

“ It fills his heart Bo entirely tbat it over-
flows in song,” he answered. “ Thus the
world is made rioher by a poet’s love. Now,
MieB Gordon, have you forgotten your letter
and your tears ?”

It was like taking her from a fairyland
of golden light, of sweetest warmth and
fragranoe, out into outer darkness and oold.
She had forgotten all her troubles. The
glamor of a sweet dream was over her. The
light that never shone over land or sea was
glowing on her faoe.

« Have you been telling me all these beau-
tiful stories to make me forget?” she
aBked.

“Yes, | wanted to while you from sad
and sorrowful thoughts ; sadness and sor-
row should never oome near you. You
ought to know nothing but what is bright-
est and wos! beautiful. Now tbat we are
better friendB, Miss Gordon, will you tell
me wbat those sorrowful thoughts were ?
Perhaps | oan help you still more.”

_e | oannot tell you,” she replied, hur-
riedly. 111 bave been so oruelly disap-
pointed in one | love."

Sed

not natice that bis hanckone

managing all things disa-

faoe had
trembled.

“ And that some one,” be interrupted,

wae ”

“1 oannot tell you,” she repeated.

“ Do not be oruel to me, Miss Gordon.
Some one you love—wae it a lover ? Nay,
do not think me carious. AB you are sweet,
womanly, beautiful, be pitiful. Was it a
lover?”

« No,” Bhe replied with the simplicity of
a ohild. “ 1 never had a lover in my life.”

He gave one great sigh of relief. Until
that moment bo did not know how great
the torture of suspense had been. Ethel’s
faoe flushed deeply. She would fain have
recalled the words when they were uttered,
but it was too late. With the quiokness
that distinguished him, he saw instantly
that she repented her freedom of speeoh.

«You have not told me,” he said gently,

if you have quite forgotten the troublée.”

“lbave put them out ot Bightfor a
time,” Bhe said, smilingly, "and am uot
willing to look at them again just yet.”

"1 am afraid, Miss Gordon, you will
think me presumptuous if 1 ask a great
favor of you."

I do not think I shall have any unfavor,
able thoughts of you,” returned Ethal,

even if you ask me a favor.”

“You like Bitting bere,” be pursued. “1
have watohed you morning after morning
ooming bere with your book, and have
longed to join you. Will you permit me to
do so oooaeionally ?*"

She looked up at him with the questioning
glanoe of a ohild.

I do not know. I ehould like to talk to
you very muoh. Yes, | do not see why you
Bhould not oome here wben you like ; tbe
grounds are open to every one.”

lost its oolor—tbat his lipe

But it would be you I should oome
to see—only you. | do not make any false
pretense. Itis not because | think thia

spot more beautiful than any other, or
beoauee I like it better—it iB that 1 may see
you, speak to you, sun myself in your
bright presenoe. Now do you say ¢yes ?’”

Her faoe beoame grave, the golden light
deepened in her eyes.

Miss Gordon, do not refuse me. What
your presenoe is to me | dare not say. Do
not refuse me the greatest favor | have
ever asked."

The pleading of his voioe, the wistful
expression on his faoe touohed her.

“If 1 Bee you here to-morrow morning,’
he repeated, “ may | oome ?"

There was just a lingering idea in her
mind that it would not be quite right—
MieB Dighby would not like it. That last
reflection deaided her.

«Yee,” she replied, “if it pleases you,
you may oame.”

And be said to bimaelf that he had made
wonderful progreBa that bright, sunny
morning ; and tbose who knew how proud,
how reserved Ethel Gordon was would have
agreed with him.

(To be ooDtinned.)

IL.OVSLT GIRLS OF THE SOUTH.

No Wonder tbe Voung Ar» Marry nnd
Settle Down to n Quiet I.iff.

From 15 to 20 the Southern girlis a jay
to the beholder, Bays a lady correspondent.
A oreamy oomplexion, with sometimeB, but
not often, a faint flush ot pink under-
neath, soft eyes with a world of dreams in
them, a rounded figure, tiny bande aud
feet, and kittenish ways, make it no
marvel that the you h wiioniine of New
Orleans ia mostly inatried at 22 or 23. A
girl of 20 who has not reoeived a half-a-
dozen offers at leaet is socially a fiailure.
Matrimony is the grand, authorized aim
and publioly reooguized at tbe Louisiana
lottery, as girls are eduoated to marry, and
to detest the oiroumstanoes whioh oowpei

them to earn their living in auy less
womanly way. “ I married,” said a little
lady to me the other day,

discussing the somewhat unfortunate posi-
tion of family affairs. The inferenoe was
plain. But there are girls, brave girls
whose pretty faoee may be Been behind the
oounters of almost every large store in New
Orleans, wbo, while hating oonformity
with shoppy oonditions, have put their
delicate ahouldere to the wheel of family
adversity and sweetly contributed tbeir
mites to tbe iuoome. Of the professional
ambition that fires their Northern sisters
they know nothing. They are innately aud
entirely domeatio, lovable and loving, ask-
ing only to be Bhielded from tbe faot of
life, aud petmission to unlimitedly pirou-
ette. A youug lady may receive alone, and
generally does; may drive with
gentleman, but may not aooept bis
esoort to the theatre, oonoert or ball
without a ohapercne ; Sunday evening is
di voted to reception all over the oity ;
cburch in the morning i the usual limit to
devotion, fireoraokers and brats bands
enliven the day, and anything oan be pur-
chased, from oarpats to caramels. The
girls sit in their pretty summer dreeses
upon the wide steps of the pillared veran-
dah, their various admirers posing witb
admirable effeot in their immediate vioin-
ity. It ia very picturesque, very idyllio.
There is muoh rhythmio laughter and dis-
traoted ooquetry, many graoeful oompli-
ments and imperial ediots. To make hay
while tbe sun shines is a rule of oonduot no
less praotioal than valuable to these oharm-
ing demoiselles, for their beauty iB the
beauty of the queenly magnolia—a touoh of
frost, a bruise of fortune, and it is gone,
withered, faded, a suggestion of the past.

Ruling Through the Stomach.

Many of the difficulties wbioh beset the
present Government of France are said to
be attributable in no small measure to the
absenoe of superior oooks from tbe kitchens
cf the high functionaries of tbe Third
Republio. Gambetta, while he lived, was
too astute a politician and too fastidious an
epioure to be guilty of suoh a mistake. His
chef was one of the most profioient in all
Paris, and tbe dinners of the Palais Bour-
bon were so exoellent that the thoughtless
enemies of the great tribune oalled him an
Apioius. President Grevy, who is consid-
ered a model of republioan simplicity, is
however, in this matter of the table, faith-
ful to Frenoh tradition, and the bead oook
ot tbe Elysees, Verner, is famous for bis
model menus. But in almost all tbe Minis-
tries women preside over the range, which
means tbat tbe Ministers and tbeir guests
eat poor dinners, for it is a firm belief in
this oountry—especially among the male
oooks—that the oulinary art is a dosed book
to women. Juet as at Longchamps the
jookeys must be Englishmen if the races
are to oommand serious attention, so a
gentleman of poeition who respeots his own
and hia friendB’ stomaohs must have a
masculine chef or he will be mado the butt
of every sybarite.—From a Late Paris Letter

Norr Cow« than Queen Victoria.

Mrs. Evarts is very domestio and iB
prouder of her floe dairy farm in Vermont
than ot all the Booiai honors heaped on her.
It amounts to a hobby, and Mrs. Baohel
Shermin tells a very funny story ot Queen
Victoria’s head dairymaid, at Balmoral,
who showed them over the model estab-
lishment on the estate and seemed some-
what disgusted at their laok of amazement
and surprise. It oulminated when she
stated the number of oows, and said ;" Did
ve ever hear of sae Tony in one byre
bsfore ?” “ Yes,” said Mrs. Evarts quietly.
“ Where, then ?” asked the maid Bomewhat

brusquely. < In my own dairy. | have—"
naming a number some twenty oows
ahead of the ™ byre”ful. The maid
oollapaed and Beemed to think she

ought to be sent to the Tower on oharge of
high treason. That anybody should, oould
or would have more cowb than tbe Queen
struck her mind as revolutionary, and Bhe
tells the tale with bated breath to this day,
always loyally winding up with ; “ I dinna
believe it.”

Saokville street, Dublin, wbioh wae so
long oooupied by dwellings of tbe nobility
and gentry and membere of Parliament, ie
nomwholly cevoted

ly bAErEemv

Home Items and Topics.

—"All your own fault
W you remain siok when you oan
(Jethop bitters that never—Fall.

—Tbe weakest woman, smallest obild
and sickest invalid oau use hop bitters with
safety and great good.

—Oid meu tutteriug around from Bheu-
matism, kidney trouble or auy weakuess
will be made almjst new by using hop
bitters.

ts* My wife and daughter were made
healthy by the use of hop bitters, and I
reoommend them to my people.—Metho-
dist Clergyman.

. Askany good doctor il bop .

Bitters are nof'the best family medicine

nearth !!

Malarial fever, Ague and Biiionsness, will
leave every neighborhood as soon as hop
bittere arrive.

“ My mother drovo the paralysis and
neuralgia all out of her system witb bop
bitters.”—Ed. Oswego Sun.

tS*Eeep the kidaeye healthy with hop
bitters and you need not fear sioknesa.

—Iloe water is rendered harmless and
more refreshing and reviving with hop
bitters in each draught.

—The vigor of youth for the aged and in-
firm in hop bitters 111

" At the ohange oi life nothing equals L/
I)_p Bittere to allay all troubles incident
hereto.” )

—1The best periodioal for ladies to take
monthly, and from whioh they will reoeive
tbe greatest benefit, is hop bitters.”

Mothers with sickly, fretful, nursing
ohildren, will oure the ohildren and bom 0
themselves by taking hop bitters daily.

—Thousands die annually from eome
form of kiduey disease that might bave
been prevented by a timely use of hop
bitterB.

—Indigestion, weak stomaoh, irregulari-
ties of the bowels, oauDot exist wheu hop
bitters are UBed.

Atimely * * * use ofhop
Bitters will'’keep a whole family
In robust healta a year at littlé oost.

—To produoe real genuine Bleep and
ohild-like repose all night, take a little hop
bitters on retiring.

O ' None genuine without a bunch of green
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile,
poisonous stuff with "H9\p ” or mHops "in their
name.

Intolerance in Ruuia.

A Russian writer named Stepniak bas
sent to the London Times a most remark-
able aooount of the Russian press. It iB
nearly dead. Sinoe the oommenoement ot
this reign, eight newspapers have been pro
bibited, inoluding the Qolus, and only two
Liberal newepapere are permitted to exist,
in hourly anticipation of their fate. Poli-
tioal disoussiona being, however, forbidden,
the newspapers have not the power in
Russia of the magazines, and the grand
crusade has been direoted against them.
The Stovo, the Messenger of Europe, ai-d the
Annals of the Country have all been sup-
pressed, the latter being the greatest maga
zine in Russia, with a oirculation of 10.000

oopies, and worth £120,000 sterling. Tne
obarges in these oases was tbat of
entertaining subversive opinions ; but
tbe real offeuoe waa tbat ot dia-

oussing too closely tue oondition of the
oountry. Latterly, the Administration
has attacked books, aud has just published
an index of books wbioh may not be Bold.
It ooTprieeB 125 works in 800 volumes,
and inoludes such books aB Lyell's *Au-
tiquity of Man.” Adam Smith’s "Wealth
of Nations,” and “ Lubbook’ "Primitive
Civilization.”  All the works of John
Stuart Mill, W. Bagehot, aud Mr. Herbert
Spencer are prohibited, the index having
apparently been drawn up by tome priest
who was also an absolutist. Tbe main
effeot of suoh a decree is, ot oourse, to
exasperate the whole eduoated olass against
tbe Government ; but tbe secondary effeot
is to revive tbe old system of seoret ool-
portage. Books are wholly suppressed, but
prohibited newspapers are smuggled in
from beyoud the Iroutier iu thousands,
just as Herzen's “ Kolokol” wae. As a
preoaution against the diffusion of new
ideas, the measure is, of oourse, illusory,
all the oreeiis exoept Protestantism haying
struggled up to vietory without the assist-
ance from the presa,—Chicago Tribune,

CornsCorns'!

Tender corns, painful ooma, soft ooTs,
hard oorns, oorns of all kinds and of all
sizes, are alike removed in a few days by
the use of Putnam's Painless Cobn ExTenci-
tob  Never fails to oare, never oauses pain
never leaves deep spots that are more
annoying than the original discomfort.
Give Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor a

tilal. Bewaro of substitutes. Sold by
druggists everywhere. Poison & Co., Kings-
ton, propr's.

Gov. Rusk of Wisoonsin vetoed the bill
providing for the Bentenoe of vagrants for
ninety days and confining them to a bread-
and-water diet. The Governor holds that
imprisonment for that period on the diet
presonbed would be oruel and uuusual
and thereby violates tbe constitutional pro-
vision wbioh forbids the infliction of cruel
and unusual punishments.”

“ Say, why is everything
Either at sixee or at Bevens? ”
Probably, my dear nervous Bister, be-
oause you are Buffering from some of the
diseases peouliar to your sex. You have a
«dragging-down” feeling, lhe baok-aohe,
you are debilitated, you have pains of
various kinds. Take Dr. R. V. Pieroe’s
“ Favorite Presoription” aud be oured.
Prioe reduced to one dollar. By druggists.

Labouobere Bays in tbe London Truth :
" 1 oannot understand upon wbat founda-
tion the primrose bas been oonneoted with
the name of Lord BeaoonBfield. The only
allusion to the flower in Lord Beaoonsfield
works is in eLothair,” where Lord St
Jerome ia oalled 1Barbarian ’ by his wife,
beoause he has remarked that ¢ primroses
make a oapital salad.” ”

> It ivtonlehcd ibe Public

to bear of the resignation of Dr. Pieroe as a
Congressman to devote himeelf solely to
his labors as a physician. It was beoauee
his true constituents were the sick and
afflioted everywhere. They will find Dr,
Pierce’s “Golden Medioal Disoovery”
beneficent use of his scientific) knowledge in
tbeir behalf. Consumption, bronchitis,
oough, heart disease, fever and ague, inter
mittent fever, dropsy, neuralgia, goitre or
thick neok, and all diseases of the blood,
are oured by this world-renowned medicine.
Its properties are wonderful, its aotion
magioal. By druggists.

An ingenious Parisian, M. Adrian Gaoon
has patented a blasting powder wbioh pro.
vides a new expioBive oompound intended
to have the force of dynamite without its
extra hazardous properties. The oompound
consists ot a mixture ot nitre of potash
or nitrate of Boda with sulphur ashes or
tannin. .

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com,
pound was first prepared in liquid form
only; but now it oan be sent in dry forms
by mail to points where no druggist oan
readily be reaohed, and to-day the Com
pound in lozenges and pills finda ite way
even to tbe foreign dimes of Europe and
Asia.

Ritualism muat be spreading in England
when we read in a Ohuroh of England
paper that on a reoent oooaeion the
euSragan bishop of Nottingham, Dr. Trol-
lope, wore a “oope of orimson velvet,
powdered with fleurs de lie, green orphrey
with rioh edging, a sort of blue quatrefoil
on eaoh side ot the morse, with evacgelietio
symbols, and a rioh and oostly jewelled
morse.”

Amerioan spruoe makes the baskets tor
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A Sure Remedy ler Neuralgia.

Neuralgia ie one of the moat oommon
and distressing oomplainte incidental to
this olimate. It iB not confined to any par-
ticular seaeoD, for whilet moBt general in
the winter season, yet many suffer i<e
exoruoiiumg agony in the heat of summer.
lu lace years this form of disease has
beoame better known, and consequently the
means of relief have beoome greatly in-
creased in numbers, as well as in effioaoy.
Among tbe most powerful and penetrating
combinations, placed within tbe reaoh of
the publio for the relief of neuralgia, we
oan mention no remedy equal to or more
oertain than Poison’s Nebvilinx. Its
power over pain is somethiug wounderful,
and we advise a trial for neuralgia, or any
otber painful complaints. Nerviline is
sold by all druggists at25 oentsa bottle,
also trial bottles at 10 cents.

In Patagonia they fine a man two goats
for killing bis wife. The law is very Btriot
on the subjeot, too, and it the fine ien’t
promptly paid he is oompelled to marry
again. That makes him hustle around for
the goats.—Binghimpton Republican.

The Worst Urethral stricture*

ppaedily oured by our new radioal méthode.
Pamphlet, references and termB, two let-
ter stamps. World’s Dispensary Medioal
Association, 663 Main Street, Buffalo,N. Y.

Mr. George Riddle, of Carroll oounty,
Maryland, has under tbe BaTe roof with
him no fower than twenty-two unmarried
daughters.

On May 3;d, in New York oity, labt
year strawberries were plenty at 15 oents
per quart. Now they are 50 oents, and
few to be bad.

LYDTA

*VEGETABLE COMPOUND |
*xxkx ISARCHTVEQR "** "

For al) of those Painful Complaint»
* * Weaknesses «o common to our beet 9 4
* ok x ok *EEIS|AIE POPULATION. * # » «

It will cure entirely the worst form 0y
male Complaints, all Ovarian trouble*,
FLAMMATION AN1) ULCERATION FALLING Kp !
PLACEMENTS, AND THE CONSEQUENT SPINAL W fAfL j
NESS, AND IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO TVTfl_
(’hange or Life, # f
* 1t will dissolve and expel Tumors from xwvi
Uterusinanenuw.r stagkof development. Tpb
tendencytoC'ancerous Humors there iscuace:*-«/
VERY SPEEDILY BY ITd USH. * * w * oz n
* Tt removks Faintness, Flatulency, destrohi

ALL CRAVING F<M STIMULANTS, AND RELIEVES W ea .L ;
ness of tiie Stomach. |t cures Bloating, |!k« >
ache, Nervous Prostration, General

Depression and Indigestion. * * 4 o
* That feeling of Bearing Down, causing Paik,
Weight and Backache, is always permanently
cured by its use. a * # * * * # ' * *
* It WILL AT ALL TIMtfS AND UNDER ALL CIRC'Ctf
STANCES ACT IN HARMONY WITH THE LAWS TffAt
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM. * * # 0* C
* £«rlTs purpose is SOLELY poOrthe légitimait»
HEALING OF DISEA. E ANI) THE RELIEF OF PAINV IWS
THAT IT DOES ALL IT CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSAND* 05
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. 9 4
* * For tbe ccre of Kidney Complaintb rx
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED * #
* LYDIA E. PIXKRAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND «
prepared afc Lynn, Mass. Price £1. Six bottles for $J.
Sold byall druggists. Sontby mail, postape paid, In foott
of Pills or LozoTieos on receipt of priceajabove,
Pinkham’8 “Ouilie to Health” will be mailed free to jvo?
Lady sending stamp. Lottf-rs confidentially answer” *

* No fainiiy should be without I.YDIA E. MiiukHal#"™
IIVEIT PILLS They cur» <«n»atiJ«»H-*n.BUiousneés*«»!
Torpidity of +be Liver. 250-nin p-r box. 2
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TO DEALER AND CONSUMER.

We import only the finest
qualities o/: Coffee and Spice.

Oui -0oNiINDKD Coffee,sold
ground and unground in 11b.
tins, ia a perfect luxury.

Our 10c. tinsof Puke Spice
are perfect’on; all our goods
branded “jc Te”H eguaranteed

free from adul , upturn.

Du 'n Bnkwa Powder,
is “Th. Best Friend

The Trad© i.pplied with
whole Eoasta ux/l Ground
Coffees in Aib- n loacks, Or
25 Ib. tins.

Pure Ground Smoes in
all sized packages.

W. G. DUNN & CO,

CANADA MILLS, HAMILTON.

J. WINCKLER

1

H FTENINGRINPRUET

The Bimpleat and best in the market. Prioe $

Addrees 68 Hngheon street south- Hamilton.

IRENNIES SEH G are IHE BEST

IllustratiM i Catalogue for 188M»
|Conlaining description and priccs of the choicest B

mFIELD, GARDEN & FLOWER SEEDS |
1 Mailed free. Every Farmer and Gardener should B
lhave a copy before ordering seeds for the coining |
mseason. Handsomestcatalogue published in Canada

R. U. AWARE

THAT
Lorillard’s Climax Plug
bearinﬂa red tin ta%; that Lorillard??
. .. RoseLeaffinecut; that Lor?lard’a
Vijvy Cll;(aijhn s, and that Lorilla f

, d’s Snuffe, are
the best an egpest, quaﬁty conS|Jered ?

Jhave -positive remedy for the above disease; bvit*
use'thou jands of cases of the worst kind and of long
«tending have been cured. Indeed, so strong is my faltS
In ite elficacy, that | will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, to-
gether with'a VALUABLE TKEATISE on this disease*«
tiny euflerer. Give Expressand P. O. addrees.

PR. T. A. SLOGUM. 181 Pearl St.,, New Yo«h

EYE, EAR AND THROAT.

J’ B. G. B.BYEBSON,L.B. O.P.
L 8. B., Leoturer on the Bye, Bar and Throat
Trinity Medioal College, Toronto. Oculist and
AnriBt” to tbe Toronto Qeneral Hospital, late
Olinioal Assistant Boyal London Ophthalinio
Hospital, Moorefield’ and Central Louden
Throat and Bar Hospital. 17 Ohnroh Btreet
Toronto. Artificial Human Byes

PLAOE to Beoore a Bnsiness
Bduoatlon or Sﬁenoerlan >>§
maneh|B at the BFBHCB

IAM BUBIBVSB OOLLIGB
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