"A SEVER

E TRIAL:

OR, THE MEMORY OF A BOY WITH

DARK

(CHAPTER I11—(Cont'd)
"I'f she can forgive herself, Bhe may
veir well extend fcer forgiveness to you,”
I answer, gathering up iy billowy train

in my hand as | stand beside him, look-
ing very tall and slim and dignified out-
wardly, but within feeling several de-
grees smaller than | have ever felt in
my life before. “For my part, I do not
see how she can ever forgive herself."

“She need not blame herself,” he says,
looking down at me from his superior
height with a smile which displeases me
by reason of its undisguised amusement.

"l do not suppose she blames herself
very much,” | return deliberately, with
the careless insolence with which | think
to recover my own conceit. “It would be
different, you know, if you were—"

“Anything but a poor landscape pain-
ter,” he interrupts, at no loss to com-
prehend my insolent pause. “She would
never have dared to do it if she had
thought him her equal. She* would
never have ventured to do it if she had
dreamed of-his thrusting himself into
the same society which she frequents.”

His dark eyes have blazed up quite
suddenly. I had not thought they could
change like that.

‘Probably not; though | think she was
more to blame for that very reason,” |
answer, with a slight, alomst impercep-
tible movement of the shoulders.

“l think so. I would rather take a
liberty with an equal than with an in-
ferior myself,” he says quite quietljl but

with an indescribable inflection of voice
which enrages me. *

“It was a liberty,” 1 jScquiesce, with
cheeks which have deepened into crim-
son again. “You are right when you
call it a liberty. It .was a most un-
pardonable liberty.”

“1 did not say so. I merely said that
I should not presume on difference of
rank to play a trick upon another per-
son—that was what | said.”

“l1 played no trick upon you!” | ex-
claim indignantly.

“You!” he repeats, his face changing
suddenly back from angry storfh to
amusement. “l never accused you! We
are talking of another person.”

“Oh, yes, of another person!” 1| agree,
Moving away with the insolently disdain-

ful air which had infuriated him. ‘Of a
person who ought to regret bitterly that

she so far forgot herself as to put it into
your power to insult her.”

He is holding the bunch of violets still
in his hand. As | turn away, he lets
them fall, and sets his heel upon them
grinding them into the floor. | pity Mrs
Rolleston’s Brussels carpet more than |

pity the violets, which have done me too
much mischief to expect .sympathy from
me in their ignominouB end.

“Oh, here you are, Allie!
searching for you everywhere.
going home.”

Olive comes up to
at some distance
black as thunder.

“1 am ready,” I - answer, without a
glance at my late companion.

“Have you quarreled with your
some cavalier, Allie?”

“Quarreled with him,

We've been
Mamma is

me breathless,
behind her,

Gus,
looking

hand-

Olive?”

“You looked as if you were quarreling
like anything just now.”

“l wonder Mrs. Rolleston cares to ask
such people to her house, Olive. I don't
think that man has the smallest pre-
tensions to be called a gentleman.”

Olive laughs, looking at me.

“Ah, | see you have quarreled!” she saya

ehaking her head. “Allie, I'm afraid you
are going to fall in love with Mr. Ger-
ard Baxter.”

For two days, even to myself, | ignore
the existence of Mr. Gerard Baxter. I
never mention his name to either Mrs.
Wauchope dr Mary ANNE, nor do they
mention his name to me. I fancy he is
in the house—I fancy | hear his knock
at the door sometimes; but I never look
out—I never listen for the sound of his
voice. I nractice a great deal, having
promised Madame Cronhelm to Bing at
her concert, and Olive has lent me “Pro-
bation,” so that | do not find time hang
heavily on my hands. | spend the morn-
ings at Madame Cronhelm’'s, and very
often lunch with the Deanes, only coming
back to Carleton Street at about four
o'clock in the afternoon. It is cold, dis-
agreeable weather, with an east wind
which reddens one’s nose and eyelids and
makes my fire and hammock-chair very
pleasant in the evenings, which would be
getting shorter every day now, if | did
not pull down the blinds early, and shut
out the dull March twilight, which is bo
cheerless and so long.

One afternoon—the third since the Rol-
lestones’ dance—I hear a knock at the
door, which 1 feel sure is Olive's knock;
andj having my hat and jacket on. and

having promised not to keep her waiting

if she called for me, | run down stairs
to meet her in the hall. But, instead of
Olive in her blue and cardinal dress, |
come rather violently against a young
man in a drab-colored overcoat, who
stands back to let me pass, pulling off

his hat as he endeavors to place himself

as flatly as possible against the wall.
I recognize him in a moment, as | have
no doubt he recognizes me. But | brush
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by him brusquely, without looking up.
Before | have passed him, | regieo hav-
ing so far. forgotten myself, whatever

his offense; but when 1 glance up, he is
looking -straight before him, ignoring me
as utterly as if | were the plaster figure
of a boy with a basket on his head which
stands before the window with the paint-
ed blind of the landing. The whole inci-
dent does not occupy half a minute—it
is over almost before I am conscious that

it has happened. But it leaves an uncom-
fortable impression on my mind, which
I cannot shake off. *

I walk along the sunny road of the
gloomy .old brown-brick street, looking
out for Olive, whom | hope to meet be-
fore | reach the corner; but all the time

I am wondering whether Mr: Gerard Bax-

ter “cut” me, or whether | might be sup-
posed to have administered that process
to him. | have acted with unpardonable
rudeness, no doubt; but, if I had bowe<
to him, would he have dared to pretend
not to see? Long after |1 meet Olive
Deane the question annoys me—it fol-
lows me into Madame Cronhelm’'Chouse,
into the great crowded class room. Fof

the first time my music-lesson bores

Hert von Konig's illustrations ofl the
weird melodious music of “Faust,” as
compared with the silver-sweet cadences
of Rossini, do not interest me; and Ma-

dame Cronhelm accuses me rather sharp-
ly once or twice of singing out of tune.
It is not till I find myself in the great
untidy drawing-room at Dexter Square,
looking at Poppy’'s latest wedding pre-
sent, that the uncomfortable feeling of
having acted untruly to myself begins
to wear away. I exorcise it chiefly by a
resolution not to treat Mr. Baxter, should
I ever meet him again, as if | were in-
deed the “village maiden” with whoBe
fancy for a landscape-painter Olive is
always taunting me.

This evening, while 1
Mrs. Wauchope comes
I liked a pudding she made for
cause it used to be a favorite of mine
long ago at Woodhay, when | was a
child. From the pudding our conversa-
tion wanders away to other matters—the
dearness of everything in London, how
she manages in the way of catering for
her lodgers.

“l do the best | can for them,” she
says, “especially for the poor young man
upstairs. Another person might not trou-
ble her head as to whether his beef-steak
was tough or not; but I take just as much
trouble about his meals as | do about
your own. I'm not one to neglect a
lodger because he cannot afford grand
joints. Many a time 1've gone out of
my way to get a chop or a cutlet cheaper
for him, though he’'d never know it—ay.
and added a bit of my own to it too. In
a house like this, where there is so much
going, nobody would miss a couple of
Blices of butcher’'s meat.”

Is he perchance fed from the joint that
left my table, thiB proud young man who
had dared to tell me that I had taken a
liberty in presenting him with a bunch
of violets? The thought gives me plea-
sure—fills me with a little, small, wo-
manly triumph of which a man would
have felt ashamed.

“l know he’'s hard sometimeB,
lad!” Mrs. Wauchope goes on. “He
wouldn’'t say so to save his life, but we
landladies know more than people think.
And somehow | feel more for the proifd
distant ones, that wouldn’'t tell you their
troubles if they were starving, than for
them that makes a poor mouth about
themselves, and is always down on their
luck.”

Had 1 dared to insult him, and he so
poor as this? My mind misgives me for
having brushed by him so cavalierly this
morning on the stairs, for having spoken
to him ro rudely the other night in Berke-
ley Street. He must have cared for those
unfortunate violets, or he would never
have worn them, half withered as they
were; and yet |I had vexed him so much
that he had ground them with his heel
into the floor. | am ashamed and angry
with a vague uncomfortable feeling of
having made a fool of myself besides.
The next time | meet him, 1 shall act
differently, though it is a fact that | am
beginning to hate him for having put
me out of conceit with myself.

But the next time | meet him he turns
the tables upon me—supposing me to
have been the aggressor in the first in-
stance. I am coming into the-houBe as
he passes out, and he never so much as
looks at me to see whether | mean to
take any notice of him or not. So that
he has himself virtually put an end to
our acquaintance.
Of course | feel

am at dinner,
in to ask me hov
me, be-

up poor

mortified, though he
may possibly think it was my wish that
we should ignore that introduction at
the Rollestons’. But | know that it was
not my wish, and that | would have
bowed to him this time if I had got the
chance, and his looking in that deter-
mined way over my head makes me feel
very angry. However | do not encoun-
ter him again in Carleton Street or any-
where else for more than a week, and,
though Mrs. Wauchope tells me that he
is more at home than he used to be, and
working hard at his picture, | gradually
forget his rudeness and my own folly in
busy preparations for Madame Cron-
helm’s concert, which is to take place on

the evening of the twenty-first. | am tg
sing twice, first the “Jewel Song /ropl
“Faust,” then Blumenthal's “Bend* of the
River.” The selection is Madame Cron-
helm’'s; but both songs are old friends
of mine and old tavorites. Herr von Ko-
nig tells me | had better have an en-
core ready, unless | care to repeat those
two; but | tell him laughingly that that

would bo a very unlucky thing to do, to
prepare an encore beforehand.
On the day before the concert, Ellinor

and Olive Deane call for me to go with

them to the Rollestons’—not to an At
Home” there but merely to pay a visit
to the girls. They are to give a fancy
ball early in April, and we amuse our-
selves with portfolios of sketches of na-
tional and fancy-driesses, sitting in the
great handsome somber P~y drawing-
room, with its balconies darkened by
flowering plants—five or six girlB alto-
gether, with two kindred spirits m ethe

Rhape of Fred Deane and Crauford Rol-

leston, who are quite as good on the sub-
ject of ladies’ dreps as ourrelves.
Katie and Crauford Rolleston p"d 1

are studying a colored print of an Alracl-

pn toerether, pnd | am saying how pretty
the black velvet orry would look on a
blonde head like Olive's, when two r-eo-
nle come into the room whom 1. scarcely
looking up. and ev~n then scarcely gee-
ine them in tho dusk. sunrwHRd to be
.Tack RnHestnn and his brother-in-law

Can*»in Ki?ur-ley—ore of them | know tn

be Jack Thev stroll "ver to a eroup at
one of windows—Olive and Poodt and
Snsie Rolleston. and | think no rnore
about thfem, till Crauford says sudden-
~+ ar*'st over oufht. to mak.'
a sketch for you. Katie-so”ethjnB «n-
tnal. yon know. A"vthinP- orie'nal wmild
t,p pinch more Intc-estinrr than th»se
old hack"eved national eos*nmes—"verv-
body is tirerf to death of them. ! .
Gerard, couldn't vou invent Bom«thin(t
than a Swiss peasant or a vivan-
~“Vhc he pavs “Gerard”" | lo"k no-
Mr. Baxter is cro”i"!l the s'mw --
In »n/**h»* iron-ont be bas s b a
with Fat'o ia lo'-kin~ half
fnelv. half at "e>« *e
the onnortrinitv I have h»r>n _"e’'"T '~
and vmt, fwre r‘°rvp'|,'r|fn- oK
V'e look stoodil” in another direction, as

thouffh 1 saw him not.

“l am not much of a hand at figures,”
Mr. Baxter eays, without any pause of
surprise, or anger, or embarrassment. “I
never put them into my pictures if |1
can help it, and, when 1| do, | leave them

as much as possible to the imagination.
But | dare say I might suggest some
characters, and then you could find out

the dress the must wear—or invent it.” -

“oh, do” Katie exclaims, making room "NA-DRU-CO” Headache W afers 25&sjsy?'u
Loort rgubn;erovr}n;hethoatttorr?eanant;es:fiewr;]zll;,] BSFII1(: National drug and Chemical Co. of Canada Limited. MONTREAL, ad-
had seen dancing together, had taken no
notice of each other. “That will be de-
lightful; won't it, Allie?”

“Very,” 1 say shortly, and turn to mixing among the audience when not ac- “So | have heard. | think she is quite
Crauford Rolleston, who however is lis- tyally required on the raised platform at right. Such a voice as herB was neyeri
tening to Mr. Baxter, and not to me. the upper end of the room, where the meant to ‘rust unburnished, not to shine

“We must take a lesson from the not- grand piano an$l violins and violincello in use.”
able Hannah Woolly,” he says, laughing, gare |ocated, and ~t hum of talk fiilling up “Or yours?” he questions a little wist-,
as he sinks into the place Katie has the intervals between the songs and con- fully. “They tell me you are studying!
made for him. “Don't you remember certed pieces. We all enjoy it, having so foT public exhibition too.”
what she says in her book, printed in many friends among both performers and Who could have told him so? The idea/
1681, and quoted by Charles Lamb—‘Let gaydience, and, though most of Madame amuses me so much that | do not im-|
all ingenious women have regard, when crgonhelm's pupils take part in the chor- mediately advise him to the contrary.
they work any image, to work it aright. ,ses only, they are pleased to appear in “And if I am,” | say, laughing, “do yoUj
First let it be drawn wel®, and then ob- pyplic in any capacity—if so exclusive a think that | am right in putting thei
serve the directions which are given by reynion can be called public at all. talent which has been given me to some!
knowing men. | do assure you | never My “Jewel” song is among the firBt on practical use?” » -
worked any story, or single person, with- the programme; and, when | have sung “If you have no othermeans of live-)
out informing myself both of the visSge jt and when Herr von Konig has com- lihood—yes."
and habit, as followeth. If you work pjimented me on what he is pleased to “You do not approve of singing on the®
Jupiter, he must have long curled black ¢ay| the delicate grace of my vocalism, stage?” v .
hair, a purple garment trimmed with .4 called my voice “truly celestial,” 1 “l do not care to think of your doing\
gold, and siting upon la golden throne, o\, my way down to the Rollestons, it.”
with yellow clouds about him."” whom | see grouped at a little distance “But one can do it, and yet—’

“How did she ‘inform herself’ of that?” . the blaze of light which makes a “l hope you will never do it,” he in-
Katie laughs. dazzling centre of th,e stage. But, be- terrupts, with more passion than the oc-
“That's what always puzzled me,” Ger- ¢fore | can reach them, moving slowly casion seems bo warrant. “l hope

ard Baxter says gravely. .. through the dense crowd, with my long Heaven you will never do it!”

“It is that which makes it all so delici- pjack satin skirt in one hand and my “But if | must do it?” 1 say, wilfully
ous. Why don’t you go to the_poets for fan in the other, Gerard Baxter appears, encouraging the idea which he somehow
characters—‘Maud Muller’ for instance— I know not from what coign of vantage, or other seems tohave taken into biBi

and offers me his arm. head. “If my daily bread depends upon

* ‘Maud Muller all the summ_er d:“y “Allow me to make way for you,” he it, what am | to do?”

Raked the meadow sweet with him'?” says, smiling, “and allow me to congra- “Can't you teach, or something? hej
. tulate you on having ‘brought down the says boyishly. “You could teach others

So they chatter and laugh, V\{hlle 1 turﬁ house. ” girls, couldn't you?"
over the sketches on my lap in sulky si- “Oh, don't you flatter me,” | laugh, “But fancy teaching—fancy wearing!
lence. Suddenly Katie goes to one end gshrugging my shoulders. one’'s self out with a troop of idle girls,j
of the room for a book and Crauford to “Why do you emphasize the ‘you’?” as Madame Cronhelm does, wiien one
a table for another; and for a moment “Because it seems wunnatural for you might be bowing to a delighted audience
we two are left a_lone on the great ot- to pay compliments.” behind the footlights, with ones arms
toman, with nothlng but the space of “I paid vou a compliment once and you full of bouquets.” v
on“e empty velve't' triangle between us. misunderstood it,” he says more gravely. “That's just what | hate,” he retorts

Speak _to me, h_e say_s suddenly, in “Perhaps | may find some safer road to Bavageluy. “That is just what no girl—j
a half-whisper, bending his head to look no cousin or

into my face. “Why won't you speak to

. me yet for my stupidity?” degrade herself by doing. How do you
me? R “Long ago,” | answer frankly. “Let us think a man—who loved you, for in-
B'{t I look at my -plctures stubbornly, forget all about a piece of folly for which stance—would like to see other men level!
feeling that now it is my turn to make | am sorry, and of which |I am heartily their opera glasses at you, and pem'ip®
myself unpleasant—if 1 can. ashamed.” * —indeed certainly—make comments on
What have 1 done _that you should “l am ready to forget all you do not your personal appearance?”
send me to Coventry like this? wish me to remember,” he rejoinB at “1f they were complimentary, 1 don't
_Even if 1 had 'been inclined, 1 have no gnce. supTX>se she would mind very r}\uch/'
tlme to answer him. Katie ha?s come back And then, instead of finding myself “But he would mimd I'f he were her
.g:;huf:rdvow;:: ODfoIee'I;n)ézolennc;lijd h?rDahnatned‘: nearer to the Rollestons, | find myself brother or her husband, he would rather
anaIn Snothar mamantinay are S par. SILLTS, ON & chair near acool bank of see her in her coffin than subject her to
(ing over the illustrations together, j,q pehnind me, listening to a girl with “How delightfully selfish! X laugh
Katie S, brown head yery near Gerard a magnificent contralto voice singing the shrugging my shoulders '
Baxte‘rs dark o_n?, while Crauford takes “Clang of the Wooden Shoon.” “Oh, we are all very sélflsh Mr. Bax-
up h'_S old position close_to me. | am I listen like one in a dream. | know tor allows: and then. the overture
thus In a manner forced into then: CON-  that he is there, standing near me in his “Tannhausér" commenéing we find 't im-
sultatlo_n, anfi, though I_ am playing a g ompre evening raiment, and that | am possible to talk any moré for the pre*
rol_e which suits me very ill, 1 can_not help happy, with a strange unaccountable N
being -amuse'd by it and laughing and sense of happiness, which | could not ana- sent. (To be continued.)
sugesting with the rest. lyze even if I would. A .
“So your handsome friend is coming “Do you like her singing?” he asks,
to Madame Cronhelm's concert?” Olive \ hen the song ended.
Zit‘:/esét on our way back to Carleton “She has a very pure contralto voice. FOOZIe—DeO WOOZIe wants ter
“How d_o you _know?" I ask _carelesgly. SHienrgingceDI;n.tietytg; :Ela:k hseor?“method of |$" hlS auter. Blff—What,S the
w‘i‘t:e tlswaeld RS()OIIerut(SJtnSnOWbo Hye«uls kcnooTvmg: “Yes. | have heard people say that she reasonl FOOZIe—He flggel’s that
R > s ~is studying for the stage, that she is H n
fanpy he is an admirer of Katie's—I saw going to lItaly to finish her musical edu- the_one that buyS |t VVl" be asteady,
their heads very close together over those (ation.” patler‘lt ever after.
prints of Dore’s.
I do not like the suggestion; it vexes
me all the evening, while | practice my
concert-music, while | sit in my chair

over the fire, reading the latest dispatch-

your favor than that.

HEAD

Stop it in 30 minutes, without any harm to any part of your system, by taking

Have you forgiven

ACHE

es from Woodhay and Yattenden, while
I muse with my feet on the fender, and HEALTH IN PURE SUGAR
‘Probation” half-open on my knee. Mr.
Baxter has been in his studio all the Sugar is one of the ttst, and most widely used foods. Would you
evening; he must have Ieft t_he door open, risk your health for the sake of a few cents on a hundred pound!
for | can hear him whistling a bar of
a song now and then, sometimes singing of sugar? Buy onl?
it in a desultory .kind of way. Once,
when | pause to listen, my door being
also ajar, | can distinguish the words of
a song | know:
“Why turn away when | draw near?
Why cold to-day? Once | was dear.
Then thy heart stirred and flushed thy
brow,
Never a word welcomes me now.
Speak to me—speak! Be my heart hard, EXTRA GRANULATED SUGAR
Or will it break for one kind word;
No vow to bind, no pledge I seek, Its Purity and Quality cannot be questioner' Compare it with
Only be kind. Speak to me-“speak!”
any other and note the differec.ee in eolor.
I listen till the song is ended, and then
I close the door softly and go back to
the fire, laughing. I know at least of P A R IS L U M P S
whom he is thinking; those were the B . R
very words he said to me this afternoon When buying Loaf Sugar ask for Redpath Paris Lumps told in
—“Speak to me. Why won't you speak RED SEAL dust proof cartons, and by the pound.
to me?” The old spirit of mischief
prompts me to sit down to the piano and . .
sing something that might seem like an The Canada Sugar Reflnlng CO.,
answer; but the disastrous consequences -
of my former folly are too recent to en- MONTREAL, CANADA. Limited
courage me yto transgress a second time. Established In 1854 by John Redpath
It is the evening of Madame Cronhelm’s
concert, which is indeed more of a con-
versazione than a concert, the performers
The various uses to which
Concrete may be profitably
put, on the farm, are plainly
and simply in our 160-page
book,
“What ihe Farmer Can
Do With Concrete”
which shows how the following
farm buildings and utilities oan
be constructed of concrete:—
Barns, Cisterns, Dairies, Dip-
ping Tanks, Foundations, Fence
Posts, Feeding Floors. Gutters,
Hens’ Nests, Hitching Posts,
Horse Blocks, Houses, Poul*
- Shelter Walle, Stables, Stairs,
Stalls, Steps, Tanks, Troughs,
IS Walks, and so forth.
Send for It— It's free— though
C 0 n C rete R Oot It regularly sells for 60c. Write
to-day.
Cellar Costs Less Than CANADA
Ton
*
Wood and is Much More — mvs CEMENT CoO .,
Ry Limited
Durable of "What th*
Tamtr Can Do 30-35 BNglgl_onal Bank
YTilh Concrit*." uilding:,
Cement is particularly adapted to the con- MONTREAL
struction of Root Cellar floors and walls. Xante.

Experience proves that for the farmer, Con-
crete is superior t0 wood in every point of
comparison.

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 NnO

repair.

Anyone who has scooped vegetables from
the old plank floor will appreciate the fact that
Concrete offers a smooth, continuous surface
with no projecting plank ends or nails tO
damage the scoop Or ruffle the temper of the
6Cooper.
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sister ,of mine—should tver,



