
A SEVERE TRIAL;
OR, THE MEMORY OF A BOY W ITH  

DARK EYES.

C H A P T E R  X IV .
" I s n ’ t he  a jo l l y  l i t t le  fe llow , O liv e ? "  
O live g la n ces  a t  ti»e ch eru b -fa ced  b o y  on  

m y la p , w h om  I  h a ve  been  Bm othering 
w ith  hisses.

"H e  is  a  fine ch ild , c e r ta in ly .”
" A  fine c h i ld !"  I  ex c la im  w ith  la u g h in g  

in d ign a tion . “ Y o u  speak  o f  h im  as i f  he 
w ere som e y o u n g  cre a tu re  w hom  y o u  were 
fa tte n in g  fo r  a p rize .”

O live g la n ces  at us from  h er low  ch a ir  
inside  th e  w indow . I  am  s it t in g  on  the 
steps ju s t  ou ts id e , h o ld in g  th e  stu rdy , 
tw o-yea r-o ld  b o y  in m y armB. Septem ­
b er  sunshine m akes g lo r io u s  th e  ru dd y  
ga b les  o f  m y o ld  house, r is in g  sh arp ly  
defined a g a in s t  the serene b lu e  s k y ; Sep­
tem b er sunsh ine dream s o n  the sm ooth  
te rra ce , o n  th e  tr im  w alks and  ca re fu l 
flow er-beds o f  m y  sheltered  ga rd en , ju s t  
as it  d ream ed  upon  them  th ree  yea rs  
ago, w hen m y  sick  eyes  saw  n o  b eau ty  
in  them , n or  in  the  sunshine, n or  in  any 
o th e r  fa ir  o r  lo v e ly  th in g .

“ Y ou  w ill spo il h im , A llie ,"  O live sa y s ; 
b u t  a t th e  sam e tim e she sm iles in d u l­
gen tly .

“ S poil h im ! Y o u  a re  n o t  ca p a b le  o f  
b e in g  spoiled , S co tt ; a re  y o u ?  Y ou  tak e 
a fte r  yo u r  god m oth er , m y fa ir  ch ild !  As 
i f  a n y b o d y  cou ld  spoil such  a  d a rlin g , 
O live ! W h y , the n icest th in g  I  cou ld  say  
o f  h im  w ou ld n ’ t be h a lf  n ice  e n o u g h !"

“ N ot h a lf  n ice  ’ n o u g h !"  S cott co r ro b o r ­
ates, in  a  p e r fe c t  o f  tem p est o f  ch uck les .

“ Y o u  d e lic iou s  litt le  m it e !"  I  la u g h  en­
co u ra g in g ly , k iss in g  h is  roseb u d  m outh , 
h is  b lo o m y  cheeks, h is  d im p led  e lbow s, 
w h ils t he  m akes v a in  snatches a t  m y h a ir, 
a t m y  ea r-rin gs, a t m y  nose even , w ith  
h is  ch u b b y  d im pled  fistB. “ W h y, O live, if  
I  w ere you  I  shou ld  do  n o th in g  b u t kiss 
h im  a ll d a y  lo n g !"

“ I  w on d er w h at w ou ld  b ecom e o f  H ya ­
c in th  and  the v ica ra g e , and  th e  p a rish  
ge n e ra lly , i f  I  m ade a go o se  o f  m y se lf P" 
O liva - says  dem urely .

I  fa k e  g re a t  d e lig h t  in  sp o ilin g  m y  l it ­
t le  godson , p a r t ly  because he is such a 
sp len d id  litt le  fe llow , b u t  p r in c ip a lly  be ­
cau se  it  is so a m u sin g  to  h ea r O live p ro ­
te s t in g  a g a in s t  it. She h a s  grow n  so  de­
l ic io u s ly  m atte r -o f-fa ct  s in ce  she m arried  
Mr. L o ck h a r t! T hree  ye a rs  h a ve  tra n s ­
fo rm e d  her from  a  B catter-brained  g ir l 
in to  th e  m ost a m u sin g ly  d em ure m atron  
w h o ever p retended  n o t  to  ad ore  h er  hu s­
ban d , o r  to  th in k  h er  ch ild ren  th e  m ost 
p e r fe c t  ch ild ren  th a t  ever  w ere born .

“ I  w on der how  y o u  w ill b r in g  up  y o u r  
©wn ch ild ren  on e  o f  these  d a y s ,"  Olive 
ob serves  in  her p recise  vo ice , g la n c in g  at 
m e over the p in a fo re  she is e m b ro id e r ­
ing .

“ I  sh a ll n ever h a ve  a n y  ch ild ren  to  
b r in g  up. I  sh a ll be a  r ich  o ld  spin ster, 
a n d  S cott sh a ll be m y  adopted  son, and 
I  w ill leave  W o o d h a y  to  h im  w hen I  die, 
and  he sh a ll ta k e  th e  n am e o f  S cott— 
S cott L o ck h a r t  S cott. D oesn ’ t it  Bound 
w ell, O liv e ? "  i

“ I t  sounds w ell e n o u g h ,"  O live says, J
Bm iling. j

“ B ut y o u  d o n ’t th ink  it  w ill ever com e 
to  p a ss ? "  j

“ I  h op e  it  w ill never com e to  p a ss ."  \
“ Y ou  h op e  y o u r  son w on ’t  h a ve  W ood- 

h a y , O live?"
“ I  h op e  y o u r  ow n  son w ill h a ve  W ood ­

h a y , A llie . Y o u  h a ve  done en ou gh  fo r  
S cott a lre a d y ."

“ B y p resen tin g  h im  w ith  an u g ly  Bilver 
m u g  the d a y  he w as ch r is te n e d !"

O live shakes h er  h ea d , denu ded  o f  its 
g o ld e n  fr in g e  now , w ith  sleek go ld en  
b ra id s  d raw n  b a ck  p la in ly  from  her fo re ­
head  instead , and  p la ite d  n e a tly  a t the 
back  o f  her neck.

“ M y d ea r A llie , I  shou ld  b e  so rry  to  
th ink  o f  y o u r  liv in g  th e  ch eerless  life  
you  h a ve  m apped  o u t  fo r  yo u rse lf. It  
seem s a ll very  w ell now , w h ile  you  are 
y o u n g  an d  h ave p len ty  o f  fr ien d s . B ut 
th in k  how  lo n e ly  y o u  w puld fee l bv-and- 
b y  when y o u  beerin to  g ro w  o ld , w ith ou t 
h u sban d  o r  ch ild ren  to  ca re  fo r  y o u — 
w ith  n ob od y  in  th e  w or ld  w h o re a lly  loved  
you , p erhap s, as a  w ife  and  m oth er  is 
sure to  be  lo v e d !"

I f  I  s igh , O live does n o t  h ea r m e, 
th ou g h  h er  p in k  ears  a re  sh a rp  enou gh .

“ M y dear, I  h ave been res ign ed  to  m y 
fa te  th is lo n g  t im e  b a c k ,"  I  say  ca re ­
less ly , p u llin g  one o f  S co tt ’s e la stic  cu rls  
s tr a ig h t  and  then  le tt in g  it  ru n  in to  
g lossy  flaxen sp ira ls  a g a in ; “ and , a fte r  
a ll, it  is  n ot such a very  te rr ib le  th in g  
to  be an  o ld  m a id ."

“ I  th in k  it is a  te rr ib le  th in g ,"  Olive 
answ ers seriou sly—“ a very  terr ib le  
th in g .”

“ Y ou  d id  n o t  th in k  so a lw a ys , O live. I  
rem em ber when you  r id icu led  th e  id ea  o f  
m a tr im o n y  and  w ere go in g  in  fo r  w o­
m a n ’s r ig h ts  an d  all th a t  k in d  o f  th in g .’’ 

“ Oh, th a t  was b e fo re  I  k n e w !”  Olive 
pays so ftly . “ D id  you  ever h ea r o f  a  w o­
m an  who had  a  h u sband  and ch ild ren  
w ish in g  she w ere an o ld  m aid , A llie ? "

“ W h y  do y o u  t r y  to  p u t m e o u t o f  co n ­
ce it  w ith  m y  lo t , O live?”  I  excla im  fre t ­
fu lly . “ I  said  lo n g  a g o  th a t  I  should  
never m a rry , and  I  never shall. B ut I 
m ean  to  be h a p p y  in m y  ow n  w a y . I  am 
h a p p y —ju s t  as h a p p y  as h a lf  th e  m a r ­
ried  w om en in  the w o r ld ."

O live shakes her sm ooth  h ea d  a ga in , 
very  p os it iv e ly  th is  tim e.

“ I  w ish  D igges w ou ld  com e w ith  ou r 
te a ,"  I  say , ya w n in g .

M y godson  has scra m bled  o ff m y  lap, 
m y book  has fa lle n  to  th e  g rou n d , there  
eeem s to  h ave com e a  co ld  b rea th  o f  a ir  
from  som ew here or o th er . I  sh iver in 
m y b lu e  and go ld -co lored  ch in tz  gow n .

“ I t  is e a r ly  y e t ,”  O live retu rn s, p la c id ­
ly  th re a d in g  her needle.

“ N ot so very  e a r ly ” —lo o k in g  a t m y 
w atch . “ I  w on der w h at sp ort R on a ld  
has h a d ?  I  h a v e n ’t  h ea rd  an y  shots la te ­
l y ;  h a ve  y o u ? "

“ One ca n n o t h ea r m uch  when you  and 
Sfcott are  rom p in g  w ith  e a ch  o th e r ."

“ I am  sure he o u g h t to  have had 
en ou gh  o f  it  b y  thi3 t im e ,”  I Bay, n ot
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a llu d in g  to  th e  rom p in g . “ H e sta rted  off 
th e  m om en t a fte r  b re a k fa st—seven good  
hou rs  a go , a t the  v e ry  le a st .”

“ A re y o u  in  a  h u rry  t o  h a ve  h im  back , 
A ll ie ? "

“ N ot th e  s ligh test. O n ly  it  is  a ston ish ­
in g  how  th e  th in g  n ever seem s to  p a ll 
u pon  th e m !"

O live look s  a t m e, and  th e  expression  
o f  her fa ce  a n n oys  m e.

“ M ay I  aBk w h a lr is  a m u s in g ?"  I  in ­
q u ire  cross ly .

“ 0 , n o th in g ! O nly , fo r  such a con firm ed  
sp in ster—"

“ O live, th e  end  o f  it  w ill be  th a t  I  sh a ll 
q u a rre l w ith  y o u ."

“ I  hope n o t ,"  O live says  eq u a b ly . 
“ H ere is  S ir  R on a ld  co m in g  up  the 
la w n ."

I  h a d  seen h im  b e fo re  she spok e, cross ­
in g  th e  grass  le isu re ly , h is  gu n  un der 
h is  arm , and  h is  dogs a t h is  heels. He 
w ears k n ick erb ock ers  and  coa rse  r ib b e d  
sh ootin g -stock in gs , and  h e  lo o k s  very  well 
—o r  I  lik e  h is look s  very  w ell—aB he com es 
up  t o  the  w indow .

“ J u st in  tim e  fo r  tea , R o n a ld ."
“ I  d o n ’t  ca re  fo r  tea , R osa lie ,”  he  

la u gh s, le a n in g  h is  gu n  a g a in s t  the  w all 
and s itt in g  dow n on  th e  steps a t a litt le  
d ista n ce  fro m  m e. “ B ut I  d o n 't  m in d  
a ss istin g  a t  the  cerem on y  on ce  in  a 
w a y .”

“ H ad you  'a n y  sport, R o n a ld ? "
“ She hopes y o u  h ad  n ot,”  O live in ter­

p o la tes  m isch ievou sly .
“ W h y does she hop e  th a t? "  R o n a ld  asks, 

lo o k in g  a t m e.
“ D on 't  m ind  O live ; she is  in ten se ly  dis­

a greea b le  to -d a y ,"  I  la u g h , sh ru g g in g  m y 
shoulders.

D igges  h a s  b ro u g h t  up  a  g y p sy -ta b le  
in fr o n t  o f  m e, and la id  th e  tea -th in gs  
up on  it—m y d a in ty  Sevres cu ps  and  sau ­
cers, m y g ild ed  spoon s, m y fa v o r ite  plum - 
cak e, p iled  h ig h  on  a  Sevres d ish , O live ’s 
fa v o r ite  hom e-m ade b iscu its , a  b ask et o f  
r ip e  b la ck  plum s.

“ W h a t have y o u  been d o in g  w ith  y o u r ­
se lf a ll d a y , R o s a lie ? "  R o n a ld  asks, w ith  
a p p a re n t irre lev a n cy .

“ G a rd en in g  a  litt le , and  d r iv in g  w ith  
A u n t R osa .”

“ W h y d id  y o u  n ot com e to  m eet m e, .as 
y o u  p rom ised  y o u  w o u ld ? "

“ I  d o n ’t k n ow ."
“ I  waB lo o k in g  o u t  fo r  y o u  in  th e  la rch  

w o o d ."
“ W ere y o u ? "
“ Is  th a t  th e  w a y  in  w h ich  y o u  keep 

yo u r  prom isee , R o sa lie ? "
“ I  s ca rce ly  ever m ak e a n y  p ro m ise s ."
“ So m u ch  th e  be tter , s in ce  y o u  can 

b rea k  them  so e a s ily .”
“ I  in tended  to  go , R o n a ld ."
“ T hen w h y d id  y o u  n o t  co m e ? "
I f  I  h a d  a n y  rea son  a t a ll, it  w as such 

a  s il ly  on e  th a t  I  d o  n ot ca re  to  te ll  it  
to  h im —indeed  n o th in g  w ou ld  in d u ce  me 
•to te ll it  to  h im , o f  a ll p eop le  in the 
w orld . I  h ave gon e  t o  m eet h im  on  his 
w a y  b a ck  from  sh ootin g  p ro b a b ly  a  hu n ­
dred  t im es ; b u t o f  la te  I  h a ve  shrunk 
from  tre a tin g  h im  w ith  th e  s is te r ly  fa ­
m ilia r ity  w h ich  has ren dered  o u r  in ter­
cou rse  w ith  ea ch  o th e r  so p lea sa n t—to 
m e, a t le a st—fo r  the  la s t  three  years. 
W hen  o r  how  th is  new fee lin g  o f  shyness 
sp ru n g  u p  it  w ou ld  puzzle m e to  te ll. 
R o n a ld  has a lw a ys  trea ted  m e lik e  a 
yo u n g e r  s ister, w ith ^ a  gen tle  p ro te ct in g  
k indness w h ich  h a s  n oth in g  o f  th e  lo ver  
ab ou t it. I  b elieve  h is  la s t  a ttem p t at 
lov e  m a k in g  w as in th e  tra in  th a t  ev­
en ing , th ree  yea rs  ago , w hen he b rou g h t 
m e dow n to  W ood h a y . I  do n ot rem em ­
ber a  s in g le  w ord , a s in g le  lo o k  since 
then w h ich  cou ld  be con stru ed  in to  the 
m ost d ista n t a p p roa ch  to  a n y th in g  b e ­
yon d  co u sin ly  o r  b ro th e r ly  a ffection . And 
I h ave ign ored  the p a st jUBt as en tire ly  
—perhapB it  was ea s ier  fo r  m e to  do it 
than  fo r  h im —and fou n d  it very  p lea ­
san t to  have R on a ld  to  g o  t o  in  all m y 
difficu lties , to  ease  m e in  a  g re a t  m ea­
sure o f  a ll m y cares o f  state, fo r , th ough  
we do n ot live  in th e  sam e cou n ty , o r  in 
the sam e co u n try  even—R o n a ld ’s p lace , 
B a lq u h a rrie , is in S cotla n d —he com es to 
W ood h a y  o fte n , and w e w rite  to  "each 
o th e r  co n sta n t ly —lo n g  le tters , ch ie fly  on 
business, b u t le tters  w h ich  I  th in k  are  a 
p leasu re  to  us both . I  kn ow  th e y  a re  a 
p leasu re  to  m e.

I  h a ve  had  a  g rea t  m a n y  o ffe rs  o f  m a r­
r ia g e  d u rin g  th e  la s t  th ree  years, m ore 
than  I  ca re  to rem em ber. I  d ism issed  m y 
su itors  on e  a fte r  th e  o th e r  w ith  no 
qua lm s o f  con scien ce , fo r  even  th e  v a in ­
e s t  o f  them  co u ld  n ot say  th a t  I had  
bestow ed  a n y  fa vors  up on  h im , o r  given  
him  a n y  reason  to  believe  th a t  I w ould 
len d  a fa v o ra b le  ea r  to  h is  su it. The 
o n ly  on e  fo r  w hom  I  fe lt  a n y  sym p ath y  
w as p o o r  G ussie D eane. I t  d id  gr ieve  
m e—fo r  the space  o f  a d a y  and  a  h a lf  
—to send him  a w a y  s o rro w in g ; b u t then  
n e ith er  h a d  I  ever g iven  h im  an y  en cou r­
agem en t—m y grea tes t  enem y cou ld  not 
ca ll m e a  flirt. Gus had  gon e  o u t  to  the 
Cape, he  w ent m ore  th a n  a ye a r  a g o ; 
O live hears  from  h im  som etim es. She
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says she th in k s  he  is ge tt in g  ra th e r  fon d  
o f  h is co lo n e l ’ s d a u gh ter , a n ice g ir l  w hom  
we used to  know  in  L o n d o n ; and  I  h op e  
it  is the case. E llin o r  D eane is m arried  
to  J a ck  R o lle s to n ; I  h ave had  them  dow n 
here  a t W ood h a y  on a v is it. P o p p y  and 
her h u sban d  a re  in C eylon .

R on a ld  S cott had  never gon e  b a ck  to  
In d ia . A d ista n t re la tiv e—a  th ird  o r  
fo u r th  cou sin  o f  h is  m o th e r ’s, I  believe, 
and  a  very  o ld  m an—had  d ied  b e fore  hiB 
y e a r ’s h o lid a y  was over , le a v in g  h im  
B a lq u h a rrie , a  fine w ild  p la ce  in the 
north  o f  S cotlan d , w h ich  it  seems he a l­
w ays knew  w ou ld  on e  d a y  be his. I  have 
never been  th e re ; b u t I  h ave seen p h o to ­
grap h s o f  the o ld  ca stle , w ith  Its keep 
and d ra w b rid ge , and  th e  g r e a t  w ild 
m ou n ta in s  tow erin g  up b eh in d  it. Som e­
tim es a  d isa greeab le  th o u g h t o b tru d es  it ­
se lf in to  m y  m in d  th a t  R on a ld  w ill be 
m a r ry in g  som eb od y  som e o f  these days, 
and  th a t  I  sh a ll lose  m y fr ien d . B ut 
I  p u t the idea aw ay from  m e p ers isten t­
l y ;  w hen th e  m is fortu n e  happens it  w ill 
be tim e  en ou gh  to  la m en t ov e r  it. M ean­
w h ile  R on a ld  b e lon gs  t o  me.

D ear o ld  U ncle Tod died tw o  yea rs  a go, 
and  s in ce  h is  death  A unt R osa  has lived  
w ith  me. A t h is  death  the L ock h arts  
m oved  in to  th e  v ic ra g e . I t  is p leasa n t to 
h ave O live so n ea r—sca rce ly  a  d a y  passes 
th a t we do n o t  see ea ch  o th er—her Dur- 
Bery is  on e  o f  m y fa v o r ite  h aun ts. W hen 
i  am  e n jo y in g  m yse lf there , n obod ^  w ou ld  
suppose  th a t  I was the  u n a p p roa ch a b le  
Miss Som ers o f  W o o d h a y —so, a t lea&o, 
O live te lls  m e when she ln te r r iip ts ' som e 
g lo r io u s  FOffifc. A nd I  am  h a p p y  en ou eh , 
w ith  a  k in d  o f  n eg ative  happinesB—I m an ­
age to  live , and  ta k e  som e p leasu re  ou t 
o f  l i fe —w ith ou t the h e a rt  w h ich  I  buried , 
th e  d a y  I  cam e o f  age, fa r  dow n in the 
depths o f  m y sh adow y com be. I  have 
never a ttem pted  to  ra ise  it  up  a g a in —I 
do n ot suppose  I  cou ld , i f  I  w ou ld . I 
have loved  a n d  d on e  w ith  love—I  gave

m y  h e a rt  t o  G erard  B ax ter  th re e  yea r*  
and  a  h a lf  a go , and , i f  I  h ave a n y  h e a rt  
le ft, it is h is  still. D eep dow n , fa r  a w a y  
from  the d is tu rb in g  p leasures a n d  cares  
o f  e very  d a y , lie s  th e  m em ory  o f  a  b o y  
w ith  d a rk  eyes—th e  m em ory  o f  a  ta ll 
han d som e la d  w hom  I  lo v e d  lo n g  ago, 
w hom  I  know —if  I  d a red  to  d istu rb  the 
m oss a n d  lo n g  grasses  a b o u t th a t  b u ried  
hea rt—I  lo v e  s t i l l . as I  sh a ll n ever love  
a n y  o n e  e lse  in  the  w orld .

“ I  th o u g h t y o u  w ere in  a  h u rry  fo r  tea, 
A ll ie ? "

O live ’s v o ice  w akes m e o u t  o f  a  rev­
erie.

“ I  w on d er w here L ily  1b? "  I  rem a rk , as 
I  a rra n g e  m y  cu ps and  Baucers.

“ In  h er  room , I  th in k .”
“ P o o r  c h i ld !"  I  say  so ftly .
“ She seem s very  nervous a n d  exc ited , 

A llie , doesn ’t  Bhe?"
“ Is  it  a n y  w o n d e r?"
“ I  Buppose n o t ."
I  fee l v e ry  nervous and  ex c ite d  m yse lf, 

th ou g h  I  t r y  not to  th in k  o f  to -m orrow . 
I  h ave been  le a rn in g  a  lesson  fo r  th e  la st  
three yea rs , and  I  am  a fra id , now  th a t 
I  sha ll so soon  be ca lled  up on  to  rep ea t  
it, m y co u ra g e  m a y  fa il a t the  la s t  m o­
m ent. I f  I  co u ld  h a ve  s^ved m y se lf  so 
severe a tr ia l, I  w ou ld  h a ve  done i t ;  b u t 
I  cou ld  n ot v e r y  w ell. A nd  a fte r  a ll, it  is 
b etter  to  h a ve  it  over . T he test m ust 
com e soon er o r  la te r , an d  som etim es I 
a lm ost  lo n g  fo r  it  w ith  a  fever  o f  im p a ti­
ence, fo r , t i l l  I  h a ve  tr ie d  m y ow n  en­
d u ran ce , how  ca n  I  k n ow  th a t  it  w ill 
stand  ?

“ S cott, w ill y o u  ru n  in  and  p u ll the 
bell, d a r lin g —o r  stay , I  wiH go  fo r  her 
m yse lf. H ere  is y o u r  tea , O live, and  ex­
cuse m e fo r  a m om en t—I  w ant to  see 
w h at L ily  is  a b o u t."

I  find h er  in  the p re tty  sou th  room , 
w h ich  I  h a ve  had  fitted  up  fo r  her. She 
is s ta n d in g  b e fore  the g lass, a  s lender 
figu re  in  a  lo n g  w h ite gow n .

“ L i ly ! "
She tu rn s  rou n d  at th e  sound o f  m y 

voice .
“ A d m irin g  yo u rse lf, y ou  va in  c h ild ? "
She runs to  m e, th row s  h e r  arm s rou n d  

m e, and  bursts  in to  a sudden p a ss ion  o f  
tears.

“ M y d ea r L ily , w h at a re  y o u  c r y in g  fo r , 
on  th is  d a y , o f  a ll d a ys  in  th e  y e a r !"  
O n ly sobs answ er m e. I  tou ch  h er  h a ir  
ten d erly , the  so ft  h a ir  th a t  g lea m s lik e  
go ld  as it  r ip p les  a w a y  from  her wh*te 
foreh ead . “ Y ou  are  a very  fo o lish  c h ’ ld , 
L i ly ;  d o  y o u  know  th a t? ”

“ I  ca n n o t h e lp  it, R osa lie , oh , R osa lie , 
w h at i f  he  shou ld  n o t  ca re  fo r  m e—w h at 
i f  he shou ld  h ave ca red  fo r  som ebody 
e lse—"

“ He h a s  n ot cared  fo r  a n y b o d y  e lse  since 
he le f t  you , d a r lin g ."

“ B u t how  do you  k n o w ?"
“ I know . A nd I  h a ve  com e to  tak e  you  

dow n to  tea. D ry  y o u r  eyes and  com e 
w ith  m e.”  •

She d ries  h e r  eyes o b e d ie n tly ; she is 
ju s t  as m u ch  o f  a  ch ild  s till as she waB 
three ye a rs  ago . In  o th e r  th in g s  she is 
im p roved  o u t  o f  a ll resem bla n ce  to  her 
fo rm e r  self. In  a p p earan ce  she has, if  
a n y th in g , ga in ed  in  a ttra ctiven ess , w h ile  
in m an n er she is as d iffe ren t from  the 
g ir l I  b ro u g h t  dow n to  W ood h a y  three  
yea rs  a go  as she is in  ed u ca tion  and 
refinem ent o f  speech. I  h a ve  tak en  pa ins 
to  m ak e  G erard ’s w ife  as b e a u tifu l m en­
ta l ly  as she is o u tw a rd ly , fo r  h is  sake, 
and  I  h a ve  been rew ard ed  ,b y  a  m ost u n ­
expected  m easu re  o f  success. L ily  is as 
fa ir  as th e  flow er she is  ca lled  a fte r—the 
w retch ed  su rrou n d in gs  o f  h er  neglected  
ch ild h ood  h a ve  n o t  sm irch ed  th e  w h ite­
ness o f  her soul.

A lit le  w a y w a rd  she is still, a litt le  
w illfu l e ven ; b u t  to  m e she is  alwayB 
ob ed ien ce  itse lf. I  th in k  she a lw a ys  w ou ld  
be to  any on e  she loved .

And she loves  m e w ith  a  p e r fe c t  pas­
sion  o f  d evotion . W h eth er she w ou ld  
lov e  m e so m uch  i f  she knew  h ow  G erard  
on ce  loved  m e I  know  not—I  have tak en

M o s t  G ro c e rs  W ill  G iv e  Y o u

"SALADA"
Ceylon Tea when you ask for It, but there are others 
who would rather make a big profit than serve you 
well. Ask for “ Salada” and see that you get it. 

BLACK , M IXED o r  GREEN.
S o ld  O n ly  In L oa d  P a c k e ts .

OU
By n il G ro ce rs .

I
F W in ter  w eath er rou gh en s  and reddens 

y o u r  sk in , ca u s in g  chaps, ch ilb lains 
and  general d iscom fort, try

NA-DRU-CO
Witch Hazel Cream

T h e  cr e a m y  Ingredients soo th  and soften  
the ou ter sk in , w h ile  the W itch  H azel 
penetrates  and  hea ls  the deeper tissues. 
D eligh tfu l a fter sh a v in g  or  w ashing.

2 5 c . a  bottle , at y o u r  d ruggist ’ s.
NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO.
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It P ay s The H ousew ife
to use the best sugar— because 
poor sugar means poor cooking.

is the genuine“ M ontrea lG ran ulated” — absolutely pure, 
sparkling crystals o f  the most inviting appearance.

A s k  yo u r grocer for a 20  lb. 
b a g  o f  ST. LAWRENCE  
GRANULATED —  also sold 
b y  the barrel and in 10 0  lb. bags.

The St. Lawrence Sugar Refining Co. Limited
MONTREAL. 3 2

ca re  th a t  Bhe sh a ll never h ea r  th a t  story  
from  m e o r  from  a n y  on e  else.

“ W h a t sh a ll I  do  If h e  h ates m e, E o b i- 
l ie ? ”

I  am  h o ld in g  o n e  o f  th e  sm all trem b- 
l in e  hands, sm ooth in g  b a ck  th e  ten d rils  
o f  red  g o ld  h a ir  o u t  o f  th e  v e lv e ty  sap ­
ph ire  b lue eyes. T he b e a u ty  o f  th e  w ist­
fu l fa ce  sends a  s tran ge  p a n g  to  m y

“ H ate you , d a r lin g ! A b i f  he  c o u ld !”  
“ He never lo v e d  m e aB I  loved  him , 

R o sa lie .”
“ T hen he w ill fa ll  in  lo v e  w ith  y o u  t o ­

m orrow ,”  I  assure  her, sm ilinir. She 
sm iles, too , a t th a t , a  v ery  ch ild lik e  sm ile. 

“ I f  X co u ld  o n ly  th in k  it—”
“ M y d a r lin g , y o u  m a y  b e  sure o f  it. He 

w ill n ot be a b le  to  he lp  h im se lf.”
“ Am  I  bo d iffe ren t from  w h at I  waB 

th e n ? ”
The deep v e lv e ty  eyes search  m y  fa ce  

w is tfu lly , the  c o lo r  b u rn s  deeper and 
deeper in  th e  rou n d ed  cheeks.

“ J u st th e  d ifferen ce  th a t  he w ou ld  w ish  
to  see. L ily . Y o u  w ere a  ch ild  then , d a r ­
l in g ; now  y o u  are  a  w om an , rea d y  to  lend  
a  w om a n ’ a ea rn est h e lp fu l l i fe .”

“ I f  I  m ay  o n ly  he lp  h im , R o s a lie !” . 
"Y o u  sh a ll help  h im . See how  he has 

g o t  on —w h at a  nam e he haB m ade for  
h im se lf! A nd i f  he  h a s  don e  bo m uch 
a lone, w h at w ill he  n o t  do w ith  y o u  to  
ch eer and  e n co u ra g e  h im ?”

She sighs, as i f  th e  p ictu re  op p ressed  
h er w ith  its  w e ig h t o f  fe lic ity .

“ W h at h a ve  y o u  been  d o in g  up here 
a ll the  a ftern oon , L i ly ? ”

"L o o k in g  at m y se lf in  th e  g la s s ,”  she 
answ ers a t once .

“ W h a t a  ch ild  y o u  a r e !”  I  say . la u g h ­
ing .

“ I t  w as ch ild ish , w asn ’t  i t ?  B u t, i f  y ou  
knew , R o sa lie —”

“ I  do know , d a r lin g —I k n ow  a ll abou t 
it .”

I t  is  I  w ho sigh  th is  tim e, re m em b er in g  
a  g ir l in  a b lu e  dress, w ith  a  bu n ch  o f  
violetB n estlin g  ov er  h er  h e a rt—a g ir l  w ho 
h ad  lo ok ed  up  in to  G e r :y d  B a x te r 's  d a rk  
eyes and  “ loved  h im  w ith  th a t  lo v e  w h ich  
w as h er  d oom .”

“ Com e dow n and  h a ve  som e te a ,”  I  say , 
d ra w in g  her o u t  o f  th e  room  w ith  me.

I  lo v e  the ch ild , fo r  G erard ’s sak s ; b u t  
it  has cos t  m e m an y  a p a n g  to  w atch  
her g ro w in g  love lin ess  and  th in k  w hose 
arm s w ill c lasp  her, w hose lipB w ill k iss 
her b y  and  b y  w hen I  am  fo r g o tte n ! T he 
p a in  is very  va g u e  now , a d im n ess h a s  
com e o v e r  it  o f  la te . B ut I  kn ow  th a t  it  
is o n ly  in  a b ey a n ce—th a t the very  sound 
o f  G erard  B a x te r ’s vo ice  w ill b r in g  it  a ll 
to  l i fe  a ga in , to  h a u n t m e w ith  its  o ld  
to rm e n tin g  a n gu ish  o f  unrest.

“ I  Bhall know  to -m orrow ,”  the g ir l  Kays 
d rea m ily , as we croBB the h a ll togeth er . 
“ I  eha ll k n ow  to -m o rro w .”

(To be con tinu ed .)

ROOF AGAINST LIGHTNING
Easily and cheaply make roofs 

proof against wet, wind, fire 
aud lightning.

S a fe  L o c k  
i  I  C S t O n  S h in g les  

t o s t  less than flimsy substitutes; 
^outlast the building itself; need no 
ainting. Don’t buy roofing before 
you send to us for complete facts. 

M . S . &  S . C o . P r e s to n , 
j | O n t. | 123

Which is his

T H E R E ’S no mistaking the expression o f  a  man whose farm is well “ improved.” 
He looks as prosperous as he feels.

It isn’t the size o f  a place that counts most, nor its actual dollars-and-cents 
value. I ts  rather that “ well-kept,”  thrifty appearance; the appearance that makes 
you think o f  fat stock, and well-filled barns, and comfortable, contented living.

Neat, permanent improvements go further-in giving a farm this appearance than 
any other feature.

Concrete Is The Ideal Material
f o r  s u c h  im p r o v e m e n t s . I t  is  n e a t , h a r m o n iz in g  w it h  its  s u r r o u n d in g s  in  t h e  c o u n t r y  
E v e r la s tin g -, it  c a n n o t  b e  in ju r e d  b y  f ire , f r o s t ,  w in d  o r  l ig h t n in g . A g e — in s te a d  o f  
c a u s in g  it  t o  dojeay— a c t u a l ly  m a k e s  it  s t r o n g e r .

C o n c r e t e  n e v e r  n e e d s  r e p a ir — firs t  c o s t  is  la s t  c o s t .  N e w  im p r o v e m e n t s  c a n  b e  a d d e d  
y e a r  a f t e r  y e a r  w it h  le se  e x p e n s e  th a n  w o u ld  b e  r e q u ir e d  to  k e e p  w o o d e n  s t r u c t u r e s  
in  r e p a ir .

C o n c r e t e  w a lk s , f e e d in g  f lo o r s , d a ir y -b a r n s , i c e -h o u s e s ,  r o o t - c e l la r s ,  w e ll -c u r b in g -  
f e n c e  p o s ts , s i lo s — w h ic h  o f  t h e s e  d o e s  y o u r  fa r m  n e e d  m o s t ?  W h a t e v e r  v o n  
b u ild , i t ’ s  b e s t  t o  b u i ld  it  o f  c o n c r e t e .  *

D o  y o u  w a n t  t o  k n o w  m o r e  a b o u t  th ia  s u b je c t  at  p e r m a n e n t  f a r m  im p r o v e m e n t * ?
T h e n  w r it e  f o r  y o u r  c o p y  o f

“ What The Farmer Can Do With Concrete.’*
It’s a book 01 160 pages, telling how other 

farmers have used the “ handy m aterial" to 
good advantage. Published to  tell at SOc. a 
copy, It Is now being offered 'tree to all farm ers 
who write for It. Address

Canada Cement C o, Ltd., 30-JS National Bank Bnilding, Montreal


