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Away From the Throsg inthoﬁaawbghﬂu.cwmi ‘“ What is i, mother ? '’ asked Estelle with direes and un-
It;nsyt;otbo—;za&i:auglwm first —Mr. Clsnricarde having, taken the|agsin, with preternatural calmness. BShe|i “intll.
way {rom t. ong is best ; whole inside, telegrams, _ seemed as if struck to stone, pale and rigid « How I wish were i 1" and
na”ﬁif?ﬁiycmn‘b“m’m Waleriroar, |ohe momey markes, leavin wife the | as i you my sister " said

For frbnmga Are 33;' that ;ro sure and true— This ot e oal -
Aye, crowl is & mob to me; ) is was % rivilege 3
Hor):‘r tame aud wild is the distant wild, gex unlucky y P h:;

Morse calm is the stormiest sea.

} & statue.
~ ‘“Ah, poorboy ! I can reslize his good-
ness now ! I am so grieved for him, and

Ah, it muat be o, for the wisest koow
That man s & foe to man! ;
The love is «in«ll that extends to all,

Tho' we trust it A8 We can wishous the quivering of a muscle or the
'I'(; ba.v? one friend n[t. a lgug lite's end, turning of ahair. She read it, indeed, as
# a blessi:. g rara, [ sigh. it she had i, pussaray e
One faithful ~lasp as we dying gasp— “W snd lmked' ;
One glance 1n u.‘:z honest eye! tep of the page at her daughter, speculating
S p— on her reception of the shunder-bolt which
ot re's love in ail, in , : :
In the flend whom all avoid; neither surprised nor shocked herself.

You may see 1ts gleam in a demon's dream,
And it caunor be destroyed.

In the great and least, in man and beast,
"Tig the soul, til} life shall fail,

T'm sure 'tis part of my lady’'s heart,
And it wags my spapiel’s tail.

would hin g' a had had
Hut I sigh again as [ say with paig, bave ook of her. She

Away {rom the throng is best;

My fondest dreams are of woods and streams
Afar in the hostile west.

Thore's o gl-am I prize in my borse’s eyes,
And I like- three dogs at most—

Aye, one dear face in my beart has place,
But it canuot hold a bost.
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st her with eyes full of a mournful farewell
—no vision had before her, halting
for s moment to fill her hears with ¢
pain and terror of love—no voice calling
her name in the dear accents so well
known had sounded in her ear—no dog had
howled in warning—no owl had hooted
ghastly presage. Full of sorrcw and pity
for this illness which had struck down her
beloved, she had also the buoyans belief of
youth, and felt sure that he would recover.
For to love, life is immortality, and the
beloved cannot died.

At this moment she waa not thinking of
anything very definitely. She wae only
dumbly conscious, as always now, of
Anthony Harford, and her ever- increasing
difficulties himward. She knew that the
net was drawing daily tighter and closer
around her, and that the repelling power
ghe had over him—almost like a mesmeric
power—would one day be broken through,
to her dread and She waa
conscious that she would have at last to
hear what she had so long restrained.
Yet she meant to make a good fight of i,
and to appeal to his generosity as she had
already appesled to Caleb Stagg's. But
she was more than doubtful of the resait,
The masterful will and hard-mouthed
resoluteness of Anthony made a man of a
very different mould from Caleb Stagg in
hia lowly humility and tender self-abnega-
tion. Anthony would marry the woman
he tancied, however reluctant she might be,
supremely confident that he could distance
every rival, and wipe out every other
thought or affection when once he had her
as his own and could woo her as he would.
He was s man who owned no saperior, and
whose masser had yet to be born. What
he ses his hand to do, that would he eventn.
ally accomplish—the most formidable
obstacles eounting no more than so many
straws in his way. And a woman’'s love
ranked with the rest. Whatever moments
of depression and doubt he might have,
the central thread remained unbroken—
the woman he loved he would have, and
the woman he had should love him.

All this Estelle felt rather than formul-
arized. Still, she meant to make a good
tight of it. And perhapashe would after
ail succeed. How could a man marry a
girl whose love was another's, and who
said frankly she could never love him, and
would always hate him, if even he took
her by force? He could not! Fo Estelle
the very idea was sacrilege ; and Anthony
Harford, though self-willed, was not
sacrilegions. Yet even if he were, and
even if he should insist on this crime,
there was always one door left open—she
could run away. She had money, got in a
mysterions manner, and really Charlie’s,
not hers. Thas did not much matter.
The tie between them was 8o
intimate, their lives were so thoroughly
fused sogether, that no shame attached to
her using hia money for her own preserva-
tion from an unholy marriage. Bank-rotes,
crisp and clean, sens, he never knew nor
could discover by whom, came two or three
times a year to him. They were addressed
to the Poss-Office, Kingshouse, and their
receipt was giveu in the Times, under the
initials " C. O." When Charlie went to
London the letters were forwarded to hiw
in dune course from the office. When he
went abroad, he empowered Estelle 1o
receive them, and to keep the money as a

+ It'a s queer feeling,’”” said Mra. Latimer.
« 1 sormetimes misdoubt myseif.”

« Misdonbs yoarssif of what ? ' queried
Mary, sharply. * Thas you are Mrs.
Latimer ? "

# My word, lass, but you are a stanch
'un | ' gaid the old lady, with a little laugh.

« There is not much good in being slack,”

- returned the young womsan. ** What we've
undertasken to do that we have to stick to,
and we have Hcripture warrant for nos
looking back when we've pus our hand to
the plough.”

“ Yes,”' said Mra. Latimer, a little dryly.
« But maybé our plough is one the Scrip-
tures wonldn't much hold with.”

“ And why oot ? "’ asked Mary. * Not
t¢ do the wood you do? What would
hec. '~ of that blessed Master Charlie bus
for «. : ip he gets from his friend anbe-
k~nowan—_ = Latimer, of Thorbergh ? And,
1 .2, why -houldn’t we as had to bear the
hea. +uA urden of the day have our reward
when » wve worked ro hard for it ? "

Ay, . nave worked hard,’” said Mrs.
Latimer. ' And it was s shame that the
master never so much ag lefs a five-pound
note after you had done all that you did
for him."

« 1 have taken my cnange out of him for
it,” said Mary, with quies grimness. *‘ Folk
shonld think vwice before they do unjustly
and maks enemies in this world. One never
knows when one’s sin may not find one out,
aod the one as we've trampled on rise up
in judgment again=t us.”

+ No,” said Mrs. Latimer ; but she spoke
with & cough, and a listle uneasily ; and
Mary saying, ** You'll be wanting your tes,
Mrs. Latimer,” bustled out of the room,
bringing the conversation to a close.

Il all co o to light some day,’” said
the old lady, ro- «ming her eternal knitting.
« It was a rash iaing to do; but the temp-
fation was greas, and Mary, she’s that
atrong-h { there's no going ceunter to
her. But she's overvold and confident, is
Mary, and doesn’t seem to think or fear.
I'd like to know the end of it for my pars,
and what the sentence would be. I fancy
it would be presty heavy. But Mary says
there s no, chance, and I don't see avy
great fesr myself. 8till it's sure to come
ous, if not one day, then another, and I'd
go out of it ators if 1 had the chance. But
I don't very well see ho# that can be. I'm
glad we have that tidy lov saved and pus
away there in the bedtick. No banks for
me, not 1if [ know it, with their managers
and directors and trash who go off with
the brass and leave the dupes to starve. A
good bit of stout clotb, well sewed with
waxed thread and hid among the feathers
—that's my style, and it's the bess, I
reckon, out of she lot | And while it's there
we can jast make ourselves scarce if things
look like QQuesr strees, and our room would
ba bettar tshan our company. Buasit'sa
venturesome thing to (lio, ;nd I oft wom}er
at myself. And really, if it were not for =,
Muteyr Charles, I th?nk I'd be fit to give future provision for themselves. She hed
up any day of the year. Bat that bonny done 0 ; andshe had sent she acknowledg.
bairn holds me to is little as he knows menta to she paper, as she had been instruct-
what's being done for him, or who s a.do- ed. And now she had close on a hundred
ing it. Lord love him! The lass time I pounds, which would help her to the
saw him and he yave me that kiss, he took maintenance of her integrisy it pushed to
the hesrt out of me; and I said so myselt the last resource. It would be a desperate
then, * Ye bonny little lad, it ever I can do step to take; and she trembled when she
you a good turn I will,” and I've stuck to | thoughs of it, as she ofteu did, realizing the
my word even onto this, and I will to the | 8hawme and scandal and disgrace of her
ond. that 1 will 1" Here Mary broughs in | Plight, and the blow it would be to her
the ses, and Mrs. Latimer’s musings came mother. But if needs must, she would.
to an end. - She would do anything rather than marry

This, then, was the annuitant whom Anthony Harford, with Charlie at Yoko.
Anthony Harford had promised Mrs. Clan. g:;“‘éom “::%“;ﬁé;“vfgn:;‘;%v a
f,},":&‘;iogf ;?i?hd t;e: igpe?nﬁ;;n?itxi health to embark and claim her. She would
thas unlucky George—the ill.stared mother feel herself guilty of a shametnl crime
of that perverse Estelle—hoped would be | Were sheto marry another while her true
as full of evil circumstances as were com- love and promised husband lived. Notallthe
patible with life and prophetic of speedy vows ssid before the altar, not all the
death. Bus he would nos go to see her ye$, blessings pronounced by the priest, nor the
being ctill under the spell as Kiogshouse — | ¥00 links forged by the law and recognized
waiting to see how things would turn— by society, could make her feel other than
whether he shouid have to live down that | 22 adulteress were she to yield he!;self to
over, or tinally be enabled to slake it a$ insistence—whether her  mother's or,
the somsciimes too eatisfying, soo refriger- Anthony Harford’s. She was Charlie’s,
ating fount of matrimony—that sometimes none other’s; and during his life no other
grave of love, iuto which, however, love | man should own her. )
must needs descend. If Mrs. Latimer and It she was thinking at all, she was
Mary hsd known thas at this present thinking all this, but she was feeling
moment their landlord was at Kingshouge, rather than thinking, and quietly eating
dicing with the residuary legatee, Greorge her somewhat slender luncheon—as we all
Clanricarde—watching, studying Estelle, must eas, poor slaves of master as we are,
whom Charlia QOsborne loved and loved let what will betide ! i .
Charlie—while giving his soul as s habi- 8till holding the paper in her hand, Mrs.
tation ior seven devils to possess because Clanricarde called Estelle to come with
he saw just the nameless and formless her into the drawing.-room. She had pat
ghadow of that love cast athwars his own | %% s mask of sorrow, and the girl saw that

. path—if they had known of all those links something was amiss. Her mind sweps
g:iug now forged besween them sud sheir | F*Pidly round the narrow circle of distant
past—them snd their futurs—even stout- friends, but the very immensityof her
bearted Mary woula have quailed, and the fesr excluded the worst for Charlie. Love
vivacions biack eves of the old lady would desls so gently with suspicion in all its
have paled with fear. Baut nothing being forms! When a friend hints at a fault,

no dream of Charlie—pale, tearful, locking |

tor you, my dear,” said Mrs. Clanricarde,
pressed her handkerchief to

& Mother, what is it,”’ repeated Estelle,
with the strange sternness of great and
sudden fear.

pain.

«“He is gone, dear'’ said Mrs. Clanri-
carde—* gone to heaven, where he will
never suffer more ?

“It is not true!’ said Estelle, ‘ He
could nos have dicd without coming to us.
He would not !’

Her mother gave her the paper.

« Here is the announcement,’’ she said.
« I know no more than you.”

Estelle looked at is. Her large eyes
opened wide, her lips were parched,
brain was all confused and as if on fire.
The letters seemed to form themselves
into individosl and living creatures, which
nad each its own physiognomy ; acd then
they were like the clanging of bells sound-
ing in her ears—‘‘ At Yokohams, of fever,
Charles, the only son of the Rev. James
Osborne, late Vicar of Kingshouse.” It
was & kind of dirge sound, flowing out
from that point where the letters turned
to living crestures on the paper, showing
to eyes what the bells sounded to her ears.
There was not & tear, not a sob, not & sigh
—only this dry, wild-eyed statuesque
horror of attention, like one looking into
the grave of the beloved.

Her mother spoke to her ; she did not
hear. She put her arm round the stiffened
shoulders ; she did not feel.

« Egtelle ! Estelle !” she said;
to me, dear. Estelle, ma cherie, speak ! "

The girl looked at mother at first as if
she did not know her ; then she shuddered
and pushed that mother from her with a
movement of irrepressible horror.

“ Let me go!’ she said, hoarsely. “1I
must be alone. Let me go, mother. I
cannot bear it !

«Kiss me before you go,”’ said Mrs.
Clanricarde, who waa really frightened.

“Kiss you!’ said Estelle. *“No; you
are his murderess! I will never kisa you

: N

For the moment she was in truth and in
deed absolutely mad.

+“Good God! have I gone toofar?”
thought Mrs. Clanricarde. * Is her brain
really turned

With a strange gesture, and a face that
had only her features, but none of her
natural expression, thegirl turned from the
room and went upstairs tc her own, where
she double-locked the door and shut her-
self in with her sorrow and despair. All
that day she remained invisible; would
not open the door nor come down stairs ;
would not eat; would scarcely answer when
they knocked—sitting there in a kind of
trance wherein her sonl went down into the
grave. Her mother's prayers went for noth-
ing; she returned only short monosyllables
in reply—monosyllables |which would have
been fierce had they not been so dry and
dead. To her father her tone was some-
what softer. He was free from blood-gnilsi-
ness, and had not helped ip the murder of
her beloved. At last Mrs. Clanricarde,
whose compassion was at all times but a
rather shallow stream, tired of this dumb
atrife and mute rebeilion, and peremptorily
commanded her to open the door and see
her and speak to her. And Estelle, overcome
by the force of habit, did as she was told,
and let her mother enter.

Mrs. Clanricarde gave a little cry when
she saw her daughter. From 2 o’clock
until now, 10, she had changed almost as if
she had been transformed. All the tender,
supple, timid grace had gone out of her
face and fignre. There was no shyness in
her eyes, no love upon her lips, no line of
yielding, of sympathy, of girlish love, of
womanly softness left in her. She looked
like & modern Medusa, turning to stone for
.,-r own part, and capable of turning to
stone all those who looked on her.” No tears
were in her eyee, and none had been. Her
parted lips were as dry and as pathetic as
the Cenci's, but they were less loving.

+* My-dear child! my Estelle!"” cried Mrs.
Clanricarde, sincerely shocked and stirred.

* What do you want with me, mother ?”
asked Estelle, coldly.

* Why have you kept away from me?”’
returned the mother. “Am L[ not always
here to receive your sorrow and feel with
you in your grief ?"”

« Hush !” said Estelle, lifting her hand.
“Not & word of that. Your sympathy!”
she added, with deadly scorn. [t had in it
the essence of a curse.

« [ forgive you, Estelle,”’ she said, trying
to speak quietly. ** Your mind is upses,
and you are not yourself. You do not
know what you say, my poor child, and it
is the mother's part to have mercy and to
forgive.”

Estelle stood unmoved. All filial feeling
gseemed to have died in her—to be sub-
merged in the fiery deluge of her grief for
her beloved. Mrs. Clanricarde took her
hand, but her daughter shook off her
mother’s, as if it had been some noxious
thing that pained her.

«Don't touch me, mother,” she said,
harshly. ¢ Leave me to myself. Why
have you come to torment me ? "'

« Now, Eatelle, this nonsense must cease,”
said Mrs. Clanricarde, suddenly severe in
her turn. ‘If poor Charlie Osborne has
died eof fever, is that my fault? Why
should you turn agsinst me and behave
yourseli like a maniac as you are doing.
It is asburd, and undutiful as well, and I
will not allow it. 8o I tell you.”

A strange and ominous glare cams into
those beautifal brown eyes, usually so soft
and tender.

« Mother, if you do not leave me at once
I shall go mad,” she cried, in a hoarse
voice that had not a trace of her natural
gilver, her rightful melody, upon its rough-

i {oreseen. youdonotmpposencrime;when a child
ﬁ?&:}’,;,d“ﬁmﬁfn;ﬁmﬂ - Mhim %m falls ill, the mosher does nos foresee death.
drew her qusrterly dl&wuwe : Charlie Wers it otherwise, love would be a burden
Osbornes studied the stars from the streets $oo gre.t:efioh:: h’:‘j» and the heart would
of Yokohama ; Estelle wrote to him long h‘f‘;‘ : Ietth‘lts weight. )
letters of constans love and gentle truss ; y dear, I have bad news for you,
and Mra. Clanricarde, taught by experience, began Mre., Clanricarde, with great tender-
walkod warily and made no mistake. ness and sympsthy of voice and manner.

CH PTER XIIL « Wha$ is 1t, mother ?*’ asked Estelle,

THE GRAXD COTP. her soft eyes upened wide and dark as

the sunless night.

“ At Yokohams, of faver, Charles, the
only son of Rev. James Osborne,late Vicar of
Kingshouse." This was the aunouncement

returned. ‘It will be a heavy blow to
you. Poor Charlie!”

“You must be brave, my dear, she|

ened notes. - ** Leave me to myself—that
is the only way in which I can live. You
1send me mad to see and hear you.”

} “And you area wicked and undutital
i girl ; but I forgive you, and I am always
your maocther, ready to receive and comfort
you,” said Mrs. Clanricarde, pars revolted,
part frightened by this outburst, as she
|tarned and left the room, halting at the
‘door to say, ‘‘ At leass promise me one
| thing, Estelle—do not lock the door.”
]t you promise not to open ii,” said
Eatelle, in the same rough and unnatural
' tones, making = step forward. On which

Then his eyes filled up with tears. He
loved Estelle with more intrinsic tender-
ness, more simplicity of affeetion, than did
her mother, and he fels for her in her
presens trial with a faithfulness of
gympathy which that mother could not
compass nor even understand.

«Poor Estelle!’ he said. *Itisa hard

trial for her.”
«God sends us all trials,” ssid Mrs.
Clanricarde, with the tart religiosity of the
cross-tempered. * Estelle has to submit,
as we all muss. I havetoendure you,’ she
added, a little below her breath.

But her husband did not hear. He was
great at not hearing, as at times he was
great at not seeing. And then sleep came
down over the household, and only the
miserable Estelle stood by the window,
looking up to the starry sky, wondering in
whicl bright point her darling'swsoul was

, sure that he was looking down on
her and pitying her despair.

«He, at least, iz happy,’ she said to
herself again and again for reassurance.
« T am selfish to be so wretched ! I should
be happy, knowing -that he is ous of pain
and sorrow. But oh ! he would have been
o very, very happy had he lived, with my
love, as I with his. Oh, that we might
have known that love—that dear swees life
together, before God had taken him to
Himself !

It was the cry of a human heart making
iteelf heard in spite of all the comforting
assurances of faith—the pitiful sob of love,
stronger than death, and dearer than the
eternal heaven of an unfading joy.

CHAPTER XILL

THE LAYING OF THE GROUND.

Days passed, and Estelle was still
invisible 1o the world outside Les Saales,
and but rarely to that within. She was
ill, her mother said to Anthony Harford
and allother inquirers ; which, indeed, was
but too true, and ill as much mentally as
physically. .

She would see no one—not even Lady
Elizabeth —and certainly not Anthony
Harford. For him, indeed, she showed
such shuddering repugnance that hermother
was afraid to press her. The sacrifice of
herself had to be made, cost her what it
would. She had to be Anthony's wife,
though she paid the supreme forfeit in
return.

On this point Mrs. Clanricarde was
inexorable. BShe was emphatically a
modern mother with whom love counts as
tolly, and money is the only desirable good
in marriage—who will welcome as her son-
in.law a moral leper or a physical, if
sufficiently well gilded—to whom a

arrangement, to be pressed down wlen
inconveniently active, and to be ignored
when only passively suffering.

During this time of the girl's first
anguish of despair Anthony Harford’s siate
was only a shade less pitiable than hers.
He controlled all outward expression of
feeling as rigidty as if he had been a true
red-skin, and only Lady Elizabeth knew
what no one else saw nor suspected. Lady
Elizabeth put matters on a more truthful

truthfnl, let the cost be what it might.

« Yes, she was what is meant by ‘in
love' with him,"” she said, with her gentle
straightforwardness when Anthony asked
her if there had been anything like a love
affair—an engagement —between Miss Clan-
ricarde and this young man, whose name
at this moment filled the air—‘‘and they
were in a manner engaged—in that hopeless
way where there is no money now and very
little chance of any hereafterward—where
the engagement is only between themselves
—not known to the world nor sanctioned
by her parents.” °

« But he is dead now,” said Anthony.

«Poor dear Charlie! yes, too surely !"
gaid Lady Elizabeth.

«“And was he such a wonderful psrson,
really now 2" asked Anthony, with no
‘unnecesgary suavity—with scarcely as
muoch as was indeed quite necessary. -

« Yes,” said Lady Elizabeth ; “ he was a
dear fellow. We all liked him.”

« You, too, Lady Elizabeth ? "

1, too,” she said.

« But he is dead now,’”’ repeated Anthony,
a little. more harshly than even before.
«“And no woman loves the dead forever to
the exclusion of the living,” he added.

Lady Elizabeth did not answer. In her
own mind she thought it probable that
Estelle would go on loving Charlie dead as
she loved him living. Once to love would
be always to love with herself ; and she
credited her broken-hearted friend with
her constancy.

«“She shall forget him,’ continued
Anthony, in a certain sense piqued by her

she shail not remember him, still less
lament him. She ehall find her happiness
in my arms,”’ he went on, more as if speak-
ing to himself than to a listener. ‘‘She
shall be so happy in my love, so well cared
for, that she will not even wish to change
could her wish bring back the dead.”

Lady Elizabeth's face became as pale as
the snow-drops in the vase beside her.

«If she married you, I know that you
would be gocd to her,” she said, in a low,
level voice, without intlection or emphasis.

«1f? She shall !’ returned Anthony,
gpeaking with the intensity of constrained
paesion. ‘‘ Neither man or devil shall keep
her from me! B8he is destined.”

« Hush ! " said Lady Elizabeth, blanched
to her very lips. * You make me shudder.”

«“Why ?" he asked, with all his usual
gentleness, all the chivalrous tenderne:s
which was his oridinary bearing when he
spoke to her. ** Why should you shudder?”

<[t seems almost as if you were forcing
fate—compelling your own destiny, which
is always sorrow,”’ she said.

He took both her hands. It was his
favorite action with her.

+Qh, you Delight!" he said, with a
smile. ‘* Are you too, daughter of the gods
as you are, superstitious like the. little
peogle whose brains are no bigger than pig-
mies?"’

happiness ?"’ was her ingenuous reply, made
steadily and without shamefacednese.

« And you care for mine ?”
« Yes, indeed,” she answered. Bhe still

basis, for indeed she could not be aught bus | PeT®

pon-response. I will love her so that|Y°

 Who can help it who cares for another's

ory ous for help. Help for what? She
could not answer. Her voice had gone;
she had no power of speech left in her; bus
mAmlmny. irritable and sore on his own
After some farther talk Mr. Harford lefs
the Dower House, no nearer to his greak
desire than when he had gone there, bus
with & heart somewhas lightened in thas
vagne manter of a clearer moral atmos-
phere, where, though things are not more
definite, the clouds seem to have lifted.

Daring all these days of Estelle's
seclusion, Anthony Harford was like a
sonl in pain. -

At last time worked ita partial cure so
far that Estelle consensed to re-appear in
the world. Stich léve as Anthony Harford
had already felt iamed hotter and higher
when he saw her for the first time
after her illness. He would nok
see in her state the resalt of grief, only
the result of physical ailmens ; and he fels
for her in consequence that very passion of
tenderness which strong men feel for the
woman they love, when those women are
even more helpless than usual, more frail
and more dependent.

«I,am glad to see you again, and sorry
you Mave been sick,” he said, holding her
hand in both of his.

weanly, nos locking at him.

«+You have been very eick, I can see
thas,’’ he continued, with great tendernees.

She made no reply. She only drew away
her hand, more coldly than with
repugnance. A spasm crossed Anthony’s
face like a shadow. It was repeated i
Mrs. Clanricarde's

“ She will spoil everything,” she thought
to herself.  Was ever mother so cursed
ag "

“ You should give her a change of air,
Mrs. Cianricarde,”’ said Anthony, turning

' to the mother.

« It ig scarcely the weather for the sea,’
she said ; ** and London air is not bracing.”

She did nos add, * and too costly for my
crippled purse,” which she migh¢ have
done had she been careful for the truth.

«The air at Thirtt is notoriously fine,’
said Anthony, hastily. ‘I must be back
there next week. Why not come with me for
a change, all three of you ? [ am sure it
woald do Miss Clanricarde good in every

He added these last words in the epirit
of a woman’s postscript—as a rider thas
included more than the main text.

« That would be delightful !’ said Mrs.
Clanricarde, eagerly. ‘I know that change
is just what Estelle wants to set her up

dsughter’s heart is merely a muscalar | 88817

“Then you will come?” he added.
« Will yoa like that, Miss Clanricarde ?
Will you like to come to my place ? " he
added, speaking directly to Esteile.

« No,” said Estelle, with a sudden look
of fear in her eyes. ** Do not go, mether!
do not let us leave home ! "

«It will do you good, my dear,”
answered her mother, suavely. ‘It is for
your own sake.”

« If for mine, then I do nat wish i$,"
isted the girl.

« Is will do you good,” said Anthony.

«I do not want any good done to me,”
she answered, with curious sullenness—
curious, thas is, in the girl she used to be ;
common enough, alas ! in these later times.

Her opposition wrought the usual effect
of all opposition on Anthony. It strength-
ened his resolve and braced his determin-
ation.

« Your mother consents, and I held her
to her promise,’ he gaid, with sudden
sternness. It it is disagreeable to you,
you make tracks home if you like. But
you've got to come and see for yourself.”

« Mother ! " appealed Estelle.

“ Don's be silly, child,”” said Mrs. Clan.
ricarde, with affected banter and real
displeasure. ‘ What 18 there to object to
in paying a visit to a beautiful country
house in a superb country place. One
would think yoau were asked to go &
prison !

“ You are not very tiattering to me
either,” said Anthony, as sternly as before.

He was not so supple as Mrs. Clanricarde,
and he did not think his habitual self-
command quite in place at this moment.

«1 do not wish to tiatter you,” said
Estelle, drawing herself up, and speaking
with intense haughtiness.

Anthony saw the folly and humiliation

of a war of words with a girl in such a
mood.
« Well, no,” he laughed, with a good-
humor a8 forced as Mrs.Clanricarde’s banter
had been. ¢ That would scarcely be the
way. At all events we have got s0 far on
the road : so much is settled. You and
ur father and mother will come with me
to Thrift next week, and you will get back
there all your roses, I promise you."

8o far the ground is laid,” said
Anthony to himself. * All now depends
on myself."’

(To be Continued).

R. A. Guxy, M.D., Dean and Professor
of HBurgery of the United States Medioal
College, Editor of ‘*Medical Tribunse,’
Author of ““ Gunn's New and Improved
Haud-book of Bygiene and Domestic Medi-
cine,”’ referring to Warners Safe Cure,
said: I find that in Bright's disease i%
geems to act &s & solvent of albumen: to
goothe and heal inflammed membranes,
and wash out epithelial debris which blocks
up the tubuli uriniferi (urine bearing
wubes); and to prevens the destructive
meamorpeosis of tissue. * * ° lam
willing to acknowledge and commend thus
frankly the value of Warner’'s Safe Cure.”

An Effectual Guarantee.
Patient—I'm not afraid to die, do:tor,
but I do dread to be buried alive.
Doctor {cheerfally)—Don’t let that worry
you. [I'll see thas you ain’t.

A traveller says that in some districts in
the Congo region the horse is a omriosity,
5 once wonderful and terrifying to the
natives. Ha; after a New Yerk man geta

throagh docking, clipping and trimming hie
horse, the amimal would be a curiosity any-
where. P.B.—So ia his master. - Bwwdette.

“ Thank you ; I am better,’ she answered, .
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