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EYNCPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

OHAPTER 1.~ Kate and Alicis Carey are diughters
of a Dubiin solicitor, who, through mistcr.une,
leaves Ireland for Wales with a view to economy.
While in -Wales they meet Mr. Britr, « wealthy
railway contractor, who fell in love with Kate. Ile
induces her father to go to London to seek employ

ment, saying he will introduce him to his agents, |

Messrs. Winks and Bouchier. This he fails to do.
Kate Carey writes to Mr. Winke, unkn wn to her
father, and encloses two letters in which Mr. Brett
promises assistance, askiog for employment for
her father. She anxiously awaits a reply. but does
not receive one. She, however received a lettir
from her cousin. Dick Travers, advising that he is
in London and about to call unen them

CHAPTER 11.— Mr. Carey and his daugh‘er, ramb.
ling over the hill, come across a shooling party,
among whom is Dick [Travers, Dick who has had
fome reverses, is now secretary to Lord Falmuir.
Carey at length hears trom Bouchier and Wincks,
making an appointment at their office n London.
Carey, accompanied by Kate, rees Mr. Wincks, and
accepts a position as clerk Wincks speaks to Kate
with a view of employing her also.

CHAPTER III.—Carey, settled in his situation,
proves himselt use ul. Kate is surprised by a visit
from Dick, and an hour passes pleasanty. Dick,
on l:aving, promises {requent visits. Carey, return.
ing home in the evening, is much excited over a
new railway scheme of his own. Kate receives a
commun'cation from Wincks, asking for her pres-
ence at her house nex: evening.

CHAPIER 1v.—Kate keeps her appointment, and
is received by Mr. and Miss Wincks—by the latter
rather coldly. Her free and easy manners do not
meet Mies \zincks' approval. She leaves with a
law deed to copy out. On Sunday Dick comes to
dinner, and a few famiy matters are eXplained.
Kate again sees Mr. Wincks, who shows himself
pleased with her progress and gives her further
work, which this time will be paid for. Maiss
Wincks is more coraial than before, acd promises
to give Kate lessons in knitting.

CHAPTER V.—FORWARNED.

Spring was again breathing tresh life into
the lilacs and daffodils in the overgrown
tangle of bushes and long-neglected grass
on which Oakeley Villas looked, more th n
a year after the close of the last chapter, a
year unbroken by any event, yet marked
by many mute changes and developments.

The Careys had managed to meet their
engsgements and keep the wolf from the
door. Indeed, Mr. Carey bad bad a pro-
motion, and &n increase of salary which
made him radiant fcr a while. Though his
daughters perceived that bis position in the
office ot Boudhier, Wincks, and Co. was
very uncertain, be never doubted that he
rapidly growing indispensable to that dis-
tinguished firm. S ill, for the present, he
bad employment, and it taxed the ingenuity
of both his *‘darlin’girls” to rescue the
money he earned from his grasp before it
was spent on unnecessary little luxuries,
chicfly for them, which they would Lave
much preferred doing without.

Alicia had continued intermittently to

reside over the scales and exercises of

188 Golding, and had found two otber
and very juvenile pupils. Moreover, Kate
calling tor her sister ore afternoon, made
accuaintance with the heiress, who was
greatly attracted by the bright youtbfulness
ot ber teacher’s sister, and oifered to set
them down, as she was going to drive in
their direction. Thus began an acquaint-
ance not ardently desired by thLe sisters,
for in truth, though intending to be kind,
Miss Golding’s triendliness was somewhat
oppressive in its condescension, and the
relatives with whom she lived were appall-
ingly conscious of their superiority. Per-
haps the greatest advance was made by
Kate, in the particular line she bad laid
down for herselt. She bad, by infinite
tact, and patient honesty, succeeded in
gradually recounciling Miss Wincks to her
existanze and her visits, for the little lord
of the small establishment gave her fre-
quent employment, and when legal writing
tailed found a standing source of occupa-
tion by setting her to work on an elaborate
catalogue of his books.

Miss Wincks had been almast converted
to belief in her brother's protege when
about a fortnight before Christmas he took
a severe cold, which turned to bronchitis.
He was confined to his room for several
weeks, and greatly reduced in strength.
Then his eyes became inflamed, and his
sist ¢ was at her wits’ end to keep up his
spirits and amuse him, as he was cut off
from bis beloved books by order of the
doctor

Kate, who had been constant and anxious
in her ioquiries, hearing ot Miss Wincks’
difficulties on this score, offered her ser-
vices to read aloud, an offer at once ac-
cepted by the invalid. Hence some trouble
arose.

To Miss Wincks the task of reading
aloud was terrible, second only to the
suflerings of her hearer; yet she resented
the success ot the experiment she was quite
ready ¢o adopt. Her brother would listen
for t*%irs with great content to Kate’s
pleasant though un-English voice, and even
tound interest ana self-forgettulness in ex-
plaining and discussing knotty points of
the tough subjects he generally chose.
The verservance she had displayed in toil-
ing through **Gibbon” had raised Kate in-
tellectually in her benefactor’s opinion. In
truth it was ‘*toiling” at first, but as she
grew accustomed to the grand monotony of
the well balanced sentences, and Ler mind
grew to grasp the magnitude of the might?'
revolution depicted in his pages, **Gibbon”
began to interest her more and more,
though it took her several months to wade
through the ponderous tomes.

Meantime the mind of Elizabeth Wincks
was sore troubled, and her spirit waxed
hot within her when her precious brother
watched each morning eagerly for his

uthtal reader, and the doctor congratu-
med his sister on finding the‘* very thing”
suited to help the patient to complete re-
covery.

Kate quickly perceived that she was out
of favour, and met Miss Wincks’ querulous
impatience with unwearied gentleness and
good humour. Indeed, one day she took
courage and asked it she had unconscious-
ly offended, but this had by no meansa
soothing effect, so she took refuge in quiet
endurance, and unvarying attention to the
crotcheity woman’s wants and wishes.

But, if dry, Wincks was also tough, and
in due time he rallied and went to his of-

. fice one day.

@ First, however, he consulted his sister.
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“Mer. Carey’s daughter had been kind and
belptul,” he said. *“‘He would like to
mske her a little present. Would Bess
urdertake to manage this, as he might
pungle over it and cffend her for it struck
bim that the young lady was slightly thin-
skinned.”

“You miy manage it yourself, Sim.”
was the tart response. ‘'l don’t see any
difficulty about it. Do you think she
would come here day after day it she did
not expect payment in the end ?” Wincks
paused before answering, and then speak-
ing slowly, with an air ot conviction, said,
“Yes, I do. She comes because she is
grateful—and because she likes to talk with
me—I know she does, or I could no: talk
so treely with her—she wants no )eward.”

“Well, well, Sam, there are no fools like
old fools ! —but—I must say it is a little
bard that after all these years you'd rather
talk to a chit ota girl, a mere stranger,
than to your own fl:sh and blood.”

*“Ah, Bess! who is the fool now? Do
you think that because I am glad to help a
poor young creature I «ver forget all you
have been to me?” There was an unusual
softness in his voice that startled her with
:jhe terrible idea that he must be gomng to

ie.

“There, don’t talk like that! I'll be
baving you ill again. You have got down
again. I'll fetch you some beef-tea and
port wine.”

So Miss Wincks was partially reconciled
to her brother’s favorite for the present,
though a little carefully-copcealed flicker
of jealously in her heart always kept her
from thoroughbly appreciating Kate.

She so far bent herself to circumstances
as to ask the objectionable ‘‘young person”
what she would like, as Mr. Wincks wish-
ed to give her something as a remembrance
ﬁg the belp and amusement she had afforded

im.

Kate smiled radiantly and said she did
not want anything, but as Mr. Wincks was
so kind as to suggest it. she would highly
value a book, any book he chose, and
wrote his name in it. Miss Wincks was
surprised—even a little vexed—she had
koped Kate would bave chosen a handsome
dress—or an ornament—a book was exact-
ly the sort of gift that would please aer
brother—it was not a greedy choice—in
short the cunningest policy could not have
dictated more wisely.

When Wincks was told of Kate’s selection
be simply remarked: ‘‘She is a sensible
young woman, she shall have her books”—
so in due time Kate received a plainly but
well-bound copy of Lamb’s Essays, with
which she was greatly pleased.

The interval between the opening of this
true tale and its present stage was not all
dull hard work. g‘ickets for concerts, visits
to the theatre, a rare day at the Crystal
Palace—which was then considered rather
an exhilarating place of an usement—were
due to Travers’ friendly thought, so long as
Parliament was sitting. Then came a long
spell of absence, atter wbich they had
occasioned peeps at him when he returned
to town for short visits. True, he wrote
from time to time, and never neglected his
impecunious relatives. Still the time seemed
very leng till Lord Balmuir and bis secre-
tary were again settled in town for the
session. 2

It had been a day of soft continuous rain
—what agriculturists call ‘‘growing rain"—
with a murky sky and oppressive atmos-
phere, a day which Alicia and Kate Carey
bad devoted to needlework and the
rencvatioa of last year's garments. They
bad retired to the large top bedroom,
which was their own domain, in order to
spread out their draperics, undeterred by
the necessity of ‘‘clearing away” at inter-
vals to mike place for meals.

“I am so glad Easter is over,” exclaimed
Kate, suddenly breaking the silence, which
had Jasted unusually long.

“Why P asked Alicia, who was thread-
ing her needle.

*Oh! because Cousin Dick comes back
tomorrow, and will not go away again, nor
tor any long tims, till the end of the session.
Everything seems intole~ably dull when he
is away ! I daresay he will come out here
on Saturday—he always comes as soon as
he can.”

“Don’t be too sure !"” returned Aliria,
who rarely took so bright a view of things
in general s her sister. She was very self-
contained for an Irishwoman, and her pain-
tul ¢ xperience had rankled more permanent-
ly than her nearest and dearest dreamed.

“Don’t be too sure, Katey! I often
wonder why Dick Travers takes the trouble
to come here so often. There can be little
to reward him—when you think ot the
brilliant society he can have when he
chooses.”

“Why shouldn't he like to come and
see us P atked Kate, opening her eyes.
**He enjoys talking to paps, who 1s always
brighter when he is bere, and isgreat
friends with you and me !”

**With you—yes. He does not care a
straw about me ! But I am used to that !"
said Alicia, resignedly. *“‘You are al-
ways the favorite, and I don’t wo: der at
it. But, Katey dear, don’t let yourselr de-
nd on him for your happiness. It amuses
m just now to talk to you and be a sort
of providence to us—to you specially. All
men are selfish ; and some day it may suit
his fancy or his interest todrop us; and
how will you feel then, Katey ?”

*“Feel " cried Kate; ‘‘wby, it he is
changeable, like that, I shouldn’t care a
straw. Ol course there is no reason why
he should trouble about us. But you are
not just, Alsie. Cousin Dick is as true as
steel !”

“I don’t care whether heis or not!”
said Alicia, in a low earnest tone; “‘all I
do care for is, that you shouldffuot build
too much on his faithfulness. Just now he
is taken up with you; but you must re-
member that he is in quite a different posi-

tion from ours, and has it way to make;
though he starts from a difierent level from
what we have come down to. It is all very
well for bim to ¢njoy coming here to be re-
ceived as it he were the sun condesceading
to sbine upon you ; but he will tire of that,
and tien ——"

*“You must be out of your mind!” in-
terrupted Kate, with a gay laugh, though
the color mounted to the roots ot her hair.
*I like cousin Dick. I am fond ot him;
but the day he begins to consmder it a mere
duty to be triendly and sympathetic, I am
ready to let him go tree. Nor do [ think
we have any right to quarrel with him it he
does change. Not that I believe he will.”

**All 1 ask is that you wiil not set your
beart on him,” said the elder sister, earn-
estly.

‘‘Setting my heart on him! Of course ]
do not. We have both to win our way.
Do you mesn I am not to fall in love with
Dick ? 1 know better than that. My duty,
my love, my loyalty are for the dear tather,
and for you Could we, any one ot us,
desert the others? Why, Dick is in bis
way poverty-stricken like ourselves. Do
you think so meanly ot m: as to suppose I
would burden any man with my responsi-
bilities and myselt? You ought to kaow
me better. We are iriends, no more.
Dick is like & brother, only a little nicer.
Some day he will msrcy a great lady, aod
I shall rejoice.  You are too ready to
tancy love and matrimony to be found at
every turn o! the road. B:cause you touand
one dastard among the men you have
known, do you think the class so numer-
ous? You insvic me, Alicia; [ am not a
tool;” and Kate's eyes grew dark with
angry fire.

““And you are speaking rather cruelly
because you are cross,”’ returned the
sister, quietly. ‘‘I speak as 1 do, because
I know you are not a tool; but you are
very nearly cight years younger than [ am,
and 1 only want to sparc you possiole
pain—forewarned is forearmed, Kate.”

**Thank you; | assure you | can take
very good care ot myselt; neither cousin
Dick nor I huve any absurd ideas such as
suggest. Is it likely & man who has seen
so much ot the world, of society, of delight-
ful people, would ever take a tancy to a
halt tormed, quar er educated creature like
me ? [ sball improve— Il intend to improve—
and I don’t thunk Dick, nice as he is, or
any other man, a bit too good for me; but
I don’t suppose men hke him would take
the same view of the subject. No, he likes
me as & kinswoman, who has fallen on
hard times, and he hikes us al!, chiefly, I
daresay, pecause he kcows he is of use to
u'.”

Alicia, gazing at her young sister, whose
speaking tace was lit up and even beauti-
ful in ber excitement, said softly—* T'nere
is no accounting for a man’s fancies. You
may be charming to him, however unlikély
it may seem to us, and—"

““You are talking absolute nonsense,
Alicia,” interrupted Kate. ‘I have no
right to imagine Cousin Dick anything but
a kindly, brotherly triend. 1 do wish you
bad never torced such tfancies upon me,
they will just make me uncomtortable when
I meet bim next; but, no—I will not let
myselt feel or show any change. [ wish
you had not said such disagrecable things,”

She threw down her work, and bastily
left the room.

Alicia dropped her sewing, her eyes fol-
lowing her sister with an expression of
mingl:d pain and anxiety. “‘Have I made
a mistake ? she asked herself.

She had made one of those desperate
experiments, those leaps in the dark, iato
the unexplored depths of another’s con-
sciousness, which may possibly lead to ua-
expected discoveries or break up barriers,
the debris of which may choke the passage
to aiy turther communicaton or outlet tor-
ever.

Kate was, in fact, an unknown quantity ;
not to be touched ungardedly. Alicia was
always eager for her sister’s confidence,
though by no means de.terous in eliciting
it ; but while she speculated on the wisdom
or fclly ot her present attempt, the dvor
re-opened, and Kate entered swittly. She
suddenly knelt by Alicia’s side. *‘] am a
cross, disagreeable, cantankerous thing!”
she exclaimed. “*You always meanto be
kind and helptul ! I had no business to be
angry ? Forgive me, and give me a kiss.
I know you are fonder of me than 1 de-
serve! I will always mind what you say—
though you are all wrong this time"—and
the sisters exchanged a bearty hug and kiss.
Kate instant'y starting a lively discussion
as to the advisability of lengthening the
skirt on which she was then at work by a
false hem, with a trimming of gimp to hide
the junction of old and new, and the sub-
ject 1n dispute was dropped forever.

Nevertheless this attempt at warning
had brought about a crisis in Kate’s heart-
history of which she was herself scarcely
conscious.

She was half afraid of meeting Dick again,
for she dreadad that she might betray some
consciousness that he might be more than
a pleasant sympathetic triend.

Lhis tear, however, in no way dimin-
ished her impatience to see him, and her
thoughts were much occupied with the
effort to school herself into a proper state
of composure and seli-possession before
the crucial test of hor next meeting with
her cousin.

That event, however, did not occur so
soon as she expected, for a little note to
Mr. Carey on the Saturday morning an-
nounced 'f‘raver’a return in town but in-
tormed his friends that business would pre-
vent him from making his way to Notting
Hill till the tollowing Tuesday.

When that atternoon arrived, Kate found
it necessary to remain somewhat 1ox;§er
than usuali at Paragon Place, as Mr
Wincks bad left directions for certain notes
to be added to the portion of his catalogue
on which she was then engaged, and she
did not like to set her face homeward until
she had accomplished them.

Travers was installed, #nd in conversation
with Alicia when she entered the sitting
room. As she crossed the threshold and
met his expectant eyes & curious sense that
he had heen watching for her entrance
torced itselt upon her, and overpowered her
tor a second, with a mingled teeling of dis-
tress and delight. By a strong -effort of
will, however, she suppressed this disturb-
ance ‘ﬁreeting him with her usual trank
cordiakity.

*You have been away much]longer than
you expected, Dick ?”

“No. Not much abovea week. Now I
suppose we shall be pretty stationary to the
bitter end.”

“End of what ?” asked Alicia.

“Of the season. And how is the dear

Wincks, Kate ? and his sister? Have you
subdued her yet ?"

““Mr. Wincks is sweeter tban ever! I
must show you the book he gave me! but
the sister is not quite so easily won as [
expected. She sometimes likes me and
sometimes she doesn’t. I don't think she
quits approves of her brother’s regard for
me.

“Is this the way you sow dissension in a
peacetul tamily ?” exclaimed Travers.
**You are a dangerous subject, Kate ! She
laughed, and they continued to talk of the
little occurrences of the last tew months
during which they bad been separated.

Kate noted how well he remembered
every incident which she and her sister
had detailed in their occasional letters.
Certainly bis interest in their quite lives
had not yet begun to flag, and how delight-
ful it was to see him again, and hear his
pleasant, well-bred voice. Ouly she wished,
oh, how earnestly, that Alicia had never
stirred up embarrassing and uncomfortable
doubts and fears, and ridiculous fancies
that made ber avoid his eyes, as she ncver
dreamed ot doing before. She must con-
quer this ab:urd uneatiness. She felt
ashamed of her own weakness and foolish-
ness, and ber mental effort was rewarded,
for as the moments fled past, she felt more
comroeed and at ease.

“I have had a most unexpected visitor
while I was out of town,” siid Travers,
atter a short pause. *‘Whose card do you
think I tound at my rooms?”

“How can we guess? You know hun-
dreds, of whose existencz we are totally
ignorant.”’

“Well you know this man—the card
was inscribed Mr. Jam2s Tulloch.”

**Indeed !” cried Alicia. I thought he
settled in India.”

“S>did I. I wrote toask him to dinner.
but 1 have received no reply. Probably
he is not in towr. It is nearly a forinight
since he called.”

“*What ages back it seems since he stay-
ed with us in Merrion Square,” said Alicia.
[ woder it he remembers us.”

**Of course he must ! Why, Mr. Carey,
put him up for a month or six weeks, and
lavished no end of courtesies upon him.”
Alicia sighed.

It must be ten years ago! exclaimed
Kate. *‘I was quite a little thing then, but
I used to be amused at] his funny way of
speaking! Was he notjoig and red?’

“*He 1s decidedly good lookinz, ’ return-
ed Travers, *‘and not so very Scotch. I
rather fancy he has made money!”

Then don’t bring bim here,” said Kate,
quickly. “'I hate rich people—they are all
dull and disagreeable.”

“Idon’t think you know many, Kate—
not enjugh to form so decided an opinion
respecting them.”

“I know Miss Goldiog and her uncle
and aunt, and they are equal to many,”
said Kate, laughing. ‘Il am atraid I am
inclired to jump at conclusions.”

“Yes, you are not too logical'” said
Travers, looking at his watch. “‘I must
depart or I shsll be late for an appcint
ment at six. Have you been out? No!
Suppase you escort me across Kensington
Garden?”

*I can only go part of the way, for I
have to cill on the mother of one of my
pupils, who wants to maeke some new
arrangement about the lessons,” said Alice.

“Well, Kate, are you tree; you will
come?”

“Yes I am at your service,” said Kate,
smilinz brightly on him, and both girls
went away to put on their hats.

When Alicia had Jett them Kate and

Travers walked on fcr some little
way in si'ence. It was a delicious
evening, the fit finish for an Ideal
spring day, the hedges and shrubs

were all' covered with the first delicate
flush ot spring, and the sweet soft fresh air
tull of the indescribable youthfulness of a
resucited world.

“What a delicious day,” excliimed
Travers, as they paced along under the
arching trees beside the broad walk.
**What a glorious place Londonis! I am
always delighted to return to it !"

Kate was struck by his air of exhilara-
tion—of contentment—he was evidently
g ad to come back.

‘I am rather surprised that you, an old
sportsman, should like to be shut up in
town,” returned Kate, ‘‘did you not feel
the restraint ot regular work horribly at
first ?”

**Well, yes ; but ihe work was less regu-
lar when I begun—besides— 1 hope I am
strong enough now to endure the inevi-
table.”

“I like London, too. At first I could
have cried all day and all night ; it seemed
so dreary and appalling. Buat after you
came it was better.”

“*Weare under mutual obligations then,”
returned Travers with a smile, *‘for Lon-
don has certainly been rather a diflerent
place to me since you came up.”

“Flatterer!” cried Kate, turning her
large soft laughing eyes on him. ‘‘Can
Notung Hill count against the charms of
Maytair and Belgravia ? That is too much
to take in, cousin mine !”

*“Yet, you do take it in, Kate, you
know. I cannot say what 1 don’t think;
and at present I preter Notting Hill to
either Maytair and Belgravia.”

**Ah, well, perhaps so at present. Oaly
when Maytair has its turn you must not
hesitate to show your preference frankly.”

**What !” exclaimetf Travers. “Do you
think me fickle ?”

*‘I can only guess at what you arc as yet !
I bave only known you really for abouta
year.” -

*True, and I am only beginning to guess
at the depths and complexity which lie hid-
den beneath the fair seeming ot your pleas-
ant exterior.”

“What a long speech, Dick; and you
know I am quite transparent.”

**You are nothing ot the kind. Scriously,
you puzzle mein some directions, but I
mtend to find you out. Now, tellme how
your father stands with the great firm ?”

And Kate readily poured out her hopes
and fears. Sometimes her father was joyous
and satisfiad ; sometimes desponding and
irritated against the upsetting whipper-
snappers who could not hold a candle to
himself ; but on the whole he had pretty
constant employment, and his health was |
pretty gcod. Then Travers planned some
treats, the prospect of which set Kate's
eyes dancing. At last she stopped.

I have gone far enough, Di I must
turn back now.”

*“Yes, you must, and I will go back with
you as iar as the Bayswater-road.”

*No, no; you will be late for your ap-
I will not hear of it.”

pointment.

you shall put up with me. I'll find a hansom
at the other side, and be in Piccadily up
to fime.”

“Now, D ck. we have a'l come down to
prudence and economy ; doa’t oe guilty of
such wild extraviginc:. Lt me take care
ol myselt »

“Not a bit ofit. I will not submit to
your tyranny on this occasion—tor once.
I'll have my own way, and a tew more

‘minutes ‘o wak- it up with you; don't say

me nsy, Kate.
Ana K te assented.

CHAPTER VI.—JAMES TULLOCH, ESQ

Another week had gone by, when Travers
found a note from Tulloch among a numb -r
ot letters and invitations on his breaktast
table.

As he corjectured, the successtul Scot
had gone Nor.u to see his people, and
wrote 10 announce his return and n°ention
of remainiog 10 towa. Travars replied in
viti g him to dinoer on bis ficst free day—
an invitation promptly accepted. Toey
met in the reading room ot Travers' «lib
—where he aw.ted his gu::t, and each
was pleased to greet the other.

“‘And how has the world wagged with
you since we met—how long ago P asked
the host.

‘““About four years!” returned Tulloch.
“Well, I can’t «xplain. I've stu:k pretty
close to business, bur [ havea't worked for
nothing You s:e old Beecher, the head
of our firm, died a year ago. He bad no
son, and both his daughters married swells,
80 bis money wiil go out ot the concern
Gleg bas done pretty weil(he is the second
pariner), and has a son, a sharp lad, ia
the offi:e, whom he wan's to make a par’-
ner by aod bye (Gleg is a good mn, a
counirymsn ot my own, so I have jast put
all my savings into the concern, and I have
come back to establish a braach of the
business in London and work it up. I
tancy | see my way to extending the pusi-
ness considerably.”

Tulloch was considered a fine man—by
himselt and the majority of his friends. He
was tall, and largely, notto say heavily,
built. His hair and moustaches were red
—rather a golden red, and his complexion
a good brick dust color. His eyes were
either light grey or pale haz:l—it was not
easy to decide which. They could look
frenk and laughiog, but they could also
gleam with fierce anger or grow cruelly
cold. He was well dressed by a high-class
tailor, and carried himselt well ; still there
was a slightly provincial air about him
which suggested that London had not been
his abiding city. S:ill Travers observed a
curtain improvement in him. His manoner
showed more selt-reliance, as it his position
was more assured or his pockets better
lined. His accent, too, had lost something
of irs acute Caledonianism.

Travers looked critically at him, while he
replied sympathetically, and then thay
went to dinner.

There was no lack ot talk duriag the re-
past, tor Tulloch was not only communi-
cative about kis own affairs, but he inquir-
ed with triendly interest into those of
Travers.

‘1 was sorry to hear that you lost so
heavily in that smash of Oulton’s’ he said.
**Itis never wise to have all your eggs in
one basket; but I am glad to see you can
keep your head above wa er still. I heard
ot you when | was up in Scotland. Lord
Bilmuir has a fine property up there, and
they tell me you are Al with s Lordshp.
What sort ot a berth have you P

“On! I am quite as well off as I deserve
to be. Lord Bamuir and I were chums
in former days. He is a geantleman and a
good tellow to boor, and make things
pleasanter than they might be. He isa
1ising man, t00.”

**Ah! it’s easy torise when oneis born
so near the top of the tree.”

*1 don’t kaow. A fellow may be born
to wealth and all that wealth and position
bring, but it entirely depends upon one-
eelf whether one 1s a nocody or not.”’

*I'd like to get into Parliment myself one
"of these days,” said Tulloch, thoughttaliy.

**Vaulting ambition doth o’er reach it-
selt,” said Lravers laughing. *‘But it is
not such a very extlied amobition nor dit-
ficolt to attain.’

“I know taat, and I don’t sre why I
shouldn’c go n tor a seat in Parliment.
I'd cutdown a f:w abuses I can tell you,
it I succeedei.”

] am sure you are quics energetic enough
to be no end ot a nuisance,” said Travers,
laughbing.

“Ay! It it were not forthe troublesome
members the GGovernment would just get
bagged up with jobs and corruption.”

“Lord Balmuir is a bit ot a retormer,
too,” said T'ravers, passing the claret. **You
know heis a Liberal.”

**Calls himselt a Liberal, you mean.
None «t his sort are tue rveal thing.”

““He is certainly not so eager to pull
down as the men who have lately risen. He
believes that there are a few things left to
us irom the past that are still worth pre-
serving.”

“Ah! I suspect you are a rabid Con-
servative,” returned Tulloch, and the taik
turned on politics tor some minutes.

**What has become ot Carey,” asked
Tulloch, abruptly, aiter the next break in
their converation. *'1 wrote to him as soon
as 1 reached England, thinking I would
run over and see them betore I setiled
down to work regularly, but he never re-

lied, which seemed strange—not like
my.”

‘1 am sorry fo say he has come to grief.
His wite is dead, you know.”

“Yes, I heard that. It must be a eleven
or twelve years since | went to stay with
them in Dublin. It was a pleasant house,
and an open one.”

*‘He is in a different position now. He
is living here in London, in rather reduced
circamstances, with his two daughters.

“*The deuce he is,” said Tulloch, a look
of annoyance and disapprobation contract-
ing his brow for an instant. “Is he very
hard up ?” :

“Not that I know of,” returned Travers,
cautiously. **They secm to get on comfort.
ably, in a quiet way. [ often see them.”

*‘Is Carey doing anythirg? Likely to
come round "

*‘He works with & lawyer in the city,
but he is not likely to make a fortune. He
is at the wrong side of sixty for that.”
*“Why, I thought he was as safe as the
bank. He lived in such style !—carriages,
horses, servants, everything. But 1 suppo+e
he has something comfortable lett P
“I hope so. You'll come and see them ?”
““Eh! They are not what you call in
distress ; booonntlntinrinh.(, and doesn’t
answer, you know,” said Tulloch, his ac-

“Oh, I’ll manage the appointment, and

cent growing a shade more Scotch, as it
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generally did when asking & question anxe
1ously

¢ Ob, not at all. You will see nothing
to hurt your feelings. Bat you need not
come if you don't Jike!”

**[ certainly shall come. I don’t forget
old times, my boy ! Carey was uncommon.
ly kind to me when I was a raw youngster-
You'll pilot me, won't you ?*

**Ot course, with pleasure. When shall
we go? I thiok I am tolerably tree on Sun-
day—at least till seven.”

“All right, 'm ycur man.  What are
the 1.ssies like ? 'l he youagest was quite
a Jittle girlie when I saw her st ™

*“They areboth niceand lyivhike but
Kate is a little more. She is as pretty—no
a8 bandsome a gir.as you would see
in & day's mirch—tull ot fun, and fresh
as a new blown rose.”

Tuiloch’s tace brightened. He was an
ardent admirer of beauty, and bad seen
very lit le freshness during ths years he
bhad been shipping, importing, bookk~eping,
and otherwise scraping together the re-
spectible amouat ot capital h+ had put ia-
to th's new developement ot his business.

“Well, I am tree;too. [ don’t koow
many yet, but that won't list long when
people fiad out I am a solid msn. Il
have lots of invitations and engagements,
['ll be bound. Then Il bave lots ot work,
too. Tae first couple ot years will be a
bit uphill. I’m thinking [ shall soon look
out tor a wite. It’s a great help to bave a
comfortable, well-kept home, and a single
man is woetully fl seced in lolgings. Hey ?”

“*Very likely,” returned Travers. ¢ Mat-
rimony nzver had any special attractions
for me. When I was well off 1 preferred
a nomadic existence. Now my locks are
growing frusted ani [ cannot afford such a
luxury as a wite.”

*Hoot toot, man! All you have to do is
to look out for a seli-supporting one. There
must be lots to be found among the s¢t you
are in.”

“Of course, I might manage matrimony
on those lines,” said Travers, and soon
after they retired to the smoking-room,
where the newly returned native was much
edified by the number of acquaintances his
host possessed =mong the trequenters of
the club, and their look of importance and
distinction. Travers might have lost his
money, and be incapable of makiag any,
but tor all that he was not without social
value.

The Sunday following. though grey and
dull, was dry, and Tulloch preseated him-
selt punctually at Travers’abode. He was
much ioterested by a few huating trophies,
which adorped the sitting-room and ‘‘took
stock” of the furniture, books, etc.

“You are very snug, very— and it's a
good situation. You'll pay a high rent for
these rooms ?"

““No; I furnished them myself; the own-
er of the house was my travelling servant
for some years, and when I broke up he
married and turned courier. His wite

keeps the place in capital order, and as
you see I am close to Bzarkeley Sjuare and
my chief. Come, we have some distance
to go, Mr. Carey lives in a rather remote
suburb. We'll pick up a hansom as we go
along.”

‘“‘Are there no ominbuses in that direc-
tion "

“‘Yes, crowds ; but we haven t time for
such slow coaches.”

““Oh, if it’s a ques'ion of time I never
begrudge a cab fare.”

Travers bad hid an exceptionally busy
week, and had not held any communciation
with Oaikeley Villas for nearly ten days.
But he knew that Carey and his daughters
rarely went out on Sundays, unless he in-
duced them to do so. Ile was aware, 102,
of » curious and unreasonable fe:ling of
irritation against Tulloch, and a reluctance
to introduce him into the Carey dove-
cote, though he did not like to discourage
his visit, as he knzw that Car:y would have
been deeply hurt had it been omitted. *‘It
i8 no great matter after all,”” he mused, as
they rolled along the Bayswater Road.
“I don’t fancy they'll take much to each
other—they are tolerably antagonistic by
nature.” He was a little auxious that
things should look their best, and so
blind Tulloch to the full depth ot the Carey
downtall.

As it was Sunday, *‘the gurl” had leave
to go out, so the landlady, & severely
respectable personage, herseltf opened the
door, and ushered them into the drawing-
room, where Alicia was writing, and Kate
was reading in a big arm chairr. Travers
entered first. Kate started up, and
came forward with the warm welcome of
eye and lp, which no mere word can
ever speak, while she pushed back
the portieres and admitted the two un-
expected but welcome visitors.

(To be continued.)

W. K. MOLLIMON.
Of Mollison B_ros, St. John.

VICTIM OF COLD IN THE HEAD
THROAT AND CHES®

Pillow Saturated With Blood From Ex-
cessive Futs of a Raclnz Cough— At
Once Relleved and Then Jowm.
pletely Cured,

W. K. Mollison, of the well known
wholesale dry goods house ot Mollison
Bros., & Co., St. John, needs no intro-
duction to the public.

What he says needs no embellishment.
He tells of a remarkable cure and recom-
mends a great remedy. Here are his
words : —

““About the first of February (last month)
I contracted a cold taat settled in my head,
throat and chest. It was accompanied by a
severe, racking cough, so much so that one
night I woke from a fittul sleep to find my
pillow saturated with blood.

“Next day I got three bottles of Haw-
ker's balsam of tolu and wild cherry. i
began taking it and it gave me relief at
once. After four days I found the cough
had enmtirely disappeared. I continued
taking the remedy and find that I am per-
tectly cured of the cold.

I have no hesitation in most highly re-
commending Hawker's balsam to anyone
suffering from cough or cold.” ;

Thousands bear the like testimony.
Hawker’s balsam of tolu and wild cherry is.
sold by all druggists and dealers in 25 and
50 ct. bottles and is manufactured only by

. B.
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