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Shadowed for Life,

A SOLDIER'S STORY,
BY GORDON STABLES, M D., R.N.

Author of ** The Rose of Allandale,” ¢ For Money or For Love,” ‘ The Cruis2 of the
Land Yeeht ‘Wenderer,’” **Oar Friend the Dog,” etc., cte.,

CoryRIGHTED, 1895, By GorvoN Sranres, M. D, R. N.

SYNOPSIS OF PREV OUS CHAPTERS.

fr Caaprers 1 & 11.—Msjor Joselyn Lloyd is & kind
hearted soldier who wins the Victoria Cross in the

han War. He meets the author while on a tour
to Scotland and they become fast friends. Major
Lioyd .e¢ they go toa seaside ce callcd
Battiecombe. While there he moets Eila Lee, and
Jearns to love her. O.ie eveniog he invites his
friend Gordon to accompany him to his ergan
practice end be introduced to Eua Lee. Daring
the recital Ella Lee drops a telegram. Gordon sees
thie, picks it up, and puts it in his pcckat. When
be opens the message it is from & Pperson named
#Jack.” Gordou wonders it **Jack” is & lover, and

if his friend bas given his Jove in v uin.

CHAPTER 111, 1v., & v —Gordon learns from Joss
that Eila Lee bas no orother, so concludes that it
must be a lover. e resolves to ask E la Lee the
meaning of the te'egram, and who was the sender.
He was unconsciously forewarns ber of Lis obj-et,
80 she explaive that *‘Jack’’ is her sister Nellie.
Joss ufn- wordon that Eila I.ee has accepted bim
a8 her fu ure husband. Later, Gordoa is intro-uced
to Neliie, who he finds qnite under bis sister’sic-
flience.

cnArTER V.— (Contiruxd.)

Well, I daresay there are m'ny who
would hive telieved they saw the band of
fate in the way sll thiogs bad turned out
and were turping out. A Fate in our go-
ing down to Buttlecomte a* all, a Fa'e in
my friena’s meting with Ella Lee, a Fa'e
in my picking up that teil-tile telegram,
and a Fate in all the rest ofi-.

Be this as i may, events wert Lurrying
on now quick'y enovgh to a climsx—a
climsx to earnes'ly desir:d, so longiagly
looked forewsrd to, by pcor J:celyn, and
doubtlis3 by Ella herself to a climax of
marrie ge.

Ths marriage would tske place at Batile
combe after Msjor L.'cyd had ¢rrived the
necessery six weeks in theplac2. Aad who
but the Rev. Geerge St. Clar, recto: of
the parish, a man who had known Jocelyn
from bis boyhood, should pertorm the

Leremony.
This wai speedly a'ringed for; sni

after that my ‘ricnd settled dowa to erjoy |

what was destined to be the bappiest month
in his lfetime.

bury, and what may be called selfisbly en-
grossed in my literary work. At the same
time I could not help noticing it, and f:el-
ing g'ai for his sek2. Nay more, 1 pray-
ed—yes, prayed, I mean 1t—in the good
o'd Scottish tashion my fa‘her taught me
on my knees by a chair nigh after n'ght,
that all my fears, and doabts, and suspic-
jons entertained might for bis sake end in
smoke, and that his happinzes might con-
tinue tbroughout bis lite Lke the unclouded
splendor ot the sun th t shices o1 the blue
of the Indian Ocean when summer is in its
prime and glory. :

Jocelyn’s happiness was doing him good.
I could see that. It seemed to be making
bim healthier and strorg r. His face
grew rounder, though notming could ever
rimove thit red tan painted there over
cheeks and brow by weather and winds in
Afghan wilds.

It scemed to b2 making bim younger,
too, but this may have been more apparent
than rea), for although I may say ot Msjor
Lloyd as Burns says of the Newfoundland
in bis * Two dogs"—

“The fient a pride, nae pride had he,”
sti!ll be had paid much more att:ntioa to
dress of late, and looked most smirt, even
going to the ex'ent of wearing rings,
gloves, excrelingly smart neckties, and a
bouquet i1 his button-hole.

Ob, they all do it wten the sprir gtime of
love sheds its soft radi n:e over them; in-
sects and tirds, mice and moles —and men
And wh» shall blame them, is it not right
they skould try to lock tke'r best at euch a
time.

J:ce'yn confessed to me that he was very,
very happy, one eveninz és we smoked ore
last cigar lying oa the ¢l ff top amorg the
wild thyme, ju t betore twrning in. With
regard to smoking, by the way, J s and I
were as regular in cur hibi's as service
routine. N sither of us were slaves to to-
bacco, whether in the form of pipe, cigar or
cigarctts. We allzwed ourselves so many
smok:s a day, and rever deviated th re-
from nor indulged in surreptitious whiffs at
odd times. .Joss had a rame, too, for each
emoke. and somewhat droll ones they were.
Just after breakfast we indulge in ‘matu-
tinals,’ after luncheon ‘tiflins,” in the ¢ven-
ing ‘vehpers,’ after dinner post prandials,’
and later on our dccambendi's’ or good-
nizht pip>s. These were the most calm and
pacefu! camulets of the whols twenty-four
bours. But in addition to these if we hap-
pened to awaken during the night ani felt
restless we permitted ou-selves to worship
jast once at the thrine o. the goddess Nic-
otina. Oan-e, and once only, and these
extra smokes were called ‘nocturnils.’

But that evening, out on the binks wh re

I cannot eay that I pesi- |

tivaly envied him his happincss; I was | he would have con'ess:d tha* also, leaving

| less in nature.

the wild thyme grew, after being silen® for |

gome miiutes, he turned to me.

«(;ndon,” he said, ‘you ask:d me a-little
ago it I felt very happy. I repli:d, but
there was one thing I did no: tell you I
tell you now. Can you unders‘and ényone
bemng so happy that their h ppiness a'most
terr'% s them? It is that wiy with me.
There is a fearsomen2ss in my jHy that at
times makes me shudder. [ saw yesterday,
Gordon, a tiny and beautiful insest afl)at
on a red rore leat down ia tihe dark pord
yonder. Th: sun was shining very
brigh'ly and was reflxtd in the
metalic lastre of the li:tle b2etle's back.
Bat, O God, all around it were the blick
black wat:rs. I turned away with a sigh.
How long I wonder wou'd the rose leat tnat
supported the creature a1d its joy remain
afloat. The sun would set, tke night
would fall, and darkaers grief, and sio'm
be all around. Men, Gord,’ he continued,
have no butiness to be sohippy as I am
We, poor ephemeral sons of g day, have
no rigat to steal th: joys ot beaven acrq try
to transplint them in the heart soil oi this
black world below. Whither, I wonder,
will this f:ar'ul hippiness lead ms ¥

+Joss dear friin1,’ I could not help say-
ing, ‘is Miss L-e, think you, as wildly
hai)fy as you ?’

2 did uot look towards me as he
answered. He simply took his cigar from
his lips and hold 1t a little way off and
seemed to speak to the starlit ses.

«Ella L-e, my d:ar lcve, is happy, very,
[ believa. Bat thiok of the difference that
exists between us in soul-character. I am
ne vo-sgnzuindus; she is non-demonstra-
tive. Would I could borrow a portisn of
ter natare, of her peacefulness of soul
Yes. yes, d:ar love is happy. She told me
so.’

I 83id no more. Yet I muct eay that I
was by no means satisfiad cither with the
wording of bis reply nor the toneof its de-
livery. Did I tremble even then for my
frien’s future happiness ? In very truth I

did.

CHAPTER VI.—LITTLE MOLLY MORRISON.

It was quite correct in me to say, in my
fi-st chapter, tta® Msjor Llody was guile-
He was singulerly eo. It
is diffi :ult for a men so mculded to rub
along ageinst this not owvcr-scrupulous
world, with th> perf:ct advantage to him-
self. Heaven forbid that I should coansel
dece’t ¢r is cultivation, s a pro‘ection
against the wiles of wicked men or wicked
women. But, on the other hand, one may
keep a good deal o' one's inner life and
thoughts to one’s self, and still be sinless.
There really 18 such a thing as telling th>
devil tco much of one’s minl, and indeed
on> may talk too op:nly at times to a1 sp-
parent angel.

There should b2 one li tle chamber in
every heart szcrad to eself.

M jo: Lloyd came ot a loog In> of
soldier encastors. [le bad been taught the
mesning. the almes® hely meeniag, of th:
word *duty,’ by sire and by grandsire, en1
in i/ regiment h> bad ever been looked
upan not cn'y as a brave man, bit one who
ws the s»ul of bo tou-.

Now that ke was an engaged man, he
felt i* to be a pcrion of bis duty to kzep
no portion of his past lite bick from s
dear love Ella Lee. Morzover, I know
that bad he ever been guilty of heinous sin

it to her choice either to forgive h'm, and
thus permit his happinrss to contioue, or
to go away and leive him to sadness and
sorrow, for ever and foraye.

*And so,’ he siid to me, in the glooming
of a bright ard beautiful day, whil: we lay
gs usual on the clfl-‘op permitting the
fragr.nt smose ot our post-prandials to
mingle with the sweet odours from the wild
thyme. ‘I though* it but right to tell ceir
love of some of my old am>urs. Oh, I was
charmingly frank, I do assure you.’

He laugked aloud.

‘Would you beleve it, Gord,” hy con-
tiaued, ‘that I ‘e't half asbamed of myself
tor baying nothing worse to te'l her? My
love &fl .irs have been dreadtully tame and
common-place, and you know soldiers are
supposed to be terrible beings, acrd qmte

| as well versed in the art of lova, in ali its

bearings, as in the art of war. And I fear
I hwe not succeeded in supporting their
claim to be thus reguded. Boasides, you
know,’ he added, ‘dear love would forgive
m: for anjthing.’

I made no reply.

‘] told ber all about my courtship with
my wee cousin, Molly Morrisop, you know.’

*No. I don't know, mon ami. You have
not teen so free with me. DBt it isn't too
late.’

‘No, it i*n't too la‘e, Gord. 1 was but
a boy, she buta ciild Tten I advanced
miny yeas in my naccativ’, aod told Ella
candidly all about my connection wih the
Singletons.’

¢ I'tis, too, you must enlighten me on,
Joss bat tell me this, first, how did she
take it?’

‘QQaietly, Gordon. She sa® with her
hind in mine. Her beau'itu! cyes were
rivetted on my face ali the time I talked,
as 1if to read my very soul. Do you know
I almost think she could? And 1 was not
sorcy, for ther2 was notbing, nothing there
I detired her to remain in ignorance of.
There was, however, a slight look of sad-
n:ss in her eyes. Butshe never once in-
terrupted m: even with a questior. When
I concluded she jast #izhad one sigh. ‘I
there nothing more ?' she esked, ‘nothing?
‘Nothing,” I replied, enl she must bavz
known | spok: the trath.’

‘And you are mine now, mine only, all
mine ?’ th2 mu -mured.

‘I kissed her tor reply, and for a good
lonz hour after this sileace alone was elc-
qient.’

It wis not that everiag but the nex* that
Jocelyn told me the ta'e ot his amours, &s
be clas:icly term2d them. As the narra-
tio1 has a good desl to do vith our story I
mu it brietly relite them.

‘When I siid I was a boy,” ke began, ‘I
was not far wrenz, Gordon for I was only
sixteen and a halt when! first saw Molly
Mor-rison. Molly had two sisters o'der than
her:eli, snd if | had wan ed to make love
to anyone it might have b en better had I
piid my ad resses to one of th se.

‘But, my dear friend, love-makinz was
not ia all my though's then. Yet I could
not help becoming grea'ly attached t) dear
litt'e b'ue-eyed Molly Mo-rison. A-d I
was to hera hero. Was 1 not about to
become a hero an1 go away t)th: wild
wars, anl porform deeds of valour incred-
ible, such as the roldiers and clansmen
periorme] in the books and poetry of her
tavorite author Walt r Scoti. It may
seem strange that a child of twelve sum-
mers should read so mu:ch, but ¢h: was a
Scot'i h child and a chi'd of the mountains.

For one long sprirg summer and aut-
umn I staved at her fither's Highland
bome in thz North, and littls Molly w.s
my Ldy of the Lake. In those days, like
Byron.

‘I rov'’d a young Highlander o'er tke
da-k heath.” Yes, tu’ neveralone. Toat
innocent acd beautiful child was my con-
stant companion. By the banks of many
a lonely tarn or loch we fish:d, and by
m ny a dark brown steam. Often we
ventured far from shore on the broad bosom

of ev:n the largest lakes in a mere cobble,
and more thin on» adventure had we,
when squalls and storms swept suddenly
down trom ths mountains, in the crevices
of which snow 11y white and decp even in
summer. S:orms that raised the waters of
the lozk iato billows hizh, which dashiag
in-board, oftimes swamped our boat. But
Molly knew no fear. think I s:e her
now, her bonnie face flashed wi h ex:ite-
ment, enl the water high up above her
bare and shapely fcet and ankles, &s she
hail:d th2 boat, while oars in band, I was
doinz my b>st to keep th: craft h2ad on
to every wava. I don't remember that we
ever lost anjthirg in these wild ¢ 1alls, o
that we ever hid to throw our well-laden
fishing basket overboard, so well did we
manage our boat.

‘Th n when we got on shore at last we
thought no more about it. We simply rat
down cn th> bank, wrung the water from
our stockings, put them on azain to dry on
our legs, and, hind in hand, wen' singing
homewards through th2 birken glens.

‘[n epriag and early summor, wh.ta joy
iused to b> to go wanderiog togeth r
over the hills. The heather, itis trus, was
greea as yet, but there were the silver-
stemmed wceping birch trees; there was
the tassel ed yellov broom, and the glcr.
ious golden furzs that p rfuned the air all
around on the hi'ls end mco-s on which it
grew. There was bird music also every-
where. Tae will liliing of the mairs in
the copee, th: m:lodious crcoiling ot the
wood pigeoas, in thickets of epruce, the
s veet wee song of the lirn:t on th: thorn,
and, dim'y seen egainst the b'u, of the
tky—a tiry flattering dot—the lavarock or
lark, that filled the havens with i's glad-
some musi: O, otzn whi'e crossing a bleak
bare mycorlind—NMbily and [—did we pause
and g¢z> upwards hold ng our breath the
while to listen to th's sonz.

‘Few Englishmen would believe that a
little ‘peat’ like Molly woull or could come
to the moors with one, could follow the
grouse eni wi h gun. DBat such was ia-
deed the case.

‘Oa shosting days she us:d to be up long
befo-e | was, and I could hear her swe:t
childish voice ou on the lawn, singiag lit-
tle songs to herselt as she male ready for
tte h'll. Then, when I pezped oat, ftkere
the was 01 the grass right enough, Ler
tace very earnest, her ling sunny hair
fl »ating over her shoulders, and bare-loot-
«d as usual, with D ush, the Irish sstter,

intently watching her every movement. It |

was a charmirg little picture, Gordon. |
bave but to clo:e my eyes to see it even
now

*Molly's zun was a small one that her
{ather tad given her, yct over tte moor
and acros the blooming crimsoy h:ather
wert be and I together, and many a bird
the cti'd did bag before the sun, sinkirg
slowly bebind the hills of the west, warned
it wastim: to set out for tome.’

‘Happy days they must have been,’ I
put in.

‘Y¢s, Gord. Happy, bappy days, and
j18* asnnocent as happy.’

‘Five yea s atter, when I r.turned from
the warpath in Africa, my swcet cousin wis
sev:nt-en years ot age. Siy now she; was,
though, and did nct holl up her fae to be
kissed a8 in the dear old days wten we
were alin all to eech other. I believe,
however, she cared for me ani I could
have fallen 1n love with her. Yes, I be-
lieve I did, and I know [ told Ler so over
and over again.

‘Oa, 1t was not like the love, though,
that now [ bear for Ella L.ee. No, no, no,
a man can on'y love once and truly in his

lte-time. ,Neve-theless IthoughtI lov-
od Molly well enough io marry her,

snd I did not besita e to propose to her.

‘I wae nct long i dis:overinz the true
nature of the case. Sh: bad be:n priest-
rilden so to spcak. Atall events entirely,
uncder the sway aad d )minion ot the min-
ster who preached every w et in th2 little
kirk highvp th> glea. H: was, trath to
tell, an ugly littl: wretch, acd halfa hunch-
back Hemust bave b2en at least a doz:n
years older thin Molly. And yet he dared
t) love her,. She thought him one ot God’s
own chosen people. Iivery word that fell
from his pal2 blue lips was to her sw:eter
tar than *honey frcm the comb *  His cec-
mons had a tecrible power over her, and
often s! e wou!d weep hysterically even in
the charch. This the minister, wh> had
many interviews with her during the weoek
told her was the Holy Sypisit striving within
her.

‘Bat this creature knew,ot her a‘tachment
for m3 and Sunday after Sundiy he (il
not h:sitate fo preach and hold forth from
the pulpi® against what he termed the sin,
the heinousce's, and unh a'thtuloess of
marriages batween cousins. Sach meriiages
he alleged, &s he banged his fist upoa the
B.b'e tefore him cou'd not be blessed, and
coald only lead to early deatb, and to th:
soul's destruction for evermore.

“Then, when he bad succeeded in poison-
ing her mind, he proposed to her him self.

‘Well and eloquently did he plead Lis
caue, but she turaed from him  I: could
never, nev.r b2, shrsaid. AsGol'sservaat
sbe |,ved and respect:d bim, and rcvered
h'm almost as a fa‘her, but—that was all.

‘Even atter I cam? back, and sit in the
pew with poor Molly Mnrisen, he dered
to preach to us.

‘I wh spercd to Molly that I felt very ill,
end asked ker to cone oat with me. We
lc it the church together.

*N:xt morning { called vpon him.

‘] am ashimed, Gordon, to tkink of i*
now, but all my lite I have hated carct and
hypocrity. Then, remember, I was very
younz, and bad jast retarned frgm the
wars.’

*Young man,” be said, ‘n‘oning his
voice, ‘You hav: doubtless come to consuls
me on your souls salvation? Wouldest
then that I should pray with thee.’

‘My wrath was at the boiling pointnow;
I must speak out or Cie.

“*You cuntirg little humbug and
Poarisee,’ 1 cried, ‘I have come to t:ll
you that if you ever dare to breathe anotier
wor ] of love to my c¢)usin, or preach ai ber
or me from the pilpit you disgrace, 11l
break every small bone in pour wretched
body. Good morring !

‘[ flung out of th2 house and baaged the
door.

‘But 1:s'en, Gordon, the ‘own clock tolls
the hour of t:n. I will tell you about the
S ngleton’s to-morrow.’

‘And to-morrow,” he addel joyfully,
‘Jear love and I am going to choose our
wedding day. Good night and happy
dreams.’

CHAPTER VII —*‘I SHOULD DEARLY LIKE
TO KIs8 you.”
‘All that Iam now going to tell you,

| Gord,’ said my friend Lloyd next evening,

|
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| writtea in every lineament, of his
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[ bave already told dear love. If, ‘men
ami ' you are like m>:t medical men now-
adays, a stulent of human nature, you msy
be able to expliin the, to me, inexplic.ble
fact that I felt halt cor:y, balt-ashamed,
that I hid really nothing very dreadful to
confess to my geutle Ella Lce. She would
have forgiven me jist the same.’

‘Did she seem sHnry ?* 1 put this question
qait? ab uptly.

Jocelyn took his ¢’'gar from bis lips and
looked at me for a tew moments, with a
curious kind of smile pliyirg over his fec>.

‘Come to think of it, (vord,’ he replied,
‘Pon honour, I believs she did.’

‘But what caused you to ask such a
question ' he added.

I did not reply directly.

‘Did she?’ I said muskiagly, ‘and you
¢x ‘hanged confifences? Were thyse in-
nocent confessions mu usal?

‘01, God bless my soul and body, Gor-
don,” cried .Jocelyn, alnost impetudusly,
ard tkrowing awey the cigar he bad newly
lit, in order to light anotker.

‘Women are not lik2 men. \What thould
they hav: to tell? What, at sll cven's,
coall a pu’e-minded girl lik2 Ella have to
confess? Barely tweuty, Gord. No angel
in beaven was never more incocent than
ske.’

‘I'm a blundering idiot,” I said.
give me old Joss.’

While Joss bad been speaking. however,
up betorz my mind's eyes rose i1 letters of
fie the wordiag ot that little tell-tale tele-
gram from th: mysterious *Jack.” But I
dismissed all thcuzh's of it. My mention-
ing it could do no good—at present.

‘Heave rcuid, Joss,” I ccn'inuzd, in
semi ssi'o: !i-go, ‘heave routd with your
yard about the Singletons.’

'Oh, yes, the Singletons : a more delight-
fu! family [ have pever known, Cyntiin.
here, was lit'le more than a puppy when I
fizst made the acqu.intance of the old man,
Colonel Singleton bimself. Cynthia in-
troduced m: to the Colonel, jast as she in-
trcdaced me to dear old love hereelf, and
I believe it was th-ough him I Faimy fi st
picture bung ard sold— well sold, too. But
1 hippened to be living at Chichester for a
few months, in order to be rear some
fsiends of mine. It was a lovely summer’s
morning wtea Cynthia and I leit home one
day for a ramble. We hiad not gone far
in th2 cutskirts, towever, when black
clouds rolling up in the west ani the mut-
tering of distant thunder waroed us that a
storm was brewing. S) we retraced our
stepe, My own rooms were in the out-
ski-ts, and we returned through the city,
as [ carrie]l no umbrella, and did not care
to get wet to the skin.

‘Presently the drops began to fall, it be-
came very dark, and a tlish or two of very

‘For-

vivid ligh'ning served to remind me that in |
an engraver's stop close at hand there |
some very nice itchings of seasid: or shore |

lite, that I bad not suffiicatly studied.
“By tha cou t:r, looking at some water

color drawirg’, and making a f:w small | ( | was, O
| when tte ezening star, with 1's siivery eye,

purch s2s, wes an elderly but very smart
white-hiired gentleman. Tcere was sold-
ier in bisevery m:v:ment, and soldier
fresh-
colored and intellectual face.

*That hige cotton umbrella that leant
against th2 counter was evidently a bor-
rowed one, {o-there was nothing smirt or
goldier-like about that.

‘Well, Cyctui's method of introducing
us was simplicity itselt. She tenther head
very much to one side, seizz1 that um-

| bre'la, and coolly lay down at a littls dis-

tance to dis:ect it.

‘Bless my soul,” 1 heird the elderly
gentleman remark.  ‘Bless my soul, and it
isn't mine ei h:r. Good doggie, goyd
goodie; giva it up.’

‘Cynthia had no such intentioa, but my

| interference socn placed mat'ers in ‘statu

quy.’

‘Then conversation followed, and two
soldiers thrown thus tog:ther, albeit cne
was o'd, found plenty to talk atou’.

‘But Colone! Sinzleton, for it was he,
s1id also that he thould never tire admir-
ing Cynthia.

‘Meanwbile the rain c.m2 down in
stre:m*. the lightning was retl:cted from
¢vary glittering thing in the shop. atd the
thunder was like salvoes of fi 'd artillery.

‘How deligh'ed my nieces would be with
that dog I" He spoke more te hunselt than
to me.

*Tte rain k2pt on.

‘I must go, and risk it,” I said.

*Then we: found out that we both lived
near each other, and 1t wis speedily ar-
rang:d that 1 should see him to bis own
door, and then have the us: of the big um-
brella to my own.

‘He was so kind in manner and gentl:-
manly in conversation, this old soldicr that
my heart w:nt out to him at once.

‘After the storm the wzatber clearel,
and when, at five o'clock, I presented my-
selt at the colonel’s door to retura the um-
brel's, the sky was clear and tlue, ani the
streets were div. 1 am rather proud of
Cynthie, and tbat forenoon Ihad got my
man to wash her with perfumed soap, of
course, and now the white of her maisive
coat was as white as pipe-clay, aad the

wore around her neck her ccimson collar
and a ribbon of b'ue.
*The colonel was a bachelor. The little

ancient and extremely pclite lady who rose
from the piano as I entered was his house
ke per and sister ; and thes2 thrce young
ladies were his nieces.

“The elcest might have been twen'y two
the second —a sweet-faced, sisterly looking
girl, with ruby lips and dark eyes—about
nineteen, and th: youngest certainly not
more than seventeen.

|
1
i
|
|
l

|
|

‘Miss Andrew,’ said the colonel, intro-
ducing them, ‘Miss Mazgie Aadrew, and
Mies Lily.

‘[ corfess 1 was attrasted at once to
Lily. It wae not that her features were so
reguls r, but they were full of expression,

her eyes were wordrously large, and bher |

hair one golden mass.

‘O, 1 said to myself, ‘you must take
care, or Lily will leai ycu captive.’

‘I wonder if the colonel couald read the
expression in my eyes. as they were fixed
cn Lily,

‘Lily,” he said, ‘is -a terrib'e romp. I
bid you beware, Major Lloyd, or she’ll
tease the life cut of you.

‘It would b2 a deligbtful way of dying,
I could not help remarking, more to myself
than tu enyone els>.

‘Both the elder girls laughed. and mean-
while Lily was teated on & bear’s ekin rug
with Cynthia and evidently there were
many sweet confidences being ¢xchanged.

‘Fer the next f:w months there was
seldom a day I did not visit the Singletons
Lily grew cn me, if I may so express it. I
fsar I wes fal'ing in lcve.  Even my sweet
Highblazd cousin was forgotten—for a time,
at all events.

‘Lily did not tease me. Steromped w'th
my dog Cynthi:, but not with me. But
w2 played togatker and sang together, and
we used to have long, delight!u' wa'ks—to
exereise the dog let us say—ard on rustic
seats in woodland shad: s we read Tennyson,
Longfellow, and miny ansther poet to-
getker.

*Toere was no harm in tha*, was there,
Gord ¥

‘None at all, Joes, you innocent.’

‘Oage evening. while seated near a wood,
a spell of silenze fell over uy, broken at last
by Li'y herself.

¢ 0, Major I.loyd,’ she s'gh3d, ‘[ do so
lov2 you- d»rg.’

‘] took possession of the ore wee gloved
hand that was nesr to me. I daresay I
prested it. I wen'el ve:y much to ray.

¢ *And I do so love you’ Iily.’

‘But som-how shyness ar awkwardnese,
call it what you please, seaied my lips.

‘I did not speak, bacause I could not. I
cannot explain why. D:eply though not
aloud, howev:r, I called my:elf most uc-
complimentary n:m s.

‘I'dii find speech at last just as Cynthis
go up and rested ber enormous head on
Lily’slap. What I had meantto eay, you
know, was, ‘And I doso love you.! What
[ did say was this ‘An1 I'm sure, Li'y, she
loves you.”

‘Jocelyn,’ I said, intercup'ing him with
a light laugh. ‘I musteay you are an ex-
ceptionil sollier. But heave round sgain.’

‘Well, Gord, I cou'd read i* [ could not

| talk, and Lily sa’d she could never tire o! |

of h aring me read, a compliment which I
think wasiatend2d fo- me as much as for
the poe's I endeavored to intzrpret.

*Tae light d.ed aw.y at last,and I closed
the book.

‘] do1't know bow it was, Gord. but

looked down on us, we were still sittirg
tkere, with C'ynthia at our fce'.

‘Bat wh:n the moon ro:e higher and
higher over the bornie woods, and cast a
glamour over the scenery. brigh'er than
the dawn ot a m'dsummer’s day, l.ily arose
in som# has'e and trepilation.

03, d:ar,’ she siid, ‘it must be late,
a1d wa bave still a lorg mile to walk.’

“A very stor: mile i* will be to m=,
Lily,” I answerzd.

‘My intellect was returciag to me, and
with 1t the giit of langnage.

‘Lily hai with her a soft, lizht, gauzy
kind ot a marntle—I do n>t know wh.t
call it.

* ¢ Put this on,’ I said.
inz. Nay, permit m3.’

‘I bad t) lif: the masses of Ler glorious
hair to srrange the collar of the mantle
around h.r snow whi'e neck.

‘I did not hurry.

‘I was by her side now—close by ber
sid2. Her gloved hind was in miue.

+:Lily * I pleaded. ‘O, Lily, I—I should
dearly like to kiss you.’

‘Her h:ad was slightly averted. DBuat,
(Gordon, my whole soul scemed to go forth
towards her in t"a* one kiss.

‘I was not prepsred for what followed.

‘It wes & broken sob trom Lily ; ray,

‘The dew is ‘al-

! but a series of sobs.’

Th:n she threw herself tack upen the
seat, and barst into a flood of hysterical
tears.

(To be continued).

THECOMMON BLACK (J)4T.

Is F.ared That It May beSup r:eded by One
of Lighter Color.

It would appear from one of their trade
organs that tailors are b:coming a little
anx ous about the prospects of the black coat
of civilization. They fear it is in danger
of being superteded by a garment ct light-
er hue, it not of v_riegated pattern. Per-
baps it they we e to give voic2 to 1h: deep-
er apprehensions, they would say that
there was more at stake than a black coat.
There can, at any rate, be little coubt,
whtethar the tailors are willing t> amit
is or rot, that with the fate of the black
coat is bound up that of the black wa'scoat.
Wlether the two bh.v: been lovely &nd
pleasant in theic lives is a matter of opic-
ion ; but we feel sur2 that in death tlLey
would rot te divided.

We mean no disrespect to the vettin
describing it as a parasite of the coa*. It

|

is an bumble dependant which hss only
found its way into society under the wing
of its iufluentisl patron, to whom itcd-
heres wth single breastzd fidelity rewarded
on the other side by an attachment which
is rarely broken save for a short periad
durinz the summer months.

The trousers, it is true, are connected
wi‘h th2 two upper garmerts by no such
feudel tie ; but thzir own union is complete
and, except in very hot wetaber, indis-
solule. Hence, the more far sighted tailors
no doubt pereeive clearly enough that if
the black coat goes w: shall be within
measurable distance of the ‘‘iwezd suit
Nor are there wanting those wlo weuld ¢
their best to accelerate the catastrophe.

Animated by the restless spirit of the
age, its impatience of sobriety and
thirst for change and color in costume, as
in life, there is a schod) of so-called re-
formers wko are endeavcring to urge the
wearers of black coats to revolt. Let them
give free [play, excliim these anarchistic
counselors, to ‘‘their taste in checks and
strip2s,” and they will be able to cuta
far more picturesue figure at a far smaller
annual outlay. Wita the outlay ot course
the public is rot concerned, though the
matter, doubtless, is not without its |

for tha tailors; but we oan to some un-
easiness at theidea of the entire community
indulging i's multitaricus tes'e in chacks
as a headlor g pursuit of the pctures e,

We have all of us, indeed, seen th2 ex-
per'ment tried under very favorable cir-
cumstances, but with more than dubious
results, by those little bands of vocal and
instrumental artists, gererally six or eight
in number, who are usually to be met with
a‘ race meetinge or on the sandsat popular
seaside resorts at this time of the year.
These pioneers of drese reform have ex-
tirely discarded the tlack coat preferrirg
one of giyer color, with noticeably elon-
gated tails, aad the freedom with which
they indulge their taste in chccks and
a'ripes may elmost be said to border upon
license  Yet the effect, evon with the ad-
dition of an ogea shirt coller of Elizibethan
propoitions, a cork:d face, and a bu
can: 0 be described as entirely picturesque.
—London Telegrapb.

CANADIAN SUCCESS
RECOGNIZED ABROAD

An American Company organized
with Offices at Buffalo.

P

A Millionaire Banker

At the Head of the New Company-—
The fame earned by Dodd's Kid-
ney Pills in Canada wins the con-
fidence and Capital necessary for
a Solid Syndicate.

- a
iteress

At a time when mo:t business m2n &re
resting on their oars, pen ing the result
of the eleciion, it is interesting to report
the details ot @ n-w orga iz tion thit pro-
mises to enlarg: Bufla'o’s reputation as a
business center, and bring many thousards
of ¢ollars bere for local distributirn.  Thie
has reterence to th: Doids Medicine Com-
pany, witha suite of offices 11 th} Ellicott
Sqi:re Building, suhetantiJ bustiness m n
in control, and ampl: capital ati's ba k.
Nothirg of the kind in :ec:nt years begics
to eq 1al the importance ot such a buisness
in its relation to the community. The
new company bas been orzanized for the
mapu‘actur: of Dedd’s Kidoey Pills, a
remedy tba* bas won fame and fortune
over in Canada, and that comes to the
United S ates in response to a well di fizec
demand. There is nothing fi titous abc
the preparationin 1 rothing doubtful abc
its results. It is claim dto be a fuprcme
and conplete tiiamph, bicked by thou-
sands ot lezitmate testimonials and 1rdors-
ed by m#n and women of more than avo
age intellizence. DBeciuse it comes from
Canada, 1t is none the less & triumph. It
his won its spurs ovir tkere.

Toere is no mere progressive busingss
in buflalo than th2 big Werld's Dispensary
and there is every reason to anticipats sim-
ilar activity in conrection wi h the minu-
facture of Dodd's Kidney Pils. Every
condition fully warrants it. The pew com-
pany represents men of large experiencs
and busi-ess anility, with the Hoa. . G.
Babecck of Horne:l ville as president ; Mr
J A McKee ot Torouto, as vice-president
and Ms. B.inn Yates a3 sccreta'y and
t easurer. Mr Babcock is president of
the Bank of IHornell.ville, owner of the
famous Bibcock Stock farms once the
home ot ‘h: mighty Smrggler, and the
present home of tbe beautitul stall on Vco-
doo, for which Mr. Babcock jaid $24
wh nit wasabout 21 months old, acd
at 0:t 60 more of the tinest blooded stock
in the coantry. Me. Bibeock i1s a man of
vast busizess interests, and cn: who has
peen wonder'ul'y successful in everything
h2 bas ucdertaken. The Elmira Teleg am
cal's him ‘a wealtby ard public-spuied
citiz:n and just the kind of a man to make
a place famous and prosp rous.” The de-
velopement of this new cusiness will give
him a direct intercst i) the growth and
prosp:r.ty of Buffslo, and will turn to our
advaatage in more waye thin onme. Mr.
McKee is president of the Dolds Medicine
Company «f Canada, whose energy and
enterprise have made Dodd's Kidney Pills
famous t roughout the length and breath

of the Dominion. Mr. Blion Yates is
maniger of the Buffalo cflize of .the
Charles H. Fuller's Newspaper and

Mag z'ne Advertising Agency of Chicago
and New York, and hss receatly removed
hare from New York City.

The new busicess s'arts out uncer tke
most favorable auspices, wi'h no possible
quaction as to itssucciss and with every
iutention of makirg things bum. It is
easy to tee that Buffalo is foriunate
beirg made Leadquarters for the S a‘es.
It meass s*eady work for scores of people,
and no end of iree adverising for the city.

The question of the propriety of riding a
whacl to church will probably remain an
open on2 uutil the Pope issues a bicyclical

on the subject.
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