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An excessively grand affair it was to be.

A famous chet from London had come
down to assist; a cart-load of flowers had
been bought in addition to those which Sir
Gerald’s own gardens and conservatories
could produce.

lOne of the finest military bands was to
ay. :
g And, altogether, it was to be a function
such as would be talked about, and not
soon forgotten.

‘I am a little surprised at Gerald,’ Lady
Ruth thought. *He used not to be fond of
extravagance and display.’

It seemed as it this unspoken thought of
hers lurked also in Lilian's breast, for one
day, as she and Lady Ruth were sitting to-
gether, she said—

‘Auntie, [ wish you would persuade
Gerald not to lavish so much money on me.
It troubles me sometimes.’

Lady Ruth was on the best of terms with
her nephew’s wife ; indeed, it might be said
l‘:” genumely and tenderly attached to

er.

Lilian always addressed her as ‘aunt,’
and received, in the sweetest possible man-
ner, any words of counsel which the elder
lady, out of her riper experience, might
have to give.

‘What do you mean, my dear " said
Lady Ruth.

‘Grerald is so extravagant. You must have
noticed it He insists on my getting the best
and costliest of everything. He wouldn’t
even let me look at Madame iloise’s bill;
and I am sure it was because he knew
my dresses had cost so much, that I should
be really alarmed to think of1t.’

‘Those Parisian dressmakers always do
charge exorbitantly, my dear.’

‘But it is not dresses slone I mean.
Only think ot the jawels he has bought me!
I am sure they must have costs him thou-
sands of pounds. Aand then this ball!
Everything is to be on so very grand a
scale. ‘Spare no expense ! That is Ger-
ald’s command to everyone. It is as
though he could not pour out his money
lavishly enough. It troubles me,” repeat-
ed the vouthtul Laay Vere.

‘My dear, your husband his a large in
come. You need have no fears on that ac-
count,’ said Lady Ruth, gently.

‘Oh, it is not that—not that at all !’
cried Lilian, hurriedly. ‘You don't quite
understand !

‘What is it, then, my love ?’ questioned
the elder lady.

The troubled look deepened on the face
of Sir Gerald’s wife.

A delicate rose flush mantled her cheek
:.nd then she said, evidently with an ef-

ort—

‘It isn’t that I fear he is exceeding his
income, though even that ought to be
thought of, of cousse; but—but——’

‘But what, my dear P’ asked Lady Ruth
not a little curious to know where the root
ot the objection lay.

‘It makes me feel, alomst, as if he had
bought me for his wite.’

I'be colour deepened in Lady Vere’s face
as she said this, in a low, hesitating voice.

Gentle Lady Ruth, who was thoroughly
qualified to sympathize with the workings
of a delicate mind, pressed her hand kindly.

‘My dear Lilian, you must never have
such as thought as that.’

Lady Vere raised her beautiful eyes to
her face, and said, in a firmer and more
assured tone—

‘At any rate, I wish I could make him
understand I do not desire these things—
do not greatly value them ’

‘I am sure he does Enow that.’

Lilian looked at her, wistfully.

‘Do you really think so? Oh, I wish I
could be quite sure of it! I wonder, some
times whether he surrounds me with all these
luxuries because he thinks he has not my
love, and hopes to buy it with them.’

‘But, my dear, he has your love, and I
am sure, he knows it. How could he help
it? You'll forgive me for saying so, Lilian,
but I never saw a more truly loving and
devoted wife than you’

‘Do you really mean that? Ob, I am
glad—very glad?

A tender light broke in her eyes as she
spoke.

Lady Ruth’s assurance seemed to have
thrilled her inmost heart with joy.

With a swift gracetul movement, she left
her chair, and came and knelt on the rug
beside Lady Ruth.

‘I will tell you what makes me so espec-
ially sensitive,’ she said with a frank, sweet
glance. ‘When Gerald first asked ms to
marry him, I had to confess I did not love
him. I liked him and esteemed him very
much, but I did not love him and told bim
so. He said he would be content to begin
with liking and esteem, feeling quite sure
tta’, in the end love would come. And so.’

Goughs
That
Stick.

You don’t seem to be able to
throw them off. All the ordinary
remedies you've tried don’t touch

them. The cough remedy for youis
Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup.
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Mr. WM. FERRY, Blenheim, Ont.,
says: “I can recommend Dr. Wood's
Norway Pine Syrup as the very best
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she concluded, after a little pause—‘I mar-
ried him.’

‘Married him without absolutely loving
him. you mean, my dear?’

‘Yes! Did I do wrong?

And there was a world of wisttulness in
the beautitul eyes upraised to Lady Ruth’s.

‘Certainly not, seeing you told him the
truth frankly, and that you did fcel for him
a real liking and estcem. Baut, Lilian, my
dear, may [ ask you one question P Marri-
age has the power to change liking into
love. What 1s your feeling towards Gerald
now P’

A wonderful light overspread the face of
Lady Vere.

She drooped her head.

‘Now I love him with a'l mv heart and
soul " she breathed, softly. ‘Better, far
better, than my life "

* * > * *

The evening of the ball had come.

Lady Vere, gowned in ivory white satip,
veiled with net, stood at the entrance to the
ballsroom to receive her guests.

Everyone remarked on her imperial grace
almost as much as on her great beauty.

‘No wonder he married her! said the
men. ‘A girl like that would bave graced
a coronet——ay, or even a crown !’

Her dress was trimmed with white roses,
and her jawels were a superb parure of dia-
monds, which flashed like points of flame
on her peautiful neck and arms.

Not one touch ot colour was there about
the whole costume—not so much as a thread
of gold or a single rose leat.

All was bridal whiteness.

Perhsps nothing could have shown to
such perlection the fairness of her com-
plexion, the shimmer of her golden bair, or
the dark, tbrilling beauty of her eyes.

Among the esrlier arrivals were the Mug-
gletons, and with them came Kate Lisle.

She had left The Towers some weeks
ago ; but her aunt had been called to France
to nurse a sick relative, and Kate, at Vi's
urgently expressed wish, had come back to
Hampshire.

It was quite possible she might spend the
winter with her friends, the Muggletons.

It so chanced that Lady Vere had never
once seen Kate.

Before her marriage, she had gently per-
sisted in keeping herself almost wholly re-
tired from wisitors.

Lady Ruth, appreciating the delicacy of
her motives, had abstained from sending
for her to the urawing-room when visitors
were there, and thus it happened that, in
spite of the fii :ndly feeling existing between
The Towers and Vivian Court, Lilian had
never met kate Lisle.

Kate had returned to Hampshire only
three days ago— just in time for tbe ball.

She looked lovely in a gown of cream-
colored silk, with a cluster of crimsou
flowers at her bosom.

Morewood was, of course, her escort;
and very proud and happy he looked as he
led her up to his friend’s wife.

Lady Vere let her eyes rest for a mo-
ment on that fresh tair girlish beauty.

And, as she looked. a shade of sadness
flitted over her own beautiful face.

Oanly for a moment did that shade re-
main.

Then she was murmuring a gentle word
or two of special greeting to Kate, with a
smile that was pure and bright as a sun-
beam.

‘How beautiful she is I said Kate to her
lover, with trank, generous enthusiasm,
as they walked down the ball room. ‘I
don’t wonder Sir Gerald fell in love with
her.’

After a moment, she added, archly—

‘I only wonder somsbody else did not !

‘Meaning me, desr P’

‘Certainly !’

tAh! I waited for you, you see. I had
s sort of prescience you were coming ; and,
of course. it would have broken your heart
it you'd found me already disposed of.’

Morewood spoke with that playful teas-
ing in which & man likes to indulge when
he is quite certain of the affection of his
betrothed.

‘But, seriously, John,’ persisted Kate,
‘I do wonder you didn't fall in love with
her. It 1I'd been a man, I really don't
think I could have helped it.’

‘[ was preserved for you! For which,
if you are a properly-disposed young wo-
man, you ought to be exceedingly grate-
tul I’ retorted Morewood, with a loving
glance, though his tone was still a quizzical
one.

He did not s1y how near he had been to
falling in love with Lilian Delisle.

He had by no means forgotten this, but
he did not choose to tell Kate of it.

It was not that he was not perfect'y hon-
ourable and true-minded.

Never a more honourable man stepped
than John Morewood, of Beech Royal.

But be was prudent.

He held it to be quite unnecessary, and
unwise, ,to say things which would run
the ritk ot waking even the tiniest flutter
of jealousy in his K+te's heart.

it he had ever cffered hims-It to Lillian,
if he had even breathed so much as one
word ot love to h:r, it would bave been
different.

But, as it was, there was no need to
mention tbat love which bad sprung up so
rapidly, and had been #o quickly crushed.

The secret was confiued to Lis own
bosom, and in bis own bosom it should rc-
main—at any rate for the present.

Perbaps, at some future day, when he
and Kate were playing at Darby and Joan
together, when he would be sitting on one
sice ot the fire, smoking a cigar, in dres:-
ing gown and slippers, while she would be
sewing on the other— perbaps then he
might tell her how in his breast there had
been conceived the dawning of what might
bave been a mighty passion for Lillian
Delisle. and bow he had stood aside at the
call ot friendsbip, and had dug a grave for
that dawning passion, and buried it, re-
taining nothing but a memory which must
make him ever think very kindly of Sir
Gerald's wife.

A'l this was to be told in the ‘‘som¢-day”
but, assuredly, be did not mean to tell it
now.

So he answered his love with quizzing

words and gay smiles, as he ever did when
she asked him those tender questions which

irls delight in, as to whether be had ever
oved betore.

Kate had the least mistrustful nature in
the world, and was easily satisfied.

During the evening, Liady Vere came up
to her, as she sat alone, in the conserva-
tory, in the absence ot her lover, who had
gone to fetch her an ice.

‘I am pleased to see you alone !' she
said, softly. ‘I so wanted to tell you how

lad—how truly glad—I am to know you.

here was no time, in all that crush. I
have heard so much of you. And vou are
to be our neighbor soon? 1 do hope you
will let me be your real friend, dear.’

There was the most thrilling earnestness
in Lilian’s sweet voice.

Her eyes, too, seconded her words’
appeal.

One might alone have fancied she saw
some dark shadow which threatened to
cloud Kate's tuture, and longed to have
power to save her from it.

Kate answered with grateful warmth.

She felt greatly drawn towards this
beautiful Lsf; Vere, with the sweet voice
and the wonderful dark eyes.

To her it seemed, as it bad seemed to
Sir Gerald when he first looked on Lilian
Delisle, that those eyes were sorrow-
haunted.

In spite of the sweetly-smiling lips and
the sunny brow, she found herself wonder-
ing what ﬁriet had entered so early into
the life ot L.ady Vere.

‘Mr. Morewood is my husband’s dear
friend, as, of course, you know; and I
think I may say’—here, for a single mo-
ment, she pressed her hand, as if involun-
tarily, above her heart— ‘I think I may say
he is my friend as well.’

At that moment Morewood came back.

He looked delighted to see his bethroth-
ed conversing with Lady Vere on such
evident terms of friendliness.

‘Mr. Morewood, | am asking Miss
Lisle to let us be real friends.’

‘That is very good of you !

And his frank eyes sparkled with grate-
tul feeling as they looked down into hers.

The next moment, someone else entered
the conservatory—the Duke of Oldacre,
who had come to claim Lady Vere as his
partner for the next dance.

Kate watched the graceful white-robed
form as it passed through the banks of
blossoms. on the arm of ths duke.

‘John,’ she said. softly, ‘I do like her so
much. I believe I should love her very
soon.’

CHAPTER XL.
LADY VERE ASKS A FAVOUR.

The acquaintance between Lady Vere
and Kate, so auspiciously begun, ripened
and developed rapidly.

Kate was constantly at Vivian Court.

Sir Gerald sometimes told his young
wite he felt himself growing quite jealous
of Miss Lisle.

One atternoon, when Kate was at the
Court, Sir Granville Grantly who chanced
to be there also, began to speak of a clair-
voyante, who was giving a remarkable ex-
hibition of her powers in the neighbouring
town.

‘[ went to her seance the other day,
he said, ‘and what she did was really very

remarkable. A Spanish woman, I should
imagine she is. She calls herself Madame
Santanello.’

Lilian, wao was arranging some flowers
in a vase, looked round with some eager-
ness.

‘Do you say you saw her, Sir Granville ?
What was she like ?’

‘A very grand-looking woman, tall and
stately, with a superb figure, and a hand-
some melancholy-looking countenance.
She wore blue spectacles. which rather
spoiled her appearance. Otherwise, she
waa a splendid-looking woman.’

‘How old P’ asked Sir Gerald.

*‘Oh, ’'m not very good at guessing
ladies’ ages. Something between thirty
and forty, I should think.’

Lady Vere turned to her flowers again.

There was a very thoughttul, and slight-
ly troubled, look op her fair face as she
bent over them.

‘And what did she do?’ queried Kate,
eagerly. ‘I have never seen a clairvoy-
ante. [ should like to, very much. I

wonder whether Mr. Morewood would
take me ?’

‘Kate, don’t ask him. I mean, don’t
go.’

It was Lilian who thus spoke, in a sin-
gularly earnest and beseeching tone.

She left her flowers, and cam2 and stood
Kate's side, as though to urge her request
with greater force.

Kate laughed.

‘Why shouldn’t [ go? I’'m sure I should
like it ever so much.’

‘Dear, it you knew what awful power
those women sometimes bave! They
work infinite misery. I have koown cases
in which they have wrecked th: bappiness
of whole lives’

‘Why, Lilian, how tragical you are! I
verily believe vou are in esrnest !’

‘] am in earnest !’ cried Lady Vere

And no one, who saw her then, could
donbt it.

Earnestnees sat on her flushing cheek,
and sparkled in ber eye.

‘My 1,ve, what do you know of clairvoy-
antes ?' asked Sir Gerald much impressed

‘What do I know? I have eseen such
misery——' She broke off suddenly, adc-
ing, alter & moment or two, in a slower,
calmer voice ;: ‘Someday I will tell you of
a cate I knew—the case of 2 young girl
whose whole lifs was ruined by what sbe
heard from the lips ot a clairvoyante. You
would uoderstand then whyl so greatly
dresd such people. Bu* even the memory
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of it is so painful to me, that I don’t care
to telk about it ’

‘Lilian, I never saw vyou so affected be-
fore " exclaimed Sir Gerald.

And, indeed, a mist of tears had started
to her eyes.

She smiled, albeit a little sadly.

‘I know I am foolishly impressionable,’
she said ; then she turned to Kate again.
‘Kate, I wish you would promise me not
to go. I have a presentment—don’t call
me foolish—that harm would come of it I’

And Kate lwughed, gaily.

‘Can’t you? Wouldn’tit be harm it
you heard some hateful statement or
prophecy of evil, such as made your heart
ache with fear and dread lest it should
prove true? Don’t smile, Kate. Such
things have been.’

‘Well, you see, if the evil had to come,
I might as well know it. Besides, I don’t
believe in these people as you do. They
are only clever cheats, are they not, Sir
Gerald ?

‘Upon my word, I don’t know They have
certainly marvellous powers sometimes.
And, youknow. Shakespeare assures us
there are more things in Heaven and earth
than man dreams ot in his philosophy.’

Sir Gerald, as has been said, had, by
nature, a strong leaning towards the my:-
terious and metaphysical. Moreover,
he had beenimpressed by the emotion shown
by Lilian.

At this moment more visitors were an-
nounced, and the subj2ct dropped.

But, later in ths day, when Morewood
chanced to be there, Lady Vere resumed
it with him.

*Mr. Morewood, have you heard of this
Madame Santanello

‘Yes. A good many people have told me
how clever she is.’

‘You haven’t seen her

‘No. Sir Gerald wanted me to go with
him the other day, but I coulda’t manage
it. I had an engagement.’

‘Kate wishes very much to go !’

‘Kate P’

‘Yes. And I want you to promise me
not to take her! Will you, Mr. Morewood?’

It was evening—after dinner.

Morewood had been dining at the Court,
and was now sitting in the drawing room
with Lady Vere and Lady Ruth, Sir Gerald
having gone away to write an important
letter.

Lady Ruth was sitting at one end of the
room, half asleep over some wool-work.

Lady Vere was at the other end, at the
pianoforte.

She had been playing a few soft chords,
with Morewood standing behind her, ad-
miricg the grace and beauty of her fingers,
as they wandered over the keys.

She had ceased playind when she began
to speak about the clairvoyante, and now
she lett the piano stool, and seated herself
on a fanteuil near.

I was trying to persuade Kate this after-
neon, not to go!’ she resumed. -But, as
you know, she is rather wilful, and opposi-
tion only makes her more determined to
have her way.’

‘Yes, I believe that is a little trick of
hers! said the lover smiling. ‘How
well you know her, Lady Vere!

‘I know her well, because I love her
well ' said Lilian, softly. ‘Dear Kate!
I ought to love her. She is so very good
tome! With a smile, she added: ‘But
she is wilful. Because I have spoken
against the clairvoyante, she is sure to
want to go, But she won’t go unless you
take her. If you would promise me not
to go, I should feel sure she woulin’t either.

Will you promise, Mr. Morewood ?’

She leaned a little nearer to him, in her
earnestness, the color deepening in her
cheeks, her beautiful eyes shining.

The delicate-hued silks and fiimy laces
at ber bosom were stirred a little by the
quick beating of her heart.

‘With pleasure, L.ady Vere. I have no
interest at ail in such exhibitions, and I'm
sure 1've no wish to take Kate to see them.’

*Thaok you—oh, thank you so much !’

And she l2aned back in her chair, with
an inexpressible 1ook of relief on her tair
tace

‘But now,’ he said, smiling, ‘in return
for my promise, do you mind telling m2
wby you are so anxious Kate shouldn’t go
to this clairvoyante ¥’

A taint flush mantled her cheek.

‘Will you promise not to think me very
foolish ?’

‘Cer:ainly [ can promise that!" he said,
with a frankly admiring glance.

‘Well, then, I once knew a young girl,
who was placed—in many respects—very
similarly to how Kate is now. Her life
seemed to promise unclouded hapiness;
but she went to a clairvoyante, and the wo-
man prophesied such an awlul thing as
likely to come upon her, that her life was
spoiled irom that hour. She lived hence-
torward in awful dread.’

‘And did the evil come to pass P’

‘In part it did. T tremble when I think
of the powers these mysterious people
possess It seems to me they could almost
control Fate. I would not go near one
for the world.’

An iovoluntary shudder thrilled her as
she spoke.

Morewood, though gently sympathetic
in outward manner, thought, privately, that
she was a little too impressionable—as
fine-natured women so often are.

Nevertheless, he coull not help recall-
ing that weird prophecy of Madge's.

Had the not possessed a wonderful
knowladge ot the tuture when she spoke
of the baletul influsnce which Madeline
Winter was likely to exercise on Gerald
Vera !

Might there not be some occult and
mysterious power residing in these clairvoy-
antes whi h it passed the power of ordin-
ary man to fathom?

[ shall be turning superstitious myseif
pext,” he thought, halt uneasily, half-
amused, ‘it I bave much more to do with
these mysteries.’

Aloud, he said, in that pleasant, manly
fashion which made most women look up
to him as a protector—

‘Well you may rest assurred Kate shall
not consuit the oracle with me. And for
all ber wiltulness and independent spirit,

I thiok she myy be trusted not to go by
herselt.’

‘Thank you, so much, Mer. Morewood.
You are very good to me !' said Lilian,
simply.

be next moment, Sir Gerald came back
to the room, and the subject dropped.
To be Continned.
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And Serious Losses from Use
of Common and Adulter-
ated Dyes.

DIAMOND DYES

Are Used hy All Wise and Econ-
omical Women.

The only pure, harmless and successful
package dyes tor home dyeing are the Dia-
mond Dyes.

The imitation package dyes and the com-
mon soap grease mixtures are so largely
adulterated with foreign substances that
they are positively dangerous to use and
bandle No lady who values her garments
and materials will care to risk the coloring
powers of these adulterated dyestuffs. Suf-
fice it to say, the colors are dull, muddy
and lifeless, and cannot stand the most or-
dinary washing.

The Diamond Dyes have a long record
of trinmphs and well-done work that has
never been equalled in the history of home
dyes. In every part of the world they give
delight and satisfaction, and are hailed as
true money savers.

Easy, pleasant and profitable home dye-
ing is only possible with the tested and
popular Diamond Dyes.

As there are still storekeepers who sell
interior package and soap grease dyes for
the sake of long profits, see to it that your
dealer gives you the Diamond Dyes when
you ask for them. Every genuine package
bas the name ‘‘Diamond.”

It is poor judgment to.,pay ten cents tor
adulterated dyes when you can buy the
guarantee Diamond Dyes for the same
price.

Send to Wells & Richardson Co., Mont-
real, for book of directions and sample
card of 48 colors ; free to any address.

To Impress the Neighbours.

A Lady who knows the working classes
well informed the writer of one peculiar
little weakness of a section of that portion
ot the community. ‘There are soms families,’
she said, ‘that care nothing about the com-
forts of the week provided they can make a

show on Sundays. Their dearest ambition
is to possess a relative owning at least a pony
and trap, who will come to dinner on the
Sabbath and leave the wvehicle outside.
“This being so, I knew & man and his wite,
owning a neat little turnout, who pretty
well all the year around, had the Sunday’s
dinner free. Posing as re'atives of
people who desired to make their neigh-
bours’ mouths water, they drove out every
Sunday and were welcomed as guests, the
equival :nt for such hospitality being tound
in the pleasing knowledge that the neigh-
bours were certain to discuss the equipage
kept standiag at the door.’

ON A FRIEND'S RECOMMEND ATION,

Mrs. Gamptoa Uses Dr, Agnew’s Care for
the Heart and Recelves Instant Lasting
Reliet—Immediate Relief is What the
Suff:rer Wants—and Gets When Dr, Ag-
new's Care for the Heart is Used.

‘I was for a long time a great sufferer
from heart trouble. I had palpitation and
smothering accompanied by great waak-
ness and paintul spasms. I got very little
r lief from remedies. and doctors failed to
give me real benefit. A friend of mine
had used Dr. Agnew’s Cure for tha Heart,
and it bad been a great relief to her. I
procured a bottle and it has proved a great
blessing to me. I think it a great heart
cure and heartily recommnd it to all like
sufferers. Mrs. Gampton, 46 Bishop
Street, Toronto.’

Bound to Win,

The late Lord Gleneig was fond of tell-
ing the fo'lowing story of Mr. Lebouchere,
father ot the first Lord Tauaton, as illus-
trative of the enterprise necessary to the

success of th2 poor but clever young man :
As a young man Labouchere was employ-

ed in the great mercantile house of Hope.

When it came to marry, having discreetly
made his own choice of the lady, he applied
to Sir Francis Baring for leave to pay hs
addresses to his daughter. Sir Francis de-
murred, as Laibouchere, though a rising
young man, had no fortuune.

‘But if Hope takes me into partnership ?’
said Labouchere.

‘Oh yes, if Hope takes you into partner-
ship.’

Labouchere then went to Hope, and in-
timated his wish for this arrangement.
Hope in his turn demurred.

‘But it I marry Baring's daughter ?* said
Labouchere.

‘Ob, if you marry Baring's daughter—°

This was enough for Labouchere. H3
con~luded his wooing by marrying Baring's
daughter, whereupon he became a partner
in Hope’s.

Y. Deard s
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