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others ag to have you !’

‘1 }m‘,“nmr wery ftond of Londen,’ I
answered, coldly, ‘especislly in a fog, and
1 am very fond indeed of Scotland.’

A look of plessed surprise brightened
Sir Robert's face.

‘I am very glad,’ he eaid. ‘I suppose I
may hope, then, that yon found Ardnavach
to your taste ?’ J

‘Ardnavach is very besutiful end 'inter
esting,’ I answered; and then, after a

use: ‘So is Currachmore.’

A quick, but furtive, glance of the small
gey eyesin my direction, and then they

ed themeelves on the carpet at his feet.

‘Yes,’ he said ; ‘Currachmore has a cer-
puin beauty of its own. though it is only

are rocks and caves.’

‘I was speaking ot the bouse,’ I said,
coldly, and a slight surprise showed itself
in my companion’s colorless face.

‘I did not know that you had scen the
house,’ he said, a little irritably.

‘Yes,’ I replied ; ‘I have seen sometbing
ot it, and heard its history from Mary
Faa’

‘Oh ! you have made acquaintance with
her, have you? he asked, in a voice of
cold displeasure, which I moted carefu!ly.

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘we became great triends,
and she told me a great deal about Ard-
navach and the neighborhood that was ex-
tremely interesting.’

‘She probably told you a string of lies !’
Sir Robert burst out, suddenly, with un-
mistakable ill-temper, and I smiled a little
malieiously to myself.

‘Indeed ! why should you suspect her of
telling me lies on that or any other sub-
ject P I asked.

‘Oh ! well, nevir mind Mary and her
stories now, Miss Freers,’ said Sir Robert,
in a different tone. ‘You surely know that
I didn’c come bere to discuss her, but some-
thing much more important.’

He got up from his chair and came near-
er to me, while a slightflush crept into bis
face.

‘It is more than three months, Miss
Freers, since I asked you to be my wife,
and you, of course, meant your answer as
final ; but Agatha, I cannot let yougo so
easily, it means such a lot to me—
my whole lite’s happiness, in

fact—and even at the riek ot offending you* |

I must ask vou to think ot it again.

“You don’t know—I can never tell you,
dear—what you are tome, or what I would
not do to win your love. I am not a good
man, Agatha, and, until [ knew you, 1 nev-
er cared much about being one; but what
little good there is in me -seems, somehow,
to spring into life in your presence, and I
began to long for a higher and better lile
than the one I bhave led.’

He paused for a moment, and ther came
suddenly up to me with bands outstretched.

‘You could do it, Agatha—with your
love you could make me what you would,’
he said, in a low voice, and I knew that he
was in earnest.

I tried to speak, but the words would
not come, and he went on, alter a pause,
very wistfully—

‘Have 1 made you angry, dear P’ If you
knew how hard it was to let you go before,
you would forgive me tor speaking sgain !’

‘I am not angry,” I managed to say feel-
ing that the task I had set myselt to do be-
came only harder with delay; but still the
words would not come readily, and I paused
a moment while Sir Robert scanned my
face eagerly. ‘Is it true " [ asked, at last;
‘is it true that you would, as you say, do a
great deal to win my love ¥

A gleam of hope came into his face that
touched me in spite of myself.

‘Yes,’” he eaid, ‘it is true. It is, perhaps,
not much use to repeat things like that;
but, if you know ot any proof that I can
give you, I wish you would tell me of it.’

I summoned all my courage, and, going
a step nearer to him, fixed my eyes on his,
that grew a little wide with wonder.

‘I believe you sre in earnest,’ { said,
gertly ; ‘but, Sir Robert, you said just now
that you had not been a good man— bad
not led quite a blameless lite. I ask you
now to tell me, has there been anything in
that life which, if I knew it, would make
your proposal seem an iosult to me ?’

The eyes on which my own were fixed
grew rigid, their wonder merged into fear
shame, despair, and their owner drew slow-
ly back from me.

1 had no longer any doubt, and my task
was now straightforward, but, oh, how
hard !

He did not speak for a moment, then
suddenly pulled himselt together, and made
& ghastly attempt to smile.

‘Miss Freers—Agatha !" he stammered.
‘What a turn you give a fellow with those
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great solemn eyes of yours ! What in the
world do you suspect me ot P Of course,I
know I am not half worthy of you, and
pever shall be ; and—well, yes—there are
lots of things I am ashamed of in my paet
life—gambling and that kind of thiog, you
know ; but I baven’t touched a card now
for more than a year, and never will again
it you insist ; and as I said betore, it is in
your power to make me what you will.’

He spoke hurriedly and with a note of
entreaty in his voice that touched me with
halt.contemptuous pity. .

*You have not answered my question in
plain words,’ I said, ‘but after all it is not
necessary, and I will speak quite plainly to
you. Sir Robert’—my heart was beating
madly, and [ hesitated before promoucing
the tatal words—-I have said that I do not
love you, snd it is true ; but neverth-less,
I am willing to become your wite if—ff you
will give up Ardnavach.’

‘Give—up—Ardnavach P’

The words came slowly, as if from parch-
ed lips, and a slight moisture broke out on
his sallow forehead.

He wiped it away unconsciously, and
moistenedihis lips betore going on.

‘Why should I give it up® Miss Freers,
what can you mean ¥’

‘Just wbat I said,’ I answered. ‘I will
be your wife, and I will do all I can to
make you happy—on tha! condition.’

‘And to whom should I give it up

“To its rightful owner—Ian Macquoid.’

‘Our rights were equal, or rath-r mine
was greater, being the son of the "oldest
sister.’

‘Until the will was made.’ I sad ‘quietly.

“The will was lost, if it ever existed.’

‘It might be found again,’ I suggested.

‘Found ! I den’t s<e what you mean.’

‘Need I repeat it P’ I asked. ‘It is that
I cannot be your wife, except on that con-
dition.

‘But Agathe why ?’

‘Because my husband must, at least be
honest.’

‘I accept your condition,’ he said, after
a moment. ‘I love you too much to refuse
you anything, however unreasonable. I
will make over Ardnavach, by deed ot gift
to Ina Macqueid.’

‘He would not acceptit as a gift.’ I said.
‘It must be restored to him as his right !’

‘How ¥’

‘“You must find the will,’ I answered,
steadily.

For a moment his eyes searched mine
despniringly.

Then he almost staggered backward
threw himself on a chair beside the table,
and laid his head down on his arms with
a sound very like a sob. Presently I went
up to him quietly and laid my hsnd on bis
shoulder.

He shivered a little, but did not raise his
shame-struck fece.

‘Don’t touch me,’ he whispered. I am
not worthy of it.’

‘You are more worthy of my respect
now than betore,’ I said, gently.

Preeently he got up, snd made en effort
to calm himself.

The sight of shame end misery in the
drawn, white face touched me deeply.

I took his cold hands in mine, and they
trembled at my touch.

‘I am sorry,’ I said, gemntly; ‘believe me
I am sorry for your suffering. and, if you
agree to do what I ask, I wlll try all my
lite to make up to you for it.’

He turned sside for s mement, while a
spasm of pain passed over his face, and
when he spoke, his voice, wes hoarse.and
quite strange to me. :

*Agatha, you know all this and yet you
would give yourself to me P’

‘Yes,” I said, “if you will do what I ask
of you.

‘And yet you do not lo me. Then
Agatha, why is it ¥’

‘Because I wish that justicé should be
done to lan Macquoid,” I said. '

‘Forgive me, I don’t want to catechise
you, Agatha ; but just tell me this—would
you have done this it the person wronged
bad not been Ian Macquoid P’

*Ian Macquoid has done me great kind-
pesses. | am sorry for him, and [ would
help hum if I could.’

‘Agatha, you told me three months ago
that, though you did not love me, there
was no one else Don’t be angry, dear.
Can you tell me the same now

‘Yes,” 1 said, steadily; ‘and I will tell
you evep more. It is only poverty that pre-
vents Jan Macquoid from marrying a
woman whom he loves; if Ardnavach is
restored to him, he will he able to do so
at once.’

*And you will be my wife, Agatha ?’

‘Yes,” I answered ; ‘1 have said it.’

‘]I will go to Ardnavach to morrow; it
will be all settled in a week, 1 hope; then
I will come back here at once, and we will
arrange about the marriage.’

‘Yes,’ | said ; ‘we will arrange then.’

‘You will never guess, dear, how grate-
ful 1 am to vou—yes, even in spite of all
this, and I would go through it all again,
twice over, for the same reward ; and with

your help, dear, I shall be a better man
than I have been betore

‘Ah, dearest,” he went on, ‘what a brute
you must think me ! I know I ought not to
let you make this sacrificr—a better,
stronger man tban [ would do what you
stipulate, and leave you free; but I cannot
do that—I cannot, Agatha ! You are all I
care for in the world, and I can’t let you
go !

It was four days atter this that, as we
were all assembled at the breakfast table,
our attention divided between the meal
and the packet of letters that had just been
brought in, my etep mother startled us all
by giving a sudden cry of surprise and eis-
may.

‘It is a great shame !’ she exclaimed,
indignantly. ‘Such things ought not to be
allowea !

‘What things P What bas happened P’
asked several voices at once.

‘My dear Agatha,’ she said, ‘I am s0
sorry for you, and for poor Sir Robert—
of course, he has told you all about it, for
I see you have a letter from him, too o
‘Yes, I know,’ I said, mechanically.

But Isabelle did not know, and demand-

ed, sharply, to be teld what ‘all the fuse
was about.’

‘It is really most untortunate,’ explained
ber mother. ~ ‘It appears that, at one time
the eccentric old man to whom Ardnavach
belonged, the uncle of Sir Robert had
made & most unjust will, leaving the es-
tate and almost enﬁhing else he possess.
ed to another mepbew, Ian Macquoid.
You remember, Isabelle, that odd, rough
looking person who brought Agatha home
from Currachmore thit night.

*He appears to have lived with the old
man, and induced bim by some means, to
make a will in his favor ; but the poor gen-
tleman evidently regretted having done so,
and must have meant to destroy the will,
for, at his death, it could not be found, and
Sir Robert received the property, as it was
right that he should ; but now he writes to
tell me that, in examining & curious old
desk ot his uncle’s he discovered the will
that was lost seven vears ago, and which
hss obliged him to put this wretched man
in possession of the whole estate.

‘It is mos unjust, and, it Sir Robert
were any other than the noble, generous
creature he is, he would have said
nothing to anyone of having found the will
and would have kept what is justly his in
spite of it. As it is, I am afraid in will be
a terrible loss to him.’

The anxiety in my step mother’s eyes
said plainly, ‘And perhaps, to us, too;’
and lsabelle’s thin lips curled in a malic
ious smule.

‘Dear me, how very unfortunate ! she
said to me ; ‘just as you promised to marry
him, too! But perhaps you may not
think it worth while to do so now that your
beloved Ardnavack is no longer his ¥’

‘It wi!l make no difference,’ 1 answered
cooly: and she raited her eyebrows in-
credulously.

*That is strange,’ she said. I was under
the impression that his having that estatebad
induced you to accept him.’

‘I should not cere to go there again
now,” I said, still more coldly, as I rose
from the table and left them to discuss my
wmisfortune together.

My wedding was fixed for a day only
two months hence, and my step mother
and Isabelle busied themselves eagerly with
spending for me the small sum lett by my
father, tor providing the necessary trous-
seau.

It was a subject of great indifference to
me, but it seemed to interest them keenly,

the fact that her efforts were almost wasted
on my small, slight ferm,insignificant face,
and dark-brooze hair, and declared that it
required a tall and graceful girl, such as
lsabelle, to look to advantage in white
‘.‘tino ;

They two were out, one raw January
atternoon, intent on some business con-
nected with the marriage, which they seem-
ed to think very important, but which [
had not found sufficiently interesting to
tempt me away from the fire in the library,
where I sat trying hard to fix my attention
on the book I held, rather than indulge in
useless memories of the past, or still more
painful anticipations of the future.

The daylight faded as I read on deter-
minedly.

I did not ring for lights, however, but
olid down upon the hearthrug, aad went
on reading by tze firelight.

Presently a servant came in and an-
nounced a visitor, whose name I did not
hear; bnt the tall, broad form snd fair
bronzed head that towered above the ser-
wvant in the doorway could belong oaly to
one man, and I recognized him at once,
thongh the Highland dress had been
changed for an ordinary morning suit ;and I
got up to meet him, full of surprise and
pleasure, and a little thrill of something
that was like fear of I knew not what.

‘I am, perbaps, doing a very unusual
thing,’ he said, ‘in coming to you suddenly
like this, without giving you the chance of
refusing to see me; but I think you will
know that I do not mean any disrespect to
you, and will forgive me ’

‘Yes ; I torgive you,” I answered, ‘for I
am very pleased to see you.’

‘You are very good to me,’ he said, with
a light of pleasure in his face. ‘Will you
tell me it you have heard any newe from
Ardnavach lately P’

‘Yes,’ I said, my color rising in spite of
me; ‘I have heard that the will has been
tound, and I want to congratulate you. I
am very glad of it I’

‘Thank you,’ be said. ‘I am glad, too—
more so than you ean think, for it means a
great deal more than the property to me.
It means that [ can do now what I never
could have hoped to do without it. Can
you think what that is, Miss Freers P’
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MONTREAL AND BOSTON.

‘I—how could I guess P’ 1 stammered,
not wisbing to betray old Mary’s confidence
in me.

He came a few steps nearer to me, where
the glow from the fire showed a light of
expectancy in the keen blue eyes.

*It is this, Miss Freers; to ask you to be
my wife !

His wite !

The words rang in my ears with a sound
of cruel and bitter mockery.

For a moment my head reeled, and I put
my hande to my temples, feeling dszed and
stupid.

‘Your wife—I ?* I repeated, slowly ; but
he came nearer, and gently drew my hands
down trom my face, and held them close.

‘Have I startled you, dear P’ he asked,
gently. ‘I bave been too rough and ab-
rupt. Forgive me, Agatha ! You cannot
think what it has been to keep silence all
this time—ever since that day when I first
saw you—and to tbink that I should never
have the right to say I love you—Ilove you,
Agatha, more than you will ever know !’

‘You love me I’ I stammered, dazedly.
‘Mary said——' and the thought of my
foolish blindness, and of what I had done,
struck me with all its bitter irony.

‘Oh! it is too cruel ! I cried, drawing
my hands away suddenly, and Ian drew
back.

“What is it dear? he asked gently.
-Have I angered you? What does it mean ?'

‘It means,” I answered, ‘that I have
promised to marry Sir Robert Crawford!’

He did not answer and there was a deep
silenced while I watched the light die out
of the dark blue eyes and the bronzed face
grow rigid ; and it seemed to me that in
that moment I bade farewell to all the joy
and happiness this world could hold for
me.

At last I could bear the silence no long-
er, and broke it in a faltering whisper—

‘lan, speak to me —forgive me !’

He roused bimself at one, and spoke,
gravely and quietly—

‘It is I who should ask forgiveness,” he
gaid. ‘I bave been rash and foolish, but I
thought-—1I felt sure—at Mull that you
were heart-free. 1 have been repaid for
my presumption.’

‘Don’t’ 1 pleaded, miserably, and he
looked at me so keenly, for a moment,
that I turned aside.

‘I have no right to ask, perhaps,’ he
said, quickly, ‘but will you tell me one
thing. Is this your wish? Is it o! your
own will that you bave made that promise?

€[t is my own will,” I answered very low,
and with the feeling of signing my own
death wsrrant.

“Thank you,’ he said gently, ‘I am glad
to know that, and I hope my cousin will
make you as happy ac I would have done.’

But I could not speak, and dared not
look up to meet the brave blue eyes that I
knew were tull of pain.

‘Good by, forgive me!' was all my tremb-
ling lips could say a lew minutes latter,
when, with a grave and qniet farewell, he
lett me.

*Ian, Ian " [ cried as the door closed after
him, but he was gone, and, with a sob of
despair, I threw myselt down on my knees
beside the table, hid my face in my arme,
and gave way to the bitterest tears I had
ever known, for I knew that, with all my
beart and for all my life, 1 loved him.

» »* * *

The preparations for my wedding went
on merrily in spite of my inability to take
the proper amount of interest in them, ‘or
anything else,” as my stepmother remark-
ed, with growing impatience of my indit-
ference and langour.

There were other eyes beside hers that )
watched me keenly during those tew weeks
of misery, ana the look ot wistiul anxiety
in Sir Robert’s face as he noted the grow
ing pallor in mine touched me with pity
and remorse, and I tried, at least in his
presence, to throw off the kind of despair-
ing lethgary that seemedjto have taken
possession of me and appear a little more
cheertul. :

The time went on thus until within three
week of the day fixed for the marriage,
when Sir Robert lett town to make final
arrangements at his house in Devonshire,
and I was balf ashamed to confess even to
myselt what a relief bis absence was

But two days after his departure a letter
came from him that set my besrt beating
madly wich joy and gratitude.

The letter ran thus—

‘Agathe,—my dearest, try to think a lit-
tle better of me now that I bave left you,
for we shall not meet again. I told you
once that I was not strong enough to let
you free; I can bear to doit now—can
bear anything, rather than see the look of
misery in your wan little face, that you so
bravely try to hide.

‘I am not such a brute as I bhave been,
dear, and I give you your freedom now,
‘only thanking you with all my heart for
your goodness and gentleness to me. And
Agatha, I think I can guess now why you
did all that you have done, and I have
written a letter to lan Macquoid explain-
ing everything to him,

‘I think he will keep my secret and, if
it stould leak out, I shall be so far away
away tbat I sball not mind much what is
said I wish I had had courage to do this
earlier, dear; being so late it may cause
you some annoyance ; but, darling. forgive
me, and remember only that I love you—
love you so well that I can bear to give
you up, and pray that you may be happy
with a better man than

*Your devoted friend,
- ‘RoBERT CRAWFORD.’

One year later, the bells were ringing
gaily at Ardnavach, and old Dougald led
the pipers, with a look of pride and triumph
in his dim old eyes which was reflected
from many a kindly, sun-tanned face that
smiled a thousand welcomes to their own
dear master and the young mistress he had
just brought from London.

But of all the greetings and congratula-
tions that met me on that day none touched
me more deeply than a cable-message
which arrived from West Africa, bearing
the simple words. ‘Good bless you both;
from Cousin Robert,’ and Ian’s voice was
very gentle as he read it, and said, earnest
ly, ‘God bless him, too,’

The bnilders are at work on Currach-
more, setting up the old house again, but
carefully preserving its rugged, old-time
beanty, for its owner loves the place, and
declares it worthy of being preserved, if
only for the sake of one fair picture that
met his eyes upon its hearth when the mis-
tress first set foot in Currachmore.

And Ian was no true prophet after all,
for, though the glories of the old days may
be gone tor ever, Macquoid is Macquoid
of Currachmore still.

NERVES ALL SMASHED,
Indigestion and Dyspepeia are the Arch De-
strovers, But South American Nervine
Proves the Never-Failing Health Builder «

Mrs. Ellen Batler, 37 Collahie St., Tor-
onto, suffered from indigestion in a severe
form for several years, was unable to eat
meat or vegetables, was threatened with
nervous prostration as a result of chronic
dyspepsia. After many remedies had been
tried and failed, she began using the South
American Nervine When she had taken
three bottles, to use ber own words, *‘I
can eat anything set before me, and enjoy
it without any bad after effects. I think it
a wonderful remedy tor dyspepsia and ner-
vous prostration.” Sold by E. C. Brown.

Art and Nature,

The pertect blending of the real and
ideal bas recently been advertised by
Paris milliners, who have come to use oats
from the fields to trim the bonnets ot their
fair customers. The adventure which be-
fell one such bonnet and its wesrer is re-
lated by a foreign newspaper.

A lady dreesed beyond the reach of
criticism, was crossing a broad boulevard.
A cab bore down upon her and she stepped
hastily back and stopped in front of the
curbetone, unmindful of a horse and cart
standing immediateiy behind her. The
horse guietly sniffed the oats and then, de-

ciding that they were genuine, began to
munch.

He was thus engaged when the lady,
quite unaware of the pleasure she was
affording the hungry animal, started for-
ward. But the horse was far from satisfied
and planting his foreleet on the lady’s
skirt, continued his repast.

The lady supposirg the horse about to
devour h:r head, promptly fainted and was
removed to a druggist’s shop near by,
where happily she soon recovered.

The moral of the story is that every field
of oats should have a fence about it.

A PHYSICIAN is not always at hand.
Guard yourselt against sudden coughs and
colds by keeping a bottle ot Pain Ki'ler in
the house. Avoid substitutes, there is but
one Pain-Killer, Perry Davie’. 252. and
50c.

Valuable Pebbl s.

Between the northern point of lL.ong
Island and Watch Hill lies a row of little
islands, two of which, Plum island and
(Goose Island, possess a peculiar form of
mineral wealth. It consists in heads of
richly colored quarfz pebbles, showing red
yellow, purple and other hues, which are
locally called agates. They are used in
making stained glass windows, and there is
a suffi lent demand for them in New York
to keep the owners of one or two sloops
employed in gathering them from the
beoches, where the waves continually roll
and polish them, bringing out the beauly
of their colors.

WE CLAIM THAT The D. & L.
Menthol Plaster will cure lumbago, back-
ache, sciatica, or neuulq:‘t sins quicker
than any other remedy. Made by Davis &

Lawrence Co., Ltd.
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