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before on similar occasions. :
Truth to tell, Violet had felt very reliev-

ed that she had only one wal.z to spare for

this man.
Daeply againat her will had :he come to

the hall, and when she had seen Mr. Dar
rick approaching, she wished she had
igisted on remsining at home, despite her
wiother’s entreaties.

He belonged to the old life, and she
could never talk to him without a psin and
constraint that nobody else guessed or
understood.

But Roger was noi. going to let that
miserable constraint prevail between them
this evening

He asked ber if she would sit out the
waltz with him, rather than dance it, for
there would be no chance of bringing out
what was in his heart if they were meraly

. gyrating round the ball room like the rest.

Violet reluctantly consented, fearing that

they would have very few subjscts in com

mon upon which to g:onvprsg,t and rl:lﬂtmltl
r e _ .~ long mlenccs that would fa

cdesnding tov . . s Roger conducted
between them ; buv « sosridor that
her to a retired seat in {he ¢?

led out of the conservatory, \be pluniged
suddenly into the subject that fled bis
my mind, resolved touse the few minuted ré
served to bim te the very best advantage.

*Miss Traill, he bagan, ‘I have made up
mind to speak to you t0 night upon a sub-
ject that hasnot been mentioned between
us for us—years that have seemed very
long to me. Do you remember & conver-
sation we had a short time betore you leit
Ledsbury—a conversation in which I told
you of & change that had coma over your
manuer to me ? I acked you if I bad done
anything to annoy you; if you bhad ever
heard any malacious story of me that I
could explain away : but you said you had
beard nothing, and that [ had inno way
offended you. Miss Traill—Viol:t—when
I met you first—

Violet interrupted him.

Her face had become pale, and her
voice sounded shaken.

‘] remember the occasion quite well
Mr. Derri k; but do you think there is
any use in reverting to these old days?
she raturned burriedly, yet cold

“Those old days are ever present with
me, Violet, and ever will be,” he replied
‘I hava thought of them all the years that
we have been parted from each other.
When I first met you—when you were the
bright, gay girl ot society, yet witb euch a
sweet and tender mnature that you were
beloved by everyone who knew you—I
acknowledged your eupremacy, my heart
went out to you. I grew to regard you
as the one woman inthe world for me, and
to love you. What—oh, tell me what,
was that cloud that came between ue ?
Without any apparent reazon, your warm
th, your cordiality vanished. You bacame
like some icy statue; you seemed to avoid
me—you know and admit all this do you
not?

‘It would be useless to deny it,’ .he
acknowledged in a low tone, charged with
pain.

" ‘Then won’t you tell me what occasioned
the change® he plead ‘I loved you, but
you frcz3 me by vour altered manner. 1
ssked for an explanstion, you would not
give it ; you were cold and hsughty, or
seemed so to me, in mwy bitterness and
bewilderment ; then my pride rose, and 1
determined to take little more notice ot you
and give up my wasting my thoughts upon
you. I lett Ledsbury on & holidsy, and
when I returned—' in a voice that told of
the suffering be had eodured in that hour--
‘] found tuat you and your mother bhad
quitted the town, and had lelt behind you
no traze of your whereabouts. I made en-
quiries from one or two of the closest of
your friends, and then, learning nothing
that would aid me in my quest, I Jeft Leds-
bury myself. Since then, though I have
wa. dercd far and near, I have never found
another Violet Trail—never turned my
thoughts to any otler girl.!

‘Nay,’ Violet interrupred in & tone of
surprise. My sisters, I cannot eay which
one, but that you care for one of them—’

Derrick laughed, carelessly yet bitterly.

“Your sistersl One does not love that
stamp of girl, or, at least, a man ol my
calibre does not.’ he exclaimed. ‘I mesn
no disparagement to them, Violet, but my
liking for their society is explained by the
tact that they were your sisters. Surely
you must bave guessed that? I met them
on:e or twice when I first came here, but
they in no way attracted my attention—
thoy were like hundreds of others—until
their name was mentioned directly to ms,
when it aroused my interest in a moment.

'] discovered from them subsequently
that they were your sisters, and that is the
explanation of the friendship I begsn and
bave continuad with them. It was all on
your account. And now there 18 oue ques—
tion | want to ask you—will you be my
wif:? ;
He stopped, and stood before her, wait-
ing for her answer, his eyes fastened upon
hers.

All his beart was in his handsome face,
and Violet’s sank as she read what he felt.

‘No; it is impossible,’ she said.

‘Impossible!’ bLe echoed. ‘But  why?
Could you never care for me? Whatis
the mystery—the secre! that divides us !

'] did not say any secret or mystery
divided us,’ she interrupted bastily.

*Then it is that you dislike me person-
ally ? ltisas I once said, [ vexed you
or you heard some tale, some report—

You did not vex me, nor did [ hear any
false tale of you,’ she responded.

‘But you did not hate me trom the be-
ginning, Violet ! For monihs we were

friends. 2t
Taere was reprcach in his tone and also

- entreaty.
Violet looked terribly harassed and very

ale.
She glanced on all sides of her, as

though longing for a way to escape.

‘Vghy do you now, every time that you
see me. treat me with such constraint,
such reserve ? Why do you shut yourselt

“up, and, as your sisters tell me, wish them
to shut themselves up also'? Why do you

raise up a barrier between us by your
menner, you used to be as gay and natural
in your ways as a child  Roger demand-
ed passionstely. ‘I love you with all my
heart. Is there no hops for me P Violet,
can’t you explain anything ?

‘No; I cannot she replied, with s kind
of torced and desperate resolution. Much
may #eem mysterious to you Mr. Derrick
but I am siraid it must remain so. I can
not marry you. I have tried to avoid you
in fact, it is my wish to avoid everyone
Believe, it wou!d be the better, the easier
the more sensible way to think of me no
more, to forget past dsys. I canoot be
your wite, neither can I tell you anything,
and it will always be the same. [ can say
to you only one thing’—tears were in her
voice and anguish in ber heart—‘remem-
her me no more.’

‘It is easy, perbaps, for you to say that,’
Roger ground out between his teeth in
angry despair as she rose and turned to go
back into the ball-room ; ‘but you ignore
that it is impossible for me to follow your
advice. A man cannot forget at will. You
have not felt love, or you would not speak
so coldly. But I will promise you that,
though I may not throw off every (eelinﬁ
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possible, 1 will not troudble ;O
will notjpersecute you, as 1 may &eemn or
late te bave done. [Jpon seeing you agdin
atter all these years, my love rose within
me like a flood. The old feeling was weak
and poor in comperison with it, though a!-
ways strong enough to have saddened my
life. I can only offer this apology for any
inconvenience I have caused you. And now
I will say good-night to you, Violet— good
night, and good bye. I cannot forget you,
bnt 1 will trouble you no more,’ and bow-
ing to her, with pale and averted face, he
turned away, as her partner for the follow-
ing wa! z burried up, and left the gaiety,
which couirasted so bitterly with the rag-
ing pain and desprir withia his breast.

CHAPTER VI.

It was several months later, and rosy
June reigned in the land.

A garden-party was being held in the
grounds of a pre'ty vicarsge many miles
from Maplethorpe, and Roger Derrick, as
handsome as, t. 0agh, perhaps, graver than,
he had been in former days, bad been very
busy in m:king himselt agreesable to the
crowds of ladies who filled the lawns and
walks.

Bat he wae resting for & time from his
labors—sitting upon a low seat outside the
drawinz-room windows.

Many ot the guests had flocked inside
tte houre for t a.

The drawing,room windows were open,
and someone inzide was singing a song that
made Roger involuntarily draw his brows
together, althouzhthe voice was sweet.

It rang out clearly, and he would fain
not bave heard the words—

1f to remember me should give thee pain,
Remember ms no more,

He knew the song, Remember ma no
more,’ and how vividly it recalled those
same words by Violat!

{t did give bim psin to remember har;
but, alas! he could net forget her.

He was rising from the shaaow of the
well to change bis seat, when there was
the rustle of a stiff silk skirt at his side,
and a lady’s voice sccosted him in pleased
tones.

He turned and beheld a fashionably-
attired matronly fizure, whose jround
plessant face was snuling into his.

‘Mr. Darrick, I am sure! You remember
me, Mrs. Oppenshaw? It is eeveral years
ago since we saw each other in Ladsbury,
but we met several times, and I have not
forgotten you, though perbaps you have
torgotten mc?’

Roger, however had not forgotten this
lady’ and even if he had, the very name
Ledsbury would have awakened his
interest.

‘[ remember you perfectly, Mrs. Oppen-
shaw. he responded readily. ‘I spent
many happy hours in Ledsbury, and made
many fricnis there. Uaforiunately nearly
ali of them have passed out of my life, but
whenever | meet anyone who reminds me
of that time, I am delighted to claim their
acquaintsnce.’

*We must have a talk together,” smiled
Mrs. Oppenshaw. ‘It isa couple of years
since ] was there, but I may be able to
give you news of some of the people you
remember. Have you visited the neigh-
bourhood recently?’

‘I have not set foot §within it for six
years,’ answared Roger, with an echo ot
sadness in his voice.

*The last time I saw you,” said Mrs,
Oppensbaw, who was a good natured sort
of womsan, and remembercd the elements

of & romance with which thia man,
when younger, had been said to
be connected, ‘you were akKing me

it [ knew what had become of a Mrs [raill
and her daught er Did you ever find out P’

+[ have seen them :ince, but only lately,
replied Roger.

There was such a repreesed strange ring
in the tone of his answer, that Mrs Oppen-
shaw, imagining she knew the cause of it,
spoks again in & certain subdued, shockzd
voice that seemed to her to befit the su.—
ject.
: “That was & very sad affair,was it not ?’
she ¢jaculated. ‘1 knew nothing of it at
the time, as of course peopie in sympathy
with the poor girl tried to hush it up; but
the Hunters, who were the closest triends
—the people with whom I was staying
when 1 met you, Mr Derrick— have told
me all about it, since, they had left the
neighbourbood, and it could do them no
barm.’

‘I'old you what ?' exclaimed Roger,turn
ing round upon her quickly. ‘Then there
was a mystery P’

‘Well, there was a story, [ don’t know
that there was much mystery,’ replied Mrs
Oppe?ablw. ‘Have you mot heard about
iw? I——'

‘No; but I would give much to know,’
interrupted Derrick, boarsely. ‘Would it
explain why they left Ledsbury

‘Certainly. It was the reason tor their
dcing s0,’ she responded, taking in his
agitation, and fully crediting what shs bad
heard ot him namsly,that be had boen very
much attached to lovely Violet Traill. I
am surprised you do not know it. I dom’t
think there can be any harm 1n my telling
you, then, for you were very anxions——

‘I wae,’ pat in Roger, ‘and [ would give
al! I have to get to the bottom ol this mat-
ter. Yes'—as Mrs Oppeashaw regarded
him with astonishmeat—‘it means a great
deal to me. Plezse tell me about it.’

‘Well, in pl in words, it is an unpleasan’
thing to say—but, untoriunately, it is the
truth—Mrs Traill drank,drank in secrot,no
body suspecting such a state of affsirs,’ sail
Mes. Oppenshaw. ‘She was a conficmed
dipsomaniac, keeping all right for months
together, and then suddenly bresking out.
Otherwisa sne was 83 nice a woman as
could be tound.

‘How she concealed the thing from
everybody se long [ don’t know; but she
hal an old family servant namsd Hannah,
and this womsn lived with them, and, I
suppose, managed so that the secret
should not lezx out, Poor Vielet Traill—.
as pretty a girl as I ever saw, and 4 good
gr'y too—k ew nothing about her
mother’s failing.

‘She was a great favourite in Loadshury
socialy, #8 you remember. Well, all
went quietly on for years, when one night
Mres. Traill escaped Hannab’s vigilaace,
and in her ows house ata small dinner-
party becams most hopeleesly intoxicated.

‘Of coursa, Violet imagined everyone
was poiating the finger of scora at her
mother. The poer girl retreated into her
shell, snd became & perfact recluse. A
couple of months later they laft Ledsbury
abruptly. Ot conrse, it was Violet’s do-
ing. From the moment she learned the
terrible secret she consiituted herself her
mother’s guardian, and never left hee.’

Roger Dorrick’s face had undergome
many changes during the recital.

‘I thank you for telling me this—I thack
you with all my heart,” be said. ‘Mrs.
Oppensbaw, [ have loved Violet Traill
evar since those old days, and I never
learned until now the cause of tha change
in her.’

He bade his companion a wirm and
grateful adieu, and took his departure.

Ryger was hurrying down Summer Lane
at Maplethorpe the next day when he saw
a slender, gracefnl fiyure, in a plain black
dress, approachiog to meet him.

It was Violet; he knew her ina mo:
ment.

She carried a bunch of whita roses in her
hand, and as she recogunised wio it was that
had stoppzd in front ot her, the red biood
rose into her pale fic2.

‘Yes;it is I I’ exciaimed Roager, scizing
her uaoccupied hand with a strange air ot
possession. ‘Violet, I hive feund out
your reason for lsaving L>dsbury——'

‘Do not s1y snvthing more,’ cried Vio-
let, shrinking back bastily.

‘Oaly that I'love you better than I did
before —only that your angelic goodness
and patience——"'

‘My mother is dead,’ said the girl, as
though to stave off any harsh commant.
*She died three montbs ago.’

“Then, Violet, you cannot put forth any
o“jection to my loving you, thatisit you
care for ma at all,’ urged Roger passion-
ately,

I have always cared for you,” whispered
Violat. ‘But what was to be done ?’

*Six wasted yeara! Violet, I would have
helped you to baar the burden,’ sxid Rog
er tenderly and regretiully. ‘But, never
mind, we will try to be bappy now, my
dear one. will not we ?’

It was jast at this moment, as they bad
turned to walk along together, hand 1n
hand, looking into each ocher’s face, with
a loving, trustful giance, that they were
espied by two plump, brown haired girls

from the other side of the hedge.

‘Good hesvens! it sarely can’t be Vi
that Dorrick is making love to P’ they
gasped.

‘Why,” exclaimad Christie furiously, ‘I
was the one he liked.’

‘Nonsense, my dear,’ replicd Kitty, *if
he tavoursd one of us two it certainly was
not you! At the most be only flirted with

you. But, apparently, it coulda’t have
been either ot us, for he nevsr looked at
us likc tha: —a0ow did b, ?, Candidly con-
less.’

And e never had.

They bebeld a new Roger Darrick.

With mortification and amiz:m=nt they
stood and watched the man tor whom they
had angled walking up the lane with ‘the
beauty of the tamily’ and upon lovers’
taces rested happiness and tull coatent.

Beb Evan's Fish Story,

The public knows ¢ Figating Bob’ as an
incarnation of the Americanj war sjirit;
and his pictura-qae and laconic candor on
national issuss is coerished as supreme ex-
pression o! Anglo-Sixon independence and
virility. For exampls, his statamant, ¢ it it
be found that the Spaniardsjiblem up the
M iine, there won't be anythingjbut Span-
ish spoken in Hudes for ths] next six
months,’ gave him title, inj{popular estim-
ation, to rank with Grant;'and Perry as a
maker of immortal epigrams.9To his fam-
ilisrs of the club and the mess and to pres-
idents who have sought his companionship
Evans has long been known not only as a
hero of the saas, butjalso as ths drollest ot
racontears. His repertoire of anecdotes is
seemingly inexhaustible, says the Philadel-
phia Poet.

Grover Cleveland has long besn one of
the admiral's, jfriends andj,"admirers.
The sea warriors witwas intensely reire:Le
ing to the presideat,, .who,; whenaver it
was convenient, insisted that Evans ac-

company bim on hisjjhunting; and fishing

trips. Oane summer in the Adirondacks
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Hull Bide., Detroit, Mich.,, and he wtil gladly | ViROT have coupl tely retacaed aad enlargement is
send the free receipt with ull directions so that goy | oBtirely satisiactory.”
man msy easily care him:ell at home, This is | “)',“”' Sir:=Yours wis received and I had] no
certainly & mos: generous «fl3r and tas following | trouble in m .Kiag use of the receipt as direct:=d aod
extracts tak n from his daiy m il show wha! men | ¢ \a truthtaliy say icds o boon to weak men. T am
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8 membecrs of the Cloveland party bezan ‘ r ] ‘

e — } ; | party oegan | and presently the boatman gave &

0 mdalge 1ur } ancien ustom of ex. | ‘ § ' i

} ¢ ; 1 t‘."" ?f“‘“v' usiom Ol €X+ | ory—the fish was c¢vercoming bhim.
chasnging d; ' i '} ‘Afl.,'b - e
£ I'.=§ R GAREINS fi:b stories. Dr. Bryan z I sprare to the oars, and together

ad canght n muscallonge so larze that |

' e e | we bent ha'outrigzers, but cur combined
two men could lift into the boat, and they : ' g; ) y
2 = - tro ; Y lav ™
had to tow it ashore. The preeident pre- SHORE wes Deys piay Ageinst fhet

: S g 1k .| watery 24 ght wit

served a dignified reticence, as befitted his . ;]) non. 15ed fou,,hb il . .
g , . oa the coea ‘loricda, ¢t

rark, but be bad heard of a loca! fisherman | | ossts of Florids, but 1 sever

dreame: «f encountering any such levia-

in that region who bad hocked a wall eyed
pike so enormous that it hat to be chopped
into half & dczen sections before the mouz-
tain town grocer could weigh it on his
piatiorm scales.

When the president concluded the com-
pany turned halt appealingly, half triumph-
antly to Evans. His reputation for nov-r
permittirg a story to pass withou: ecl prng
it was now to be put to the test.

«:‘ I do not doubt these stories in the
slightest, said be, ¢ for I had the experi-
ence of my life on this very l:ke last year

A boatman was rowing, and I had been
trolling for some time without results,
wken suddenlv an’ ugly lurch in the iine
made our Peterbors craft careen andftiem-
bls like & battleship under the recoil of a
great gun. I was forced to let cut the en

tire line fo keep from capsiz'ng, for tiat |

fish lasbed the water and plunged about

like a sea rerpent gons mad. The whole
line was not encugh; that fish had a
gtronoer pull than a speeessful nolitiogan,

NEW, EDITION

Webster’s:«

Dictionary’

New Plates Throughout

25,000 New,; Words

Phrasea‘”tnd Definitions .

Prepared under the direct super-
vision of W.T.HARRIS,Ph.D.,LL.D.,
United States Commissioner of Edu-
cation, assisted by a large corps of
competent specialists and editors.

Rich Bindings & 2364 Pages
. 5000 Illustrations

B~ The International was first #ssued in 1890,
succeeding the **Unabridged.” The New Edition
of the International was issued in October, 1Qoo.

{Get the latest and the best.

We also publish

Webster’'s Collegiate Dictionary
with Glossaryof ScottishWords and Phrases.
“ Rirst class in quality, second class insize."

Specimen pages, etc. of both »
books sent on application,’

G. & C. Merriam Co, [ WEBSTERS
Publishers mﬁm

Sﬁringﬁeld @ Mass.

| water; 'h: epray drenched us.
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than in &« mountain lake.
‘It we« -1l we could do to steer clesr of

logs and rocks; our boat shot through the
At last

there was a merciful elowing do wn of
speed, and we knaw that our dragon was
getting winded. Soon we could resist
bim. We rowad excitediv ashore, pulled
io the lice, got our guffs ready for action,
aud betore we rea'iz:d it ourselves we had
bim safely beached.’

‘And bow much did your fish weigl?”
demanded President Clevelsnd eagerly.

‘Weigl? responded Evans, ‘O3, alcut

thrce quarters of a pound.’
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