A CIMANCE MEETING AT THE RECEFPTION.

EYNODPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS,

Lordl Gaston

tired of his von

@ Conna

Verper is a handsome, but nns ernpulous member of anciety. He has
= ol beautifol wite, Torid himself of her he bhas contrived to throw
+ Lord Wyvis, a man of Lils own unscrununlous set. Lady Vernerdiscovers
12 object and determines to avoid public scandal at any cost,

CHAPTER IV.
iy and night
figh:

|1
ne nund summer,and winter hoar,
nt hesrt with grief, bat with

e—~0 never more!

1t is late when Rhoda Verner enters Lady
's drawing room. The room beyond

ain has been flung wide, and one of

r concerts §o dear to the soul of

sis in full swinz. Lady Baring

florid woman, more like & ecook

thaa the da rof = baronet, has at 55
fo her miission in lite. It is anold, old
mi —the desire to introduee genius—to
soree it, indead—upon an ungrateful world.

ic is thie talens in which she has con-
centrated all her epergy.  Auvone who ean
produce & eky note or oue de profundus, or
gnrene who ean come forward and play

n¥ gort of profigiency upon the “‘cor-

arp, mrlet, pesliery, dulei-
cther kind of instrument, the
Leiter, was sure of her warm-

sShe had, however, “‘gone
Liau ber compeers in this line;
led on epcouraging the genius
er elasses in preference to that
it unwashed. Lady Baring—un.
mething tremendousiy clever turned

Jess xi

up—resolutely kept her face averted irom
bbe sinms
Noodless to say she is in high demand,
lier recepaions are erowded by the
best people. Ewery one, says some
10—

a wise onc)—likes to hear his own

“her' was the original pronoun, but
obviously & mistake), and to hear
ted in sonz best of all. “And reslly
»rs and that class of horrid people,
ow, are =o averse to pushing forward
« who happens to be of any sort of
rih, doiu’t you know, that—."
Daring's rooms throughout the ses-
pon are erowded with the flower of the aris-
Luds Gerirude This, and the Hon.
Altred That, who have long pined in seeret

display their talents to a woundering

i t last had an opening given
- avail themselves of it gener-
11l their sisters aud eousins and
e in their train, and all thelr
rine refailons tollow in their train, so
guite o goodly assernblage may be scen
jaring’s house every now and then
9 during the senson. Desides
nother advantage isto be gleaned
parties by these titled and aspiring
. Atter uisiinguishing themselves
u cntire season, they may surely
a successiul rum in the proviveces,
pe for good bouses in the couatry
gust has set in.
mes, however, genius does smile
e upper ton. It bas smiled opon

Dowen, and given her a woice
creatly to be enyied—acicar,swezt soprano,
rich in besuty, Not a very powerful voiee,
Lut eultivated, warm, and thrilling.

- ud just finisted singing as her cousin
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Brenda
T

. enters the room, and as vet the
pl huve not died awar., A little
bi i the crowid permits ber to make her
war Lo Lady Verner, who has received her
i o wrecting, with a little loving seold-
ing tor beiug so late, and is now standing
all sereen banked with palms
A {, Llhodn!" eays Miss Howen,
dizing Leiween two gizantic people, and
a=uin close to her cousin, Slie
is 1ollowed by Gerald Kenrick. “We gave
We?" questions Lady Verner, with a
smile, mirthiess but very kind, with a
pliyht manes trow her to Gerald.
very = 1 mesn. Aund do you know
I yput off my song from time to time think-
ing 30l Wotl we to hear1t? It isa new
one Yom wonid like it, [ am sure.””
“It's name?” Lads Veroer is still smil-
but ber wanner is brief, and it seems to
| k, who is walching her, that it
stith difficults sle rouses herself g0 far as to
sprak ot all Certainly her thoughts are
not with Drenda, they are moeh farther
nfield

“%) Heppy Lite!’ ™ gars Brenda, who
hns pot secn Kenrick's aconized glance st
E-L‘J_

ll.l;n-".a comes slowly back from her own
the 1

“A lovely tithe,” she saye slowly. *“Life
ehonid be bappr.” She looks atthe girl
“] Lore" sweetly *'yours will be.”

lie sighs, and onee azain her eyes wan-
: they seem to be searching the crowd,

wanting to find somebody.
Lre you ill, Rhoda?" ssks Brends snx-

‘be pallor of Lady Verner's calm face
now at last been seed by her.

jor i11," says Lady YVerner, with

uvoluntary—an almost  uneonseious

‘s en the last word *I am only

hs

“XNo &

ies Bowen's eycs brighten with the fire

le. Thinkingl O! whut? voor dar-
Of that monster's wickedness,
v Aud vel, how impossibie to say
g—todeclars one's sympathy,

ey thizking gives wrinkles "
ir, though her eyes are {ull of
don't think. Youare too
klea™

w

rel:v fo: rig
W rinkles ure Sret shadows of the grave,”
sor* Lady YVernersuiling

Vew Thatie why you should avoid
thet, The grave is batelul”™

" 1t cresus rest,” says her cousip,

ill smiling. “ZLattle girls Jike rou do
not snew that.  And if they koew, wonld
not ente. You bave no longing for the
gon rest that others bave. It will

"

eavs Brenda, almost vebement.
il never want to die”™
' Pernans not, then”
wn jilhode,” questions the girl
%, “vou Jo not want to die?”
“To dis—ic rob""—quotes Lady Verner In
pourious tome. *““Thas Inst is a bateful
word. Aud rei to die—"'

Keurick vith some impatience bresks
into the conversation. .

“I don't believe anybody =~ yet wanted

-
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honestly to die,” says he. *And yonu
Rhoda 2

“Life has some charm for you, ton, be-
lieve me, if not now—in the future.” He
speaks opeuly, as if hardly dreading her
displeasure, and indeed she is not dis-
pleased. Her eyes have a very kindly light
i them as they rest on him,

“That is a good provheev,"” sars she
geutly. “Ishall rememberit It should
bring me luck. Who is that singing now?"

“Lady Gertrude, I think, by the way she
is shrieking," says Brends, interested at
onee.

“No! Mra. Browne,” says Kenrick

“Mrs. Browne? Nonsense ®

“It is Mrs. Browne, I'm certain, for all
thl L]

“If I said white, you would say black,"
says Miss Bowen, with a littie tilt of her
shoulder in his direction.

“I didn’t say Black, however, I said
Browne,” returns he, a little nettled.

“You can say what you like!"” She al-
most turns her back on him, and this brings
her once more face to face with Rhoda.
“What are vou thinking of, Rhoda?" acks
she idlry, strock by the other’s rapt gaze.

At this instant somebody gently moves
Brenda aside, and comes up to Lady Ver

ner.

“T had despaired!” says this new comer
in & low tone.

Lady Verner's movement toward him
ean haraly be ealled & start, yet it savors of
it. She gives him her hand for & moment,
but uo word,

“I have been watching wou,” says Lord
Wvis, “lor the past three minates That
was after my despair had given way to—
what shail 1 call it?"

*Is it worth giving a pame to?"” very
eoldly. :

“I think se! T was watching you, and it
seemed to me that you were—"

“Whma?"

*“Looking for somebody.”

“True,* savs she, deliberately.
lookiug for vou.™

A swift wave of color dves Wyvie' face,

“For me?” says he, stammering like a
schoalboy.

“For you," calmly. “Take me some-
where out of this I want tospeak with
vou—alone.* )

“T was

CHAFPTER V.
War, war is stiil the ery—war even to the
Enife.
- L - - - - L
“Oh, how unhappy she looks!” says
Brenda, turning to Gerald Kenrick,
“Verr,"” shortly.
“How unsympsthetic you are! One
would think you didn’t care s button about

ber.’

“If I said that to you, there might be
some sense in it.*"

“To me!"

“Certainly, to you."”

“What do you mean, Kenrick?”—with
awful dignity.

“Well, I think vou needn’t have told her
the name of that song."’

“What song?"

“40, Happy Life!” Is her life so happy
that you need remind her that others are
happier?"

**Do you mean to say,”’ growing very pink
with grief aud anger, *that wyou thought I
meant to—10——""

“Of course not.  Only it was ill-timed, to
eay the least of it.™

*I do hate a scold! retorts Miss Bowen,
with a erushing little glance at him,

“Sodo I,” says Kenrick, returning her
glanee with interest.

“The one,” says Brenda, slowly, *“*who
could deliberaiely offend Rhoda must be &
wreteh, Am 1 a wreteh?"”

“You know I did sot say that, Brenda.'

*You said something very likeit. Bat I
am not thinking of you,” wscornfully. “I
em thinkiog of Rhada. Do you really
think ber life is s0 onbanpy—so unhappy
{_ull.ean that she has no joy in it—no de-

ight?" o
‘"1 think she has & bad husband,” returns

he, shortly.
**But so many people have bad husbands
There in Clara Hume, and Mra Erskine,

and May Flower, and

An energetie tonch from her eousin silen-
ces her for a moment.

*1 really do wish,” says he, ““that yon
would Jook round you before talking such
outrageous scandsl. Mra Flower was at
vout elbow, almwost, when yon mentionea
her ngme. ™"

“No!” with wide eyes of amazement
YW ho was with her?”

“Oh, never mind," says he, reddeniog.
“Muy Flower is hardly as unsophisticated
as lier nouoe might imply,”

*She didn’t hear me?" anxiously.

“I hope not,”” says Kenrick, who never-
theleas feels it would not eoneern Mra
Flower much even if she had heard.

“Then that's a1l right,” says Brenda. *I
do bate being beard. It makes one feel so
Lorrid. Dy the bye, who was the man who

ke to Ilhoda?""

“Ldon't know,” reloctantly.

“You don't kuow! Why, I saw him ned
to you."

“Ob, i{ha!!" very clumsily; *that was
Lord Wyvie"”

“Was it, really? I've heard so much
sbout him, A very ugly man, afterall™

“Hideous.""

“N—o. Not hideons A npice face, I
thought; but uglv.”

““You are easily plensed, I muost say."

“A rare virtue,” says someone coming up
at this moment, sod speaking to Brends
over Ksnrick's shoulder. "The curse of
this generation lies in the fact that every-
ore refnses to be plensed with anvthing
whatsoever. 'We mnalvze, scrutinize, we
idealize, until we don’t know whas it is we
henestly do admire and what we don’e.”

His tone is sparkling, his smile
less so. He is quite s contrast o

tendency toward - 1 ed.
by, if not indeed Miss Bowen's
Iln::dudi_nnl turns and u:m.:l‘ all-
rou: n-&fm«ngmd toward him.
This other Kenrick—Tom—is, however,
devoid of all melancholy, and is indeed as
happy-go-lucky & person, and one as full of
lile and spirita as one need wish to find. He
is older than Gerald by three years, yei
ron than him by quits as much, if
ich eas i3 to be taken into

acconnt

“Who are eased with now?"” asks
Tom. He sllr]‘:d Brenda.

v Wyvis,” says she with adefiant
:Llﬂnu at Gu:lz, who responds to it gener-
L] 3

1‘6’; Kenrick looks amnsed.

“Fortune favors him,” says he “He
must be the bravest man alive. ~ ‘None but
the brave,’ you know ——, where

does his fortune lie, I wonder. In his
face?"”

“Oh, never mind his face,” savs Miss
Bowen, throwing l‘n‘p her head in a little
petulant tashion, “His face doesn't mat-
“r-l?

- ly not. Nothing matters nowa-
days, t's what makes us all so happy.
Now even your face —"

“Well,"” laughing (Tom always makes
her langh), “what’s wrong with my face?"

“Ah! What indeed. I shouldn’t dnre to
go into thatt To be ugly is a fault, no
doubt, but to be too lovely! That!" witha
ﬂproael:ful glance, *‘that is a fault far

greater.

“That is Edie Browne's fault,” says Miss
Bowen., with admirable Em-nnl.itndo. at
which Tom Kenrick laughs, and if so in-
souciant a youth could so far forget him-
seli, changes color faintly.

His brother, who has {eea looking over
their heads for the past three minutes, with
the open intention of letting them sec he
takes no interest in such frivolous proceed-
iogs, now descends to earth once more,

“I see Verner making sigas to Enu, Tom.
He evidently wants you to go to him,"”

“It's flattering,” says Tom. “Bat I'm
afraid he will b2 very much ‘in want' be-
fore I go to him."

“Ah! you dislike him, too,” savs Brenda.
“Detestable man. The ﬂ{l be treats
Rhml.u—-. Oh! it is impossible to speak
of it.”

“"Eﬁdenﬂy not,” says Gerald, disagree-

Iy.
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“As to Lady Osrysfort wishing
E Y. : .

“She is quite as anxions, I assure you,
that you should marry me."

whose sense of shumor is sirong,
after a slizht strugele with hersell bursis
ont

“We! may wish!” says she, witha
nauty little moue.

of conrse, may mean anything or
:othllln:. l;l;o Eeml:l'sj'ulnm mind it means
enth to his hopes.

“Am I to understand,” begins he, and
then finds he doesn’t know how to go on,
especially with that little lovely wicked
face langhing at him all the time. *“What
am I to understand?” cries he atlast, des-

perately. :

*That. I am hungry,” declares she
promptly. *“Is there nothing to eat here?
I'm sturving. Do take me whers sand-
witches may be found.” = .

She tucks her arm daintily into his, and
with all the air of one who has never sald
an unkiod word in her lile, leads him tri.
umphantly out of the room.

]

CHAPTER VL
Queen, when the clay is mv coverlet,

When 1am dead, and when you are gray, °

Yow, whero the graea of the grave s wet

“I shall never forget till my aying day."

The lights in the eonservatory are burn-
ing low., The perfume of the flowers grows
fainter. Tt is just before the dawn, that
marks the summer honrs, When Rhoda had
asked Lord Wyvis to give her a little time
with him alone, they had moved with one
consent towards the nearest sitting out
place, but on their way there had been
stopped. So many people knew and ad-
mired Rhoda that ber short walk from
room to room wasa iriumphal mareh, and
finally Lord Malecom Karle coming up and
claiming her for a tete-a-tete that promised
to last indefinitely, frustrated her original
intention. 1

Lord Maleolm was an old man, and of the
very best the world could produce, and
Rlioda could searcely say him nay. With
s heavy heart, then, but a brilliant smil
she sat with him for half an hour or so, an
then drifted elsewhere, always with & heart
seared, scorched, miserable, panting for a
meany of delivery from her overwhelming
trouble, In Wyris she believed such de-
livery might be found. Atall events she

RBHODA YIELDED AXD LORD

WIVIS KISSFD HER HAND.

mro;lzh

“Bridently yes,” says she, indignantly.
“YWhat a temper you have, Gerald! Would
you detend Sir Gaston? Actually I think
voa would, Well, ‘Birds of a leather’—we
8ll know the old adage. hn? on Ap-
proving of that drendtul man; I declare the
more I hear about men the more hateful I
think them."

“You can’t have heard much about me,"
interposes Tom Kenrick, mildly.

“0h, vou! I hear of little else morning,
noon and night,” with alittle contemptuons
lift of her rizht ehoulder, the shoulder near
him; she is angry enough now to be unkind
even to Tom. But Tom is proof against un-
kindness of this sort. He beams on her.

“How nice!” says he ecstatically. **And
may I ask who it is discourses on my charms
to you, morning, noon and night? Are you
sure about the night? It seems a little, a
very little too much.”

“Not Edie Browne, at all events!” saya
Miss Bowen, whereon Mr. Kearick acknowl-
edges himself defeated. He gives her sn
admiring smile, bows profoundly, and beats
a precipitate retreat.

Brenda, looking after him, langhe Gerald
Kenrick, who had turned away after her last
retort to him, and has theretore heard noth-
ing of the end of tke conversation, minin-
terprets the smile.

“Tom is amusing,” says be, his eyes on
the ground.

“Very,” drylv.

“He suils you?"

“As well ns most people.”

“Better than I do, anyway.”

“I really doun’t see, Gerald, why you
should make a point of that. I wshould
think if would be a matter of the most per-
tect indiflerence to you whether you suited
me or pot.”

““And to you also?”

SWell—!"

“Your tace is even more eloguent than
yonr tone. Ishould not snit you then?"
There is inquiry in his voice.

*I wonder what you mean?" savs she,
lifting her bouquet to her lips, and yawn-
ing, somewhat openly if delicately be-
hind it

*“Not much. Only—if I suited you; if I
were your suitor——"

A suiden movement of the girl’s fan
cheoks Lim. Bhe has dropped it with a
yvehement clash to her side, and is now look-
ing at him curiously from under her long
dark lashes. He rebellious litile mouth
has taken & baughty curve.

“Now do remember,” said she, “that
thers is to be none of that. It isn's because
auntie wishes vou to be in love with me
that nncennrﬂ! you must be so. You,”
sarcastieally; ‘‘are & model nephew, no
doubt, but obedience may go too far, T'll
let you off your pretty speeches, Il —*

“You are too good,” interrupts he coldly,
his anger very badly subdued. “My ‘pretty
speeches’ are always few and far between,
and as for that last, I did not mean it to be
pretiy at all. And as jor obedience, do you
really balieve that to please aoyone I shounld
say what T did not mean?”

“Yet you certainly said something about
being my svitor,” says she, with a little
aggressive tiiting of her It is too
much for d

“Did 17" said he, with a feeling in his
throat as though he was choking, *T take
it back it I did I should not—presume to

as & suitor for your hand!” |

“Well, now, remember you have said
that,” says she, angry in her torn. *“*And
that pause you made. I shan't forget that
pause. For ‘presume’ read ‘eare,” and your
speech has truth in it. It is a good thing to
lie? Really, Gerald, I cannot see that
cause auntie wishes you to marry me you
should be so outrageously rude to me.”"

"1mmh=¢‘gw to underftand ones for
o ng:'ndth:th ; nut p@g‘n pq-lf
never lie; 0

that I do.” S

*Do you permit to that
you nre the most gy
world?**

v myﬂ'l-h,hb," -
"Ailll That is & conoession, -

aimmum i

was rosolved to cast herall upon the die
where he was conceyned.

And yet the long night had dragged
through, and no opportunity was hers until
now. It is delightlul to be songht and nd-
mired, but such delights have their draw-
backs, TRhoda’s beautiful face has given
ber so many friends that it is difficult for
her to obseure hersell even for five minutes
without inquiry being made as to where
she is now, or then, or any other time.

The night has worn itsell almost out, in-
deed, and still she has lingersd—zhe who
is always the last to come, the first to leave
every Eouu. Lingered until at last mosg
of her acquaintances have dropped away,
and she is free tosay what lLer heartis
charged with to Lord “’gris.

He is standing beside her now; expectant,
earer, surprised always! She has been so
eold hitherto, bue nowl

He is a tall man—taller than Verner
even, and muchLbetter preserved. Heis o
big man, too, but extremely plain. His
nose is much too smull, his mouth too larze,
his eyes light grey—a hideous cofor, They
say l{e face is the index of the mind. If so,
and gossip o! Lord Wyvis be true, his face
should be indeed repulsive: yet it 1s far
from that. Ugly as Nature has assuredly
formed his features his lace is still a kindly
one—it dissipated.

“At last!” sars he, bending over Rhoda
He had waited for her to speak, but she
sat silent since their entry into this sweet

ot of ferns and flowers and changing
lights, and impatience has driven him to
speech.

His voiee rouses her to sudden action.

“Lord Wyris," says she, turning to him
a pale face, exquisite in its grief and
despair, “I bave asked you to give o
moment or two, that I nught—"" she
pauses, and her very lips urow white.
“That I might,” tfaintly; ““throw myself
upon your mercy!""

He flushes a dark red and instinctively
moves s step away (rom her. What docs
she mean? What 15 it? Is the one honest
love ot his life to get its reward at last? la
one wild moment this hope sways aod be-

iles him, then dies, dies iorever. He has
f:uked into her waiting eves.

“On mine!™ he stammers, feeling the
world as well as loye all lost! Nothing re-
mains.  His heart sinks within him.

“Yours! Yours only!"” says she, leaning
forward: She is trembling. “Your merey.”

It seems impossible for her to go on.
Looking at her he guuges exactly the depth
of the ugony she is enduriog at having thus
to appeal to him—and the inmiliation,

This he feels instinctively to be an incis-
ive momeat—a cutting asunder of all past
kindly relations—it is to be indeed an end
of ‘a.l{ things so far as he and she nre con-
cerned. To her this will mean nothing. To
him the whole of life.

1f she could have loved him! If—

He knows by heart all her relations with
her husband—his treachery, deceit, du-
plieity, all the scandalous undercurrents,
the falsity of his life, the abominations
that desecrate her bhearthstone day by day;
they may be unknown to her, save irom the
filterings that reach her through her dear-
est {riendd, but to him thoy are 1s tales
that are told. _Aund that she should be tied
to such a man. Whilss be, he who corld
willingly lay down his lilé to serve her, is
as nought to her-—nought,

Ir she could have loved him, such love

hers would bave been r v demption.

at #in could tempt him  :a her loving |

| poor elay.

mh«hﬂn renders her even I
crielly nervous than she would otherwise
bave been.

Wyvis’ love for her is of th-dunynx
thetie, He knows every throb of ngony

is enduring, aud pitying her from his soul
he eomes to the rescue,

“That I love youl” suoplies he gravely.

Yes, A falsehood. Surely a falsehood!”
explaims nhe, veliemently. She rnises her
eyes. She leans toward bim and gives him
a glance that is almost impassioned 1n its
entreaty. He would have responded to it
in the spirit she desired of him but forsome
force within him stronger even his
longing to please her. He conld not bring
himsell to deny his love for herl

“It was not a falsehood,” sayshe, in &
low tone, but with deliberation. Silenee
follows his h. A silence absolute,
save for the drip-drip of the water into
the fountain behind them, and the faint,
curious music of the leaves, unfolding and
unfolding, as the dawn draws near,

He has hardly dared to look at her, yet
he knows abe is looking at him.

“Is this all—all you can do for me?" says
she at last,

“How could it be a falsehood?"” cries he
like one in ruin. “Wonld you make mes
liar? I do loye you; and you know it."

©“No, no;"" persiets the, with a little
shiver of disgnat; she shrins back from him,
It is quite plain to him that she looks with
horror on the thonght ihat he loves her.

“Let that pass!" sayf he, out to the \;eaz
goul by her shrinking from him, *Ind
why should it concern you at all? What of
it then, this love of mine? What difference
does it make to you? To youl” for the
first timo o note of passion breaks the ealm-
ness of his tone, *‘To you!" his voice sink-
ing, *who so certainly do not love me.”

‘[ love no one,”” returns she coldly. *I
desire to love noone. I have never loved
any msn in all my life, snd I" gloomily
*pray God I never may!”

“Do not pray that,” say he. *“I, who
wish you well, and who dare not hope for
any good result from my petition, would
l'pny you to take that prayer from off your

.IW'ID

“I would beg you in turn,” says she
suddenly, “‘to take no interest at all in any
of my doings "

‘Wyvis looks at her.

“Is that al1?”” asks he.

“Yes, alL™

“More, surely,” says he

“This mueh, then,’” says she, with tears
in her lovely eyes. “It seems the world is
making gossip of my good name. That it
is connecting it with yours! OhI” pale
anid trembling, “how am I to explain it to
you? It appears that society begins to re-
goard me &3 one who——""

Speech laiis her—her very lips grow
white, .

“Not another word,” says Wyvis, inter-
rupting her with almost sarage violence.
“Not one,  Who dared breathe such a
ealumny? It is uoworthy of you even to
repeat it. ‘What & damnable invention.”

“A painful one at least—for me."

It is plain to him now that she is strog-
gling with her tears. But even as he thinks
on this she recovers herself, and litting her
face confrants him with an expression both
strong,and earnest.

“I told you I wished to speak with you,™
says she steadily. “You koow now why.
All T ask—all I want of you is, that you
should forget you ever knew me—that you
would of your goodness, from this hour,
blot me out of you life."”

“All this is about your life,” says he,
very pale. “‘How about mine?"”

L0 ““"?i’

“I bave a life," says he, with an odd sort
of smile. ‘It may not have occurred to
you, but wet, I assure you, I have a life—
of some sort. What of 12"

She is looking at him, but answer of any
kind seems impossible to her.

“Isuppose I ought to a‘)nlozln to vou
for bringing euch a trivial matter as my
life into the subject at all,”* rays he, with a
kind of eatire that breathes only of despair.
*Pray forgive me. You spoke ljl.mt now;
you desired something of me——'

“Only forgetiulness,” says she huskily,
“Forget me. Let me be to you as though I
never had been—as a dream in the night.
Forget me!”

“Torgetiulness is the one good gift denied
by the rods to men,"” says he. *“*We donot
ail dwell by Lethe.” .

**Ah, then,act as if yon had dweltihere,'*
cries she, ‘'Asif you had forgotten. You
say—you—you—you——."" Bhe hesitates.
Her eyes sink to the ground, “Itisan in-
sult to myself,” says she, “‘yet I must re-
mind vou that a while since you said yon—
loved me!l"

“It was not only =aid, bat meant,” re-
turns he almost sullenly.

“If that is true,” says she, eagerly bend.
ing forward so as to calch his reluctant
glace, “"hear me now. If—it I have been
so unhappy as to awaken such a sentiment
as love within you, then take pity on me.
I entreat you because ot that love to have
pity on me, and to let your—acquaintance
with me—end trom this houar,"

Wyvis turps & searching gloce on her—a
glince replete with rage and misery.

“Who darzd to accuse you?'" asks he,
sternly.

She 1s silent

“YVerner?"

She is Etill silent, but the faint soft
growth ol color on her cheeka speaks for
her. -

“Verner!" savs he again, this time the
word an affirmation rather than a question.
He draws back from her as it shocked.
Knowing Verner even as he does, this
depth of infamy is too much for him. He
—her husband, to lower her to the very
dust! Hel the possessor of this incompara-
ble jewel! It seems inconesivable. He—to
accuve her!

A horrible touch of irony elings about it
all. Here she is bound to a man who wonld
gladly an'l by the basest means rid himself
of her, whilst another man stands by who
wonld give his soul almost to suecour, de-
fend and cherish her, till life deserted his
. And lo! to both men she is
equally indiflerent und eold as ice in Janu-
arv.

Ts there not injnsiice somewhere? Why
should ghe have married & man unkind to
her, when, being indifferant to all men, she
might have married 8 man who would have
thouzht the world well lost could it have
purchased her—a jewel, longed for?

“It is Verner, then?” says lie, slowly.
“Well; and what is it you want me to do?""

“To help me.""

“I see."” He looks at her long and earn-
estly, ““Verner makes yon unhapgy. Some
women, when are they unhanpy—""

“Some women!" she interrupts him, not
hurriedly, yet decidedly. **You must not
class me!" says ahe with a pale smile. " *I
am not as many other women are; I am un-
hlprier than many of them. 1 bave my
mislortunes as my sole love; and I dwell on
them, ns others dwell upon their joys. It
fills my life. Extremes meet," says she,
lifting lier eves, brilliant with tears and
misery to yvis' face. ‘“Joy—misery!
They are near akin,”

*“There is but the step over,” says he,
quickly.

“How? From joy to —"

“No. Either - way. From misery to

She stands up suddenly.

“There is no such step in my case,” says
she, coldly, hautily, *I—asked vou to help
It was too much to ask, perhupa.””

*No." Ho paoses; then, “I cavo hel
you, and I will, though it costs me all
uf"Yron” ivel”’ sh 1

on promivel” sa eagerly.

T swear it."" Ber:ak:; her hyand and
with the deepess, the most unmistakable
naggt, presses it gently.

““This 1s the last time,” says he, alowly,
“that I shall be a cause ol aunoyance Lo
This is, indeed, our last meeting.”

“You mean?” says she. She has not
withdrawn her band, and is looking {a; at
him, ber whole heart in her eves hac
in it he means? Ob, it he will but go—
go far away.

“That next week I shall §» beyond rench

of you—bevond resch of heaven."” He
mhnnhe says this,"but his “‘lavghter,
some pain, is franght.”
[ To bt continued mérd Sunday.]
Tmraxxs to the introduction of Salvation
noed nos foar & fall, 0o
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The Leading Amusement Resort
for Ladies and Children.

BEGINNING .

MONDAY, OCT. 31

MR, JOSEPA . CLIFTON
HISS LODISE AGNOTT,

And & eompetent company in the at
melodrama by J. D. Clifton, =

B — Wi —

Blacksmith's Revenge

Introdueing the mechanical working saw-
mill. A maznificent scenie produection.
Also introdueing the Great

BLACKSMITH QUARTET.

CAST OF CHARACTER®

Roxie, pood as gold...... Miss Louise Agnott

Nellle Raymond, an only ehiid,...........
tesrransarerzennsesanness MI%S Lizzie Bassell

Mrs. BEaymond, the blacksmith's wife,,,.

.. Miss Jeunie Holt

l!m:)": nn Outcust...... Miss Marzella Forrest
Wm. Semoar, a counterfeiter..............

cesssssenassanasssssnsses sl Orson Clifford
Jim, true to the Inst... Mr. Wm. Dockstader
bert Grabham, a detective...............
casrsssessesssssasazesnsns- ME Harry Burton
Joe Williams, s hard case............. ....
......................... Alr, Charles Osborn
Wm. Raymond, the blacksmith...........
% Mr. Joseph D. Clifton

CURIO HALL:
TURTLE GEORGE,

The Humsn Bottle of Ink. The King Laugh
Maker. The Dark Complected
Nondescript.

RATTLESNAKE TOM

The Serpent King, and his den of venomous
ENAKES, conslsting of nearly svery

snnke known to stience 1n

the world.

PROF. MARTINQUE,

The Parisian Wax Flower Artist, Every
Indy visitor is entitled to a handsome
bouquet of wax flowers (ree
of any charge whalever.

LITTLE BULLETS,

The smallets oxen in the world. Bix vears
of age. Helght 26 fnches. Welizhs 200
pounds, and as perfectin lorm
as the largest Texas stoer.

First appearance in America. Just from
Europe,

PROF. STRASBURG,

And His Wonderul

PERFORMING ORANG-OUTANGS

ADMISSION 10 CTS.

Next : :?aeilr—lémszo thmg’)s'm..:sd th'e'
greatest Acting Doss in the Wor %,
“Panther" and “Lion." o

HARRIS' THEATER.

Mrs. P. Harris, R. L. Britton, T. F. Deau,
Froprietors and Managers,

POPULAR PRICES
Always prevail at Harris' Theater.

10, 15 AND 25 CENTS.
WEEK COMMENGING MORDAY,0CTOBER 31

Every Atternoon and Evening. -
E. J. Hassan's Great Comedy Drams,

ONE = FINEST!

MAGXNIFICENT SCENIC EFFECTS
MUSIC!

NEW |0,

& SPECIAL NOTICE—Grand Special Bon-T

venir Matinees will he given on TuRspaY
and Fripar for Children. Knch lttle
girl will receive a bandsome Ciina Doll
(drenutg. Every boy an expansive Sase-
ball. NO ANCREASE IN PRICES,

mWimi: of Xov. T—="Walils of New York."

AARRY DAVIS”

EDEN -.- MUSEE
AND FAMILY THEATER.

Handsomest in America.

WEEK COMMENCING OCTOBER 91,
CHOICEST .=, OFFERINGS.

A Charming Eniertainment,

THE WORLD-EENOWNED MLLE.

EUGENIE GARRETTA,

The Greatest of All Bird Educators.

L'H1 rome, Parls, 800 nights; Cirque,
Madrid, 300 ul:hts; Madison Equare, New
York, with Barnum, 6 weeks.

A GENUINE SENSATION,

“ORSANO}”

h!agnetic Wire-Haired Man.
IN THE THEATER:

Williams & Barton's
~ AUSTRALIAN
NOVELTIES.

WME. TASAUD'S. WAX WORKS.

DON'T MISS
THIS GREAT ENTERTAINMENT.

10 Cts.—ADMISSIUN—lO“Q‘t&

NOBA MACHREE

T0—FIRE

THE ALVIN THEATE

CHARLES L. DAVIS..........OWNER AND MANAGEE

R

EXITS—T70

Week Beginning
MONDAY,

Blue

dramatic triumph unequaled i

ITS PROMINENT

SHOWER OF APPLEB

Nov. 7—Mr. Richard Mansfield in

production which ran for 360 performances at the
Fourteenth Street Theater, New York.

OCTOBER 31,

MATINEES WEDNESDAY AND SATURDAY.
JOSEPH ARTHUR'S DISTINGUISHED COMEDY DRAMA,

Jeans

With its wealth of beautiful scenery and artistic mechanical effects. A

n. stage annals. The original

FEATURES ARE:

THE QUAINT COUNTRY BAND;

THE BARBECUE,

THRILLING SAW MILLSCENE,

RUSTIC QUARTETTE, .
LOOM,
LIVE ANGUS BULL.

ROSENQUFST & ARTHUR, Proprietors and Managers.

Repertoire.

DUQUESNE===A GRAND
Pitisburg’s Leading Theater. - | MONDAY | ppopycTioN

==O0F A TRULY
AMERICA’S FERESS AND FPUBLIC

FULLY INDOERSED

GREAT PLAY ==
ENGLAND'S " Freovar "

AFFROVAL

Regarding the Tremendous Success of Arthur Law’s
Comedy Drama,

DARTMOOR!

A SECOND JIM

PRESENTED BY THE JI H' GI

GREAT
BETTINA GIRARD,

RoMANTIC ACTOR,

Wedinesday Matinee

Conceded by all who have seen it to be

THE PENMAN.

LMOUR, AND A StrONG

CoMpany,
Including
OWEN WESTFORD,

—AND—

LITTLE MARGUERITE FIELDS.
—MATINEES—WEDNESDAY—AND—SATURDAY.—

Best Seats 50 Cents.

Next Week—SADIE SCANLAN in “NORA MACHREE."”

EXTRA.

DUQUESNE THEATER

WEEK COMMENCING

MONDAY, NOV. 1.

Erin's Nightingale, Sweet

S8ADIE

CANLAN,

In her phenomonally sucocessiul
Irish Comed

nc3017
GRAND
Doan = pousk 7
.Proprietorand Manager,

ONE WEEK, COMMENE'S MONDAY, GT.41.

Matinees Wedncaday aud Saturday.

LILLIAN -

.

The grandest of modern plays. The areat-
est o young mctresses, Reallam, spectacls,
comedy, dramn combined. A production
completely grand. A great piay, graadly
acied, grandly staged.

LEWIS

The Amphithoater of the Cirens. The Fa-
mous Horse, Romanofl. The Sisters of Meroy
on the Battlefleld, Rajah, the Man Eating
Ti.er. Establishment of Telegraph Come

T LADY

Themost gorzeons costumes. Hassan killed
hr Rajah. The flaying of the faith curer,
Peautiful scenery. Muag t uniforms,

a5 LIL.

R—R
|4L's|
e
Mr. E.D. WIk.....

4Us|

ALVIN—EXTRA.

WEEK COMMERNCING

Monday, Nov. 7.

Only Matinee Saturday.

RICHARD
MANSFIELD

HIS STOCK COMPANY,|

In the following repertolire:

Monday | Beau Brummell.
Tussday | The Scarlet Letter.
Wednesdsy | A Parisian Romance.
Thursday | Nero, sconary aud Eects.
Fridzay | B:au Brummell

Sat. Mat, | Beau Brummell

Sat. Ev'g. | Dr.Jekyll end Mr. Hyde.

Bale of Beats opens Thursday morning.
i . 0c30-70

ACTUAL RESULTS

Show DISPATCH adiets to be
most profitable to advertisers.

Try them.

Prices, 15¢, 25¢, 50¢, 75¢.
Matinees, 15¢, 25¢, 50c¢.

XEXT WEEE—rOLICE PATROL.

HARRY WILLLANS

ACADEMY.
MONDAY EVENING, OGTOBER d1.

MATINEES:
Tuesday, Thursday and ‘Saturday,

LILY CLAY’S
COLOSSAL GHETY GOMPANY,

Under the manazemeont of Sam T. Jack.

50—RECOGNIZED ARTISTS—50

in a prozramma of acknowledged
excellence, embracing the Nauntical
Burlesgue,

STOF0 GOLOMBO.

An olio repiets with novelty and startling
;t_“m lity. And ludine with
sonsational OXIIAVAZAUES,

MAZEPPA.

Women, Elezant Costumes, Delight

Mvosie and Appropriate Seonery
:;mm.:uﬂmp&nnahilm

Positively the Leader.

Monday, Nov. T—Hyde's Speciaity G:.*.
Tho Blectrical Construetioa & Maintenancs 0o
Electrical Engineers and Contractors
General Electrical Suppliesalwayson band,
INCANDESCENT LAMPS, ALL VOLT-
AGES, AT LOWEST PRICES.

Tregal




