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ance, snd shown into & amall nicely-
furnished room, evidently kept for re-
ceiving visltors. In & minute or two
the dpor was opened, and a woman en-
tered—s woman about my own age,
tail 88 I am myself, with features snd
eyen like mine. From the firat in-
stant 1 saw her I never doubted who
she wad,

There was a subdued excitement in
her manner as she closed the door be-
hind her sud came up Lo me.

“Are you Miss Grapt?” she saked
in a ¢old but trembling voice.

“Yes; thnt is my nawme.”

“You wish to see Mra. Leadlitter?
She is not very well this morning, and
ahe has arkked me to mee you in her
place.”

Something peemed to choke me. 1
could not say a word—only stared st
hpr stupidly.

“ls there anything I can do for
you?” ghe said. ler tone was as cold
a8 her words, but I noticed that she
twisted my card nervously between
her long white fingers,

“Hag the post come yet?" I blurted
out.

Miss Grant loocked surprised, as well
she might; and yet that tremulous,
half-subidued excitement was there in
her manner gll the same.

“Nu,” she said. “We don’t get our
Ietters till half-past nine.”

“Hecanse there ia one coming to
Mrs. Leandbitter—about me. I would
like to Bee her before she gets it

I was speaking st random. Some-
how 1 could not control my thoughts,
e0 as to put the strange story I had
to tell in a rational way. Yet I must
say something, and that soen.

“You are Miss Grant,” I said, bend-
ing forward in my eagerpess. “Would
you mind my asking if yon have a sis-
ter?”

1t was a second or two before the
answer came,

“I believe I had a sister who died
when she was a baby.” The tone in
which she spoke was cold as ice.

“Are you sure she did die?" I
asked in a whisper.

“]_ T was a child at the time, but 1
have no doubt that she died, as they
told me.”

“Ridney! Don't you
Don't look at me like that!
gister!’

1 had sprung to my feet, and was
ready to run to her and embrace her;
hut she remained sitting, as stiff and
formal as though she were giving &
French lesson. - X

“This is very atrange,” sghe said.
“What reason have you for thinking
that you are my sister?”

For auswer 1 went up to her and
took her hand. There was a mirrer
over the chimney-piece, I led her up
to it, and pointed to the two faces
side by side,

“Isn*t. that proof enough?” I asked.
“Oh, Sidney. I have never known
what it was to have anyone belonging
to me! Don’t turn away from me,
just. when [ have found someone to
care for me! If you konew what it
was to be brought up like un out-
wast. >

-1 guddenly stopped, for T knew that
[ wae on the point of breaking down.

“5it down, and let us talk it out
quietly,” said Sidney, in a kinder voice
than she had used to me yet. She put
me on the sofa, and sat down beside
me. “How do you know—what rea-
son have you to think that you ave my
sister?”

Then 1| began at the Leginning, and
told her the whole story of my life.
She listened to me in silence till she
understood thut [ had had the effron-
tery to pass myself off for her, and
war actually etaying at Inveroran
Custle in her name, 'Then she flushed
searlet and rose to her feet, quite un-
able to control her indignation.

“And you dare to come here and
confess this to me!” she cried. Alaa!
I had not only done it, but had come
to Scarton with uo other object than
to perguade her and Mra, Leadhitt?r
to eonceal the imposture. Yet I did
not deapair.

“Listen to0 me a moment, sister, be-
fore you condemn me,” I said. - “Re-
member that 1 was like a child lost on
one of your hills, and that 1 had no
other way of finding out the truth
rbout my parents. It was that or
nothing.  As for Mr. Mitchelt, T Btill
think that I war Justified in deceiving
him. He must have some interest in
keeping me in the dark, else why
should he have taken such pains to
hifle me away from the world, and
separate me from you?”

For some secondn Siiney was silent.
She seemed to have forgotten for the
moment her grievancea against me.

“] belleve Mr, Mitchell has reason to

know me?
I am your

fear us, or to be ashatned for soms-
thiug he has done,” mhe paid. *If nat,
why whould he offer to aettle money
on me un vondition that 1 give up sli
cluimn upon him? What claims have
I upns him? 1 know of nune. He
brought me here when 1 wus & mere
child, and paid for my education, so I
suppose | ought to be grateful to him,
Hut T am not. I feel certnin that he
did not do all this for me without a
reason. ie says [ have no rights, and
T am bound to believe himm —"

She wtopped muddenly, and aganin a
deep blush spread over her face. |
knew what she was thinking of.

“Sildney. if our fuiher sud mother
were not properly married, it was not
their fault,” I said firmiy. “It wan
an accident that might have hap-
pened to anyone living in that unset-
tled country. Don't think of it again.
And, if we are sisters, as 1 have no
doulit we are, that can be no reason
for our not loving ¢ach other. 1 am
rendy to love you, Siduey, if only you
will let me." .

Sidoey said nothing, but she shrank
a little awsy from me. I could sen
that there- was & struggle goiug on
in her mind—a atruggle about me;
but what the nature of it was [
coulit not tell.

“Youn muat tell Mr Mitchell whe you
are,” she snid at length.

“Not yet, Sidney!™ 1 pleaded.
“Don't force me to tell him until T
ean prave whoe I am, aud can learn
what it iz he is s0 anxious to ronceal
from ws. Do you think our father
cau have left money which Mr. Mitch-
¢ll is keeping from ua?"

*“Na, From a1l 1 have ever Leen toll,
my father died a poor man.”

“But he may have been entitled to
some property. Did he leave any
will, do you know?"'

“] helieve not. I mever heard of
any will.”

Again there was a short silence.

“Yon will keep my secrei, Sidney?*
I said, timidly.

My sister shook her hend, and my
heart sank. It was hard that the
only relative I had in the warld should
take part against me!

At that moment a tall figure that
1 recognised as the postman’s passed
the window.

“And the letter, Sidney?’ I ventur-
ed. "“Will you not help me & little?"

“What is it you wish me to do?™
she asked, stiffly.

“Ah, Sidney, how cold you are!l”

She laoked troubled, and turned
awny her bead; but there was an ob-
stinate look on her handsume face.

“What is it you wish me to do?” she
reprated. X

“Only to persuade Mrs Leadhitter
not o answer the letter from Miss
Dalrymple, After all, Miss Dal-
rymple and Mr. Durant are hoth of
them strangers to Mrs. Leadbitter,
There is no uecessity for her to an-
swer the letter nt all”

Sidwey did not answer me, hut she
rang the hell, and had the letters
brought to her, [ easily picked out
the one I had followed all the way
from Scotland. "1 will take it up-
stairs with the others, and see whut
Mrs, Leadbitter says about it,” eaid
Sidoey, as she left the room with the
letter in her hand.

Tn a few minutes she came back,
her hands empty.

“The letter from Miss Dalrymple
is exactly what you supposed it to
be,” she said, “Miss Dalrymple says
she believes Mra. Leadbitter has a
governess called Miss Grant, and she
begs to be told whether Miss Grant
iy still an inmate of her house, and
whether she is at bBome at present.
Mrs. leadbitter did not pay any par-
lienlar attention to the letter, and
wlhen [ offered to attend to it she
said that would be the best way.”

“And you won't answer it, Sidney?
Tell me that you won't answer it!”

“Not at present” aaid Sidney, as
quietly as if she bad Leen deciding
gome point of school rontine. “I will
give you a little time to ecarry ont
your plans with regard to Mr Mitch-
ell. [ think he deserves no consid-
erntion from either of us, for I agree
with you that it iz not a philanthropie
motive that has prompted him tn
set an he has dune hy una. RBut aof
course 1 esnnot allow you to go aboul
the world under my name for an in-
definite time. 1n a week or two, yon
must tell Mr Mitehell plninly who you
are, ar T must write to him myself.™

“Thank you, Sidney —  And In
spite of all my efforia my veice hroke,
“1t i3 more than I hud any right to
expeet from you.''

1 suppose something of what wanm
in my heart was visible in my face,
for Sidney's face nltered a little, and

SRAFPHIC.
once niore ahe turmed her head
nvway au she spuke to we, T muppons

you ere my sister, though we have
nu proof of 1t she maid, in her ecold,
even tones. ot even if 1t s roo T
can’t pretend ta be whle to feel ar
yvou would lke, T cun't get up an
alfection at & mument™s notice for any
one. Hy and by, perhaps, it may be
different.™

The luat words were apoken abrupt-
1y. hurriedly, as if they had pot Leen
premedituted, as most of Kidney wwords
reemed to be, Bhe kissed me cobily
on the cheek, and T went away, The
tears would come in spite of wll 1
could do. | felt ar thaugh I hwl last
a nizter rather than gained one. 1t
wna minall conrolation to be to v it
ber that in a renee I had succeedeld.
and that for a few days, at all events,
the imposture 1 hod een practising
wiA to be concenled.

1 cuught 8 return train to Carlisle
and was in thne for the day express,
reaching Inveroran the mame night.

CHAPTER XIv.
MHK. MITCHELLS GUESTS.

Tate aB it was when* 1 arrived at
the Castle T could sce that something
bad ocveurred to turn the whaole place
upside down., The hall was crammed
with tihles aud chairs, and there was
n smell of turnitnre polish in all the
air. 1 went off to bed, feeling sure
that the morning waould bring an ex-
planation,

Hut Miss Dalrymple was in such a
pitinisle state of mental confusion
when | saw her next moraning that it
woitld hive been eruel to question
her, 1 gathered, however, that nei-
ther Mr. Mitchell nor Mr. Durant had
returned, but that they were expected
that evening along with some “stran-
wera.”

Among the army of helpers that
had been hustily summoned to the
Castle wus Mre McPhail, and from

her 1 gathered a few  facts
with which to allhy my curi-
osity. It seemed that u  neigh-
bouring landowner, Lord Lunisfal,

had succeeded in letting. at the last
moment, his shooting lodge at Strath-
allun, and in consegquence hia family
bhad to turn ouvt at a few days’ notice,

Mr Mitehell bud met his lordship in
Glasgow, and on heuring of his di-
letoma hud immediately iovited the
whole family, or as many of them as
cauld accept the invitation, to stay at
inveroran for Bome weeks. Lord
Innisfail, who was not a rich man, had
accepted the invitation for his sister,
one of his sons, and one of his daugh-
tlers—the viscount wins a widower—
and they were expected to mrrive at
the Castle in the afterncon.

“The laird mever thought that we
werena fit Lo receive company, what
wi' the want o' servants, an’ no' a
=hop nearer than I'erth that ye can
iy onything at, and everything keep-
it mair like & museum nor o leevin-
hoose.” suid Mra Mcebhail. “But we
hehove to do oor best, for when the
la.rd speaks, it's ill for them that
duesna kisten.”

“It will make a great ebange, haviug
vizitors at the Castle,” 1 observed, for
wunt of something better to say.

“Ye may say that, Miss Grant. An’
a preater chaoge may be forthecoming
in due time, if I'm no” mista’en.”

“You mean that Mr Mitchell may
marry 7 .

"“That's just what 1 do meun; and
in my opinion he'll ask Misa Marjory
Reith-- that's Lord Innjafail’s deelter
—'c be the ludy o the Castle befure
the moon’s mony duys nulder.”

“1iut surely—surely she must be ever
0 mueh younger than Mr Mitchell,” 1
objected.

“Hopts! What does that matter?
‘etter be an nuld mao’s darling nor a
yaung man's slave, a8 the sayin' is.
An’ my leddy's stood her warket mair
Aeusons no? she liked to mind, or I'm
mista'en, But 1 bas my wiark to dae,
and little enough time to diue't io"”"

This wuas a hint for me to retire,
roid B ospeedily  obeyed it. I really
thought that Miss Dalrymiple would
Feve been unable to play her part os
hostess when the puests arrived, ug 1
witlehed her strugpling, red of face
and loud of tongue, with the countleas
adfieuli ten and worries she had to con-
tendd with. 1int she had more strength
of mind than T had given her erelit
for. At the rfight muoment previsely
she snlliedd forth into the hall, dreased
in the stiffest of Llack Rilkw, to wel-
colne her nncle’a guests.

My impressions of the laird's visltors
are set down pretty fully in my jour-
nal:—

The Honouruble Juliet Keith, the
viscouut's kister, ln u ting little dried-
up loking ercature, who guve one the
impression thut whe huwl bwen mer,
cileasly “sat upun” for the greater
part of her life, wud hud but lmiely
cunie into the possesion of such a
medsure of indepemience as she en-
Juped.  She pever spoke unless she
were firgt apoken to, and does not ex-
el to be amused or entertained in
any wuy,

Mivg Marjory in a Aue-lovking wo-
man, net yet thirty, 1 should think,
Ier face e a trifle hurd, ae though she
had round that dife Ix not ull chuwe-
rurne and eweetbreads, even for those
who are highly born. | wonder whe-
ther shie has any idea of her host’s in-
tentiona with regard to herself. It so,
sbe mnst surely be disgusted with her
sexigennrisn lover. He is such g com-
-pnce little man, too, with lis
hurd fuaee, like the face o
amall grocer with thievish propensities
his pompous munner, and his intoler-
ahim conceit of hin castle, his estate,
hiz Tiorses, his furniture, aml every-
thing that is his.  Bat that i her
look-out. If she liked to sell herself
fer a durpe income and A pluce in the
Flighlanda it is no husiness of mine.

I furget to eay that along with the
Haorourable Marjory Keith eame her
brother, Captain Houuld Keith. He s
only & year or two younger thao his
sister, but he looks younger than he
mmst be in reality. His in the face
of & simple-minded., gond-learted fel-
low, without & thonght beyond his
regiment, his betting-buok, and  his
shuoting. 1 faney he wmeans to stay
=come time at the Castle, for the shoot-
ing here is nat to Le despised, il he
js not likely to get nny elsewhere, ns
wost people, 1 believe, have made up
1heir shooting partics some time agn.
It is a pleasure to Juok ot his gowd-
vatured, manly face as he =its at table.
He caught me looking at hin one day.
and I dropped my eyes il blushed (1
am afraid) without anf renson. | po-
tired that he looked away. too, nlmost
at once, A little later he stnle another

“look at me. but I took gowd care not

te show that T knew of it, 1f he only
koew haow I was envying him at that
moment—envying his honest, strajght-
forward life, without frawl or conceal-
ment! T wonder what ke or his sister
or even gentle Migs Juliet., would
think of me if they eould see me as |
really am!

M r Duraut is here permazenrly now
—to help Mr Mitchell to Aamuse his
gueats, He has given up the pretence
of staying at bis little shooting-liox
up among the hilla. And two eor three
mere men are expected as soon a8 the
shioting hegina, so we shall be quite
n large party. 1 scarcely know whe-
ther to be plad or sorry for the
change, Tt is pleasant enough, as far
as it goes. But I do not see how I am
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cough stops Bt ovce, the Borspess in
vour chest passes away.  Your sscape
from pneumogia is compteta,

in Larze and Smailt Bottles.

A cort s haa' rued 'h’ plaring aver the chant niw
vivr.  Ayer's Chorry Foctorsl I'lantern, Tre
2 LEJV G Ayer 8o, Lowsll, Masa, U, B.




