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« Mrs. Kingston,” exclaimed the visitor, rising to
her fect, her fair face almost livid in her excitement,
“{his honse holds a secret.  Will you not disclose it
tome? Perhsps 1 am asking too much of you, bu
vou can do no more than refuse to admit me into your
confidence.”

« Kot down, Belle, an' try to calm yourself, 1'l]
tell you, though I promised to keep the secret; but
seein’ a8 you're here, an' the poor girl's most likely
to die—" here the kind-hearted old lady brushed
away & tear that bad crept down her fleshy face—* 1'l]
tel you, sn' I hope and trast you'll keep the seoret,
Belle, for her dear sake,”

Then she related how Dessie Watson had come in
one night about a week previous, telling everything as
it had occurred, save how changed the poor girl had
become on hearing of her lover's betrothal. That was
somethiog she thought important to keep from Ma-
bel, knowing that she was soon to wed the man whom
the unfortunate girl loved so tenderly.

“ I must see her, Mrs, Kingston,” Mabel exclaimed,
joyfully, and the next moment she was in the sick
room, covering Dess' hot, flashed cheeks with kisses.

“ Who are you?" the sick girl asked, gazing up
into the visitor's sweet, gentle face with a bewildered
smile. “Kiss me again, your lips are so soft and
0ool.  There, that's right; I love you very much, and
you must love me, too. Now tell George to come, and
Mortimer —no, don't let him come, he must not know.
But I love him, and I love Mabel—I love her because
she loves Mortimer,"

“ Mubel's blue eyes filled with tears, and she
turned away to hide her emotion. “Do you think
she is davgerously ill?" she asked, evidently much
alarmed,

“(iod ouly knows; I hope not. The ole man's
gone to see n doctor.  Poor little thing, she talks about
ber brother purty near all the time. That puts me in
mind thet to.day's mail day; an' I'll bet the ole man's
goue au” carried off that letter Dessio wrote, 1'll tell
you what you do, Balle, dear; jest set down an' write
& Liue to George yourself, tellin’ him that his sister's
here sick, and to come immediltﬂly. The poor thing
ny tinve n dreadful sickness, you know, an' may die,
fur all we know,"

Avcordingly, Mabel soon penned a brief little note
W trearge Watsonu; and the old lady Kingston thovght
she bad never ween the girl looking any prettier or
Usppier thau while thus engaged.

) = “f- Watson, dear sir," Mabel read alond, haviog
RIS wiesive, “you are wanted st Oak Dale

ut Yoar wister, whom you bave long
wourued as dead, in alive, bat very ill, at Mr. King-
slon's residenca, Come at once.”
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