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she were not a pretty woman, and 
who did not look as though, under 
any combination of circumstances, 
late hours, or heavy cigars, she could 
scold or stamp or go into hysterics. 
She was very much admired in Wash­
ington society, that first winter; had 
a number of admirers and one offer. 
They went to Europe in the spring— 
Vera was a good American, but she 
felt that she must see Paris before 
she died—must see Venice, Naples, 
Vienna, Rome—most of all Rome. It 
was the dream of her life, and Dora 
indulged her in all things ; that old 
sisterly love, the one pure, unselfish 
thing in Dora’s meagre, selfish life, 
was stronger than ever. It rested 
and comforted her to come to Vera 
after one of those stormy scenes 
with her indifferent husband. Her 
health was failing, too ; she needed 
travel and change ; the heart trouble 
of her youth was more troublesome 
than ever. So they went, and Vera, 
happier than most of us, had the de­
sire of her heart, and did not find 
it turn to dust and ashes in her 
mouth. Paris, Venice, Rome, she saw 
them all—she grew brighter, health­
ier, happier, handsomer every day. 
If the memory of the man to whom 
she was married ever crossed her 
thoughts, Dora did not know it. She 
never spoke of him. But taking up 
a home paper one day, she read there 
of the capture of Las Tunas, and 
among the list of mortally wounded 
was the name of Captain Richard 
Ffrench. He had fought like a lion, 
and had fallen with a bullet through 
his heart.

There was a grand ball to be that 
night, and a superb toilet had come 
home for Vera, but she did not wear 
it, did not go. She was deadly pale 
when Dora met her next, but if she 
suffered she made no sign. She went 
on with her life just the same, and 
hid her heart jealously from all the 
world. But the next mail contrad­
icted the report—it was not death, 
only a bad wound—a ball through the 
lung, not the heart. Richard Ffrench 
was not dead, or going to die. Dora 
watched her with great interest and 
curiosity, but was baffled. Dying or 
living, they could hardly be more 
asunder than they were but why did 
he not die ? It would be so much 
more comfortable in every way 1

In the spring of the second year 
they returned to London, intending 
to remain until July, and then go 
home. And this June night—morn­
ing rather—Dora Fanshawe stood 
smiling under the chandelier, and 
holding out one diamond-ringed 
hand to Colonel Richard Ffrench.

----------CHAPTER IV------------
At Dawn of Day

She came trailing her rich dress 
over the carpet, and holding out her
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jewelled hand “in her lovely silken 
murmur, like an angel clad with 
wings,” he thought, some misty mem­
ory of his Browning reading in the 
old Eleanor Carlton days returning 
to him. Only, after all, Dot was not 
the sort of little woman in any attire 
to suggest angelic metephor—rather, 
she was like an opera fairy in that 
shining pink silk, and all those milky 
pearl ornaments. He wondered as 
he looked at her—such ripples and 
ringlets, and twists and puffs of 
fluffy gold hair 1 On whose head did 
it all grow? Such glimmering small 
shoulders, half veiled in frosty lace; 
such a dazzling small face, all snow- 
white and rose-red ; such gleaming 
blue eyes, and such a thin, thin little 
hand. He could span the fragile 
fairy with one hand, it seemed to him

such an old fairy too, when one 
was near. Out of his dark, wonder­
ing eyes a sudden compassion looked. 
Poor little Dot! It was a hard life, 
this treadmill of fashion, and it was 
telling on her. And was Vera a 
younger copy of this, he wondered, 
as he held for a second those tiny, 
ringed fingers, and, if so, what a pity, 
what a pity!

For Dora, she looked upon the 
stately figure of a toll officer in un­
dress uniform—it had been in order, 
it seemed, to be semimilitary to­
night; she looked at the “burned 
sienna” complexion, the dark, reso­
lute eyes—but from the fixed gaze of 
these latter she rather shrank. They 
gave her, they always gave her, an 
uncomfortable sense of being trans­
parent as clear glass to this man ; 
they seemed to look straight through 
the pink and white so artistically laid 
on, and read the empty heart, the 
hard little soul below. He discon­
certed her before he-had opened his 
lips, but she laughed gayly, and greet­
ed him after the airy fashion he 
remembered so well.

“Ever so many apologies for in­
terrupting your gay party, and at this 
hour. How surprized you must have 
been at receiving my card. And at 
three in the morning ! As if it were 
a matter of life and death. But you 
know how impulsive I always was, 
and I grow worse every day. And, 
really, I wanted to see you so much. 
Take a seat/’

She waved him gracefully to a 
chair, and sank into another, the 
pink silk dropping into flowing folds, 
and the point of a tiny, kidded foot 
peeping out effectively.

“Let me see—it is two, yes three 
years, actually three, since I saw you 
last. You do not change much with 
the revolving seasons, Captain—I beg 
your pardon—Colonel Ffrench. We 
read all about that, you know—your 
bravery and your promotion. Ah 1 
how terible it was—the wounds I 
mean. Report said you were dead. 
And then, again .we read of your be­
ing surrounded, and captured, after 
prodigies of Valor, and sent a prison­
er to the El Toro. And how you once 
were sentenced to be shot at day­
break, and only were rescued at the 
eleventh hour. We know all about 
you, you see ; we have followed you 
through all your deeds of “derring 
do.” What a charmed life you must 
bear, Colonel Ffrench 1”

He smiled ever so slightly. She ran 
on so rapidly that she gave him no 
time to speak, even if he were so 
inclined.

“I only found you out this after­
noon through a paragraph in the 
“Times,” she continued. “How long 
is it since you came to London?”

“Three days.”
“Did you know we were here? But, 

of course, you did not. Do you re­
main long in England?”

“That is uncertain.”
His curt replies were in contrast 

to her easy volubility, but they did 
not disconcert her. She had got over 
her first awkwardness and was quite 
herself once more.

“You return to Mexico, I suppose? 
Ah ! your fire eaters are never satis­
fied away from the field of glory. 
And how about that shot through the 
lungs ? Quite convalescent, are you 
not ? So far as appearances go, I 
think I never saw you looking better.”

It was a compliment that he felt 
he could not honestly return. Cer­
tainly those steadfast eyes of the dar­
ing colonel saw more than Mrs. Fan­
shawe intended they should see— 
paint, powder, perfume, penciled 
brows, darkened eyes, false hair, false 
figure, false tongue, false heart, he 
saw all. And Vera was like this— 
poor little Vera.

“You did not know we were here— 
how could you? Our names would 
tell you nothing. To think you should 
be our very next door neighbor ! how 
odd. Did you visit New York be­
fore coming over?”

“I did not.”
It was'-às hard to extort an ans­

wer from him as though he were in 
the witness box, and she the counsel 
for the other s,ide. But she would 
make him speak before she was done 
with him.

“Then you have not heard of my
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marriage?”
She smiled with perfect ease as 

she said it, and played coquettishly 
with her fan. He looked at her, but 
not in surprise.

;‘Y°ur marriage, Mrs. Carlton------”
Ah ! Dora laughed. “I knew you 

had not. Mrs. Fanshawe, please— 
Mrs. Dane Fanshawe. It is nearly 
two years ago now, and we were 
married in New York. I sent you 
cards, but, of course, you did not 
get your mails regularly, out there 
among all that fighting. It is late 
in the day for congratulations, but 
they never come amiss.”

ou have my best wishes for your 
happiness, Mrs. Fanshawe.”

“Almost immediately after our mar- 
raige we came abroad, and have been 
travelling ever since. We were mere­
ly sloping here for a few weeks of the 
season, and—and because we cannot 
induce Vera to leave.”

Her name had been spoken at last. 
But Colonel Ffrench took it very 
calmly. He did not speak—he sat 
quietly, and a little coldly, waiting 
for what was to come. He had al­
ways distrusted this woman ; he dis­
trusted her more than ever to-night.

“Vera is with us of course, and— 
need I say it?—it is entirely on her 
acount that I have asked an inter­
view. Living in the same hotel, is 
quite impossible but that you and she 
shall speedily meet. And before that 
meeting takes place, for her sake, 
for your own, it is best I should speak 
to you.”

She-was warming to her work. He 
was not a very promising-looking 
subject, as he sat there with that 
impassive countenance, but Dora’s 
faith in herself and her strategic ab­
ilities was boundless. She was one 
to whom all success was possible, be­
cause they believe in themselves. She 
was resolved by fair means or foul, 
to give Vera back her freedom. If 
sisterly tact, and a few sisterly lies, 
could do it, she was resolved that 
Vera should be Lady Talbot. This 
man was the only obstacle in the 
way, and this man, though he was 
twice as big and brown and deter­
mined-looking, should soon be an 
obstacle removed.

“Colonel Ffrench,” she said, lean­
ing a little forward, and tapping em­
phatically with her fan, “six years 
ago a great mistake was made, one 
that I have never ceased to regret 
The fault was mine, I freely admit 

! that. All the same, it was a horrible 
mistake, but I trust not an irrepar­
able one.”

I She paused, but the calm, atten 
live face before her was impassive 
as a handsome mask. What she had 
said needed no reply, and received
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none.
From the day of that mariage, 

Vera changed—from a frolicsome 
heedless child she became silent, dis­
pirited, almost moody. She had fan­
cied you in wild childish fashion, as 
little girls almost always do fancy 
young men. She consented heedless­
ly to the marriage, and the moment 
it was over repented of it. That 
repentance has deepened with every 
passing year. She refused to write 
*° you', though I urged her to do so ; 
she refused to see you on your re­
turn from Honduras; she has never

no, not once—spoken your name 
voluntarily in my hearing since that 
time. Unjust to you this undoubted- 
y is. but women do not reason, you 

knoiw ; they act from their feelings. 
And Vera’s feelings, so far as you 
are concerned, and so far as I can 
read them, for she is senitively secret 
on this point, have undergone a total 
revulsion. From a girl’s foolish fan­
cy they have changed to a woman’s 
unreasoning aversion. Pardon the 
w°r,d’ b“* the truth is always best.”

• 1 he shadow of a smile dawned and 
laded on his soldierly ^face. Truth 
from the lips of this glib little liar! 
blight as it was, Dora’s quick eyes 
caught it, and she bristled up de­
fiantly at once. She sat very erect, 
him8 eammg blue eyes flashing upon

“Pardon me, Colonel Ffrench, do 
you doubt what I tell you? If so—”

Pray go on, Mrs. Carl------ Excuse
me, Mrs .Fanshawe. Why should I 
doubt it? It is perfectly natural, and 
precisely what was to be expected, 
bo Vera detests me. Ah ! I am sorry 
for that.” \

“Detest is perhaps too strong a 
word; her liking has changed to dis- 
ike. to intense annoyance at finding 

herself bound, bon gre mal gre, to a 
man she did not care for. But it is 
only of late------

Dora broke off in pretty embarrass­
ment—the subject was evidently 
growing delicate. Colonel Ffrench 
watched her, and, despite his ser­
iousness, there was an unmistakable 
gleam of amusement in his eyes. The 
farce was well played, but what a 
farce it was !

“I scarcely know how to go on,” 
pursued Dora, that kittenish confus­
ion still upon her, “the subject is so—
is so------ Colonel Ffrench, you must
not blame my sister too much ; re­
member, our feelings are not under 
our control ‘to love or not to love.’ 
And Vera is so young, so attractive, 
so----- ”

“Pray do not distress yourself to 
find excuses Mrs. Fanshawe,” said 
Colonel Ffrench coolly. “My wife 
has fallen in love with another man— 
that is what you wish me to under­
stand, I think?”

She laughed a short, uneasy, angry 
laugh.

“You put it in plain English at 
least; but that was always one of 
your virtues, I remember. Yes, Col­
onel Ffrench, unconsciously to her­
self, with pain, with remorse, with 
fear for the future, Vera’s heart has 
gone from her—her woman’s heart, 
for the first time.”

“Let us hope, at least, it has gone 
into worthy keeping. Might one ask 
the name of one’s favored rival?”

“Presently—all that in time. Would 
that every husband were as amenable 
to reason as you, my dear colonel 1 
But then, every husband does not 
marry, and desert his bride under the 
same exceptional circumstances. She 
has given her love to one in every 
way worthy the gift, to one who cen­
ters in himself high rank, great 
wealth, ancient lineage, talent and 
title.”

“Title!” interruped Richard Ffrench, 
and smiled. *‘You rank the gentle­
man’s perfections in the order of ec- 
clesesiastical processions, I see—the 
greatest comes last.”

“And,” continued Mrs. Fanshawe, 
the angry glitter deepening in her 
eyes, “to one who loves her truly, 
deeply, greatly. There is but one ob­
stacle to their perfect happiness, and 
that—”

“A by no means uncommon one, 
I believe, in those uplifted circles— 
an obnoxious husband. All this time, 
my dear madam, I sit in ignorance of 
the name of this paragon—this rich, 
highly born, highly bred, titled gen­
tleman who aspires to the hand—no 
—the heart, of the lady at present my 
wife.”

“To both hand and heart, Colonel 
Ffrench, with your permission. The 
gentleman is Sir Beltran Talbot, bar­
onet ; his devotion to my sister has 
been from the first the talk of the 
town.”

“Ah, and she returns this very ar­
dent devotion, you tell me? And I 
am in the way. But to so clever a 
lady as yourself, Mrs . Fanshawe, 
what does an obstacle more or less 
signify? I am in your hands. What 
am I to do? You made this match— 
how do you propose to unmake it?”

“Sir, if you treat this subject as a 
jest------”

“Not at all ; I am profoundly in 
earnest. Far be it from me to show 
unseemly levity where the happiness 
of a young, rich, and titled heart is 
concerned I And Vera’s welfare—for 
old time’s sake—is necessarily dear 
to me. I merely ask for information.”

“There is such a thing as divorce,” 
began Dora, but she had the grace to 
redden under her rouge; “the mar­
riage was so exceptional, and—and 
considering everything—the years of 
your absence—desertion, perhaps, we 
might call it------”

“If will be the better word, cer­
tainly,” he said, with gravity, “for a 
divorce court. Pardon me—is this 
your idea, Mrs. Fanshawe, or 
Vera’s?” •

“Vera has grown up with some
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very strange ideas,” returned Dora, 
with acerbity; “caught from her Ur- 
saline nuns, I suppose. It is not 
Vera’s. She has notions of duty, and 
the sanctity of the marriage tie, and 
all that—romantic and nonsensical ! 
It was a mistake to shut her up for 
three years in a convent ; I cannot 
imagine where else she can have ac­
quired them.”

“It is, indeed, and with the benefit 
since of your excellent training too. 
On the whole, though, it is a relief 
to hear she has those romantic and 
nonsensical ideas. They are old- 
fashioned, I am aware, and almost 
obsolete in fashionable life ; but I am 
such an old-fashioned fellow myself, 
that I believe I prefer them. Still, no 
doubt you can talk her into a more 
advanced and practical frame of mind 
before long.”

“I shall certainly do my best,” said 
Dora, with dignity. “She shall not 
sacrifice her life for a sentiment. 
As the wife of Sir Beltran Talbot she 
will be a perfectly happy woman ; as 
your wife—what will she be, Colonel 
Ffrench ? A poor woman, an unloved 
wife, an unloving wife, a widow dur­
ing the best years of her life, in the 
abnormal ( and doubtful position a 
woman always holds who is separat­
ed from her husband. Yet such are 
the notions she has imbibed that I 
am positive if you went to her to­
morrow and claimed her as your wife, 
she would go with you. Such are her 
stringent ideas of duty that she 
would go with you loyally though it 
broke her heart. But will you de­
mand this sacrifce, Richard Ffrench ?”

He was grave enough now ; the 
amused gleam had left his eyes, the 
sarcastic curl his lips.

“God forbid !” he answered ; “ I de­
mand no sacrifice. Vera was my lit­
tle friend once—she shall never break 
her heart by act of mine. If she can 
get her freedom, let her get it. If she 
can marry Sir Beltran Talbot, let her 
marry him. But—I hope she will 
not !”

“You hope she will not!”
“From the bottom of my heart. I, 

too, Mrs. Fanshawe, am one of the 
sentimentalists who believe in the 
sanctity of marriage. I made your 
sister my wife—if I gave her little 
love, I have given her at least perfect 
and unbroken fidelity, in thought and 
deed. That she has not done the 
same is a fact that, though it may 
grieve, does not surprise me, and 
for which I cannot greatly blame her. 
All things considered, it is, though 
wrong, natural. If she is capable of 
seeking a divorce, I shall not lift a 
finger to prevent it; if she is cap­
able of marrying Sir Beltran Talbot, 
she is certainly not fitted to be a 
wife of mine. But I say again, I hope 
she will not.”

“If you mean to tell her this when 
you see her,” said Dora angrily, “we 
may as well end the matter at once. 
That ‘I hope she will not’ will turn 
the scale. She will not.

“I shall not try to influence her,” 
he said coldly ; “ no word of mine 
shall turn the scale. But on what 
ground shall you apply for your div­
orce?”

“On the ground of desertion—it is 
sufficient,” said Dora, her resolute 
little face hardening ; “there are 
States in which it is amply su cient. 
It will be necessary for her to re­
turn to America, of course, and if 
you do not defend the suit------”

She paused ; in spite of her hardi­
hood she winced under the chill con­
tempt of his eyes.

“There need be no publicity unless 
you make it,” she began rapidly ; “no 
one in England need ever know. Sir 
Beltratl need not know that----- ”

She broke off again. She was en­

raged with herself for her weakness. 
Down to the depths of her vapid soul 
he was making her blush. He broke 
the pause.

“And Vera will marry any man like 
this! Well, she is changed, of course, 
but what a change it is! She used to 
he-true as truth, brave, honest, pure. 
Mrs. Fanshawe, I am going to ask 
you a question, and I want you to 
answer it—why did you insist on my 
marrying your sister ?”

“You were told at the time—to con- 
tfrone, to repair her imprudence in 
staying with you that night at Shad- 
deck Light. Why do you ask again?”

Because I no more believe that than 
you do. Just at first, assailed by you, 
by Mrs. Carlton, by my stepfather, 
I did for a little accept the idea. But 
a few day’s reflection convinced me 
of its absudity. I thought at the time 
that I knew your motive, but since 
you became mistress of Carlton I con­
fess 1 am at sea. Possessing the Carl­
ton fortune, you had absolutely noth­
ing to gain from the preposterous 
marriage you so strenuously insisted 
on.”

Shall I tell you then?” said Dora, 
and flung back her head. A sort of 
reckless, defiant audacity flashed out 
of the blue eyes. She knew it was 
absolutely impossible for him to 
think worse of her than he did, and 
her very dislike of him spurred her 
on to outrage the last remnant of 
his good opinion. “I will. Listen !” 
She leaned forward, a fine smile on 
her thin lips. “When I first came 
to Carlton, it was with the deliberate 
purpose of marrying you. I tell you 
this for your vanity will not be el­
ated you personally I never liked, 
hut 1 did like the heir of Carlton. 
I very soon saw what love you had 
to give—and it never was worth 
much—was given to Eleanor Carlton. 
But she refused you—she had another 
lover, you know, whom she met by 
stealth in the grounds after night, 
and then a new hope dawned. You 
and Vera were fast friends, but you 
only cared for her as a little girl who 
amused you and the hope was a 
strong one. Then came that night at 
Shaddeck Light, and the way was 
made easy. I knew you had quixotic 
notions of honor and all that, and 
simply worked on them. (Mrs. Carl­
ton abetted me through sheer malevo­
lence, and—you married Vera. My 
motive was to remain at Carlton ; as 
the sister of its mistress I could do 
so. If you had remained at home in­
stead of running off on that wild- 
goose chase to Central America, a 
sister of its mistress I would he this 
day. and no more. Mr. Carlton would 
never have married me had you not 
forsaken him, hut you did forsake 
him, and—never mind why—he mar­
ried me. How could I fortell you 
would go—how could I forcast he 
would make me his wife and heiress? 
Could I, rest assured you would nev­
er have been troubled with all that 
talk and tears, Vera would still be 
free. But I acted for the best—I 
never was among the prophets. As 
it is, I regret my mistake, and will do 
all I can to set it right. It will be 
best for you, as well as Vera, to get 
your freedom back—some day I pre­
sume even you may marry again. 
There ! for once I have told the truth, 
the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth.”

(continued on page 8)
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a ness \
to insure in my Mi 

Company.

We pay the 
charge the Low< 
safety and one o 
companies doing i 

See my sample

GEO. H. <
Real Estate

NOTICE TC

IN THE MATTER 
THE AYLMER P 
PANY, LIMITED, 
in the County of
Notice is hereby gi 

PUMP A SCALE C 
the Town of Aylmer 
has made an assign 
Chapter 134, of all 
effects to me, John 
Toronto, in the C< 
general benefit of if 

A meeting of th< 
held at the office 
Town of Aylmer, t 
of February, 1919. at 
the forenoon, to’ rei 
fairs to appoint ins 
muneration and fc 
affairs of the Estate 

Creditors are requ 
with the Assignee - 
ticulars thereof rei 
on or before the d, 

AND NOTICE IS 
after the 12th day 
signee will proceed 
of the debtor, amo 
thereto, having ref 
of which notice, si 
ceived and that hi 
the assets or any p 
to any person or pi 
shall not then hav 

DATED AT TOP 
February, 1919.

John L. Thorne, 
McKay, Dods A Gi 
tors herein.
Feb., 20-27; Mar. 6

WA9-SAVINGS !

A Plan 
Investc 
Big ant 
Little

Children Cry
FOR FLETCHER’S

CASTORIA

Dominion af( 

Ctriitkd

AT ALl
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