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CHAPTER XV.

He had lingered ‘in.Spain,  for . he

loved the country. While at Séville,
his valet left him and returned to
England. He was going fo visit' a
tmall town near, when he - was
thrown from  his horse, and left al-
“most dead at their castle gates. He
! was young and handsome, ‘as were
i all the Lynnes, and gifted with an
' sasy grace of manner that charmed
« and fascinated those proud, high-
dred Spanish ladies.

When'he was able to leave his rngm
Ae spenit many hours every day in
society ;0 Madame Monteledne ant

blsts of !-nr
Croms."”

‘You must go away and forget her.
She can never be your wife!”

“Why pot?’ asked Lord Liynne,
calmly..  “What objection have you
to me?”

“Neone,” replied Madame Montele-

3 ono.‘lg ‘regards myself; but my

daughter must marry a Spanish noglo.
Her destiny has alréady long been
settied.”

v "But she loves me, madame, again
nrged Lord Lynne.’ 3

“Impossible!™ cried the lady, “My
daughter knqws her destiny, and will
fulfill it.- She must not - seé you
again.” :

The stern, ambitious mother ad-
hered to-her words, and Bianca was
kept a prispner in her rooms until

| the departure of Lord Lynne. Mother
|'and daughter jsaid but little ‘on the

-ubmt Tno -ﬁoﬂm .»quu to her |

her deughter. From the mother hej

: : learned’the ancient glories of the tam.
ily, hol[ they once had been aoeond-

to none Save their royal mustors, and}

| the youwng English lord found with'
surprise © that the plalnly—dreuod,
lady, who lived in what he considered.
.a gloomy old ruin, bélonged to. one
| of the noblest families of Spain. He»
| s&w they were very poor; there was:
i no attempt at any disguise; but no,
!quun ever wore state and splendor
: with more dignity than  did Madam
Monteleone her obscurity and pov-
erty.

From the daughter he learned an-
other lesson; the lovely tace! the
, ¢ark, almond eyes, haunted him; and
he loved her with a wild devotion rare
in an Englishman, It was the old, old
story, What else oquld happen, given
an old castle, a wounded knight, and
a beautiful girl.‘.’ Bian¢a forgot her
high .vocation, and fell as deéply in
love with the English lord as he had
done with her. A few meetings among
the myrtle and orange-trees, and
then Stephen Lord Lynne asked
: Bianca Monteleone to be his wife. He
had no fear, as he gazed in.  her
beautiful, loving facd, He was rich
and noble,—there was no fear of re-
| fusal for him; but for many years
Lord Lynne never forgot the look of
distress, almost horror, upon m/
ame Monteleone’s face, when he ask-
ed for her daughter’s hand.

“My daughter!” she cried. ' “How
blind, how foolish I have been! I
nmever dreamed that you loved her!

submmed in silence;

Liord - Lynne :left Serranto:and re-
turmed to Seville, determined at any
cost “to . win~ the beautiful girl who

{loved him ‘so.well. Once more alone,
‘Madame Monteleone began to prepare
for Her. fourney ‘to Madrid. “But an- |.

other - obstacle arose. Bianca, who

‘made, no opposition to' her mother's

wishes, who had submitted silently to
the logs of her lover, fell iH; and ful—
ed visibly. dsy by day.  In vain did
madame. summon -physicians, and pay
helvﬂl for ' their advice. They all
said the same thing; her daughter’s
dlame Wwas. more mental than phy-
sical; and the distracted mother be-
gan to understand that her daughter

‘was slowly but surely dying, her

heart' breaking for the loss of the
fafr-haired Bnglishman, who had
brought such golden radiance into
her gloomy life . :

Lord ‘Lynne persisted in calling
every day. During Bianca’s fllness he
was seldom sallowed to exchange =
word withr Madame Monteleons: but
one eventful day, imstead of being
dismissed with a few curt words, he
wag invited into mndml boudoir.
‘There she told him !rankly that her
dmghton marriage with him would
56 :alf bitterest griet of her lite, the |
downfall of her hopes, the iast step
e@ﬁo&xmmlmhuheruoe.
sun,nmm'- life-must not be sacri-
ficed, .nd nhe witum ‘her opposi-
tion.. -

Notn-tmmm _the sters |

Wﬂm,mn when. )Hmuhclt

slightest word. It was )lm, to7|1
be a young, idolized . wife, ¥
every wish and whim: were 'u'm
In the first tumult of this new: life
Bianca half forgot the hoph she hld

2 r gam and thls game
m ' young birds, mice,
b o0gs and lzards.

‘couple. Truly these two were ‘correct-

; Iy m “butcher-birds 2

wrdcked, the ambition she had be- |

trayed. Once when talking to Lord
Lynne of her miother, she lnddonly
clasped ‘her arm- round his ndck and
asked him to give up his  English |
home, ' to-bring . his' wealth over to
Spain, and’to oall -himself -‘by her

r

g With  astonishing swittness the
shrike *ott his lair and went in search

name*of’ Monteleone; but he laughed |

iong and loudly at the mere (de.."?

“Wait, Blanca,” he said, Tghtly,|
“until: you ;bave seen LynnewoMe. |

‘Why, my dear child, you could p‘ut al
Serranto -in one cormer of : it, You

must become English; T can never be|

a Spaniard.”
Whatever she may . have thought,

Lady Lynne mever exprepsed that|

wish to her husband ‘nln.

- = % * * -

They had been .married almost a
year, when a sudden desire took pos-
session of Lady Lymne. It was to
return to Serranto so that her ‘ehild
might be born there: . Lord. Lynne
said' all he could to dissuade her, but
in vain. She ‘was too. gentle, too
yielding to persist In reverting t6 her
wish when her hushand had expres-
sed -@iapprobation, But in a hundred

vtnt#—mcmd Bow much she was

really bent upon it. ;
‘They had spent a year of unalloyed

_happiness. Day by dsy Lord Lynne
‘loved more dearly and deeply the

Very Cholce.
NEW Ygg CORNED (8).4

Spociul
FAY MESS PORK.,
: Choice Small  Pleces.
BEECHNUT HAMS AND
BACON.

SH SAUSAGE&
‘Our Own Special Made Daily.
PORK, BEEF, TOMATO.
e e
PRESSED VEAL.
BOILED HAM.
ROLLED 0X TONGUE.
MINCED COLLOPS.
AYRSHIRE BACON.
SCOTCH BEEF HAM.

beautiful, gentle girl, who had touch- :

“ed his heart as no other womah evér
-could or did. To make Ner ‘happy/

to watch her beautiful,’ girlish face
brighten at his loving words, was the
study and pleasure of his life. . He
dlvinod her wishes, and éxecuted them
almost before they weré uttered. They
wandered about in those faie. Ifalian
cities, and life for them resembled the
golden dreams of the lotus-eater.

“I wish I could understand, dear
Bianca,” said Lord Lynne  to his
‘wife ‘one day, “why you wish to re-
turn to that Bloomy old Serranto.”

“I cannot tell,” she replied. “I d¢
not understand what it is that seems
to call me home, but my mother's face
is always before tme; and oh, Stephen,
I would give anything for my little
child to be born in my old home!”

(To be continued.) 4 o
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DAUGHTER FINDS PARENTS IN
PRISON.

. N RS

Auburn, N.Y.—Mary Rizzo, 15-year-
old school girl, knew she had ,a fa-
ther and mother. For wast’t she just
like ' her . play-mates? And  didn’t
they:all have parents?

But she never knew her's.

They had disappeared from Ner
life 'when she was still a baby, five

nths old. - Friends of the umﬁy
adopted her. They took her 'from
Oswego, where she had been born,
to Rochester. They raised her care-
fully, keeping the secret of her par-
entage a mystery.

But fhow the girl has learned the
truth.

Her father and mother were in
prison for murder.

2 % =

" It was a shock, the other day when
she first visited Auburn, to find her

parents behind the bars of the state.

penitentiary.

But they are alive, said the girl,
bappily, and I'm so glad.

At ldast I know where my tather
and mother really are.

Of course, it's a %errible tjnng to

be in prison, but it might be worse,
It’s going to be my chief ambition |

lnlitomtomthdrrdme

1'of food. The flight through the black-
‘| thorn was astonishing because of the
thousands of long, sharp spikes that
literally seemed to bar his way. One
error of judgment on leaving fhe bush
would have meant instant death to the
shrike, in the form of adding himself
to his own larder.

In & few minutes he settled on the
bough of a tree deep in the wood. A
large, glittering beetle - hummed by,
and the next moment the shiike had
got him and flew bagk with :his prey
to the larder in‘the blackthorn.

Unfortunately for him, just as he
was speeding into the home; he met

'his wife coming ouf; &nd on an instant
| | & terrific hattle ensued between these

two. They fought like fiends, until at
11ast the mialeNbird retired hastily to
restore somewhat his ruffled plumage,

Quarrels Are Common.

These family fights ‘were - nothing

out of the common.  They occurred

{ perhaps half a dozen times a day, and

| the' harder the 'two: fought the more
devoted they were to each other.

Beyond the wood was a ‘distant

+and passing _recently  the |
rike, who Had ‘only ¥cently migrat-

warm south,
‘of newly-born
ut and scratch-

He wblild haye stopped there and

then but for the fact that his talons
were already -encumbered  with the

-+ ‘dead body of a small rat. He' decided

to pay it “visit now‘and increase the
larder stodk while-his mate attended
to her eggs.

| Slipping forward through the trees
in a sort of sliding flight, and looking
somethipg like a rainbow that had
broken loose and got in among the
trees, the shrike made for an elm that
overhung the chicken run,

: Chicken For Dinner.

Perched there, and looking very in-
nocent, he eyed the scene below. A
number of hens were clucking to their
chicks n.nd here the shrike showed
his cunning.

Very neatly Hé procteeded to do the
same. He clucked in a caressing way
that quite deceived_ the hens and the
chicks. Several chicks moved towards
him, leaving the mother bird pupzled
but not very alarmed at this myster-
ious repetition of hér own voice.

Four. chicks - were straggling to~ ;

wards the deceivers and then, without
warning, there was a flash of colour
that seemed to fall from the tree to
the ground and then back again. The
three chicks-that remained were very

astonished—the fourth was past being |

astan!shed at anything. i
. A
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Jwho staged. the mo-snn “battle
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