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CHAPTER XXXIV.

The Truth At Last.

“When Charlie and you are mar-
ried!”

She did not speak, but the crimson
flush faded slowly.

“Charlie, you know,” he went on,
as if he were giving words to thoughts
and plans that he had worked out for
-oﬁ:e time, “will come after me in all
probability, and will be Earl of Ver-
ing; he will have the title and the
old house and you—ah, you smile,

but you see it has been an amuse-

ment for me to plan it all out for you
both—whom else have I to think for?
Come, Kyra, you see that it is best
that the old house should not remain
desolate until I have had my day—at
least, you will see that it will be do-
ing me a service, to keep it warm
and comfortable until I return; you
will promise?”

A pause.

“Yes,” she said,” with a strange
smile, “I promise that I will live at
the Wold when I am married to Char-
lie.” He appeared satisfied, and, glan-
cing at a small French timepiece over
his head, rose with his grave smile.

“I mustn’t keep you out of bed too
long. I am afraid you are very tired,”
he added, looking at her with a wist-
ful tenderness that made the hot blood
suffuse her lately pale face. “Ah! not
now!” he said, with a shake of the
head; “but you were pale and wear-
ied-looking. You must promise not
to let them overwork you next seas-
on. I should like to come back and
find a London lily in place of the lit-
tle wild rose I once carried—" in
my heart, he was going to say, but
said instead—"on my saddle!”

As he stood over her, he held out
his hand; very quietly she put her
little -hot one into it. - The old mes-
meric. thrill ‘ran through him at' her

touch, and the strong man trembled |

and .quivered as a war -horse might
under the first pang of a mortal

wound.
“Good-by, Kyra!” he said, almost

hoarsely. Then his voice broke, and
uttered: “Kyra, you will not forget
me? You will think of the old days—
when we starved and struggled to-
gether across the snow—you will think
of me sometimes out there, out of the
worlaé—llttle Kyra!”

As his grasp tightened, almost pain-
fully, upon her hand she bent for-
ward and looked up into his face with
eyes that drove back all further
words—all further thoughts.

“You will not go out of the world,”
she said, in a low, goft tone, as sad
as it was sweet. “You will net go;
hold my ‘hand! You were not afraid

to hold me altogeti)er to your heart
once.. Am I not still Kyra?”

A spasm passed across his face, and
he sank on to the lounge beside her,
still holding her hand, his head bent
to hide hls anguish- and his secret
from her. He could not look her in
the face—her beauty—intensified to
his senses by his love and his ap-
proaching farewell—maddened and
tempted, and tortured, and she made
him hold her hand—she almost drew
him to her.

“My God!” he muttered;
but stayed away from her!”

“Am I not still Kyra?’ the plain-
tive words trilled forth. “What have
I done that you should turn to stock
and stone before me? Ah, I have rob-
bed you*of what is yours by right, I
have come between you and happi-
ness; I am sending you into the hor-
rible wilderness. No! no! have I not
listened, my lord, my chief, while you
planned out my life? have I not borne
the stabs and thrusts of your kind,
cruel words? now see how I can give
back balm for wounds, wine for wa-
ter. Let me plan for you, my chief;
let me look into your eyes—oh, yes,
for once more! only once more! and
read the future for you.”

Slowly and laboriously he raised his
eyes, heavy with the smoldering fire
of his passion.

“See!” she said with a bitter, sweet
smile. *“I see two persons, man and
wife, dark and fair, both happy, be-
loved and respected, and they stand
under the shadow of the old turret of
the Wold. They are Lord Percy Ver-
ing and the woman whom he had once

“if I had

lost but now found again. Ah! you
shall not speak! I know her secret
and yours! You will not go to Africa,
my lord, but you will marry Lilian
Devigne, and live at the Wold instead
of me.

Percy sprang to his feet, white and
passionate, but she silenced him by a
gesture.

“And for the rest I need look no
further than into the darkness of the
room to see another man and wife—
the frank, free face of my brother,
dear, open-hearted Charlie—my bro-
ther, always, my lord, but never my
'husband while Mary Darlington lives.”

“Kyra!” he cried—“am I dreaming,
or are you? Ah, no, I-see it is true!”
and he caught her hands.  As he did 8o
something warm and liquid trickled
on to his wrist, and looking down he
saw that it was blood.  The next mo-
| ment he saw the gleam of the dagger
blade near the white lace which cov-
ered‘her bosom,

In an instant he had dashed it from
her hand, and white and trembling
cried to her:

“Kyra—take care!
done?”

‘What have you.

blood with a serene smile,
“It is not you who will go, my lord;
you will stay to live and love when

| Kyra—the child Kyra—will have pass-

ed away forever.”
“Merciful God!” he cried, with that
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I blind creatures we are—not men but i

She pointed to the little tricklet of |

| finable satistaction

lﬂi!en ciu ofa man in great
lace from hdr throat, and wlped the

hurriedly. . “Oh,

bats! Kyra—my child, my child!”,
for she had sunk back in his arms,

| and was looking up in his face, drink 2

ing in the tenderness and l.n_xiety‘ of
his eyes ‘with ineffable gelight. “Kyra,
you are faint! What have you done?
Let me go—no, . I'll not leave you—the
bell—the bell!” and he looked wildly
round, :

She put up one small and still warm
hand, and }aid it caressingly on his
neck.

“Too late, too late!” she breathed.
“It was my once Indian dagger; 3er
how it bleeds; it was poisoned, poison-
ed!” and she smiled up at him.

Percy turned white, as' if*the hand
of death had closed upon his hear!,
then his face flushed, and he caught
her to him, and held her face close to
his.

“No! no!” he cried. *“Not too late:
You shall not die. K'yra, tell me it i
a jest. Tell me !t is not true! Ob,
God! it- cannot be' Why have yonu
done it—why?
Kyra, Kyra—why?”

“Can you not guess?’ she murmur
ed, the color tinging the ,exquisit:
pallor of her cheeks. “Can you lock
into my eyes and not know? .Percy,
could I live, do you think, and know
that your arms held her as they cnco
held me—as they hold me now? No,
the Great Spirit is too pitiful, and
showed me the way of escape. I could
not live, Percy-—my chief, my brave —
because—1I love you!”

" With a cry, Percy canght her from
the couch and held her to his breast.

“You love me!” he gasped. “Goc"
am I mad?
groaned. “And now she dies! No!
no! Kyra, open your eyes! Yon shall
live!”

She shook her head, with a faint.
sweet smile, and nestled closer to hii
heart.

“Kiss me, Percy!” she said; “whis-
per ‘I love you, Kyra, my child!’ only
once! If it is not true, whisper i!
still!”

“True!” he cried, hoarsely. ‘“Whoia
else have I loved but you—my life.
my. love, my darling? I have loved
you all these years—I have loved bet-
ter than man ever loved yet. Klss
you!. Oh, my sweet! my sweet!” and
he pressed his lips passionately upon
her lips,.her hair, her eyes.

‘With "a_thrill she raised her head,
and, transfixing him with one long
gaze, kissed him once. Then her head
fell back, and, with a sigh, she sank
ilteless against his breast,

Then there rose such 'a cry as was
never heard before or since within the
old walls of that house of many mein-

awakened people dashed into the room
in response to that awful c¢ry, they
stood ‘petrified with terror at the sight
of a strong man standing upright in
the centre of the room, ‘clasping to
him, with a fierce, insane tenacity, the
lifeless and lovely form of a woman,

. % IR e R

‘It chanced that at the time bells
were ringing, and servants were wild-
ly hurrying to and fro at the Grange,
some galloping off for dectors from
the nearest -town, and others tele-
graphing for the best physicians and
| surgeons from Loncidn, a' traveling
chariot was spinming along to Lon-
don as fast as a eapital pair of post-
horses could drag it. Not that there
was any special necessity for such
8peed beyond the enjoyment which the
occupants of the carriage derived from
it,’ for the sald occupants had ren-
déred any-pursuit of no avail by get-.

same afternoon,

Still, though they were now man.
‘and wife, and -no power ‘could. sep~

’Whut have you ‘done? Let :
: mm! "1 'will see!” and heion the 1

“Thank Hea-}

How ‘dark it all is!+

Oh, fool! fool!” and hel k

orles, and when the dazed and half-

ting married by special license that}
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of- water. And just as
water rsvnves a droopmg
plant——so ' Wincarnis ' gives
new life and new vitality to
“a weakened constitution.
Because ' Wincarnis’ pos-
sesses a four-fold power.
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turned for-a-few hours, packed ' a
small hand portmanteau, and drop-

deyoted bridegroom out of the library
window and now here they were;
she all trembling  against his broad-
shqu}der. he.all imperious and tender
by turnd, and both ecstatically: and
foolishly. happy. If they did not talk
much, they thought the more, '
haps, and the pressure of Master Char-

per-

the sweep of ‘his silky mustache on
her- soft, bh’xshing cheek, were: better
than the most edoquent poem written.
It wasn’t a very great way to them,
andLady Mary thought ‘that they
had only been tem minutes on the
road, so quickly had the time passed,
as the carriage dashed into the Great
Northern terminus. i

“Now, my darling,” said happy
Charlle, with one long kiss, as he puu-
ed out her wateh out of the snug Tt~
tle nocket-—why ¢ouldn’t he look ‘at
hls own? the impudent young dqg!-—
"Bonn‘lsh oughtto be here in five mif-

to the minute., But, as we 've run St
ra.thér erose, I thinlg Ill go on and
get tlie tickets You had better stop m

btind,in caae a.ny ‘one should be going

nortk whom we. knoWw.”

“Vory well dear,”-said Lady Mary.

wl_tk{q suhmissiqg proper to her novel

position—*“as ‘you- like but you won'’t

be mﬁ' et Y
" (To be Continued.)

mte them, there was a certain inde-
in racing mlonr
 the good English road, and Charlle had
D:omilod A ﬂve-ponml note . t! their

;Mvunnhedbyacorhlnume.“‘

ped rinto the arms of the eager and

lie’s 'strong arm round her waist and,

uteo-—l’ll stnke my ‘life he’s punctual )

the™” gf.tringe “here. Put down -the K

A PRETTY DRESS FOR MANY
OCCASIONS. 5

1775—Embroidered batiste is here
combined with Georgette crepe. Col-
lar and plastron may be of the crepe,
and inserts of lace trim waist and
skirt fronts. The body and sleeve
portions are cut in one. The skirt is
full over the sides and back and
stitched in a tuck at each side of the
front panel. Gingham, lawn, embro-
idered voile, tub silk, taffeta, and
linen are also mnice for this model. The
Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38,
40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure. It
requires 8 yards of 36 incH material
for a 36 inch size. The skirt meas-
ures about 334 yards at the foot.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A STYLISH SUMMER GOWN,

1781—Taffeta, in a pompadour pat-
tern in green and brown, with Georg-

here shown. A neat and inexpensive
development would be of dimity, voile
or organdie; tub silk or bafiste are
nice, too. Flouncing could be used for
the skirt with vest, collor angd sleevd
insert of embroidery to. match. ' The
Pattern i8 cut in 3 sizes: 16, 18 and
20 years. Tt requires 5 yards of 36-
inich material for a 16-year size. The

edge.
A pattern of this illustration mailed

in silver or ltsmps
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Lay in your Wmter stock now, freights are still
gomg up.
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Oxfords will be one of the most favored Styles of
Low Shoes this Season!

There are several new models that will make a
strong appeal to every Woman that knows:!

Our cut shows one of the new beauties just from
the Makers!

Dull and Bright leathers—short vamp, p]am toe.
Cloth or Kid top, small eyelets, Spanish heel. No

slipping!

$2.00, $2.30, $2.60.

Take another look at the cut. Isn’t it a handsome
Shoe ?

PARKER & MONROE, Limited,

THE SHOE MEN.
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The EASTERN TRUST COMPANY

Just two reasons why the Eastern Trust Company can ad-
minister an Estate better than a personal
ministrator. \

1.—It has nearly twenty-four years’ experience, and its ex-
istence is perpetual, neither does it cost any more to employ
the Company than an'individual. The Company affords the
Estate absolute security. It has a paid-up capital of $1,000,000.00
and a reserve of $250,000.00. The Estates held in trust to De-
cember 31st, 1915, amount to $15,036,683.85.

2—In the event of the death of a personal executor or ad-
ministrator, your Estate must look around for a substitute.. The
new administrator is unfamiliar with the business and confusion
is often the result. The death of any officer of this Company
does not break the continuity of the policy of administration,

While the Company administers over Fifteen Million Dol-
lars worth of Estates, it also does a very large business in
executing Trusts of all kinds and acting as Financial Agents of
all descriptions. We can give fullest satisfaction in+the collec-
tion of rents, interests, mortages, dividends, etc:

Full information cheerfully given and all communications
treated ‘as absolutely confidential. CALL OR WRITE,

Branch Office, Piits’ Bldg.,
Water St.

T. H. GRIFFITHS, Manager.

Head Office, Halifax, N.S.
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executor or ad-,

ette crepe and lace for trimming, is =

to any address on receipt of 10 cents
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We are in a position to supply the trade

with a fine lot of

ﬂemms Cotton Tweed,

and in a few days

A Splendid assortment of -Percales,
besides several Job Lines, ‘
Ai! at Very Low Prices.

W. A. 'surns‘m.

Slattery’s Bmg.; Duekworth & George’s Sts.
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CASEY THE COMEBACK.

A Sequel to the Immeortal Casey
the Bat. Casey in the Present
stanee Retrieves His Lost Repu
tion and Wins for the Mudyville N

[

By Herman L. Scl

The Mudville fans were sick and s
for many a summer day

And through the gloom in Mudyv
town there shone no cheering 1

For thé theme of every
in every hall,

Was how the mighty Casey had fa
to hit the ball.

gossip, the t

And Mudville scorned the mighty 1
who failed to win the fray,

They found their golden idol
made of common clay;

They called him every epithet tI
scorn ¢ yuld LHHJIIT& up,

And every Yu dy shunned him from
Mayor to the pup

That same old club came back one
that beat the Mudville nine,
That same old pi 1 the s

and smiled
The Mudville fa |
and" ‘twas  with ac
For Mudyille veterans
look-in from the start.

The baseball battle fiercely ra
Jbeneath a scorching sumn,
And in the last half of the ninth
score stood two to noné;
Then Flynn again hit safely, to
wondéerment of all,
And Blake again.lambasted
er from the ball

the le

Five thousand shouting fans. w
wild and beat the torrid air,

Pop bottles showered the ground
rain .and gleamed’ Iike diam«
there.

They flashed the message to the t
whetre whistles screamed like

And e’en the church bells star
loose and swelled the deafe:
din.

In the coacher’s beox the man:
pranced wildly up and down,

He challenged nations to'a fight,
hessed the good old townm.

He yelled and whistled, pawed

From Cape Race.

CAPE RACE, To-da

Wind S. W., light, dense fog; |
unknown: steaﬁxer was heard pas
in at 10.30 a.m. to-day. Bar. °§
tlier. 64.

- «St, Ivel” Lactic Cheese, s
* tins, at ELLIS".




