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1ь R0GRES8. SATURDAY, JANUARY II. 1896.
"Му boys, -1 said Lady de die- lbe 8118,1 1в at 1111 eU(L " Tüen, as tue

tinctly. doctor bent over Dashwood, and Ronny
“They are coming, mother^—oh,moth- torned aside, the wounded man, lifting 

er, they are coming 1” cgied Cynthia hfIuseM on his elbow and swift as light- 
Wildly. s y ning, took aim and tired, the bullet

“And Jane AppoldaÉDQBibe,M said lodging in Ronny’s back.
Lady de Salis more faintly; “send for Sheer on his face fell Ronny, the hero, 
her. ** She lay, taking no notice after ^done by the caitiff deed of a man who 
that, and seemed lapsing into uncon- **а<1 а^аУа hated him for his bravery, 
•rioneness, but when Lady Appuldur- ^ ^18. ol®811 life* f°r the hundred and 
combe came in she opened her eyes and Dne things that go t > make up the man 
■aid : of character, honored by all, as that ab-

“ Jane, dear old friend, take care of юпсе °* them makes such pests to soci-
Çynthia. Ronny will—not__mind”__ Bty ая Graham Dashwood.
Btor eyes closed, and by a greater effort a cry °* horror all rushed to
■he said, “Lesley. ” rai^e Kilmurray, and Dashwood, know-

Lady Appuldurcombe stooped down 5“* tbe ^лхпв was nP« repudiated by 
•nd kissed the waxlike face that she [4S *riends> pursued by creditors, with 
had known from childhood, and sol- *ast belonging, the reckless beauty 
emnly she said : that had distinguished him, irretrieva-

“I promise, Mary. I will take care bly ru™ed» Placed the nozzle of the pis- 
at Cynthia as if she were my own. ” to1 aSainsfc his breast and fired.

lady de Salis smiled. Suddenly a *^а* was one dead and one aP-
bright light broke over her face, and for рагеп*1У dying man that presently form- 
the last time her eyes opened wide and Bdapart of a melancholy cavalcade back 
fixed themselves on the door. “The to the **otel Bristol, while Yelverton 
boys !” she said, and as two of them en- Jacked his brains as to how he should 
tered (the third was too late) she stretch- •, 016 two P°or women for whom he
ed out her arms toward them, and as beld those two У®* undelivered packets 
they came close to her kissed their *mow what had happened, 
faces and drew their heads lovingly 
down to her breast.

Then silence, and in that warm haven 
where as little children their heads had 
cuddled so they rested now, the bitter 
tears of strong men falling on her neck.
She was not fat or old or ridiculous 
to them, 
mother.

• Vti, my rauy, myiaoyr cneu ner 
old housekeeper, trying to raise her up. 
“Mr. Ronuy is not dead. While there's 
life there’s hope. ” And she wiped the 
deathly brow and helped Charville to 
lay their mistress on the sofa, where 
she rested scarcely a moment, with fe
verish energy bidding them call the car
riage and pack her traveling bag at 
once, for she must set out that very mo
ment to her boy.

In ten minutes all was ready, and 
with Charville on the box and her maid 
beside her Lady Appuldurcombe had 
started, at the last moment beckoning 
the housekeeper to approach her.

“Go and tell Miss Cynthia,” she said. 
“Tell her gently. She—she loved him 
—and if she will come here, bring her 
and take care of her. 1-І do not know 
when I may return. If—if Mr. Bonny 
is dead”— *

She pulled up the window sharply 
and made a sign that the coachman 
to drive on.

“And if Mr. Ronny is dead,” said 
Mrs. Crockett, looking through her tears 
after the carnage, “I will never see my 
lady alive again. ”

Butin the hot July sunshine she shiv
ered, for the mother’s curse on Lesley 
still shrilled horribly in her ears, for as 
all men know :

But men nave been shot in the back
and recovered, dearest. ” __________

“Oh!” cried Lesley, flinging out her How He Uot with the Brutal Fellow I ^ I 
arms wide. “What did I do, what did Who Wae Drt**»a Him- І Ш Л P
I do? I gave her Bonny whole and will- A correspondent of the Youth’s Com- І І ж ■!

sSSSsiSrS =?: ї-і “ Bsanow? HI just said to him, living"™ I 7 10 leel Ле weitht ol ,he be»vy de- КН№
dead,'I love yon, Bonny, I love von?’" І1тегУ wagon with which he made the ____

The passion, the tenth, the loveliness ro™d« °> the neighborhood. Hi. driver „01, L., ”EC| ,E0 .------------------
of pure love rang ont in her voice and ™ a brntal fellow, who onght to have to stain thftanda into™’
epoke in every fiber of her qnivering been the creature driven. Blow., kick., red- The Rising San Stove FWhhta Bril!

С\апаІОШ1 <” her- and angry word, were the only Mr,..e,i H“‘.Odorle«,, and Durable, 
eelf that let any other woman love Bon- he ever , .. . f . , contains eiz ounces; when moistened rrtll
ny as she would ahe conld never touch b® ‘ e "“towed upon hu iteed, and the»e make several bores of Paste Polish.
Mey. ™e bo™ ,Qfered qni'ely tor many . long HAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3,000 TONS.

You cant go to him, dear, ” said till finally even hie endurance gave oat.
Lady Cranstoun gently, “and even if One hot morning the man reined the 
yon conld Lis mother"— 8he panned, horse in ronehly by the enrbstone. On 
rurd Lesley a imagination filled up the dismounting he seemed to think the wagon

“Why ehonld they fight abont me?” I linear .nd hanbly ordered his steed to I esrd.net Rd... n.t. is. ь, в«. D He.der». 
cried Lesley, more lovely than ever in *mphaaizing the command with e cat _ K,*°e> M*r, McDoosli.
the intense pallor that made startlingly from bis whip. The horse backed obedi- 2Ж'r ulLn'. .ÜÜ ÜS”g-*lp- eb”^1
bine her great eyes. "I had done noth- ently, thoogh ignrily, while the man, heated «‘“vmske, Dec. и. bv в-т.т. F. Тмо, Arthur 
ing to the man—except to refnse to I hv hi, „« n- “ ’ Anlenbtok to Pteobe H. M. РииШ"know him.” Є to by his exertion, took off his coxt, and s.bi, Ri,„ o™ Ml ь, Her. I. w. c*rp.»t.r,

"Which was enough " eaid Lady h,v,,,K bunff “ °’er the dashboard, dis.p-I wniiem L. rsge, to Nettie Pieeaian. 
Cranstonn, “and of course he took his Pe"ed“ '"e house. а,т,“
revenge. It is always the men we won’t The horse waited until the driver was Me
allow to make love to us who take onr out ol light, then, looking ironnd, he saw = „
"7n ^о^ГьГ'^Г,1, W°m" ",eC0,, h“,8iDg °nl? 1 ‘h0rt «rom
whoTt=™npmfromeve?y bnsr‘ed ШЄП beelo. instant., a eh.-ge 

“They fonght on Tuesday, ” said Lee- h"n- 
fey, throwing her mind back to the 
events of the few preceding days, “so
he mast have crossed on Monday__the
day I ran awa, from Park lane—and ho 
must have known all abont it on Sun
day when he—he’

She stopped abruptly and pnshed the 
dark locks from her brow.

“I wonder if Cynthia has gone?” she 
eaid. “We need not have made each a 
bargain, need we?” she added, laugh
ing qneerly, “and, as yon said, we reck
oned without the man—without the 
man I Oh, if he is dead, I will plant 
flowers over him—they shall he in a 
pattern, and the words shall be:

“Many a heart no longer here,
Ah, was all too inly 
Yet, O Love, ‘tis tho

She staggered and threw up her 
hands, falling in a heap by the couch, 
and for once nature was merciful and 
gave her oblivion.
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CHAPTER YYTT
I*dy Appuldurcombe, driving home 

that Tuesday about noon from Grosven- 
or place, thought with a sigh of relief 
and gladness that Ronny would be home 
tomorrow, her own Ronny, who conld 

She was now and always— not have cared so much for Lesley after 
all or he would have gone after her in
stead of devoting himself to horses, but 
then he had a stern way of nipping any 
feeling of that sort in the bud, so deter
mined was he that no woman’s influ
ence should come seriously into his life. 
But what would he say when he 

Cynthia installed in Park lane? For 
when the funeral was over, and all ar
rangements made, Lady Appuldurcombe 
had begged the girl to come to her for 
as long as she liked.

And at that very moment, almost 
within earshot, the newsboys 
shouting out in Piccadilly :

“Duel in ’igh life—barrowknight 
killed, Major Kilmnrray shot in the 
back!” And men crowded to the 
tvindows and rushed ont bareheaded to 
buy papers, doubting the evidence of 
their ears—Ronny, Ronny Kilmnrray, 
who bad never run away in his life, 
shot in the back? And Dashwood, the 
bnlly and fire eater—dead.

“What will his mother say?’ ’ inquired 
Onslow blankly, when he and Ralph 
oeton had read the brief paragraph to
gether. “Or the lovely Malincourt, ” 
said Setou, “since she is at the bottom 
of the whole imbroglio? I should never 
have thought it to look at her—she’s 
just one o) those dear little girls—for 
a’.l she is sotall—that yen feel wouldn’t 
hurt a fly, yet if there is a broken heart
ed woman in town today that woman 
is Lady Appuldurcombe, and all the 
gentle Malincourt’s doing!”

“She is awfully cut up at her old 
friend Lady de Salis’ death,” said On
slow. “Some one ought to go and tell 
her, or she may hear some of those beg
gars shouting it in the streets. I’ve a 
great mind.” He paused, for his cour
age failed him. It wants something 
more than mere pluck with which to 
face a mother who loved her son as 
Ronny’s loved him with the news that 
but yonder lay her darling boy misera
bly dying. And then there was Cynthia 
—bow would she take it? Between the 
two Onslow did nothing, only prowled 
restlessly up and down between tho two 
stricken homes, and by eating no lunch-

ЙГ A°*u* t
Beneath • * * the mother’s curse 

No child could ever thrive.
A mother is a mother still,

The holiest thing alive.
And poor Miss Lesley had meant no 

harm. She was fall of pranks and play, 
bnt her heart was of gold, as all those 
about her knew, and if the gentlemen 
got quarreling about her how was the 
fault hers?

“And there’s Miss

V".,1K “ “I-

finshy, »e he grew „cited, ,i,h both

daftï«y ouct0fl«ver,hb \moreti,o""*b L1,nrJ;m,.ewD,Dc.^t?vB^w7N5i: **
ЯГО ?b\p7n,t“r І ш=ла, 5rb55,B2K&.,“* 

but the horse kept on until he heard a- 
door slam, and he knew his master wae ret 
turning. Then with a final kick that sen- 
the coat under the wagon, he settled sleep 
ily down m the shafts, and pretended to 
be watching a pair of mules thit had just 
gone by.

He didn’t seem to mind the slaps the 
driver gave him while picking up his be- 
longmgs. and when he start, d off he lcok- 
ed up at the window and appeared t o wink 
at those who had been watching him and
half wishing they could reward him with a I 8t- Jobn'Jan* 6« David Corkery. 
a peck ot oats. Hali.sx, Jan.2, Joseph Horae, 62.

Bear, Dec. 22, ticoige B. Fleet, 28.
- tipiinghill, Dec. 80, George Plppy.

Pictoo, Dec. 80, tieorge Murray, 6|.
St. John, Jan. 4, George Stewart Ї4.

- Yoocgs Cove. Dec. 80. hobert Bent. 85. 
пашах, Dec. 81, to the wife of H.E. Fraser, a son. MochelJe, Dtc. 24, Minnie Willi ms, 80 
C‘'\ю'й‘• D,C' 20'lo the ,ilc 01 Jlobl« AW, s I tirsnd B.,, Jin. 6, Thom., Uorrov, 85.

L-—-•D"- 2s''° »• B.O-. і ZwbB-r:^c” AmTù
St. John, Jsn. 5. Mrs. Patrick Campbell, 86.
Lake La Bose, Dec. 30, John B. Harris, 16.

Yarmouth, Dec. 26, to the wife of John C. fieddin, Eaet MargaretviUe, Dec. 10, John Brown, 81.
B eon- Dorchester, Mass., Dec 81, George Smith, 67.

Milton, Dec. 20. Mrs. Elizabeth Strickland, 87. 
Maitland, Dec. 21. Captain William Potman, 57. 
Tatamagouche Dec 27, Mrs. David Simpson. 60. 
Guysboro, Dec. 21, Clarence Harold Stewart. 81. 
Liverpool, Jan. 1, Lydia, wife of Colin Campbell. 
Malvern, N. 8., Dec. 21, Mrs. Herbert Tilley. 41. 
Picton, Jan. 1. Mary, widow ol Cept.8. F. McLean. 
Pictou, J«n. 2, Janet, wife ol Thomas Murdock, 74* 
McLeHans Brook, Dec. 24, Mrs. Annie Fraser, 60' 
Montreal, Jan. 8, Mrs. Frederick G. Atkinson, 48* 
tireywoods. N. 8 Dec. 30, Mrs. darah Madman, 72. 
backville, Dec. 28, Bebe<*ca, wile of Я. Edgett, 67 
St. John, Jan. 6. Sarah Jenkins, wife ol Isaac fr narp*

came over

CHAPTER XXL
Bonny had left before Lady Appul

durcombe was summoned to Grosvenor 
place, consequently knew nothing of 
what went forward theie, and with Yel- 
▼erton ran down to Dover and duly 
crossed to France that night.

Neither of the men was in particn- 
larly good spirits, Ronny being anxious 
on his mother’s account and Yelverton 
on I^sley’s, for he thought he under
stood that young woman better than 
Bonny did and infinitely better than she 
did herself.

And in Yelverton’s opinion the whole 
thing was a blunder from beginning to 
end, and all the exigencies of the case 
would have been met by a sound horse
whipping in public of Dashwood, as it 
was now impossible to keep Miss Mal- 
inoourt’s name ont of the affair.

The man who in the park had wit
nessed the whole affair and refused to 
be Dash wood’s second had talked, the 
other men who had also declined to 
back np a man of Dashwood’s character 
against a man of Kilmnrray’s had talk
ed, and no earthly good conld come of 
this encounter with a notoriously suc
cessful duelist, even if Ronny winged 
his man—which seemed unlikely.

Dashwood had found -his second at 
last, a man of life not more notorionslv 
evil than his own, bnt of lower social 
stains, and Yclverton’s spirit kicked at 
the whole business, althongh this had 
not hindered his carrying out all ar
rangements with great skill and secre
cy, so that when they had dined and 
were about to separate for tile night, 
there was little mure to do than to re
ceive Bonny’s final ins tractions in 
the worst happened.

“This is for my mother, "said Bonny,
giving Yelverton a li tter, “and this”__
he paused and colored, for love letters 
had not been in his line—“for Miss Mal- 
inconrt. ’’

Yelverton took both letters and put 
them away in his breast pocket.

“And Miss Coquette?" hesaid. “Yon 
wish her sent down to your cousin?" 

Bonny started.
“Of course, ’’ lie said. “What a brnte 

I was to forget it ! And if"—ho paused, 
“perhaps in t liât case yon’ll take the 
mare down yourself, Yelverton, and— 
tell her. My mother will be hard upon 
her—poor mother, poor little girl! she 
didn’t want to come to town—and 
of this is lier fault, 
teue to herself, because she was uot fac
ile as I he other women are, she made a 
deadly enemy of that reptile. ”

Yelverton nodded. Ho felt abont as 
bad as a man can feel, and without tho 
relief of expression, but now he blurted 
ont:

.

Qynthia, too,” 
the housekeeper added, as with some
thing like a groan she turned and re
entered the white walled, flower 
bowered house that already seemed to 
have taken to itself an air of calamity.

hsaw

,b№a.SsaJrübSiBUfi!
і CHAPTEB xxm.

Cynthia sat beside her nnbnried dead, 
great lmsh and silence all about her 

and in her spirit peace and something of 
that awe that is more than peace and 
passeth hnmau understanding.

For she saw not Bonny dead or suffer
ing, but only the man she had always 
loved and who would never belong to 
any woman now : therefore was ho hers 
by divine right of love, and her claim 
npon him was uot to he gainsaid. She 
would never know the anguish of see
ing Lesley warm herself by the heart 
blaze that none other had been able to 
kindle, and the memory of him would 
be hers, and his grave would ho hers, 
and by the vividness of her memory of 
him when all else had forgotten should 
she establish her right to meet him 
when she, too, woold cross the bar.

And the calm happiness of the face 
from which she presently drew the lin
en and stood looking down on seemed 
to promise an equal peace to Bonny and 
deatli seemed a friend and comforter 
to the girl as she kissed her mother’s 
little dumpy, folded hands, and, still 
shrouded in that enrions calm, sat there 
hour after hour alone.

Bsnwere a

r
u dost call.”clnb

[to BE CONTINUED. ORKr.і
HER CHECK WAS A CINDER

There W». En.ugn Left for IdentlUcellon, 
and She tint Her Money.

One ol the greatest curiosities in the 
check line has just come to light in this 
city, says a San Francitco paper. A lady 
brought it to the Bank ot California to L. 
cashed. It was in a psper box and had to 
he handled very carefully, for it was in two 
pieces and both were burnt to a crisp. 
There was not a decipherable word on 
either piece, The lady eaid the bits of 
crisp paper represented a check lor $135 
which she had received in a letter. The 
check, she said, waa drawn by the national 
bank ol D, O. Mills ot Sacramento. She 
had removed the letter Irom the envelope 
and thrown the envelope on some live 
coals in the grate. Upon reading the let
ter she found a reference to an enclosure 
of check for the sum named, and turned to 
the fire in the grale with sore disappoint
ment. The fire had done its work. The 
crisp paper lay on the coals. She care- 
lull removed the lame, placed it in a box 
and hurried to the Bank oi California to’ 
get the money belote the pieces were iur- 
ther crumbled.
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And that same rooming Lesley, flee
ing from Bob to the bouse, was met by 
a messenger, bringing a verbal request 
that she would go over to Lady Crans- 
touu at once, if possible, in the dogcart 
then waiting, and fearing fresh illness 
tho girl ran up to her room for a hat, to 
be met by Nadege, who rushed at her 
with all tho insane joy of her class at 
being the first to communicate evil 
tidings.

“Ob, miss!” she said.

Moncton, Jan. 2, Ida May, wife of Albert J. Forbes 

Sackville, Jan. 2, Charte* P. eon oi Bichard Htfler, 

TFuro.Jan l, Mrs. Nelson, widow of William Nel-

WeTr^ьmerVШ,>, DeC* 2S* BUe» Wl,e of Hirâm 
Dartmouth,^Dec. 31, Georgina Allison, wife ofH.

McFrlî5ВбГк-Dec*Annle‘wlfc of JobnP*some vague way felt ho was partly 
helping them to hoar it.

Charville’s dark, clean shaved, hand
some face was nnwontcdly pale when 
he opened the door to his mistress and 
at luncheon sent both ins scared looking 
subordinates out of the room and 
ed entirely on her himself.

He even exceed* d his office by press
ing champagne on his mistress and 
seemed above all tilings anxious that she

“Poor Mr. 
Ronny ! I expect lie’s dead by now !”

Lesley stopped as one pierced in full 
flight by tbe archer, as cold, as dead as 
in that moment she saw Ronny lying be
fore her.

“Oh, miss,” cried the fool, “don’t 
take on so! It’s only his spine, not his 
heart, and p’r’aps he’ll live as a cripple 
many a day yet!”

Bonny a cripple—Ronny, who re
joiced in his every muscle and put them 
to such splendid use ! And if he were a 
dying man, or a cripple, might not she 
go to him? Aye, bnt he was Cynthia’s 
dying man, her cripple, what Lesley 
had given, that she might not take back.

“How did you hear it?” she said 
hoarsely. “It was au accident?”

“A duel, miss; it’s all in the papers,” 
said the girl glibly, an eager mouth
piece of calamity in dainty cotton and 
cambric, “with Sir Graham Dashwood. 
They say it’s about a lady, and the bar
onet’s dead, and Mr. Rouny”—

“Bring me the paper,” said Lesley, 
who had not moved an inch from where 
she liad stood when struck and was 
standing there still when the pretty 
soubrette came in with a whirl of lilac 
skirts.

Lesley read the paragraph through, 
then vaguely put.her hand to her head. 
She wanted something, she did not 
know what, and then she remembered 
it was her hat, and that she must get 
to Lady Cranstonn. * • * Lady Cran
stonn. a • * She got it at last and 
walked down stairs and out to the cart 
quite steadily.

She saw nothing during the short 
drive—nothing but Bonny's face, with 
the look that she had—passed by. She 
would never see it there again, e * . 
And she might have answered it when 
he was going, on her account, to his 
death, • • • for that the two men had 
fought on her account she was morally 
certain.

And then Lady Appuldurcombe, 
brought to the bar of God and punished 
for her idolatry of her boy, came before 
her, tom with angt/sh and darkened 
with hatred for the cuokoo in the nest 
who had brought abont the whole trage-
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Alter 1 stoning to the story the officers oi 
the nank made a careful examination of the 
burnt paper, and by the aid ot 
glasses they were able to make 
tiens of words from the 
made on the paper. There

k il/ powerful 
out por- 

pen impressionsBecause she wag
were enough 

ol these left to show that “Ella” had been 
written, and part of the word “hundred" 
was also made out, with two or three letters 
ol the name of the bank. These discover- 
,e,.c”re;po1nded "«h Ihe story of the lady, 
and the bark officers then communiated the 
circumstaneeato the national bank ol D. O. 
Mille & Co. ol Sacramento, and asked tor 
adupicate check in behall ol the lady. 
Tbia waa forwarded and the money paid, 
ihe circamatance disproved the charge 
al out the curiosity oi women. Had there 
been more curiosity about the encloaure ol
the envelope the trouble would have been
avoided. The practical application of the 
story is to be careful that what you throw 
into the fire baa no furlher value 1er you
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“Anri if I had tlie remotest chance of 
winning each a girl nsMissMalinconrt, 
I’d take jolly good care of my life—not 
throw it away as yon are doing now.”

“It’s odd, ” said Ronny—“and though 
I’ve scon lots of fighting, I’ve never 
been out before—bnt I don’t feel 
were*destined to die by that scoundrel’s 
hand somehow. My luck has brought 
me through a good bit hitherto.”

“Pluck, you mean,” said YTelverton, 
groaning, “bnt pluck and dash and sim
ply never knowing when you are beaten 
won’t help yon much here. The man is 
a dead shot, and yon have had next to 
no pistol practice—and remember that 
this is Dashwood’s last chance, 
final hold as a bully in society is lost if 
yon come successfully out of tho encoun
ter. ”
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Halifax, Dec 31, Sister Mary Anne M 

ligious of the Sacre-1 Heart соптепі.

■чяійй eaft8S?T. wid-
Dorchester, Mass., Jan. 3, Edna В. yce 

daughter oi L. O. and Fran Is Perklnsf 18.
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''ll is Mr. Iinntn.’!}>
should make a gooil Imii'lionii, hut tho 
face ho tnvncil to tho s’llnl, | 
heavy with grief, ami he looker! 1:1: 
man who has a hard task before him 
from which lie dares jjot flinch.

Lady Appnidnrcombo spoke to him 
from time to time, chiefly of Bunny 
and of little things to be clone for his 
comfort when ho returned, and Char
ville controlled himself to answer, 
thongh tho words almost choked him.

When luncheon was over, he opened 
the door and silently beckoned to 
one who waa there; then, leaving tho 
door ajar, came behind his mistress’ 
chair and said gravely :

“My lady, there is bad news.”
For a moment she sat as if tamed to 

stone. Then she rose np, and seizing 
him hy tho arm shook him violently.

“It is Mr. Bonny I" she said in one 
long moan, and she tore ont of the 
man’s hand the orange envelope which 
it contained :

An Exception In Favor ol Role.
! They are very litoral in Japan. Not 

long ago a bridge ..a built which waa ao 
slight that a notice wae pat up, “No ani- 
mala allowed to crosa.” But it waa found 
impossible to keep the rat. off it, and, in 
order to have a rule which conld be en
forced, the notice waa taken down, and 

No large animale allowed to crosa" waa 
put up in its place.
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What is“And now to bed, ” said Ronny cheer
ily, and with as little personal 
me if he looked on at a drama that did 
not in the least concern him.

“And to think, ” said Yelverton when 
he turned in, “that the man who al
most single handed kept a savage army 
at bay, who lias come through such 
hairbreadth scrapes, has perhaps come 
home to be potted by a blackguard like 
Dashwood !”

If, when Lesley woke very early that 
morning, she had been a clairvoyant, 
■he would have seen in one of those ex
quisite green dells to be found in the 
Bois de Boulogne two men facing each 
other, resolute eyed, composed, lost to 
all eight and sound and intent save one 
—that of taking each other’s lives.

Aa Yelverton let the handkerchief fall 
two shots rang ont simultaneously, and 
Rtinny stood unharmed, while Daeh- 
wood with a wild beast cry, and putting 
ana hand to his face, fell to the ground, 
Ida jaw shattered and partly blown
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If You Do Not You Are 
Deceived.
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Bonny wounded In duel, we fear fatally. 
Come at once.

Yklverton, Hotel Bristol, Paris.
In one of those awful moments when 

the world reels and we feel, know, real
ize and endnre a stupendous calamity, 
coming out on the other side with the 
mainspring of life broken, Lady Appnl- 
duroombe’s instinct pointed straight to 
Lesley, end with wild lips that shriek
ed ont a bitter 
like «me

When you ask for Diamond*Dyes, and 
your dealer oflers y^u a substitute, you 
are being deceived, and trouble and loss 
of money ard goods will be the result 

Diamond Dyes are the simplest, strong, 
est and fastest colors for home dyeing. 
Every packge oi each color is warranted 
to do the beet work when the direotione 
•ro followed, The menufecterere of
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When she got , to Lady Cranstonn's 
side, for awhile the two women looked 
into each other’s faces without speak- 
ing, for no love conld assuage, no ten
derness soften the atony calm In wkieh 
Lesley was enwrapped.

"Oranetonn (Mme and told me. Be 
ft* letters from town. And then there 

lafifeh I had not

irded. At
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:
eerie npon her «he fell 

«mitten with p*lay po theI,” «Id Yelverton, hurry-
“honor ig satisfied, and color».
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