ouE

N

theng Reporier

WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON
B. LOVERIN
EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR.

—

SUBSCRIPTION

.00 PER YEAR IN ADVANCE OR
"85 1¥ NOT PAID IN THREE MoNTHS
‘No paper will be stopped until all arrears
g}:ld ox:ept at the option of the publisher,
A office notive to discontinue is not suffi-
cient unless a settiement to date has
e,

ADVERTISING.

otices in local or news columns 100
Bn'ln:aﬁ':: for first insertion and 5¢ per line
or each subsequent insertion.

jonal Cards.6 lines or under, per year.
Pro;?:&;u :\'cr 6 and under 12 lines, $4.00

Legal advertisements, 8¢ per line Yor first

insertion and 3¢ per line for each subse-

quent insertion.
A liberal discount for contract advertisements

Advertisements sent without written in-
stiuctions will - be inserted until forbidden
and charged full time.

All advertisements measured by a scale of
solid nonpareil—12 lines to the inch.

TAKING THE REINS

Elloree, 2:08%, and Mattie  Patterson,
2:0014, are being schooled to pole.

Cute paced a guideless mile at the
Dutchess county fair, Poughkeepsie, N.
Y., in 2:06%. .

William Dagler, Jr., Rushville, Ind.,
won, 27 premiums in the light harness
ring at the Richmond (Ind.) fair.

Pie Lljero, by May King, now racing

ia the east, was named by a stable boy.
The name is Spanish for Fleetfoot.

A bay gelding named Captain Dreyfus l
was a starter in the three minute trot
and pace at the Tilton (N. H.) races.

Looking Forward, by Jerome Turner, !
the brown pacing stallion owned in Kan- |
sas, has reduced his record to 2:13%.

At the Putnam (Conn.) fair Red Bird |
set a new track record of 2:15%, and
Quick Turn made the same time the fol-
lowing day.

Jean K, who won the 2:35 trot at the
Elvria (0.) meeting, getting a record of
2.201,, is the seventh 2:30 performer of
the year for Elyria, 2:25Y.

During the Rochester (N. H.) rnces
Belle Coliey broke the track record of
2:1315, made by Peter Turney two years
ago, going a mile in 2:13%.

At the Glenville track, Cleveland, Sept.
16, Sunland Belle tackled her record to
wagon and, driven by Harry Devereux,
lowered it to 2:07 from 2:08%.

During the first seven months of the
present year Missouri gent 28,004 head of
horses and mules to the Bt. Louis mar-
ket, while last y the number for the
same period was )16 head.

A most remarkable feature of the Mc-
Kees Rocks (I’a) meeting occurred in
the fifth, and supposed to be deciding,
heat of the 2:28 trot. Six of the starters
finished in a dead heat, their names being
Burwin, Neva Simmons, Arthur C,
George Alex, Viola and Lillian H.—
Horseman.

WORKER AND DRONE.

The objection to clipping queens is
the danger of losing them. -

Guard against robbing by leaving no
combs o ete-€.posed.

In wor onditions a bee is 16 days
old before it gathers honey.

The supply of drones depends entirely
upon the quantity of drone comb furnish-
ed.

Care must be taken as the end of the
honey season approaches not to put in too
many empty sections, as they will remain
unfinished.

\When there is an abundance of nectar
and heavy loads can be gathered
quickly, the worker bee lives only three
or four weeks after it beging doing field
work.

Avoid melting wax over too many
times. Every melting makes it darker
in color. Make the cakes medium sized,
and do not pour it into molds until cooled,
g0 it will adjust itself nicely.

While in some respects thick separa-
tors are better than thin, the latter have
the advantage of leing so cheap that
they can be thrown away when once
used, saving the trouble of cleaning.

Wired frames will hold toundation
without any fasteningzs around the edge,
but to make sure that the foundation is
in the middle at every point, it will be a
good plan to fasten it on all sides.—St.
Louis Republic.
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Exporting Horses,

There has hardly been as large an
export trade this year as usual if one
may judge by appearances without
any figures to guide the opinion. And
this falling off seems to be because of
a dearth of suitable export animals.
The export of horses from Canada and
the United States grew in five years
from 3,000 animals to 30,000 and from
a value of $00,000 to $4,800,000. The
continent of Europe took of the 80,000
less than 7,000 of which rather over
half went to Belgium and the lesser
half to France, Germany and Holland.
France took a class of ‘‘cabbers.’’
The bulk of all the others were draft
horses, in fact of those going to Great
Britain 90 per cent. were draft ani-
mals, 7 per cent. were high class
coachers, and 8 per cent. were road-
sters and trotters. Those rated draft,
are animals weighing 1,600 lbs. or
over. It costs from $30 to $40 per head
to send @ horse from Chicago, Toronto

_ or Buffalo, to the market in Kurope
and another $10 or so to put him in
shape there for sale, as it takes some
time for the horse to recover from the
effects of the sea voyage.

The charge for a cheap horse is just
as great as for a first class animal so
that it pays to buy and export the best |
class. From this it will be readily
seen how important the Draft Stallion
is to the export trade in horses. And
the value of a draft horse increases
largely with size. Horses weighing
1,700 1bs. are much more valuable
than those weighing 1,500 1bs. Over
the former weight a good quality of
horse flesh is valuable; it has been
estimated that over 1,700 1bs. it is |
worth 50c per pound. Good, well made
draft stallions are more needed now
than ever before if we are to keep |
and increase our export trade in
horses.

Canada’s Paris Exhibits.

The Canadian Commissioners for the
Paris exhibition have decided to re-
commend that the exhibits be sent by
regular steamer instead of by one of
the government vessels as was first
roposed. The only vessels available
rom the government fleet were the
Newfield and Stanley. Both are com-
sa.ratively slow boats, but the greatest
rawback was the fact that their
carrying capacity was very small.
Hence it has been decided to acquire
space on the steamship line running
to Antwerp and send the exhibits on
from Antwerp to Paris by railway.
A large collection of mineral exhibits
for Paris has reached Ottawa.

The lioly Stairs.

The Santa Scala, or Holy Stairs, at
Rome, were brought from Jerusalem
along with the true cross by the Em-
Ereua Helen, and were taken from the

onse which, according to yopular
tradition, was inhabited by ontius
Pilate. They are said to be the steps
which Jesus ascendeed and descended
when brought into tlhie presence of the
Roman Governor. They are held in
the greatest veneration at Rome. It
is sacrilegious to walk upon them.
The knees of the faithful must alone
touch them in ns(lvmiilng (i: delscelnd-
ing, and that on ter the pilgrims
have reyerently k(yuod

By BERTHA M. OLAY

Author of * Between Two Loves,” *Which Loved Him
Best,” “The Wedding Ring,” Etc., Eto.

Esther only looked at her and shivered.
In her owan hehrt she said:

«] shall never come back as long se
I live—never.””

CHAPTER XVIIL

midnight when Dulcie
knocked at her Uncle Duger’s door at
Jermyn street. The man who opened
it stared at her In amazement. He
had known her from a little child, but
that night he scarcely knew her. She
had thrown her veil back for air, and
her face, white and drawn, and with
a vestige of its old flitting dimples, Jook=-
ed almost old in the lamplight.

“Where is my uncle, Giles?”

“He has just come in, miss! He did
not expect you, I think”—staring &
little.

She passed on to the room where she
knew she was sure of finding her uncle
at that hour. He was there, but not
alone. A little shrewd-looking man in
black was with him. She remembered
his face vaguely; she had met him
sometime, perhaps, but she was in mo
mood to notice apyone that night. At
sight of her standing on the threshold,
Durer Levesque rose quickly, pushing
his chair back.

“My dear girl, is &t yourself really 7’

“] think so, uncle. I am not quite
sure”—smiling wanly as she crossed
the room to him.

“It's sudden, your coming up like this,
fen’t it? Nothing wrong, I hope? Noth-
ing unpleasant, eh?”’

“Not at all. T wanted to come, 8O
I came. 1 thought you would be glad

It was past

| to see me.”

“So I am, so I am! Bernard, you re-
memhbher my niece Dulcie, of course?
Tulele, my dear, you have mot forgot-
ten our old friend, Mr. Bernard from
St. John's Wood? You amd he used
to get on famously.” 2

The girl turned and bowed, putting
out one little hand limply. The old gen-

nice as she used to be when she was
& nolsy little “romp of.a child”: that, in
short, she had “grown up” into the “fine
lady,” and spoiled herself. And all the
time she was saying to herself:

*How much longer can I stand on my
feet, I wonder?" * =

Durer Levesque was a tall man,
bronze-faced and lynx-eyed, with a faint
soupcon of cunning about him. He was
a hard man, and pitiless, but Dulcie was
his idol. To her he was tender as a wo-
man. The sight of her face that night
put all his business ecalenlations out of
his head. He felt certain something was
Wwrong.

“Who brought you
abruptly.

“No one; that is, you know, every one
was busy,“and I could not wait, so I
just came alone”—blushing crimson,

“‘.\'lum-'[ At this hour?”
"Yes"—trying_to -~aile; “I would do
19.. 1 had no thought of coming till ten
o'clock.”

Durer Levesque's sharp eyes glitter-
ed, but he was too much a man of the
u.'urld to betray his intense mortifica-
tion.

“Well, run away now, and get to bed.
You shall tell me your news in the
morning."”

When she had gone, he rang the bell
for old Nance, who had nursed her as a
baby.

‘jSoe to Miss Dulcie,” he said, in his
hrger, chill way. “Let her have some-

ing to eat, and some warm drink be-
fcre she goes to bed.”

In the morning Dulcie was up and
dressed before anyone else in the house
was astir. Tired out as she had been,
she had not slept. She had thought to
run away from her trouble, but the
“ghost” had “flitted” too, The tempta-
tion that had raced her in Drierton
Wood racked her still. Her love cried
out and would not be quieted.

“If to-morrow morning were only
over,” she thought, “then surely this
mad longing would go away and leave
me in peace. I could not bear it very
long, I think.

But before to-morrow came there was
work for her to do. Percy must nei-
ther write to Esther nor go to her to
tell her that he had repented—so ter-
ribly late—of his promise to her. € 4
be did that,then indeed her pain would
have been so much suffering wasted.
She knew him too well to think that
he had already written his letter. It
would hurt him to write it, and he
would put it off to the last® hour; she
divined that easily, She sat. down in
the early morning sunlight to write to
him, never once denying that she loved
him, that it was like death to give him
up, but still insisting tht it was the only
thing for her to do.

“For any other woman I could not do
it,” she wrote; ‘“indeed I should not
try; but she is so true, so gentle, it
would be cowardly to hurt her. I can’t
do it. T thought that I could, but I was
wrong. The dishonor of it would dark-
en both our lives. It might even kill
our love in time. Never let her know
how near we have both been to this
great wrong-donig. When she is your
wife you will thank me for what I do
now, when I seem to be striking at
your very heart by my fickleness.”

The words came straight from her
heart. She had no power to pick and
choose them. They were living words;
but the eyes that they were written for
were closed in death, When she had
finished her letter to Percy, she wrote
a short one to Julian Carre. She did
not tell him where she was, or why she
had left The Elms; all she said was
that she had found that she *‘could nev-
er be his wife, and she hoped that he
would forget her. It bad all been a
mistake!” It was a cold letter—a
heartless one even, but then her heart
was full of Percy Stanhope.

Julian Carre was going out riding
with Clare Harvey and her brother
when the letter was handed to him.
With a hurried apology he opened it.
All the ruddy color faded from his face

up?’ he asked

| as he read it.

“No bad news, I hope?’ Lord Har-

| vey asked, turning his head to look

down at him,

“Bad news? Well"—laughing harsh-
Jy—*“that is-hard to say! Bad news is
gometimes good news in the long rum,
isp't it?"

Lord Harvey said no more then, but
that evening, as they were smoking thelr
after-dinner pipes the whole story eame
out.

“You were right, as you always are,”
Fulian Carre sald, looking moodily inte
.he bowl of his big pipe, and sighing-
“At the ' beginning I no more thought
of anything serious than I had of go-
ing off to Zululand. But hang it all,
there is something in the girl that makes
a fellow forget all his common sense.
Not that she threw herself at me; there
was nothing of that gort. She just made
me love her before I knew where 1 was.
I'd give a good deal to-day it I could
forget her as easily as she will me"—
laughing grimly.

But for all that, it was no laughing
matter to him. The.pain on his hand-
some face was very easy to be read at
the moment, however well he might
hide it in the future.

“From the first, she was for keeping
everything quiet. I didn't see the force
of that, and told her so. ‘Only let this
marriage take plafe, then I'll go back
to my uncle's,’ she said to me the very
last day I saw her, ‘and then you can
tell all the world if you like'"”.

“It's just ag well you too her
vice,” Lord Harvey said; “as it
you have only your own smart
over. Time will heal that, and it's some-
thing to be spared the ‘chaff® of you?
friends.” .

“Well, yes; there’s some truth in
that”—despondently.

“She’s better Iolt:m found, as far
as you are concerned, depend upon
Julian. Women are. skittish cattle k
the best, and if this little Dulcie didn’t
love you—and it's very plain she didn’t
—you have found that she was neither
to be led mor driven.”

el = YR et Ty s

When Dulde descended to the break-
fast-room, she found her uncle drinking™
his coffee, and with a pile of létters be-
fore him. He met her with his keen
glance, which her little wan smile could
not baffle.

“Well, and how are you this morn-
ing?”

“Oh, 1 am very well. But I oouldn’t
sleep when I d.d go to bed last night er
{his morning rather. You see the quiet
of the country has spoiled my nerves.
I fancied it was horribly noisy.”

“Something has spoiled them, certain-
Iy.”
Bhe felt herself flushing vneasily.

“Well, and what about Esther? Bhe
ts married, of course, or you would not

_be here.”

“No"—faltering suddenly.
be married to-morrow.”

“Humph! Who is she marrying? You
never told me his name, I think- Any
one I know? She's pretty enough to
have done well”

Poor Dulcie! Her breath came pant-
ingly, her eyes fell.

“ft is to Percy Stanhope,” she said,
in a kind of broken whisper.

“Heaven bless my soul! Percy Stan-
hope!” Durer Levesque called out in
his intense surprise, Then he repented

“She is to

{ of his rashness.
tleman thoyght she was not quite so'

Dulcie was looking at him; her clinch-
ed hands had fallen on the damask be-
fore her, and she was looking at him
like a creature hurt to death and bleed-
ing inwardly. For forty years or more

looked wp at him and re-
ugh Fleming This wes an old

KT

o hovered neer, tiot’quite’ pléaséq &
usual place mworopolized by this

~grave Englishman, who might be

for all he knew.

He bhad met Dulcie in Paris the winter
before, and, it he had not fallen des-
perately in love with her, he had gone
u“:srmdltnhhutolld nature
permitted. Dulcie . encouraged him; al-
though perhaps she did not mean to do
it; but he was attentive and useful, and

her.

eyed, sweet-mouthed Dulcie; but she
had @ strong hunger and eraving for the
pleasant things of life, among which
women of her type reckon a lov-
er! Was Percy Stanhope forgotten
then? No, he was not. She could nev-
er forget him, nor the heart-whole un-
selfish love with which she had loved
him. But he had gone away out of her
life; he was happy with a far better
woman—so she still thought, for her un-
cle had mever cared to undeceive her. At
first he was afraid; and afterwards it
had seemed to him useless to reopen old

sores.

“She would begin to fret as soon as
ever she knew that he was dead,” he
thought. “But so long as she thinks
he is alive and hearty, and able to live
without her, she’ll forget him easily
enough. That's the way with women.”

So when Hugh Fleming, looking at
her gravely, said: “Esther grieved sore-

| ly for you, Miss Levesque. She thought

it hard you should stay away from her |

in her trouble”; she lifted ber head
and looked back .at him, amazed.

“Her trouble!”—wonderingly. *“What

| trouble? I did not know she'd any trou-

ble.”

“You knew about it at the time, of
course, but perhaps you have forgot-
ten. It is a year past now, and yow

| eaid one, 1 remember, that you could
| forget anything in & year's time.”

Durer Levesque had not felt his eyes |

as wet as he felt them at that moment.
An imprecation rose to his lips, as he
saw his darling's blanched little face.

“Well, well, to be sure! I never
thought very much of Percy myself.
It's to be hoped she'll mot live to repent

Then he stopped and got up from his
chair in dismay; Dulcie was laughing
and sobbing by turns, in an unmistak-
able fit of hysterics. When she had
come round a little, and was able te
¢peak, she looked up at him, the tears
still heavy on the long curled lashes.

“] couldn’t help it, uncle; it's not of-
ten I'm so silly. Don't think that I
feel it so, only I'm tired, you know,
after last night"—trying to smile the
sobs down.

“Y know all about {t"—stroking - her
cheeks with his brown fingers. “You've
been bored to death down in that dull
hole. I blame myself for letting you
go to it. But I'll tell you what we'll
do now; we'll start off somewhere our
two sclves, and see a bit of life- That
will set you up again in no time.”

“Yes,” she said, eagerly. “1 should
like that. Anywhere, you know, will
do for me; I am mot particular where
we go."”

So it was settled.

All that long day Dulcle tried to bear
up bravely; to look, it not her old self,
as like it as might be. But it was hard
work: Limbs and hedd, Reart and brain
were tired. If the girl had had a mo-
ther she would have been put to bed
and “cosseted”; but, so long as she kept
on her feet and at her dinner, as usu-
al, her uncle never gave a thought to
her being ill in body. That she was ill
in mind he knew, and for that he was
ready to procure any amount of medi-
cine dear to the female soul, in the
shape of new clothes, and change of
scene and excitement of any sort.

They had decided on going first to
Paris. Of course there was a great
deal to be seen to. Dulcie wanted to
send a note to Mrs. Hardinge, asking
her to forward her boxes; hut her uncle
would not hear of it.

“Tet them be. If they are in her way,
ghe ean put them eut of doors. It will
be time enough to see about them whea
we get home again.”

“But my poor dresses, uncle! They
will be all out of style by that time.”

“Then get fresh ones"—curtly.

So it came about that before she had
been a week in London Dulcie was off
again on her way to Paris. A very wan
little Dulcie she was, too, but the color
and the dimples would come back in
time.

“She was never going to break her
heart,” so she told herself, “about an-
other woman's husband. No, not though
he was the one goodly man that the
world held for her, while she was free
to think him so.

How would it have gone with her if
ghe had known that this lover—for
whom her faithful little heart was well-
nigh breaking, in spite of all her preach-

“Now, don’t speak to me like that,
Mr. Fleming” laying one gloved hand
on his arm and looking at him wistful-
ly. “You are thinking hard things of

me, and I don’t know why- Believe mae, |

it never entered my thoughts even that
Esther was anything but the happiest of
the happiest.”

It was his turn to look emazed. The
band was playing noisily. Count Otho
was laughing aloud at some dry rémark
of Durer Levesque's. A walter, in pass-
ing, caught his foot in the lace of Dul-
cie’'s skirt and flung a guttural apology
in German. And Dulcie, in her rich
dress, her hands folded on her lap, sat
and looked at Hugh, the exquisite col-
orpagi of'her cheeks and lips paling a lit-
tle in the nervous shock his words had
given her.

Was it all @ dream? he asked himself.
Was this only a phantom Dulcie, born
of his own intense longing? Would he
awaken presently and find it was an
illusion?

«What was her trouble, Mr. Fleming?
Do tell me, please.”

“Why, poor Percy's awfully sudden
death,” he answered her, looking at
her in deep perplexity. “It went near
killing her; as it is, even, she’ll never
be quite the same again.”

“Percy's death!” Dulcie cried, in a
kind of wail. i

The count and her uncle had walked
a little way off to smoke a cigar to-
gether, and just as it happened the
crowd had drifted away from that cor-
ner for a while, so that they could talk
undisturbed. Hugh Fleming was inde-
geribably pained at the agony in her
voice and look.

“That was poor Etty's tronble,” he
snid gently. “At the time we made
sure that you had known of it.”

“Known of it ?"—gaspingly. “No—
tell—" She tried to finish, but she
counld not.

Great sobs rose, choking her. She
clasped her hands tightly- and did her
best to keep back the sobs but she
could not. The horror of this new
trouhble was too strong for her. All
the calm she had been twelve months
in building up broke down at this blow.

Tooking at her, Hugh Fleming saw
tears falling like rain down her white
cheeks. Then he remembered Mrs. Har-
dinge's words spoken to him in confi-
dence, when the first bitter sorrow of
her sister's illness had untied her
tongue.

“There was something between him
and Dulcle. T am confident of that. He
was in the up-train, you say, the even-
ing train, and he had never been near
us that day, nor had Esther been outs
But Dulcie had. He came down to her
and not to Etty. I am glad that he is
dead.”

He had not heeded her words
at the time, but he heeded them now.
Seeing Dulcie's face, he read them in
a new light. His heart ached, and &
gudden hot resentment against the man
who had twice stepped in between him

and the woman he loved rose in him.

Then it died, quenched im jmmeasur-
ably pity.

Poor Percy was dead, and this girl
had loved him; fate had dealt hardly
with both. Very briefly

that there was to be told. When she

| heard that it was in the railway car-
| riage he had died, on his way back to

| town,after seeing her

ing—was lying under the high head- |

stone in the eld church-yard where his
people for generations had beéen buried
before him?

Durer Levesque knew it. He had read
an account of the whole affair in one
of the mewspapers, but he dared not
tell her. She never read the papers,for-
tunately for herself at that time.

As it was, she suffered, suffered so
horribly $hat many and many a time,
lying open-eyed on her bed at night.
she wondered that she did not die, so
sore was her pain and the weariness
that followed after it.

But she did not die. Her beauty did
not fade as so many women's would
have done.
every day, with a
beauty that had not been hers at her
best -heretofore. The limpid eyes un-
der the heavy lashes had a new, softer
light in them. The pretty lips were
more sweet,

Wherever she went men gathered
about her, but she would none of them.
When one of her admirers—a young
fellow that she liked; in her way, im-
mensely—ventured to speak to her of
his love for her, she looked up at him
in cold surprise. It was at the Embassy,
and they had been walking together.

“What do you see in me to love, Herr
Switzer? Why"—laughing a little, and
laying her hand 6n the shoulder of &
marble dryad near—‘you might as well
love this cunning bit of stone work. I
have no more heart than she.”

“I believe it,” the young man answer-
ed bitterly, gnawing at his moustache
to keep hotter words back. =

“Yes, you may,” and then, with &
swift change of the upturned face, and
'a look in the frank eyes that melted all
his anger: “But do not blame me for
it. It is not my fault"—smiling sadly—
“that I possess a heart of stone, in place
of a heart of flesh like other women.”

CHAPTER XIX.

“If T am mot mistaken,Miss Levesque,
this gentleman is an old friend of
yours.”

Dulcie turned round to look at the
speaker. It was Count Otto von Brun-
nen, and one of the girl's few friends
in Baden. H: was standing behind her
chair, and a tal gentleman in evening
dress was standing a little way behind

o

|
|
|
|

She grew more beautiful |
subtle, spirituelle |

in Brierton Wood,
she gasped: It seemed to her excited
fancy as if she were partly to blame
for that awfully sudden death.

“The doctors thought he must have
lately passed through some strong ex-
citement,” Hugh Fleming told her.

“Oh, it was cruel,” she said, at last,
“for my uncle never to teli me; Esther
might well think me ‘hard.’ "

“He acted for the best, I am sure.”

“He had no right in such a case to
judge what was best for me’—resent-
fully.

The gentlemeu were coming back after |

their cigars. Dulcie, seeing them, rose
in haste. She knew very well that she
had betrayed her secret to this man,
who sat there with hie impassive face,

but it did not follow that she should |

betray it to the rest of the world. He
was different. Bhe knew quite well
that he used to be very fond of her,
and she liked him none the worse for
the knowledge of her secret. It made
her feel secure in trusting him with it,

| and if he thought the less of her for it

—for having loved the man who was
her friend's plighted husband—she could
not help that,
then, as if she could care for anything
ever again.

“Take mie away,” she said, “to some
quiet place; my head ks aching horri-
bly.”

He rose at once, and together they
passed down one of the sheltered side-
walks, where the light was dim, and
only the echoes of music and laughter
ecild reach them, Her uncle saw them
go, and smiled to himself grimly.

“Ciel! what a quogquette that girl is!
Bhe's going to sacrifice that solemn Eng-
fishman next, for a change. She is tired
of poor Brunmen, I suppose.”’

Something of the same sort was in
Count Otho's brain at that moment For
once they wronged poor Dulcie. Noth-
ing was farther from her thoughts than
a flirtation. She would have given a
good deal to be alone, and then perhaps
she would have flung herself down
somewhere, and cried away after her
own impetuous fashion. As it was, she
had to keep up séome show of bravery,
and it was well for herself that she

had-
“Now, tell me all about Hsther"—'

Mfting her face to Hugh's for an in-
stant, . ¥he .tears ,were gone, but she

much |

he told her all |

She did not feel, just |

prise. - 4
. “Yes; she would fo nowhere else, and
Y think she was wise. Her step-moth-
er is very kind to her, and all the chil-
dren adore her. There’s quite a troop
ot them—seven, I think, and the eldest
high!” lifting his hand =
Esther!” Dulcie cried-
Those awful chil-
me.’
e looked down, amused, at this girl
o paraded her want of maternal in-
ot so openly. He was mot a man
fond of other people’s children, or per-
haps he might have félt” more shocked.
“They have not killed Bsther. I
think they have done her a world of
good. They won't let her be lonely, and

to brood over anything in a house full
of children is impossible.”

“And Mrs. Hardinge, how is she?
Do you know”—smiling—“I have often
thought that I should like to know what
she had to say about my sudden depar-
ture.”

“Nothing very flattering,

Mrs.
bitter at times.”

“Oh! yes, very! I know it from ex-
perience!” And then she sighed.

Ah! those far-away days, when Mrs.
Hardinge had frowned, and she had
flirted and played with hearts in her
own heedless way! She had been hap-
pier than she had known while they
!

Miss Le-

ing. He gcarcely knew why he should
speak as he did; the words seemed te
spring from his lips half unawares,

“] could tell you one of the things

| she said, if you would really care te
| hear it.”

“] should care, certainly, Mr. Flem-
ing.” And then, a trifle scornfully—
“pray do not be afraid of hurting me.

I am almost pain-proof now.”

It she had looked at him she would |

have seen that he had paled; the lips
under the thick black moustache were
grim and set.

“She said that Stanhope had come
down to see you and not Esther that
' day. He had not been near The Elms.
You had been out in the rain and storm,
till very close to the hour when the train
was due. Was she right? Had he been

with you?”

She had stopped on the walk to lis-
ten to him. Some fascination held her
eyes to his face all the time he was
speaking, and she saw plain enough
the hard thoughts lining it, like so many
printed words of condemnation Her
face burned and paldd. This was a good
map, an honest,

and he woul@ despise her for her miser-

der bad half drowned her lover's pas
sionate words, -and the rain had fallen
like a blight on them and their unlucky
love. Her heart was beating fast and
hard against her side, but she tried to
speak quietly-

“Yes, he was with me,” she said.

“Oh, Dulcie, Heaven forgive you; she
loved you like a sister.”

He turned his head away from her, a3
though disgusted with her. She did not
blame him. She knew that she deserved
all the reproach that he or any one
could heap upon her. But, after all,
what could it matter? Percy was dead.
Her own life seemed half ended as she
thought of that dear head lying under
the mold, and those dear lips that had
kissed her the last on earth, stiff and
chill forever. Presently they walked
slowly back to where Mr. Levesque
sat nursing his leg, and waiting patient-
ly till his niece should choose to return.
''he count had gone off in the sulks,
and the gardens were emptying.

When Hugh Fleming bade them good
night at the door of their hotel, he saw
Dulcie's face in the full light. The
wan pain on it moved his pity. What
was he that he should judge -her?
Whatever her faults, she had at least
suffered for them. Why, that very nizht
ghe had gone through a fiery trial, and
gone through it bravely, too, as few
women could have done! And Hugh
I"leming had an Englishman’s geniiine
admiration for “pluck” of any sort. She
never raised her eyes as he shook
hands with her. .Yet she did not seem
angry with him, and he was glad of
that.

It was nearly a week before he saw
her again after that night.

“She has one ef her tiresome nervous
attacks,” her uncle told him. “She
rather subject to them.”

She came down one
dinner, She smiled, and gave Hugh
Fleming her hand frankly enough, yet
he saw she was not quite at her ease
with him.

“She is angry with me" he said. to |

himself, ‘“and perhaps s¢he has a right.

Who can tell how the
! tempted ?”

She sat down on a low chair at the
farther end of the long salon. He saw

her through a vista of cool shadows of |

flickering bars of sunlight. The windows

were open, but the jalousies were down, |

and through them the sunlight came into
the room.
dressed with care.

She wore a dinner-dress of delicate |
trimmed’ with creamy lace, |

gray silk,
and in the bosom of her dress was &
pale tea-rose, half blown and fragrant.
She was lovelier than ever, he thought,
and yet so different from the Dulcie
that had blushed and laughed
way into his heart in Kent. He
contented himself with looking at
her for a while, and then—just as she
had known he would be—he was drawn
to go and speak to her. As she watch-
ed him crossing to her from the other
end of the long, bare salon, she wonder-

He was not her judge, yet she longed
to appease his anger.

“Jt is horrible,”” she thought, “for a
man so good and clever to think ill of |
me; and besides he might turn Esther
against me if I quarrel with him now.”

8o, for Esther's sake, and for fear of
| future prejudice, she set herself to sofi-

en this rigid law-giver. Alas for the cit-

adel that has a foe without and inside
| a friend ready to throw wide the gates
to him! Hugh Fleming's heart had not
the ghost of a chance.

CHAPTER XX.

Hugh Fleming leaned against the
panel opposite Dulcie Levesque, and |
get himself “to make talk.” They drifted
from one subject to another for a while. |

| Buddenly Dulcie looked at him.

“My, Fleming, do you think Fsther
would care to see me now? Is she very,
very angry?’ blushing deeply.

“] pever said she was angry, dida 1?7

“No, not exactly; but I thought—
) Gt 1]

“Miss L(’vosque"——lmpr(‘uslvely‘-—ﬂf‘lis'

ther never dreamed of the truth as her |

sister saw it, as you have owned it. 8he
. believes in you just s much as ever
| she did, and more, perhaps. She loves
1 you just as dearly. She told me with

her own lips, not many weeks ago, that
\ friend
| worlds

she knew you to be the truest

ever any one had.

would I have her undeceived. It would
| be like burying Percy over again to
know how false you both were to her.”

This man was awful! His blunt un-
varnished truths éut her to the heart.
Dulcle cowered under them.

“You are very hard,” she murmured,
plucking at the poor rose in her bodice
till she had shed every petal,

_ He did not answer her. He was look-
ing at her with all his honest soul in
his eyes. Lifting her head, she met
that steadfast glanze, and her own eyes
grew grave, almost trightened. She
did not want him to love her. Hon
estly, in her heagt she did not feel as
o,

Hardinge ¢an be very |

asted. ‘
A sudden impulse seized Hugh Flem- .

honorable gentleman. |
| stained walls and wide windows, one on

able folly and wickedness that awful | ench side of the doorway.

day in Brierton Wood, when the thun- !

| stcod Esther Durrant.

is

|
evening after

poor girl was |
|

| chieeks growin
True to her instinct, Dulcie | Ghcoss £ .

! bled up the bank and threw

her |

" | d it sang over its bed
ed a little at her own interest in him. | Yo% st

| ing.

| she had so tried to conciliate him, and

! man, who had never troubled himself
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be, ought I not?”

“Hsther would be glad to see you.”
“Then I'll go to her. It will be like
old times to be with Etty on the farm.”
He did mot answer her—indeed,- she
was scarcely speaking to him.

tle paler nmow, and inexpressibly ten-
der streamed into the room. It bright-
ened the bare, polisheg floor and crude,
heavy gilding. The man’s face it could
not brighten—a dark, rugged face with

broeding eyés and close-set lips, apd 8 |

Logyed air of powet im it
Ielide Yooked at him and sighed. She

coid net nndersiand herself what ail-
she felt a '
] blacken the bowel passage or not.

Capsuloids are sold by all druggists at 50c per hox or 6 boxes for $2.50,
di gﬁlce. 14 Co,, 9"—mo. on

od her
kevn,

that evening. But
intense longing to be “friends”

wvith this p oni ing. |
wi ris unceremonions Hugh Fleming. | Shoel L et pricatt

“\Mr Fleming —very softly—“I am not
guite so wicked as you think me. I was
true, at the last, to her. T have suf-
fTered, too. I—wish”—with sudden en-
ergy, and a hot blush—*you would try
to, think a little. better of me."”

He turned his head almost fiercely.

“] could never do that—"

Then he stopped, as Mr. Levesque
joined them. But Dulcie, thinking he
had said all he meant to say, and hurt
beyond her power to hide by his blunt-
ness, walked out of the room.

L . - L - * .

“Dulcie, what makes you so restless
to-day? Is it the heat, or has one of
your old ‘moons’ come upon you?”’

“] am sure I can't tell"—swinging her
hat within an inch of the tiled floor. “I
feel as hot and tired and—and as
wretched as can be.”

Esther Durrant laughed at that un-
feelingly. She was standing before @&

long dresser, piling a dish with great, |

ripe strawberries. Her fingers were
stained with the juice of them, and
there was quite a pink line about her

| mouth, which told she was “taking her

pay” as she went on. But even straw-
berufes couldn’t keep Dulcie indoors any
longer. She was leaning against the
jamb of the kitchen door, half in, half
out, the glaring yellow gunlight bathing
her uncovered head and shoulder¢. ‘The
kitchen at Holm Farm was @ picture,
with its floor of tiles, delicately sombre
in tint and polished like marble, its

Then the
pots and the pans, and the quaint old
chairs and tables, the wood black with
age! Though it was one of the hottest
of August days, there was a fire burn-
ing on the hearth—there was no grate
—in a huge covered recess which of it
self would have gone a good way to-
ward making a eity kitchen- And over
all flowed the sunshine, which ecame in
through open docr and windows, and
turned the platters to gold plate, nnd
the tiles to lapis-lazuli.

In the heart of this shade and glitter
Her tight-fitt ng
chintz gown might haye been her giaud-
mother's; her arms were bare to the ol
bows, her pretty feect pecped from
der her “tied-back” skirt—dninty fe t in
Jhigh-hecled shoes, which Duleie dee v
ed reminded her of the fairy golm
er's bottines in the story of "l 1y
Two Shoes”—a beautiful weman in s
quaint idyllie setting.

That old-world voem enited her w™ N
its mellow tones and its 1 ams of bil ht
color. What mark et o il
behind it? it none. 4
when she turned her head to smile t
Dulcie, a kind of shadow could be & 1
in her eyes; not a dimness.but a shod
It was the trace of tears they had she!
Queen Esther. they used to call e
Queen Esher now in truth, for had she
not come into her woman's hervitage of
sorrow—been  triple-crowned by love,
pain and loes, the world's great mas-
ters?

“If you go off in that temper,” she
gnid to Dulcie, “we shall never know
where to find you. You might even
venture as far as Squire Dene's ngain”

“No fear of that”—shrugging her
ghoulders disdainfully. Squire Dene s
a boor; every one about here is a ho r,
1 think, except’— penitentially—"your
tather, you know. 1 don't include hin.”

Esther looked np at that.

“Are you tired of us, then?”

“No, but T am of myself,” remorse-
fully.

“Well, go off, then, and see if the sun
eni1 ot burn your ‘tantrums’ out of yuu-"

“] don't think that it will.”

Duleie went down the steps and
across , the long paved yard, a listless
little. figure enough in all that bright-
ness. Two of the boys were paying in
one eorner, and they ran shouting aft'r
her, but Dulcie would none of themn,
She opened the big gate and stepped
out onto the bare, unsheltered hich-
road. - Tt was awfully hot; she felt her
red; her eyes blinked
as the glare beat down upon her.

Straight before her was the High gre'n
hedge of the orchard. It would be ¢ 1
in there, she knew, and, withont wait-
ing to u% round by the gate, she sc m-
hersclf
down on the other side with the agil-
ity of a schoolboy. How delicious it
wans! The loaded boughs of great pear-
trees hmmm'l"rhf-r;\)w air was foll of
the scent of fruit and flowers. She conld
hear the trickle of the little stream thit
flowed at the bottom of the orchard.
It was the tiniest of streams,but it made
a refreshing music that sultry Augnst
in litile
sharps and trebles.

Flinging herself down under one of the
trees, Dulcle stretched her arms ahove
her head and gave herself up to dream-
As she lay there, her small head
half buried in the lush grass, her face
upturned, the sunshine came throush
the leaves, and flic! red on the gold
bund round her throat, and on her endiy
hair. But she never moved. She had
no fear for her complexion, and +he had
a southern love of heat.

“] do wish he was not coming' she
said to herself, half alond. “1 wonld
rotker meet any one in the world than
him.”

Her heart was sore that day, and she
felt restless. Hugh Fleniing was c
ing, for the first time since her stay
there, to the Holm Farm, and she half
dreaded his visit. She had never seen
him since that evening in Baden, when

failed. She had often thought of him,
though his rough, blunt words had
haunted her. She resented them keen-
Iy, and yet she acknowledged they were
true. He was the first man who had
treated her after her deserts, and refus-
ed to be blinded by her beauty. She
could not forget him. What posse |
her to think so often of this gruff. sterm

to spare her or her feelings?
“I tell you what it, Dulcie,” she said
to herself, with a langh, crushing the

He |
went to the open window, and lifted |
the heavy blinde, so that the light,a lit- |
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w};o has been  greatly benefitted by the  use of

Dr.

Campbell's Red Blood Forming Capsuloids _ writes :

anull:ﬁun,»«

It is with very greet pleasure 1 voluntarily
bear (cstimony 10 the xrest benefit I have
dorived from the uso of your Capsuloids,
They have been of nniversal value to me in
the stréngthening of my and chest and
also in promoting the gireulation of the blood,
Believing, as 1 do, that this splendid propara-
tion ought to be universaily known among all
sufferers of Chgst Complaints and Nervous
Affections, 1 gladly recommond their use.
Especially during the fall and winter months
are they of cxcellent service as a tonic to the
system.

Yours truly
(W) REV, E. H. COWLES.

Ocean Grove, N. J., Sept. 29, 1809.

Dr. Campbells Red Blood Forming Capsuloids :

contain onlythe pure natural

dissolved Iron, carefully extracted from fresh ox blood- It

enclosed in soft gelatine covers and called Capsuloids.

THREE CAPSULOIDS
contain no acid, all other

by taking Capsuloids quickly

contain all the natural Iron of 2 ounces of
Iron Medicines, whether Pill or
unnatural. Capsuloids don’t injure iteeth, stomach, or

makes the whole system pure.

blood. Capsuloi
uid, contain acid and are
e new rich blood produced

Li
bowels.

NoTE.—You can always tell the harmful acid Iron Medicines by watching whether they

or sent post free on
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office 31 B. Snow Hill, London, England.
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wild thyme in her restless fingers, “you
liad better get back to town. This quiet |
life doesn't suit you. It might end ln[
an attack of softening of the brain; for
you have no heart, you know, not nn!
atom, to be affected.” ‘
''he sunlight grew hotter and hotter,
and the bright eyes closed:- Somewhere [
A Weman's Way. |
She treats one summer romance just like a paper |
book— |
To read, to thumb and then to lose in some |
woodsy nook. |
Another love she treasures liko s volume hound— !
To carry home and gloat o’cr all the long year
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