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The Story of the Wedding Ring atop—she kt)x*i: at bis Геес ani raised her 
face to his to his.

“Speak on і word to me,” she e iid 
“I am Isuiay; mid, ou, Рані, I 
come to pray you to pardoi 
plore you to take me luck—to tell yon 
how grieved 1 am, how sorry Лог my 
sin.”

The words died on her lips in 
sion of tears. The stern pride and cold
ness of his face frightened her. lie drew 
away from the touch of the white j;*w 
elled hands.

”1 have no wife,” he said. 
woman I loved with my wholj soul, 
who promised mo her truth, and fuithi 
deserted me. 1 have nd wife.”

Her voice was broken with sobs as she 
answered him.

“I know it was wrong—cruelly, wick 
edly wrong—Luc I was tempted, and 1 
fell. Oh, Paul, be merciful to me ! I wa& 
so young, so vain, so weak. Forgive niv, 
and take me back.”

She might have scon how terrible was 
the struggle—great drops stood upon his 
forehead, his whole frame trembled.

“You ask me to take you back. Why? 
Tell me why.”

“Because I love you—because it seems 
to me that my soul has been in a long 
sleep. It has awakened and knows no 
rest. My heart c.ies for you—I love you. 
Take me back, -Raul ”

“You were happy enough for many 
years without me,” he said.

“No, I was not happy—I was intox і 
cated with vanity I vsys engrossed in 
pleasure—I was given up heart and seul 
to the world. I never stopped to think— 
I never dared to dojso—1 have lived ns 
ia a dream. I have* awakened from that 
dream, and I am here, kneeling at your 
feet, praying you to pardon me.”

“Do you remember that you robbed 
me of my son,” lie asked—“that you 
took him from me, and never thought 
of my claim to his love as well as your 
own?”

She bowed her head, while the tears 
rained from her

“I am guilty,

happier for І1 Then the practical details 
began to bother her. She remembered 
that for ten years she had heard nothing 
of Paul’s whereabouts, фаа he still in 
the little cottage? Her heart contracted 
with a sudden, terrible fear—was he 
living or was he dead?

When should she go? The sooner she 
could find an opportunity the better it 
would be. Then she was obliged to put 
aside her thought for a time. Lord Carle- 
wood had made a point of her attend
ance At Lady Brentway's ball, and she 
was compelled to go.

She was especially careful about her 
dress that night. She wore a robe of pale 
violet velvet, with a suite of superb dia
monds, Lord Carls wood’s present to her. 
Never in her life had Ismay Waldron 
looked more beautiful. ,

The rooms were crowded when she 
reached Lady Brentway e. As usual, she 
was surrounded by a crowd of admirers, 
and then she forgot for time her doubts, 
her fears, her troubles. Her beautiful 
face grew radiant; her eyes shone bright 
as stars; she was the very embodiment 
of beauty and grace; her voloe sounded 
like sweetest music, her laugh was 
sweeter than the chime of bells. She 
was enchanting; people looked on her 
with wonder. She danced two or three 
times, and then, feeling tired, sat down. 
Lady Brentway seated herself by her side.

“I have the lion of the season here, 
Mrs. Waldron. Will you allow me to in
troduce him to you?”

“To which particular lion do you al
lude?” she asked.

“Mr. Dale of Ravensdale, the ’popular 
member,’ as he is called. He is a very 
handsome man, with a sad, half bitter 
expression of face. You must charm 
him and convert him; we want him on 
the Tory side. I told Lord Brentway, if 
any one could convert him, it must be 
you.”

“Making conversions is not much in 
my line,” replied Mrs. Waldron.

“Political,of course. I have made many 
political conversions.”

“I hope they were sincere ones,” said 
the beautiful woman, with a laugh.

.“I hope so too. If nature had gifted 
me with a face like yours, I should have 
made more. Here comes Mr. Dale. I 
have been wondering why he accepted 
my invitation ; he goes nowhere.”

The next moment a tall figure was 
bowing before her, Lady Brentwood 
said:— “Mrs. Waldron, allow me to in
troduce Mr. Dale to you.” Then, bent 
upon hospitable cares Lady Brentway 
moved away.

Ismay looked into the handsome face 
bending near her; and then a short, sud
den stifled cry came from her lips, her 
face grew suddenly white as death, her 
eyes assumed a startled, incredulus look.

“M*. Dale l” |he said, in a low voice 
like that of one/in a dream.

There was no answer to the face into 
which she gazed was cold and dark and 
proud.

“Pray narddn

one series of brilliant triumphs; tue 
world had worshipped her; and during 
that time she bad lived without love; 
without tenderness, engrossed in vanity, 
pleasure, and love of luxury. She was in 
the very pride of her mangifioent woman
hood now, and she was beginning to feel 
tired of frivolity—to wish for something 
better.

She was at a ball one evening, and 
some one presented her with a beautiful 
rose. She took it carelessly, and held it 
in her hands while she sat down to rest. 
The perfume stole slowly upon her sen
ses; it brought back to her the time 
when she had sat with Mr. Ford in the 
pretty shady garden; she remembered 
her own passion of wonder and emotion 
as she listened to his steps. Then bef 
husband’s face rose before her as she had 
seen it last—handsome, haggard, with 
misery, yet full of love and tenderness. 
She remembered how he had clasped her 
in his arms and kissed her lips—how he 
aad said to her:—

“You will find nothing in the world 
like my love.”

She started, for a warm tear had fallen 
n her hand.
What am I doing?” she thought. “I 

have hardly thought of him for years. 
Can it be possible that I am weeping for 
Paul?”

She flung the rose away, but she could 
not dismiss those haunting memories 
from her heart—Paul's love, Paul’s ten
derness, Paul’s devotion, hie incessant 
watchful care. How proud he had been 
of her! How madly he had worshippad 
her!

By Bertha M. Clay. ;
Continued from 1st i*age.
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V
There opened'then to Ismay Waldron 

Ш most brilliant life; nothing that she 
ha ever dreamed of equalled this magni
ficent reality. There waa one drawback. 
She had one dispute with Lord Caris- 
wood; he was very desirous that she 
should relinquish the name of Waldron, 
and that she would not consent to do. 
She looked at him with flashing eyes, 
her beautiful face crimson with anger.

“I have broken my husband’s heart,” 
she said; “I have deserted him; I have 
spoiled all his life; but I will not give 
up his name. I was proud enough the 
day I bore it first; I will not give It up.” 
He saw that it was useless to urge the 
point, so he ceased discussing it. Ismay 
had more spirit and determination than 
he had given her credit for.

She was know as “Mrs. Waldron,” 
Lord Carlswood’s beautiful granddaugh
ter. People at first used to ask where 
was her husband—who was he?—and the 
answer was, “She married very much 
beneath her, and is separated from him.”

Atfer a time they ceased to ask, and 
the beautiful Mrs. Waldron became one of 
the queens of the fashionable world. 
How admired she was! Men spoke of her 
with wonder—of her marvelous loveli
ness and grace, her bright smile, her 
quick ready wit, her radiant face.

Ismay Waiqron enjoyed her life. She 
gave herself up heart and soul, to the 
spirit of gaiety ; no party, no ball, no 
soiree was complete without her; she was 
Indefatigable In the pursuit of pleasure. 
Lord Carlswood smiled as he watched
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Established 1866.For the first time—so engrossed had 
she been to her new life—she began to 
wonder what had happened-to him dur
ing those ten years.

“He took my decision very quietly, 
she said; “he never even tried to per
suade me to alter IV 

How useless all such persuasions would 
have been no one knew better than her
self; but it began to strike her as strange 
that he should havtf made no effort to 
see her—to Induce her to return to him. 
Of the tempest of pride and passion, of 
love and despair, through which he had 
passed, she knew nothing.

Paul, Paul! Why should she be haunt
ed now? she asked herself, Impatiently 
Surely in ten years she had time tc 
forget; surely there could be nothing sc 
absurd as that she should wish for him 
—lone to see him now 

Yet by day and by night there was 
the lingering pain, the longing desire. 
At times when she woke her pillow was 
wet with tears; there were times when 
she found herself moaning, “Paul, 
Paul!” almost unconsciously to herself 
And this was the vain, faithless woman 
who had left her husband because she 
valued luxury more than love.

She began to long to see him. Once 
•he had compared him with the polished 
gentlemen she had met at Bralyn, ani 
the comparison, in some respects, had 
always been his disdvantage; they were 
so refined, he was so homely. But now, 
her eyes wandered wearily over the great 
crowd, she looked in vain for a face like

THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.Dunlap Bros. & Co.,

AMHERST, N. S.

Dunlap, McKim & Downs
WALLACE, N. S.

DUNLAP, UOÔKE &00,
AMHERST, N. S.

DUNLAP UOOKE & CO
MERCHANT T/ILCRS,her.

“I was not mistaken In my estimate of 
her character,” he thought. “She haq' 
forgotten her husband.”

He became warmly Attached to her, 
chiefly because her great beauty and 
popularity flattered his pride. He loved 
her, too, because she so closely resembled 
hâr mot er, the Katrine he remembered 
as a child, and had loved so dearly. He 
took great pride and Interest In the 
little Iso - his heir who was to be, the 
Lord Carlswood of the future. There 
were times when Ismay Waldron looking 
around her, said to herself, “I did well; 
If the time and the choice were to come 
again, I should do the same. It would 
have been cruel to waste * such a life as 
mine in a woodkeeper’s cottage; it would 
have been cruel to deprive my beautiful 

/ Leo of this grand heritage.”
So year after year passed, and with 

her beauty developed into magnifi
cent womanhood; she grew more fashion
able, more popular. The beautiful Mrs. 
Waldron was perhaps more universally 
admired than any other lady In London. 
The world loved her, as she loved it.

There were times when she hardly 
realized that she, the admired and flat
tered beauty, the queen of the season, 

woman in London, was 
Waldron. In the midst
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she said—“oh, so 
guilty, Paul! I pray you to forgive me 
and take me back.”

“You feel that you will not be happy 
again unless I do so, Ismay?”

“Never !” she replied.
“Then listen to me. The hour of my 

vengeance has come at last. What 1 suf
fered when you left me, only heaven 
knows. The agony of death cannot equal 
the agony of outraged love and despair. 
I will not tell you of all my pain lest 
you should pity me, and I will have 
none of your pity; but in my anguish I 
swore that I would take vengeance. 
Now the time has come when I can keep 
my vow—when I can send you from my 
feet—when I can refuse your prayer, and 
toll you that never, never more shall you 
bo wife of mine I’

She bowed her head with a deep, bit
ter sob, and then she raised her arms 
and tried to clasp them round his neck 

*But he drew back and caught her hands; 
he would have no caress from her. He 
held her hands so tightly that he left 
great red marks upon them.

“Woman—weak, vain, light of pur
pose, light of love—what do you know 
of the force of man’s passion,the strength 
of his love? Weak, frail, easily led, ready 
to sell your dearest and best to the first 
bidder, you think you can play with a 
man’s heart as children play with a ball! 
You think that you may lay a man’s life 
In ruin—blight it, drive him mad with 
despair—and then win him back with a 
smile and a caress!”

She raised her beautiful white face to 
his, her quivering lips could hardly utter 
a sound.

“I own that I am guilty ; I make no 
excuse; I pray you to pardon me You 
loved me so dearly once, Paul; for that 
love’s sake, forgive me now.”

He raised his hand with a warning 
gesture.

“Do not raise an evil spirit within 
me,” he cried—“do not, if you 
remind me of that love!”

His voice was harsh, bis manner stern.
“You are so changed,” she sobbed 

“you are so altered.”
“Who has changed me? Who turned 

my strong, bright, glad young life Into 
living death? Who changed 
hate? Whose fault Is It that for long 
Увага I have been ready to curse my 
fate and die?”

“I will try to make amends,” she 
pleaded. “Oh, Paul, forgive ma I I will 
be so humble, so good. * 
same—my soul is awake. I 
for anything on earth but you”

“It is too late,” he returned “Tears 
ago, no wifely love, no pity pleaded for 
me; no voice in your heart asked for 
mercy for the man you were dooming to 
a living death. And my only fault was 
loving you!’

“Love me again,” she said; “try me 
again. If I could die to undo my fault, I 
would.”

“Listen to me. If by my 
broke your heart and mins, Ж 
refuse. You yielded to vanity, yield to 
pride. I will not take back to my heart 
and my home the woman who deserted 
me because I could not minister to her 
vanity You left me because I was poor; 
I am rich now, and I refuse to take you 
hack.”

She shrank shuddering as thought he 
had struck her a sudden blow.

“You refuse?” she repeated.
“Yes, absolutely. I never wish to see 

your false face or listen to уоцг false 
voice again.”

The beautiful face drooped until it 
was hidden from his eyes. He rose from 
his chair, every limb trembling; he could 
not have borne the sight^)f it another 
moment.

“You have sought this interview,” he 
•aid, trying to speak calmly; “let It end. 
Do not say I have a hard heart—you 
broke my heart years ago. I bid you 
farewell.”

He heard her cry to heaven to have 
mercy on her—he saw her fall with her 
face to the ground. He stood for a 
ment half hesitating.

“If I speak to her again—If I touch 
her—I am lost,” he said, and then he 
left the room and summoned his house-

“ There Is a lady in the library—she is 
ill,” he said. ~
When she is better send for a cab; she 
will want to ge home.”

And he himself left the house lest 
any cry of hers should reach him and he 
should go back to her.

‘I have had my revenge,” he said to 
himself; “but never yet did vengeance 
cost so dear.”
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me,” she said. “You 
are so much like— It is—it is Paul him
self! Paul, do you not know me?”

“I have not the pleasure of knowing 
Mrs. Waldron, *4he said, turning abrupt
ly away.

She stood looking after him, wonder, 
fear, love, dismay, all striving for mas
tery.

“It is Paul’!’ she said. “As surely as 
I breathe there is my husband, and he 
does not know me!”

The whole room seemed turned round. 
A nervous cry rose to her lips which 
she could with difficulty repress. She 
looked after the tall stately figure.

“It is—it must be Paul,” she mur
mured. “That Is Paul’s figure and 
Paul's face; yet—no,I must bedreaming. 
How could Paul be Mr. Dale, and a 
member of Parliament? I must be going 
mad.”

Lord Brecon came to ask her to dance; 
she declined, and he looked with won
der at her pale agitated face.

“Are you ill, Mrs. Waldron?”
“No,” she replied, “I am well enough ; 

but I am puzzled. Lord Brecon, do you 
know anything of the new member, Mr. 
Dale?”

“Nothing much,” he answered. “I 
now that he is wonderfully clever, and I 
have heard that he is a self-made man 
—he has risen by his own efforts.”

“What was he originally?” she asked, 
with trembling lips.

“I cannot tell; I have never heard. He 
rose from the humblest ranks, I believe. 
Does he interest you Mrs. Waldron?”

She played with her fan for some mo
ments before she answered.

“All clever people Interest me,” she 
replied.

“I wish I were clever,” said Lord 
Brecon.

“Is he—Mr. Dale—married, do you 
know?” she inquired.

“I think not. 1 have met him several 
times, but I have never heard of a Mrs. 
Dale.”

And then Lord Brecon seeing that 
Mrs. Waldron was distraite and unwill
ing to talk, went away.

“It is Paul,” she said as he watched 
the stately figure. “I remember that 
fashion of bending hie head—I remember 
—ah me, how shall I bear it? It is most 

ly Paul!”
He was standing somewhat apart, 

looking over some photographs. She 
watched him with a beating heart; her 
hands trembled so that her fan fell from 
them, her pulse throbbed, every nerve 
seemed strained.

“It must be Paul; no other man liv
ing ever had a face like his! Dare I 
speak to him? He did not know me; he 
could not have understood my name. I 
must go to him; or I shall die !”

With all the pent-up, long-repressed 
love of her heart shining in her face, the 
light gleaming in her Jewels and falling 
оц, her rich violet dress, she crossed the 
room and went up to him. He did not 
move even when he saw her. She laid 
her hand on hie arm. He looked up in 
polite, cold, surprise.

“Paul,” she whispered, bending low 
until her beautiful fege was near his, 
“Paul, do-you not know me? I am Is
may—Ismay, your wife.”

He smiled politely still, but coldly.
“I fear you are mistaken, madam; I 

have no wife.”
She looked at him long and earnestly.
“Can I be mistaken?” she said. “1 

must believe—”
But the words died on her lips. Lord 

Brentway joined them with some re
mark about the warmth of the room. 
She was obliged to control herself al
though the effort was terrible. Mr. Dale 
left them with some excuse as soon as 
he could. /

“He does not know
She would not bellev^that his want of 

recognition was real. She was in a pas
sion of love, of sorrow, and dismay. 
When she looked round the room again, 
Mr. Dale was gone, but Mrs. Wadlron 
did not leave until she had obtained 
his address; she had resolved, come what 
might, to call upon him

the most popular 
the wife of ftml 
of her grandeur she looked back with a 
sick, faint shudder on the past—that 
past wherein she had been the discon
tented wife of a poor man.

She had reached the climax. Life had 
nothing mere to give her. Wealth, lux
ury, magnificence, pleasure unbounded, 
admiration—all were here. She delighted 
in her own beauty, she took the greatest 
pride In adorning it, she Was never weary 
of contemplating it 

The admiration of men pleased and 
amused her, it did no more. She was 
vain and worldly, she loved riches and 
grandeur better perhaps than she loved 
her own soul; but she was never even in 
thought, false, to Paul Waldron. She 
never forgot that, though parted from 
him—thong] 

still his

hie.
So slowly, but surely, repentance be

gan its work. She had been so eager for 
riches, so eager to show her great beauty, 
so eager for admiration—she had longed 
with such an Intensity of longing for 
the pleasures of life, for its brilliant 
gaities—she had been eager as a child ; 
and now all that she had longed for hat- 
been hers. For ten long years she hat. 
been engrossed, heart and soul, In tht 
world’s delight She had been like 
Intoxicated with wine. Now the intexi 
cation was subsiding—her sober senses 
were beginning to return ; and with them 
came a yearning, longing desire for hei 
husband—for the love and kindness of 
other days. She had been like one in a 
delirium—now the delirium was wearln: 
off, and the reality frightened her. Shi 
had been so dazed, so bewildered, wltl 
the prospect held out to her that she hat 
never thought of the wrong.

Perhaps years had steadied her, hac 
given to her better sense, clearer jndg 
ment, better thoughts, nobler ideas 
One thing was quite certain—all that she 
had overlooked when she made her fatal 
choice came clearly before her now—the 
wrong she had done to her husband, the 
enormity of the sin she hsd committed

“I was so sorely tempted,” she criée 
to herself—“I forgot all the wrong.v

She tried hard to drown all these 
thoughts. She went out more than ever 
—tried to forget, to drown her sorrow 
in gaieties. It was not possible. By 
night and by day memory was here tc 
torture her.

She grew thin and pale. People re
marked to each other and to Lord Carls 
wood how changed she was, and he 
grew anxious about her.

“We will leave London earlier than 
usual this year*” he said. “You mus. 
go to the seaside, Ismay. You are no 
looking so well, my dear child. What 
ails you?”

She could have told him that it wa< 
an awakened conscience, a troublée 
heart, an uneasy mind, a longing deslrt 

her husband again, a longing wish 
if possible to undo her sin.

“Was it a sin?” The question came 
suddenly to her mind one day, and 
startled her terribly. A sin? She ha 
always been frightened at sin—it war 
not a pleasant word. Was this a sin—tc 
have left the husband to whom she bad 
plighted her troth, for no Letter reason 
than the desire of being rich?

Not all the sea-breezes that ever swept 
the waves would bring health to th» 
unhappy wife who bad been so frail, sc 
weak of purpose, so easily tempted. Nc 
medicine, no tonio yet discovered, hac 
power to quiet the pain of her awak 
conscience.

<‘1
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Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895.

h she had deserted him—«he 
wife. No one dared to «peak 

to her of love that she ooold.not receive.
of the beet and nobleet In the 

land would fatal have wooed her, had she 
been free to be wooed. Lord Carlswood 
noticed that trait In her character, as he 
noticed everything. "Shi 1» a true Carle- 
wood," he saM more than once. “8he le 
beeutifel and pore aeWere all the women 
of ear race.”

So the years passed away to Ismay 
Waldron, one of the most adJhirod and 
celebrated Women of her day.
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CHAPTER XV.

There waa ana eraena In London when 
ребрі, we* all talking Of a “haw man." 
whOmade bla entry into pfiblle life. 
He wee a Mr. Dale, of Savonedale. who 
had been recently returned as M.P. for 
Tavertoa. At first 
orals, had tided to Ignore him, but he 

becoming s power amongst the peo
ple. He eeuld be Ignored no longer. He 

me of the most bri
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“If M wouhk tat .become one of us!" 
said the great Tory leader, with a sigh.

“If we ootid tint get him 
aide," said the ЮЬег.1 chief.

But Mr. Dale had taken a line of hi» 
own aad he adhered to it. He was the 

'( friend—seme of hie speeches’ 
were one tong burning tirade against the 
rich and their treatment of the poor. He 
was prejudiced and bigoted, but his 
wonderful eloquence. his passionate 
words, carried with them a certain force 
of conviction. He was rich himself— 
master of a fine estate—but he was no 
aristocrat He thanked heaven that ha 
had sought to buy no man's soul with 
gold.
speeches, add Share must be a secret 
attached to 1,1» life; he could not hate 
the aristocrat so much unless he • had 
suffered through ane of them.

But no one етап guessed that he hated 
the aristocracy because an old aristocrat 
had tempted hie data young wife to leave
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CHAPTER XVI.
Isinoy Waldron had felt the pain o' 

nngratifled wishes; she had known wha 
it was to be poor, yet to long to be riel 
—to long for pleasure and gaiety, yet t 
have all denied to her. But in all he: 
life she had never suffered anything Ilk' 
this sorrow—the sorrow of unavailing 
remorse, of repentance,

of atonement., of love 
itself all unworthy of ever metting wit! 
love in return.

Lord Carlswood took her to the 
side, but she looked no better when eh 
oame back. The music of the waves conic 
not drown the voice of her heart. It was 
so aroused that never again was lama- 
Waldron to toll her oonsclenoe to sleei 
or to forget the wrong she had done.

Even dress had lost its charm. All th 
diamonds of Goloonda could not hav 
restored her peace. She began to excus 
herself from accepting invitations, tc 
find reasons why she should not go out— 
and this, too, when, as, Lord Carlswood 
said, she was in the pride of her glori
ous beauty.

The struggle was killing her і it 
seemed all the greater that for so lone 
she had forgotten Paul. She was always 
pr*3tnrlng to herself the delight of a re
union with him, night after night she 
lreomt that 
Iream—thaï
n theirytfttle cottage again clinging to 

him ane praying him never to let her go; 
she wouV^wake with tears streaming 
down her 
was but a dream.

“I would gc back to him,” she said 
to herself one day with a deep sob—“I 
would go back to him If I could.”

And that idea took possession of her— 
the idea of going back—giving up all the 
advantages she had gained—leaving her 
beautiful world. Was it a beautiful 
world? Her heart ached for some little 
love and tenderness—she was tired of 
her loveless life — wearied with the 
weight of her sin.

“I would go back to him if I could,” 
she sat d ; and, just as the thought of 
going to Bralyn had once seemed to her 
to «тоbody all that was most desirable in 
the world, so now the thought of going 
bank to Paul made her heart beat with 
delight.

Sha pictured his happiness, 
would he say if, some day he should 
wake up suddenly and see her standing 
before him? She remembered his loving 
words—his tender and caressing manner 
—his worship of her. He would be over
powered with delight She forgot that 
the wrong she had done him was a griev
ous оце, such as a man never forgets 
and seldom forgives.

She must go back. Of course Lord 
Carlswood would never forgive her; but 
she did not seem to care now so much 
-for that. She had tried both lives, and 
she knew that for real happiness the life 
she had led with her husband was the 
truest.

“I will go to him,” she said. “I 
not happy here. I cannot live away from 
him any longer.”

In her own mind she felt sure that 
Lord Carlswood would never disinherit 

ІЮГ. He had brought him up for ten 
YMtshls beta, end It did not seem 
probeИе thet be Would disappoint him 
fibw. .She rasbltÿd to go; and once hav
ing «Md» the revive, §he was very much
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He had become one of the leading men 

of th. day—a power and a voice In the 
land. Lord Carlswood, who was a great 
admirer of talent, admired him, although 
he deplored hia principles.

“He has not only talent, that 
he said, referring to him—“he has posi
tive genius. I admira him even for hie 
honest hatred; but I wish his talents 
were all enlisted on our tine—I wish that 
he were one of us."

People talked a great deal of h(ro; It 
was said that, although he was so fleroe 
a democrat, even Equity admired him, 
and that princes had praised his elo
quence. Still, he would not 
was called fashionable society.

He was walking one day throqgh the 
park with Major Henohly, a great friend 
et his, and they saw the carriages 
ladles who were going to the Drawing- 
Room.

The Major, a fervent admirer of fair 
women, stopped to look at them, and, In 
spite of his unwillingness, Mr. Dale was 
forced to do the same. Suddenly,Ms face 
grew pale, and the breath came In thick, 
hot gasps from his Яре. His hand clasped 
the arm of his companion.

“Who Is thatr" he asked, in a fleroe, 
hoarse whisper.

Major Benohley looked.
“That Is the beautiful Mrs. Waldron, 

the granddaughter of Lord Carlswood. 
She la a magnificent woman. I do not 
think she has her eqnal In London—nay, 
In all England."

“Mrs. Waldron!" repeated Mr. Dale, 
in a low voice.

“Do not pot the question that 
falls to ask, 'Who Is her husband!' "

“People ask that, do they! Well. I am 
Inclined to Imitate them. Who is her 
husband!"

“I cannot tell you; she made some 
low marriage, I believe.’’

“Does a low marriage mean that ehe 
married a poor man!" asked Mr. Dale.

“I suppose so. I do not knew. I have 
heard, In common with the rest of the 
world, that ehe married beneath her, 
and is separated from her husband."

“Because he Is low—I can understand 
that I am what is called a self-made 
man, Major. If a high-bred lady looked 
kindly on me, and an alliance were 
formed, should you think she had con
tracted a low marriage!"

“Because of yon!” cried the Major. 
“Certainly not. Why, you are one of the 
meet rising men of the day!"

“It Is difficult to discover what a low 
marriage Is,” Said Mr. Dale; but the 
strange pallor did not die from hie face. 
He was unlike himself for the whole of 
the day after he had seen Lord Carle- 
wood’s grandchild.

There were many who remarked at 
the Drawing-Room that the beautiful 
Mrs Waldron looked unlike herself; ehe 
was not so brilliant, not so radiant; 
there waa more of thought on her brow, 
of care In-bet. syne; her smile was not so 
bright, her repartee not so ready.

It was the trmth. The pleasures of tbs 
world worn beginning to - paU npon Is-
Sô7luiSt^Hüriabjtbsd.jÉti wpTf
pleasure to its very drags; «bers was 
nothing left lor her to wish fsr—nothing 
to-desire. -
. -R#r life for ten long years had been

mo-
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CHAPTER XVIII.
Lord Carlswood looked up in dismay. 

He bad been dining out and Mrs. Wal
dron had given orders that she was not 
at home to any one. He was pleased to 
find her alone ; the dinner had fatigued 
him, and he was glad of the prospect of 
a quiet evening. He had drawn his chair 
to the window, making some careless 
remark about the warmth and beauty 
of the night. There was no reply, and 
the old lord thought she had not heard 
him. After a time he spoke to her agv.ln, 
and again there came no reply, She 
was standing by the open window, her 
faoe hidden from him.

“Ismay, what are you thinking of?” 
he asked.

Then she turned to him, and her face 
frightened him, it was so white, with 
colorless lips and shadowed eyes—the 
face of one who has received a mortal 
blow; she siemed almost unconscious 
of bis presen t, unable to understand hie 
words. He was shocked and terrified— 
he went to her and took both her hands 
in his.

“Ismay,” he said, “what is the matter, 
my dear child?.”

The eyes raised to his were dazed and 
heavy with grief.

“What has happend to you?” he cried. 
“You look so ill, you frighten me; you 
look as though you were dying. What is 
the jBStler?”

•he said.
of the

*4
CHAPTER XVII.

MEDAL AND DIPLOMAMr. Dale sat in his room alone ; on the 
table before him lay pamphlets, papers, 
reports, all of which he had been reso
lutely studying. But from each page a 
lovely face looked at him.

“Paul, Paul, I am Ismay—your wife,” 
sounded ever in bis ears.

He studied hard; he tried to drown 
his voloe. He had been haunted all night 
by both.

“It is my own fault,” he eald to him
self. “I went to that ball purposely to 
•ee her—I thought to satisfy the hunger 
of my heart, to still the fever of my 
longing, by looking once more on her 
faoe, and It has been the worst thing I 

Id have done.

tnese ten years were but a 
she was at home with Paul

y ? —.AT TIIE—
and weep again that It
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He turned again to hla books, but the 
lovely faoe seemed to shine on the page.

The morning sun oame bright and 
Vrarm Into the room ; there was a frag
rance of mignonette and heliotrope which 
brought the garden at Ashbumham 
back freshly to hla mind. He laid down 
his pen with a sigh of despair.

“Hew am I to work," he eald, “If I 
am troubled in thle way!"

‘•A lady wishes to see you, air," an
nounced the servant “She would not 
give her name, but eald her business 
was very Important”

“Show her in here," he said. “It is 
about some subscription, or charity, I 
suppose."

He looked onoe more at his book, to 
note the

CGll
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page, and when he raised bis 

і again he saw Ismay standing near 
—Ismay, his beautiful wife, onoe so 

beloved. The morning sunbeams fell 
upon her lovely faoe, on her sweeping 
dress, on the mass of golden brown hair, 
on the white hands so tightly clasped. 
She looked at him eagerly.

“Paul!” she cried. "You are Paul; 
neither your changed name nor your 
changed position can deceive me. You 
are Paul—my husband.”

She waging to M5L with an _8ager

First Glass Article made to order LADIES' WEAR.ALSO A FULL & COMPLETE LINE OFeyes Unns^KS DYED, WHOLE,
DltKSSKS I>Vhi), HIPPED,
skirts dyed, whole,
SKIRTS DYED. RIPPED. ..........
WAISTS DYED XVH H.K, ..........
WaIVTS DYED. RIPPED, ..........
KHAXVi.S ...............................................
CLOUDS, .............................................
SHAWL*, (Berlin,) .............................
SILK DUE-SKS, .... ..........
КАСЦІ ES.........................................................
DRBSs UODDs, per yard, ..........
WINDOW . UrtTAlNS, p«. yard ..........
KExTHERS DYED
FExTHEWH, cleansed, .. ..

him •1.80
come to the shop of fUmael Johnson. 1.481.0076GROCERIES & PROVISIONS. 50

The driving-boots that sll the .araben 
looking for are made at this establishment, 
stock of them ie now on hand.

All Hand-made work and Warranted.
R* pairs made promptly 
Prices reasonable all round.

28
60e, to 1.00
26v. to 40
40.\ to (Ю
00 to 2.00

?
her 60e, to 1.00 

.. ..11 20I SNOWBALL t" 75 
to 4SAMUEL JOHNSON,

Building adjoining the Post Office, Chatham.
..

GOODS CALLED FOR ■ AND■ DELIVERED.

.

ssses

: ?

•гЧ

1 
\

-

1


