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CHAPTER XXXI.

“Drive quickly, please!” Talbot said
to the coachman; and as the high-
spirited horses tore down the road
Talbot tried to recover his self-pos-
session. - He realized that he had been
unwise in not returning to the court
house, in flying like—like a criminal;
but it was too late to go back now.
He must reach the house and get to
London; he could invent some excuse
for his sudden departure. In London
he would have time to think, to face
the situation and meet it.

After all, there was nA(;-_danger of the
truth being known. He would live to
see Ralph Farringdon—Lord Denby,
curse him!—hanged.

He got out of the carriage quickly
and weiit up the stairs. At the top,
Gibbon,-who had been looking down
at him with a keen intentness in his
dull, moved slowly
across the cvrridor.

“Is that you, Gibbon?” said Tal-
bot. “Pack my portmanteau and order
a carriage—a close carriage—to take

colourless eyes,

I have been sum-
important

us to the station.

moned to town on—on
business.”

said Gibbon. ‘“There’s
no train till the four-thirty, sir,” he

added in his toneless voice.

Talbot, as he entered his
turned on him savagely.

“Yes; 8ir,”

room,

“Obey my orders,” he said, harshly,
“and be quick about it. You—you
move gpout the place like a black
slug.”

Gibbon raised his head and looked
at his master’s back with a twitech of
his lips that was like a .nute snarl,
then he went down stairs. A few min-
utes later Talbot, who was pacing up
and down his room wainly trying to
recover his usual calmness, to assure
himself that he was in no peril, heard
the man packing in the adjoining
room. Gibbon was a long time about
the task, but presently he came into
the bedroom.

“Your things are packed; sir,” he
said; “and the dog-cart is ‘waiting."
Talbot faced round upon him pas-
sionately; for there is no passion so
intense, so ungovernable, as fear.
“You senseless hound!” he said. “I
told you a close carriage, a brougham!
Go and order.it! You’ll leave my ser-
vice a month from £o~day and will
take with you the character I had
with you. Yes; this day month; it
will not be very long after that before
you find yourself in ' gaol,
doubt. Get out of my sight!:
As Gibbon went out Talbot fell to

pacing the floor. If he could only get
away before the earl returned! But

I've no

~ half an hour passed and Gibbon did

not return; presently Talbot heard a
carriage drive up, and he went to the

- window and looked out. But it was

the' earl returning in a fly. "Talbot bit
* his lip and forced some color into his
. face, then went down stairs, ‘and Tal-

gram envelope in his hand.
taking the carriage, sir,” he said, “but

gram to the court house, a wire from
our chief; I must return at once.”
‘The earl had sank into his chair
at Talbot’s entrance, and his head
was bent, his eyes fixed on the car-
pet as if he could not bring himself
 to look at the man whom, until lately,
he had regarded as his heir and suc-
cessor; for, in truth, the old man was
weighed down by the shame which
should have crushed the guilty, not
the innocent. He raised his head at
last slowly and looked steadily and
scornfully at the sallow face. ;

“You are leaving Lynne Court for
the last time I trust,” he said, his voice
heavy with the shame and the ex-
haustion of the scene he had gone
through.

Talbot affected to start.

“You mean—surely you
mean that you intend to gquarrel with
me, sir?” he said, in a deeply injured
tone.

The earl’s eyes flashed.

“Quarrel!” he echoed, his delicate
“There are some
stoop to

cannot

nostrils expanding.
men whom one does not
quarrel with. But there are some
men one cannot suffer beneath an
honest roof. Lynne Court has never
yet harboured a liar and a scoundrel:’

Talbot’s sallow face grew dark.

“You forget whom you are address-
ing, my lord!” he said, with an affec-
tation of wounded dignity and indig-
nation.

“Would to God I could!” said the
old man, with a stified groan. “If 1
could only forget! But the bitterness
and shame, of remembering that you
are of my blood, that you might have
followed me here, here where no such
villain as you has ever been master!
But that—the chance of your follow-
ing me—has been averted, thank
God!”

“I am not so sure,” muttered Tal-
bot, then he checked himself and
sighed deeply. “You are attaching
undue importance to the statement of
that young woman, Fanny Mason.
Surely, sir, you eannot be so ignor-
ant of the world as not to be aware
that a woman of her character is un-
worthy of credit, i8 never, yes, never
to be belleved! Is it not quite a com-
mon occurrence for such a woman to
lay the blame of her misfortune, mis-
coduct, at the door of some prominent
person, someone whom she may hope
to blackmail, someone of higher rank
than herself, so that her fault may
seem excusable?

The earl regarded him with in-
creasing loathing and disgust.

“The girl spoke the truth,” he said,

sternly. “There was not & soul in the

court who doubted her!”

Talbot raised his brows.

“Nor would they if she had ascrib-
ed her fall from virtue to’' anyone
else—say the prisoner,” he retorted,
with a sneer. “In‘fact, I think she
was rather foolish in not doing so!
She left the place soon after his mys-
terious disappearance. He is a man
of no character—in the eyes of the
law at any rate; he is charged with
murder—this other peccadillo is a
slight one compared—"

The earl’s eyes flashed.

“You malign him!” he cried. “He
is my son—he is not capable of such
baseness—"

“Grant it, sir; but why should you
think me capable of betraying her?”
said Talbot, gravely.

The earl leant forward.

“Because a thief is capable of most
things.”

“A thief!” Talbot retorted. Then
he laughed as if the accusation were

) ‘too absurd to cause resentment. '

“Yes, a thief! By what other name

‘,slhnuuummwholtulaa

will from a safe and destroys it?”
'l'llbot’l face hlmhed and his lips

“Ym saw—" uupd his ips.

bot entered the room With an old tele- Is Your Back

‘“T hope you will forgive me for|:

a man brought a most lmporunt tele- That Stab-like Pain

Full of Aches’
All Da y ] Bﬁg

Sure Indlentlon of
Kidney Trouble.

Mrs. Anna Rodriguez writes as fol-
lows from her buome in Valencia:
“For a long time I suffgred with fall-
ing strength and nagging headaches.
My condition grew steadily = worse,
my limbs became bloated and shaky.
I was sallow and thin, felt rheumatic
pains, dizzziness and chills. I unfor-
tunately didn’t suspect my Kkidneys
and was nearly dead when I discover-
ed the true cause of my sufferings. I
read so much about the wonderful
health and strength that comes to 3ll
who use Dr. Hamilton’s Pills that I
felt sure they would help me. Such
blessings of health and comfort I got
from Dr. Hamilton’s Pills I ecan’t de-
seribe, They speedily put me right,
and their steady use keeps me active,
energetic, strong and happy, I strong-
Iy urge others to regulate and tone
their system with Dr. Hamilton’s Pills
of Mandrake and Butternut.”

No greater medicine exists than
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills for the cure of
Indigestion, constipation, flatulence,
liver, bladder and kidney trouble. Re-
fuse substitutes. 25c. per box or five
boxes for $1.00, at all druggists and
storekeepers, or postpaid by the Ca-
tarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N. Y., and
Kingston, Canada.

matter. You are going. It is long
since I offered up a prayer, but I pray.
now that I may never see your face
again!”

Talbot’s dark eyes flashed savagely;
then he cast them down and sighed
deeply.

“You are unjust, sir; you wrong
me!” he said. “I will write to you
from London—I dare not stay—and I
will ask you to keep an open mind un-
til you have heard my explanation,
my defence.”

The earl raised his hand and point-
ed to the door, and Talbot, with an-
other sigh, passed out.

The brougham was waiting, a foot-
man opened the door for him, and Tal-
bot got in. Gibbon mounted to the
box and the carriage drove to the
station.

“Pm afraid there’s more tl!an an
hour to wait, sir,” sald Gibbon, as he
stood beside.the carriage door when
it pulled up at the steep flight of
wooden stairs leading to the station.

Talbot glanced at his watch,

“Get the tickets!” he said, as if he
were speaking to a dog and a cur at
that. He followed the man up the
stairs, and, lighting a cigarette, pac-
ed ‘up and down the platform; his
head erect, though his face was. pale
and heavy; in fact, he looked as he
had often looked when the luck had

gone against him in some gambling
hell.

After a time he grew tired of the
monotonous pacing, and, on reaching
the end of the platform, he stepped
off and walked beside the line,
scarcely conscious of what he was
doing. No one interferedewith him—
though he passed a porter and the
signal man seated on the steps of his
box—and indeed he was in no danger,
for the embankment was broad. It
was also a very high one, and after
about' half a mile it led to the via-
duct which, at its erection, had caused
quite an excitement in the neighbor-
hood, and was still regarded with
pride by the simple country folk, who
considered it a marvel of engineex:-‘
ing skill,

Talbot leant with folded arms
against the low stone wall and looked
into, the valley which the arches
spanned. But it' may safely be said
that he did not see the pretty coombe,

silvery stream running peacefully be-
tween banks of fern and gorse. So

with its beech and oak-trees and its|

-

far_down seeméd the sheep and cattle

|that browsed ‘beside the brook that
|'they appeared dwarfed and as if in a

"blrd'u-eye" picture. . Talbot, though
‘he was staring at it, saw nothing

|iof the loveliness of ‘the view: he was

looking at the mental picture of the
stern, white-faced old man pointing
to the door; at a still more unwelcome
vision: that of the hated Ralph Far-
ringdon reigning at Lynne Court. But
no, no! Ralph Farringdon would be
hanged.

He was awakened from his reverie
by a shadow falling across the coping
of the bridge and, turning his eyes, he
saw that it was Gibbon.

“I told -you to wait at the station!”
said Ttibot in a low voice. “Go back!”

Gibbon still approached, so that his
shadow fell athwart his masters.

“] wanted to speak to you, Mr. Tal-
bot,” he said. “I wanted to tell you
that I'm not cdrhing up to town with
you.”

Talbot eyed. him haughtily.

“Go back! You are coming with
I have need of you—strange as
Did you

me!
it may seem. You jail-bird!
hear what I said?”

Gibbon nodded and leant against
the wall, his hands thrust into his
‘pockets, his colorless eyes fixed on
Talbot’s-furious face. Talbot thought
.he was drunk. :

- “Oh, yes, I heard!” said Gibbon,
coolly. “But I'm not coming. I'm
going back to:the Court, to Lord Lyn-
borough. I'm going' to make a clean
breast of it:”

¢To be Continued.)

THE LONDON DIRECTORY.

(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World
to communicate direct with English

MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides being
a complete commercial guide to Lon-
don and its suburbs the Directory con-
tains lists of

EXPORT MERCHAVTS

with the goods they ship, and the
Colonial and Foreign Markets they
supply;

STEAMSHIP LINES
arranged under the Ports to which
they sail, and indicating the approxi-
mate Sailings;

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,
ete., in the principal provincial towns
and industrial centres of the United
Kingdom.

A copy of the current edition will be
forwarded freight paid, on receipt of
Postal Order for $5.

Dealers “seeking - Agencies can ad-
vertise their Trade Cards for $5 or
-large advertiséments from $15,

THE LONDON DIRECTORY CO., LTD.,

25 Abchurch Lane, London, E.C.
~It's ‘an Ideal Whisky,

Morning Doy,

At the Moderate

J. C. BAIRD,
Water Street.

Telegram
Fashion Plates.

The Mome Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Serap Book of eur Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time,

9994,—A MOST DESIRABLE MODEL.
Ladies’ “Over All” Apron.

This style covers the dress so well
and practically, it may serve in place
of a work or house dress. The waist
and sleeve portion are cut in one.
The skirt has five sections, slightly
gored, and is joined to the waist un-
der a belt. The round neck will be
cool and comfortable. Gingham, per-
cale, drill, chambrey, galatea or lawn
are all equally serviceable for this de-
sign. The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes:
Small, Medium, and Large., It re-
quires 43% yards of 36 inch material
for a Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10¢, In
silver or stamps.

1020.—A NEAT FROCK FOR
THE LITTLE MISS,

GirP’s Dress.
Brown linene with trimming of red
and white striped percale is here
shown. The dress closes at the left
side front. The body and sleeve is
cut in one. The skirt is joined to the
waist under a broad belt. The model
is desirable tor‘a:ny of this season’s
pretty dress materials, for percale,
gingham, chambrey, crepe, lawn,
dimity, voile or silk. The Pattern is
cut in 4 sizes: 4, 6, 8 and 10 years.

It requires 3 yards of 44 inch material
for a 6 year size.
A Pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.'in
silver or stamps.

|List of Unclaimed

A
Adams, R. D.
Allaq. J. C, card

B
Bailey, James N.
Barnes, A., Prescott Street
Barnes, Prof Prescott St.
Barter, George, Gower St.
Barrett, Herbert, card,
care Royal Stores
Ball. Miss Sarah
Batstone, Miss P.
Bearns, Samuel, Pennywell Road
Bearns, Thomas, New Town Road
Bishop, Samuel, Lime Street
Brine, Thomas, care Lester’s.
Bowman, J. W., Clifton House
Bond, R., Water St. E.
Burton, G. A. J.
Buck, James, care Bowring Park
Burns, Mrs. M.. care Mrs. H. Baird
Bush, Miss E., card
Butler, Miss Maud, Gower Street
Bursell, Miss B., Cochrane Street
Barron, John, Waterford Bridge
Butler, W. R., Lime St

C
Cahill, John, Newtown Road
Campbell, M., Water Street
Clarke, Mrs. Maggie, West End
Clarke, Miss Flora, Hotel Royal
Cullen, J., card, care Geh’'l Delivery
Chipman, T., Merrymeeting Road
Codgell, Mrs. Chas. H,,
care Mrs. John White, Bond St.
Crowley, Miss Mary, New Gower St.
Conroy, J. P.
Cooney, Mrs., Field St.
Crummey, Miss Amelia, Riverhead
Calder, John, Moulder
Cunningham, Mrs. John, Sheehan St.

D

Dalton, J.

Dwyer, Michael, Nagle’s Hill
Dickens, Miss Susie

Driscoll, Thomas, card,

Cornwall Avenue
Downey, Patrick, Water Street

Dodd, Mrs. L., retd.

Doyle, Miss Katie, card, Catherine St.
Dicks, Charles

E

Emberley, Miss Annie

Evans, Miss Lizzie, Prescott St.
Edgecombe, Arthur, LeMarchant Rd.
Earle, Arthur, 15 Street

F
Fitzgerald, M. P.
Flynn, John J., care Thomas Lanon
Foley, Daniel, late Tilton
Frost, Mary, card
Ford, James, Ford’s Lane
Furlong, Mr. or Mrs,, Freshwater Rd.
Fennell, Roy, late Digby, N.S.

G

Gaspero, Signor

Garland, Miss B., Water St. West
Good, H., care Post Omce

Gwilm, Mrs.

Greene, Matthew

H

Hall, A., Long Pond Road

Hall, Annie, care Gen’l Delivery
Hayden Timothy,

care Mrs, Hurley, King’'s Beach
Hackett, Mrs. F.

Hemmeon, Rev. D, B.

Healey, George J., Water St. West
Henebury, Wm., Duckworth St.
Hynes, E. H., care Gen’'l Delivery
Hill, Miss Fannie, Theatre Hill
Hynes, Michaell, late of Edward
Hines, Miss A.

Hiscock, H. B.

Hillyer. Thomas

Hipditch, Lucy, retd.

[{olmes, Const. H., Western Station
Hopkins, Mrs., care Post Office
Hodder, George

Holmes, A. H,
Howard C. D.

Hutton, A. M., Queen’s Road

Halleran, Miss Annie, Bannerman St.
Hollohan, James

Hawes, George

Humphries, T., Barnes’ Road

I
Irving, Wm. Ewart

J

Joseph. Abraham, late Spaniard’s Bay
Jones, C. T.

Jackson, George, Coronation St.

Joy, J. J., card, Water St.

Letters Remain-

ing in the G. P. 0. to July
20th,

1914.

Jackson, Lottie, card
Jarvis, E. L,
Jones, Ernest, Carew St.
Johnston, Mrs. Thomas,
. Water St. West

Kemp, W. J.,, late Pilley’s Island
King, Alfred, late 8.8. Glencoe

Knight, Miss Minnie, Victoria St.
King, W. 8., care Gen’l Delivery

L
Leary, Miss Brjde, LeMarchant Rd.
Little, Robert, late Brooklyn, B.B,
Linten, T. A., Duckworth St.
Lockhart, Miss

M
Martin, Mrs., New Gower St.
Malone, Mrs. Michael
Maidment, Miss Elsie, Water. St.
MacNamara, H. J.
Mathieson, W. D. ‘Water St.
Martin, Sarah, card, York Street
Mercer, Mrs. Lydia
Mosworth, Wm., Pope St.
Mitchell, J. W,
Miles, Miss M.
Miller, Mrs. Mary S.
Murphy, Edward, care G. P. O,
Maynard, D., Williams’ Lane

Me
McLand, W. A, slip, Lime St
McNally, Dan, care Post Office
McKnight, F. J,, care Post Office
McGray, Miss Annie
McDonald, Kenneth M,, Mullock St
McGrath, K. M.
McPherson, Miss Isabella, late Burin

N
Neville, M.

0 :
Oldford, Wm., care Gen'l P, Office
O’Brien, Mrs. Richard, William St.
Owions, P.
Oliver, W. S.
O’Brien, C. M., care P. Joyce
O’Toole, Martin, Queen’s St.
O’Donnell, Richard

P
Parrell, Wm. M., care G. J. Carter
Parsons, Miss L., card, Leslie St.
Parsons, Miss L., Leslie St.
Pratt, S. S.
Parsons, W. R.
Parsons, James
Parsons, John, care Gen’l P, Office
Pittman, Jas. (or Jos.) t
Pittman, C. C,, slip ja 3

Power, E. ‘i 4$J
Power, M,, Nagle’s Hill ;
Power, John -
Power, Miss Mary, Water St,
Power, Mrs. Mary E., Long Pond Rd,
Percey, Wm., Water St,

R 3
Ryan, Miss Mary, card

Read, Forst
Reid, Mrs, M.

Rowsell, Miss Bessie,
late Leading Tickles
'Rogers Mrs. James, Forest Road

S
! Sparks, John
Stamp, John
Spracklin, Mrs. Hagerty’s Lane
Stacey, Edward, Colling’ Lane
| Smith, Clifton, King's Road
| Snider, Alex,
Scott, Walter
Stockley, Miss Sarah, allp
Steed, Frederick, Waterford Bridge

T
Taylor, Maxwell, Cabot St.
Tanner, Miss, card, Pleasast St.
Temple, Mrs. B. H., Portugal Cove Rd.
Thomas, M. C., care G. P. 0.
W
Way, Miss E. F.
Waters, J. W.,, Park Beach
Walsh, Thomas, Nagle’s Hill

Walsh, Martin, Nagle's Hill
Wakeley, Miss Lilly, George's St.
West. Laurence
Wells, Mrs. Alfred, care Gen’l Delivery
White, Mrs. Wm,, 11 —— Street
Whiteway, Jas.
White, Mrs. Ernest, Hamilton St.
Wilson, Michael, Convent Square
Wall, George

Y
Young, Henry

Young, E.,, late Balsam
Young, W. P.

H. J. B. WOODS, P.M.G.
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FRESH TURKEYS and

FRESH BUTTER? Yes.
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Address n full:ee
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Is that Ellis’s ?

What Fresh Poultry have you to-day?

Have you any IRISH SAUSAGES or NEW YORK

What Fresh Fish have you?

FRESH SALMON, HALIBUT and COD.

What Fresh Vegetables is there to-day?

NEW POTATOES, NEW TURNIPS, NEW CAULI-
FLOWER, GREEN PEAS, STRING BEANS, TOMA-
TOES, CUCUMBERS, MARROW SQUASH, CELERY,
NEW CARROTS, NEW BEETROOT.

We also have Fresh supply New Fruit®
PEARS, PEACm CANTALOUPES, PINEAPPLES,
GRAPE FRUIT, ORANGIS, LEMONS, APPLES,

- WATER MELONB. mm. BLQE & YELLOW PLUI(S;

a Fresh supply
“nmnn’s" cmmm CONFECTIONERY.
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Yes !

CHICKEN.
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