AL R N R BT e -

Gin Pills have
an astounding

of success
n the treatment
of BACKACHE.

Deceived

ot ANT) et

Disowned

BUT il

True as Steel!

CHAPTER XXVIL
UNWELCOME SURVEILLANCE.

“You need have no fear,” said
Olive, with cold contempt, as she
watched Morgan wipe his forehead
with his shaking hand.

“Is he always like this?” asked
Normanby.

“Yes,” said Olive sadly. “When he
is away from home, he always fan-
cies that his daughter is waiting for
him, and he is cheerful enough. It is
not until he returns that he remems-
bers that she is gone.”

“Let us go back. I—’pon my word,
I feel quite upset,” said Morgan; and
his white face and trembling lips pro-
claimed the truth of his words.

Olive turned at once, without com-
ment; and Normanby found an op-
portunity for whispering to him:

“Do you want to betray all—idiot!
Brace yourself.” .

Morgan did his best, and strove to
explain away his extraordinary pe-
haviour as best he could; but it was
difficult to remove the gloom and
constraint which had fallen on the
little party.

“I always have a horror - of mad-
men,” said Morgan, his spirits rising
as they neared the Hall. “I'd have
the old man locked up, Olive; I'm sure
he’d be more—more comfortable.”

Nothing was said to Sir Edwin

about this incident of their walk; he}

chatted away as amiably as usual,
but Mr. Normanby took the first
chance he had of persuading Morgan
to play a game of billiards; and here,
in a room which had been newly fit-
ted up, expressly for the amusement
of its future master, he severely ra-
ted Morgan for his conduct.

“If you only knew what a coward
you looked,” said Normanby, puffing
at his cigar. “You went as gray as
this cigar ash.”

“Well, so would you,” retorted Mor-
gan sulkily. “I thought he was going
to strike me.”

“Guilty conscience!” said Mr. Nor-
manby, shrugging his narrow shoul-
ders. “I don’t wonder you funk the
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scene, though. Poor ltile girl!
What became of her?” :
“That’s my business,” said Morgan
tensely. <
Quite!” agreed his friend. “But

] what had you to fear from him?™

. “Nothing, except that Olive might
gather something from his driveling,”
said Morgan.

“The best thing you caan do,” Mor-
gan, you graceless rascal, is to get
married as quickly as possible. Play
your cards carefully, and get Olive
to name an early day. Once married,
you are safe.”

Morgan ‘sighed. *“Once married,”
he said irritably. “I am doomed to
this life, I suppose. Shut up here
with a driveling old {diot, and a wife
who hates the sight of me--nice
prospect to look forward to, isn't
| g

“A safe one” returned Normanby,
significantly. “Come,” he said, throw-
ing away his cigar end, “let's see
what the fair Olive has got to say to
7ouﬁ

Thoy repaired to the drawing-room,
where they found Olive at the piano
playing a dreamy, melancholy noc-
turne of Chopin, With an air of po-
lite homage, Mr. Normanby crossed
over to her,

“I am counting the hours,” he said,
plaintively; “the sands of my pleas-
ant holiday are running out. To-
morrow. I shall plunge into the vortex
of London again.”

“] am glad you have enjoyed your
rest,” said Olive conventionally-—she
did not say she regretted his depar-
ture, and Mr. Normanby noted the
omission.

“I am very sorry to go,” he said,
“I really ought to have taken flight
before, but I couldn’t tear myself away
until I had accomplished ~my pur-
pose.”

Olive turned pale, she could not
misunderstand his meaning.

“What purpose?” asked Olive, al-
though she knew only too well.

“Have you forgotten?” he said, al-
most reproachfully. “Did I not under-
take to prove that Morgan has altered
for the better. Have I not proved it?”

Olive could not deny this. “He
certainly is changed,” she said, in a
low voice.

“IL am satisfied,” Mr. Normanby
said, with a triumphant smile. “I
will leave him to plead his cause, and
to fix the day for his happiness; un-
less you would gratify me very great-
ly by naming it to me.”

Olive felt as if a mountainous
weight were crushing her. There
was no longer even any shadow of ex-
cuse, nor a remnant of hope left to
her. -

“Not yet—not yet!” she almost
moaned.

“Shall we say a month hence?” said
Normanby.

“Say two months,” replied Olive;
and Mr. Normanby, as he looked at
her tightly set lips, was obliged {0 be
satisfied. He thanked her gratefully;
indeed, he could not have been more
moved had he been pleading for him-
self—and slowly moved away.

Olive’s hands strayed over the keys,
her fingers mechanically falling into
the rhythm of a funeral march of
Chopin, which tells more of dead
hopes than the death of the body. S8he
shuddered. Her life indeed was com-
ing to an end; once married to such a
man as Morgan Verner, she felt that
her yqnth, indeed her very spirit,
would die within her.

No way could she turn for help.
She knew Mr. Normanby had some
ulterior motive in thus blackening the
man she loved, and whom she knew
to be alive in spite of his denials. But
what difference could it make? Try
as she would, she could see no reas-
on for his interference; yet, on the
other hand, even if Roubsn returned
in time, 'what could he do? He could
not release her from her bond to the
Verners. ~ Only Morgan himselt
could do that; and in her secret heart
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ment, however quiet the ceremony
may be. I cannot leave him till he is
stronger,” she added, though she feit
mean for withholding her real reas-
ons,

Morgan was obliged to yleld to her
wishes, and together with Mr, Nor-
manby, later on, he took his deave of
her and Bir Edwin., Polite speeches
faltered on his lips, but a very demon
of hatred ‘and thwarted will was rag-
ing in his heart.

CHAPTER XXVIII,
A FRUITLESS QUEST.

THAT night Olive, in her room,
gave way to the grief that consumed
her. Once more she had'pledged her
word. She was doubly bound; and
even if Reuben returned, it would
only be a meeting over the grave of
her dead hopes. Twice he had saved
her life from death, but he could not
s;.ve it a third time from what was
harder to bear, a life which she in-
stinctively felt would be one of de-
gradation.

She prayed earnestly for Reuben’s
return, but not with any hope of de-
liverance. That release her sense of
honor forbade, even though it permit-
ted her to long for the return of the
man she truly loved.

Olive Seymour was not the only one
who was anxious as to Reuben’s
whereabouts. John Wynter, since the
night when, as he supposed, he had
found that Reuben was a thief, had
fallen into a state of melancholy. His
love for his “lad,” as he always term-
ed him, was, if anything, stronger
than ever, and he longed to find him.
Accordingly, he passed his time
traveling throughoutthe country, act-
ing small parts where he could obtain
them in the countless mlnqv,;- travel-
ing theatrical companies, known in
the profession as “fit-ups.” On the
road he made inquiries and scattered
descriptions of Reuben broadcast,
hoping that some one would come in-
to contact with him, and thus restore
him to his “grandfather.”

Al] his patient search was in vain—
it was as if the earth had opened and
swallowed Reuben within its depths.

It never occurred to thée old man
to return to Reave Hollow. indeed,
after his fruitless inquiries in that
neighborhood he had gone out of his
way to avoid so doing, for he blamed
himself bitterly for ever having come
there, and brought his “lad” into con-
tact with Olive Seymour, It was to
her that he attributed Reuben's down-
fall, even as she had caused him to
fall from the horse’s back in the cir-
cus ring long years ago.

Wynter blamed himself, too, for
having forced Reuben to accompany
him on the night he set out to find the
precious packet of the proofs of Reu-
ben’s birth, but he had thought it
better to leave him on the spot beside

bis natural heritage. When he had{
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at last succeeded in finding the man
to whom he had intrusted the packet,
it was too late; Reuben had been
overcome by his new position, and
was by this time dead-—perhaps.

At times Wynter felt tempted to
destroy the packet which had been
the cause of his leaving his “lad,”
while at others he went over the pa~
per setting forth the scene which had
taken place between himself and John
Verner, all those weary years ago. He
had, by reason of his various en-
gagements in the small theatres and
traveling companies, got into touch
with nearly all the members of that
little company who were with him,
and had signed as witnesses. These
would come forth gladly to proclaim |
Reuben the heir, but what was the
use of doing so; the lad was dead?

So he went his way, ever grieving,
yet ever hoping against hope that
Reuben would be restored to him.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE HOME-COMING.

TO Reuben, the sight of Olive and
his meeting with Sir Edwin was as a
dream. He had resign\ed himself to
her loss as inevitable; but the char-
ges made against his honor filled him
with rebellious indignation. He could
see no reason for believing that John
Verner would lend his aid to such a
plot, for a plot it was, and one which
would require the aid of more than
one man to unravel.

As to finding Lord Cravenden, deep
down within his heart Reuben believ-
ed him to be dead in the bush, and at
times he blamed himself for remain-
ing behind, althpugh his common
gense told him that, by remaining, he
had given Bis partner a chance of lite;
at least.

He hastened to register his claims
for the land in the Golden Valley, and
to bank and change his nuggets, Sir
Edwin had wished to return to the
gold fields when he had seen them,
but Olive had firmly refused to let
him think of it; and Reuben had paci-
fied him by promising to make a claim
for land in the Golden Valley, if a
piece were obtainable. He then oc-
cupied himself with reporting to the
authorities the attack and capture of
the thieves, and gave what descrip-
tion he could of the position of the
lonely - farm-house. This done, he
made another search for Lord Craven-
den. /'

Meanwhile, he might ha}e searched

forever in Australia for his Zfriend,|§

because before Reuben reached Bal-
larat with Olive and Sir Edwin, Lord
Cravenden had sailed from Melbourne
with his wife—Mary Castle.

The romantic nature of her rescue
had been heightened by her helpless-
ness and Lord Cravenden had fallen
deeply in love. On the morning fol-
lowing the day on which they had
camped in the ravine, the two wan-
derers had set forth, traveling blind-
1y, with no means of even knowing in
what direction they were going. At
the end of three days, during which
Lord Cravenden had striven his ut-

which turned out to be a good seventy
miles from the bush farm of Mr. Cas-
tle. Here Lord Cravenden had related
their adventures, and handed his
charge into the care of the worthy
farmer's wife.

Mary Castle had kept up -bravely
throughout -all this awful time; but

of her own loneliness in the future,

e days before she was well

enough to meet and talk with her
rescuer. '

(To be Continued.)
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20 boxes KIPPERED HERRING
BONELESS CODFISH.
FINNAN HADDIES.

SELECTED SALT HERRING.

NEW YORK CORNED BEEF.
FAMILY MESS PORK.
PIGS’ JOWLS.

200 Ibs., CANADIAN BREAK.
FAST BACON.
BOLOGNA SAUSAGE.

CAL. ORANGES,

TABLE APPLES.

GRAPE FRUIT.
STRAWBERRY JAM, 2 Ib. pots
ESPBERBY JAM, 2 1b. pots.

FRY’S COCOA.
CADBURY’S COCOA.
MILK MACARONL
: TOMATO CATSUP.
11b, tin LUNCH TONGUE, 45c.

‘KELLOGG'S—

4 Corn’ Flakes.
YWheat Flakes.,
Wheat Biscuits.
Krumbles,
Drinket,
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nounoon CABBAGE, Green.
S FRESH EGGS.

FRESH RABBITS.




