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! the little one mopes at home. 
*J ------- 11 Dennison.

GORDON CARYLL’S 
WIFE.

PART THIRD*

CHAFTEK I. 
(continued.)

•Hard hit as ever, dear hoy,* Terry 
Bays, lighting another regalia. ‘1 
Shout;lit that was an old stoiy—over 
Bnd done with years ago—that you 
> eie clothed and in vour right mind 
once mure, and about to take unto 
y on i He If a wife ot the daughters ot 
the I tod. ‘Have one f

He presents his cigar case and box 
of Vt-suviaiiH, and liunaid gloomily 
echo IS and lighia lip.

‘You know Fi-licia, Terry V he asks, 
After a smoky pause.

T* rry nods.
‘ You never were one of her victims 

Should, were you ?' the other pursues 
‘Not I, old fellow,’ Ten y laughs 

good-humouredly. ‘The role ol 
quarry to any woman’s haw L is not in 
*ny line. A'-d I never could see, tor 
the life of me, what there was it. 
Indie Felhiil, that men should go down 
fceluie her, like corn before the i eaper. 
She’s a monstrous tine woman foi 
those who admire the swarthy sort, 
"which 1 don’t, and knows how to us* 
those two black eyes ot hers ; but that 
«lancer has never danced—were it the 
«laughter ot Herodias himself—who 
could quicken uiy pulses by one l»eat ’ 

‘You’re a cold-blooded animal, 
Dennison, I’m afraid,’ lesponds Mi. 
Burrard. ‘Your insensibility to si, 
womankind has passed into a proverb. 
You always had the entree, too, when 
Felicia was in London.

*1 had the good fortune to be of 
«tome slight service to her on one oc­
casion, and, like all women, she 
magnified a mole hill into t, mountain. 
So she is still as fatal as ever—who is 
the last unhappy being who has fallen 
into her clutches V

'Their name is legion. Theie are 
Awo American millionaires over there, 
lead y to blow each other’s biaius out 
about her. There is an Austrian 
archduke, with tive-and-twenty quar 
tarings, an empty purse, and the 
bluest uf sang azuie, ready, they say, 
at a moment's notice, to make her his 
wife. There is Prince Di Venturiui 
who has come to his own again, since’ 
the young Italy party took the reins— 
that affair is old and settled ; it's an 
understood thing if she behaves her­
self she is to be Madame la princess. 
And last, but by no means least in the 
fail Felicia's eyes—since the bracelets, 
and rings, and rubbish of that sort he 
gives her, they say would fill a Rue 
<le lu Paix jeweler’s window—is 
young Lord Dyudly.’

Terry has been lying back in his 
chair, dreamily watching the clouds 
of smoke curl upwaid, and taking hut 
a languid interest in the conversation. 
At this name he sits suddenly upright, 
staring with round, startled blue eyes.

‘ \Vl,o ?’ he asks sharply and
suddenly.

•Dyinly—know him, don't you 1 
Oh, by Ibe-bye, yes—you and he are 
connections, aient you? Married at 
Christmas—country parson’s daughter, 
didn’t he, all on the quiet? Well, my 
woid, he’s going the pace now, I can 
tell you.’

‘Burrard, do you mean to say 
Dynely is in Paria Y

‘ Been there the past three weeks. 
Went to Brittany or' Normandy, or 
somewhere for the honeymoon-—so 1 
watt told ; found love among the roses, 
a week alter matrimony, awfully slow 
work ; most men do in like cases ; set 
the proprieties at defiance—couldn't 
serve out his sentence ; came to Paris, 
and fell, like the greenest of all green 
goshns, straightway into the talons 
of that bird of paiadise, Felicia. By - 
tbe-hye, birds of paradise haven’t 
talons, I daresay, but you know what 
I mean ’

The color has faded out of Terry’s 
face, leaving him very pale. Mr. 
Burrard, with whom the handsome 
dancer was evidently a sore subject, 
and who is suffering evidently from 
an attack of the green-eyed monster, 
goes aggrievedly on :

‘Never saw a fellow so far gone in 
so short a time—give you my honor, 
Terry ! He’s mad, stal k mad, running 
after that piratical little demon. It's 
early days to leave the pretty wife 
alone in their big hotel. All Paris 
is talking a trout it, totlo voce, of 
course. Did you know her, Terry ?’

Buriard’s sleepy, hall closed eyes 
look across at him, and note tor the 
firat time the sudden, startled pallor 
of his face.

• yee__I know her,’ he answers
she looking, Bur-

1
juldn't sav all this, Dennisoir you 

understand,’ says Mr. Burrard,fearing 
be had none too far, ‘but it is public 
talk in Palis. Dynel.v’s infatuation 
is patent to all the woild.’

The face of Terry bas settled into 
an expieasiou Horace Burrard has 
never seen on that careless, good- 
humored 'ace before. It is set and 
stern, the genial blue eyes gleam like 
steel. But he s|»eaks very quietly.

‘And the Prince Di Ventuiini 
allows her to carry on like this? 
Wide latitude for a futnie primes», 
you must own. Accommodating sort 
uf Neapolitan, this pliuce.'

‘Understand me, Terrv,’ says 
Burrard, answering this last sneer 
rather earnestly. 1 don’t mean to 
say Felicia goes much further than 
some ol our own frisky matrons d 
At first she is a outiance—she would 
flirt with her own chasseur it 
latter game offeied. Beyond that, 
scandal goeth not. Di Venturiui 
assuiedly a man who can take care of 
iiis own, a dead shot, and a noleu 
dut liât. Madame Felicia is also mon 
assuredly his fiancee. She has an 
ame damnee, who goes about with hei 

very wheie—the widow of an English 
curate, and propriety itself in crap* 
and bombazine. But she takes rnenV 
presents, fouls them to the top ot then 
fa-nt, cleans them out, and throws 
them over, with as little remorse aa 1 
throw away this smoked-out-cigai. 
“One down, t’other come on,” that';, 
the fair danseuse's motto.'

Theie was some bitterness in 
But rai d’s tone. Evidently he was 
one ol the “cleaned out and thrown 
oyer.” He arose aa he spoke and 
looked at his watch.

‘Have you dined, Dennison? Re- 
cau-e 1 have old •red—’

‘Thanks—I dined two hours ago. 
Don’t let me detain you, Burrard, 
and good night.’

He went slowly up to his room, his 
face keeping that set, stern look.

‘She has no father, no brother to 
take her part ; I may be that to her, 
if I may be nothing more. If Buriard’s 
story be true, tin n it is high time 
some one went to the rescue.’

His own words came back to him 
Had the time come already tor him to 
defend her against the husband she 
loved, and for whom she had jilted 
him ? He knew Eric well—knew how 
recklessly, insanely, he tore every 
passion to tatters—knew how little 
boli principle or fidelity bad upon 
him—knew him weaker, more un­
stable than water, s* Ifish to the core, 
regardless of all consequences where 
bis own fancies were concerned. And 
into the keeping ot such a man as 
this, little Crystal’s whole heart and 
life had been given.

If he is false to her,’ Terry ground 
out between his set teeth. ‘I’ll kill 
him with my own hand. Only one 
short month his wife, and neglected, 
forsaken already. Oh, my little 
Crystal ! My little, pretty, innocent 
Crystal !’

He remembered hie words to her 
on her wedding-day. “If you ever 
are in trouble—if you ever need a 
friend, promise to senti for me.” She 
had not sent, poor child ! but she had 
not foi gotten those words, he knew. 
He would go to her—go at once. 
While Eric was kind she had not 
needed him—Eric had tired of her, 
was on with another love fief ore the 
honeymoon was waned—she needed 
him now. Yes, he would go at once 
—to-rooirow. By fair means or foul. 
Eric meet be made to quit Paris ; 
and that painted sorceress, who 
wrought men’s i uin, must be forced 
to give t ack his allegiance to his wife. 
He should not neglect lier and break 
her heart with impunity.

That night Terry Dennison R|**nt 
tossing feverishly on his bed, listening 
to the lashing rain, and chilly, 
whistling February wind. Before 
the dark, mill kv day had fairly broken 
he wan at the London Bridge station 
—at nightfall he was at Paris.

at home, he wonders ? is she ? and

The February weather, so bleakly 
raw in London, is biilliant sunshine, 
sparkle g with crisp, clear frost here 
in Paris. The great avenues of the 
Bois and Champs El y sees may be 
leafless, but the hoar trust sparkles in 
the eatly sunshine like silver, the 
icicles glitter like pendant jewels, and 
the bright, glad life, that never under 
the Parisian sky grows dull, is at its 
brightest.

On this night that brings Dennison 
to Paris, gaslight has taken the place 
of sunlight, and seems to his eyes, 
accustomed to London fog and 
diearitiess, no whit less dazzlmy 
The bright stree’s are thronged—the 
huge front of the Hotel du Louvre is 
all a glitter ol gaslights as his tiacte 
whirls up, and deposits him and his 
portmanteau at the entrance.

‘Can he have a room V he asks the

how will Eric receive him ? If wfat 
Buri aid says be true, it does not 
much matter—his and Eric’s day of 
reckoning wid have come

At that very hour, in one of her 
gorgeous suite of rooms, Lady Dynely 
sits, quite alone now. She sits, or 
rather crouches, on the wide ve!yet- 
cushioned window sill, overlooking 
the brilliant, busy quadrangle below, 
where fluweis bloom in great tubs, 
and tall palms stand dark under the 
glass roof, heed lets of how she crush*** 
her pretty dinner dress of blue silk, 
the hue ot her eyes. Tbe soft blonde 
hair falls loose an i halt curled over 
her shoulders. \Vhut. does it matter i 
Eric is not here to see—Etic is nevei 
here now, it seems to her. What 
she weais, how she loons, have ceased 
to interest Eric. He cares for bet 
no more—alter the deluge.

Her very attitude as she sits, 
huddled up here, is full of hopeless, 
pathetic pain. The street lamps tian- 
full upon the pretty, youthful face— 
youthful still, childish no longer. 
She has eaten ot the tree of knowledge, 
and its fruit has been bitterer than 
math. All the sweet, childlike, 

surprised innocence ot the soft fail 
face, that m«de half vs charm, i* 
gone, its peach like dimpled outline 
t as grown sharp, the i«early tairnes* 
has grown to fixed pallor—its délicat» 
wild rose bloom has entirely faded— 
the tender, turquoise eyes have takei 
a look of patiei t despair, very sad t< 
see. Not six weeks a bride, and the 
wife’s despair shining from the sad, 
sweet eyes already.

Her cheek is pressed against the 
cool glass ; her hands—from one ol 
which her wedding-ring slips, s< 
wasted it has grown—are loosely 
clasped in her lap ; her tired eye- 
watch listlessly the ciowds that pas*, 
tbe many vehicles that flash up to tin 
great doorway', and flash away agan.. 
Her mind is as listless as her look*. 
She has been alone for two hours— 
two weeks it seems to her. She due 
not care to read, she cannot go oui, 
he cannot call in her maid and talk 

to her, and there is no one she know*. 
For Eric—well, the largest of tb* 
small hours will bring Eric home— 
perhaps.

Suddenly she starts. From a fiacre 
that has just drawn up a uiau leap* 
out. Tbe lamplight falls upon hiu. 
for a second, and Crystal's bean 
gives a leap. Big, bruad-sbouldeied, 
ruddy-bearded, in the familiar roQnu 
hat and suit of tweed—bow much it 
looked like Terry. Oh ! to see Terry 
once more—-dear old, ever kind Terry : 
oh, to see any ot them from home— 
even sharp Elizabeth Jane or snappish 
old Belinda. What a long, long time 
it seems since her wedding-day !

Her wedding-day ! It is only six 
weeks—six little weeks, and how- 
happy she had been ! That day, win. 
all its details, returns to her with a 
pang of remembrance that perces her 
heart. She recalls Terry’s parting 
words with strange vividness new—in 
all these weeks she has never thought 
of them before.

“If in the time that is coming, you 
are ever in trouble, it you ever need * 
fiiend, will you stud tor me? All om 
lives we have been as brother ami 
aister—by the memory of the past, 
let me be the one to help you it you 
ever stand in need.”

She had laughed in her happy in 
ciedulity then—ah, how true hi* 
words had come. But she eoul< 
never send for him, or tor any one oi 
earth ; her trouble was a trouble sh. 
could only lake to the good God. Hi 
alone could befriend her here. How 
had the change come about ?—was sl.i 
to Marne ? bhe cculd not tell. He 
cuind went over, in a dar -d, h* Ij 1er.- 
soi tot way, all her brief married lilt 
and the fault had not been hers—tha- 
3^ie knew. They bad been so happy
in Brittany, so intensely happy__
with a happiness that, as a quail»' 
English Writer says, “Spread out thii 
might have covered comfortably tbeii 
whole lives.” They had been happx 
—intensely—for one week ; happy ii 
a more moderate degree, ou Eric’* 
part, tl e second. The third set n 
with steady drizzling lain, and wil 
wintry wiuds, and before its close th< 
bridegroom was yawning in the fact 
•»f tho bride. lie was as fund « ' 
Crystal as ever, no doubt, hut font 
lays of incessant rain in a dull Breton 
town are apt to be tiying to tin- 
frivolous masculine mind.

*°h. 1 ►ay, Chris,’ Eric said, with h 
prolonged yawn, ‘this is awfully slow 
vou know. I can’t stand much more 
ot St. Malo and tins internal weatlmi 
—upon my word 1 can’t. It’s », 
beastly dull hole at any time ; a 
fortnight’s as long 
being could survive 
go to Paris.'

If E*

her to the Louvre, to the Tuileries, to 
a ball at the English Embassy, to a 
dinner at ttie Earl of Albemaile's.

The fourth evening was windy and 
wet ; she had a slight headache, and 
eould not go out. Eric was to dine 
at the Jockey Club, ot which he was 
a member. After dinner, with a 
couple of f iends, he went to the 
Varieties, to see Felicia in her new 
piece, “The Golden Witch.” He 
went, and Crystal's doom was sealed.

‘It's rather odd,’ Eric said, as he 
and his friends took their places in 
tin ir stalls, ‘that I’ve never seen this 
celebrated Felicia. She had finished 
her engagement and left London be­
fore I came. Is she really the great 
irresistible she’s called Y

‘All, wait until you see,’ one of his 
companions answered. ‘If you ar 
made of anything Ike that in 
flammable material I wot ot, on 
flash Irvin her black eyes will finish

E> ie laughed.
‘We have changed all that. I 

have outlived my taste tor black 
iieauties, and can defy all the 
sorceresses that ever bounded before 
i he footlights.

There was a glow at his heart as he 
said it. A vision rose up l»eloie him. 
«»f the pure, sweet lace, crowned with 
its halo ot pale gold hair, that he had 
left at home. Ab yes ! these dark 
daughters of the earth had had tbeii 
lay—ho was his little white wile's 
fir ever now. Then the curtain rose, 
and the “La So»ciere d'Or,” in « 
nuuipliant hurst ot music, bounded 
■ lefore them. The lights flashed up 
i thunder of welcome shook tin 
house, their favoi its was smiling an- 
kissing hands to her friends. Eric 
Dvnely looked with critical eye* 
Her scant drapery was as it woven u 
loth of gold—she seemed rolled in a 

uiuburst. Her magnificent black 
hair fell in a rippling shower to hei 
luu waist,clasped hack with brilliants 

Hie great, dark Southern eyes see men 
u outflash the Diamonds. Wbatevei 

uei age, under the gaslights she did 
tut seem a day over eighteen.

By Jove!’ Eric said, his breath 
airly taken away ; ‘she’s handsome, 

Argyll !’
Argyll smiled.
Ivook out for your counter-charm,

•'d fellow. The fair Felicia slavs, 
tnd spares not. She is handsome— 
tes, as a tigiess or panther is hand- 
-ome—and as merciless.’

She danced—it was the very 
poetry of grace and motion. She sung 
— tnd her magnificent contralto tilled 
the building. It was the merest 
trifle of a play, but she threw herself 
with wonderful abandon and passion 
into her paît, carrying her audience 
with her. At the cluse, when the 
‘Golden Witch” is tried, condemned, 

and found guilty of witchcraft, when 
she is sentenced to he bound to the 
stake, when the sacrificial fire i* 
kindled about her, when, with wild 
*gony and despair in tbe beautiful, 
ghastly face, she chants her own 
weird death song, a silence that is 
painful and oppressive tills the house. 
The mimic flames mount high—the 
death song dies out in an unearthly 
wail of anguish as the curtain fall*.
I he “Gulden Witch” has been burned 
alive.

1 Best thing they could do with 
her,’ growls Argyll ‘it’s a thousand 
pities they don’t try it in reality 
There are a good many belle dame* tant 
merci in this one city, but I’ll take 
" y <wth she’s the wickedest woman 
in Paris. Wake up, Dynely. On 
my word, the fellow’s in a trance !’

The theatre shook with its thunders 
<>f applause. “Felicia ! Felicia !" „ 
hundred voices called. She came, 
gliding up before them, smiling and 
‘owing once more, with a ser|ieniiiie 
smothnesB of mot ton, a supple grace, 
that was very picturesque. A shown 

bouquets weie flung upon the

the east. Next morning—is it by jThb ^^RfPT. 29‘
chancel—they meet iu the Boia— Tu!\"

Felicia in j 0el a flve coat sampleie 01^
thousand g bearVT ‘ 

curative dowi-i-k ,Ul m* 
INVluOltATup, Uk."'1-

Lord Dynely on horseback 
a fairy chariot drawn by two coal ! 
black Aralw, handling the lines like 
“Four-in-hand Fossbrooke” himself. 
The brillant- smiles and glances are 
showered on Lord Dynely once more 
in dazzling profusion—he becomes her 
attendant cavalier, and they tike the 
Buis in dashing style, the observed ot 
all observers. In a delicious bonnet 
—a work ot art in itself—behind a 
flimsy dotted veil, madame still look* 
eighteen—no more. Her violet 
velvets, her rich sables, set off hei 
dusk beauty well ; all eyes follow her, 
very audible French exclamations ot 
admirations leach her gratified ears. 
Hats fly off at her approach—gentle­
men innumerable salaam More her, 
and the graceful head hows like a 
queen to it all. Ladies look on the 
other side, it is true—but what will 
you ! she is a dancer, and men adou­
ber—two unloigivaille sins in their 
eyes ; a coquet tee ol the first water—. 
lailiter than that slander itself will 
not go. The sheepdog—the demure- 
faced curate’s widow—occupies tie- 
other side, as they fly along down the 
great wooded drive of the Buis de 
Boulogne.

And little Crystal’s doom is sealed ! 
Neglect, coldness, impatience—then 
was nothing left her but these. Even­
ing after evening, upon one pretext oi 
another, he was absent ; evening after 
evening she sat while the long, 
haggling, miserable hours wore by, 
tnd waited, waited, waited, for one 
vho did not come. Many madnesses 
f (hi* sort had held him before, bui 

none so utteily, recklessly uiud as this. 
What did it menu I What ha 1 sin 
lone? She could not understand the 
•naiige in him. Was Eric giowing 
ired of her already i The childish 

blue eyes would lift to his face in be­
wildered pathetic questioning, tin 
childish lips would quiver. He coul-i 
not meet those glances. He avoided 
her more and more—her meek, un- 
•omplitiuing patience was the keenest 
reproach she could make. Then th* 
bewildered questioning died out of hei 

I eyes, and a darn despair took it* 
place. Even to her, secluded as a 
nun, «ague rumors of the truth came. 
Erie had tired of her—another womai, 
had caught his eye and fancy. All 
was over lor her—to lier it was death 
—her life had come to au end—just 
that.

She sits alone this evening as usual 
—she is always alone now. She 
accepts no invitations-—she receives 
no visitors. But there is a visitor lui 
her to-night, however, a tall geutie- 
man, at whom Marie, the maid, ca>t-» 
glances of admiration as she announce* 
him. Crystal rises, bewiideied, from 
the window—she has not caught the 
name. Under the light of the 
chandelier her visitor si ends, and a 
cry uf amaze and delight tula the

'Terry !’ she cries ; ‘oh, Terry 

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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■..Hge—tb.-n with a last l.rilliant 
smile sh« vanished, and everybody 
trose to go.

■Wi yon come behind and he 
presented, Dynely 1' his friend said, 
. rather look as if you’d like it. | 

l.ave the entree. There’s to he a 
supper, and Felicia's little suppers 
tie things to dream of. She arid I 
sre old acquaintances,’ he laughs as he 
lights his cigar ; ‘any word ol mine is 
*ure ot a welcome.’

To turn

The Bad and Worthless
aro never imitated or counter/“tiled. 
This ii es|i*iciaily true of a tarnilv 
medicine, and it is positive proof that 
11m remedy imitated is of the highew 
value. A* soon as it had been tested 
nid proved by the whole woild thaï | 
Hop Bitters whs tho purest, best and j 
most valuable family medicine on eaitl, 
many imitations sprang up and began | 
to hteal the notices in which the pres* 
«ml people ot the country had expie** 
ed the merits of II. BÏ, and iu ever) 
way trying to induce suffering invalids ! 
to u»e their stuff instead, expecting to 
make money ou the ciedit and goo,' ! 
name of 11. B. Many others starte i , 
nostiums put up in similar style to H. i. 
B., wiih vaiiously devised names ii. 
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houror f *„ m b . d WlU an —- « — - _______ mall. The INVIOOPATOH is mid at »l I1*
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