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the chair from which the earl had and chain, “as a mark of my esteem
fallen, and covering his eyes with his
hands, thought deeply.

The earl might die, but if he lived,
it was scarcely probable that he
would regain the full use of his sen-
ses. In either case he, Guildford
Berton, was safe and secure.

But if he died, how would Lady
Norah stand? She was to be his

and regard.”

A watch and chain for all the years
of patient service and endurance!
Then came the important clause.

“And the remainder of all that 1
possess, or. have power to bequeath, I
will to my daughter——"

Strange to say, a blank occurred

where the name should have been
wife, and he had a right to inquire,

he told himself, and his eyes wander-
ed to the small iron deed box which

written.

He puzzled over this singular fact
for some minutes, then turned to the
date, and hit upon the solution. The
earl had made the will soon after
Norah’s arrival at the Court, and he

always accompanied the earl.

It would contain either the will or
a copy of it. He must see that at any
cost.

He sat staring at the box and turn-
ing over possibilities in his eager
mind until he heard the doctor com-
ing down the stairs, and he rose and
met him.

“He is still the same. I don’t think
I can do any more to-night, Mr. Ber-

had not known with any certainty
whether she had been christened any
other name in addition to Norah.

Doubtless he had intended to ask
and fill in the space, but he must have
forgotten it—<or being too proud to
ask her the question, had put it off
from day to day, and left the space
blank.

Guildford Berton held the will in
his hand) thinking almost painfully.

He had no great liking for forgery,
but he would not have hesitated o
manufacture a new will, leaving
everything to himself, if he had
thought it politic to do so. But for-
gery is, in a sense, more risky than
murder, and he shook his head.

Besides, what need to alter the
will, seeing that Norah, t owhom all
was left, would certainly be his wife?
For at that moment he felt more
assured of his ultimate success than
he had ever done. Fate had stood by
him with a persistence almost mirac-
ulous, and his luck would remain
with him to the end. i

He put the will back, and the deed
box in its place, and leaning back
gave himself up to the luxury of an-
ticipation. .

If he could only have the title, as
well as Norah and the earl’s money!
Or the Court! But they must both go
to the wandering vagabond of a
nephew—the Viscount Santleigh, who
was no one knew where! )

“Perhaps he might be persuaded to
sell his birthright even now, and the
knowledge of the earl’s illness. could
be kept from him,” he thought; and
at the mere thought that he, Guildford
Berton, might some day reign and
rule in the great house at which his
father was steward, his blood grew
warm and his heart beat pleasantly.

ton; you can send for me if there
should be any change, which I do nof
anticipate, however. I need scarcely
say that perfect quietude and an ab-
sence of all disturbing ihfluences,
etc., is necessary. I am sorry that
Lord Santleigh is not here,” he ad-
ded, as he put on hig overcoat.

“He shall be found,” said Guildford
Berton, impréssively. “I do hope
there is sgme chance for my old
friend!” and he turned away and
Pagsed his hand over his eyes.

The doctor looked down.

“There is a chance of his living,”
he said, gravely, “but I fear, I very
much fear, that he will never regain
the power of speech—that is, intelli-
gent speech. Of course, there is no
néed to apprise Lady Norah of this
mournful fact, yet a while.”

Guildford Berton let him out, and
then returning to the library, softly
locked the door and got down the
deed box. It was locked, and the key
was in the earl’s pocket. He stood
for a moment irresolute. A sharp
blow with the poker would smash the
lock, no doubt, but the lawyers might
ask disagreeable questions.

He set the box in its place and stole
upstairs.: The earl’s valet was stand-
ing outside the. door in readiness, in
case he should be wanted, and he
stood aside to let Guildford Berton
pass.

“No, I won’t go in just yet, La-
farge,” he said, softly.  “It is not too
well to have too maﬁy in the room.
By the way, I think I should remove
his lordshlp;s clothes from the room.

At any rate, Norah—his future
wife!—would be one of the wealthiest

The sight of them might disturb him, | WOmenR 1o England. The earl could

Altogether, he spent a pleasant
hour or'two, while Norah upstairs sat
holding the unconscious hand of thc
stricken earl.

CHAPTER XXIX.
Only a Dream.

Three days before the papers an-
nounced the “serious illness of the
Right Honorable the Earl of Arrow-
dale,” Cyril Burne sat at work uporn
the beach at Lorient.

Brittany was anything but a beastly
place, as Jack "Wesley had declared,
and the prospect of golden sands.
deep blue sea and sky, and rugged
rocks ought to have filled Cyril’s ar-
tistic soul with rapture.

But the expression on his face was
anything but rapturous, and he worlk-
ed at his picture with the stolid, dog-
ged countenance of a convict pursu-
ing his allotted task.

Every now and then he stopped
painting and stared at the canvas as
if he were looking through it, and at
such times his head sank wupon his
breast, and what little light had been
in his eyes died out, and a hopeless,
sick-and-sorry look crept over his
handsome face; a look which was not
good to see on the countenance of a
man young, clever, and with all the
world before him.

It is scarcely necessary to say that
at these times he was thinking of
Norah. It would be rather difficult to
say when he was not thinking of her;
and just as her thoughts of him were
full of problemis and unanswerable
enigmas, so were his of her.

When a man falls in love with a
girl, he flatters himself that at least
he knows and understands her na-
ture.

For instance: ' If any one had ask-
ed Cyril to describe Norah, he would
have summed her up somewhat in
this fashion:

“Beautiful, truthful,, loving, honest
as the day to all the, world, and
faithful to me unto death!”

And this girl, this pearl among
women, had quietly and coolly jilted
him; had either grown tired of him
in a few days, or thrown him over'at
the behest of her father.

The more he thought of her «and
her desertion of him, the more bitter
he became, the more puzzled, and the
more miserable. For, notwithstand-
ing her treatment of him, he knew
that he Ioved her still—that if she
chose to turn to him and whistle him
to her side he must fly, to her, and
kneel at her feet just as much her
worshipper and slave as he had ' ever

the fading light warned him that it
was time to leave off painting and
take to thinking only, and he was just
about to rise and put his things to-
gether, when he heard a step on the
beach behind him.

He did not turn his head, because
when he did so, the peasants, who
occasionally strayed from the fields
across the beach, would persist in
trying to talk to him, and he kept his
eyes . fixed sullenly before him until
the footsteps came close behind him,
and a voice said:

“Good-evening, sir.”

At the sound of the voice Cyril
started around, and at the sight of
tne speaker, let his brush fall. .

“Jack!” he exclaimed.

Jack Wesley nodded with his old,
half-cyuical smile.

“How doth the busy bee,” he said.
“Well, lad, how goes the picture?”

Cyril laughed, still holding his
hand and wringing it.

“Why, man, where did you cbme
from?” he demanded. “What on earth
brings you' here?” i
" “I will be merciful and not reply
the Havre boat and my own legs,”
said Jack, smiling. “Is there any
law, French or:otherwise, which for-
bids me to put foot on Briton shore?”

“I—I couldn’t tell you how glad I
am to see you if I tried!” said Cyril,
his face flushed with the unexpected
pleasure. “I was thinking of you not
ten minutes ago, I was, indeed. How
well you look, Jack!”

“And how unwell you look, Cyril!”
he retorted, smiling- still, but with a
sneaking suépicion-of tenderness 1n
his voice, for the flush had died out
of Cyril's face, and it looked pale and
harassed. “What’s the matter, lad?
Brittany air doesn’t suit you?”

“Oh, I'm all right,” replied Cyril,
avoiding the kindly,.keen eye.

“And this is the picture?” said
Jack, standing before it.

“Yes,” said Cyril, glad to get away
from the subject of his looks. “What
do' you think of it?”

“Pretty, very,” replied Jack, after
a long stare at it. “I like the com-
position. That piece of gray-gréen.
is good, decidedly good.”

Then he, stopped and looked hard
at it, and went behind the easel and
st?,red at the back of it.

“What on earth are you looking
for?” asked Cyril, half smilingly.
“The heart in it,”" replied Jack,
ironically.

Cyril -colored.

“You may look all day and not find
it,” he said, -bitterly, “because there is

1900—Ladies’ Dress.

Mixed novelty ‘suiting in gray tones
is here shown. The waist of lining,
is overlaid with material, and covered
with other portions, that are lapped

cape collar and a round relled collar
finish the neck edge. The sleeve is

shaped pockets and is cut with ample
fulness. This style is nice for satin,
taffeta, serge, duvetyn, broadcloth,
velour, gabardine and velvet. It
would be effective and pretty in com-
binations of cloth and silk - or satin.
The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36,
38, 40, 42, and 44 inches bust measure.
Size 36 requires 63 yards of 44-inch
material. The Skirt measures about
3% yards at the lower edge.

A pattern of this_illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A STYLISH CREATION.

Waist—1899. Skirt—1898.

Comprising Ladies’ Waist Pattern
1899, and Ladies’ Skirt Pattern 1898.
Blue serge was used for this style,
with a finish of soutache braid in rows
and motifs. The waist is finished
with a smart collar of ecru gimpure
lace, The style is new and attractive.
A very practical dress for ordinary
wear may be made in this style, by
omitting the tunic on the skirt. The
‘Waist Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36,
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure.
The Skirt is cut in 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26,
28, 30 and 32 inches waist masure. It
reuires 7% yards of 44-inch material
for a 36-inch size for the entire dress.
If tpade separately, the waist would
require 2% yards of 36-inch crepe or
silk, the skirt 25¢ yards of 44-inch ma-
terial, and the tunic 314 yards. The
skirt measures about 25 yards at the

oot.

This illustration calls for TWO sep-
arate patterns, which will be mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
FOR EACH pattern, in silver or
stamps.
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SPECIALS suitable for
Christmas Gifts, inli

Gem Rings,

Brooches,

Lockets.

Tie Pins,

Pendants, | Fobs,
Neck Chains | Walches,
Ear Rings,:

Cuff Links,

Signef Rings
Eic., Eic.

D. A. McRAE,

Jeweller.

THE SUCCESS OF YOUR

phristmas Baking

IS ASSURED IF YOU USE
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Sweet Potatoes.
Haricof
Fresh Tomatoes.
Peeled Asp
Plum Pudding. Apple P
Mince Meat
Bartlett P«
Cherries i
rape Fruit.

Fruit Salad in Glass

w Crystalized Asstd. Fr
Crystalized Cherri
Canton Ginger.
French Plums
Filled Turkish Figs. F
Blanched, Salted
Naples Walnuts, Brazi
Stilton Cheese.
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Sparkling
Russian Kummel.
Orange Curacac
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Anisette, Extra
Koosh Bitters
Sloe Gin—*‘“Pedlar”
Martell’'s & Henr
20 Year Old LL
20 Year Old M
Ellis’ Old Scd
E. C. Liqueur Whisky.
Johnnie Walker's W
Plymouth, Old Tom,
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Tennent’s Lager Beg
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