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SviThen csms hie lady wife.
The term is need advised If. for Mi#. 

Muggleton’s whole energies were devo id 
to tbe study of what may be termed “finer 
lady ism.’

She

to do so when he frit it fiutt*r in bis clsep.
‘ You msv trust me to keep your sec

ret,’ be said, softly, looking down into her 
beautiful eyes

“You are very kind to me. I wish I 
knew how to thank you, Yts; I would 
rather keep my secret, it you will let me. 
It isn’t that 1 am ashamed c f my sister ; 
but—but everyone is so herd and bitter. 
I would rather they did not know. And it 
is really no concern ot anyone’s is І Р It— 
il” a rosy blnsh dyed her tsce, and her 
eyes drooped ; but, in a moment, she re- 
cow red herselt. and continued, qu te 
frankly and firmly—“if I were ever guing 
to be married, then it wolI 1 be diff rent 
1 should leel it my duty to speak ot Made
line, but net before.”

Morewood bent his head л mate assent.
He was thinking how beantilul she look

ed, wit і that rosy giow eutimmg h-ur feat* 
urea ; h» r eyes bert downwards ; ihe sun
light gleamiog on her ought golden hair.

He was tbir king this, and wondering 
whether she knew yet that Sir Gers Id 
loved her—whether it was the thought 
ot him which had covered her, for tbe 
moment, with that sweet and most lovely 
confumn.

‘Wilt it make any dfbrence when be 
knows ?’ he thought. ‘Will he hesittte to 
ttke 'he sister ot a murJeress to be his 
wit* ?*

Tnen, suddenly there flashed across his 
mind a recollection of that wiird prophecy 
ot the old gypsy woman.

S-e had said, that unless Fate severed 
Mad 1 ne Winttr and Gerald Vere, and 
kept thtm far apsrr, she—Madeline— 
would brirg deadly tvil on him—shame, 
or ruin, or death—in any esse, misery and 
woe.

Muggleton have the niece if bee get the 
money to keep it up ?’

•But a soap maker—і net think of it !’
‘1 daresay I shell think ot it whenever I 

wash my hands. I shall refl ot that Mug- 
gleton, born without any adventitious ad
vantages whatever, has not only materially 
assist*d in tne purifying of his fellow be
ing s, bat has also raised himself to such s 
position that he mar fairly be said to be 
the founder ot • family Who snail say 
that in future agis the Muggletone wi 1 not 
be greater than tbe Wres !’

‘G r 11, how ridicuh ns yon ere !'
‘Not et ell, euot. Let me tell you our 

merchant princes ere great men nowadays. 
We Uzy, useless be*gars, who neither toil 
nor spin, srs only too S| t to underrate the 
dignity and importance of honest trade.

‘Y< e, but such a trade !'
‘Upon my word, I think it’s 

one of the finest going. When 
you see the v l ege children with 
their faces cl an and shining, you must re
flect that they, perhaps, wouldn’t look like 
that if it were not tor old Muggleton and 
his soap.’

Sic Gerald spoke vith an air of easy 
lightness ; his tone was a j rating one, but 
underneath it there was a touch ot serious
ness.

Higbh -born and highly-bred himself, he 
had a at laig-i eeneiomy which recogmz s 
merit wherever it may be found.

He was thoroughly sincere in raying the 
successful soap-maker ought to be treated 
wi h respect.

‘And you really intend to take notice of 
these peopled’ said Lady Ruth, with a look 
ot mild horror which siid pi «inly enough 
•he did not know what the world was com
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carefu'ly studied the beat model-., 
and, with » conscientious diligence worthy 
ot a better cause, framed her own mannwe 
upon them.

She bad been pretty in 1er youth, and 
was still wbat would be termed a goo< -look
ing woman ; only, the glance tf her eye 
was a little too anxioos, and she repressed 
a tendency to embonpoint so s*ernly, nnd 
with such very light corsets, as to impait » 
touch of redness to the tip of her nose.

H*r teeth wtre ex ce lent, having been
• pplied by thd most expensive dentist in. 
Fans.

Hi r dark brown hsir was still untouched 
by grey; and, altogethi r, she was a very 
presentable women, and wooll have bien 
mill more so it she bad bet n not quite so 
painfully conscious other own appesrai ce.

The three lair daughters ot the house ot 
Muggleton stood duuiul behind their hdy- 
mother, looking very demure, and even a 
little abashed and awe-struck, fer, after
• I’, it was a dating th ng for ‘new people’ 
like themselves to come and take possess
ion of a 1 >rdly estate in the very midst ol a 
cue. ю Jolm-blooded aristocrats.

Now that the crucial mcm-int had come, 
the Misées Muggleton were not perfectly 
certain they had con rage enough to car rv 
them eucci s'fulty thr» ujh the ordeal wh.ch 
l»y before them.

The eldest Mias Muggleton was twenty- 
seven, the next was twent}-six, and the 
youngest only just nineteen, three other 
children having died in infancy.

The two eldest were much alike—well- 
grown, rather stout girls ; not nltn-refined 
perhaps, but quit* sufficiently good looking.

They had bright blue eyes, fresh 
plexion*.

Their hair, however, inclined to that hue 
which is vaguely des nbed as ‘sandy,’ a 
ciicumstance winch both the young ladies 
secretly deplored.

They had been christianed respectively 
Maiy and Jane; but these time-honoured 
namt s were not considered grand enough 
for the daughters ol a millionaire, so latter
ly they had dp en in tbe habit of signing 
toemselves ‘Marie’ and Janetta ’ Their 
mother, too, was punctilious in so address
ing them.

The only remaining member of the 
family to be described was tbe youngest 
git 1 — Victoria, or Vi, as the was more otien 
called.

She hid been born at • time when Mr. 
Muggleton was rapidly rising to some
thing like wealth, and her mother had in
sisted on giving her a high-sounding name.

Site was assuredly the fljwer of the 
family.

A pretty, dark-ered girl, slender and 
graceful, vith a complexion like a lose, a 
bright smile, a sweet voice, a high spirit, 
and a chterful temper.

tier father idol zdd her, and her mother 
bad secret hopes of some day seeing her 
ns me in tbe British Peers ge.

The Mug|htons saw an elderly lady, 
rather smalt and slight, almost entirely in 
black, and wearing a look ot great pheid- 
ity on her рь Id, fcigh-brtd leatures.

В side her was a young lady, very simp
ly dresse I in silvery grey, but with • face 
of imperial lov. liness, crowned by masses 
of gleaming golden htir.

On the opposite seat there sat a gentle
man, young, dark-eyed, and handsome.

Greatly did the Muggleton ladies wonder 
who those patriciens could be ; and indes
cribable was the flutter which stirred their 
bosoms, when the gen'lemau, Lanii g for
ward, c-ught sight of Mr. Muggleton, and 
very politi ly raised his hat, wnh the air of 
a man whj has bien in danger of forget
ting an acquaintance, and is very glad he 
has not so lorgotten.

‘Ob, papa, woo is it?' a*ked the Mug
gleton gills, breathlessly.

‘Why, dash m« if I don’t think it muet 
be Sir Gerald Vert! He lives at that 
pretty place over there, you know—not a 
mile ir jm The Towers. I’ve met him at 
one or two public dinners, but I’d almost 
f jig Men him. He seems a ve y civil 
young fe.low ; hut I should never have 
dreamed he’d hsv : remembered me.”

Mrs. Muggleton’s bosom swelled with 
gratified pride.

Now sue did, indeed, begin to feel as 
though she stood fi mly on those splendid 
heights which tor years she had p nted to 
climb.

To be recognized by a baronet, with an 
earl’s daughter silting opposite to him—for 
Mrs Muggleton knew perfectly well who 
lady Ruth was—was an earnest of what 
they might expect when they were fairly 
settled in their new borne.

The good lady took a rapid, but blissful, 
survey into the tnture, and saw there a vis
ion of bat onets and earls swarming round 
her daughters • « thi.k as bets,

And why no P
Did they not possess that which the 

woili, by common consent, bas decided to 
be the swie est ot all human heney P

‘But, man.ms, did you notice the young 
ladjP’asked Vi. *1 think I never saw a 
more perfectly lovely face in a 1 my lite.’

She was atiul/rt fined and well-educated 
girl, having enjoyed far gieater advantage» 
town her sisters.

Up to the list half-dozen years, Mr. 
Muggleton had been simply a wealthy 
tradesman, content to live in one of the 
London surburbs, and with no dream 
leaving behind him a fortune of more than 
sixty or eighty thousand pounds.

Accordingly, his eldest daughters had 
been edu ated at second-rate boarding 
schools, and bad not mixed in wbat their 
mimoi emphatically termed ‘tbe best 
society ’

. But with Vi the case bad been different.
Just as she was budding into gnlhood, 

her lather was blossoming into a fці 1 blown- 
millionaire, and she h»d been pLced ac 
the most exclusive of all exclusive educa
tional establishments, with a view to fitting 
her for the dizzy heights in which ah* 
would have to tread.

At fi teen tbe mitid and mmnerssre both - 
(Continukd ох Гигтвжмтн Рає в.)
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. Since she did not know the tremendous 
sect et, be was not prepared to tell it to her 
now

Cost nubd.

CHAPTER X.
‘You say Madeline Winter was yonr sis

ter, Miss Deliele P’ he said. 'I bad heard 
she was an only ctild.’

‘Yes ; in a sense she was the only child 
of her lather, but not ot her mother,’ said 
Lilian, qu etly. ‘I am her half sister 
Wh n Mr. James Winter came heie with 
bis little bsbv girl Msdeline, everyone 
thought his vite died abroad, but she had 
not. She outlived him, and married again 
alter hie death.

‘Her husband was Lieutenant Deliele. 
He vas my father. 1 was come years 
younger than Madeline. 1 did not know 
sbe was my nster till I was about ten years 
old. Then we met in France I grew to 
lov** her dearly.

‘Ah Mr. Morewood, if only you could 
dream what 1 so flared when 1 beard ot her 
death ! And, oh! worse thin all, that they 
had dared to cull her a murdrees. Can y ou 
wonder I came to Vivian Court, purposely 
that 1 might visit her gravt ?

•Set !’ * nd she drew from her pocket a 
erne 1 Bible, bound in morrocco, wnh silver 
clasps, and showed tim a withered flower, 
tenderly pressed between the le wee. ‘See! 
these forget-me-nofs were gathered from 
here. Ht r memory is sweet to me—let the 
world scorn it as it may.*

She spoke with a sort ot brave calm sad- 
dte.-s, as of one who bad borne and suffer
ed much, learning the noble lesson ot pat- 
itence as she did so.

'It was not because I vas ashamed ot her 
dear memorv. Ah, no, no ; my sister,— 
she broke eft with a thrilling tenderness, 
laying her cheek againgt the cold grey 
m rble ol tbe headstone. ‘It was not be
cause 1 was ashamed that 1 have claimed 
no kinship with her Mr. Morewood. 
Tbe iriend whom I spoke to you a lit'le 
time ago—it was she who told me it was 
best to remain umknovn ; and 1 allowed 
her to persuade me.

‘Of my s It I should not have done it. 1 
am not ashamid to call Madeline my sister 
before all ibe world, because 1 am certain 
she was innocent.’

‘Miss Delitle, dr* you mind tell ng me 
who the Iriend wa> ? 1 think you said it 
was she who first mentioned me lo youP' 
said Morewood.

He wanted to find out, it he could, how 
Lilian bad beard ot that mysterious service 
rendered to her sister.

Seeing tf at, at the time be rendered it 
Madeline Winter was believed to be dead, 
he might well be curious.

‘Oh, it was quite recently I heard about 
you,’ said Lilian, simply ; ‘and the iriend 
was a dear eld French lady, a distant cousin 
ol my mother’s. Mad< 1 ne and 1 knew her 
well, and sbe loved us bo h. About six 
months ego she saw your name in an Eng
lish paper, and read it out tome, and said : 
‘My dear, that man once did your poor 
sister, Madeline, as great a service as one 
human being can do another.’ But when 
I asked her what he service was, s e would 
not tt 11 tne ; only 1 was certain it w«s stmi- 
tbing very great.’

Morevocd could not repress a faint, 
grim smile.

Tbe seivice had, is truth, been as great 
as one human being can render another.

Tbe old Fieoch woman bad spoken literal 
truth there.

Had he not awed Madeline Winder’s life P
Nay, more, bad he not saved her from 

the most ignominious of deaths P
Ripidly be threw thought upon thought 

togeth* r in his mind.
From what Lilian had said, it was clear 

to him that her sister had got away from 
London—to France, in the first instance, 
most probably—and tint the cli French 
cousin had been he confident and astistant.

Equally clear was it that Lilian had not 
been entrusted with the secret.

And this circumstance confirmed, in 
Morewood’s mind, his previously strongly- 
lormed conviction that Madeline Winter 
was, in very truth, guilty ot the crime 
whic h had been laid to her charge.

Surely, if she bad been innocent, she 
would not have hidden herself from this 
young sister who loved her so teoderly— 
to her, at any rate, she might have given 
wbat wool 1 bave passed lor proots ol in
nocence.

•Sha 11 tell her the truth P’ he debated 
within himself. ‘Shall I, or shall I not, 
tell her that h r enter lives—that this gravi 
is but a mockery and a sham P’

A moment or two be stood in silence, 
deliberating this question ; and then he 
decided that it was kinder to let the girl 
remain in ignorante.

Better tar, that sbe should think of her 
eis'er as dead, and at rest in this peaceful 
■pot, tu n that sbe shoul I live in dread ot 
her being some day discovered, and made 
to expiate her crime.

Lilian—her fair face very pale, her 
hands loosely clasped in front of her—stood 
and watched him, with a deep questioning 
look in her deep velvety dark eyes.

“Mr. Morewood, when did 
sisteiP Will you tell me that?

Ooeying a sudden impulse, he crossed 
over to her, and to k her hand.

“My dear Mias Deliele, w li you believe 
me when I say it will be better lor yon not 
to hear bow or when I met your sietei? It 
is a painful sub j-.ct. It could only distress 
you. Brlieve me when I say so, and ask 
me no more,”

Again she looked up at him with wonder 
in her eyes, but acquietced, nevertheless, 
with a brave, patient sadness, which thril
led him to the heart.
* He did not nljase the soft, white hand 
b‘ n*id.

Perhaps be was all the more dis'eoliied

Nt BESIDE THE GRAVE.

It was a week or two Ister that .More- 
wcod, walking by the churchyard on the 
hill, one day, turned in—as be not untre- 
quently did—to stand opposite the grey 
maible headstone which bore the name of 
Madeline Winter.

That grave—of which be, alone, of all 
men, knew the secret—possessed a soit ol 
inexplicable las> ioation lor him.

Greatly to his surprise, he found a 
wreath ot lilies—the flowers newly gather
ed, and arranged wi'h deft, artistic fingers 
—banging on tbe headstone.

Who could have placed them there ? he 
wondered.

Who could hold the memory of the mur
deress in such tenderness a* to desiro to 
show it that mark ot respect ?

No relatives ot here weie living in-or 
near tie place, and, assuredly, she could 
have no Iriend there, seeing she had not 
revisited it since sbe was a ctild.

Morewood might well wonder whese 
hand had placed ihcee snow-white lilies- 
emblems ot purity and innocence—above 
that grave.

While be stcod there, deep in thought, 
ж light footfall, close at hand, caused him 
to lock up, a little startled, to at e Lilian 
Dehsle approaching from the o:her side oi 
the church.

For one moment rhe s< envd as though 
she would have retired at sigbt ot him ; the 
next, she cane frankly forward, and stood 
it the head of the grave.

Suddenly—with one of those am?zing 
flashes ot men.orv which cornea to ua all at 
tun» s—Morewood solved the riddle which 
ao long had haunted li m

Those dark eyes ot Lilian’s, he knew 
whose they ao naembled—those ot Made
line Winters, the woman who was sup
posed to be I) ing in tbe grave at bis feet.

He utter a st>rtled exclamation.
Strive as he might, he col 11 not repress
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Ot course I must be neighbourly with my 

neighbours. 1 soould be a pretty snoo it 1 
were to set myself up as being above them. 
Muggleton will give me a dinner, and I 
•ball give him one ; and we shall shoot a bit 
over each o*her/ land. That will be about 
all, I expect.’ .

‘But the women, Gerald. I am told that 
they are simply terrible—quite ‘impossible’ 
you know.

‘My de r aunt, it’s my impression that 
nobouy who’s got a million of money is 
quite ‘impossible’ nowaday r. Bat i h it’s no 
concern of outs. All we’ve got to do is 
to be civil and neighbourly, thereby shott
ing ourselves decently bred. As to the tales 
about Muggleton’s woman-folk, I daresay 
they’re bel ot them lies. The ell fellow 
himself isn’t h- It amiss. I met nim at a 
dinner not long ago, and rather liked him. 
A plain, unpolished man, with no nonsense 
about him—a head on bis rhjulJers, too.’

‘I'm t< Id bn can neither read cor write.’
‘Nonsei se ! A man who can’t read or 

write doesn’t make the money he’s made ; 
but I can see who’s keen talking to you— 
old Ltdy Cantrip. Sbe tells morn fibs 
than at y other wonnn in Htmp- 
вЬігр ; and, mark my words, she’ll be 
the first to leave her card at Tae Towers. 
She knows the value ot a«mi)lion ot mosey. 
That old cherry satin ot hers, and ber 
false diamonds, are sure to he seen regu
larly at Muggleton’s dinner tab'e, unless 
the old fellow finds out what a tsbe
tongued gossip she is, and wa*ns her off.

•Gerald, how can you?’ excl imed Lady 
Ruth, slicing to be highly shocked, 
though, m truth, eke rather erj >yed ber 
nephew’s vigorous denunciation ot Lady 
Cantrip, who was a cantankerous oil dow 
ager, with as malicious a tongue as ever 
wagged in a human bead.

‘You know very w* ll it’s, true,’ said Sir 
G-raid, laughing, as he got up from bis 
chair, and prepared to leave tbe room. ‘If 
that і 11 woman got her due she'd be drum
med out oi every drawing room in Hamp 
shire.’

It was not Lady Ruth alone who was ex
ercised about the iifw people who were 
coming to The Towers.

A 1 the country families were more or less 
interested in the subject, and it was the 
theme ot conversation everywhere.

Sir Gerald had called the millionaire a 
sospmaker, and it was true that the great
er part of his lite bad been rpent in connec
tion with that trade.

But it was not by soap-maufactures he 
had made his millions.

Ot Lte years he had indulged in a little 
speculating.

The speculating had been lucky ; and a 
specially-fortunate ‘hit,’ mide over the 
S ruth African diamond mines, raised him 
to the proud position of millionaire.

He himetli preferred life in London, but 
his family consisting of a wife and three 
daughters, bad urged him to buy a place 
in the country.

He had, good-naturedly, acquiesced, and 
tbe place finally decided upon was Tne 
Tower a very large and handsome house— 
indeed, amie awe y from Vivian Court.

It had belonged to a sporting bar one*, 
whom cards and horse-racing had brought 
the dogs, » nd who was now ‘biding his 
diminished head,’ at Baden-Baden.

The necessary negotiations had gone on 
so swiftly and so seen tly that by the time 
it had fairly oozed ont who the new tenant 
was to be, the Muggleton family were al
most on their way to take possession ot it.

It was an intensely hot afternoon when 
they arrived—in a ‘eppciaf train, as be
came the family ot a millionaire.

The station-master at the little country 
station was quite bewildered at the vast- 
ness ol the arrangements.

His grace the Duke of Oldacre, never 
made one tenth part ot the fnas when he 
came down to Normanby Cas'le.

But then, his grace—as the 1 ttle station 
master remarked to bis wife at supper that 
eveiiug—bad got used to his wealtb, and 
that made a 1 tbe different e.

The Muggleton party seemed to quite 
fill—nay, to croud—tbe station plittorm. 
First ot all there was the millionaire him
self, a stout, red-faced man ot middle 
height, and ecmething more than middle 
age.

When his frier d had first repeated it to 
him, he had smiled in utter scorn ; but now 
ho was conscious of a curious sense of ft ar 
that he might yet live to see that grim 
pror hecy fu filled.

‘Unless Fate kept them apart,’ the old 
woman had sai

But wbat was Fate doing now ?
Surely weaving links between them, if 

she so willed it that Vere uas to mirry the 
murderess’s sister.

It once Lilian D« lisle became his wife, 
was it not only too probable that her 
sietei’e crime might oveishadow both their 
lives ?

Thus pondernMorewood might well 
ask himself the question—“Will it make 
anv difference wnen he knows ?’

Following bard on this question, there 
came another—

‘It I loved her, would it make a differ
ence, to me P’

He looked at thd rare, imperial loveli
ness of tke girl who stood hi tore him, and 
as he locked he answered that last question 
with an unhesitating ‘No '

Honor to his friend bed bidden him 
crush down the love which he had detect* d 
springing up in lie breast—he had so alert
ly fought with and repressed it that he 
could meet ber honestly and celooly as the 
woman whom hebelitved destined to be 
tie bride ot bis Iriend.

But he tell himself now that if that 
scruple of honour and friendly fealty had 
not intervened—if he had learned to love 
her, nothing would have temp ed him to 
give her up—no, not even tbs knowledge 
that she w«s th* sister ot a murderess.
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râl; Lilian heard it.
She saw bis inten*, wondering look ; she 

saw iliat tiish ot recognition leap to his 
eyes ; and ber face turned a little pale.

Sbe leaned against the marble headstone 
almost as though she needed support.

‘Miss Deliele,’ said Morewood, reized 
with a sudden impulse to know the truth of 
a 1 this mystery, ‘did you ever see Made- 

u oman whose name is on

f
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line Winter, the 
that stone ?’

Her lips moved, bat no sound came 
from them.

She was painfully agitated.
*1 ask you,* continued Morewood, very 

gently, ‘because 1 wondered it you knew 
wbat a marvelous likeness you kear to ber. 
It has vaguely haunted me o’.ten—that re 
semblance to someone 1 h«d seen before. 
But now I see it clearly. O. ly once in my 
li e have I seen Madelice Wint* r, but as 1 
remem btr her eyes they were marvelously 
like your own.

L'lian bowed htr face above the marble 
atone wi'h a deep tearless sob.

A moment or two tin rtood thus, then 
she raised her head with a proud, br*ve 
gesture, as though she disdained t) keep 
eilence longer.

‘No wondtr I am like her,’ she sa d, in 
a low, thrilling voice, ‘ter 1 was her sister. 
Why sbculd 1 te ashamed to acknowledge 
her—my poor wronged Madi line ? Yes, 
I am her sister, Mr. Morewood I wond
er you did not guess this long ago.’

Morewood was thunderstruck.
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l> - CHAPTER XL
THE MUGGLETON8.

iM. ■ ‘Gérai 1,’ sa d Lady Ruth, as her nep
hew came into her sitting-room one aliei- 
noon. ‘hive you heard tte news—about 
Tbe Towers, I mean ?’

•No. Is tbe olace let at last ?’
‘Yes ; but youM never guess to whom.’
‘Well, then, tell me.’
‘You will be surprised, and, I expect, 

not very pleased. You know that 
Muggleton P—it’s he who’s to be your 
neighbour.’

‘What ! old Muggleton, tbe millionaire P’
•Yes ; arn’t >ou surprised P’
‘Well, I don't know. I must say I’d 

never happened to think ot bim in connec
tion with Tne Towers ; but now you’ve 
mentioned him, I should say he'll be a 
fairly suitable tenant.’

‘Oh, Gerald ! But you are joking !’
‘Indeed, I am not. Why shouldn’t
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Tbe frankness ot tke avowal as well as tke 

avoue 1 itself, m'ght well amtze tim ; and, 
moreover, sbe sc« med to speak se though 
•he had known he had met Madeline Win-

I
lift! ter.

How could she know, unless she also 
knew fcer sister was still alive P 

And, it she knew (his, why should she 
come, in secret to put fljwtrs on the gravt?

For now he < ould not doubt whose hand 
had |lued them there.
‘I will be %ery cautious,’ he decided, within 

himself. ‘1 will see how much she rta ly 
knows before 1 speak ’

He had Lot long to wait, for Lilian went 
on. quite frankly, though in a vo.ee which 
was tremulous with unshed tears —

‘Tie world may call her a murderess ; but 
I know she was innocent. I know she was 
incapable ot that awful crimr. And, some 
day, I may—ah. Heaven knows how I long 
for it !—some day I may be able to char 
her dear memory ot its stain.’

•Her memory !’ thought Morewood. ‘It 
mnn be і hat ate believes her dead ’

He spoke no word, bowevir, feeling so™ 
if he did but listen in eilence, the girl would 
tell him al he needed to hear.

And be was right.
‘Mr. Morewood,’ she went on, her beau

tiful voice vibrating with deep feeling, ‘I 
do not know what the service was you did 
my sister ; but I have been told, by a dear 
friend, who loved us both, that you once 
did b*r a leivtce so great, that the grati
tude ot a lifetime could not suffice to repay 
it. But 1 can. at least, thank you. Oh, it 
you but knew how 1 thank you in my heart !’

She clasped her beautiful white hinds to
gether in her emotion.

Her lace was ekquent with grateful feel
ing

‘Miss Delisle, do you really mein you do 
not koow wh%t the service was I rendered 
your—Msdi 1 ne Winter ?’

She looked up at him in wonder. 
Something in bis tone struck her as being 

of peculiar significance.
‘No,’ she said. ‘What was it. Mr. More- 

wood P Do you mind telling me P’
He answered evasively.
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CARTERS
Kittle
TlVER
■ PILLS
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SICK HEADACHE
Positively cured by these 

Little Pills.
They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 

Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.
Small PHI.

you see my
Small Dose.

Small Price.:
Substitution

the fraud of i* * day,

See you get C Intel's, 

A.sk for Carter 

Insist and demand

w.

Tbe expression af his face was one of 
greit good nature ; bis voice was loud, his 
manner boisterous.

Not a poison of nlta-refinement, by any 
means, but a sensil 11, keen-witted, good- 
hearted man, notwithstanding.
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r Carter’s Little Liver Pills.I M.m,;
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