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By the Author of “Cast up by the Sea.” “The Fog Woman,” “The Secret

i BITTER DREGS.
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of White Towers,” etc.

CowrrmusD.
Eva Ware, who was watching her, at
the facts of the case.
*Ob! do tell me who this -udm
individual is?” she demanded of
‘Can he be Miss Loraine's artist?
‘Possibly,” Metherell drawled, trying to
an glass. ‘Miss . 18 this
your panter-fellow?”

Shurley pretened not o bhear, _enterin

g&l‘ymmuim-ud i m with | )0
ptain Dorrien, as to the merits of a lit-

tle pebble she nad just picked up from the
Why she did it, she new neither at the
time nor aiterwards; but she kept her eyes
lowered until the artist had 3 y
with & quick revulsion of feeling, looked
to see it it was too late to bow.
*How could you cut him like that? Eva
iggled. ‘You should have just seen the
be gave you!”
¢It was cruel of you not to give him the
two shillings,” said Metherell. ‘I must
copy the cut of that coat—the hang of it is
unique.’
»You might do worse,’ Shirluy said, dry-

’Sbe was feeling furions with herself tur-
ious, too with these gay, chattering people.

She told herself, with shame and re-
morse, thatshe had forced her acquaintance
upon the artist, had put berselt under an
obligation to him, and bad them benaved

£

She had some idea of runmng after him,
and probably would have done so—for she
was one of those who act on impulse—had
not his long, easy stride already carried
him some distance.

‘Rather a good-looking chap,” Dorrien
said. ‘Is he really the man who painted
that little sketch?

‘I—1I think be is,’ Shirley stammered. ‘I
was not looking when he passed. Wh
are Miss Brend and Mr. Ridley off toP’

‘A quiet stroll up Lover’s Lane,” Dor-
rien said, with & knowing smile. ‘I fear
poor old Ridley is very hard hit.’

‘Why ‘poor?” Shirley questioned.
‘Don’t you think she cares for his devotionP®

Dorrien shrugged his shoulders.

‘That is & matter beyond my powers of
pecalati What onlooker can tell when
s woman really cares fors man? Iam
sorry to say, Miss Loraine, that your sex
are born actresses. Shall we, too, take a
turn!’

‘Not up Lovers’ Lane,’ Shirley said,
rising. ‘It is not fair to spoil sport.’

‘Indeed, no,’ he agreed.

But Shirley saw, or thought she saw,
that on this occasien he would very much
have liked to spoil the sport.

She did not care much for Captaia Dor-
rien ; he had very little to say for himselt,
and she had scarcely spoken to him before.

But this morning she had felt that
Metherell was parfectly odious, and was
glad to pe from his pr

She and the captain had gone to the
end of the esplanade, and were returning,
when again she saw the artist coming to-
wards them.

He was walking slowly, chatting to one
ot the coastguards.

When seme little distance apart, their
eyes met.

She was smilling, eager to atone for her
-past rudeness ; but no answering smile ap-
peared on the handsome, haughty face ot
the artist, as he slowly withdrew bis gaze,
and passed, without glancing agsin in her
direction.

*You have done it this time,’ Dorrien re-
marked, twisting up his dark moustache.
‘That fellah never intends to give you the
chance ot snubbing him again.’

CHAPTER V.

‘Oh! Madge, don’t crush my one and
only decent gown. I do want to look nice
to-morrow, if only to cut out Eva Ware.’

Madge Loraine smiled as she retolded the
dainty muslin dress.

*You might do that without much honour
and glory,’ she observed.

‘She has nice things,’ Shirley said, drop-
ping a fan into the trunk she and her sister
were packing, tor Lady Metherell had in-
vited ﬁer to spend a week at The Court,
and the afternoon had been emloyed, in
getting her wardrobe together.

‘I bave only seen her once ; but I thought
she looked rather—vulgar,’ Madge return-
ed, with a slight curl ot her lipp. The
Metherells do not seem to be very partica
lar as to the people they know.’

‘It is not fashionable to be particular,’
Shirley declared, lightly. ‘Blue blood is
no longer thought anything of, and nobody
cares even if you are ‘mot quite certain
whether you bhad a dmother or not.’

‘Don’t talk like that,’ Madge said, rath-
er sharply. ‘It is only second-rate people
who speak in that way. Mr. Devitt, I am
sure wouid ;f“” to all you say.

‘Poor r. Devitt! Do you know
Madge, I really rather like him, and some-
times feel almost inclined to forgive him
his wickedness in baving sufficient money
to buy Bushmead.’

‘He bad a right to buy the place it he
wanted to,’ the elder girl replied. ‘But—
ob ! it maddens me to think of a common
man like that baving our home. Some day
be will bring bis vnfgcr wite to it. She
willl have mother's rooms, and her garden.
I cannot stay here and see that Mrgon.'

‘Perhaps it never will happen,’ Bhirley
said, soothingly. ‘We must marry for
money, and buy the place back.’

Madge went on the packing.

It the Metherell estates.’ she said.

. The piok deepened in Shirley’s cheeks.

sbe had said about not

it he were the last man left in the world.
The neat basket trunk bad just been
locked, when a carrisge trom Metherell

Court came for Shirlev.

‘Good-bye, dearest.’

window, as the carriage

triumphal arch of a flagstaff.

bunting.

easel.
It was the artist.

She bhad been rude—she
make amends for it.

stood beside the artist.

said—

then continuing his work.

small and uncomfortable. *
Ho mixed some colour.
‘Yes; I was there.’

rather rude.’

her sunshade.

‘Why P

said.

on the color.
touches.

tion.

Shirley flinch—

me this ; but

from the moon.’ :
‘1 don’t see why’, he said.

on her tace.

‘you saw it this morning.’

contemplated.’

upon her

pointment.’

sgain.

he, replied gravely.
you from your work.’
bow she had given him.

eyes with tears.

was bending over his pai

Though she said nothing, she knew

wipne

what was passing in her sister’s thoughts,
for Gilbert Metherel's attention to berself
was no secret, and she had halt made up
humdhneoapthin,inppiu ot what

*‘Enjoy yourselt, darling,’ Mrs. Loraine
was aninvalid, said, fondly embracing
the girl. ‘You look very nice. Madge
has trimmed that bat sweetly.’

‘I wish you were mooning,’ Shirley
cried, regrettully. * 80 mean, cCarry-
ing off all your best garmeots. Oae thin,
is, I snall be constantly reminded of you
hvoemhhnundﬁ:'cbm shoes, and
her necklace with the little dismond cross.’

‘Well, you are not going shabby,” Mrs.
Loraine ssid, with a touch ot pride.

Atﬁ;lthmaMolﬁe
keeping ith his own ; bat, ;
Sty Ciried M, e

speed, so that the person, whoever it was,

80, she, too, alter-
kept behind.

Then be began to walk quickly, and the
him grew faster too.
thought came to him, that
it was someone he knew, doing it for fun,
and, halting abrutptly, he wheeled round,
to find himself face to face with the woman,
who, standing still, flished ber dark eyes

‘Sir Martin Metherell, I believe P

The voice was dimly familiar, and, as he
looked, the face began to grow horribly so.

'M:’dm. you have the advantage of me,’

She lifted her veil.
at me, Martin Meterell. I
ave altered beyond all re-
ition. Ah! you know me?
@ stood as it rooted to the spot, his
geze riveted to hers, an ex

Then she drew her breath in a litle | cTculous amazement

, for, on passing the churchyard, she
caught sight of a bent figure before an

ut, instead of doi
ed ber paoce, and so

‘They are too kind to me,’ Shirle
to herselt, as she drove away. ‘They
me everything. I don’t deserv
wish I were as good as Madge.

_She sat looking pensively from the open
passed

the village, where the tradesmen were busy

erecting decorations for the morrow.
Preparations were going on everywhere.
1t seemed to Shirley that every few yards

a small knot of men were busy over s

‘To-morrow,’ she eaid, ‘poor little Cod-
dington will be lost sight of beneath the

overspreading his

l . il 3 l’.

Sir Martin knew the woman, though she
bad greatly altered, and for the worse.

“Great Heavens " he ex

Vil Acting on the impulse o‘: .tlt:;h;:domen;,
she stopped the carrage and ali , and,

bidding the coachman drive on, walked

hastily back to the churchyard gate.

had & bold insolence of ex;
told something of what her life had been.
ckening sense ot di swept over
him, and vibrated thnugm v'oie: as he

Her heart was beating quickly as she
‘Now Dols Rozier,’ she

Q
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across my path.’

& ruined mill.

tion surged through his mind.

*You speak like this, and ou once—
loved me.’ ok

Her voice bad & quiver in it, as she ‘Lot un walk ifi-thia

direction; it looks & quiet road. And,
after 80 long a separation, their is much for

‘I—I saw you from the road. You are
us to talk over. I was on my way to visit

inning & big picture of this view.’

f he was surprised to see her, he did
not show it, merely lifting hie.cap, and
This woman in his home !

A glare of anger came into his eyes.

’ be said, haughtily, ‘I
beg you to understand that our scquaint-
snce ended more than twenty years ago.
I bave no desire to renew it.’

‘Perhaps not,’ with an
foreign gesture ; but I think cifferently, I
have come to England for the express pur-
pose of meeting you, my friend.’

‘I regret you should have taken so much
trouble for nothing,’ he returned, icily.
‘Your presence reminds me of & time I
would tain forget, therefore—*

*It is because of that time I come to you,’
‘I am about to ask some
small return for the service I rendered youn
twenty-two years ago,’
‘Name it,’ he demanded; ‘and end an
interview which is hateful to me.’

She laughed, shrugging her shoulders.
‘Sir Martin is not over polite to an old
triend. Itis foolish, for the old friend,
knowing the secret of bis life, might turn
upon him and—ruin him.’

“Your price P' was the curt reply.

‘Oh, yon shall baveit!® she
‘Itis nots very high onme and will not
aflect your pocket. 1 have money—there
is no need for me to weary yon with the
details of rather a varied career
for you to know that Monsieur R
kindly lett me his fortune.
one thing I now desire, it is the entree to

Shirley stood beside him, feeling rather
‘You were on tbe esplauade this morn- i s Honer,
ing,’ she began after a brief pause.

‘You—you must have thought me—
She was diggiog a bole in shejgroundwith

The quiet question was more dis S mfiting
than aimost anything else he could bave

‘Because,’ she began lamely, ‘I—I did
not see you—I never looked up to notice
you. I thought, afterwards, you—jyoun
might think I—I wanted to cut you.’

he watched the clever, slim fingers lay

He was putting in the sky with masterly
It apparently, engrossed all his atten-

She was beginning to wonder if he was
ever going to speak, when he said, quite
courteously, but with a coldness that made

*It is very good of you to trouble to tell
fun assure you, there is no

occasion to give the matter another thought.
I am used to the world and its ways, or,
rhaps I should say your world, for that
1s as far removed from mine as the sun

For an instant the keen grey eyes rested”
‘I think,’ he replied, with a slight smile,

‘That was a mistake—an incident," she
cried. ‘I don't know why I behaved like
that—I was glad to know you—I was look-
ing forward to meeting you sgain. Will
you not pardon a rudeness which was not

He rose from his seat and looked down

‘There is nothing to pardon,’ he said.
You did what was right. If I expected
anything more than I received—well, I
have but myselt to thank for the dissp-

SICK HEADACHE

‘I don’t know why I didit,” she said Positively cured by these

*Second thoughts are sometimes best,
They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsta,
Indigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausca, Drowsi.
ness, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongus
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER.
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable,

It was not a thought at all,’ she declar-
ed, warmly. ‘I cannot explsin—and yon
will not understand. But—I am keeping

‘Unfortunately, my werk is of import-
avce to me,’ he said. returning the slight

Then she walked away her head erect,

ber lm: Jmmod together, and her blue Small Price.
o

Substitution
the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter’s,
Ask for Carter’s,
Insist and demand

‘He is a bear!' she said to horself.
‘Any other man would have accepted an

[ o

pg::zlunced back as she opened the

ate.

i The attist had resumed his seat, and
painting.

*So clever, so blndm.h:fld 80 horrid I

she ejaculated, lotting the gate clash be-

hind her. I wish I bad never met him.’
Turning quickly in the direction of Met-

with yon.’

kept her temper under control.

which hurt.

do mine.’
*You defy me P’
*I—despise you.’

glared bitter hate at one arother.

were compressed with anger.

‘This is your final answer P’ ahe asked,
at length.

It 1s.’

“You are a fool.’

path.’
She moved her hand in one of her quick
gestures.

heir. Au revior!
For the first time & sickening fear came

truth.

That it might really lie in ber power to
carry out her threat.

grow to manhood.

clave to his mouth ; great drops of anguish
stood upon his face. . . i

harsh and discordant—

that this story is true.’
She was walking away, but stopped to

{ answer bim.

‘With pleasure, I have certain letters
which will put an end to all doubt.’
‘Show them to me.’
‘If you name the time and place for a
meeting. They are at my hotel ; I did not
ing them with me.’

e hesitated, his mind seemed in & whirl
of confusion as he vainly tried to grasp

thing were really true.

She tapped the ground impatiently with

her foot.

It recalled him to the immediate present.

‘I will see you here st six this evening,’

he said, and, turning on his heel, walked

ngdly away.
ols Rozier watched his retreating

&‘m with & malioit;:;cdlmﬂo. though, as
dissppeared, it » and a pucker

between her bro <

grew ws.

“I wish I knew what had become of the
boy,’ she muttered. I wasa fool ever to
have lost sight ot him, and, if Martin Meth-
erell discovers that 1 have done so, he may
take advantage of it. Stll, itis onlya
qu:nsionotﬁme;lnm trace him in the
end.
Sir Martin Metherell felt dased by the
shock of this meeting.

He walked b h{.u.ouﬂwuhtm
repeating itself in his tortured brain—
‘What if it were true! What if it were

truel

berell Court, she csme iace to face with | Carter’s Little Liver Pills.

‘Speak I be echoed, derisively. What

. *Ssy what yonphus. ,’ she laughed, jeer-
ingly. ‘It makes no difference; you are

that title, that your son is not your heir.
Ah, you to see the wisdom of my
words! Itis better to keep me as your

%
Ee
£
I
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you oonceive the absolute
times felt for the lux-

have bought at the cost of
P And now, when, atter long years,
lasting remorse begins to lose its bit-
sting, your evil shadow falls again

Almost unwillingly, he had walked down
the road she had first indicated—it led to

He paused by the broken wall, and
looked down in the whirling waters of the
whirling stream, while an agony of recoll-

‘You are complimentary,’ she said,

‘Loved you I’ he said, [with biting con-
tempt. ‘I never thought of love in con-

Ag:um of fury came into her dark eyes ;
but »

‘I have not come here to quarrel,’ she
said quietly ; ‘but simply to tell you my rea-
son for silence If you refuse to do as [ wish
I shall lreh::qo myself by producing your
He seizod her by the arm in a grip
‘You are s wretched woman, to utter
such an infamous falsehood ! I tell you it

is useless to try your tricks on me. ‘Go—
:i'oi)]{our worst ; but remember, I will also

There was 8 moment's silence, while they

A sneering smile was on her lips; his

,1 should be the most consummate fool
did I do ought but thrust you from my

‘To morrow I shall appear like a
thunder-bolt amongst all the merry-mak-
ing. To-morrow you shall see your lawful

to h;m that, perbaps, she was speaking the
That the child he had never seen might
He tried bard to speak, but his tongue

Then, at length, he spoke, ina voice

‘Prove this. Show me some evidence

what it would mean to if hum this awful

&

of
his name
a-hlmh -
“Curse ber ! be eried aloud, lifting his
baggard eyes to look across !hhﬂ::r“.mg
sea. ‘Atall costs ehs must be silenced.
As ho wended his way ,back to the old
mill, his limbs trembled, he telt faint and
unstrung, and was to sit down while
_‘"l{lllht;bt:: :-'hroo-ing
ing himoolf for the interviem: - T
One glance at the bloodless face told

'&Vuitnou, Jane Fieldwick.’
‘Qurte simple and clear, is it not P
‘Madam lio-:Per remarked, with her inso-
lent langh. <This letter’—displaying &
thin,soiled peic3 of note-paper—*was writ-
ten a year after Itold you the child was
dead.
¢ ‘3 Princess Lane, Shepherdsbush.
¢ ‘Madam,—The child is doin well i am
glad to say i am quite fond of him.
Yours obedien g
Louisa Jubb.’
“I have dozens of these,’ she declared ;
‘but brought only two or three to convince
you. Here is one written six years later—
¢ ‘2 Princess Lane, Shepherdsbush.
* ‘Madam—In reply to yours the child is
doing well. He isa big boy now, just
seven, he goes to school reglar.
¢ ‘Yours obedien
¢ ‘Louisa Jupb.’
*You begin to believe, do you not P’
‘There are fitteen years to accont for
tween that letter and now,’ he answered-
*That is 60,’ she replied, equably. It is
:&h;r a long period, and ﬁnhngu ocear-
uring those years. . Jubb died ;
bere is har husband's letter— :
¢ ‘2 Princess Lane, Shepherdsbush
¢ ‘Honored Madam,—My pore wife past
way larst nite, i take the liberty of araki
you wot you would like done with the boy
as I can no longer keep him i take the lib-
erty {of sayin I think there is somethin
rong with the little chap he aint quite like
others but my pore wite was wonder-
ful fond of him against my wishes and I
never constinted to the adopting an now
as i shall be leving the old place he must
find anuther home. I am honored mad-

am.
¢ ‘Your respectfull

I if nw.l‘Aumd nbwb;l'
¢ *In course if you @ 1t wurth wile i
would think lbouyt it. 5
‘Alfred Jubb was not quite the nicest
man on record,” Dola observed, as she
folded the dirty, badly written epistle.
Metherell passed his hand across his
eyes ; there was a glare in them, brongnt
that;-;n by the fierce, hot anger raging

within.
.There had flashed before his metal

vision  the lovely face ot the girl who had

trusted him, and whom he had driven to

her death.

And the thought of her child, whom he

should have protected, having been lelt to

drag up s miserable existence with low

illicerate Teople. drove him mad with s

desperate onfing to revenge himself upon

the woman who had brought sbout this sin

and misery.

His utterance was choked with fury ;

there was murder in his brain as he looked

from his tormentor to the mill-stream.

It was deep, he knew, and the current

was strong.

How easy it would be to press her back,

back, until she lost her footing, and went

struggling and gasping down into the

waters !

They would close over her and her

secret, and he would be safe.

His hands were on her, he was holdi

ber arms asin a vice, his face awful in its

tense passion.

She ssw what he meant to do.

She did not struggle.

It was not the first fime she had raised,

and faced, & man's fierce anger.

‘hWonld H.y::in:urd:r“me P’ she asked,

coolly. ¢ would be a igno-

minjous death for Sir Martin Wﬁhouﬂm o

And make no mistake, my friend, you

would hang tor it, for there are those who

know I have come here to see Jou, and a

o




