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Wld eet е . WyIn—,teyôîf— *■**■■■7 iM«W ietW p*e-

, wЙг£ж^•aw»friend I wished to —eek to. Have р^жвІ.'^їїьвК^оЬшІеУїв^іее^вова ^ TiUe<” f” the ЬевоЬ,
7”be« down in the riiUg., &r Mar ot them. ~ «w**d tte Mr deee. U.-w, WW

•“ігзягswrss« Æ1 “
•that ia very good ol them.’ ‘Yon aay that Г We 1 listen to the alter- І “Чт rt reeled beneath the terror of it all.

Ho walked with her a» tar aa tbe gates, native ; it yon „late mу request I L,-H* *** .«* poritioe, prond of
(We left her, earing he had htumeea to at- —apeak.’ ’ 4 I *■.»—j .«be thought ot axpoama wee
teed te. ‘Speak P he echoed, derisively. What **» *° 2"“-..

It wee pleasant bnrineea—ncmefhing to Wm oan that do mo sow P That poor girl ■ ^™ Wt I bo «nod aloud, lifting hie 
do with hit aon’a coming of ego. I ia dead ; the—the child, too ia deed!* " I fc*n'r<! *7«? Wlook aeroaa the a urging

ffia bright eyea had a aaiile in them aa ‘Tour firat wile was tiring whan yon ®"2:. ijM eUll®!?®£.,h* 1 
W walkedproudly down the road, looking I ■ uried the present Lady Motberell: and „ /f ”ded bee way .ha* to the old 
young and handsome for all He fifty увага. I aa to the child—well, mj fnend, it ia ром- ^ **** he^f to*bkd. bo telt faint and 

A woman—richly dressed—coming from ible it did not die.’ P nnafrmtg, and waa glad to ait down while
tto opposite direction, looked narrowly at ‘I hare your written statement of its *"***?*■’ J"* whmtho saw her ooaring 
him aa he pasted her. death,’ be said. ’It ia worse than uteleae dîü^n *îf r?ed‘ W stood up, brao-

For a moment the hesitated, then follow- for you to attempt to blackmail me I “fi'"I* * *” **" “,er™w- 
- —- will have nothing to do wShyou; “d if ,.?n?K1^oe bloodlom law told

At first he was not ooosoioua of die steps you seek to harm me, I shall call upon the ■ "aa wflmingand an тщютіоп
keeping pane with hit own ; but, presently, I law to ailonoe you.' ^ ot wuel triumph illumined her own.
they worried him, and he slackened his ’Say what you please,’ she laughed, jeer- .4°“look "on ami.’

.. , «Peed, so that the person, whoever it was, ingly. ‘It makesnoTliflerenw; you m ’T.h" t*”® "P1?-
ts. One thing I might peas him. I in my power. 1 can fill the paters witha I 0v “a , .“«“-they are here.’
mded ol you. I But, instead of doing so, she, too, alter- scandal which will electrify somety I can л 0i>ened * ““H bag she carried and 

.best shoes, and ed her paoo, and so etui kept behind. prove that your wife hae no legal claim to M”*0"1 *eTer*1 P*pera. ‘Ton will ex- 
.w і, tdo.diamond cross.’ Then be began to walk quickly, and the that title, that your son ia not your heir. mjr "2* t™bng them to you; but
Well, you are not going shabby, Mr*, steps following him grew faster too. Ah, you begin to aw the wisdom of my *™ J**^**. ”*““**■ This’—holding

Lorame said, with a touch ot pride. Suddenly, the thought came to him, that words I It ia bettor to keep me aa vour * bad unfolded for him to aw
Good-bye, dearest. it waa someone he knew, doing it for fun, friend, is it not* P 7 — “.• bttlo agreement, signed by a wo-

‘They are too kind to me,’ Shirley said “<*• halting abrutptly, ho wheeled round, ‘Friend Г ho cried, with passionate acorn m2r m ,b”*e °fn 1 J®1* T^nr child,
to herselt, aa she drove away. ‘They give *° find himself taw to few with the woman, ‘Той have boon the evil influence of mv * *PM *® nfipP* the child Vivian West
me everything. I don’t deserve it. I "ho, standing still, flished her dark eyes life. But for you, I might have known 11* °т°і2п ^ reo”Pt of£S0—Sighed 
wish I were as good aa Madge.’ up to Us. І Ьарріпем and p^w. but fo7 Zl I L°2£*_J,,bl\

She sat looking pensively from the open Mlrti” Metherrll, I believeP’ should have overcome the temptation’of JV® F,?u"1<*‘’
window, as the carriage passed through , ^ voiw was dimly familiar, and, as he that hour, and, though I might have been .uSftL i?lmp e “d Л1.веГ*. “ h no* p
the village, where ttotiideamen were buy lol*?dithe Uas b=g“to grow horribly so. poor aUthe days of my lifo!l ahould have ,h*r inw"
erecting decorations for the morrow. . M^“‘ 7»n have the advantage of mo,’ been free—free from a burden which has !S: „і?”® . »
[а-г-л-ча- ггйа-і.* ьгсї £

a smâîTknot^of men7L?okdowJ7et Martin MetereU. I loathing 1 have at times felt for thekut? de,d‘
triumphal arch of a flsgsUfl. surely cannot have altered beyond all re- nyiodeiii I have bought at the coil of , .мїІРгіп02!;кІ,,,ї®.’І Shepbordsbush.

•Tomorrow,’ she laid poor tittle Cod- . 4,1 !/on kn,oe m"r a tile F And now, when, alter long years, . .“wUm.‘-Tbe.child is doin well і t
dington Z right Tbenwth foe i1&8 ?to°d,V d rootod *o the spot, his my lasting remone begin, to lose it. hit- flbd to my, am quite fond of him.
bnnfanp 8**® "▼eted to here, an expression of m- tor sting, yoor evil shadow falls again Yours obediently

Then she drew her breath in a little J£tt£“ overspreading hi. acrom, my path’ ... л . LoufraJubb.’
gasp, for, on passing the churchyard, she І -Л!!!", „ . , . ,. , I.. Almori unwillingly, he had walked down I ’I have dosena of these,’ ahe declared;h»dPcaught rightôfa bent figure before an -DoUKowkiT^ *" вж0І“ю®Й hoerwl7’ ^ ,b?. hd®,t mdioated—it led to ‘but brought only two or throe to convince
^It'ivM the artist I “sir M^Lew the woman, though .he I * He^pauacd by the broken wril, mid У0"-. ‘^пТ^ГГь^Т

Acting on the impulw ol the moment, ^âSTto'w tad®ioTOd come" ’кГете. ‘hJi|whirli,W wlte7 0“|» * ’Madam-In reply to^m'th'^d is

?Sdrb,i0‘4Oickl7",,“d*• Nfessr ‘h”0ehh“ T0,ce“heГ :^^^7Л™Н’іог

Hermit шТаиіге, in it .a she I T°W DoU Bozi"‘’ •>“ ««meted, with Hon wîth”^.’ "*'* °‘ ‘°” “ ^ he “-«ed-
Her voiwhad a quiver in it, aa ahe I periect aang troid. -Let ua walk in. this I A gleam ot fury came into her dark eves • That is ao,’ ahe replied, equably. It is

“Vi_t (rom ,h. ^ Yon ото dlreot,on і 11 looks a quiet road. And, but she kept her temper under oontrolf ’ 75*7 * looÇ P*nod‘ and changea occur-
beginning a big picture of this riew.” ^ Î0,!®11* * “l"***00. their is much lor <1 have not come here to quarrel,’ she here UbS ,ПбЬ died 5
Te^ ^рРгі,^Г fo Г her. he did ™‘°, ** 0Ter- 1 *“ 0“ my -ay to virit saidquietly ; ‘butrimply fotril you my геа- Г” “ ь
not show it, merely tilting hit.cap. and 7senior sdenw If you refuse to do as I wish ^ Frmwss Lane, Shepherdsbuihfeeling^ rather ^"n in hi. home 1 і&КВГ'***'* >"*'«** ^

email and uncomfortable. ’ ■ 8 o''„“р1 ,c*hme e7“‘ H* lei,ed her by the arm in a grip 7”” wot 7°o "«old tike done with theboy

tes. . J psfïjn'irfc'ftat 
fcrirE""" L'reü■You—you muat have thought me— n0t’ Л*?™*”” btUe devour wont ; but remember, I will also Г®1 lond “f. «geipat my wishes and I

гміЬйг rnrtfi 1 foreign gesture ; but I think differently, I } will do mine.’ I new oonstinted to the adopting an now
She was digging a hole inthelgroundwith H ??°** (.° EDeUnd ‘ortiie ехргем pur- ‘Ton dely me P’ " ' «hall be laying the old place he muat

her aumAadcT 8 “«4fi™una"itn р0^ ot meeting you, my friend.’ ‘I—despise you.’ [find another home. I am honored mad-
‘Why ?' 7°° jbould have taken so much There was a moment’s silence, while they , _
The quiet question waa more dia g mfiting ^Tour^ni^eno^emind! ^ gl*fed bi“” “ one “other. * ‘To,lr

than rimoat anything else he could have tlme 1 A sneering smile was on her lips; his , „ ., ‘ ‘Allred Jubb.’
її ’ g vise в CO u nave WOuld.tun forget, therefore-----’ were comprend with anger. • In course if you made it worth wile і

•ті»,..,,.. • .h. hewan lamelv ‘T т лм . “ “ because ot that time I come to you,’ -This is your final answer P’ ahe woald thmk «bout it.’іпЛпН'ш nniïï «bo interrupted. ‘I am about to ask some at length. ’ ’Alfred Jubb was not quite the nicest
,eVth7Ibt Lmri^P 1 *mdl lor the service I rendered you *Itu“ man on record,’ Dol. observed. Л

7” ht tidnk 1-І -«tod ^?ut v™ ’""7 ‘"eoT-tw! year, .go,’ ‘You are a tool.’ folded the dirty, badly written epistle
be watched the clever, slim Angers lay 'к* h*' Йь'2*ї1в?’ “d “ •* »bould be the most consummate fool Metherell passed his hand across his

on the color 7 mterae" which is hateful to me.’ did 1 do ought but thrust you from my ?7«s і there was a glare in them, brought
on the color. msaterlv ?<?•* Jîagbed' 'hrugging her shoulders, path.’ У «bare by the fierce, hot anger raging
tnnîb.7 Pttg ‘ *7 t ly ^. Slr Martin is not over polite to an old She moved her hand in one of her quick w,thm‘ ^
1 Tfh.™.r«ntlv enurnsaed all hie .ti„n !"end‘ “ lootish, for the old friend, gestures. 4 There had flashed before his metal

It apparently, engrossed all “ten- knowing the secret of hie Me, might turn “ -To morrow I shall appear tike a ™ion, lovel7 taoe ol the girl who had
ирш him and—■ruin him.’ thunder-bolt amongst all the merry-mak- ?Tut?d btm, and whom he had driven to

Your price P waa the curt reply. Log. To-morrow you a hall eee your lawful I‘Oh, yon shall have it 1’ ahe declared, heir. Anterior!’7 And the thought of her child, whom ho
‘It is not a very high one and will not For the first time a sickening tear came ?onld h,ve protootod, having been lelt to

•It is very eood of you to trouble to toll I • Tour pocket. 1 have money—there to him that, perhaps, she was «making the ™« ”P » miserable existence with low 
it is very goon Ol you to irouDie to tall „ no „еви for me to weary you with the truth ^ ^ illiterate people, drove him mad with a

діт.*±йтг!-аіи ^sasr“ —-wfrom the moon ’ - — He tried hard to speak, but his tongue ї*”® Jf" mttrder m bis brain as he looked

„r«.^,..Wrau., m*
‘von saw it this morninu ’ nwwrvri Prove this. Show me some evidence ’ „ ,be.l0,t tooting, and went7-ті.м.тГ.ГЛп incident.’she ^■CARTERS fb»1 ‘hi* .tiny is true.’ “d К-Р-Ч down into the
cried. ‘I don’t know why I behaved like . — She was walking away, but stopped to mu would oloae n«n ь. . .‘її,1.™;,r,vrІГ ™ ÆPW wro 7™?™-™' il--u. !«.«.

Жііпцз Isl-bx-r™--rJbSd ïh.?iî?Sb'"iï'ii^ZS tw JÜÂ_ її?".“л-~іі,.аи Jsûïï“!‘““l‘“ -**

gü.^jgîÆgsa; SICK -gftffflfîHF iSgtaSTtg

ÆuW“ —-^ ___^M‘.P|1U-. ûsrs^zîi'BSirjKs?.:
Йі ^7à«^T'bSjHSIJ: fet remedy ,or «««bu-, Km, 4 Drowl Soi Busier watched hi, „treating ь2і- to riwken.
you from your work * рШ® Dcss» Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue with a malicious smile, though, as - J2fSi not
7°‘ün<îomÆ."rkmy work is of unport- ^ ^t^hJb^’ ““ ,1ЬЬГ “ “"Ь°7 D0W ?
ance to me,’ he said, returning the slight Bc8uhtc the BowcU‘ Purely Vegetable. ^ГігігіТьв^Мй had Vrnn of the 8h® did Heply imediately.
bowriie had given him. «mall Pill. втаІІ Dcee, boj,’dsmteri “ « M They had airbed at a print
bJti£ pxz L toTu; вта|1 Pilce- ~ й ,°ÜTH’do IT*™ were beoo-in8 daBrak to —

H^-hf Substitution ^.tti^riZ,;0!1 ти/ІІЕґі:

5s- - “ - r- - See you get caZ^ -42S«SEr-

w“5iE°3bdH^ «Tc’Jrf°r Carter’s-

Ч££Ї8ЙЙ£йЙіі- Insist ^demand ^£*53*---..
hcnll Court, ahe came lac# to face with Carter’s Little Liver Pills. *?ам!пагі ffrnage°Ito him that he ooaM ‘W17l 1 would

TO THE уаеРммтиг way «в aaP I heart Lady 

Metherafl order а папіла to bo seat

Mim . Are Ç<TM»■ ІГ«

BITTER DREGS. r yoa.’ 
•I leftІ

ШЇШ8ШШШ Ш:

By the Aathor оI “Cart ap by the Sea." “The Fog Womaa,” “The Secret 
of White Towers," etc.

what waa peering in her liater’a thoughts, 
tor Gilbert MotlwrePs attention to herself
” іГсг; toLiü1 .^to т1^ і ts®* 0,.®«®’

•be had said abort art marrying him even ™* "**“ e™ oed 1 •mde “ 
if he were the last man left in the world.

The neat basket trunk bad just been 
locked, when a carriage from Motberell 
Court name for Shirlev.

‘Enjoy yooreeti, darling,’ Mrs. Loraine 
who waa an invalid, said, fondly embracing I «d hlm" 
the girl. ‘You look very nine. Madge 
has trimmed that bat sweetly.’
^J^wieh you^were both ^coming,’ Shirley they worried him, and hé aUckened" h'ia

ing off all your boat garmoote. Ooe thing 
ia, I snail Be constantly 
have even taken Madge’s 
her necklace with thetittl

Eva Ware, who waa watching her, rt 
grasped the facta of the case.

‘Oh! do tell
individual isf* ahe demanded ol 
‘Can he bo Misa Lorainn’a artiatP

‘Poaribly.’ Motberell drawled, trying to 
fix an eye glaaa. ‘Mim Loraine, ta thia 
yoor painter-lellowP’

Shirley pretoned not to beer, entering 
quickly into an animated diacnaaion with 
Captain Dorrirn, aa to the merits ol a tit
tle pebble she nad just picked np from the

Why ahe did it, ahe new neither at the 
time nor afterwards ; but ahe kept her eyes 
lowered until the artist bed passed ; then, 
with a quick révulsion ot feeling, looked 
eagerly to eee it it was too late to bow.

‘How could yon cut him tike thstP1 Eva 
giggled. ‘Ton should have just seen the 
look he gave you!’

•It was cruel of you not to gii 
two shillings,’ said Metherell. 
copy the cot of that cost—the bang of it is
unique.’

.You might do worse,’ Shitley said, dry-

rwho this seedy-looking 
Metherell.

it
I»

ive him the 
‘I muet

k
She was feeling furious with herself fur

ious, too with these gsy, chattering people.
She told herself, with shame end re

morse, that she had forced her acquaintance 
upon the artist, had put herself under an 
obligation to him, and had them behaved 
like this.

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

‘Rather a good-looking chap,1 Dorrien 
•aid. ‘Is he really the man who painted 
that little sketch?’

•I—I think he is,1 Shirley stammered. *1 
was not looking when he passed, 
are Miss Brenu and Mr. Ridley off toP’

‘A quiet stroll up Lover’s Lane,1 Dor
rien said, with a knowing smile. *1 fear 
poor old Ridley is very hard hit.1

‘Why ‘poor?’ Shirley questioned. 
•Don’t yon tnink she cares for his devotioaP’ 

Dorrien shrugged his shoulders.
‘That is a matter beyond my powers ot 

speculation. What onlooker can tell when 
a woman really cares for a manP I am 
sorry to say, Miss Loraine, that your sex 
are born actresses. Shall we, too, take a 
turn!’

up Lovers’ Line,1 Shirley said, 
rising. ‘It is not fair to spoil sport.1 

•Indeed, no,1 he agreed.
But Shirley saw, or thought she saw, 

that on this occasion he would very much 
have liked to spoil the sport.

She did not care much tor Captain Dor
rien ; he had very little to say lor himself, 
and she had scarcely spoken to him before.

Bat this morning she had telt that 
Metherell was 
glad to escape 

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 wee walking slowly, chatting to one 
ot the coastguards.

When some little distance apart, their 
eyes met.

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

‘You have done it this time,1 Dorrien re
marked, twisting op his dark moustache. 
‘That fellah never intends to give you the 
chance ot snubbing him again.’

Where

І
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perfectly odious, and was 
from his presence.

am.

j
2

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

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 refolded the 
dainty muslin dress.

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

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

‘I have only seen her once ; but 1 thought 
she looked rather—vulgar,’ Madge return
ed, with a slight curl ot her lipp. The 
Metherells do not seem to be very particu 
lar as to the people they know.’

‘It is not fashionable to be particular.’ 
Shirley declared, lightly. ‘Blue blood is 
no longer thought anything ot, and nobody 
cares even if you are not quite certain 
whether you had a grandmother or not.1

‘Don’t talk like that,1 Madge said, rath
er sharply. ‘It is only second-rate people 
who speak in that way. Mr. Devitt, I am 
sure would

‘Poor

.•

■■її AV
agree to all yon say.
Mr. Devitt 1 Do you know 

Madge, I really rather like him, and some
times toel almost inclined to forgive him 
his wiokedneaa in haring euffieient money 
to buy Btuhmeed.’

‘He had a right to hay the place it he 
wanted to,’ the elder girl „plied. ‘But— 
oh I it maddens me to think ol a common 
man like that having our home. Some day 
he will bring hie vulgar wile to it. She 
willl have mother’s rooms, and her garden 
I cannot stay here and eee that happen.’

‘Perhipe it never will happen,’Shirley 
•aid, soothingly. ‘We muat marry for 
money, and buy the place baok.’

Madge want on with the packing.
‘It joint the Metherell estates.’ she «aid.
The pink deepened in Shirley’s obeeka.
Though aha laid nothing, ahe knew

Ft:

»
1

- Sir- n
[ •
¥

. I .
;

Cob

Щ r.

V:

I

>. >■ x.

n
pi

4;

.
-

Ж


