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CHAPTER XXVL

“To My Cost!”

J rise from my seat and stand,
“Waiting to be shown the way; but my
father delays a moment to pour out
li large glass of wine, which he holds
to m_v»]i,ps.

“T would rather not,” I object.

“Drink it.”
*yon must be almost fainting from

he savs, imperatively;
“exhaustion.”

I do his bidding, and then he takes
me upstairs to my husband’'s room.
At the door 1 draw back.

“Has he asked for anyone else?”

say, faintly.

*“Ay dearest, this is not the time
to ask such-.questions,” says my fa-
ther, gravely. “He is asking  for
you; and, upon my word, Audrey, I
think vou have been wronging him
all along.”

Dear, godd father, always ready to
make the best of things. to think no
ill of anvone! How I wish I had
code of true
Perhaps

your simple faith. vour
honor and trusting love!
our experiences have been very dif-
ferent, for I seem as if I  hardly
know what trust is.

We enter

lighted. 1t is very large.and lofty,

the room, which is dimiy
and the ‘h 1ge. four-post bedstead is
large enough for half a dozen peo-
might easily

ple to sleep in—one

pass  unnoticed. 1 go gently up to

the side, 4nd take the hand lying on

the coverlet in my own:

“Adrian,” I say, gently,

here."

As I speak, the nurse and the doc-
tor glide out of the room.

I think he is asjeep, for he neither
opens his eyes nor moves, nor does
the hand return my pressure. - I sit
down on the edge of the bed and
wait. Presently the fire bursts intc
a flame, and lights up the whole
room; then I see him plainly for the
first time. Ah, how his changed face
smites my heart! Is it really Adri-
an?  Yes; but, oh. how haggard, how
wan! As Capt. Langholme wrote
“*“he looks ten vears older.” Ten—
nay, a lifetime! He is aged with the
age of great sorrow. And who is the
Is it Theo, or is it 1? Ah, if

I only dared believe it is not Theo!

cause?

I take his hand once more into my
own, -and smooth it softly; apparent-
ly, the action soothes him, for he
breathes more easily and sighs in his
: sleep—and it is not a sigh of unhap-
hand steals up tc
golden hair 1
I kiss it now.

piness. Then mv
his -hair—the curly,

have kissed so often.
softly, lest I waken him, with loving
pity  and humble tenderness. Is my
old “daddy” b

all along been wronging him? Per-

right. I wonder? Have |

haps—nay, now I am certain of it—I
ought to have read 'that letter; it
might, and probably would, have ex-
plained everyvthing!

Once he half awakes, and, seeing
me sitting by him in the fire glow,
murmurs, “Darling!” presses "my
,ﬁngers feebly, and 'sinks to sleep
again: and so we remain till the dusk

krows into night. Once or twice my

hould disturb him. I eat what they

bring me just where 1 am, and
‘daddy” kisses me, with a whisper
that it is all right again now. “And
Adrian, poor fellow.” he says, with a
quiet laugh, “will bless the explosion
as the Juckiest accident in the
world.”
I ery quietly, for I am thoroughl:
upset by all the excitement I have
gone through.
“You see, I was quite right,” says
my father, triumphantly.
“You generally are,”" I admit; an«
then Adrian and I are once more left
alone.
Toward morning he moves un
asily, and looks at me in some as-
tonishment, but without speaking. |
bend over him, forgetting utterly all
the past. .

“You are not comfortable, darling?”
[ say. tenderly.

If I had forgotten, ] am soon re
called, for he stares at me in horror.

*“What do you want here, vyou
wicked woman?’ he says, passionate-
Iy. “Go away this moment.”
Adridn,”

say, making a last effort.

“Don’'t you know me,

“Know vou?’ with intense scorn.

“To my cost!

W

I ereep away down to the voon
where my father is sitting up. I ca
searcely grope my wav.

“Oh, daddy, daddy!'”
me away and let me die!”

I moan; “tak:
'
Then. lying in his arms, which nr
power can ever turn against me,
tell him all,. and how Adrian knew
me “to his cost”—the cost of hi

tove!

CHAPTER XXVII.
A SELF-WILLED RACE.

My life is now a little more than :
Pideous dream. The agony of dis
appointment! A?tc-;‘ three month
weary hopelessness to be suddenl
lifted into the seventh heaven of blis
and as suddenly cast forth is almos
too much for my small- amount «
strength to bear; and, after I hav
rested, my father promises that he
wil take me home.

Adrian is now fairly out of danger
the long sleep, during which I watch
ed him so 10\‘.ingl_\' and built up suc’
fond dreams of happiness for the fu
iure, has proved more Dbeneficia
than even the doctors at first seemes

inclined to hope. I am quite read:

for my homeward journey. B
How strange, how unnatural. tha
my home should be in the Isle o
Wight, and my husband and his homs«
should be here! How giladly wouls
I have stayed here forever, have for
given all and forgotten evervthing!
Presently my father comes intc
the room.
“Audrey,” he says, kindly, “I have
been talking to Adrian. and it seems
you are——" ;
“1 will not listen,” I answer. Ah.
now my pride is ‘making me of those
who “would mnot!” “You. promised
me that vou would never mention
him to me again™ ;
* “But he wants to see you, to ex-
plain,” he urges. \
“Nothing can explain,” I' answer.
“I was ready to forgive and forget
all that has happene.:i in the past—
all the pain which has been inflicted
upon me, the humiliation, the slights
and the ineults—I would have for-
given them all! But last night he

| used words to me that I did not de-
’éerve that I will not bear.

You may
ull him all thil, and that 1'am sorry
1 came” .
“But——"_he begins.

| "I will not“hear it!” I'ery; “if you,

&eﬁlberestofthewaﬂd break

| vour promises, then ‘let me dle for I !

mtcw,henm niore “for . he
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steady,trot 4ver the moors, through
the ngrrow valley, and up the steep
hill, afid Vane Tempest let him go.

land d8!” he said, aloud; “but, any-
how, we must arrive at somewhere;
if we keep on long enough.”

The road grew steeper, and sud-

Vane like a simple rift in the rocks
leading to nowhere. He was going
to pull the horse up and dismount
when he saw just below tHom a r(_)ngh
wooden bridge across the cleft.

“Brave!” he said, patting the
“Here's the bridge.
at any rate, and I suppose this is the

aorse’s wet neck.
Caldren. Come up, young ’un; we'll
soon reach oats and hay now.

He touched the  horse with hi:
ecl. and they trotted along the stee
path and were almost on ;the narrow
bridge when the horse shied  and
stopped.

Vane had been looking down intrs
the depths which the bridge spanned
and was riding so carelessly that, i
the truth  must be told, he was near-
v off.
ver, almost immediately, and looked

He recovered himself, how-

up to see the cause of the animal's
fright.

He had not far to look. On the
other end of the bridge stood a
voung girl. He pulled up with 2
Clounds
of rainy mist drove down the valley

hetween her and him, §0 that she

tight rein and stared at her.

looked weird and phantasmal.

She stood quite motionless, an¢

hough he could not see her face; fo:

t the moment the moon was ob
cured. his sophisticated eve took i:
he grace of the. slim figure and it
‘ree, erect pose.

Suddenly, as he sat an.d ]obked a
er, the moon came out and fell upo
or face, and Vane started.

In all his life he had never see:
ne half so beautiful.

Two great eyes, dark and lumin
us. were fixed upon him; a tress o
air, blown free from the shapel:
ead, floated one moment ‘in the

cross her bosom. Her lips wers
alf parted as if she were speaking
ut he could hear no words.

He sat spell-bound.
er at a ball in London, he woul¢

If he had me

1ave been struck by her beauty: bu
icre, in this wild, Heaven-forsaker
place, her presence was—well, al
most appalling.

He recovered his presence of miné
after—perhaps it was only a seconc
or two, though it seemed an age t¢
him—and raising his hat, shouted:

“Will you please tell me if this is
Garth’s Hollow?”

She ‘raised her hand, which ha¢
heen resting on the bridge, and wav-
ed him back.

“No?” he said.

but T was told to cross the bridge:”

“I beg vour pardon

She was motionless a moment
her eves flashing on to his face: then
she repeated the gesture; her lips
opene'd. and in a clear voice, that was
at once sweet and stern, she called:

“Go back!”

“No, thanks,” he said to himself
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The “horsef picked £ its  way at af}

“Hei\'en only knows wheére vou'll|

denly they entered what looked to}:

‘that ‘there was a tone of warning in

vind and lay like a snake the nex‘*

“There must be a house somewhere
near, or you wouldn't be here, and 1
shall have* to ask shelter for the
horse.' at any rate”

“I can’'t.” he shouted.
be Garth’'s Hollow.”

came the cry, thrilling
and Vane fancied

“This must

“Go back!”
across the chasm:

it.

He hesitate'd. the horse’s hoofs jusi
on the verge of tpe bridge.

“Is there another path reund?’ he
said, looking about him. ;

Either she did not hear him. or did
not choose to reply, and Vane sent
the horse forward. -

The hoofs - beat on the : wooden
planks, raising & weird echo amid the
howl of the wind, and the horse had
got rather over the centre of the
bridge, when Vane, whose eves had
never left the girl’s face, saw her
spring a few feet up the rock behind
her, saw her lift her arm—all gleam-
ing white in the semi-darkness—and
the next mogent he was conscious
that the bridge was giving way be-

neath " him.

He felt himself falling, heard the

horse sereamin an deony of /fright
gaw the wal of rock rise, as it Were.
irom .the .depths right up to heaven

ond ingulfing. swallowing  him ancd
the horse in its strong -jaws. Then
all was- blank.
"But in that swift space of time
that flashv of a  second
brain reeled _into
looked up - and. saw distinctly the
'ovely face. of the girl—the dark
*hining eyes—as, clutching the ex-
reme edge of the rock, she bent ove:
ind watched him.

(To be Continued.)

Babbitt’s
Cleanser

is-already stocked by the
following:

J. J. St. John,
W. E. Bearns,

a Catalogue Scrap Book doui’?d-*

before  the 4
nothingness, he

tern Cuts. These will be found very |
useful to refer to from time to time.

9660.—A PLEASING MODEL.

facturers .Ageht.

Needham Organs,
Mason & Hamlin Organs.
Kohler Pianos,

Tonk Pianos.

Expert B"Sewing Machines,
Greeliman’s Knitting Machines,

= etc., etc.

. Planos & Organ Warerooms.

The old stand, 140 Water Street.

Ladies® House Dress.

Chambrey, gingham, lawn, percale,
or galatea, are most serviceable for
this :style, but it will develop equally
well in voile, linen, silk or linese, and
may then serve as an afternoon or
home dress. The pattern is cut n 6

sizes; 8% o4, 6, o8, 40 and 4 inches.
bust measure. It requires 5 vards of

44 inch material for a 36 inch size.

| A pattern of this illustration mailed
{o. any address on receipt of 10c. in

silver or stamps.

9649.—A PRACTICAL WORK APRON.

C. P. Eagan,
Jas. Baird, Ltd.,
J. D. Ryan,
Bishop, Sons & Co.

If your grocer says, “I'm
sorry, here’s one ‘just as
good.” ”’

I want

You say “No!
BABBITTS.”

He will then say to him-
self (of aurse),,she knows.

DEMAND—THATS
ALL!

»Extm Special to =
Shnps*and Facmncs.

e

i;“WGotet aboit 3,000 The, of om

There is always a certain charm
zbout a dainty white house apron.
This one is easily made and is very
beecoming and serviceable, as  well.
The Princess front adds greatly to the
dressy character of the garment. As
here shown white lawn with bands of
enibroidery was used. It would also
hé bhe suitable as a “maid’s apron.
Crossbar muslin, Iinen, gingham and
percale are all suitable to the design.
The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes:” Small,
Medium and large. It requires 414
yvards of 36 inch material for a Medium
size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus-
tration and send with the coupon, |
carefully filled our. The pattera can-
iot t;aaei you h less than ‘16 dayl.

J. J. ST. JOHN.

10,000 VERY CHOICE CIGARS
BROCK'S BIRD FOOD.
ROSE’S LIME JUICE.
SUNSHINE CUSTARD POWDER
BIRD’S CUSTARD POWDER.
BLLANC MANGE POWDER
TINNED RABBIT.
TINNED BAKEAPPLES.
When you want a cup of appetizing TEA, get
our 40c.

J. J. ST. JOHN.

“Scotia”

Nix per cent Debenture

Stock, .

Seasoned

Security,

Safe as regards Principal Invested.

Sure as regards Interest Return.

Secured by Assets valued at nearly
Five Times Amount Debenture
Stock Issued.
Price 98 and Interest.

F. B. McCURDY & CO,,

Members MontrealStock Exchange

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

ISt._John's, Nfid.

The Surplus Earned.

In 1912 the Canadian Life earned surplus
of $1,530,667, exceeding by over $237,000 the
earnings of 1911, and by a much larger
amount the earnings of any previous year.
This is of importance to policyholders, for
their Dividends must come from this account.

CANADA LfFE ASSURANCE ¢&o0.
C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

St. John’s.

Prepare for the Jaming Season

We are now showing an extra
heavy quality of

- Enamel Skillets,

an“c to 'Inc. gach.

ARSI A RN




