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GILLETT'S LYE]
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HAS NO EQUAL

It not only softens the
water but doubles the cleans-
ing power of soap, and makes

everything sanitary and

wholeso
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The Mystery Solved
at Last,

CHAPTER 1V.
Love’s Bondage.

He had not been thinking of them,
but her words brought them to his
mind, and deepened the shadow across
his forehead.

What if he did love? No, no; it
could not be. He was poor. He had
his way to fight, and could not drop
his sword or unbuckle his armor to
woo and wed a portionless girl, the
daughter of a man whom the world
called an adventurer, be she as queen-
1y as Cleopatra and as beautiful as
the first mother, Eve.

“We shall have a storm,”
stretching his great limbs into an up-
“How much Ilonger
toes,

he said,

right position.
are you going to toast your
miss? I must go and dress.”
CHAPTER V.
Back from the Dead.

“Behold your house is left unto you
desolate.”
THE storm prophesied by Chud-

leigh had come, dashing the sleet
against the windows of the library,
and.causing Sir Fielding to look up
from his book with a start—rattling
through the avenue of chestnuts as if
it meant to strip the trees of their
very branches, and sweeping across
the moor, and amid the belt of trees
around the deserted rectory, till they
bent beneath the bitter blast and
moaned like living creatures writhing
beneath a scourge.

It would seem impossible for a hu-
man being to stand against the furi-
ous drenching of the icy sleet, yet the
dark figure of a man, closely wrapped
in a black coat of foreign make and
shape, bent his head against the down-
pour, and, struggling like a wrecking
ship in the deep troughs of a heavy
sea, literally fought its way across
the moor in the direction of the wood.

Sometimes when the wind paused
to gain fresh strength and fury, and
the blinding sleet lifted and lightened
for a moment, the man quickened his
pace like one well accustomed to

wrestle with the elements, and used
the respite to good purpose, tightening
his cloak around him; then, bending
his head lower when the wind arose
again, he relapsed into the old atti-
tude of stolid determination.

It was a grand sight to witness the
tall, massive frame, capped by a
grand head, around which a wealth of
thick, black hair blown with
each gust of the wind, the dark face
lit up by large, piercing, sadly reso-
lute' eyes, and ennobled by a hand-
some though sternly set mouth, con-
testing inch by inch the desolate path
with the furious elements.

For an hour the struggle lasted, the

. wayfarer progressing slowly but
surely toward the friendly haven of

was

the dark oaks looming in the distance;
and relaxing his sturdy attitude not
one whit, nor resting a moment till he
had recahed the rickety gate—which
had been torn from its rusted hinges,
and lay, a perfect wreck, upon the
ground—and stood panting, but tri-
umphant, beneath the leafless branch-
es of a huge old oak.

Then, loosening his coat, he raised
his traveling cap, and sweeping his
scattered hair off his wet forehead,
exclaimed:

“Whew! a tough fight. England, I
left thee in a storm, thy thunders
hurling menace at my back, and I
come back to find thee no more cour-
teous, but prepared to sweep me from
thy face with ice and sleet!”

Then he leaned against the tree,
and, folding his arms, looked moodily
around upon what little he could see
of the desolation around.

“A wreck!” he muttered, moodily.
Heaven forsaken and man
Ah, old trees! what have
last you

“A wreck!
forsaken!
you and I suffered
looked down upon me? We both bear
traces of it, too. You are black and
gnarled, and I—bah!—who says the
Wandering Jew lives but in a fable?
The old house must be almost within
Strange that my heart leaps
I fancied

since

sight.
at the thought of seeing it!
there was scarce enough blood left in
me to leap at anything! But the old
house!—the old house!”

Then he relapsed into silence for a
moment, his face growing darker and
his eyes blacker, as he gazed mood-
ily at the sodden ground; but sud-
denly his self-communing commenced
abruptly, almost fiercely.

“Why should I see it?

can it do thee, thou lost sheep, to
stare at the old homestead? What
good, say 1? Rather, what amount of
evil? A happy past is best forgot; it
makes the bitter present more galling
to the mind. Bah! does the air of
England breed sentiment, or has the
storm scattered the little brains I
had?”
L And, shaking himself till the wet
flew from his coat in a shower of glis-
tening drops, he emerged from the
shelter of the trees and strode up the
path which led to the front of the de-
solate mansion.

Then, looking up at the windows
re-echoing the storm, his face grew
white, and his hands, large and sin-
ewy, clinched under his cloak across

What good

his heart, vainly trying to keep down
the storm raging within, that threat-
ened to burst forth in unison with the
storm without.

For a moment he stood motionless
as a statue; then, drawing. a deep
breath of pain, he groaned between
his clinched teeth:

“Behold your house is left
you desolate!”

And muttering this twice, thrice,
a score of times, he stood exposed to
the pitiless sleet and the fury of the
wind, gazing at the ruined house as if

unto

he were, indeed, the senseless stone

he resembled.

* " * * *

When the storm commenced, Maud
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Was Completely Laid Up

With Severe Case of Piles.

Sworn Statement From a Man Who Has
Ointment,

Chase’s

There is no longer any debate as
to the best treatment for itching
bleeding or protruding piles. But
since about one person in every four
suffers more or less from this annoy-
ing ailment it is necessary to keep on
telllxt:g people about Dr. Chase’s Oint-
ment.

Mr. Wm. Shaw, Island Brook, Que.,
writes: “I am writing this to let you
know the benefit I have derived from
your Ointment, I have suffered more
or less for years with protruding piles
and last wlinter I got so bad, I was
_completely laid up with them. I went

{1 might say that in
{known all over the

'gthtp‘ before a Justice of the

Unbounded Confidence in Dr

have not been troubled since last win-
ter. I consider it to be the best rem-
edy for piles I have ever used and
shall always carry a box with me,
although I don’t think I will need it
for piles. We have used it for other
purposes in the family, such as burns
and cuts, scratches, etc., and my wife
says it is one of the best remedies for
such pur we have ever had in the
house, Although you only charge
sixty cents a box for it, it iz well
worth $5 a box for any one afflicted
with piles. Now, you can use this let-
ter if you wish or refer anyone to me
who wants to know about it for Yuu.
my ness I am

English portion of
tatement

Quebec, and am having this s
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was in the drawing-room, idly ﬂn'gsr—
ing the keys of the grand piano, occa-

.| sionally breaking away from her

thoughts sufficiently to play a scrap
from one of the operas.

Once she commenced singing an old
English ballad, which her father had
dug up from some forgotten collec-
tion, but the wind played so dis-
cordant an accompaniment to the soft,
sad words that she ceased, and half
determined to go in search/of Chud,
who was writing a letter in his own
room; but, strugglhig against her
weakness, she sat still to listen to the
rattling sleet, and touching the keys
restlessly, commenced Gounod’s "Aver,
Maria,” but as the first bar of the mel-
ody—surely, the most sublime of de-
votional—she succeeded in forgetting
the storm, and, half closing her eyes,
lost herself in the subtle wailing of
the music, which rang through the
room like a living friend bringing con-
solation and assurance.

As she played, the tall, dark figure,
which but a little time since
gazing at the deserted rectory, was
rooted, bareheaded, outside the win-

stood

dow, its face sunk upon its breast and
its hands clasped in front of it.

With the last note throbbing, dying
through the air, Maud arose, and, the
glamor of the music still' over her,
seated herself in a low chair by the
fire, and there, lulled by the storm
and the dead red of the coals, she fell
asleep, her beautiful face lit up with
the smile that only the pure
childlike at heart can wear.

How long she slept she knew not,
but a slight noise awakened her, and

and

looking up with a start, she saw the
dark figure standing in the room look-
ing at her. i

With a low cry of alarm, she arose
from the chair, and pressing one hand
against her heart, held out the other
as in supplicating terror.

The stranger lifted his head, with a
grave smile, such that reassured her
even before his lips opened, and, in ¢
voice whose noble gentleness charm
ed all her fear away and filled he:
with a nameless thrill of pleasure
said:

“Madam, be not afraid; I am not sc
harmful as my appearance may pro
claim me.
with painful humility, your
ness. It was not intentional; I sought
Sir Fielding Chichester. The night i:
dark, and the storm confusing, and I
missed the path. Nay
rather your music drew me from it

For this intrusion I crave
forgive-

a stranger,

By some chance a side door had beer
blown open by the wind; I entered—
wrongly, I admit with sorrow—and
meeting no one, found my way here
where I would rather have perighec
in the storm than entered if I hav¢
caused you one second’s uneasiness.’

Pouring out this strange confessior
its
musical softness, with a slightly for-
eign accent that lent it an additiona

in a voice almost tremulous in

charm, and expressing, with a slight
gesture, the most profound yet eage:
humility, he bent low before her.

“I—I am not frightened,”
Maud, her gaze riveted on the facc

saic

and form that were noble and kingly.
notwithstanding their expression of
profound respect. “I will call my fa-
ther. Will you be seated?’ and stil’
unable to remove her eyes from him
she walked toward the door.

With a gesture, he declined a seat
and crossing to the fire, leaning one
arm on the carved mantel, the fire-
light making a ruddy background to
his stalwart form, looked toward the
door and waited.

In a few minutes it opened, and Sir
Fielding entered, and advancing to-
ward the stranger, said, in his mild,
dreamy voice:

“You wish to see me?”

The stranger fixed his dark eyes
upon the pale, smooth face for a mo-
ment, seemingly absorbed in contem-
plation; then, waking, as it were, with
a start, replied, in a voice from which
all the tenderness had gone, leaving a
cold, stern music behind:

“Do you wish to see me, Sir Field-
ing Chichester?” :

The old man started, with an . ex-
clamation; then, going close up to the
speaker and scanning the . features
anxiously, exclaimed, as his face lit
up with the light of recogmitiony
“Maurice Durant!”

he, nodded. ¢
“Yes, Maurice Durant. You are
surprised, Sir Fielding, yet not 80

' The son of Gerald Durant, for it was |

| .
little thought of seeing your Chiches-

ter Hall as heaven.”

“Thank Heaven! thank Heaven!”
exclaimed Sir Fielding, grasping the
outstretched hand, and wringing it
with his feeble ore. “Oh, Maurice,
Maurice! we all thought you
dead.”

“Heaven has not proved so kind,”
muttered Maurice Durant.

“We never expected to see you
And you have come back to

ware

again.
us as suddenly as—as

“Why do you hesitate?”’ said Maur-
ice, frowning. “Yes. A week since I
was sleeping in a peasant’s hut, be-
side an Alpine ravine. I dreamed of
England, dreamed so vividly that
when I awoke the vision had left a
longing for the reality. I struggled
against it, but—bah!—when a man
fights himself what chance has he of
victory? 1 decided to come—I came—
I am here.”

He strode up to the fire, extending
his hands toward the blaze.

“Dear me—dear me,” Sir
Fielding, thoroughly bewildered by
strange gesture

said

the deep voice, the
and the foreign accent, as much as
by the singular manner of the man.
“I heard no carriage drive up.”

Maurice faced around.

“Nor do I see pow you could, con-
sidering that I trod your moor and
heath from north to south and fought
my way against a greater storm than
those which carry an avalanche upon
their backs. I walked.”

“Walked! Heaven bless me!” said
the baronet; “then,” catching at the
cloak, “you must be—you are wring-
ing wet. My dear sir, this is enough
to give you your death!”

Maurice Durant smiled a smile
without a particle of mirth in it.
“Death!” he replied. “Death
not come to me thus. I have slept in
damper sheets than these, and found
them frozen in the morning. Take no
heed of me, but rather of your carpet,

which I am gradually spoiling.”

“Never mind the carpet,” said Sir
melding, hastily, and walking toward
the bell. change your
clothes immediately. I will tell tham
to see that my room be got ready for
accept

will

“You must

you; meanwhile, if you will
my son Chudleigh’s, in which you will
find a fire——"

Maurice Durant held up his hand,
with a gesture almost of impatience.

“Sir.Fielding, I shall be gone in five
minutes. Cease, I beg of you, for it
pains me to give you a refusal. A
whim seized me to take one look at
‘he hall. I fought my way here
hrough the storm, and,.standing out-
ide the window, was drawn hither by
Why should
I have seen her whom I left

your daughter’s music.
[ stay?
2 child, .you whem in the old time I
1ad more than friendship for, and
‘here is naught left for me but to re-
turn,” and with calm composure and
a majestic pace, he swung his cloak
around him and held out his hand.

Sir Fielding stared at the stern,
weather-tanned face, with its dcep
wrinkles and great, piercing eyes, in
istonishment. 3

“Impossible!” he exclaimed. “You
cannot again brave such a night as
this; it would be an insult to me. At
least,” he added, hastily, as Maurice
Durant shook his head, “at least, you
will stay and eat something?”’

(To be conting.ed‘)
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8 ® Knocks Obstinate

y Coughs in a Hurry
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e A Simple Home-Made Remedy

3 that Gets at the Cause.
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Thousands of people normally healthy
in every other respect, are annoyed with
& persistent hanging-on bLronchial cough
year after year, disturbing their sleep

ng life disagreeable. It’s so
needless—there’s an old home-made
edy that will end such a cough
1 ‘nnd quxck&y. ¢ “a1g '
rom any druggist “21 ounces of
nex” (Woenuwoéh , pour it into a
16-0z. bottle and fill the botels with piain
gmuhted mﬁar syrup. Begin taking
at once. radually but surely you
will notice the phlegm thin out anX tien
disappear altogether, thus ending a
[ t you never ihought would end.
It also promptly loosens a dry or tight
co;ﬂh,. stops the troublesoms throat
ti soothes the. irritated membranes
that the throat and bronchial tubes,
and relief comes almost immediately.
A .day’s use will usually break up an or-
throat or chest cold, and fo
ohm" croup, whooping cough an

asthma there is nothi
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a most valuable concentrated
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re & Sons, Ltd.

Hardware Department.

To keep up to

latest advance
CRBTETTONNES

3 Cent Sale.

Useful household goods are being offered
now at the above price, single and combined,
articles which are needful and handy to make
work light and pleasant.

HARDWARE
CROCKERY &
STATIONERY
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RUSSIAN GENERAL’S €O

H
Ideal Value in FURS.

This week we make an extra special and most seasonable offer of

Black Fur Collarettes, at
$3.00, $3.80, $4.50 each.

MUFFS, $3.80, $4.00, $4.20.

Brown Fur Collarettes, $4.50 ea.
MUFFS, $2.80 $3.20.

Also exceedingly nice values in

Black Fur Sets, @ $7.00 ani $8.00 stt.

SEE THEM AND DELAY NOT YOUR BUYING.
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Bléck, Beaver, Mole, Etc.
Prices :

$2.50, 3.20, 3.60, 3.80, 4.40 per set.
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