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THE HEIR

OF

Lancewood

CHAPTER XVIL

Vivien Neslie reached the haven

she had been seeking—the buried

arch of a western window, where the
ivy had climbed the stone and cloth-

ed it in richest green, where \it hung

in grand festoons down to the soft

grass—a window that overlooked the

Rhine from a height which made one
giddy. She had been there before,
having taken her book there—for the
ceaseless chatter of the Misses Smea-
ton often annoyed her. It was so
quiet, so remote from the world, so
strangely still, there seemed to be
nothing save the broad blue
above and the rapid, clear stream be-
low. It was like a shrine to Vivien,
a place where she could dream and
think and read at leisure.

She sat down on the broad stone of
the ruined window; the gleam of the
swift current below seemed, to dazzle
her, the golden beams of the sun .dis-
turbed her. She turned her face to
the cold stone walls, and read her fa-
ther’s letter again—read every word
carefully—and then turned with a
start to wake to the full reality of
what it -all meant. She had
Lancewood; the home she had loved
so dearly, so proudly, and fondly,
would never be hers. She flung her-
self down on the thick soft grass and
sobbed aloud. What a relief they
were, those tears! She could cry
aloud in her anguish and sorrow, she
could weep with deep-drawn passion-
ate sobs, and there was none to hear.
All the long-pent-up grief found vent
now; the anguish of the past three
sad years, the pain of wounded love
and wounded pride, the desolation
that had fallen to her lot since her
father’s marriage, all found vent in
that passionate storm of tears.

sky

lost

be-
loved home, the inheritance that had

She had lost Lancewood, her
been hers; the grand domain, every
tree and every shrub that grew on
which was dear to her. The son of a

stranger would have it, the home
where her proud, gentle, high-born
mother had lived and died; it would
the son of the vain, insolent
who had robbed her of her

love.

pass to
woman
father’s

No one could understand her sor-
row. It was not the mere money loss.
Had she been offered twice the value
it, she
It was

of Lancewood to relinquish
would never have done
the place itself she loved so well, it
embodied her love of race, her pride
of family. Every wish, every dream,

S0.

every desire of her heart was center-
ed in it. She had concentrated all
her love and hopes on it; and now
that she had lost it, her life lay in
ruins around her. She could care for
no other destiny; no other seemed
worth having. It was all over. Death
\voulfd not have been harder than the
pain, the desolation and anguish she
was suffering. The Abbey would nev-
er more be home to her—never more.
It would be given up to the rule of
a vain woman and her son. What
would they do with Lancewood when
it would be theirs?

“It was cruel of my father,”
sobbed; ‘“oh, terribly cruel!”

she

So passionately was she weeping
that she did not hear the sound of
footsteps. Some one came across the
long grass, parted the festoons of ivy,
and stood looking in wonder at the
crouching figure of the prostrate girl
—looked long and earnestly, and then
dropped the sheltering ivy as though
he was fearful
when the sound of a bitter, passion-
ate sob fell on his ear, he paused, and

stood irresolute.

He was a tall, handsome man, with
a noble face and earnest, eloquent
eyes. . ,The clear-cut face, with its
regular features, was that of a high-
bred gentleman. The wind stirred
lightly the brown clustering hair that
waved back from a bread white

brow; the clear eyes that had in

It Stops the Twinges of Rheumatism,
Limbers the Muscles, Eases the Joints

Amazing Relief Comes at Once—
Cure Every Time.

USE NERVILINE.

Aching joints and sore muscles are
common in rheumatic people. Inflam-
mation is deep in the tissues. You

ight use a dozen remedies and de-
‘vive less relief than Nerviline will

e you in half an hour.

Nerviline is a pain‘subduer that

verds do not altogether describe.
4s fully five times stronger than
remedies, not that it affects the
favourably—no, its great pow-
y to its wonderful penetrative
fkes in deeply, but never

Just rub Nerviline into sore mus-
cles, stiff joints, and note the glow of
comfort, the ease of pain that follows.

You are astonished, delighted; this
is because words do not express the
promptness and permanency, with
which Nerviline cures every achie and
pain in the muscles and joints.

Marvellous, you’ll say. Natural, we
say, because Nerviline is different,
stronger, more penetrating, a true
‘pain-subduer. Just try it and see if
it doesn’t cure rheumatism, neural-
gia, lumbago, straing and sprains.

far more economical than the 25c:

trial size. Get it to-day. Sold by

of obtruding. But,

The large 50c. family size bottle is :

them no shade of sin or guilt rested
pitifully on the young girl. The most
beautiful feature of the man’s face
the’ firm grave lips
could

was his mouth;
had a sweet expression—one
discern it although they were shaded
by a heavy mustache. They trembled
slightly as he listened to the girl's
passionate weeping. He. looked and
He was too true a
gentleman not to feel the
hesitation about intruding, yet he had
too kind a heart to go away and leave
the weeper there. He stepped for-
ward, a frank, handsome, high-bred
English gentleman, of dignified car-
riage and proud bearing, but with
kindly manner, and, going up to Vivi-
en, said in a low, gentle voice—

“I beg your pardon, but I am afraic
Can }

felt irresolute.
greatest

that you are in great trouble.
do anything for you?”

The next moment Vivien stood up
right, with flushing, tear-stained face
and indignant eyes.

“I—I thought I was
said.

alone,” she

Her wonderful beauty startled the

new-comer despite her passionate

tears. She looked lovely as a poet’s
ideal. Her masses of dark hair fel
Her beautiful face had lost all it
proud calmness, and was quivering
with a hundred varied emotions. He¢
did not betray his surprise.

“I beg you to forgive me,” he said
“I was sketching on the other side o
the wall, and I thought that you wer¢
T

His kindly manner,
words, the earnest voice,
He was a gentleman, not an im

the
reassurec

gentl

her.
pertinent spy.
“I am not ill,” she said.
great trouble.”
“So I perceive.

“I am ir

Can I do anything
for you?”

“No,” she replied.
nothing.”

She turned away, as though to inti-
mate that their interview was ended
He followed her.

“Pardon me again,” he said. “Pra)
do not think me intrusive—do not
think me rude. I cannot go away anc
leave you so. If I saw a little birc
iying on the grass wounded, I sh’ould
raise it and care for it—if I saw 2
flower bent and bruised, I should 'try
to restore it—I could not pass the
smallest creature in pain; much less
can I leavg you.”

“You can do nothing,” she declar-
ed; but the kind voice had evidently
a.charm for hér. She turned her
head, and he saw again the beautiful
tear-stained face. . Vi

“I thank you—

we think a trouble often turns out to
be the case with you.”

way in’ which such trouble as mine
could be a blessing—nothing could

in picturesque luxuriance around her.-

“Will you let me saé{bne thing to like
you?’ he continued, gravely. “What|day

be a blessing in disguise, This may|a

“No,” she returned. “There is 1oy,

“If it be death, do not forget that,
great as your sorrow may be, it is
not hopeless. There is a fairer,
brighter, better world, where death
and sorrow are unknown.”

“My trial is bitter than
death,” she rejoined—“a thousand
times more bitter.”

“If it be sickness, you have hope
to ¢heer you;A if it be the falsity of a
friend, there are true ones left; if it
be the loss of fortune, you who have
rare gifts,I am sure need not fear
that.”

“It is worse,” she said; “mere loss

more

of fortune would not affect me.I have
lost that which is dearer than life and
all that it holds.”

“You have lost some one whom you
love,” he decided, with grave, kindly
pity.

“Love!” she repeated. “Oh, no! 1
have——" Then she stopped abrupt-
ly, rememberihg that it was to a
stranger she was speaking.

‘“Then, if all other consolations fail,
let me add this,” he said. “Time will
heal your serrow, no matter how
great it may be. When I was a boy,
I had a sister- whom I loved better
than all the world besides. She was
my twin sister; she seemed like a
part of my very existence. She died
wind I did not think it possible ever
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AVOID
OPERATIONS
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T ] expected to have to
undergo an opera-
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jregular and free
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rs ere was anything I could
take to help me and they said there
- was nothing that they knewof. I am
~ thankful for such a good medicine and
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Ave., Cleveland, Ohio.
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| ess of Lancewood.

to smile again. I told my mother so,
and her answer was .that time would
be my comforter. So now I say to
you. Let what may be your trouble,
time cannot fail to comfort you as it
has comforted me.”
But Vivien shook her head gravely.
“I fear not. My sorrow is an un-
common one; time will add to it, not
heal it.”
“If that be the case,” he said, still
more gravely, “will you let me re-
mind you where to seek comfort?”’
“Heaven holds no comfort for me,
save that of enduring in patience,”
she replied, slowly.
He had gained such influence over
her by his grave, earnest voice, his
noble face, his deferential grace of
manner, that she tor/got he was a
stranger—forgot that she felt fright-
ened or shy. She had turned her
beautiful, tear-stained face to him,
and raised her dark eyes.
“I like to hear you speak,” she said,
simply; “you have been very patient
and kind.”
“My poor child, I have simply—
what is it?” he interrupted himself to
say, for she was’glancing up at him
with a pleased, wondering smile.
“What is it?” he asked again.
“I was thinking,” she replied, “that
I do not remember to have ever heard
any one call me ‘poor child’ before.
All this is new to me,” she added,
passionately—‘“this suffering, this
sense of loss; the feeling of humilia-
tion and isolation is all new to me,
and hard to bear.”
“Poor child!” he
this time she made no comment on

said again; and
his words.

“Should you think me very curious
if I asked you to tell me what your
loss is?” he asked.

“I cannot tell you; it is my all, my
world, more than my life—I cannot
speak of it.”

He wondered to himself what it
could be. It was not a love affair—
of that he felt sure.
correctly—there was

in it of a love story. Who was she—

He read her face

no revelation
80 beautiful, so dignified, so queenly—
this English girl alone in this ruined
castle?

“Are you staying at the hotel?” he
asked.

“I am with some friends at the
Hotel de I'Europe,” she replied.
the Reine

to

“And I am staying at
Will you permit me
For I hope

d’Espagne.
introduce myself to you?
most earnestly to meet
and that under happier circumstan-
ces. I am the late Lord St. Just’s eld-
est son ,and I am travelling down the
Rhine for the sake of sketching. If I
had my folio here, I would show you
some views that I think would please
you.”

He was in great hope that she
would imitate but

Vivien had recovered herself by this

his frankness;
time; she bowed, and said—

“I am grateful to you, Lord St. Just.
You have been very kind to me. May
I ask a favor?”

His face brightened. Was she about
to trust him, to accept some kindness
from him? :

“You will honor me as I have nev-
or been honored before,” he replied.

“I beg of you earnestly to forget
this little scene. I am ashamed to
have been so much a child; but it
seemed to me my heart was broken,
and I came out here that I might, like
a child, cry away my grief. May 1
ask you to forget the incident—not tc
mention  that you have seen me—and.
if I should at any time meet you, that
it may be as a stranger?”

“If you wish ‘it to be s0,” he an-
swered, sadly. “I should have been
s0 happy to be of service to you—so
happy to meet you again.”

“We may meet again,”
“but, if we do, forget that we have
met before.”

“And is there no service I can ren-
der you?” he a.sked.'

she said,

“None,” she replied, “but to forget
what has passed. - I shall always be
vexed to think that I have been so
childish. I thank you, Lord St. Just.
Good-bye.”

Before he had time to ,repl& she
had gone half way down the hill, and
he stood alone under the blue cloud-
less sky.

The next day, on making inquiries
about the English party at the Hotel
de IEurope, he heard that Lady
Smeaton was accompanied by her
daughters and Miss Neslie, the heir-

(To be Continued.)
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SHERWIN-WILLIAKS
ROOF AND BRIDGE
PAINT

is an economical paint for
use on roofs, bridges,
barns, fences, etc.

] It is durable and works
freely and easily under the
brush. Has good cover-
ing capacity. Made in
strong red and brown
colors.
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’ English Paints, B. S. Co. Blue Label, in 1 1bs., pts., qrts., % gals,

Sherwin-Williams Paints in qrts., 3% gals. and_gals.
Stains, Varnishes, Enamels, Cabot Shingle Stain, :
Roof and Bridge Paints, Raw and Boiled Linseed 0il, Turpen-

A large assortment of Sash, Paint, Wall and Kalsomine Brushes
to select from. Color cards and prices on application.

Martin Hardware Comp’y, Ltd.

" WHOLESALE & RETAIL.
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If You are Hat Particular!

We are showing some noteworthy Straws,

easy Ban Tan Ivy Band,

as worn by King George V.

Prices: $1.20 to $2.50.

Estab. 1875.
’Phone 726.

SMYTH’S,

Smyth Building.
P. O. Box 701,
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® Why Not Get a Fob? }

No. 6

Watech . Fob with Chain,
seamless, gold filled, clasp
and ribbon. Guaranteed, suit-
able for engraving mono-
gram ..450 Coupons
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No. 7

Watch Fob with Chain,
gold filled, suitable for en-
graving monogram. Guaran-
teed. .. ..995 Coupons
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A Win for Collegians.

In last evening’s tobtball game, the.
Collegians defeated the C.BE.I.-Feild-
ians by a score of 3 goals to nil. The
game was keenly contested and both

sides gave a good exhibition. The
Collegians, through Ellis secured one
of their goals in the first half. In
the second half Kendrick and Coultas
each found the net, but the C.E.I-
Feildians failed to score though they

chances through : j

'y

W. Duggan acted as referee, and the
line-up was:

Collegians—Goal, Wornell: backs,
Heath, ' Halfyard:; halves, Pike,
Barnes, Pike; forwards, Coultas, EI-
lis, Kendrick, Joliffe, Gear.

C.E.L-Feildians  — Goal, Long;
gacl;:r : r;m,e,nt Ryall; halves, ouvert;
rover, Fox; for , Bugden, Hun
Winter, Adams .u.mmwsrds,t.ﬂugde 3
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The chocolate co
is of the finest quality
the centres are da
and varied, forming
combination which r
sults in the most de-
licious chocolates
you ever tasted.
Try them.
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