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=Use the sal volatfle again,” directed
& man’s voice, which I seemed to know.

It was this which convinced me that
X must rouse myself. With an effort I
wpened my eyes, to look straight up
‘dmto a face that brought back a whirl-
- rush of recollections. Once more I
was in the Lyceum Theater glancing
oarelessly about, my gaze concentrat-
dng at last on the features of a man
:'Yuch appeared strangely dependable.
Once more the thought was in my :
“He would be a good man to ask if you
needed help.” Why, he had helped.-me
twice! It was curfous that I could re-
member occasions, but not the ways.
Then everything flashed back to me.|

1 was in a plain room, not large, but
stately compared to those I had known
of late in Easel street. The walls were

lined with books in dark bindings, that_

absorbed the light which came from a
tadl, green-shaded student lamp stand-
fmg on an open desk. Near this desk I
was lying in a deck-chair extended to
its full length, while above me bent the
face I knew and another face that was
strange.

The latter wore round spectacles that
gave the eyes a surprised look, and it
hed a gquaint littke nose which turned
up in such a comical manner that I
found myself smiling.

“How did I come here?” I asked, in
a dow, tired voice.

It was the man who answered.

“In the eab. Just as I was waliting
for your decision to know whether I
was to go with you or to follow, you
settled the gquestion by fainting. So I
brought you here, because I knew that
Mrs. Jennett would take good care of
you. And when I am sure that you
are guite well I will go away.”

Somehow my heart sank at the last
words. 1 did not want him to go away
~—though ] took myself instantly to
task for the feeling.

“You're as pale as a little ghost,
miss,” said Mrs. Jennett of the turned-
up nose, “‘Drink this, won't you? I've
been making it het.”

: She held a cup to my lips, and I
drank some chocolate, which tasted
better than anything 1 had ever tasted

Before. 1 could feel the blood begin to
flow more warmly through my chilled

is soaked through
' went on Mrs, Jen-
mett. “Would you be nded if I
should offer you some things of mine
tili your own can be dried?”

“Of course pot,” 1 protested. *“You
are very kind. But I can’t stay here
1o trouble you. 1 must be ng soon

“We'll talk about that 1 to-mor-
wvow,” said she. “If you strong
enough to come to my room, I'll make
you comfortable inside ten minutes.”

She slipped an 1 behind my shoul-
ders, and lifted me up: But, as I tried
to get on my feet, I discovered that 1
was not half as strong as 1 had hoped.
Sparks fell in a shower before my eyes;
I turned giddy, and would have sunk
back again—for Mrs. Jennett was a Mt-
tle woman and could not gilve much
Belp—had not the man caught me in
his arms as if I had been a baby,

“Open the door,” he said. Mrs. Jen-
nett ran to obey, and before I could
speak I found myself being carried up-
stairs. Another door was opened, and
1 was deposited in an easy-chalr, near
a ciean, white bed.

“faucky this was my day for chang-
fng the linen,” I heard the little wo-
man exclaiming ‘ everything’s
all ready for her just as it is.”

“How do you feel?”’ asked the man,
Sooking -at me. In s 12 me from a
fall and catching me in his arms to
carry me here from the room below his
<coat-sleeve had been pushed back. As
he spoke he pulled the white cuff and
dark brown sleeve into place, his left
erm still bared from above the wrist,
My eyes fell upon it, and I gave a loud,
startled cry. ;

“What is it? Have I hurt you?”’ he
asked, dquickly. By this time he had
rearranged both sleeves, and, seeing
§t no more, I could hardly believe in
the aetual existence of
thing which 1 had caught sight of for
mn instant. = °

In my astonlshment I had sat up,
and continued to stare ‘at him, m¥
3ips apart. .

“Mrs. Jennett, make haste with the
sal volatile!” he exclaimed. “I'm afraid
that she will faint again.”

and through,
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But I gently pushed the sal volatile!

away wheh it was obediently presented
40 my nostrils. I could speak now.

*No, no,” 1 said. “I'm not ill. But
—  And 1 looked straight up Iinto
the man’'s anxious face. **Tell me whb
youn are?’

He laughed. *“I ought to have told
you that before,” he replied. “But,
you see, I had so little chance. My
name {8 John Bourke.”

“Yes, miss,” proudly broke in Mrs.
Jennetts “And he's the John Bourke.
Ob, yuu may scowl and shake your

nead, Mr. H.u'i.-r— but only fancy her
not kmnsmg
I knew no more now than 1 had

%nown before, since the name of John
Bourke suggested nothing. All my
thoughts were concentrated, however,
pot on what I heard, but what I had
seen. He guessed this, and his eyes
qucsnanml mine in a puzzled way.

“Why did you cry out and suddenly
ask for my name?” he demnnded
“DNon’t tell me if you would ruther not
fe hastily added. *“But

“1 would rather teil!” I spoke on the
smpulse of curiosity, keen as the stab
of & knife., “I eried out because—I saw
something #trange on your arm. A
»eart-shaped scar.”

s

CEAPTER XIIL
John Bourke and a Lady.

John Bourke's face changed under
my eyes. A slow flush rose to his fore-
Bead, and he slightly compressed his
¥ps with an expression which was like
4he involuntary wince of a stormy, yet
sensitive nature beneath an unexpected
Blow,

“Do you think that so strange?” he
said. “I have got used to it. I have
2ad it for a long time. But at present
there’'s something much more import-
ant to think about than the scar on my
erm; which is, for Mrs. Jennett to get
you into dry clothes. It is late, and
wou are very, very tired. I shall leave
mou far to-night. and to-morrow meri-

the strange

&
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If you have Backache have
Kidney Disease. If wo?xcg!ect'
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something worse—Bright s Dis~
ease or Diabetes. There is no
use rubbing and doctoring your
back. Cure tiie kidneys. There
is only one kidney medicine but
it cures Backache every timow
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Kidney
Pills

mg, pernaps, you wiui iet me cali ana
see how you are.’

I feit abashed, as
of an unwarraniab:
had spoken courtec
it was plain that the
heart-shaped scar was
was more curious than ever; it even
seemed to me thnt T had a right to my
curfosity, if he knew all. But I in-
stantly determined that I would not
again ask questions. Z

“Good-bye; and thank you for all
you have done,” 1 sa me«kly

At the door he turned. “Pr wriw me
one thing before I go. That you will
not leave this house until you have
seen me again.”

“I do promise that,” I responded, af-
ter an instant’'s hesitation.

“And I trust you—entirely.”
was gone.

Mrs. Jennett ministered to all my
physical comforts. I was given a @eli-
clous hot bath, that drew the aching
out of my tired body; I was put intc a
lavender-scented, old-fashioned night-
gown of coarse Unen, and at last I was
tucked up in bed.

“Could you eat anything before you
go to sleep, my dear?’ enquired the
little woman.. “A wing of cold chicken,
now, and a glass of wine?”’

The suggestion was Irresistible. 1
tried te say: ‘‘Yes,-if you please,” with-
out a tell-tale, greedy eagerness. But
I had had nothing to eat all day save
the one thick slice of stale bread on
which I had gloomily made my break-
fast.

8he bustled promptly away, and I
was left alone to think, my thoughts
roving back over the day which had
been so crowded with events that its
beginning appeared to have been years

? I had heen guilty
# impert thience. He
iv and kindly, but
subject of the
forbidden. I

Then he

ing was like a resurrection, and it
seemed the more strange that almost
the first thing I saw in the new world
should be—the heart-shaped scar.

Though I had been permitted to loek
at it but for a second’s time, I could see
it still as if printed in colors in the air.
In size it was slightly smaller than the
mark I had such good cause to remems-
ber on Lady Cope’s arm, or that other
which had belonged to the old mystery
and created a new one as well. It was
of a less deep pansy-purple than {ts
prototype, but otherwise it appeared to
be the same. As I pondered, marvel-
ing at the strangeness of the coinci-
dence (which must bhe far more than a
mere coincidence), Mrs. Jennett came
back. And when I had eaten the chick-
en and sipped the port, my ‘brain grew
blurred with sleep. 1 remember noth-
ing more, until 1 awoke in the morn-
ing.

At first I thought that I was quite
well again, but I soon found out my
mistake. I had taken a feverish cold,
and though I tried to get up, 1 was or-
dered back to bed by Mrs. Jennett. My
head ached so dully and my brain. felt
80 weary that I had not the energy to
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ago. After Waterloo Bridge, this wak- {

oppose ner, or even m m T° m
| questions. A doctor was cailed in, and
: afterwards seni mclicina, which § pe-
luctantly swallowed. For three days
and nights I lay in bed, and sometimes
1 think I must have been slightly de-
lirfous, for 1 heard myself saying words
over Which my mind had no control,
and I saw. Mrs. Jennett's face as
through a mist, regarding me oddly.
But at last the burning heat in my
veins and the throbbing in my temples
died away. 1 felt strangely peaceful,
though very weak, and Mrs. Jemnett
said that, if I liked, I'might be dressed
in a wrapper and lie on the deck-w
in Mr. Bourke's study.

“Mr. Bourke's ltudy"‘ I echoed.
“Why—does he live in this house?"

“Oh, deary me, didn't yon know?"
exclaimed the little woman. “Then I
suppose I've put my foot into it again.”

“He said he would take me to his
relatives, when l told him that I had
no one to go to,” I explained, wonder-
ing how much of my story—as John

Bourke knew it—Mrs. Jennett had
heard. “Are you a relative of his?”

“N—ot ‘exactly,” she faltered. *“I
think he's nearly as badly off for people
of his own as you seem to be. But I'm
just as fond, and proud ef him, too, as
i I were his mother. And she’d be a
lucky woman if she was alive to-day!™ |

“So he brought me to his house!” I
reflected, aloud.

“QOh, now, don't you be thinking, my
child, that he's dene anything impru-
dent from your way of looking at it,
or-anything you might ever have to re-
gret. He's too wise for that, and too
good. The house is my house, and he’s
my lodger, you might say, if that does-
n't sound disrespectful or impertinent,
after all he's done for me."”

“Is he in his study?” I asked, rather
shyly.

“That he isn't. He's not been inside
the house, except to call and ask after
you (which he’'s done twice every day)
since the evening you came, He went
that night to an hotel, and there he is
at this moment.”

“I've driven him out of his home,
then!” I cried.

“He wouldn't like to hear you say
that. And it isn’t the way he feeis
about it, my dear. Why, if you'll ex-
cuse the expression, since you've heen
getting better, he's as happy as a child
with a new toy. But there! I'm just
hindering you. You'd be better off
downstairs. It will amuse you, look-
ing at some of ‘his books. Besides,
there’s something waiting for you in
the study that you're sure to like.,”

My curiosity thus stimulated, I has-
tened the process of bathing and dress-
ing, Mrs. Jennett acting as maid,
brushing and braiding my hair in a
great wavy plait down my back. As
she flatteringly exclaimed over its
length and thickness, I watched her
moving hand that wielded the brush.
It was a very pretiy brush, with a sil-
ver back, and there was a comb to
match, which surprized me a little, for
all Mrs. Jennett’s other belongings, so
far as I had seen, were as plain as they
were neat, B

“Now, don’t think me an extrava-
gant old body!” she ejaculated, seeing
the direction of my eyes. ‘““These things
aren't mine. Mr. Bourke bought them
the morning after you came, and told
me I was to use 'em for you. The big
cut-glass scent-bottle on the table
there, too, with the eau de Cologne.l
put on your forehead when you were
so bad: that was his thought. And
see here. Your own underthings are
ready for you again, but, man as he is,
he said to me: ‘She has nothing loose
and comfortable to wear when she's
getting-better, I'll send something in.’
I could have offered you a wrapper,
but it would hardly have been fit for
a beautiful young thing like you. Which
was what he had in his mind, I expect,
though he wouldn’t risk hurting my
feelings by saying so. Now, what do
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To be Continuel.
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JINGLES AND JESTS.

The “Auto” she's a Lady,
Pon't harass the nerves of your motor;
1t you do, you are likely to learn
Why it is a she, unexpected,

For, though only an auto, she'll burn
To have her revenge, and her actions
Will induce you to earnestly yearn
(With oaths that are pure medieval)
To have died ere you caused her to wurnl

Avolding Trouble,

“What are you doing?’ asked the
justice as the lawyer began,

“Going to present our side of the
case,”

“I don’t want to hear both sides ar:
gued. It bhas a tendency to confuse the
court.” : '

Swift,
Mr. Fijjit—Here comes an automo-
bile!
Mrs. Fijjit—Horrors! Where?
Mr. Fijjit—Oh, don't be frightened.
It's five miles abead of us now.

Vacation,
The man who gets a week’s vacation
1s feeling blue
And thinking of their glad condition
W ho rest through two
He thinks who g¢(s two weeks' vacation,
“How glad I'd be
If 1 could have some Iine position
Where I'd get three,”

Girls Up to Date,

When we see a girl of ten erying
these days, we don’t know if we should
give her a new doll to comfort her or
tell her that no man’s love is really
worth erying for.

Freak of Natuve,
There was a young girl from Racine
Who planted a Boston baked bine;
Baid she, with a frown,
“Baked beans are brown,
But this one is coming up grine,"*

Perhaps It Was,
Mrs, Richmond—What lovely antiquo
furniture!
Mrs, Bronxborpugh—Yes, and, de you
know, we got it almost as chea’ as if
it had been new,

————

The Most Mendaclous Pastime,
They tell us how George Washington
Made truth his constant mission,
He must have missed a lot of fun

By never “goin’ fishin’."

——————

Discolored knife handled may be rub«
bed with brick dust and vinegar,

If your stomach is upset or in any
way out of order—if food seems dis-

: tasteful to you—if acidity, burning
~— " or fullness of the stomach prevents
/ /" you from having an appetite—if you
wish to eat and eat well—take, be-
b, S . fore each meal, a wine glassful of
B el M .
INSTMICHEL
Y\ -
(ST. MICHAEL'S WINE) \
It will create an appetite and restore to the A
palate that lost relishing taste for food. '
It will make the digestive organs
act naturally and properly digest the
food eaten,whether your stomach is -
in good order or not. No matter if
you are young or old, sick or healthy
VIN ST. MICHEL
L : :‘ ! a: ; : m-l"l"l-'l"l“l'*
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the best stock of

Lap Covers

Preserving
. . . Kettles
CHEAP

Go to Quinn & Patterson, they have a
oood assortment of these goods, and their
prices are away down

Lawn Hose, Sprinklers
And Ice Cream Freezers

They also have

Whips,

'
|
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Quinn & Patterson

32 Doors East of Market.
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the money-saving feature of buying

See our lines

kinds.

bouts and Harness

It w'ould
be Strange
Indeed

If our new and elegant line of vehicles
did not meet with great favor, and

low prices on the mugmﬁcent assortment,

One glance will show you why we are doing such a large business.
Every rig we put out has been thoroughly tested at the factory and
carefully selected by us ; but our strongest claim for your business is

of Buggies,

Phaetons, Surreys, Runa-

of all

Rubber Tire Vebi-
cles of all kinds. . * o

Wm. Gray & Sons Co’y., Ldmited
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especially after learning the remarkably
of us.

i PureGold

Nothing can equal
them for a table
jelly and so easily
We have
them in all flavors.

10c per Pky.,
3 for 25c¢.

Upton’s Jams, in jars 10¢c
each.

Good Dried Apgles, 3 Ibs.
for 25¢.

Aprlcots, 15¢c per ib.

Dried Peaches, 2 Ibs. for
%% - -

Orange Marmalade, 10c
per jar.
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Grocer

Next Burt’s Drug Store
King St. East.
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Lime, Cement

—and —

Cut Stone

We keep the best in
stock at right
'f’”'.

$ JOHN H. OLDERSHAW

Thames Stroet, Next
Police Statiom
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The Chatham

Loan #Savings Co
Capital $1,000,000

Houc‘ to Lend on Mortgages. Borrow
wishing to erect buildings, purchase
rorﬂy or pay off incumbrances should
y and save expenses, se-
lduuced o!h:: .ﬁ:‘n lication,

on day of a
All ou:{‘“ ytommly Amvct':ﬁ. Tele-

8. F. GARDINER
Manager.

i
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.ﬂlﬂ TO LEND

ON LAND MORTGAGE,
ON CHATTEL MORTGAGE,

::on LR
Fay waen desirele — Very lowet v
J, W. WHITE,

Barrister
Opp. Graud Opers House, Chathaim
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