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m : A Postmaster’s StoryVictor Ufctheron saw the 
hie father’s falsity and

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.

The Last of the 1S00 Group of Great, 
World-Famous Sien.

The year 1806, which gare Gladstone to 
the world, gave also Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, Darwin, Lincoln and Edgar 
Allen Poe. Now Gladstone alone 
vives.

It was in 1857 that Dr. Holmes flashed

I *ana-twenty years, 
woman, whose life 
fickleness had wrecked

iSuito w .prowling auout in tne ram, 
somewhere, like an uneasy ghost,” answer
ed Trixy; “no doobt wet feet, and discom
fort, and dampness generally are cures for 
headache; or, perhaps, she’» looking for 
von.”

He hardly waited to hear her out before 
he started in pursuit. As if favored by 
fortune, he caught a glimpse of Edith's 
purple dress among the trees in the dfs-

“Edith,” Sir Victor exclaimed, “out in 
all this downpour without an umbrella t 
You will get your death of cold.”

‘1 never take cold,” she answered indif
ferently. “I always liked to run out in 
the rain ever since I was a child. Besides, 
the dam

He dre

I ■

$ inM£3e,."hwe “ ov”î>“*of tblt
Sir Victor’s brow cleared. Okarky’s 

frankness, Charley's perfect good humor 
staggered him. Had he then been mis 
taken after all ? He stretched forth his 
hand and grasped that of Edith’s cousin.

She turned suddenly and walked away, a 
passion of anger within her, flashing as she 
went a look of hatred—yes, absolute hatred 

Charley. She had brought it upon 
andehe deserved it ail, but how 

mock her with his smiles, his good 
wishes, when he knew, he knew that bet 
whole heart was in his keeping ?

“It shall not be in his keeping long,” she 
said savagely, between her set teeth. ‘‘In
grate-! More unstable-than water ! And 
I was foal enough to.ery for him and ray- 
•elfkbat night at Kiilarnev.”

It was half-pant eleven when she went uu 
to her room. She had studiously avoided 
Charley all the remainder of the evening 
She had demeaned bersslf to her affianced 
with a smiling devotion that had nearly 
turned his brain. But the smiles and the 
brightness all faded away as she said good
night. She toiled wearily up the stairs, 
pale, tired, spiritless, half her youth and 
beauty gone. , ■

Every one went to bed, and to sleep, per
haps, but Sir Victor Catheron. He was 
too happy to sleep. He lit a cigar and 
paced to and fro in the soft darkness, 
thinking of the great bliss this day had 
brought him, thinking over her every word 
and smile, thinking that the first of Sep
tember would give him his darling forever. 
He walked beneath her window of course. 
She caught a glimpse of him, and with in
tolerant impatience extinguished her lights 
and shrouded herself and her wicked re
bellion in darkness. His eyes strayed from 
here to his aunt’s, farther along tne same 
side. Yes, in her room lights still burned. 
Lady Helena usually kept early hours, as 
befitted her years aud infirmities. What 
did she mean by “burning the midnight 
oil” to-night. Wes the black lady from 
London with her still ? and in what way 
was she mixed up with his aunt ! What 
would they tell him to-morrow ? What se
cret did his aunt hold? They could tell 
him nothing that could in the slightest in
fluence hie marriage with Edith, that he 
knew ; but still he wondered a little what 
it all could be. At one the lights were still 
burning. He was surprised, but he would 
wait no longer. He wived hie hind to- 
wards Miss Darrell’s room, this very far- 
gone young man. “Good-night, my love, 
my own,” he murmured Byronically, and 
went to bed to sleep and dream of her. 
And no warning voice came in those dreams 
to tell Sir Victor Catheron it was the last 
perfectly happy night he would ever know.

Pigl “Victor !”
She held out her band to him ehyly, wist

fully. The ban of murder had been upon 
her all these years. Who was to tell that 
in hie inmost heart he too might not brand 
her as a muni

“Miss Catheron !” He grasped her hand, 
and held it between both hi* own. *T have 
but just heard all, for the first time, as you 
know. That my father lives—that to him 
you have nobly consecrated your life. 
He has not deserved it at your hands ; 
let my father’s eon thank you with all bis

“Ah, hush,” she said softly, 
thanks. Your poor father ! Aunt Helena 
has ibid you how miserably all his life has 
been wrecked—a life once so full of pro
mise. ” •' , .

“She has told me all, Miss Catheron.”
“Nbt Miss Catheron.” she interposed, 

with a smile that lit her worn face into 
youth and beauty ; “not Miss Catheron, 
surely—Inez," Coe sin Inez, if you will. It 
is IwenUKtliree years since any one has 
called nte Miss Catheron. You can’t fancy 
how oddly it sounds.”

He lopked at her in surprise.
“You do not bear your own name? And
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■io Suntrlnso Lost the Doe of noth 
Monde and Foot and wao Forced to

B. LOVERIN upon the public. There are a great many 
who can remember the delightful surprise 
which greeted the “Autocratof the Break-Hi Editor and Proprietor E=L-to Give U» Business The Timely Action 

of a Friend Pointed the Way to Be- fast Table,” that brilliant series of articles 
which brought the Atlantic Monthly into 
immediate vogue. Pefore that the Doctor 
had given his life both to law and to medi
cine, with occasional dips into poetry. 
With the “Autocrat of the Breakfast 
Table” he became the most popular writer 
in America. Those papers were unique; 
they embodied In a new way the authority 
of Dr. Johnson and the rollicking humor 
of Father Front. They were as sweet as 
Goldsmith, as dainty as Leigh Hunt, and 
as tender as Washington Irving. There 
were no chunks of humor to be cut out and 
pasted away, but a pervasive sparkle and 
bloom covered the whole series. In those 
papers there shone out for the first time 
that perennial gayety of heart and that 
vital exuberance which were still undim
med in the old age of the Autocrat.

As he himself once said, health and 
longevity are not matters of diet, but of 
temperment.

Dr. Holmes celebrated his eighty-flfth 
birthday on Aug. 39 last. He said he was 
“eighty-five years young that day.” Yet 
he said, too, that day :

“After threescore years and twenty the 
encroachments of time make themselves 
felt with rapidly increasing progress. 
When one can no longer recognize the 
faces he passes on the street, when he has 
to watch his steps, when it becomes more 
and more difficult for him to recall names, 
he is reminded at every movement that he 
must spare himself, or nature/ will not 
-spare him the penalties she exacts for over
taxing his declining powers.

“The twelfth septennial period has al
ways seemed to me as one of the natural 
boundaries of life. One who has lived to 
complete his eighty-fourth year has had 
his full share, even of an old man’s allow* 

Whatever Is granted over that is a 
prodigal indulgence on the part of nature. 
One who has reached this term of human 
life must not be called upon for active 
service as in the days of his vigor.”

A Specimen of Hie Humor.
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We AnswerFrom the Bowmanville News.
Mr. Robert Sharpe is a well known 

resident of Starkville, Durham county, 
who has been living in Canada for 
About thirteen years. He is by trade 
a blacksmith, and on coming to this 
country located in the township of 
Haldimand, in the county of Northum
berland. After working there for a 
time he purchased a residence and shop 
at Starkville, where he worked at his 
trade and established a nice business. 
Being both courteous and obliging he 
was well liked and was appointed post
master tor the place. He was jn the 
best of hetrith and with the exception 
of a slight asthma trouble bad no com
plaint of any kind.
March, 1892, he attended an auction 
sale in the neighborhood and came 
home in the evening apparently all 
light, but during the night was taken 
with a chill, accompanied with a vio 
lent pain which gradually grew worse 
and before morning he went into con- 
x nlsions and became unconscious. A 
doctor was summoned who bled him 
freely, which seemed to relieve him for 
a time, aud next day he seemed better, 
and the doctor told him he would be 
all tight in a few days. This, however, 
was not v. fitted, anu although he could 
go around he was fast failing in health 
aud at times would be in an agony of 
pain. Uue doctor said he had sciatica, 
and another told him that his trouble" 
was rheumatism of the spine ami that 
he would never be better. He tried 
many medicines but all failed to do 
him any good. At this time he was so 
weak that he could only hobble around 
with the assistance of two sticks, and 
had to give up work. The pain con
tinued day and night and finally he 
lost the use of both bauds and test and 
otten longed for death to relieve him of 
his suffering. About this time Mrs* 
Sharpe wrote a letter lor bin! to a 
iriend for whom he had worked when 
he first came out to the country, and 
this triend sent him a couple of boxes ot 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, urging him 
to give them a fair trial. Before the 
second box was done he felt somewhat 
cetter and purchased another supply. 
To hasten the story, Mr. Sharp con
tinued the use of the Pink Pills until 
he had t^ken fourteen boxes, by which 
time he had completely recovered and 
is now as well as ever he was, and has 
lost all the asthma trouble as well. 
He is now able to do a hard day's 
work, and is loud in the praises of Dr. 
Williams’ wonderful Pink Pills. As 
the reporter was leaving a Mr. Stark 
au intelligent farmer who lives close by, 
called, ,,<id verified all that Mr. Sharp 
had said, and referred the reporter to 
others in the neighborhood who knew 
the circumstances as well. Oiy who 
had never seen Mr. Sharpe before 
would not think, looking at him today, 
mat he had come through the ordeal he 
has, as he seems the very picture of 
health and both he and Mfs. Sharpe at
tribute the whole cure to Pink Pills.

Pr. Wàliams’ Pink Pills strike at 
the root ot the disease, driving it trom 
the systei^i and restoring the patient 
to health and strength. In cases of 
parai)sis, spinal troubles, locomotor 
ataxia, sciatica, rheumatism, erysipelas, 
scrofulous trounjes, etc., these are 
superior to all other treatment. They 
are also a specific for the troubles 
winch make the lives of so many 
women a burden, speedily restore the 
rich giow of health to sallow cheeks. 
Meu broken down by overwork, worry 
or excess, will find in Pink Pills a 
certain cure

Sold by all dealers.or sent by mail, 
post paid, at 50 cents u box, or six 
boxes lor $2.50, by addressing the Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Company, Brock- 
ville, Out., or Schenectady, N. Y. 
Beware of imitations and substitutes 
alleged to be "ji\st as good.”

■v*----------

Rheumatism Cured in a Day.— 
South American Rheumatic Cure, for 
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically 
cures in 1 to 3 day». Jts action upon 
he system is remarkable and mys 

terious. It removes at. once the cause 
and the disease immediately disappears.» 
The first dose greatly, benefits. 75 
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

C. Donnelly, prop, of the popular 
and well-known Windsor Hotel, AIlis
ton, Ont., was troubled for years with 
Itching Piles. He was persuaded by 
Jas. McGarvey, Alliston, livery man, 
to use Chase’s Ointment, which he did, 
xvas cured, has had no return of them 
and highly recommended this Oint
ment as a sovereign cure for Piles.

A Boon to Horsemen.—One bottle 
of English Spavin Liniment completely 
removed a curb from my horse. I 
take pleasure in recommending the 
remedy, as it acts with mysterious 
promptness in the removal from horses 
of hard,' soft pr calloused lumps, blood 
spavin, splints, curbs, sweeny, stifles 
and sprains George Robb, Farmer. 
Maikhaa Ont. Sold by J. P. Lamb.

Relief in Six Hours.—Distress
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re
lieved in six hours by the “New 
Great South American Kidney Cure." 
This new remedy is a great surprise 
and delight to physicians on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving 
pain in the bladder, kidneys, back and 
every part of the urinary passages in 
male or female. It relieves retention 
of water and pain in passing it almost 
immediately. If you want quick 
relief and cure this is your remedy. 
Sold t>yxJ. P. Lamb, di ugg.kt.

“I want no p air helps my headache.” 
ew her hand within hi* arm and 

led her slowly in the direction of the win
dow where the watcher stood.

“Edith,” he began abruptly, “I have 
new* for you. To call it bad news would 
sound inhuman, and yet it has half stunned 
me. It it this—my lather is alive.”

“Sir Victor !”
ve, Edith—hopelessly insane, but 
That is the news Lady Helena and 

this morning. It 
has stunned me ; 1 repeat—is it any 
wonder ?” •

She stood mate with surprise. His father 
alive—madness in the famil 
would have been difficult for

g§if|§ mmm
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ESTE#yet 1 might have known it, lying as you

“Under the ban of murder.” She shud
dered slightly as she said it. “Yes, when 
I fled from Chesholm prison, aud made my 
way to London, I left my name behind me. 
1 took at first the name of Mias Black. I 
lived in dingy lodgings, and for the 
look of the thing, took in sewing. 
I lived there four months ; then 

the time of your father’s complete 
toration to bodily health, and contirma-

................. entirely
h him ? 

There

y. Truly it 
would have been difficult for Sir Victor or 
any one else to call this good news. They 
were directly beneath tne window. He 
glanced up—yes, a pale face gleamed from 
behind the curtain, gazing down at that 
other pale face by Sir Victor’s side.

“Then if your father is alive, he is Sir 
d not you ?”

Those were the first words she spoke ; 
her tone cold, her glance unsympathetic.

His heart contracted.
“He wiU never interfere with 

assure me of that, 
dead to the world.

ce—if

Call and Inspect the stock before placing 
your order. He guarantees satisfaction.

Custom work will receive 
ful attention.

ABTrat, P. O. Box St*.
For Sale by aU Druggists, or address 

Dr. B. «T. KENDALL COMPANY, 
KNoeauwoH ratta, vr.
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H. H- Gossitt dfc Bro.restoration to ooauy neaun, ana 
tion of the fear that his mind was

be done with
loss to know. T.__
but she disliked the 

in one. Lad 
proposed 

the niai

my claim— 
Alive in reality, 
Edith, would it 

I lost title and e*-

gone. What was to 
Lady Helena was at a 1 they 

he is aea
make any differen 
tale, would I also lose y

, .. , , The beseeching love in his eyes might
ver since , " t ie P"an °* have moved her, but just at present she felt iet her « though . .ton. UyX b.r Uon, in.te.d

Mrs. Man.h, my old friend and housekeeper , , „ not „ rentiments, ,ort „f girl, Sir 
at Catheron Royals become my house- lhe „,wer,d .readily, “i am al-
keeper once more ; let Hooper the butler most M practical and worl4ly, perhaps,
take charge of us aud let us all live to- And, £owa it would m,ke ' difference,
gether Aunt Helena acted upon it *t , bave to|d , am not ln love with 
once 1 she founds houro, on the outskirts of -you have elected to take
St. John’s Wood-a large house, set in and w*,t fo/that. I *11 you now truth-
spacious grounds, and inclosed by a high , ,, if were not sir VicU,r Catheron,
wall, called 'Poplar Lodge It suited usm , ^ It j, best I should
every way. She leased it for a long term be honest, best I should not deceive yon.
of years for a 'Mr. and Mrs Victor,' Mr. y „„ a' thousand time, to0 good fo{ „„
Victor being in very poor health. Secretly merce a creature „ I am,Ka„d if yotl
and by night we removed your father there, m„ jt wi„ be aervi m„ ri'bt-
and since the night of his entrance he has , doB,t want to bre'k ray „romi*e, to d=aw

uSpis .7“ à“I have not been unhappy, Victor ; I to g k » 
want yon to believe it. Your father was looked and listened, pale to the
always more to me than all the world be- jj
side—lie is so atill. Hens but the wreck of -.'Edith, in Heaven's name, do you wish 
the Victor I loved and yet I would rather me to i v, ...
spend my life by his side than elsewhere on ,.No= , „i>h n„thing of the sort. I have 
earth. And I was not quite forsaken. promi»ed to marry you, and I am ready to
Aunt Helena often came and brought you. £ that promise; but if yon expect love
It seems but yesterday since I had yon in or /evotion {rom ro j tell you frankl j
my arms rocking you asleep, and now-and have neitber u, give. If you are willing
now they toll me you are going to be mar- lti|1 to take me_ a„d"—smiling-''! see yoS
ne“; . . , „ , I are—I am still ready to be your wife—your

"I was going to be married he answer- trM a„d faitbfül wife from the flrst-yonr 
ed, «lowly, “but she doe, not know this. ,„vi wif 1 b in the end...
My father livee-the title and inheritance Th|v aaid n0 Hc led her back to
are his, not mine. Who is to tell what she 
may say now ?”

“Does she love you?” she asked ; “this 
Miss Darrell ? I need hardly inquire whether 
you love her.”

“I love her so dearly that if I lose her
----- ” He paused and turned his-face away
from her in the gray light “I wish I had 
known this from the first ; I ought to have 
known. It may have been meant iti kind
ness, but I believe it was a mistake, 
ven knows how it will end now.”

“You

looting than you, I don’t believe a word oi 
it. I never liked your dark complected wo
men myself. There’s this young 
fellow, Hammond — hie father’s a lord 
—rich, too, if his grandfather did make it 
cotton-spinning. Now, why can’t you set 
your cap at him ? Come downstairs, Trixy, 
and put on your etunningeet gown, and see 
if you can’t hook the military swell.”

Following these parental counsels, Miss 
Trix did assume her “etunningeet” gown, 
and with the aid of her brother and a 
cratch, managed to reach the dining-room. 
There Lady Helena, pale and preoccupied, 
joined them. No allusion was made at 
dinner to the topic

‘*01d lady don’t half like it.” chuckled 
Stuart pere. “And no wonder, by George! 
If it was Charley I shouldn’t like it myself. 
I must speak to Charley after dinner—there’s 
this Lady Gwendoline. He’s got to marry 
the upper-crust, too. Lady Gwendoline 
Stuart wouldn’t sound bad, by 
I’m glad there’s to be 
family, even if it isn’t Trixy. . 
daughter’s better than nothing.”

So in the first opportunity after dinner 
Mr. Stuart presented his congratulations as 
blandly as possible to t 
Gather

leiena was
were private asylums, 
idea of shutting him 
Helena came to 
plan that bas ever since 
inv life. Let Lady Hele

(Successor to J. E,. t’pham
ig him up in 
see me, anil I the Fruit 0 Commission Merchant
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—a visible restraint was
upon

The Little Giant Root Cutter is fully warranted to be 
well made and to cut Potatoes, Apples, Roots or Pumpkins in 
such manner that they may be fed without choking stock.

G. P. McNlSH.

One might go on to any extent ln giving 
examples of the genial humor that sparkl
ed through those papers. One or two in
stances will suffice. Do you recall the de
licious distinction he made in blondes?

“There are two kinds of poets, just ae 
there are two kinds of blondes.

(Movement of curiosity among our 
ladies at table—‘Please to tell us aliout 
those blondes,’ said the schoolmistress.)

“Why, there are blondes who are such 
simply by deficiency of coloring matter— 
negative or washed blondes, arrested by 
nature on the way to become Albiuesses. 
There are others who are shot through 
with golden light, with tawny or fulvous

George 
a baronet in the 

A cousin’s

!
CHAPTER XI.

To-morrow came, gray and overcast. 
Miss Darrell had a headache and did not 

,t breakfast. And, in the absence 
ol and day star, Sir Victor collapsed 
his morning meal in silence and

TESTIMONIALS sappear» 
of his ldi

It was a relief when a servant came witli 
a message from hie aunt.

“Now for the grand secret,” he thought ; 
“the skeleton in the family closet—the dis
covery of the mysterious woman in black. ” 

The woman in black was nowhere visible 
when he entered his aunt’s apartments. 
Lady Helena sat alone, her face pale, her 
eyes heavy and red as though with weejï-

“My dear aunt,” the young man said, “ I 
am sorry to see you looking so ill. And— 
surely you have not been crying ?”

“Sit down,” bis aunt replied. “Yes, I 
have been crying. I have had good reason 
to cry for many years past. 1 have sent 
for you, Victor, to tell you all—at least all 
it is advisable to tell you at present. The 
fact is, Victor, I have been a coward—a 

ous, wretched coward from first to last, 
ut my eyes to the truth. I feared you 

might fall in love with this girl, but I put 
the fear away from me. The time has come 
when the truth must be spoken, when my 
love for you can shield you no longer. Be
fore you injrry you must know -all. Do 
you remember, in the heat of my excitement 
yesterday, telling you you had uo right to 
the title you bear ? In one sense I spoke 
the truth. You father—" she gasped and
^ “My father ?” he breathlessly repeated.

“Your father is alive.”
“Lady Helena, what is this? My father 

alive—my father, whom for twenty years— 
since I could think at all—I have thought 
dead ! What vile deception is here !”

“Bit down, Victor ; you shall hear all. 
Your father lives, but he is hopelessly 
insane.” <

He sat looking at her, pale, stern, almost 
confounded.

“He-he

he future Lad
iron. In the next Opportunity he 
ked his son on the subject of Lady

Brockvillk, Sept. 18, 1894.
G. P. McNlSH, Lyn Ag'l Works.

Sir,— 1 purchased one of yuur Little Giant Root Cutters over a year 
ago and find it a first class article and would recommend it to all parties feed
ing roots to stock.

(Sigued)

Gwendoline.
“Take example by your Cousin Edith, 

my boy,” said Mr. Stuart in a loud voice, 
standing with his hands under his coat-tails. 
“That girl’s a credit to her father and 
family, by George ! Look at the match 
she’s making without a rap to bless herself 

Now you’ve a fortune in prospective, 
young man, that would buy and sell half a 
dozens of these beggarly lordlings. 
youth and good looks, and good manners, 
or if you haven’t you ought to have, and I 
say you shall marry a title, by George ! 
There’s this Lady Gwendoline—she ain’t 
rich, but she’s an earl’s daughter. Now

J. J. HENDERSON, Butcher

X>\

A
Lyn, August, 1894.with.

G. P. McNlSH, Lyn AgT Works.
Dear Sir,—I consider the Little Giant Ro. t Cutter one of the best 

labo-savihg tools ou the markit. As to durability, I have cut hundreds of 
bushels of turnips when they were frezen solid and it stood it all right.

(Signed)

He hastened to 
sombre even than

the house, then leit her.
Miss Catheron, more 
when he had quitted her.

“Well,” he said, briefly, “you saw her !” 
“1 saw her. It is a beautiful face, a

truthful face, and yet----- ”
“Go on,” h

i IE

JAMES H. MARSHALL.
.id, impatiently “Don’t 

try and spare me.”
“I may be wrong, but something

s to hinder your going for her ?” 
ubarley looked up meekly from the 
pths of hie chair.
“As you like it, governor. In all matters 
xtrimonial I simply consider myself as 

non existent. Only this, I will promise—I 
am ready to marry her but not to court her. 
As you truthfully observe, I have youth, 
good looks, and good manners, but in all 
things appertaining to love and courtship, 
I’m as ignorant as the child unborn. Mat
rimony is an ill no man can hope to escape 
—love-making is. You settle the prelimin
aries. Let Lady Gwendoline do the propos
ing and you may lead me any day you 
please as a lamb to the slaughter.”

With this reply, Mr. Stuart, senior, was 
forced for the present to be content and go 
on his way. Trix, overhearing, looked up 
with interest :

“Would you marry her, Charley ?”
“Certainly, Beatrix ; haven’t I said so ? 

If a man must marry, as well as Lady 
Gwendoline as any one else.

“But you’ve never seen her.”
“What difference does that make ? 

suppose the Prince
Alexandra until the matter was. cut and 
dry.” And then Charley sauntered away 
to the whist-table to join his father and

Pat Donovan, of Escoit Front, said at Lansdowne fair that he had cut 
five bushelt of turnips in five minutes, and did it easily with a Little Giant 
Root Cutter.

Hi
face tells me she does not love you, and” 
under her breath, “never will.”

“It will come in time. With or without 
love, she is willing to be my wife—that is 
happiness enough for the present.”

‘’You told her all?”
“I told her my father was alive and in- 

more. It will make no difference

He*-
îoht

mean to say, then, that in the 
you lose your title mid inheritance 

you also lose Miss Darrell ? Is that it ?”
“1 have said nothing of the kind. E<lith 

is one of the noblest, the truest of womei 
but can’t you see—it looks as though 
had been deceived, imposed upon, 
loss of title and wealth would make 
ference to any

“Very little to a woman who loves, 
tor. 1 hope—I hope—this young girl 1 
you ?” ! “If'yoi

Again the color rose over his face—again Inez,” sh 
turned impatiently away. brougham
“She will love me," he answered; “she you?” 

has promised it, and Edith Darrell is a girl | “I will accompany her,” said^Kir Victor, 
to keep her word.” “You had better return to our guests.”

Miss Catheron said, softly and sad- i Miss Catheron left the room. In five 
ly, “it is the old French proverb over minutes she reappeared, closely veiled, as 
again, There is always one who loves, and when he had met lier on the stairs. The 
one who is loved.’ She has owned to you adieux were hastily made. He gave her 

not i.i love with you, then ? his arm and led her down to the close 
me, Victor, but your happiness is brougham. They drove rapidly through 

very near to me.” the rain; and barely caught the train. He
“She has earned it,” he answered, “with placed her hurriedly in an empty carriage, 

nobility and candor that belongs a moment before it started. As it llew by 
to her. Such affection as mine will win its ho caught one last glimpse of a veiled face, 
return—‘love begets love,’ they say. It and a hand waving farewell. Then 
must. ” ! train and the woman were oqt of sight.

“Not always, Victor—ah, not always, : Like a man who walks in hi* sleep 
else what a happy woman I had^been 1 But Victor Catheron turned, re entered the 
surely she cares for no one else?” brougham, and was driven home.

“She cares for no one else,” he answered, 
doggedly enough, but in his inmost heart 
that never-dying jealousy of Charley Stuart
rankled. Three days after, on Thursday, the fifth

“If she is what you picture her,” Inei of June, Lady Helena Powyss gave a very 
said steadily, “no loss of rank or fortune large dinner-party, followed by a ball in 
would ever make her givpyop up. But yon honor of her American guests. T 
are not to lose either—you need not even de la creme of Cheshire assembled in Lady 
tell her, if you choose.” Helena’s halls to do honor to Sir Victor

i Catheron’s bride-elect.
“I can have no secrets trom my plighted ! For the e 

jjrjfe—Edith must know all.” i announced,
‘'Very well," she *aid quietly ; “you Sir Victor Catheron was following 

know what the result will Le if by any footsteps of his father, and was about to 
chance ‘Mrs. Victor’ and Inez Catheron are bring to Catheron Royals one of the lower 
discovered to be one. But it shall be ex- orders as its mistress. It was the Dobb 
actly as yon please. Your father is as dead blood no doubt cropping up—these sort of 

you, to all the world, as though he lay mesalliances will tell. The beat con 
the vaults of Chesholm church, by your families, with daughters to marry, sh 

mother's side. ” j tjieir heads. But everybody came. They
“My poor mother ! my poor, murdered, 1 might lie deeply shocked and sorry,^ hut 

unavenged mother ! Inez Catheron, you still Sir Victor Catheron was Sir Victor 
are a noble wonin—a brave woman ; was ; Catheron, the richest baronet in the county, 
it well to aid yoKr brother to escape ?—was and Catheron Royals always a pleasant 
it well, for the slke of saving the Catheron j house to visit, 
honor and the Catheron name, to permit 
a most cruel and cowârdly murder to go | Edith’s ordeal, 
unavenged ?”

What was it that looked up fit hhn out 
of her eyes ? Infinite pity, infinite sorrow, 
infinite pain.

“My brother,” she repeated softly, as if 
to herself ; “poor Juan ! he was the eçape- 
oat of the family always. Yes, Sir Victor, 

cruel and cowardly murder, and 
yet I believe in my soul we did right to 
screen the murderer from the world. It 

the Almighty—there let
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sane—no :
in our plans—none. We are to lie ma 
the first of September. The secret is 
with her.

The door opened, and Lady Helena came 
hastily in.

ITin: Ma dif-
woman on earth.”

m"Vic-

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES.

tinges in various degree—positive or stain
ed blondes, dipped In yellow sunbeams 
and as unlike in their mode of lieing to the 
others as the orange is unlike n snowjiall. 
The Albino style carries witli it a wide

u wish to catch the 12:50 train, 
The The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.e said, “you must go at once, 

n is waiting—shall I accompanyhe

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL
“S pupil and a sensitive retina. The other, 

or the leonine blonde, has an oiiallne fire 
in her clear eye, w!'V !i the brun nette can 
hardly match 
glances.

“Just so we have i lie great sun-kindled, 
constructive imaginations, and n far more 

ets who have a c<*r- 
nius given them 
imperfections of

HAS NO EQUAL MANUFACTURED BY

McColl Bros. § Co., TorontoI with r quick, glitteringof Wales never sa that she is 
Pardon

never recovered from the shock 
of .his wife’s dreadful death,” went on her 
laaytibip, her voice trembling. “Health 
returned after that terrible brain-fever, but 
not reason. We took him away—the heat 
medical aid everywhere was tried—all in * 

The world was given to understand 
was dead, aud you, as you grew up, 

took his place as though the grave had in
deed closed over him. But legally, as you 
gee for yourself, you have no claim to it.”

Still he sat gazing at her-still he sat 
silent, hie lips compressed, waiting for the

“Of late years, gleams of reason have re
turned, fitfully and at uncertain times. On 
these rare occasions he has spoken of you.

that you should 
he shall ever

nd

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine” and beware of 
imitations.

For sale by all leading Jailors in the country

numerous class of po 
tain kind of moonlight ge 
to compensate for t heir 
nature.”

A distinguished Frenchman said of 
Holmes that lie had taught the Yankees 
how to laugh properly, and it was a new 
experience for these children of the Puri
tans, who luul been howling at Artvmus 
Ward and John Phoenix: Undoubtedly 
Dr. Holmes was a wit. and ii was that 
kind of wit which brightens the dinner- 
table aqd puts everylssly in the best of 
humor.

One specimen will suffice. Once, when 
he had been heavily lionized and mohlied 
by a deputation of rough men from the far 
West, and sohie one asked him if he did 

enjoy it: “Enjoy it?” he exclaimed. 
“I felt like the small elephant at the Zoo 
with a cheap excursion party on hi* 
back.”

mother and Lady Helena. He had as yet 
found no opportunity of speaking to Edith, 
and at dinner she had studiously avoided 
meeting his eye. Captain Hammond took 
his post beside Miss Stuart’s invalid couch, 
and made himself agreeable and entertain
ing to that young lady.

Trixy’e eyes gradually brightened, and 
her color came back; she held him a willing 
captive by her aide all the evening through.

A silken-hung arch separated this draw-

the rare

ain.
he , Sir

•:cele, Emissions, Nervous Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet, 
Stricture, Syphilis, Unnatural Discharges, Self Abuse,

Kidney and Bladder Diseases Positively Cured by

V, •
.CHAPTER XII.
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Thing-room from another smaller, where the 
piano stood. Except for two waxlights on 

i piano, this second drawing-room was in 
twilight. Edith sat at the piano, Sir Vic
tor stood beside her. Her hands wandered 
over the keys in soft, dreamy melodies ; 
they talked in whispers when they talked 
at all. The spell of a silence, more delicious 
than words, held the young baronet; he was 
nearing the speechless phase of the grande
***AJt half-past ten Lady Helena, pleading 
headache, rose from the whist-table, said 
good-night, and went away to her roojn. She 
looked ill and worn, and strangely anxious. 
Her nephew, awaking from his trance of 
bliss, aud seeing her pale face, gav 
his arm and assisted her up the 
stairway to her room. Mrs. Stuart, yawn
ing very much, followed her example. Mr. 
Stuart weut out through the open French 
window to smoke a last cigar. Captain 
Hammond and Trix were fathoms deep in 
their conversation. Miss Darrell, in the 
inner room, stood alone, her elbow resting 
on the low marble mantel, her eyes fixed 
thoughtfully on the wall before her.

“Yon have been so completely monopo- 
all evening, Dithy,” said a familiar 

voice beside her, “that there has l>eeu no 
such thing as speaking a word to you. 
Better late than never, though, 1 hope.”

She lifted her eyes to Charley’s faeç, 
Charley looking as he ever looked to her, 
“a man of men,” handsome and gallant, as 

A though he were indeed the prince they call
ed wm. He took in hie, the hand hanging 
so loosely by her side, the hand that wore 
the ring.

“What a pretty hand you have, Kilie, and 
how well diamonds become it. I tliink you 
were born to wear diamonds, my handsoma 
cousin, and walk in silk attire. A magnifi
cent ring, truly—an heirloom, no doupt. in • 
the C-Uheron family. My dear cousin, Trix 
lias been telling me the news. Is it neces
sary to say I congratulate you with all my 
heart ?”

His face, hie voice, hi* pleasant smile 
held no emotion whatever, save that of 
kindly, cousinly regard. His bright gray 
eyes looked at her with brotherly frankness, 
nothing more.

The color that came so seldom, ami made 
her so lovely, rose deep to Edith’s cheeks— 
this time the flush of anger. Her dark eyes 
gleamed scornfully; she drew her hand sud
denly and contemptuously away.

‘«It is not necessary at all, Cousin 
Pray don’t trouble yourself—1 

know how you hate trouble—to turn fine 
phrases. I dbn’t want congratulations ; I 
am too happy to need them. ”

“Yet being the correct thing to do, and 
knowing what a stickler you are for les con
venances, Edith, you will still permit me 
humbly to offer them. It is a most suitable 
match; I congratulate Sir Victor on his ex. 
cellent taste and judgment. He is the best 
fellow alive, and you—I will say it 
though you are my cousin—will bo a bride 
even a baronet may be proud of. 1 wish 
you both, all the nappiuess so suitable a 
match deserves.”

Was this sarcasm—was it real ? She 
could not tell, well as she understood him. 
His placid face, his serene eyes were as 
cloudless as a summer sky. Yej, he meant 
it, and only the other day he had told her 
he loved her. Slie could have laughed 
aloud—Charley Stuart’s love !

On the instant Sir Victor returned. In 
his secret heart the baronet was mortally 
jealous of Charley. The love that Edith 
could not give him, he felt instinctively, 
had long agaAeen given to, her handsome 
cousin. Tnere was .latent jealousy in his 
face now, as he drew ngty*— -

“Am I premature. Sir Victor, in offering 
my congratulations ?” Charley said, with 
pleasant cordiality ; “if so, the fact ol 
Edith’* being my cousin, almost my sister, 
must excuse it. You are a fortunate man, 
haronet. It would be superfluous to wisl

1

Ûi juuihe creme
has expressed the desire 
still be kept in ignorance, 
be to the world dead.”

■X, that

Still he sat silent—a strange, intent lis
tening expression on his face.

“You recolledt the lady who came here 
yesterday,” she continued. “Victor, look
ing far back into thè pant, have you no re
collection of some one, fair and young, who 
used to bend over you at night, hear you 
■ay your baby prayers. Try and think-” 

He bent his beau in assent.
“I remember,” be answered.
“Do you recall how she looked—has her 

face remained in your memory ? ’
“She had dark eyes and hair, 

handsome. I remember no more.”
She looked at him whistfully.
“Victor, have you no idea wh 
in was—none ?”
“None,” he replied coldly. “How 

I, since she was not my mother. I 
heard her name. Who

tST'You can Deposit the Money In Your Bank or with Your Postmaster 
to be paid us after you are CURED under a written Guarantee!

Blood I>t*eases have wrecked the lives of thousands of young men 
io farm, the workshop, the Sunday school, the office, the profes- 

Tou a man, if you have been indiscreet, beware of the future, 
ring prematurely weak and old, both sexnally and physically. 
NO NAMES USED WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. Confidential.

Frtf Abut*, Ezret’es and 
and middle aged men. Tin 
tiionn—all have its victims. 
Mlddln açrd u>#«, yon are grow 
Uousult ua before too late.

•ngagement had been formally 
and was a choice bit of gossip.

VARICOCELE, EMISSIONS AND SYPHILIS-CURED.
W. R.COLL Nd. W. S. Collins, of Saginaw, Speaks.

“I am 29.. At 15 I learned a bud habit which I contin
ued till 19. I then became “one of the bo;'s” and led a 
g:iy life. Exposure produced Syphilis. I became nerv- 

»~s l)il 008 and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyes 
<*> A red, sunken and blur; pimples on face; hair loose, bone 
\ ■».. V pains; weak back; varicocele; dreams and losses at 
. W7 night; weak parts; deposit in urine, etc. I spent hun

dreds of dollars without help, and was contemplating 
suicide when a friend recommended Dre. Kennedy &
Korean's vow Method Treatment. Thank God I - 
tried it. In two months I was cured. This was six X]

Z years ago, and never had a return. Was married two * 11 B// / A 
years ago and nil happy. Boys, try Dre. Kennedy A Ker- 11I - 

BerouE toeatm’t gun before giving up hope." after tbkatm't

B. A. TONTON, Seminal Weakness, Impotency and B. A. tonton.
VarlcAcele Cured. £

“When I consulted Dre. Kennedy & Kergan, I had /
<5?k ^3 little hope. I was surprised. Their new Method Treat- B ^

fit)) ment improved me the first week. Emissions ceased, jV
ft'Wi nervoe h°can"‘ atipng, pains disappeared, hair grew in JJ

' again, eyes became bright, cheerful in company and \— / I
X. strong sexually. Having tried many Quacks, I can 
f* heartily recommend Dre. Kennedy & Kergan as reliable

Spécialiste. They treated me honorably and skillfully.” t’uxatm’t

T. P. EMERSON. A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life. Y. P. EMERSON. 
T. P. Emerson Has a Narrow Escape.

T|;e British Kegulnr Army.
The British regular army at the end 

of last year numbered 220.000 men of all 
ranks, which was about 3,000 above the 
‘ establishment.” The reserves number 
80,340 men, the militia 124,700, the yeo
manry (volunteer cavalry) 10,400 and 
the volunteers 337,800. During 1803, 
84,847 recruits joined the army. Of 
these 11,582 were 5 feet 7 inches in 
height or over, 11,215 measured 34 to 85 
inches around the chest and 14,224 
weighed 130 pounds and upward. These 
weights and measurements aro a better 
average than in any other recent year.

I.H«|y Henry Somerset.
l,u<ly Somerset has become domiciled at 

the Abbotsford in Boston, where she will 
probably reside until spring. Her son, 
who has been exploring British Columbia, 
has returned, and will study and hear lec
tures (luring the winter. Miss Willard is 
with Lady Somerset, preparing her annual 
address for delivery at the W.C.T.U. con
vention.

W. 8. COLUNg.
to
in r '>

long and was

?o that wo- The eventful night came—the night of 
Even Trix was a little 

nervous. Lady Helena was quite pale in 
her anxiety. The girl was handsome be
yond dispute, thoroughbred as a young 
countess, despite her birth and bringing up 
in a New England town and Yankee board
ing-house, with pride enough for a princess 
of forty quarterage, but now would she 
come forth from the fiery furnace of all 
those pitiless eyes, sharpened to points to 
watch for gaucheries>nd solecisms of good

Dithy !” asked 
t *{ith

a /I

was she ?”
“She was the lady you s»w yesterday.”
“Who was the lady I saw yesterday ?”
She paused » moment, then replied, at 

with that wistful glance on his face :
“Inez Catheron/’
“What?” Again he half-started to hia 

feet. “The woman who was my mother’s 
rival and enemy, who made her life wretch
ed, who was concerned in her murder ! 
Whom you aided to escape from Chesholm 
jail ! The woman who, directly or indirect
ly, is guilty of her death !”

“Sir Victor Catheron, how dare you !” 
Lady Helena also started to her feet, her 
face flushing with haughty anger. “I tell 
you Inez Catheron has been a martyr—not 
a murderess. She was your mother1* rival, 
as she had a right to be—was sh 
father’s plighted wife, long before he ever 
saw Ethel Dobb ? It was her only fault, 
and her whole life has been spent in expiat
ing it. Was it not atonement sufficient, 
that for the crime of another, she should 
be branded with life long infamy, and ban
ished forever from home and friends ?"

lized ft
is in the hands of 
it rest.”

There wps 
“I shall "he 

see my father,
“§Io,” she returned, firmly ; “it is im

possible. Stay ! Hear me out—it is your 
father's own wish."

“My father’s wish ! But----- "
“HP cannot express a wish, you would 

say, Gf late years, Victor, at wide inter
vals, his reason lias returned for a brief 
space—all the worse for him.”

“The worse for him !” The vourfg 
looked at her blankly. “Miss Catheron, 
you mean to say it is better for him to be 
mad ?”

“Mach better—such madness as his. He 
does not think—he does not suffer. Memory 
to him is tortur 
Victor—and
If you saw him as I see him, y 
pray aa I do, that his mind 
plotted out forever.”

“Good Heaven ! this is terrible.”
“Life is full of terrible things—tragedies, 

secrets—this one of them, ln these rare 
intervals of sanity he speaks of you—it is 
he who directed, in ease of vour marriage, 
that you should be told this much—that 
you are not to be brought to see him,
until----- ”

She paused.
"Until----- ”
“Until he lies upon his death-bed. That 

dsy will be soon, Victor—soon, soon. On 
bis death-bod yon arp to see him—not be
fore ; and then you shall be toVl the sto 
of your mother’s death. No, Victor, spa 
me now—all I can tell you I have told, 
return home by the noonday train ; and, 
before I go, I should like to see this girl 

ho is to be your wife. See, I will remain 
Dy this window, screened by the curtain. 
Can you not fetch her by some pretence or 
ôtbee beneath it, tKat 1 may look and judge 
for myself ?”

‘•‘I can try,” he said, turning to go. “I 
baya your consent to tell her my father is 
alive T I will tell her no more—it is not

“Don t you feel nervous,
Trix, almost out of patience at las 
Edith’s serene calm. “I do—ho 
Ain’t you afraid—honor bright ?”

“Afraid of the people who are coming 
here to-night—is that what you mean? Not 
a whit ! I know as well as you do, they 
are coming to inspect and find fault with 
Sir Victor Catheron’s choice, to pity him, 
and call me an adventuress. I know also 
that any one of these young ladies would 
have married him, and said ‘Thank you for 
asking,’ if he had seen fit to 
choose them. I bave my own pride and 
Sir Victor’s good taste to uphold to-night, 
and I will uphold them. Miss Darrell 
arose and sauntered out of the room, and 
was seen no more, until the waxlights blaz
ed from end to end of the great mansion 
and the June dusk had deepened into dewy 
night. Then, as the roll of carriages came 
without ceasing along the drive, she de
scended, arrayed for battle, to find her im
patient slave and adorer awaiting her at 
the foot of the grand stairway. She smil
ed upon him her brighest, most beaming 
■mile, a smile that intoxicated him at 
light.

“Will I do, Sir Victor?” ehe aaked.
Would she do ? He looked at her as a 

may look half dazzled, at the sun. He 
could not have told you what she wore, 
pink and white clouds it seemed to him— 
he only knew two brown, luminous, laugh
ing eyes were looking straight into his, and 
turning his brain witn their spell.

“You are sure I will do ? Y 
you will not be ashamed of me 
her laughing voice asked again.

Ashamed of her—ashamed ! 
ed aloud at the etupen 
drew her arm within bis, 
the ohronged rooms, 
ject may once in his 

Perhaps there was 
drees that i 

posed of white tu.. 
had roses in her

a pause—then :
with you to London to 
e said, as one who claims

BF.FoUK TREATS!

a ri
“I live on the farm. At school I learned an early § 

habi^which weakened me J1 jal^Bexu,vlly#
"decltno” (Consumption"!. Finally “T?te Golden 
Monitor." edited by Dre. Kennedy & Kergan fell in- V Lj 
to my hailde. I learned the Truth and Cause. Self i 
abuse had sapped my vitality. I took the A>to 
Method Treatment and was cured. My friends think I 
was cored of Consumption. 1 have sent them many 

k patients, all of whom were cared. Their New 
» Method Treatment supplies vigor, vitality and man-

Maiter Protest Withdrawn.
ToKcxto, Nov. 10.—An application was 

entered yesterday by Alexander Brown, 
lK-:it.ioner in the protest in North Toronto, 
to have the said protest withdrawn. The 
constituency is held by Mr. Marten, leader 
of tliu UuDusition.

UPe not your
À

BKVUBB trkatm’t. hood.” AFTEB TREATMENT.

READER ! Arn(^n1IF|Tlct'm'>mrInnk^iad^ t ii*re yon contemo1|atin^ oNow Method Treatment will cure you. What it has done for others it will do for yon
OURE8 GrUA.RA.Pff rEED OR NO FAY

16 Years in Detroit. 160,000 Cured. No Risk.
Consultation Free. No matter who has treated you, write for an honest opinion 

Pr(s> of charge. Charges reasonable. Books Free — “The Golden Monitor” (illus. 
trutod'. on DiBonso4 of men. Inclose postage, 2 cents. Healed.

tiy-NO N 'XM -S USED WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT. PRI
VATE. No medicine sent C. O. D. No names on boxes or envel- 
o 3es. Everything confidential. Question list and cost of Treat
ment, FREE. _____________

No. 148 SHELBY ST. 
» DETROIT, MICH.

do We’re Advancing.
A patent has just lieen taken out for 

Isl*i ..e< mid imiKs with a quicksilver ther
mometer. ■> der to enable the drinker to 
determine which temperature of the. liquid 
will lx* most agreeable to his taste and 
most beneflvial for his health.

“ If the guilt wan not hers ii. w »s liei 
hrpther's. tuid alie was privy to it.” the 
young uiau retorted, with sullen coldness.

•‘Who are you, that you si mild say 
whether it was or not ? J'ljp assassin in 
known to Heaven, and Heaven Mas dealt 
with him. Accuse no one—neither Juan 
Catheron nor his sister—all hummi judg
ment is liable to err. Of your mother’s 
death Inez Catheron is innocent—by it her 
whole life is blighted. To your father, that 
life has lieen consecrated. She has l»eeu 
his nurse, his companion, his more than 
sister or mother all those years. I loved 
him, and I could not h»ve done what she 
has done. He used her brutally—brutally 
I say -and her revenge has been life-long 
devotion and aacritioe. All those years she 
has never left hiitt^jHhe will never leave 
him until he dies.^?

She sank l>*ck in her scat, trembling, ex
hausted. He listened in growing wonder.

believe me ?” she demanded im-

ure ; he loved your mother, 
he lost her—terribly lost her.

ou would 
might be

Quick Work.
Some of the largest ocean steamers çan 

be converted into artped cruisers In thirty
Charlie. DBS. KENNEDY & KERGANGales on the Lakes.

DETROIT, Nov. 12.—Reports from lake 
ports show that the northwest gale is still 
prevailing on Lakes Erie, Huron and 
Superior and in the Straits of Mackinaw. 
The schooner Richard Wilson broke away 
from the steam barge Inter-Ocean at 
Allegan and ran on Sulphur Island reef> 
breaking the steering gear. It is thought 

hat the wreckage washed ashore

The Hanger Signa'.on are sure 
to-night ?” Winter Peerless 

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

re near Ossinikl is from the wreck of the;*fJ: He laugh- Wilson, which sank off Thunder Buy Is
land two weeks ago. A steamer captain 
reported that he passed the wreckage with 
a man lashed to the rigging.

2r, AMDdone joke,
, and led her 

as some favored 
life lead in a Queeu. 
excuse for him. She 

seemed alternately com-
__________ U ----------"H into the clia
ways beautifully worn ; Sir Victor’s dia- // \ y. men in the cit> ci
mold betrothal ling .hone on her finger ; // 1 \ ) . jJA 4 M. Judge McDoog.ll eoneurred in the
round her arching throat .he wore a .lender II t .riutflf/fi t\ ' opinion of Mr. Nesbitt that to get at the
line of yellow gold, » locket net with bril- | i Î, bottom of the alleged irregularities the 
liante attached. The locket had been Lody 1 ! «ope ot. the Investigntion should be ex-
Helen»'. gift rod held Sir Victor', portrait. «\ tended, and nt the meeting of the council 
That wee her htil array, end .he looked a. '/{ISv!Y "W to-morrow this extension will be Asked

^ w r ^ n™ ** tv.
ling diamonds. Yes, she was beautiful ; if father was in the house ; this ought to Ami it is the determination to press the 
so beautiful that saner men than her accept- satisfy him. I guess he kn^Wi what thifi ing airy to the fullest extent, 
cdjovcr might b»vft. be*P pardoned if for a msftPfli" *

“I beiieve you,” lie ftpited sadly. “ My 
dear aunt forgive t- believe all you

Can 1 npt see her and thank

into
I

have said.
her too ?” ___

“You shall see ber.«t* It is for that she 
has remained. I will send her to you.”

She left him hastily. Profound silence 
He turned and looked out at the fast- 

in the fit- 
He sat

A Toronto',* doodling Inquiry.
Toronto, Nov. 12.—The investigation 

s pf bundling against alder- 
council closed on Satur-Z

The Best in the World for Fall and Winter use. 
Sold Wholesale only by

full i*falling rain, at the trees swaying 
ful wind, at the dull, leaden sky. 
half dazed, unable to realize it.

“Victor !”
He had not heard the door open, he had 

not heard her approach, but she stood be
side him. All in black, soft, noiseless black, 
a face devoid of «4r cotor ; large, *a<l, soft 
eyes, and hair white sfr winter pnpy—that 
was the woman Sir Vmtor Catheron saw aa 
he turned round. And new. after three-

necessary she should know you 
keeper.”

“That much you may tell her—it i* her

He left her, half-dazed with what he had 
heard. He went to the drawing-room—the 
Stuarts and Captain Hammond were there 
—not Edith.

“Has Edith come down?” he asked. “I 
"Sfce-Vf* »? * osmeat.”

The Samuel Rogers Oil Co.
Ottawa and BrockvUle.
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