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nnt,” the voice of Inez said
; “give him time. Don’t you see he
t!. Not a word yet Victor

you s glass of wine.”

t it and he drank it. His face
was %niu ghastly, livid, bluish rings encire-
linﬁ is mouth and eyes.

e told them at last, llowlw
of his chance meeting with y
Ham , of his enforced visi$ to the
treet dress-maker—of his glimpse at
the tall girl with the dark hair—of his

of hisseeing, and i Edith,

ATERRIBLE SECAET,

criea, “’lev me find her—Ilet me save her,
and—let me die !”

He had searched for her everywhere, by
night and by day. Money flowed like
water—all in vain. He went to New York
—he found the people there he had once
known, but none of them could tell him any-
thing of her or the Stuarts. The Stuarts
had failed, were utterly ruined—it was un-
derstood that Mr. Stuart was dead—of the
others they knew nothing. He went to
Sandypoint in search of ﬁsr father. Mr.
Darrell and his family had months ago sold
out and gone West.
them ; he gave it up at length and returned
to England. Ten months had passed;
many resemblances bad beguiled him, but
to-day Edith was as far off, as lost as ever.

The voice he had heard, the likeness he
had seen, would they prove false and
empty too, and leave his heart more bitter
than ever? What he would do when he
found her he did not tonsider. He only
wanted to find her. His whole heart,
and life, and soul were bound up in
%hat.

He paced up and down in front-of the
shop; the day’s work would be over pre-
sently and the work-women would come
forth. Then he would see again this par-
ticular work-woman who had set his heart
beating with a hope that turned him dizzy
and sick. Six o'clock ! seven o'clock!
Would they never come? Yes; even as he
thought it, half mad with impatience, the
door opened, and nearly & dozen girls filed
forth. He drew his hat over his eyes, he
kept a little in the shadow and watched
them one by one with wildly eager eyes as
they appeared. Four, five, six, seven—she
came at last, the eighth. The tall, slender
figure, the waving, dark hair, he knew
them at once. ~ The gaslight fell upon her
as she drew her veil over her face and walk-
ed rapidly away. Not before he had seen
it, not before he had recognized it—no
shadow. no myth, no illusion this time.
His wife—Edith,

He caught the wall for support.
mowent the’ pavement beneath
heaved, the starry sky spun round.
he staried up, steadied himself by a mighty
etiort, and hiirried in pursuit,

She had gained upon him over thirty
yards. She was always a rapid walker, and
be was uiling and weak
bed mnow,.so thick and fast, that every
breath was a pain. He did not gain upon
her, he only kept her in sight. He would
have known that quick, decided walk, the
poise of the head and shoulders, anywhere.

his feet

He followed her as fast as his strength and '

the throng of passers-by would let him,
yeu doing no more than keeping her well in
sipht.

Where Oxford Street nears Tottenham
Court Road she suddenly diverged and
crossed over, turning into the latter crowd-
ed thoroughfare. Still he followed. The
throug was even more dense here than in
Oxiord Street, to keep her in sight more
difiicult.  For nearly ten minutes he did it,
then suddenly ali strength lefu him. For a
minute or two he felt as though he must
fall. There was a apasm of the heart that
tke a knife-thrust, He caught at a
lamp-post.  He beckoned a passing hansom
et of expiring etfort. The cab
wairled up beside him ; he got in somehow,
and fell back, blinded and dizzy, in the
seal.

“Where tc, sir?’ Cabby called twice
hefore he received an answer ; then *‘Fen-
ton's Hotel” came faintly to him from his
ghostly looking fare. The little aperture
at the top was slammed down, and the han-
som rattled off.

Wil

by a

v~~~ ‘DBlessed if I don’t think the young

swell § wemmi,oF 'aving a fit,” thonght the
Cad, as he speeded his horse down Totien-
ham Court Road.

To look for her further in, his present
state, Sir Victor felt would be useless. He
must get to his lodgings, get some brandy,
and half kn hour’s time to think what to do
next. He had found her ; she was alive,
she was well, thuuk Heaven! thank Heaven
for that { To morrow would find her again
Madame Mirebean's at work with the
rest.

At work—]
his wasted face
tears that were

him. He had ly

daily toil! He covered
ith his wasted hands, and
ke a woman's fell from

‘n weak and worn out for
a long timegAfe gave way utterly, body
and mind, dow,

“My darling,” he sobbed ; *“‘my darling
whom' I would die to make happy—whose
life I have so utterly ruined. To think
thut whiie I spend wealth like water, you
shonld toil for a crust of bread—alone,
poor, friendless, in this great city. How
will I answer to God and man, for what 1
have done?”

CHAPTER XXIL

The last night of the July day had faded
out, and a hot, murky night settied down
over London. At Poplar Lodge, St John's
Wood, this murky. summer night all the
windows stood wide. In the drawing-room
two women st together.  The elder read-
ing aloud, the younger busy over some
feminine handicraft.  Both wore deepest
mourning—the elder a widow’s weeds, the

of the youngest thickly streaked with

:. They were Lady Helena Powyss, and

theron, of course.

‘Eight,” the elder woman said, laying
down her bouk with a sigh as the clock
struck. “If he were cowing to-night he
would be here before now.”

“I don’t give him up even yet,” Inez an-
swered cheerfully. *'Young men are not to

™ be depended on, and he has often come out
much later than this. We are but dull
company for him, poor boy—ail the world
are but dull company for him at present,
since she is not of tnem?”’

[ begin to think Edith will never be |

found,” said Lady Helena with a sigh.

*My dear aunt, I don't. No one is ever
lost, utterly, in these days. She will be
found, believe me, unless—”

“Well ¥

“Unless she is dead.”

“She is not dead,” affirmed Lady Helena;
“¢of that I am sure. You didn’t know her,
Inez, or you'wouldn't think it ; the most
superb specimen of youth and strength and
handsome health I ever saw in my life.”

“Perhaps so, and yet suffering tells—
look atv poor Victor.”

“Ah, poor Victor indeed ! But the case
is ditferent—it was only her pride, not her
heart, vhat bled. He loved her—he loves
her with a blind, unreasoning passion that
it is & misfortune for any human creature
to feel for another. And she never cared
for him—not as much as you do for the
sewiny in your hand.”

“It 18 natural,” said Inez “‘Think how
she was left—in her very bridal hour, with-
out one word of explanation. Who could
forgive it?” St

“‘No one, perhaps ; it is not for that I
feel indignant with her. It is for her-ever
dccepting him atdll.  She loved her copsin
—<he would have married her; and for title
and wealth she threw him over and accept-
ed Victor. In that way she deserved her
fate. She acted heartlessly ; and yet, one
ean’t help pitying her, too. I believe she
would have done her best to make him &
good wife, after all. I wish—I wish be
could find her.”

“She might be found readily enough,”
Inez answered, “‘if Victor would but employ
thie usual means—I allude,.of course, to the
dbtoctive police. But he won't set a detec-
tive on her track” if she is never found—he
persistd in looking for her himself. . He is
wearing his life out in the search. If ever

B o -

He could find none of '

For a |

His heart throb- |

his following her, and of his sudden giddy
faintness that obliged him to give up the

chase.

«“You'll think me an awful muff,” he
said; “'I haven’t an idea how I came to be
such a mollicoddle, but I give you my word
I fainted dead away like a school-girl when
1 got to my room. I suppose it was partly
this confounded palpitation of the heart,
and p-.nlr the shock of the great surprise
and joy.”

Then there was.a pause. The two wo-
men looked at each other, then at him, his
eager eyes, his excited, wild-looking, hag-

rd face.

“Well,” he cried, impatiently, ‘‘have
you nothing to say ? Is it nothing to you
that after all the months—months—great
Heavens! it seems centuries. But I have
found her at last—toiling for her living,
while we—oh! I can’t think of it—I dare
noﬁ; it drives me mcg!:e a

e sprang up an pacing to an
fro, looking quite as mnoiul,ike & madman as
a sane one.

“Be quiet, Victor,” his aunt said. “It
is madness indeed for you to excite yourself
in this way. Of sourse we rejoice in all
that makes you happy. She is found—
Heaven be praised for it !—she is alive and
well—thank Heaven also for that. And
now—what next ?”

“What next ?” He paused and looked at
her in astonishment. *‘You ask what next?
What next can there be, except to go the

first thing to-morrow morxing and take her
away.”

“Take her away !” Lady Helena repeat-
ed, setting her lips ; “‘take her where, Vic-
tor? To you?’ o

His ghastly face turned a shade ghastlier.
He caught his breath and grasped the back
of the chair as though a spasm of unendur-
able. agony had pierced his heart. In an
instant his sunt's arms were about him,
tears streaming down her cheeks, her im-
ploring eyes hfted to his:

“Forgive me, Victor, forgive me! 1
oughb not to have asked you that. But I
did not mean—I know that can never be,
my poor boy. I will do whatever you say.
I will go to her, of course—I will fetch
her here if she will come.

“If she will come !” he repeated hoarsely,
disengaging himself from her; ‘‘whav do
you mean by if? There can be no ‘if’ in
the matter. She is my wife—she is Lady
Catheron—do you think she is to be left
penniless and alone drudging for the bread
she eats? I tell you, you must bring her;
she must come !”

His passionate, suppressed excitement
terrified her. In pain and fear and help-
lessness she looked at her niece. Inez, with
that steady self-possession that is born of
long and great endurance, came to her res-
cue at once.

“Sit down, Victor !” her full, firm tones
said, “‘and don’t work yourself up to this
pitch of nervous excitement.  It's folly—
useless folly, and its end will be prostration
and a sick-bed.  About your wife, Aunt
Helena will do what she can, but—what
can she do?~ You have no authority over
her now ; in leaving her you resigned it. It
is unutterably pninful to speak of this, but
under the circumstances we must. She re-
fused with scorn everything you >ffered her
before ; unless these past ten months have
greatly altered her, she will refuse again.
She seems to have been a very proud, high-
spirited girl, but hér hard struggle with
tEe world may have beaten down that—
and—" X

“Don’t !” he cried passionately ; “‘Ican’t
bear it. O my God ! to think what I have
done—what I have been forced to do! what
I have made her sutfer—what she must
think of me—and that I live to bear it !
To think | have endured it all, when &
pistol-ball would have ended my torments
any day !

““When you_talk such wicked folly as
that,” said Inez Catheron, her_u‘v.rong,::_..‘l,
eyes fixed upon his face, *‘I i&ve no more
te ss7. Yea did your duty once ; you act-
ed like a hero, like a martyr—it seews a
pity to spoil it all by such a cowardly rant
as this.”

“My duty?’ he exclaimed, huskily.
““Was it my duty. Sometimes I doubt it;
sometimes I think if I had never left her,
all might have been well. Was it my duty
to make my life a hell on_earth, cr tear my
heart from my bosom, as I did in the hour
1 left her, to spoil her life for her, to bring
shame, reproach, and poverty upon her ?
If 1 had not left her, could the worst that
might have happened been any worse than
':hl': '.'"

*“Much worse—infinitely worse. You are
the sutierer, believe me, not she. What is
all she has undergone in comparison with
what you have endured? And one day she
will know all, and love and honor you as
you deserve.”

He hid his face in his hands, and turned
away from the light.

“One day,” they heard him murmur ;
“one day—the day of my death. Pray
Feaven it may be goon.”

“I think,” Inez said after a pause, ‘‘you
had better let me go and speak instead of
Aunt Helena., She has undergone so much
—she isn't able, believe me, Victor, to
undergo more. Let me go to your wife ;
all Aunt Helena can say, all she can urge,
I will. If it be in human power to brini'
her back, I will bring her. Il I dare tel
her, I will tell. But, after all/it is so lit
tle, and she is so proud. Don’t hope oo
much.”

It is 8o little,” he murmured again, his
face still hidden ; so little, and there is so
much to tell. Oh !” he broke forth, with a

assionate cry, ‘I can’t bear this much
onger. If she will come for nothing else,
she will come for the truth, and the truth
shall be told. What are a thousand pro-
mises to the living or the dead to tne
knowledge that she hates and scorns me !”

They said nothing to him—tney knew it
was useless—they knew his * paroxysms
would pass, as so many others had assed,
and that by to.morrow he would the
last to wish tn tell.

“You will surely not think of returning
to St. James Street to-night ?" said Inez by
way of diversion. ‘You will remain here,
and at the earliest possible hour to-morrow
you will drive me to Oxtoid Street. I will
do all I can—you believe that, my cousin, I
know. And if—if I am successful, will”—
she paused and looked at him—*will you
meet her, Victor 7

“I don’t know yet ; my head is in a whirl.
To-night I feel as though 1 could do any-
thing, brave anything—to-morrow I suppose
1 will feel differently. Don’t ask me what
I will do to-morrow until to-morrow comes.
1 will remain all night, and I will go to my
room at once ; I feel dazed and half sick.
Good-night.”

He Iea them abruptly. They heard him
toil wearily up to his room and "lock the
door. Long after, the two women sat
together talking with pale, apprehensive
faces.

“‘She won’t come—1 am sure of it as that
1 sit here,” were Lady Helena’s Etrtin
words as they separated for the night. **
know her better than he does, and I am not
carried away by his wild hopes. She will
not come.”

Sir Vietor deucendsd '3 breakfast, Iooul:-
ing unutterably pallid an haggard in e
morning light. Well he might ; he had not
slept for one moment.

But he was more~ composed, calm, and
quiet, and there was almost as little hoj
in his heart as in L;d{dl:(elanl’l. Immedi:
ately after breakfast, Miss Catheron, close-
ly veiled, entered the cab with him, and
was driven to Oxford Street. It was a very
silent drive; she was glad when it wasover,
and he set.her down near the shop of Ma-
dame Mirebeau.

“l will wait here,” he said. “If she
will come with you, you will take & cab
and drive back. to Poplar Lodge. If she

T
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iss Catheron walked ovel to the win-
dow; that nervous heart beat quicker than
ever.

“You wish to ses me, madame?”

A clear, soft veice spoke. The door

Edsd quietly opened and a young girl enter-

Inez Catheron turned round, and for the
second time im her life looked in the face of
her cousin’s wife.

Yes, it was his wife. The face she had
seen under the trees of Powyss Place she
saw again to-day in the London milliner’s
pariof. To herwyes there was no change ;
she had grown neither thinner or paler ;
she had lost none of the beauty and grace
that had won away Sir Victor Catheron’s
heart.

] wished to see you. We are not likely
to be disturbed ?”

“We are likely to be disturbed at any
moment. It 1s the rooni where Madame
Mirebeau tries on the dresses of her custom-
ers ; and my time is very limited.”

The dark, grave eyes were fixed upon the
close veil expectantly. Inez Catheron
threw it back.

““Edith !” she said—and at the sound of
her name the girl recoiled—‘‘you don’t

know me, but I think you will know my '

name. I am Inez Catheron.”

She recoiled a step farther, her dark face
paling and growing set—her large eyes
seeming to darken and dilate—her lips set-
ting themselves in a tense line. *‘Well ?”
was all she said.

Inez stretched out her hands with an im-
ploring 3euure, drawing near as the other
retreated.

*‘Oh, Edith, you know why I have come!
you know who has sent me.. You know
what I have come for.”

The dark, deep eyes met hers, full, cold,
hard, and bright as diamonds.

“I dou’t in the least know what you have
come for. I haven’t an idea who could
have sent you. I know who you are. You
are Sir Victor Catheron’s cousin.

Without falter or flinch she spoke his
name—with a face of stone she waited for
an answer. If any hope had lingered in
the breast of Inez it died out as she looked
at her now.

“Yes,” she said sadly; ‘I am Victor
Catheron’s cousin and 'there could be but
one to send me here—Victor Catheron him-
self.”

“And why has Sir Victor Catheron given
you that trouble ?”

*Oh, Edith !” again that imploring ges-
ture, ‘‘let me call you so—need you ask?
All these months he has been searching for
you, losing health and rest in the fruitless
quest—wearing himself to a very shadow
looking for you. He has been to New
York, -he has hunted London—it has
brought him almost to the verge of death,
this long, vain, miserable searcn.”

Her perfect lips curled scornfully, her
eyes shou forth gleams of contempt, but her
voice was very quiet.

“And again 1 ask why—why has Sir Vic-
tor Catheron given himself all this unneces-
sary trouble ?”

““Unnecessary ! You call it that!
husband’s search for a lost wife.”

“‘Stop, Miss Catheron !” she lifted her
hand, and her eyes lashed. ‘‘You make a
mistake. Sir Vietor Catheron’s wife [ amn
pot—never will be. The ceremony we
went through, ten months ago, down in
Cheshire, means nothing, since a bride-

room who deserts his bride on her wed-

ing-day, resigns all right to the name and
authority of husband.  Mind, I don’t re-
gret it now ; 1 would not have it otherwise
if I'could. Aud this is not bravado, Miss
Catheron ; I mean it. In the hour I mar-
ried your cousin he was no more to me than
one of his own foouman—I say it to mny own
shame and dishonor ; and I thank Heaven
most sincerely now~, that whether he were
mad or sane, that he deserted me as he did.
At last 1 am free—not bound for life to a
man that by this time 1 might have grown
to loathe.  For I think my inditierence
then would have grown to hate.
come again to ‘me—don’t let Sir Victor
Catheron dog my steps or in any way in-
terfere with me. 1 am only a girl, alone
and poor, but,” her eyes flashed nre—liver-
ally tire—and her hands clenched, *‘I warn
him—it will not be safe !

Inez drew back. What she had expect-
ed she hardly knew—certainly not this.

«“As I said before,” Edith went on, “‘my
time is limited. Mads=ti" aoes not allow
her working-girls to receive visitors in
working hours. Miss Catheron, I have the
honor to wish you good-morning.”

“Stay!” Inez cried, “for the love of
Heaven. Oh, what shall Isay, how shall I
soften her ? Edith, you don’t understand.
1 wish—I wish I dared tell you the seorev
that took Victor from your side that day !
He loves you—no, that is too poor a word
to express what he feels; his life is paying
the penalty of his loss. He is dying Edith,
dying of heart disease, brought on by what
he has sufiered in losing you. In his dying
hour he will tell you all; and his one praycr
is for death, that he may tell you, that you
may cease to wrong and hate him as you do.
() {Idith, listen to me —pity me—pity him
who is dying for you !

She flung herself on her knees, tears
pouring over her face, and held up her
clas; eif hands.

“For pity’'s sake, Edith—for your own
sake. Don’t harden your heart; try and
believe, though you may not understand. I
tell you he loves you—that he isa dying

an.”’

A

“Get up, Miss Catheron,” she_ said, ‘“‘you
must not kneel to me. Wnat is it you
want? what is it you ask me to do?”

] .ask you to give up this life of toil—to
come home with me. Lady Helena awaits
you. Make your home with her and with
me—take the name and wealth that are
yours, and wait—try to wait patiently to
the end. For Victor—poor heart-broken
boy !—you will not have long to wait.”

Her voice broke—her sobs filled the
room. The distressed look was still on
Edith's face, but it was as resolute as ever.

“What you ask is impossible,” she said ;
“utterly and absolutely impossible. Wuat
you say about, your cousin may be true. I
don’t understand—I never could read rid-
dles—but ‘it does not alter my determina-
tion in the least. Let me go, Miss Cather-
on, I beg of you ; you only distress me un-
necessarily. If you pleaded forever it could
not avail. Give my love to Lady Helena ;
but I will never go back—I will never ac-
cept a farthing from Sir Victor Catheron.
Dor't come here more—don’tlet him come.”
Again her eyes gleamed. “There is neither
sorrow nor pity for him in my heart. It is
like a stone where he is concerned, and al-
ways will be—always, though he lay dying
before me. Now, f!rewell. Y

Then the door opened and closed, and she
was gone.

CHAPTER XXIIL

Miss Stuart went back to the workrgom,
and to the dozen or more young woien
there assembled. If she was a shade paler
than her wont they were not likely to
potice it—if she was more silent even than
usual, why silence was always Miss Stuart’s
forte. Only the young person to ‘whom
Miss Catheron had given the suvereign
looked at her curiously, and said point
blank :”

“Isay, Miss Stuart, who was that ? what
did she want?” And the dark, haughty
eyes of Miss Stuart had lifted from the
peach satin on which she worked, and fixed
themselves icily upen her interrogator.

“It was a | never saw before,” she
answered frigid{y. “What she wanted is
certainly no business of yours, Miss Hatton."

Miss ihtwn flounced off with a mntter-
ed reply ; but there was that about Edith
that saved her from open insult—a digmty
and distance that none of them could over-
reach. Besides, she was. a favorite with

d and the f 8o silently
industrious, so tastefully neat, so perfectly
trustworthy 1n her work. Her companions
disliked and distrusted her ; she held her-
self aloof from them all; she had some-
thing on her mind—there was an air of
mystery about"her ; they doubted her being
an English girl at all
none of their companionship ; if she had a
secret she kept it well ; in their noisy,
busy midst she was as much ,alone as
though she were on Robinson . Crusoes
desert isfand. Outwardly those . ten

. months had. changed her little—ber bril-

She would have’|

The crossing was slippery and wet,

*I say ! look out there, will you !” half
;'dmd n shrill cabbies called, before and be-

ind.

She grew bewildered—her presence of
mind deserted her—she drop her um-
brella and heid up her hands instinctiveiy
to keep them off. As she did so, two arms
grasped her, she felt herself absoiutely lifu-
ed ot her feet, and carried over. But just -
as the curbstone was reached, something—-a
carriage pole it ap] —struck her rescu-
er on the head, and felfed him to the,
ground.  As he fell, Edith sprang lightly
out of his arms, and stood on the pavement,
unhurt.

The man had fallen. A crowd surronnd-
ed the prostrate man. For Edith, she
stood stunned and bewildered still.  She
saw the man lifted and carried into a
chemist’s near by. Instinctively she fol-
lowed—it was in saving her he had come to
grief.  She saw him placed in a cnair, the
mire and blood washed off his face, and
then—was she stunned and stupefied still—
or was it, was it the face of Sir Victor
Catheron ?

She leaned heavily against the counter,
feeling giddy and sick—the place swimming
around her. Was he dead? Had he met
his death trying to save her?  ‘‘Blessed if
I dow’t think he's dead and done for,”
said the chemist. “It ain’t such a bad cut,
:eit,hol:. Isay ! does anybody know who

e is ¥

.vwuody knew. Then the keen eyes of a
poiicanan, X 2,001, fell upon Kdith, pale
snd wild-looking, with evident terror aud
recognition in her face.

“I say, miss, you know, don’t you?”
Bobby suggested politely. ‘It wus ressy-
ing you he got it, you know. You kuow

- this 'ere gent, don’t you, miss ! Who is
e

“He is Sir Victor Catheron.”

*“Oh,” said Bobby, ¢*Sir Wictor Catheron,
is he? I thought he was a heavy swell.””
And then his eyes took in Edith's very
handsome face, and very plain dress, and
evident statiou, and he formed his own sur-
mise. *‘Perhaps now, miss, yon knows, too,
wnere he ougnt to be took?”’

**No,” she answered mechanically; *I
dou’t know. If you search his pockets,
you wili most likely find his address. You
—you, don’t really think he is dead ?”

““Well, no, miss,I don’t think ne is dea,”
the chemist answered, “though I must say
he looks uncommon like it. Heres his
card-case—now let's see; “Sir Victor Cath-
eron, Bart, Fenton’s 'Otel’. Fenton's 'Otel.

Bobby, I say, let’s horder a cab‘and ’ave |

him driven there.”

“Somebody ought to go with him,” said

X 2001. “I can’t go—you can'tgo. I

don't suppose now, miss,” looking very
doubtfully at Edith, ‘*you can’'t go
nuther?”

“Is it necessary?’ Edith asked, with very
visible reluctance.

“Well, you see, miss he looks uncom-
monly like a stitf 'un vhis minute, and if he
was to die by the way or hanythink, aud
him halone——"

“I will go,” interposed Edith, turning
awav with a sick shudder. *‘Call.the cab
st once.”

A four-wheeler was summoned—the in-

| sensible young baronet was carried out and

| back seat.

Don's

\

laid, as comiortably as mighu be, on the
Edith followed, unutterably
against her will, but how was she to heip
i
one’s worst enemy common humanity at
times must be shown. It would be brutal
to let him go alone.

““Don’t you be afraid, miss,” the chemist
said cheerfully ; ‘‘he ain’t dead yet He's
only stunned like, and will come round all
right directly.”

“Fenton's, Bill.” and the cab rattled off.

CHAPTER XXIV.

That ride—all her lite it came back to
her like a bad nightmare. Sihe kept her
eyes turned away as much as she could
from that rigid form and ghastly face op-
posite, but in spite of herself they wouid
wander back. What Miss Catheron had
said was true then—he was dyving—death
was pictured in_his face.  What if, after
all, there was some secret strong enough to
make his condnct in leaving her right !
She had thougnt it over and wondered and
wondered, until her brain was dazed, but
could never hit on any solation. She could
not now—it was not right.  Whatever the
secret was, he had known it before he mar-
ried her—why had he not left her then—
why in leaving her after had he not ex-
plained? There was no excuse for him,
none, and in spite of the white, worn face
that pleaded for him, her heart hardened
once more—hardened until she felt neither
pity nor pain.

They reached the hotel. Jamison, the
valet, came down, and recoiled at the sight
ot his master’s long-lost wife.

“My lady!” he faltered,
though he had seen a ghost.

“Ysuur master has met with an accident,
Jamison,” Edith said calmly, ignoring the
title. How oddly it sounded to her. “You
had better have him conveyed to his room
and send for a surgeon. And, if Lady
Helena is in town—" .

“Lady Helena is in town, my lady.
Will—-" Jamison hesitated, *‘will you nat
come in, my lady, and waiv until her lady-
ship comes ?”

Agnin for & moment Edith hesitated and
thought. It would be necessary for some
one to explain—she could not go away
either without knowing whether the injury
he' had received were fatal or not, since
that injury was received in her service.
She set her lips and nliﬁ_li\bed‘

«I will remain until Lady Helena arrives.
Pray lose no time in sending for her.”

“I will send immediately, my lnd_lx," an-

swered Jamison respectfully. ‘“Thomp-

son,” to a waiter, ‘show this lady to a
rlor at once.”

And then Edith found herself following a
entlemanly sort of man in black, down a
ong hall, up a great staircase, along a car-

peted corridor, and into an elegant private
patior. The man lit the gas and went, and
then she was alone.

“What a wretch I am,” she thought:
“‘what & vile creature I must be. If he
diés, I shall feel as though I murdered
him.”

How long the hours and half hours, told
off on the clock, scemed—eight, nine, ten,
—would Lady Helena never come? It was
half past ten, and tired out thinking, she
had fallen into a sort of uneasy sleep and
fitful dream in her chair when she suddenly
became half conscious of some one near her.
She had been dreaming of Sandypoint, of
uarrelling with her cousin.  *‘Don’t
%hlrley " she said petulantly, aloud, and
the sound of her own voice awoke her fully.
She started up, bewildered for a second, and
found herulr face to face with Lady
Helena. Lady Helena had been watchinf
Edith for the past five minutes silently and
sadly. It was of him then she was dream-
ing—thoughts of him had brought to her
lips that happy smile. The heart of the
e'der woman contracted with a sharp sense
of pain.

“‘Lady Helena 1”

“Edith 1"

«]—I think I fell asleep,” Edith said
confusedly ; ‘‘I was very tired, and it all
seemed 80 quiet and tedious here. How is
he ?”

“Better and asleep—they gave him an
opiate. He knows nothing of your being
here. It was very good of you to come, my
ohild.”

“Jt was nothing more than a duty of

h ity, t was impossible to
avoid coming,” Edith answered, and then
briefly and rather coldly she narrated how
the accident had taken place.

“My poor boy I” was all Lady Helena
said, but there was a heart sob in every
word ; ‘*he would die gladly to save you a
moment’s pain, and yet it has been 'his bit-
ter lot to inflict the worst pain of your life.
My poor child, you can’t understand, and
we can’t explain—it must seem very hard
and incomprenensfble to you, but one day
you will know all, and you will do him jus-
tice at last. Ah, Edith ! if you had not re-
fused Inez—if only you were not so- proud,
if you would take what is your right and
your due, he might bear this separation
until Heaven’s good time. As if is, it is
killing him.”

{ being wet to 1he skin for hours at a

| loal dietors in his neighborhood, but
| received no relief, and was:then in-
! duced by theur t apply for adwission

| disheartened at the waut of success at-

| a'l it was only with the a:d of a stout
| to raixe to

| erack at the kunees like sticks of wood,
| caused, as the doctors told him, by the

He was her worst enemy, but even to |

staring as

‘conple appe
Miss Carrie
¢l country
Johnson, a tall,
countryman of 22 yvear
the bride'

‘Ihere are few men better known in
Victoria county than Mr. Rich rd
Fitagerald, who was one of the first
settiers of the township of Card-n.

was elected to the h norable
po-ition of reeve of that townsbip for
twelve successive years, and filled the
positivn with 8¢ much acceptance to
the people that he was pressed to
continue in office for a longer time,
but was com elled to decline the
honor. 1t therefore goes wiihout
saying that Mr. Fitzzerald is not only
known to all the res deuts of the town
ship, but that his word is consid red
by those who know him to be as
us his bond, and that up n anything he
may say the most implicit confidence
may be placed.

When young, a stronger or more
hearty man could not be found, but
possessed of an iron constitution, he
did what to . many are prone to do,
neg'ected his hialth, and expo~ed him-
selt to nll sorts of weather, ofwn in
the pursuit of is calluy as a firmer

time A little over seventeen years
ugo he toun ! that he had contracted
rhenmatism of a muscuar form, and
each succ eding day found hm in a
wor e ¢onilition.  He apphed to th-

to the general hospital at Toronto for
treatnent, and wus in that institution
f r sever:] months, until he bhecime

tending hi~ tr atwent and returned
home+, as was thought, to die. By this
time the mu cles of his body hal be-
come so contracted that he could not
~traighten his limbs, and was forced to
spend the greater part of  his time in
bed, and when able to get fround at

puir of crutch . When he attempted
his feet his legs would

fluid in the joints being completely
dried up. He was coustpated to a
fearful degiec.  When he retired at
night there was not sufficient blood in
his veins to keep him from feeling in-
tensely cold, and in ord r to keep him
warm his daughter knitted 1 is woolen
leggings and lined them with soft
Several times his fauily, a por-
tion of whom reside in Michigan, w. re
summoned home to sec their f ther for
the last time, as he was honght to Le
on his death bed. Finally, after
suffering as ouch hodily pun as would
have killed an «rdinary man, and at a
time when he had not set his. foot on
the ground for a year, he was inducen
by his =on to give Dr. Willians’ Pk
Pills a tral, as he had - heard of the
very remarkable cures made by that
remedy. It vas after much persuasion
that he wa~ induc «( to give them a
trial, a- he had then s ent a small for-
tune in medi ines and diflerent m des
of treatment under whceh he had
steadilv  geewn worse, and he had
despaired «f finding anything that
would lelp  him, At lust he beuan
the use of t- ¢ Pink P lls and had not
tuken them long before he began ta
notide a decided improvement in s
condition.  C ntinuing their use he
toun“hat he con d get around much
hetwr than he had be n able to do at
any th,. jor many years, and ai'ter still
Lavth 2 eV TS N =~

wool

s ui .
tirely relieve s trom all rheumatic pains,
and is now 1 wond r to himseif and all
wlo knew *him.  Mr Fitzgeral i is
70- year~ of age, is able 10 watk to
Kirkfiell every dav, and is enjoying
betier health than he has had suge he
was tivst aff ate |

Dr Williams' Piok Pills are a per-
fect vlood builder and nerve restorver,
cnring such «iseases as rheumatism,
neuralgia, yartial paralysis locomotop
ataxia St. Vi us' dance, nervous h ad-
ache. nervous prostration and the tired
feeli g therefrom. the after effeets of
la grippe, diseases . drpeniing npon
humors in the bloo |, such as scrofula,
chronic erysipel s, ete.  Pink Pills
give » healthy glow to pale and saliow
complexi ns, and are a specitic fir
troubles peculiar to tlie female 8 stem,
and in the case of m:n thev «flect a
radicl cure in ali cases arising from
mental worty, overwork, or excesses of
ny nature.

Dr. William#’ Pink Pills may be
hat of all druggists, or direct by mail
from Dr. Wiliiams' Medicine Com-
pany, Brockviile, Ontario, or Schenec-
tady, N. Y., at 50 cent~ a box, or six
boxes for $2.50. The price at which
these pills are sold makes a course ol
treatment comparatively inexpensive
as compared with other reme lies or
medical treatment.

Ruevmarism CURED IN A Dav.—
South American Rheumatic Cure, for
R'pumatism and Neuralgia, radically
cwies in 1 to 3 days. Its action npon
the system is remarkable and mys
terions. It removes at once the cause
and the di~ease immedintely disappears
The tirst dose greatly henefits. 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect relief in all cases of
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease
in 30 winutes, and speedily effects a
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pal-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side and all
symytoms of a Distressed Heart. One
dose convinces.  Sold by J. P. Lamb.

Catarre REeLIEVED 1IN TeN
Sixty MinuTes.--One slort poff
the hreath through the Bi wer, sap
plied with each bottle of Dr. Agnew's
Catarrhal Powder, diffuses this Pow-
der over the surface of the unasal jas-
sages. Pai less and delightful to use,
it relieves irstantly, and permanently
cures Caturrh, Hay Fever, Colds,
Headache, Sure Liroat, Tonsilitis and
Deafness. 60 conts. At J. P. Lamb's.

 EKeuier 15 Six  Llours —Distress-
ing Kidney and Bladder disenses re-
lieved in six hours by the “New
Great South American Kidney Cure.”
This new remedy ix a great surprise
and delight to physicians on acconnt of
its exceeding promptness in relieving
pain in the bladdergkidneys, back and
every part of the urinary passages in
male or female. Tt relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. 1f yon want quick
relief and cure this is your remedy. |

Sold by J. P, Lamb, druggist.
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Creek in
the obdurate father of the

girl was riding on the back of a digni-
fied spotted steer, and Sandy was walk-
ing by her side. The unusual sight
soon drew a crowd of people, and, as
everybody loves a lover, half a dozen
hurried off after a magistrate or a
preacher. Unlnckily for the lovers no
official conld be found who would marry
them, on account of the girl's age.
‘When the couple heard of this they both
broke down and cried, the girl sobbing
s if nearly heartbroken.

The tears of the pretty young girl
ﬁrought, about a determination on the
part of “the spectators to see them
through in sowe way, and one snggested
that they tuke the train, then nearly
Jue for Niagara Falls, N. Y., where
they would find no difficulty in getting
warried. This proposition changed the
tears of the bride into smiles. of joy and
Sandy's less apparent grief into open
mouthed delight for a moment, until he
thought of the expense. Someone in
the crowd, however, anticipated the
voung wan and proposed the crowd pay
all e es, and in less time than it
tiakes to write it pocket-books were out

“and enough money was contributed to
carry the couple through, with a sou
veuir left over for the bride.

The spotted steer was stalled in front

of a pile of oats and corn to ruminate in
peace and plenty until the return of
toe couple, and the procession headed
for the platform. Neither of the couple
had ever seen a train before, and when
it pulled in they got on the platform be
iween the engine and the baggage car.
"_hieir sponsors soon remedied this mis-
taiieand had them conducted into a
ies’ car, where the conductor was ex-
y charged to see them safely
through. The last seen of Carrie and
Sandy as the train was whirling out of
sight they were folded in each other’s
arms, laughing and straining their eyes
as they looked out of the window.

traveled all t
et a w

Future of Polite Society.

Dr. Lyman Abbott, in a late paper,
thinks that polite society, in the exclus-
ive sense, is hardly destined to sustain
itself. His reason is that wealth is
superseding birth as its basis, In
this respect, however, his inference
is doubtful, while the_ facts are true.
He says that *‘some commuities, like
Boston, New York and Philadelphia,
make a brave attempt to maintain a re-
spect for old fawilies; but thisis an iu-
heritance from colonial days and visibly
wanes.” He might have gone farther
and have said that in ouly one of these
three cities—Philadelphia—has  the
“smart set” any particular connection
with old families or gives itself any
concern about them. The utimost that
it does is to draw a feeble line. at
the recognized occupations of fathers,
while the occupation or social position
of the grandfather is pretty thoroughly
ignored. Given a fortune, with a rea-
sonable amount of tact, and one genera
tion, or at most two, can accomplish
the rest. There is a lingering rumor
that at Newport a rich dealer in patent
medicines was for years successfully
kept from buying land on the fashion-
able avenue; but if so, the exclusion
was iu itself an absurdity, like those at
te opted distinetions tween wholesale
and retail trade,, Surely it is absurd to
assmine it as plebian to gell tape by
the picce, and not plebelan to sell it by
the thousasd pivces; to call it discredit
a le when a forinne is made by a medi-
cine 11 not when it is made by hotel-
kecping or laying water pipes or carry-
ing oo the express business.  All these
vo a tons, and dthousand others equal
1y ieodest and respectable, have con-
tribmted to the gliding of our jeunese

orce and no one neéd be ashamed of
any one of them, except when it tempts
uim to sneer at some other.

S

" siele the Monument.
According to the . Natal Times, the
ouumeunt sent out by Queen Victoria
(o Zululaud as a token of her sympathy
wita the bereaved mother of the late
Criace Louis Napoleon has been stolen.
A reward of £50 has been offered. The
wonuent took the form of a memorial
cross of plain marble, and was erected
on the exact spot upon which the Prince
ell when surprised and attacked by a
aity of Zulus who had been lying in

abush. The memorial bore the follow-
1z insceription: **This cross is erected
uy Queen -Victoria in affectionate re
seinbrance of ‘Napoleon Eugene Louis
ean Joseph, Prince Iniperial, to mark
we spot where her while assisting in a
ceconnaissance with the sh troops,
m the 1st of june, 1879, was attacked
Wy i party of Zulus, and fell with face
o the foe.” It was surrounded by a
warf wall of rough stones, which also

closed the graves of the two troopers
sho were killed at the same time as
Prince. Shrubs and violets (the
vapoleonic emblem) were planted about
i place, which thus became a kind of

iniature cemerery. Itis interesting to
ecall that after the erection -of the
ross the Zulu chief Geboodo and the
hief men of his tribe, to which the
party who attacked the Prince belong-
o, assembled at the place, and, stand-
ag with their right hand uplifted,
oleminly declared that the memorial
2l the graves should never be dese-
cra ed. The stealing of the cross is,
tierefore, - all the more remarkable,
specially as the Zulus entertain a
ceply-felt  superstition regarding the
spirits of the dead.
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Very Slight Disgrace.
re,” sulid the lawyer* “isn't ita
ou were once sentenced to a
rmn in jail for : ¢ 4
v guess it i, g
vitness, “but, b cee, T Lroke
atbwapatin”
TWO SIDES TO IT

out the

J e
Those on the east end of the piazsa
were somewhat shocked.

But there was 1o good reason for it.
.
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We Answer
To the Tailor Shop of

A. M. CHASSELS

ATHENS

'a&euum ut in an extensive line of all =
is servi lish in

le, new and sty
Tweeds, Worsteds, Overcoatings, Bte.”

Call and inspect the stock before placing

our order. He guarantees
i Cl:nomrworku will receive prompt and care-

ful attention.
MAIN ST., ATHENS,

e S e
’ sl?l-. -7-.3-.&“‘;

T i ;
MosT W‘——"'ﬂ' ¥

ENOSBURGH FALLS, VT,

CONFECTIONERY

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham,
Fruit £ Commission Merchant
WHOLESALE AND RETATIL
BROCKVILLE ONTARIO

OYSTERS IN SEASON Two (2) STorEs—TELEPHONES 244a & 244b

ESTABLISHED 1882

Tue LittLe Giant RooT Curter is fully warrnted and
well made and to cut potatoes, Apples, Roots or Pumpkins in
such a manner that they may be fed without choking stock.

© G. P. McNISH.

TESTIMONIALS :

BROCKVILLE, Sept. 18, 1894.
G. P. McN1SH, Lyn Ag'l Works.
Sir,—1I purciased.one of your Little Giant Root Cutters over a year
ago und tind it a tirst class article ana would recommend it to all paities fe: d
ing roots to stock.

(Signed) J. J. HENDERSON, Butcher

LyN, August, 1894,
G. P. McNISH, Lyn Ag’l Works.
Dear Sir,—I consider the Little Giant Ront Cutter one of the best
labor-saving to Is on tue markit. As to uurability, I bave cut hundreds of
busheis of turnips wheu they were frozen solid and it stood it ali right.

JAMES H. MARSHALL.

Par Donovan, of Esco't Front, said at Lansdowne fair that he had cut
tive busnel of turnips in five minutes, and did it easily with a Little Giunt
Rodt Qutter.

G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont,

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER O1L _

HAS NO EQUAL MANUFACTURED BY

MecColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine’” and beware of
imitations.
Forsalevy allleading lealers in thecountry

N

T. E. GLEASON,

A

DESPON

T. E. G1,FARON.

] 2 .
After Ireatin..t.

Emissions, Varlcocele, Seminal Weakness, Self-Abuse, Syphlliss
Gleet, Stricture, Unnatural Discharges, Loss ‘of Vital Fluld In
Urine. Impotency, Sexual and Mental Weakness, Kidney
and Biadd .r Diseases Positively CURED OR NO PAY,

16 Years in Detroit. 200,000 Cured.

Young or Middle Yon have led a gay life or indulged in the vices of early youth. You feal

Aged Man.  tho symptoms stealing over you. Self abuse or latrr excesses have broken

your system. Mentully, physicaily and sexruaily you are not the man you used to be or

. Lustful practices reap rich harvest. ‘f‘hink of the futore. %III you heed the

danger signals? Are yon nervous a~d weak; despondent and gloomy; specks before eyes;

back weak and kidneys irritable; palpitation of heart; dreams antf losses at night; sedi-

ment in urine; weakened manhood; pimples on face; eyes sunken and cheeks hollow; r

memory; eareworn expression; Varicocele; tired in morning; lifeless; distrustful; lack en-

# erigy strengtl and ambition. Our New Method Treatment wi‘il positively cure you. 1t will

B make o man of yop and lifo will open anew. We guarantee to cure you or refund a { money paid.
£9~No names used without written consent. $1,000 pald for any case we take and cannot [

Before Treatment,

g cure.
SNATCHED FROM THE GRAVE-A Warning From the Living.

Emissions At 15 I learncd a bad habit. Had losses for seven years, Tried four doctors
ured. and nerve tonics by the fcore, without benefit; I bhecame a neryous wreck.
Y "Aof(nnr‘l:! who ini! ‘bu n rur;-,-! by Drs. Kt-n‘uedy & Kergan of a similur disease, sivised me
ry them, Ididso., and in two.months was positively cured. Thi ears
H ago. Iam now married and have two healthy chnldron."’ 3 s vion- Sy ¥
; C. W. LEWIB, Baginw, Mich.
fl Varicocele “'Varieocele, the result of early viee, made life miserable. I was wesk and ner-
Bl Cured.  vous, eyes sunlen, bashful in vociety, hair thin, drexms and lo-scs at night, no
B ambition. The “Golden Monitor” openad my'eyes. ‘The New Mothod Treatment of Drs.
Kennody & Kergan cared me in a few weeks.” L. L. PEI'ERSON, Iouia, Mich.
Syphilis “This terrible blood disense was in my system for eight years. Had taken mer~
5 ured. cury for two years, but the disease returned. Eyes red, pimples and blotohes on
the skin, ulcers inthe mouthand on tongue, bone pains, falling out of hair, werkness, eto.
8 My brotiior, who had been cured of Gleet and Siricture by Drs. Kennedy & Ker,
i mende thom. Taey cured me in o fow weeks, and 1 thank God 1 consuited them, N0
return of the disease in six years.” " W. P. M., Jackson, Mich.
gl A Minister The ltev, W. E. Bparks, of Detroit, says: “'I know of no disease so injurious to
o ‘s?_eaks‘ ~ 'H»_' ll‘;. P‘lyhl,)":,n(d ulx;ul 'iE younlx gelr‘\ a8 that of B¢lf Abuse. I have sent many
vietita ¢ i «tf11 habit to Dra. Kennad fs tment.
B B e Vo Aihad Zrotimont which oaro] chess whon a1l sise Tengt o oAy &
“I knnw nothing in medical science so effick £«
nds & caal Dis asesas tha New Method 7' rurmuﬁf‘i)t‘n?lr(eg:sdo:?gmam
cases which had bafflad scores of physicians were cured \gﬂ
% T. E. ALLISON, M. D,

it.

B have soen this with my own eyes und know it to be a fact.

Have you been gnilty? Has your Bood been disensed? Are you weak
Header desire to be a mn? “Are you cont mplating marriage? ()lll"?\'ew'”“;odDm
menl wiil positively cura yon. Cures Guaranteed or No Pay. Consultation Fr e.

No mattar who his trented you, write for an honest opinion fres of ohi
roason (h'n.  Boaks rrmf&l‘li» (liolden Monitor" (illustrated), on Diseases u! Macnm
saled.

g No Aumes used without Written Consent. Private. No Medicine
sSent (. 0. D. No "ames on Boxes or Envelopes. Everything
Coufidential. Question List for fome Treatment and
Cost of Treatment, Free.

& Kerman, 143 Shelby St:2et, Detroit, Mich,

closa posLa two cents.
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Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OIS

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

The Samuel Rogers 0il Co.

Ottawa and Brockville.




