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bottle of wine, which stood on the side-
board with its cork drawn, on it, and then,
wishing mousieur and madsme bon soir,
took herself off for the night, saying that
she should be back esrly the next morning
if madame should wish for a cup of tes or
coffas. .

Horace lit a cigar, and helped himself
trom the fresh bottle, pouring Laura out a
second glass. . i

‘Come. dear,’ he said, “a little wine will

bring back some color to yeur cheek, for I
ﬂn see the journey hss tired you. What

ast sball we drick P Oar unceasing love P’

‘That would be tempting Fate I' Laura
answered with a laugh. ‘No,’ she added
raising the glass to her lips, ‘we will drink
to forgetfulness. Let us live for the pres-
ent, and forget that there is s past or a
future.’

‘She emptied her glass as she spoke,
and Horace followed her example.

‘Bah !" he said. ‘That bottle is worse
than the others. I will have it out to
morrow with toe oid sinner who sold it,
and make him take it back. Deuce take
it, it's strong enough, though; it makes
me feel slespy.

He aruoused himself with an effort, and
drank more of the wine, but gradually
ceased to talk, lolling back in his chair
with a vacant look in his eyes.

Laura, too, was strangely weary, and,
rising from the table, felt her head swim.

What could it mean P

Surely it must be more then a coinci-
dence for Horace and herself to be simil
arly affocted in such a manner at the same
time.

She tried to shake off the feeling of
stupor which was fast overcoming her.

The effort was & vain ons, however.

All sorts of strange thoughts began to
-crowd upon her, and to chase each other
through her mind.

Couid it b= that she had been poisoned,
and that Horace had already succombed to
the action of some deadly drug P :

1t so, by whom had the poison been
administered P And for what reason P

Surely it was not Horace himselt who
had drugged the wine of which they both
bad partaken.

The very 1dea was preposterous.

There could be no advantage to himself
in dooming boih of them to death.

The advantage lay quite in the other
direction.

Be must have wanted to live for many
a year to come, and to share those years
with her.

What, then could be the explanstion of
the mystery ?

Had there been a mistake—an accident?

She remembered now that he had com
planed ot the taste ot the wine, and had
threatened vengeance on the merchant by
whom is had been provided.

_ Perhaps the latter had inadvertently
poisoned it.

Or could he bave done so deliberately,
owing the artist a grudge, and resorting
to such means to be revenged upon him ?

The girl's mind became utterly con-
fused at this point.

She couid tbink no further.

She sank into a chair, and fell almoot in-
stantly into a dozs.

After a tew minutes her eyes opened,
and it seemed to her contused senses that
there was a third person in the room—a
woman—who stood by the table, looking
down on Horace, who lay back asleep ia
his chair.

She tried to speak, to move, but both
tongue and limbs seemed paralyzed.

Then she saw the figure standing by the
table, take what seemed a packet trom her
bosom, and shake its contents into a glass,
which she filled up with wine.

She saw the woman drink from the
glass, and then, stooping over the sleeping
Horace, kies him passionately.

This was the last thing she remembered,
for her eyelids closed, and with confused
idea that all was a dream, she sank into
‘oblivion.

CHAPTER VII.
HONOUR RETRIEVED,

Philip Lacy, after passing a few day of
utter boredom in London, and finding that
his regiment had landed, and were to be
quartercd at Shornchffe, made up his mind
to rejoin at once.

However, he determined to see Laura
once more, for the last time.

He told bimselt it was tolly, worse than
folly, utter weakness, and yet he could not
bear to think that she had parted from him
tor the last time in anger.

I will ask her pardon, he said to himself
‘and we will part as friends. 1 sball live
it down, I daresay, but I should not be
happy tor a moment it I thought these ijl
chosen words of mine stood between us.

As he had lett part ot his luggage at the
Peacock, be had an excuse 1o return to
Moat; 80 having made up hismind, he
drove at once to the terminus.

To his surprise, he met Sir Godfrey on
the plattorm. :

The knight was unusually gracious, and
a8 soon as they were settled in their com-
partment, he offered Phailip a cigar.

‘Yes,” he said, ‘I am very giad to have
you for a traveling companion. My re-
wurn is quite unexpected. It was only this
morning that 1learnt a certain party I
wished to see could not leave the Hague
till next- month, and, as we shall bv in
London by then, and [ bave nothing else
to detain me now, I thought it best to re-
turn to the Hall at once. It will be a little
surprise for Lady Lyzatte, as I found
hardly time to telegrapa.’

Sir Godirey and the young officer had
not many subjects ot interest in common ;
but they managed to keep up a desultory
coaversation till they were close to Church.
tord. 1

Then there was a sbrill scream of the
steam whistle, and, without any turther

Philip was thrown violently acress the
carriage, and, for a moment or more, lay

When, sick and dizzy, he managed to
pull himself up, he found that the carriage
was on its side, and that Sir Godfrey was
lying huddled up in & fearfully contorted
attitude, at his feet.

By an effort of strength he wrenched
open the upper door, and, with assistancs,
mansged to extricate the knight, but only
to find that he was quite dead, his neck
baving been broken.

Dreadtully distressed as he was in think-
ing of Laura’s bereavement. Philip felt
that his first duty lay in doing what he.
could for others who had been injured.

Fortunately the accident happened with-
in little more thau a mile ot Churchford,
and sssistance was soon ordained.

No sooner had he seen the body of Sir
Godirey decently cared for than Philip
made all haste he could to break the news
to Laura.

Arrived at the Hall, bis surprise was
great when he learnt that she had left for
Paris that morning to pay a visit to Miss
Talbot, and that Sir Godirey was to have
joined her there.

Full ot disquictude—for he remembered
that the knight had spoken of his wife as
being at the Hall—he hesitated what to do.

It there was any mystery, telegraphing
to Miss Talbot would only complicate mat-
ters, and if Laura was with his aunt—
which seemed incomprehensible—she would
have to make the journey back alone.

At lepgth he determined to go himself to
Paris.

The line would be cleared in  tew houre
and he would be able to catch the vight
mail.

The butier accompanied him to Church-
ford, to see to Sir Godirey’s body being
brought home, and after a dreary wait at
the station, Philip found himselt again in &
traio speeding back to Lounden.

He was fortunate enough to catch the
night expreas, and, ou arriviag at Paris,
drove st once to an hotel, where he chang-
ed bis clothes and ats & basty breakiast,
after webich. sithough 1t wae stiil early, he
made his way to the private hotel at which
e knew his aunt alweys stayed,

He lound Miss Tulbot seated opposite a
commissioner of polics in & state of great
excitement.

Philip listened to the commissioner’s tale

What be bad moro than halt feared had
bappened; sad yet, even &t the last mo-
ment, Laura had been plucked {rom the
hand or her would-ba-destroyer.

He gathered that an old woman, who
looked after the rocms of M. Horace Sal-
ran, ths artist, had been horified on enter-
ing the flst at her usual early hour, to find,
as she thought, three dead bodies in ths
diniog room, her master, & young woman
nsmed Julie Toldain, su artist’s modsl, snd
bis—her master’s—newly-wedded  wife,
whom he had only brought home the even-
ing before.

She called the police ai once, and on a
doctor being summoned, he found that the
artist and the young woman, who had
doubtless been his wistress, were doad,
but that the wife lived; ln fact, she had
already begun to recover consciousness.
She soon recovored encugh to give the
address of Miss Talbot, but refused to say
anything more than that she and ber hus-
band bad recently arrived from London,
and that she knew nothing of the woman
Julie Toldain ; in tact she was too ill and
weak to bear much questioning, so the
commissioner had left ner in the hands of
the doctor, and had hastened at once to
interview Miss Talbot.

Atter a little consideration, Philp took
the commissioner into his confidence, and
told him all that had happened, as far as
he knew it.

The police-asgent supplied the missing
links without d:fficulty.

‘An old story, monsieur,’ he said, ‘But,
a8 things have turned out, no one beyond
yourself and madame here, who, I under-
stood you to eay, is your aunt, need know
the trath. The lady is in no danger, hav-
ing evidently tsken but little of the poison,
and can be moved here in the course of
the day. Her evidence can be taken in
her own room, and I will see that no par-
ticulars get into the papers.’ .

Philip thanked him warmly, and pro-
posed at once accompanying him back to
the flat, but here his aunt interposed.
‘It will be much better for me to go,
Philip,’ she said. ‘You can leave it to ‘me
to comfort ber and bring some peace to
her mind. You had better telegraph to
the butler, or whoever is in charge at the
Hall, and say that Lady Lyzatte is with
me, but is too ill to undertake the journey
to Eogland, and that you will telegraph
again in forty eight hours.’
Miss Talbot’s maid soon had ber dressed
to go out, but belore sccompanying the
commissioner she drew her nephew on one
side.
‘Philip, you had better not see her; at
all events, not for some time,’ she said. ‘It
will only make her feel ber position more.
Give me your address, and wait in Paris a
tew days, in case I should want you; but,
it all goes well, rejoin your regiment, and
leave Lady Lyzette in my care.’
A week later Pailip Lacy joined hir regi-
ment, baving never seen Liaura since she
parted from him on tho fatal night of the
dance.
- - -

It was a September evening when Philip
Lacy crossed the marrow meadow which
Jay beyond Miss Talbot’s house, and vault
ed over the stile in the park fence.
He remembered well that othe: - g
when he came there tosay - /¢ to
Liaura when he was ordored .reign; and
now ha was thore agai. «v meet he-

Once mo * ey e
tween the tiv, e 4
she had done L....o, waen .ue heard his
tootstep), and held out her hands.
It was eighteen moutbs since ne had

with mingied 1eeiings ot sadness and relief. ;

sank, and the coloar flickered up mto her

cheek.
‘I have come a# yof asked me in your
letter, Laura,’ he sa#f. gently. ‘Porhsps

I wrote prematurely./perhaps” I ought to
bave waited longer, sut I did as my heart
dictated. Iown to you, Laurs, that I
tought against my love,tbat I tried to crush
it ; but montbs ago [ tound that it was
rooted in my heart for ever—that, without
you, I must go through lite & solitary, un-
bappy man.

*It is diflicult to read a womgn's heart,
to understand & woman’s motives. I mske
no effort to do so. I juet ask you, Laura,
to try and care for me enough " to become
my wife.

_ Philip, dear Philip,’ the girl answered,
‘it is like you to be good and generous,
and [ must try to do likewise for your
sake. It is like you never to have men-
tioned the past, but how can I torget it ?
I was & coward, and gave yeu up, loving
dearly all the time. Then'I went mad, 1
think, but that is no excuse for my sin and
folly. One tbing I can ssy truly, and that
is that Horace Salran was nothing to me.
I even hated him, but I could no longer go
g0 on living the lite I was doing. All was
as Deed Sea truit in my mouth, and as [
saw you despieed me, 1 longed—Iloving you
all the «ime dearer that lite—to make you
sbare my agony. There, Philip, you have
all the trnte.  How can you ask & woman
such as { to become your wile ?'

‘1 ask it all the same, doar,’ he answered
quieily. ‘I kaow how dreary your lonely
hite must havo been, aud I fear my own
unwise words urged you to utter reckless-
weos. Come, denr, und let us strike out
togsther & new lite tor the tuturs.’

He telt her tramble like & bird, but still
ehe struggled to do what she thought was
right for him.

*Philip, consider again,” she murmured.
‘It is trus God ssved me, and no one,
no ona but you and your dear aunt knows
ot my tolly ; but supposing anything was
ever said, 1 should die il you had to biush
tor your wifé; aud people wondered and
whispered when I retused to accept my
marriage settlement, and returned sll the
jewels Sir Godtrey hed given to me’

My darhing,’ he said drawing her to his
beart, ‘those are idle tears. You showed
me by what you did how false you had
been to your own self when you wmisrried
the man your mother torced upon you.
You told me, bere on this spot, that you
had not courage to resist her all unsided,
end I oughtto have gone and told her
formally ot our engagement before I left;
the ficat talse step you see was mine so
now let me make atonement. Kiss me
Lsura; let the past be buried between us
forever, and let us from today begin & new
life'snd it we are poor at all events we
have learnt that riches do not make bap-
piness.’

Laura’s heart was very full as their lips
met, and ker oyes were dim with tears of
bappiness, but the whele world seemed
cosnged to her as they returned to the
park and across the moadow.

The grass they trod on gleamed like gold
in the rays of the setting sun; the rooks
cawod overhead, as in long lines they made
for their nests; the air felt light and buoy-
ant; all Nature seemed to tbrob in unison
with her own beart, and in the fulness of
ber happinese, she looked up shyly into
Philip’s tace and murmured—

‘I always loved you, dear, even at my
worst !’

‘And I you. darling,’ he answered. ‘So
may our love last !’

The Land of Cockayne.
There seems to be no particular reason
why anybody should work in Nsples. To
loaf in the sun and to play the lottery is
a8 much ss anybody but a severe moralist
can be expected to ask of himselt there.
It may be true that honest labor wesrs a
lovely face, but about Naples and the
South Sea Islands one is almost justified
in trying to get handsome in some easier
way. Matilde Sarao’s ‘The Land of Coc
kayne’ (Harper & Bros,) is a gloomy and
powerful story of the ravages of lottery
gambling at Naples. Parhaps the rain
seems a little too general, the retribution
too evenly distributed. Outside of books
Fortune dosen’t always play the part of
Justice. But the fever and fury of gam-
bling, the growth of the passion until it
masters its victim, the absolutely selfishe
and hopeless monamania which it comes to
will not be told more graphically or grimly
than in this book. Here are several trage-
dies, real, visible, without hint of melo-
drama. Bianca Cavalcanti, her father, the
Marqu s, incorrigible gambler for the good
of the family; bis batred and her love for
Dr. Amati; Carmela, a girl of the people
and her “mucker’ lover; the] miseries of
her sister; middle-class prosperity and
smash-up in the Fragala household; the
professor who sells examination papers;

the lawyer who forges; the doctor who
ruins his peasaut parents; the stockbroker
driven to suicide ; the sisters, one a money
lender, one the propieter of a lottery gams
in love with honest workmen who will not
marry them unless they will give up their
money grubbing ; the duping medium who
pretends to give winning numbers mystic-
ally ; bis wile the witch; the masteriul us-
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How to be cool yet stylish is the prob-
lem under consideration in the world ot
fashion just at the moment, for with the
wasther in the 80, it is the weather that
wins in the contest for supremacy as a
topic of conversation.
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It is impossible to thrust into tha back-
ground anything which can so persistently
impress itself on our physical being; so
fsshion may propose to the fullest extent
but it is the thermometer that regulates the
disposition of our clothes. An abbreviated
bathing suit is the only costume which
really appeals very strongly to our sensi-
bilities. Nevertheless, the ruling passion
is strong, even in torrid weather, and " the
fashionable woman never looses sight of
the {act that she must hzve style, {whether
her gown is a simple wmuslinor a most
elaborate creation.

It she were quite as determined about
cultivating an expression to harmonize
with her clothes, smiles would dominate
the feminine summer, for the gowns are
pretty and dsinty enough to go with the
most beatific of faces. It is a laudable
ambition just to live up to your clothes,
and it seems lik= sacrilegs to lock aad and
dejected in & dainty mull or a gay foulard.
The thinuest musliny have most seducive
cherm at the moment, and in the guise of
the most absolute simplicity is & new model
made ot pale blue trimmed with rather
wide bands of muslin in a paler shade. A
darker tint is sometimes quite as effective
but the color employed should govern the
choice. Three circular flounces, giving
the effect of a triple skirt, each one edged
with a two inch band ot the paler shade,
made with a full bodice and reves shaped
fichu of muslin in the pale shade. There
are two ways of applying the bands, the
prettier of which is by joining them to the
edges with an open stitch. In the otner
case they are stitched on after the usual
manner of using bands this season.
A preity effect is made by alternating
shaped bands of the two shades and joiniog
them with the cross stitch to form the deep
circular flounce so much used. The chic
touch for this variety of muslin gown is a
tancy buckle, or & hemstitched sash ot
black chiffon.

The printed flowered muslins are fascin-
ating this season. They come in pretty,
graceful designs and soft colorings, and
they are qusintly trimmed with a little old
fashioned rufil: corded at the top and ed-
ged with lace. Groups of vertical tucks
with rows of lace insertion between all
around the hips, and extending down al-
most to the knee, are the modern addition’
to this style of gown, while the bodice
shows the gathered and corded effect in
puffs, outlining & bolero and encircling
the elbow sleeves. Tue remaining portion
of the bodice is in tucks and insertion. An
odd feature is the belt of green taffata silk
with blsck velvet ribbon in the centre
crossed at intervals with medallions of
ecru guipure.

The simple frock of white mull, very
much on the order of the gown worp by
our grandmothers in their youth has come
around again for the young girls who can

difference between now and then is that it
is worn only by the discriminating maiden
who apprecistes that she possessss the
peculiar artistic qualifications which lend

gowns is seen in the combination of two
kinds of lace, for examnple, Valenciennes
and Irish lace, the former in a medium
wide insertion, outlined on each edge with
a narrow insertion of Irish lace. Two
bands of this trimming encircle the skirt
with ‘medallions of Valenciennes lace be=
tween. The corsclet belt and and yoke
are also formed by the same encircliog
bands. A feature of the muslin costume
is the hat with & ribbon ruche around the
brim. This is an old fashion revived aad
carries with it no end of chic it it is worn
witk the simple thin gown.

Apropos of simple hats there is one in &
sort of aailor shape trimmad with two birds
the wings wide sprexd and arranged so
that there is one underaeath and one om
top of the brim hugging it close at either
side.

A very noticeable feature off summer
dress is the simplicity ot color or rather the
predominating use of neutral colors in
delicate shades ot gray and beige besides
every possible tint of white. Even the
foulards are delicate in coloring and are
toned dowa still more by the use ot stitch-
ed bands of cloth or taffata in the predom-
inating color of the silk.

White linen bands are also used on foul-
ard, snd another fancy in the line ot linen
decoration on silk is the cut out design in
conventionaliz2d flowers or scrolls. Almost
any combination of materisls seems to bs
permissible as & means of extending the
| present creza for applique. White cloth,
{ in bands or scrolls, on guipurs lace is one
very eff-ctive appiication. Tae bands be-
iog stitched on the edge and trimmed close
o the stitching.

Show T'his to Your Husbaud,

‘What would you do it your wite should
g0 out with the girls and come home at an
unseemly hour of the night the same as my
husband does with the wild and rollicking
boys, and hang her boots on the hat rack
and shove her bonnet under the lounge,*
writes Abigail. That is a diffcult qu stion
to answer. We should never have a wife
of that kind, and if we did bave we should
do just the :ame as Abigail ought to do by
ber husbsnd. We'd —Well, we'd tell her
if she ever csme home in that condition
again we'd give her away and then we
would do it. We shouldn’t have any use
for such a precious partner and we would
not waste words upon her.

RICH AND POOR ALIKE use Pam-
Killer. Taken internally for cramps and
diarrhoe. Applied externally cures spraing
swollen muscles, etc. Avoid substitates,
there is but one Pain-Killer, Perry Davis'.
25¢. and 50c.
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! leghorn hat with a wide brim, and a real
, by blue sash of sott ribbon or chiffon.
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Mray of the old-tims ideas are brought
out in the latest muslins and we see again
the narrow ruffles from the knee to the
hew. Rows of narrow satin ribbon head
e ivflles above the last one; and the
tirs with » ‘570 yoke has & fichu]drapery
of . muslin ged with a frill.

A zawer sovel mode of trimming muslin
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