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THE PANGS OF REMORSE
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‘A COMPLICATED TANGLE.

CHAPTER XXVIL. =

*“Draw-aside! 1 am making for life
You will Madman!
then take the consequences!” and with

not!

~

A sharp report echoed across the
moor. Lord Harcourt threw up his
fom the saddle.

With a cry as of a wild beast Mel-
chior tore his foot from the stirrup
and sprang across the horse, shook
higs hand wildly at the de.tective, who

had stopped short with consternation, | .

and tore;at racing speed across the
moor,
> ~ * - L ] E3 *

To return to the Hall. With the
menservants rushing about in every
direction, the women weeping . and
wailing over the body of Lady Melville,
tgnd Clarence in a dull stupor of grief
Ppy her side, Claude Ainsley had meed
of all his presence of ntind.

As for Sir Ralph he could do noth
{ing mere than endeavor to console
Lilian, who stood gazing first at Clar-
tence and then at the motionless form
|which the servants were raising in
Itheir arms to be carried upstairs.

To'the young girl this fresh trouble
}seemed more bitter than the first, for
}was not'the man she loved in sorrow
jand absohute peril? ¥

“Oh, papa, let me cry!” she said, in
mnswer to his entreaties that she
hwould cease weeping and come with

that fellow!” said the detective.

fhim, “Don’t you see that my heart
fwould break for him if it were not for

fthese tears? Leave him! No! He did

"~ ot leave us in our trouble and I will

mot leave-him, Yo do not want me to
jgo, do you, Clarence?” she asked. i

“Yes, g0,” he said, starting and turn-
fing his face away from her pleading.
“Take her, sir; I am not fit to!

Do you forget what I'

jeyes.
fbe near her.
em?’

Sir Ralph shook his head gravely
jand colored.

“Heaven help us =all,” he said. *“I
have just heard that you are my own !
mephew and owner of the title and es-l
fates I hold.” !

“A thief's accomplice, a forger, and '
poon—a felon. Take her away, sir; I!
Jove her too much to taint her with a?
prisoner’s dock.”

At these
flemnation, Lilian was like to faint,
put she would not leave his gide, and
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she followed him to the door of the
room where Lady Melville was laid..

There she left him, seating \herself
outside,.and with gentle determination
expressing her intentlon of following
him if need be to the grave.

Then came fresh confusion.

Mr. Claude Ainsley had no sooner

superintended Lady Melville’s remov-
al, and ordered the blinds of the house
to be drawn down, than a brace of
seryants burst into the hall with the
detective at their head.
“Mr. Ainsley, I believe,” said 'the de-
tective, toychins his forehead, and
gpeaking wit&\a vain attempt at busi-
ness-like composure,

“I am Mr. Ainsley,” said Claude.

“I want Sir Ralph’s permission to
use the stables,” said the officer, “Our
man’s got away, sir, and unless it's a
warm chase will give us the slip al-
together.”

. “Escaped!” said Sir Ralph, coming
into the hall. “Impossible!”

“Nothing impossible to such eels as
“He
gave me the slip with the bank forger.
ies, he’s dodged ’em over in Paris half
a dozen times, and unless I run him
down'now we shall loge him forever.”

“Anything, everytThingwis at your dis-
posal,” said Sir Ralph, passionately,
“and I will give a thousand pounds to
the man who secures him.”

The detective’s eyes brightened, and
while ‘one of the grooms ran round to
select the best horse he sank into a
chair and drank a huge jugful of ale.

“I've heard all about things up
here,” he said, addressing Claude Ains-
ley. “It's a shocking turnout, but I
knew there’d be fearful mischief if
that fellow was at it! Oh. he'’s a rare
un, I can tell you; there isn’t such
 another for pluck and daring and
cuteness in all England. But your

i friend, Mr. Clifford, sir; I know some-

thing:about him, too, What I'd recom-
mend: him to do is to go straight to

Scotland Yard and clear himeelf. A

nod’'sas good as a wink to a blind
hoss—you understand me, sir; there’s
nothing against the lad, Cl, because
it was generally understood that he
was this man's victim, but still better
go-and make it straight. Tell him to
take post to-night and tell everything.”

Clau_de Ainsley nodded,

“I see,” he said, “Poor fellow; do
you know who he really is, my good
man?’. 5

“Yes,” sald the man, with a quiet
sile. “Knew it weeks ago. Bless
you, we've got the whole case clear
from a pal of this man, this Melchior.”

“What ” said S!r ‘Ralph, who did|

not understand the glang word.

“A woman, Sir Ralph,” said the de-
tective. “A’Kate Lucas, one of the
gang.” He got her out of the country

to work-this plan on Lady Melville, |

‘for you see this' Lucas was sweet on
‘him, and he knew, she’d cut up rough.

1 But, Heaven bless you, she had her

suspicions when she'd got to Paris, and
when he didt'teomenpto'tlma -ghe
sent us the\ﬂldo story, names. ‘and
all. She split on hhh ltnim t.hough.
and Mbm-bh m.nuitmwub

"Ammmrt,m m‘t(t? Hoetno

up and headed the uuw who, ot

course, whips out his mr /and:
shoots him. Ah, here's my- ﬁ& By
this time he has got cleln away, and
I must put the speed - on. You'll find

the swell at the inn, gentlemen; alt{

thobmtrtakucahlm.nlm
arnd syearin’ llke md. The bullett
scuped his forebud ‘and marked his
face for life. My respects totho\ym;
gentleman,” and now quite cool and
business-like, he ga.lloped-‘i;l. ;

Sir Ralph and Claude Alnslay looked
7at .each other.in astonishment,

“T will go to the inn,” said Claude.

“Burely fate must have the ordering.
of things, for this is retribution in-
deed.” %
At th>e inn, lying on the sofa, his face
covered with bandages, which his
restless hands were fldgeting at, was
the bold, the merciless duelist, Lord
Harcourt.

But where wag all that courage for
which the men of his set extolled and
glorified him?

Can this pitiful creaturé, wailing and
crying like a cur at the pain and ever-
lasting disfigurement, be the cold-
blooded duelist who shot his men to
the tune of a jest?

Yes; broken in spirit, tortured by re
morse, racked with weakness and a
gnawing, insatiaﬁle unrest, he lay, a
fit object for moralisis to point at as
a warning against the deceits of this
world and the ways of transgressors.

“You here!” he walled, tearing away
the bandage and groaning at the pain.
“What are you doing? Look at me-—
ruined, disfigured! Oh, the pain,
Ainsley! That fiend has disfigured me
for life. I'm ruined. ruined. Curse
her! I came to bleed her for the last
time, and—— And & thousand flends
are tearing at my face! Curse him!”

“Ruined?” said Claude Ainsley,
striving to restrain his disgust and
contempt,

ruined,” snarled Lord Har-
court, “Devonhill lwas seized yester-
day; I am without 3 penny in the
world, and disfigured. Curse him!
Curse her! Curse you all! Get out of
my sight!” and he fell on the sofa
yelling and whining again.

“Yes,

Claude Ainsley, without a word—it

would have been impossible to feel
pity for the creature—Ileft him and re-
turned to the Hall.

Before dawn the ruined roue, the im-
movable man of-the world, had sneak-
ed off without -paying his bill, and
reaching a seaport by post crossed to
Paris and there dragged out an intel-
erable existence in the slums of St.
Antoine.

At the Hall matters were quieting
down,

(To be continued.)
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By Ruth

THE TALE
We werp ulk—i
. ing about a mu-
tual friend who
has been very
deeply hurt by a
ridiculous slander
that has been
going around
about her.
‘“What I domnlt
m.;' said I, “was how she ever got
hold of it. I can’t imagine anyone,
even if it was her bitterest ememy,
going to her and telling her about it.”
“I'll wager it wasn't an ememy at
all,” sald her other friend, “it was
more likely one of her dearest friends.
She probably said ‘My dear, I hate to
tell you this but I think you ought
to know .. . That kind of thing.
Thit’s the way #t's generally done.
when you can’t imagine how aa!m
hears things.”
1 suppose it is.
Does She Fool Herself?
And the person who - carries the
cruel hurt into her friend’s heart may
even fool herself with that pretense
of feeling that she ought to do it, I
wonder whether she does or not.
Of course there are circumstances
under which we do feel that it is fair
to give a friend the chance to put a
stop to a slander. But this particular
8 tuun was onie in’ Which any friend |

ave de
-ﬁf‘fM\  need

fnvhitummm ;

SIDE TALKS.

Cameron.

BEARERS.
people like this who are themselves
the most sensitive. i ?

Why do they do it? Is it simply
the unhappy primitive human instinet
to hurt, the instinct that makes the
child pull the wings off a fly. Or is it
the wish to experiment with human
reactions a further development of the
child’s' wish to pull the kiften’s tail
to pee if he can make it cry. Or fis
it perhaps a subconseious feeling that
by carrying tales that make our
friends dislike other people we will
make them _have more affection left
for uH very mistaken feeling, need-
less to say.

Your Friend Must Help Your Enemy.

It would take a psychalogist to un-
tangle the threads of .motive, But
whatever the motive there iz no doubt
that the habit of tale bearing is re-
sponsible for an awful lot of unhappi
ness.

- A8 Mark Twain puts it ln his Moc
raphy:

friend working together to hurt you
to the heart; the one to slander you
ud the otherJ:o let the news to you."

“It takes your enemy and yodr |

'muotsqm'mmmmt-
will . seriously affect this year's

| production of apples and may kill

the trees. It is causing trouble in
St. Hilaire, Rougemont, Abbotsford
*and Chateauguay. At St. Hilalre it
has already rendered the crop of ¢ne
grower a total loss and is spreading
rapidly. ' The exact cause of the
disease ag yet bafles Government
experts.,, R. H. Robinson stated.

but a constitutional disease similar
to the brown rot:-which caused lpss
in British Columbia. The tree’'s first
symptom is the turfning of its top-
mogt branches to a yellow or copper
color a ‘process which soon spreads
to all the branches, causing the ap-
ples thereon to wither and the tree
to die.’ At present the most effect-
ive treatment ig to cut off the dis-

that the Instruments used must be
thoroughly disinfected each tim2 -a
branch is cut, or they will infect the
whole tree. - While the disease ig not
a pnew one, never before has it caus-
ed any serious alarm by its prevs-
lence. Government experts are
working hard to find means fo stamp
it out, but growerg are very concern-
ed. g
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ENOCKS AND BOOSTS. ..
Jim Jinger

wrote s o m e

splendid odes,

and that, a nd
strangers travel-
led ‘all the roads
to place wreaths
on his hat; but
in the neighbor-
ing abodes green
envy came to
b a t. “There’s
4 o something
wrong,” the baker said, “our culture’s
all awry, when men hang garlands
on the head of such a tin horn guy;
how does an ode compare with bread,
a sonnet with a pie?’ “I also think
thére’s something wrong,” the cooper
gpadly sighed; “no delegations came
along, gold medals to provide, al-
though my barrels, good nnd‘ strong,
should be the city’s pride.” “The men
who make the wheels go round re-
ceive but scanty praise,” the fletcher
said, ‘“no cheers resound in all their
busy days, and yet they see cheap
poets crowned with laurels and with
bays.” Up spake the undertaker then:
“Jim is a gifted chap; he wields a
most entrancing pen, his odes are.full
of snap; and we should ;ﬂway‘s root
for men who put us on the map. We
should insist we have the beat of
everything that grows, _inform / the
tourist .and the guest, that every
weed’s a rose, our little town is dou
bly blest—leave knocking to our foes.
And so I say that Jim, our bard, makes
all the famed ones fade, I buy his son
nets by the yard because they're Punk-
town made; Jim labors long, he lab-
ors hard, and always makes the grade.
Why is our Punktown standing still,
while other hamlets grow It iz be
cause you have the will to knook
things as you go, to ply your toma-
hawks and kill all good things at a
blow.”
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Cqmet wlth Two Tails

!t‘!s reported tm Gemuy that

| photographs taken of the comet Orkisz

show that it has mdtum;uc-
‘ond tail, This tail cannot be seen
with a tausom mprhurr uu

It is not an insect or a parasite, g

colored limbs; but it has been founi |
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