LORD MORDEN'S DAUGHTER
I THE TRAGEDY OF Thk CEDARS. |

CHAPTER XXIX, o

“OCh, my dear, dear husband, what
can have kept you away from me?” she
moaned. “I feel that there is some-
thing behind this awful  telegram—I
Enow that here must be, when I re-
member the trouble in your loving
I can tell by the icy chill that
encircles my heart.”

eyes.

When she had grown calmer, she.

endeavored to write to Captain Deene,
but after rpoiling several sgheets of
paper, found that the task was impos-
sible. 5]

“N0o,” she decided, “I will write to-
morrow, and I would not send it away
in any case without Edmund’s approv-

al. He is not coming to-night, My

darling! my darling! and I had put
on my prettiest gown to please him.’

It was late when she retired, and:
ihe pillow was wet with tears ere she ' as they trailed along the withering | said, making a step forward.

found relief in sleep.
When she opened her eyes the sun-

shine wds steaming into her room, and '

there was the chirping and singing of
busy birds outside,

Dora looked at her watch.
nearly seven o'clock, and she jumped
up with an exclamation of surprise
and pleasure.

It was nearly time for the postman
»perhaps he had already been. there!

Never before did she dress so rapid-
Iy, Edmund’s letter would be waiting

for her—Edmund himself would soon '

be with her!

She met Madam Bell on the smirs.f
a flush upon her cheeks, eagerness inl
! and she sobbed:
“Are there any letters?” she uked.]
| band, come to me!”
“The postman d_oes not come wuntil}

her eyes.
I did not intend sleeping so lomng.”

1 know that
you are anxious Hark! I beheve that

half-past seven, dear.

his ring!”

Dora rushed past her, sped across

the hall, and took the letter from the madam’s well-meaning but fussy ways

carrier, murmuring her thanks to the
half-bewildered man,

“Is that the young mistress?” he'
~asked a gardener who was trimming had not seen Mr.’

the borders in the drive,

angel spatching my letters away.”

Then he went on, muttering under man jooked wonderingly after her.

bis breath:
“He can't be of much account, any-

‘way, to leave her alone the first day sionaire at the door. “They hunt him

of their marriage! I can’t help see-
ing telegrams, I can’t!” 4

: Dora read Edmund’'s letter in the eyes flashed with indignation.
Jprivacy of her own room, once, twice, !
a dozen times; then she hid it away ilf when she was aware of some one
irunnlnvg behind her, and Frank Rog-
! ers’ welcome voice was in her ears.

i dow that looked out upon the drive.

[ send some news? This suspense was

It was |

“A mighty day or two; he was not quite sure
.pretty girl she is! . I thought it was an |

her bopom, and for a time was happy
and’ expectant., She wandefed from
raom to rodm, a song upon her lips,
jovous laughter in her eyes; and after
breakfast she returmed to her favorite
place to watch for her darling—she
returned to the seat in the oriel win-

But the day passed, and there was
no message  Edmund’'s father must
be terribly ifl: but why did he not
send some one to her? Why did he not

terrible indeed!

Once again the shadows of night cov.
ered “The Myrtles” and Dora was sit-
{ing at her post, waiting. The wind

moaned in the limes, and now and
then sent down a shower of dying!
leaves that whjspered their sorrows |

grass,

At last Dora grew deopernte, her |
eves glittered, her breath was hot
and dry.

“1 must go to him,”+she =aid to
Madam Bell. “Something has I}AD-'
pened; I am sure of it. I can bear
this suspense no longer.”

“Do you know where Mr. Locnleys
father lives? Poor child, this is a
bitter ‘trfal for you!” ‘Madam kissed |
her affectionately. “But to—morrow;
may clear up the trouble,”

Dora passed & feverish and troubled !

night—a night of many awful drea&:s.i
There were times when she felt that it
would have been a relief to scream,

“Oh, Edmund, my darling, my hus-

Morning brought hope with its first
bright beam, but this was dispelled
when no letter came, and she dressed
for her journey to town.

She insisted upon going alome, for

were irritating.

Her inquiries at the Prince Albert
Club resulted in nothing. The clerk
Locksley for a

whether it was one or two days.
She turned away, heartsick, and the

“Another lady after Mr. Locksley,”
he called, jocularly, to the commis-

up, don’t they!”
Dora heard the words, and her

She had scarcely- gone twenty steps

“Mrs. Locksley—pardon me!”

He took off his hat politely.

“I am so glad to meet you, Mr.
Rogers,” said Dora, her lips quiver-
ing. “I am looking for my husband—
tor Mr. Locksley.” ;

Trank looked puzzled,

“I want to see him myself,” he re:
plied. “He told me that I should
find him at his club any day, but he
was no there yesterday, and has not
been seen to-dlr—thmn it 1s early
yet.” ’

"Wul did you see hun last?™ de-
manded Dora.

“The day before yesterday—~the day
that you were married.” 3

“Heaven help me, Mr, Rogers, 1

nm‘-#m#hmmw b &4?

Mwﬂuﬂ.mm

evening the day before yesterday. He
proniised to be home early yesterday
morning, but I have not reccived one
word from<him. I will go to “The
Cedars—I will go to hls father's
home He is there—he is ill!*

She started Q.Vt’r ﬂl Frank walk-
ed with her until they argjved at Char-
ing Cross station,

He inquired about the trains, and
procuréd her a ticket, saying;

"I will meet you herg when you
come back, Mrs. Locksley.
here at four o'clock, and wait until
sit 1 am very anlous about my

master, and, in the meantime, will see |

My, Fairfax again, and make careful
inguirfes about his nmovements.™

“Thank you, thank you,” Dora said;
“1. shall always be grateful tp you,
Mr. Rogers.”

The train seemed to crawl, and,
although the journey occupied less
than thirty minutes, it seemed hours
to Dora.

When she reached Streatham, she
injuired her way to “The Cedars.”

The porter at the station told her that E

it was a mile away up the hill,

A mile! In twenty minutes she had
accoinplished it, and stood, flushed
and panting, outside the gloomy iron
gates that barred her further progress.

She rang the bell with a determinedd mart,

hand, a wildly throbbing heart, a brain
that seemed to be on fire.

A smail side gate in the wall was
opened, and a servantman demanded
her business,

“I wish to see Mr. Lockeley,” she
“Young
Mr. Locksley, I know that ‘he 1is
here.”

“I don’t think he is, miss,” was the
reply. “But I'll ask.”

He was about to close the gate
again, but she pushed past him with
t}1e desperation born ot despair.

“Iwil pome to the houso with you;
I will se¢ some one who can tell me
what T want to know.” i

The man handed her to the care of
a footman, and the footman demanded
her -name.

“Mrs. Locksley.,” she i'épliéd, proud-
ly. “I wish fo see by husband—I
know that he is here."

The footman started, and for a mo-

. ment was dumfounded Then he con-

ducted her to a gloomy receptign-
room, and went away.

She shivered with a nameless dread
in this terrible house. All was dark,
dreary and cold.

One—two—three minutes
and she heard a man’s quick steps‘ on
the polished ocaken floor.

She sprang to her feet with out-
stretched hands, Was Edmund com-
ing? was her darling here?

The door opened, and her arms
dropped to her sides, for a strange
gentleman stood bhefore her.

It was Viscount “Melville.

The viscount glanced curjously, al-
most pityingly, at the beautiful girl
before him; then said, in the soft
tones that he knew so well how to
modulate:

“Madam, will you please be seated!”

Dora obeyed, and replied tanlatly:

“lI wish to see Mr. Locksley—Mr.
Edmund - Locksley—my husband.”

Melville al!ect\od to start, and there
was an expression of the deepest sym-
pathy in his eyes.

“Your husband?” he repeated.

(To be continued.)

passed,

For the dainty’ tea, spread thin
slices of angel cake with rose-leaf
conserve.
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old cow fill she's sore.
pay you fifty cents,
by chee, and now your robber hand

sentment in my heart; I'm-done with

depart!
and stretcheg it throughout a' day,
that coin may fill your fob.”
around -from door to door, employ-
& ‘chore-—men smile when I com-
plain. “A man with reputation
punk,” they say,
you take a job that’s worth a plunk,
and make it briflg you five. Yonu
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often spread far and wide by women
telling one another of its merits, as
is cvidenced by a letter written by
Mrs, Wm. Ridsdale of Mt. Forest, Ont.
She writes: “I was weak, miserable
and in pain.

pound had done for her, I tried it and
am pow well and strong,
nothing equal to it for
troubles.” There are women every-
where who have been benefited by
‘Lydia E. Pinklmm’s Vegetable Qom-
pound and gladly tell their frie‘!ds
and neighbors about-it.
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