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_; Acthor of “A Broken Betrothal,” “Parted by Fate,” “Pasted

ne 100Xed aboutl lhe elegantly-tur-
mished room, with its velvet carpet
and lounging chairs, its costly stat-
3 7 uettes and bric-a-brac, with an odd
smile. How different this magnifi-
<ent room was to the shabby little
attic parlor in which she was wont
X 1o receive him. Of course she would
e robed in sweeping

ablaze with diamonds.

silks and
Young girls

luxury usually were apt to be.

He heard the soft rustle of silks,
and rose expeciantly. It was Ione.

He had never seen her more simp- |
1y yet more becomingly dressed. She |
wore a simple, clinging, pale blue
cashmere dress, relieved from severe
plainness by the lace frills at her |
.dainty throat and wrists. She wore
no ornament, and looking at her, he
thought of the line
®‘Beauty unadorned

most."”’

“Ione!”’ he murmured, holding out
bis hands to her. *

She affected not to see him.
drew back in apparent pained
# prise.
] . “We
£ said,

.

is adorned the

he
sur-

parted in anger, Ione,”” he

“but I could not bear it any

fonger. I have followed you because

I cannot live without you. You
| have had a wondrous change in sur-
{ roundings and prospects, almost in-
<redible - to understand; but hearts
don’t change, Tone. You loved me
' once. You cannot have put the old
love entirely from you so soonm, my
darling.’

She looked at him, with her proud,
dark eyes, with all the dignity of a
woman of seven-and-twenty, instead
of a girl of seventeen. It was diffi-
; <ult, he felt, to be sentimental with
her. And yet, those same dark ecyes
had once brightened for him; he once
] had the power to bring the rose-
E . bloom into those dimpled cheeks.
= Her, beautiful face was raised quite
<almly to his Her dark eyes were
1 sereng, as though utterly unconscious
| . that L had said anything extraor-

dinary.

‘“You do not speak, Ione,” he
<cried “Say something to give me
hope.”’ |

She did nof arswer him, and the |
<alm scrutiny of those lovely dark |
eyes made him feel extremely uncom- |

E fortable i
; He came nearer to her. The sweet, ‘

subtle perfume of the rosebud she
#eld in her hand reached him She
drew back with a haughty gesture.
“Tone, do not be unkitid to me.’’ he
murmured “Let me come nearer,
where I may kneel at your feet and

$ray my prayer.’’

E \ His face flushed, his heart warmed
"with the words. All the passionate
love that he really feit for her woke
*within him. There was no feigning, |
no pretense, It was all reality It |
was not her prospective fortune he
was thinking of just then, but of
Jone—~peerless lone And in that |

E ! pnoment he felt that he eould give

¥ '1 his whole life to win her

| “Let me pray my praver,”’ he re-
{ peated; “‘let me tell how dearly I

i love you, Tone—sa dearly and so well

i that, if you send me from vou my

E fife will be a burden, and I shall be |

' P = the most wretched of mien Remem-

& | ber,”” he continued, ‘I loved vou be- i

] fore vou were Colonel Whitney's

! } heiress, always remember that.’’

tenderness in the
ed toward him. Tt |

# e was no
{ beédutiful face turn

was all aglo with scorn, lighted |
with pride Hn-l\d with contempt.
“Say no more, Mr Lvons,” she |
said, quickly “We will not discuss |
g 7 the matter. The unswer I gave you
when I parted from you was final,

X am amazed that you have followee

3 ] me here to repeat that distasteful |
E ! ‘scene. The past is past. You must |

& { understand that You foree me Lo
say, once and for all, T would rather |
«die than marry you, because I have ,
L neither liking nor respect for you. |
$You will allow me to w ish you good- l

Mr. lLyons.”

’ alternoon,
: Before he could recover . from his
dismay she had quitted the room.
He quitted the mansion with tove
and hate fighting a fierce battle in
his heart. Was ever so splendid a
{ chance lost? It drove him mad to
| think of it. "All' was due to the wil-
i ! ful caprice of a lovely girl. He vow-
; «d to himself that he should not give
up so easily: lhu he would vanguish

<
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raised fromn poverty to affluence and |

| bravely,
| for aught save love.”

{ | at the Altar,” “Heiress of Cameron Hall,” “Miss
Middleton's Lover,” Etc., Etc,
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| her pride; that he would maké
care for him again; that the proud,

dark eyes should soften and brighten | ly away, and had tried to drown all

for him. He gave his whole mind to | thought, all memory in hard work.

| the conquest. What he suffered no one knew. He
Now that lovely Ione Lawrence | had loved her so well.

| was out of his reach, man-like, He fought a brave battle with

Frank Lyons had begun to love her

f[wnh a passionate love that fright-

| ened even himself. He followed her
about like a shadow, and the hope of
winning her by fair means or foul
was dearer to him than his very life.

““All this would have been mine,"’
| be often thought as he reviewed the

i
{
|
!
{

co]oncl's vast possessions, but for
the obstinacy of one girl.” :

‘ Curses, deep and burning, rose to
his lips; yet, for his punishment, he

[ 1oved her with a love that mastered
| him in spite of his hate; that made

{ him leng to throw himself at her
| feet, while he could have slain her
for the wrong he considered that she

had done him.

“My turn will come sooner or lat-
er,”” he told himself, grimly. ‘“Every-
thing comes to those who know how
to wait.’

He was obhgod to see her sought

by others, to see her admired, her
praises on every lip.

He placed himself in her way on
every possible occasion; she avoid-

ed him when shs could, bowing to
him 8o coldly when they were
brought face to face, that any other
suitor would have given up the pur-
‘suit in despair.

The colonel had no end of pro-
posals for the girl’s hand. When he
mentioned . the aspirants, one after
another,- Ione would turn to him

he would actually laugh aloud.
‘““You will have to make an elec-
tinn some time, my dear,’’ he said.
“Unless you intend to be an old
“I shouldn’t mind,”” she replied,
““better that than marrying

‘It would be a better world if all
women held the same opinion,”*

mented the colonel.” By the way,

| voice,

| in her heart died instantly,

| Tone. Both Miss Carriscourt

.mot die in a day

| had been

. her uncle’s overseer,

| had heard

my dear,” he exclaimed one day at
luncheon, ““do you recollect
Arthur Rochester?’’

He did not understand the great
stillness that came over her.

““Yes, uncle,”’ she replied at length,
in a stifled voice

Did she recollect
ever an hour in the
had been able

him?
day in which she
to forget him?

“He is in Pittsburg,’”’ continued
the colonel, “‘and here under rather
bad circumstances, too. It appears
that the old millionaire has disin-
herited him, and now the young fel-
low is obliged to make

in the world I met him last might,
and he told me about it, and
straightway on the spot I offered |

him a position in the iron works as

OVr'I‘SM r.
“And he— :'hd he accept?”’ asked
! Ione, breathlessly |
| “Yes,”” returned the colonel, ““and
| takes his position to-day The

young fellow has the right mettle in i

him, Such a fellow is bound to sue--!
ceed.”’ -|

Ione came nearer to him, knelt on
{ the velvet hassock at his feet, and

looked up eagerly into his face.

“Did he speak of me—ask after me,
uncle?’”’ she whispered, in a low |
her cliecks all aflame ‘

‘“No,” he answered, so promptly |
that a new hope that had sprung up
“He must
know that you are my uncle,”” she
querfed, “‘and the wonderful story of |
how you took me from toil and pov-
erty to make me your heiress?’’

“I spoke of it later on,”’ returned |
the colonel, ‘‘but he was too well- |
bred, of course, to make comments.' |

From that hour the listlessness left
and the |
colonel noticed the heightened color |
in her face, and wondered much at |
it. They never once thought of as- |
sociating it with the presence of
young Arthur Rochester.

Sooner or later she should see him
now, Ione told herself; and ' the
thought brought with it the keenest
delight. She—would let him Know, in
some sweet, delicate, maidenly way,
that she did not know her own heart
when she sent him away; and then—

ah! who knows what might happen
then? ‘
Frank Lyons had said love eould |

To love once was |
to love forever.

Would this be so of
chester?

What mattered their change of for-
tunes? She had refused him when he |
the millionaire’s son and
phe only a working-girl. But now—if

should ask her to marry him now,
though she was an heiress and he but
he would . not

Arthur Ro-

have to plead in vain.

He knew that she was Fere. Would
he call on her? she wondered.

A week of expectancy passed. She
from Arthur Rochester
only through her uncle. 1Je had sent
her no word, not even-a line, ac-
quainting her with his near pres-

ence. %

Has he learned to forget me so
soon? she asks herself. Is it with
him—

““Enough that we are parted; that
there rolls
A flood of headlong fate between our

souls?

she murmurs, as she, the petted heir-
ess, the belle, for whose smiles men
sue in vain, turns her dark, curly
head on her sleepless pillow and sobs
herself to sleep.

Another week passed. Once, when
she was riding by, she had seen him
on the atreet. Ilow her heart leaped

her

with a look so full of pleading that

mmd and you wouldn’t like.that.”” |

com~ |

young |

Was there |

his own way |

stand he loves me no Jlonger,”” she
| sobbed

Ione thought long and earnestly

over the matter. Iis love must have

"all whose lives it touches,

be like? she wondered. A
thousand things occurred to her to
say to him. He gave her no oppor-
tunity. With a deferential bew, rais-
ing his hat, he passed her bLy.

She leaned back in her victoria
with something very like a sob on
her lips.

“You may as well drive home,” |

she said to the coachman. “‘I—I—do
mot care for riding any more to-
day.” :
Sy
CHAPTER XI.

From the hour when Ione had sent
him from her, Arthur Rochester was
a changed man. He did not drift
recklessly to ruin as many another
would have done. He had gone quiet-

grim despair. There were times when
he was victor, and fer a few hours
he would cry out that his work was
everything—that a man’s life was
work, and that love was play; but
after all this was sgid, he would bury
his face-in his hands with a bitter
gr an, muttering that a man’s life
s nothing without love to brighten

lt and make it worth the living.
Would the time ever come, he won-
dered, when he should forget her —
when the fair beauty of her face
would fade from his memory, and
cease to torfure him?
He had left New York ecity to avoid
seeing her, and it was the greatest
shock of his life, when he was talk-'
ing with Colonel Whitney, to learn
of her presence at Beechvale Villa,
and that she was the colonel’s niece
and prospective heiress. How
strangely the wheel of fortune had re.
volved
“What cruelty of fate has brought
me here to suffer all the old pain
over again!’’ he thought, bitterly,
At first it occurred to him to go
away.  Then he denounced himselfl for
his want of strength and manly cour-
age.
“I need not see her. We shall not
be likely to meet,”” he told himself,
| for her social position was far above
| the one he found himself occupying
now. It .was as though they were
living in two different worlds.
Once the colonel invited him to a
lawn fete, to be held at the villa,
Arthur declindd with graceful cour-
tesy. He remembered how shallow
the social world was; that a man
was measured, not by his intellect
and noble qualities there, but by
the amount of his gold; and he
{ thought of the lines:

“I sometimes wonder if heaven will
be

{ A place of distinction ‘tween
| wealth and worth,

| And will they ask o’er the crystal
| sea

| How many thousands we owned on
| earth!

‘““She is an heiress of untold wealth,
And fame has laureled her wo-
man's brow;
While I am a workman, with nothing
| but health,
And a heart full of love to offer
now."”

On the day he had met Ione while
driving, he saw Ler for the first time
§ince the hour in which she had sent
him from her. Arthur Rochester had
raised his hat, with a cold, courteous

bow; but only liecaven knew what it
cost him to pass her-like that

lone had arranged that second
lawn fete purposely that he might be

inviteds had even suggested his coms-
ing to the colonel; and now her pret.
ty plan of a reconciliation had fail-
ed

‘He wants me

to clearly wunder-

changed to indifference, and,

‘“Tis easier to move a mountain

ren Love toT
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Because it contains turpentine some people imagine that Dr. Chase’s
Syrup of Linseed and Turpentine is disagreeable to the tastc. On the contrary
it is sweet and palatable, and children love to take it. They soon learn that,
besides being pleasant to take, it brings immediate
relief to soreness, irritation and inflammation of the
throat and lungs. At this season of the year all mo-
thers desire to have in the house some reliable medi-
cine to give when the children catch colds, or awake
in the night with the hollow, croupy cough which
strikes a chill to every mother's heart. You can rely
absolutely on Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and
Turpentine. It has stood the test.

A HACKING COUGH.

Mr. W. A. Wylie, 57 Seaton street, Toronto, states :—*“My little grand-
child had suffered with a nasty, hacking cough for about eight weeks, when
we procured a bottié of Dr. Chase's Syrup of Linseed and Turpentine. After
the first dose she called it “honey” and was eager for medicine time to come
around. I can simply state that part of one bottle cured her. and she is
now well and as bright as a cricket.”

A* NASTY CROUPY COUGH. .

Mr. J. Gilroy of High Park avenue, Toronto, states :—Dr. Chase's Syrup
of Linseed and Turpentine cured my two-year-old boy of a nasty croupy
cough which he could not seem to get vid of. After this experience with this
remedy we intend to keep some in the house for emergencies.

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of
' Linseed and Turpentine.

There are other preparations of linseed and turpentine put up in imita-
tion of Dr. Chase's. Be sure the portrait and signature of Dr. A. W. Chase are!
on the bottle you buy. 25 cents a bottle ; family size, three times as much, 60
cents. All dealers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto. 4
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Parties wanting Mineral Water
from the Chatham Mineral Well
on McG! r's hm m re
the same from Mr. E.
field; at the well, betm the
hours of 2and 4 p. m , or in small
% uantities at Room ¢. Victoria
lockK At any time.

Chatham Mineral
Water Co.
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is always apparent. And is it any
wonder that the “Souvenir ” (with its
Aerated Oven) should be made the
standard for quality and excellence
from whatever point one may choose
to view it ? Merit will get to the top—
and “ Souvenir ” popular-
ity proves it. The best
" by test and comparison ;
most economical — most
durable — best appointed

Do You Use Your

NEIGHBOR’S
TELEPHONE ?

By so doing you are injuring his i
Business.

—most perfect cooker and
baker—handsomely fitted

5 Prosent rates make it pos-
~—{or general good service

*
*
sible for you to have Telephone :

without a fault. Sold In your name. p4

everywhere—the one will V— z

last a lifetime. The Bell Telephone Co., i
Of Carada.
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Geo. Stephens, Quinn & Douglas
AGHNTS, OHATHAM.
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The Best Fire for
These Fall Days is a

than to change STOVE, RANGE / TURERS
Indifference to love.”’ Wholesa's | L & WS
I ere ¢ 0 BB ey -
Of what use were her beauty, her
grace, her wealth and talent, if she —— GAS
could not win him. The whole world | — R
was as mothing compared to that. FERBIEBEIRIHRE "R L IBVFPOGS 0““00““0“000000“00“
As the weeks lengthened into twe . SRR < Fl RE
long weary months, and he had not Chatham’s Mﬂﬁnery Store Chatham'’s Mllhncfy Store
come near her, she knew her surmise ;
w > st—he & sl
l“f:_s sorrest--bs - sindiously avoided "You can get a nice gas heater,
“Oh. it T could but tell him how I capahle of heating a large room for

have repented those hasty words
that sent him from me,”’ she would
jnurmur, 2

Should. she send for him and tell
him- so? She thought of the
sad_plaint of Elaine, the Lily Maid
of Astelot, who said:
““And must I die for

bold word?"”’

She would take a little time to
think over the matter,

Even Miss Carriscourt noticed how
pale and thin beautiful Ione was
@RI —

To be Coutinued.
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Simple _kindliness is a virtue with-
in everyone’s reach, and it is a virtus
which, through the long years, gives.
most comfort to its possessor, and to

want of one
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PLEASE NOTE THIS FACT,

That we are fully prepared to sup-
your every want as far as pure drugs
and medicines are concerned. Careful
and accurate dispensing is our forte.
We continually aim ta please patrons
in two grat essemtials—quality and
low prices.

Onr stock of toilet preparations will
interest you,

Paine’s Celery Compougnd.

Paine's Celery Compound is the
you should use when you lack
nerve energy, when the body is poorly
nourished, when you are weak ,run-
down, t or sleepless.
Paine's Celery braces the
nerves, strengthens the liver and kid-

neys, amd cleanses the blaod.
. W. McLaren, Druggist, Chatham,
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tst n 30
| Ask for Minard’s and take no other, !

1.75, or rent one for 25¢ per month,
ry one and save your furnace fire,

« 1 he...
Chatham Gas Co.

Millinery Specials
‘We have some more special priced hats for this week. A very choice lot of
Ready-to-wear Hats at $7, $1.28, worth $1.50, $1.75. 5

Extra value in Made Hats, covering of velvét and silk. Felt Hats, trim-
med in all the newest goods of the season with tips, fancy breasts, birds and
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GUNS AND
SPORTSMEN'’S
SUN DRIES

MORTON’S

Fire Brick and Clay Al'lyl OI ha
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and at the lowest possible prices, call
undllce us when 'uﬁ..lznhiug‘h
our line,

J.J. Oldershaw,
Office and Warerooms,
-~ King St., West

Office and ¥
Braach .vﬁmt‘t:.“
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on and at fowest
prices. .t
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