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The Mystery Solved 
at Last.

CHAPTER XIV.
The Exhibition.

“Oh, I haven't given so much time 
or consideration to the subject as 
yourself, Mr. Gregson," he said, “and, 
therefore, do not feel myself a match 
for you; still, I must declare I see 
nothing in the condition of the Eng
lish workingman to merit commisera
tion; on the contrary, I think the 
country has much to congratulate it
self upon when it sees a body strong 
enough to assert itself so loudly as 
does the typical political workman.”

“You are a Tory, sir,” said Mr. 
Gregson, with gracious pity, "and see 
things in a different light."

“And you are a Liberal,” retorted 
Sir Fielding, smilingly, "and in some 
cases take care to see things with no 
light to them at all.”

Neither Chudleigh nor Tom Greg
son could refrain from laughing at 
this epigrammatical retort, and in 
the midst of their good-humor. Sir 
Fielding stopped the discussion by 
rising to join the ladies.

This was not the first time politics 
had served as battleground for the 
Folly and the hall, but at present the 
arena was covered with sawdust, and 
the fight a mimic one; later on, it was 
destined to be a stern conflict, in 
which wealth and caste, pride and 
party, principle and interest, were to 
wage war to the knife.

CHAPTER XV.
“It Cannot Be.”

Poor and content is rich, and rich 
enough.

—Shakespeare.

’Tis pride, rank pride and haughtiness 
of soul;

I think the Romans call it stoicism.
—Joseph Addison’s Cato.

CHUDLEIGH found the ladies dis
posed about the drawing-room, in 
this wise: Lady Mildred and Mrs. 
Gregson comfortably ensconced in 
easy-chairs, chatting over domestic 
affairs, and comparing notes on dress 
and matrimonial intrigue; Maud and 
the girls clustered at the piano, 
where Carlotta was playing.

Chudleigh went and leaned against 
the piano, literally overshadowing 
the performer, who wound up with a 
dash, =and looking up, said, with mock 
solemnity:

“Mr. Chichester, I have been play
ing in the dark for some minutes in 
consequence of your being opaque, in
stead of transparent, as you should 
be if you intend standing in front of 
the candles.”

Chudleigh laughed.
“I beg your pardon,” he said. “My 

excuse is----- ”
“Don’t listen to his excuse Car

lotta, dear," said Maud, shaking his 
arm. "And don’t forgive him.”

“I don’t think I will,” said Car
lotta, laughing, and rising from the 
stool. “Now, Miss Gregson, I claim 
the fulfillment of your promise.”

"Oh, I don’t know what to play,” 
simpered Miss Lavinia, with an af
fectation of nervelessness, though she 
was singularly self-possessed and a 
very tolerable player. “I haven't any 
music, either.”

“Let me see if I cannot find you a 
piece,” said Chudleigh, cheerfully, 
preparing to go through the usual 
farce, and stooped to turn over the 
canterbury.

After a quarter of an hour’s ex
cuses, and backing and jibbing—as 
her brother called it—Miss Lavinia 
consented to seat herself, and com
menced to play, Chudleigh blocking 
the light for one minute only, and 
crossing over to the corner, where 
Carlotta sat turning the leaves of 
Tennyson’s last poem.

“Have you forgotten the picture?” 
he asked. »

“No,” she said, looking up. “We 
will wait till Miss Gregson has finish
ed, and then go and see it”

“Why wait?” he asked. “You have 
heard ‘The Maiden’s Prayer’ twenty 
times, at least. Come now.”

She took his offered arm, and, say
ing in a low voice to his father that 
he was going to show Miss Lawley 
the new picture, he led her into the 
hall.

“I will come with you," said Sir 
Fielding, with unconscious good
nature, but fortunately for Chudleigh’s 
almost over-tired temper, Mr. Tom 
Gregson buttonholed the baronet 
about a horse he was anxious Sir 
Fielding should buy for Maud.

“Do you remember when you were 
in here last?” said Chudleigh, drop
ping his voice almost to a whisper 
as they trod the polished oak of the 
gallery.

“Yes,” replied Carlotta, “and the 
trouble you were kind enough to take 
in explaining the pictures to me.”

“I didn’t wish to recall that,” said 
Chudleigh. “Trouble! I should be 
almost angry with you for using the 
word, only I am aware you know it is 
the wrong one. Say rather ‘delight,’ 
Miss Lawley----- ”

“Where is the picture?” interrupted 
Carlotta, with hurried eagerness, 
walking unconsciously faster, in her 
anxiety to stop him.

“Ah yes, the picture—it is here,” he 
said, flushing, and he pointed to 
small piece of forest, with a man and 
a dog lying beneath a clump of trees.

“This is it”
Carlotta bent down and looked at 

the picture for some minutes in si 
lence, at first, with an interest caused 
by its beauty; then, suddenly, with an 
exclamation of surprise and a keener 
gaze. Looking up, she said:

“Do you know the artist?”
"No," fie said. “Nor can we find 

out. Do you?”
“No,” she replied, “but I have seen 

the picture before, and several others 
painted^y the same hand. They are 
masterpieces. This hue—that piece
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of coloring there—could only be 
painted by one hand—the hand that 
drew the ‘Cleopatra* which filled 
Florence with admiration, and the 
piece of seascape—that which the 
prince purchased—you know the pic
ture I mean?”

•Yes,” said Chudleigh, with sur
prise; then, with a look of admira
tion: "And you are sure this Is by 
the same man?” '

■I think I am certain,” replied Car
lotta.

Chudleigh muttered something, and 
the beautiful woman looked up.

'What did you say?”
‘You will be angry, perhaps, if I 

tell you,” said Chudleigh.
She shook her head.
“I was marveling at your know

ledge,” he said. “Every day you as
tonish me by unconsciously showing 
how immeasurably more clever you 
are than the rest of womankind,” and 
he sighed.

Carlotta smiled.
“That is very gross flattery,” she 

said. “You should learn to wrap your 
compliments in silver tissue, or you 
will not even get the vainest to ac
cept them as true metal.”

‘It was no compliment,” he said, 
with simple gravity, fixing his great, 
earnest eyes on her face.

“Then you should not have said 
it,” she retorted.

“You promised you would not be 
angry,” he said.

“Nor am I,” she ieplied, raising 
her eyes to his with another flash of 
light that sent the blood, already ex
ceedingly excited, racing through his 
veins.

“I should not have said it,” he mur
mured. “Must I always remain dumb 
in your presence? I am, almost, for 
I fear to say a word lest it should 
anger you—I know not why, for I am 
seldom so cautious. Miss Lawley, I 
have fancied that you are unusually 
cold to me—not unkind ; that you
cannot be, but reserved, and-----  Oh,
Carlotta, I must speak out. Why do 
you treat me as if I had done you 
some wrong, as if I am one to be 
kept at a distance? You shun me, 
while you are gracious to others, who 
cannot reverence you more than I 
do! Tell me how I, who love the very 
ground on which you tread, have mer
ited your dislike—I had almost said 
disdain? Tell me why. Ah, Carlotta, 
don’t look so coldly at me. If you 
knew how I love you, how I have 
loved you since the night I came and 
found you seated like an angel at my 
father’s side, it you knew—how should 
you know of the passion that eats my 
very life up and Alls me night and 
day with but one thought—one long
ing for you!”

Flashing like a burst of sunlight, 
he caught her arm and drew her to
ward him.

She looked at him for an instant 
with the old, cold look, then turned 
white, her lips quivering and her eyes 
filling with tears.

His heart leaped as his eyes read 
these signs of her emotion, and he 
uttered a low cry of Joy that died on 
his lips, as, with a great effort, she 
drew herself from his grasp, and, 
turning her head aside, said, sadly :

“Not a word more. It cannot be!”
“Cannot be?” he cried, in a lo.v, 

thrilling voice. “It is! How can I 
help loving you? I must! ‘It can 
not be!’ Oh, Carlotta, tell me why?”

Though the agony that trembled in 
his voice pierced her heart, she re
mained motionless and silent.

He drew himself up for a moment, 
then looked on the ground ; suddenly 
he started, and taking her hand, said:

“Carlotta, for Heaven's sake, tell 
me at once it I am wrong. You know 
—you have heard of our misfortune. 
You know that the hall is ruined, that 
I am a beggar! Oh, Heaven! I had 
forgotten it!” and he hid’ his face in 
his hands. •

She turned toward him, with a 
sudden gesture, but recovered her
self and stood silent

The great hall clock struck the 
hour.

He waited until the last stroke 
had died away; then, with averted 
face, held out his arm. She took it, 
and the quiver that ran through him 
at her touch scattered her almost 
supernatural calm to the winds.

Catching at his arm, she cried, al
most hoarsely:

“Listen, Chudleigh! Before you 
judge me, hear my story and my con
fession. I lpve you!—stop; not a
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word ! Do not touch me. I owe it to 
you, for I shall nearly break your 
heart—my own is breaking. I have 
sworn to marry a rich man—you are 
ruined now. Don’t shrink; you 
would pity, not scorn me, if you knew 
the story of the years that led me to 
register that vow. Chudleigh, from 
a child, I have lived, eaten, slept with 
poverty—poverty in its worst form, 
poverty clad in dishonor, tricked out 
in deceit. He who gave me life—my 
father—was a poor man, a man that 
lived one continual falsehood, a 
schemer for daily bread, daily life; a 
man who lived one long life plotting 
misery, driven here and there by the 
grim poverty that, like a fiend, 
hounded him from court to court, 
from city to city, plotting, planning, 
scheming—oh, Chudleigh!—cheating 
for the dross that makes the world; 
and I was with him, always an ac
complice in his schemes, a tool in his 
knavish hand. My life has been a 
torture. I have heard the sneer, the 
scoff and the bitter sarcasm leveled 
at me in my very face. I have known 
what it is to be scorned as an adven
turer and a thief! Chudleigh, from 
childhood up till now, I have walked 
the road which only genteel poverty 
knows, barefooted and in misery, and 
I have sworn to leave the path for
ever as soon as one comes forward to 
take me by the hand. A poor man’s 
wife, I, who know all that the word

“Nerves”
Our nerves are similar to an 
intricate network of telegraph 
wires. Controlled and nour
ished by. a portion of the 
brain—known as the nerve 
centres—the delicate thread
like nerves radiate in .all 
directions throughout the 
body. So long as the nerve 
centres are capable of con
tinually supplying nourish
ment to the nerves, the nerves 
will remain strong and 
healthy. But directly the 
nerve centres become weak
ened by overwork, worry or 
anxiety, they. are unable to 
transmit the necessary nour
ishment, and the nerves be
come worn out and "on edge.’ ' 
Then it is that a sudden sound 
makes you "jump"—you get 
irritable — you suffer from 
neuralgia—you are restless 
and depressed. In this con
dition there is nothing to equal
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‘poor’ means when it is joined to ‘gen
tleman,’ no never! I have sworn it, 
and I will never break my vow."

Like a queen, she drew herself up 
to her full height, and stood with out
stretched hands and blazing eyes, 
from which the tear drops still glis 
tened.

Chudleigh stood looking at her, 
scarcely hearing each word distinct
ly, yet grasping her meaning with a 
clearness that tortured his heart al
most beyond bearing; then, when she 
had finished, he raised his eyes, with 
a dumb, piteous agony, struggling 
with his voice, that sounded harsh 
and hollow as a dying man’s, said:

“You will not break your vow, but 
you will break my heart!”

(To be Continued.)

An Effective Hint.
By F. S. MORGAN.

My old horse objected to going.back 
into his stable after being let out into 
the yard for water, and force was 
used for several times to compel bis 
return.

One day his patience seemed to 
have been exhausted and he entirely 
refused to enter the stable door, but 
stood at halter length with his, eyes 
fixed on me and occasionally giving 
his neck and whole body a little shake 
as horses will when getting up from 
a roll. I still Insisted on his coming 
In and was using the halter strap as 
a means of compulsion when he took 
the front of my frock between his

teeth and stood stock-still, giving his 
body a shaking and with his eyes fixed 
directly on my face. A sudden light 
came to me and I slipped off his halter 
and told him to go if he wanted to. 
That horse released his hold on my 
loose frock and in a moment was roll
ing around on the dry straw in the 
yard, where I left him and went about 
other chores.

Later a loud call was heard at the 
stable door and there was boy “Jim” 
ready and waiting to enter his stall. 
Ho had begged and teased for the 
chance to roll in a voice I had not

understood and had taken the only 
way he could to get what he wished. 

■—Our Dumb Animals.
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What a Gas Range 
Means for Yon,

Mrs. Housekeeper.
The gas range is a muscle saver and 

a step saver. Think of the many tons 
of coal you used in that coal range, 
and bow you have had to handle It 
all twice; first, carrying it up out of 
the cellar; then, from the kitchen to 
the ash barrel.

No more soot to wipe away; no more 
ashes to cart away ; no more wood to 
fetch; no more coal dust; no more 
smoke and no more reason why the 
kitchen cannot be kept as clean and 
as orderly as the parlor. The gas 
range means just this.

Saves 50 Per Cent, of Kitchen 
Cares.

Half of the labor In the house is 
caused by dust from the coal range. 
Every time it smokes, no matter how 
good the draught may be, clouds of 
ashes rise and settle on the furniture. 

It Eliminates Hard Work.
Use a gas range and you will live 

better, you will play better, and you 
will work better because the use of 
the gas range eliminates the drudgery 
of carrying coal, ashes and the chop
ping of kindling, as well as the 
drudgery of cleaning up a lot of dirt, 
and, best of all, for the cook it makes 
It unnecessary for her to stand over 
a hot stove from two to three hour* 
a day.

MANSLAUGHTEB CHABGE. —The 
Grand Jury are summoned for Wed
nesday next to consider an Indictment 
for manslaughter preferred against 
James and Elizabeth Gesse.
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“Dear Sir,—Allow me space 
increasingly popular paper tej 
my sentiments with regard to 
think most right minded citizel 
agree with me is a crying shaml 
fer to the unholy hour at jvl.tf 
young girls employed in some 
factories are compelled to go tm

Six o’clock in the cold .winter! 
ings. Mr. Editor, finds them out j 
and they are forced to make the 
through the cold drift and sij 
order to be on time, and I 
their pay in some of these faetd 
cut if they are five minutes! 
Fancy, Sir, some of these younl 
not too warmly clad, beating! 
way through the almost unt| 
snow before daylight.,

Some of our factories do notj 
mence work until eight o’clock, 
though early is a decent hour, 
not those who now open at 
Call in line, at least in the coll 
winter mornings. It would noq 
any actual loss to them, and wd 
a proper act on their part. Sod 
later a proper hour will be fd 
law, but why wait till then wtj 
matter can be arranged in 
hours and immediately.

I thank you for space and 
that some abler writer than 
will take the matter up.

HUMAN"!
The above extract is fror 

“Daily Star" of Saturday last, 
sentiments are such as deserve 
tendon, and are worthy the s 
of all concerned.

To some of us the same q 
has often suggested itself, at 
have wondered why it is and ’ 
has been, that frail young girls 
teen, seventeen, and eighteen yt 
age are compelled to go to wor 
in g the winter season at the 
hour of seven o’clock. Surely 
matter could never have been ( 
ered, and it may be that thos 
have the power to remedy the m 
will, ere another season, do so 
a matter should not require 1 
tien, because there is certainlv 
cient Christian sentiment anion ; 
to institute this reform from an i 
mic and humanitarian standpol

Economy is the lack of the agi 
is in many cases the lack of 
foundland. But we seem to 
that economy applies only to bus 
and finance, and we forget that 

’ its place in the health and vitalit; 
vigour, and physique of the p 
Thus it is' that we behold so 
emaciation and see around us sc
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