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, CHAPTER XLVII

Sir Charles had whispered to
Gladys who the stranger was, and
sent her to tell Lady Marcia, while he
tatroduced Tdgar Emden to her father
and burst the thralldom of horror:and
remorse that bound him. While this
was being done,’ Gardner was alone
viih Lord Cecil, who looked at the
barrister with questioningl eyes.

“I did not reply,” he said.
afraid; but it has to come to it now.
I did not know that I knew the man
I» have personated. I hope I was kind
to him. God knows I never was kind
to anybody in the old days.”

“He is here!” announced Gardner.
“My God! Where? Who is he?”
“I am he!” *
Cecil grasped his hand, and sobbéd:
“Y believe it. You are like Lady

Stanhope. I am glad it is over!”

‘He sat down and buried his face in
Ais. hands; then he stood up again
ana smiled brightly.

»“I shall be a better man for it.”

%I am sure of it, my boy. ‘I am your
friend forever.” ;

rCecil told the barristar of the stew-:
an&‘s letter, and 2 mrbunted messengerh
was sent for Collins with a note from
Lecil,

“Come at once, and we will settle
upon. favorable terms.”

Then the barrister—or Lord Her-
bert Stanhope—told Cecil all that was
going on at the house.

“The earl is saved,” he said, “and
the steward will simply be told to quit.
g:ave not been idle-all this while. He

no connection. of my lords—there

“I was

‘Home ",

Can be made
more easily
comfortable
and pleasur-
able by:the

lins has lived the life of a ri¢ch pro-
figate with the earl’s money.”

.The messenger returnéd with. the in-
formation that the steward would be
at the abbey at two o'clock, and in
the meanwhile the whole party plan-
ned to eet him in the library. From
a house of gloom it was transforthed
into one of joy, and Lady Marcia dis-
appeared for nearly an hour with her
old lover, who had been restored to
her after so many weary years of
waiting.

‘While this was going on, Sir Charles
and kpdy Gladys hed vanished else-
where, and Cecil, with Lord Herbert
Stanhoépe, was unfolding to the-earl
another kind of story. ’

At two o’clock the entire party were
seated in the library, and when Collins
cafme he was ushered into their midst,
surprise and rage distorting his face;

(To-be continued.)

LADY IRIS’
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Hero of ‘Surata’

CHAPTER V.

“What do you think she is proud!

of?” he asked.

She was silent for a few moments;
and then she answered slowly—

“Of her birth atid name, John.”

“I suppose,” he said bitterly, “that
in her eyes we are little better than
nobodies. Gold does not gild us.
Would to Heaven I had been born
noblé rather than rich!”

“How you grieve me when you
speak 80, John,” ¢ried Marie earnéstly.
“Every man may make himself noble
by:lfving nobly, and no man hag it in
‘his power to lead.&- higher -life than
you can. ;

“All the nobility I could win would
not tempt her,” he said. ‘“When she
marries, she will want a name as dis-
tinguished as her own.”

“A good name is a grand name, and
the patent comes from Heaven,” said
Marie, but he answered never a word.

. . - * » .8 ] L ] ® L] *

“If that be county society, papa, let
us hasten to tows,” said Lady Irls.
“Yet do you khow, .1 have a vague
feeling of pity for them all. ‘The mil-
lionairé himself is a vulgir boasting
“man, but there is something in his
good nature that redeems him. His
wife is dreadful, but 'her loyal devoted
daughter is such a shield that one
cannot laugh at the mother. However
vulgar or absurd she might be, I eould
not laugh at her, because her daughter
loves her so.” .

“I admire Miss' Bardon,” said Lord
Caledon, she has a loyal and truthful
nature. What do yéu think of the heir
of Hyne Court, Iris?’

“I like him the-least of all,” she re-
plied; é‘and yet I think I am very sorry
for him.”

“That is a paradox, Iris.”

“Is it, papa? 1 am not quite sure
that I know what a paradox is,' He
seems to me like 2 man yh_b is fight-
ing with himsel?, discontented, and un-

| certain, He ds in & transition state T

supposé. Papa, I am beginning to
think that it is fate or chamce that
gives wealth.” X

“My dear Iris, you must not shy any-

2,
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daily at Chandos; his mother, know-
ing such ernm;l delighted him, wis
always finding some excuse of asking.

him to go thither.- His chances of see- |

ing Lady Iris' were very frequent—
and John Bardon knew it. Time after
tinmie he met his rival either riding, or
driving or walking to Chandos; and,

some young haronet would never have
seen Lady Iris again.
They met and. ed each other

with a sullen glare; each had discov-
| ered, as though by instinct, the secret
| of-the other, although no words had
ever beén exchanged between them.
. Sir Fulke, in spite of his opportunities,
" did not make much progress in his
wooing. His fine speeches and poeti-
; cal raptures fell rather flat. They
never made any lasting impression on
Lady Iris. Sometimes she would laugh
and ‘say, “You aré a little mare high-
flown than uslinl-to—day, Sir Fulke,” or
she would, by a graceful and imper-
fous gesture, signify that she was tir-
ed! Why, Violet Blakewell had said
often and often that she could listen
‘to him, either reading or reciting, for-
eéver; and yet after a few minutes
Lady Iris would repeatedly declare
that she was tired!

v “I wish,” he said one day very hum-
bly, “that I knew how to interest you.
You seem quite fatiguad when I have
talked to you for a little. while.”

“Not always, Sir Pulke,” she' ams-

wered gently. “That is only when the

‘u looks could have slain, the hand-|

flerce mad hatred, yet trying to appesr
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store that eyey eyes beheld, and stran-

gors, when they glanced it o'er,

threw’/up ‘thei® hands and yelled; I
was a happy man of yore, but all my
joys are knelled. 'I will retire from &
active life,’ I said, though trads was
fine; I'm of the toil and strife, .at

<ease I would recline; I was encotir-
agéd by my wife, and by my daught- €

ers nine. ‘In some nice grad beside For Gents

the sea,’ I said ‘I shall abide; a chair A Each 6(:.
beneath the banyan tree, and I'll be VL

satisfled; there with my pipe and fid- A : {

dlers three, T'll let lite’s autumn slide.’ - Bmsh andcomb set.
And oft'I heard my wife declare that ’ s % el Yed
such a course wab best; my daugh-|]] . . Of White Ivory, nicely pac
ters went up in the air and said™I ~in card board box.
needed rest; and so I sold out every . 5 o

share, and all that I possessed. All
day I sit beside the wave and sigh and
beat my slats; and people, when they
hear me rave, imagine .I have bats; |/
oh, I would thank some surly knave
to ghoot me with his gats.iFor when
4 man -is used to frade, with all it’s
rush and roar,-he feels like something |.
dead, decayed, when he's - outside a

conversation is of yourself. Talk tol stere; he'd see things measured out

me of something else, and youn will
find me different!”

That was the first direct attack ever
made on his s¢lf-love, and it bewild-
ered him.

“Am I then the only subject about
which you are indiflerent?’ he asked:
. “Do you not think it possitile to have
too much even of a g8od thing? she
said. “I'do. Talk to me mow about
some topic of general interest, and see
it I tire.” .

He looked at her in such amaséement
that she laughed; and it was the pret-
tiest laugh he had ever heard.

“Other. ladies seem tb.ltta me hest
when I speak of mysell,” he said
simply. ‘Miss Blakéwell always
says. “Tell me sométhing of yourself,
Sir Fulke; nothing interests me one
half so’ much as your own ad-
ventures.’ "

“And- do you believe I do. Why
should I not,Lady Iris?” ks

“Do you thigk everything belonging
to yourself is really of such great in-
terest that people can enjoy listening
hotir after hout to you and not grow
tived?” : -

I showld say that those who take
an interest in- me cfn," he answered, a
little crestfallen.

“Miss Violet Blakewell should be
grateful for the inference,” said Lady
Iris eoldly.

“1 do not mean that. I did not in-
tend to insinuate anything of the kind.

(to be continuded.)
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thing of that kind!” cried the earlL -

“I cannof help it. Riches seem to
reach such strange hands,” 4
Yo must ugt forget that:we sos
only with humsn ‘eéyes, and can b

‘Herototore 1 have -had ~a profound

and weighed, and rest's an awful bore.
I see you with your wooden lyre, you
swat it once or twice, and while I sit
here and perspire, I hand you tlgs.
advice: Oh, nevér from your gifts resl
tire, while you can ‘put up ice.”
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What oneé of  the . Best known
Travellers in Canada Says:—

“Now T am going {0 give you an un-
solicited - testimonial “as they 'say iu
the ‘patent : medicine advertising.

contempt for patent medicines, pars
ticnlarlg so-called liniments. - Per-
hape this is due to the reason that T
' have been blessed witb/a sturdy con- |
stitution, and_have never been :ll a
day in my life. One day last fall |
after a hard day’s tramp in the slush
of Montreal, ‘T 'developed’ ‘a” ‘sévere
;pnin in my legs and of course like. &
man who has never had anything
wrong with him physically, I com-

plained rather boisterously. The' ] =
good little wife says: “1 will rub}i | X 7

them with some linfjment I have.”™ o e |/ | SRS _
“&o ahead,”. I said, just to -~humor : oy
Ladies’ Cotton Hose.
In Black, Brown and White.

her.” “Well, in 8he comes with a'bot-
tle qf Minard’s Liniment .and ' gets
A 1
-3 Pairs For 49c.

busy® Believe me the -pain disaps

peared a few minutes after, and you
can tell the world I .said so.”

(Signed) ;

FRANK E. JOHNS, Montreal,
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Longecloth. !

Each 59c. to $1.50.
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Smart Sweaters.
FOR MISSES’ AND WOMEN.
Very attractive are these al-
wool Tuxedo Sweater, knit with
good quality of all-wool worsted
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