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■otherto—and yet, il теє «.«Tried kiae, 
end then ell yo. bed Married him 1er was 
«wept sway and yon had tdj him left! No, 
no! I think I woold rather eee yea dead 
than going through whet I 
I were dead—1 wish I had died when lather 
died.*

She Hong herself oa a conch, and sobbed 
in a miserable, helpless war.

Shirley, kneeling beeide her, tried to 
comiort her, bat all in nia.

Madge waa scarcely conations of the 
low, soothing voice or careering hands.

Alter a while she sat np, flinging back 
the long, loose hair that had fallen over 
her shoolders.

•1 am frightening yon to death,’ she said 
remorsefully, ‘Hot I think I should hare 
gone mad had I not come to yon. Don't 
think too much about whit I have said. I 
—shall be all right.'

She bent down and kissed Shirley more 
tenderly then she had ever done before, 
th> n glided from the room.

The next morning everyone was electri
fied by the intelligence that Dorrien had 
been discovered.

Captain Kemp, so the story ran, had 
been the first to find the missing man, 
lying in the most awlnl condition in a cave.

He had at once given notioe to the 
police,' and Dorrien had been removed 
to the infirmary.

He was delirious, and quite unable to 
give an account of himself.

Amidst the general excitement caused 
by this news, Shirley’s 
embsrsesed manner escaped observation.

She had been one of the lut to appear 
at the breakfast table—not became she 
slept late, but because she experienced a 
strange dread of meeting Madge.

She pictured her pale, worn and red
eyed, trying to appear as usual, and to 
take an interest in the buzz of conversa
tion, which would be going on round the 
table.

It wu almost a shock to her, when at 
length she made her tardy appearance, 
to find Madge exactly the same as 
uen»l, her eves so bright that it was 
difficult to believe tears had ever dimmed 
them.

Shirk
Her

him. ‘It is all quite hopeless. It is ell 
over ; only, I can never care for any man 
again. It is better and kinder to tell you 
the truth, is it net Г

‘Tes, I suppose so,’ he answered, rather 
jtrkUy. •Only it сотеє rather rough on s 
sellow when he hasn’t expected anything ot 
the sert.'

He patted his horn’s head without being 
conscious el the action, then he said—

•I most give up all hope then.’
She thought ol Madge, not as she had 

seen her to-day, but as she had been last

She stopped short.
Through the driftirg smoke a tall, dark: 

figure wu coming—costing slowly towards 
where she stood.

The light was growing dim ; she could 
і his face, but the outline ot the 

broad shoulders, the proud pose of the 
head, the easy graceful walk—all were ter
ribly familiar. «

She longed to turn and ran any, yet |V 
she remained, as if rooted to the spot. '

And ever nearer he came, until he stood 
before her—the man she loved with every 
nerve of her being, the man she was ever 
thinking of—Vivian West.

He lilted his cap with grave courtesy.
•I is strange that I should meet you here/- 

he said, and the low tone ol his vaioe fell 
on the gir.’s ear with a pleasure that wu 
akin to pain. ‘I came to take a last look 
at the place where I had known вето 
happy days. I did not exipeot to see any 
ol my old lost friends.’

He spoke without any bitterness. If he 
felt it he hid it.

*1 could not believe it wis you,’ Shirley 
said’ with a taint wonder at her power to 
utter so commonplace a remark when every 
nerve in her body seemed throbbing with a 
terrible mixture of joy and misery.

‘I am glad to have met you.’ he went on.
‘Fer I am leaving England in a few days’ 
time ’

‘Ton are going abroad f’
•I am going with my mother to Austral 

lia.’ It wu true, then—the idle gossip 
the had heard at dinner.

She picked a dead twig, and snapped it 
in half.

‘1 hope you will be happy,’ she said.
■I hope so.’
•And CoraP’
* She wishes to come also.’
‘Ton will marry out there P’
‘That it an impossible thing to foretellZ 
■I heard of your engagement.’
‘01 mine!’ There wu a slight accent of

surprise in hit tone ; then he added : I 
beard of yours to-day. May I oiler my 
congratulations P’

• They still
the arid, irith a hard Uugh ; T 
aware that anyone knew ol it’

‘I happened to see Caphsio Kemp at the 
station. I sutpose he wished me to hear 
the news, for he confided it to a friend in 
a particularly loud voice. I hope 
life with him will be all contentment.
I must st 
for the sa

She tried to speak, but in the wild havoc 
ol her thoughts only one idea stood prom
inent.

He wu going from her—going for ever.
The wide mu would flow between them 

and, far away, in a foreign land, he and 
Cora would dwell together !

‘ Writ,’ she cried imploringly. ‘I—there 
Hems so much that I would sty.’ ‘I would 
like to hesr of you sometimes,’ she said, 
desperately ‘to hear that you are well 
and happy, and making a great 
there.’

‘You are very kind,’ he said coldly.
The scorching colour leapt to her face.
‘Yon think I am uking too much f 
‘1 think my rise or fall can have no in

terest 1er you. I do not suspose that I 
shall ever return to England. There are 
no tiu to bind me to it, there ie no one for 
me to return to. The only one left me to 
love and care tor will make her home out 
there with me.’

It was Cora he spoke of—Cora he thouht 
of. So Shirley told herself.

She felt taint and dizzy.
‘There is also your mother,’ she said.
‘I mean my mother,’be answered. ‘Who 

else is til ire P’
‘Cora.’
‘Poor girl,’ he said, gently. ‘She ha» 

been a very true friend to us She is lone
ly and homeless. She is welcome to share 
ours, wherever it may be.’

‘But you love her too !’ Shirley’s voice 
wu only a hoarse whisper.

‘Love her !’ he repeated, quietly. ‘No ;
I wish I did. 1 wish I could change u eas
ily m you. Is it to her that you heard I 
wu engaged P’

She made a gesture of assent.
‘And you believed it P Did you not mar

vel at any girl being brave enough to defy 
the world and cast in her lot with mine P 
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house wu bis, end that she was qply his 
wife, end bound to obey him-

So Dcvitt continued to come, sus unob
trusive end unwelcome visitor.

He wu more than ever unwelcome that 
afternoon, and the look of displeued 
prise which Madge cut st him on her re- 
ip'pesrance, ought to have annihilated 
him.

But the steady grey eyes never flinched 
from the cold, proud blue ones which, lor 
n brief instant, were lifted to hie.

Hie presence always annoyed her.
See felt thst he, this man whom she 

despised and ridiculed, dared to dis
approve of her.

Her pride and disdain never touched 
him.

She had attempted more than once to 
put h’m at » disadvantage—to bring ont 
П'є ill-bleeding in some glaring manner 
which would give her an excuse lor never 
receiving him again.

But she had never been able to shake 
him Irene hie quiet courteous dam, which 
wu worthy ot any bine blooded aristocrat.

The lut empty cups were being re
placed on the big silver tray, when Shirley 
came into the hall.

She wu looking rather prie and languid, 
but her lace brightened on seeing Ralph 
Devitt, and her step quickened u she went 
towards him, earning burning jealousy in 
the breast» of one or two onlookers.

All that Shirley thought of wu that this 
wu the very person to help her in writing 
to Vivian West.

In a generel move to the billierd-room 
she managed t> whisper, hurriedly—

‘Stay here, I went to speak to yon ’
And direcily they ware slone she told 

him ol Sir Mortis.’* dying wish.
But, unfortunately, Mr. Devitt koew no 

more ot Vivien West’s whereabouts than 
she did.

The artist had voluntarily lost touch with 
all who hid known him in the days of hie 
short prosperity.

‘He most be fonnd !’ Ralph Devitt ««id. 
•Yon can trust me to do what 1 can to find 
him, not only tor poor Sir Martin’s sake, 
but for my own. I hive never met a man 
I liked better than Vivain West.’

•Then yon, also, bnve not turned against 
him P' she arid, n little huskily.

He looked down upon her in hie grave, 
kind way,

‘My friendship ie not an lightly given 
Miss Loraine.’

thought of her mother when the 
eruh should coma.

He wondered why she hesitated. Wu 
it because there wu n chance tor him t Ha 
thought so, and eagerly pressed his suit.

•I lorn yen so well, I would be 
with very Utile in return, it I could feel that 
some day you would he mine. I would be 
very potien', I swear I would. I would be 
perfeeily happy il I could call yon my wife, 
end know that no other fellow could come 
near yon.’

‘Yon wou!dn4 he content,’ Shirley said, 
her bine eyes looking straight at his, ‘it I 
married yon becanu you are rich.’

*1 should bleu the money that had bought

(Ooa tinned.)
The action was reverent though muter- 

fnl.
Madge knew ol no other men who would 

have dared to touch her so, nod rim wu 
not angry.

She wu brightened, not eo mods of him, 
bat of the moment that wu over coming 
nearer, when she would have to face, and 
grapple with, an awlnl temptation.

She tried to clou her eyes to it.
She wu drilling; hot she wu dent to 

the soar ot the whirlpool clou at hand.
‘Spore me e moment or so,’ he said. 

•There ere many things I would talk to 
yon about, and we ire ter ever being in
terrupted.’

•Con yon only talk when alone P’ she 
questioned, with iU-eesnmed caieteuneei.

■On some subjects,’ he replied, gravely ; 
■seek u, tor instance, , our husband's »•- 
fairs.’

She moved uneasily.
•I have net dared to ask about them,’ 

•he said. ‘He telle me nothing. Bit he hu 
been less irritable ot late. I take thst u a 
good sign.’

‘He is enjoying a snow sleep,’ Lord 
Cersborongh said, significantly.

She lilted wide startled eyu to hie.
■What is it that yon mean P’
‘Only this—that at present he liven in 

the placid belief that «11 things will coins 
right. He worries no longer ; he is trail
ing to otheis to pall him through.’

•He truite to your promise,’ she arid, 
faintly.

•My promise wee given to you,’ he 
turned. ‘I wu ready to do all in my power 
for your like ; but, when I go into his nl 
frire, I find it would require the wraith of 
half a-doxen inch men as myeeil to save 
him. Nothing can avert the crub fit meet 
come.’
В She give в little cry, and pot her band 
to her head

The jewels on her fingers fluhed and 
gleamed.

‘He will find bimeell penniless.’ Care- 
borough continued. *1 might u eudy stem 
a torrent with my hand u attempt to save 
hie downfall.’

She sank on to e chair shivering.
She Itlt hie fingers touch her hair, and 

she cowered lower.
He bad talked ao powerfully ol what he 

conld do. end it hid ended in nothing.
Ruin, disgrace, lay before her ; she felt 

she would rather die than meet it.
Her heart was foil of bitterness against 

him. She would not lilt her hesd when he 
softly whispered her name.

‘Madge, my queen, yon relaie to listen 
to me; з on think that I am to blame. I 
would give my life lor you, but I cannot do 
whet ie impossible.’

Then she stood op with a pitiful attempt 
at her old proud manner.

‘This news ie so unexpected, Lord Сагь- 
borough. Yon will excuse me it I leave 
yon, but the shock----- ’

‘Madge,’ he cried, hie ugly face lighlirg 
np with в smile, ‘why mike yourself un
happy P Do yon think I will allow the hide- 
one touch ol poverty to dim year benuty P 
All that I have is yonrs. I can give yon far 
greater wealth than yon have enjoyed be
fore. and with it • love which is surely 
worthy ol yon than the brutish i flection be
stowed upon yon by the man who now owns 
you. My love, can you hesitate P I am of
fering yon honour, wealth, happiness, in
stead ol the awful trial that lies belore yon. 
Madge, come to me.’

He held out his hands, but she shrank 
away.

‘Don’t tempt me,’ she cried, with passion
ate pleading. ‘Either way means min.’

•Not ns my wile—Lady Careborough 
will never hear that word.’

He drew her nearer to him. The tor 
fared eyes whith met hie own might have 
touched n less selfish heart,

•Shirley !’ she panted.
He toughed.
‘Poor little girl, he said, ‘she must make 

her home with us We will tike her abroad 
and bring the roses back to her cheiki. 
Where will you go my lady P The whole 
wide world is open to yon—your slightest 
wish is lew.’

He wss holding her in his srms ; she felt 
his lips touch her forehead ; the kiss seemed 
to scorch her—to burn into the brain. She 
etrnegled from him.

‘Let me go I’ she cried, wildly. ‘ must 
think—oh, let me go !’

She flew like a wild thing from the bill.
As she disappeared, two men entered 

from the other side—Sir Henry Ayerst and 
Rilph Devitt.

Ot late Devitt hid more thin once visit 
ed ltoval Heath, notwithstanding the 
haughty insolence with which Lady Ayera 
invsriaoly treated him.

‘The man baa no pride,’ the would say, 
with angry scorn, ‘or ke would never come 
near me again. It i« impossible to snub 
him—impossible to mske him see that 1 ob
ject to the society of risen tradespeople.’

She was indignant with Sir Henry for 
inviting him, declaring it was an outrage 
that she should be expected to entertain 
him.

contentsur

it.

V*

you
‘Yon wooid despim
She regarded him in questioning sur

prise.
‘Men lie so strange,’ rise arid, reflec

tively.
She had no idea of how naturally fascin- 

nrin» aha was, or how lovely she looked 
mnffl id warmly in soft far—n picture 
chaining enough to Inns any man’s bend.

•There ia nothing strange in loving yon,’
declared. *1 shall love yon till I die.’

She gave a little derisive laugh.
•Yon do not believe in me ; time alone 

can prove my words. I only know that 
I have never eared for anyone as I care 
for yon ; and if, ns yon any, that other 
■flair ia bopelen, give me the chan* of 
making yon happy.’

‘I wish yon had the power,’ aha cried 
with a ring of passionate yearning in her 
voice. ‘It ia so long since I waa happy 
—I don’t think it possible I can ever he 
hippy again ; but, it yon really went ms 
knowing that I do not care tor yon—well 
1 will try and mike no my mind to marry 
you some day. Writ—ns he made a 
hasty step forward. *1 want to be quite 
honest, so that yon may never think I 
tried to deceive yon. Mv sister told me 
Inst nignt that Sir Henry’s affairs have 
gone wrong in some way. They may lose 
all their money ; it would be » terrible 
thing for them, and 1er my mother, be
cause nearly all her income cornea from 
them.’

‘She shall never teel the loss ol it,’ he 
cried ‘I give yon my word. Your people 
shall be as my people ; I can’s say mors 
than tha\’

He woold have promised anything then, 
to bnve gained her consent.

He rode back to his grand new honse 
in high spirits.

He lelt that he had done a great and 
clever thing in winning Shirley Loraine.

She had always appeared ao utterly be
yond his reach.

He recalled her coldness and distain, 
and laughed nlond.

She was to be his wife—his own possess
ion—ns much as the horse he wss riding.

He would have that lovely, dunging, 
expressive face always befo

His heart beat last in exultetiion.
He felt on friendly terms with everyone ; 

while she, who had brought about this plis
sant frame ol mind, was leeling as it she 
was eigoirg her own death-warrant.

‘For their sakes,’ she said to herself, 
thinking ot her mother and sister. ‘I 
ought to be able to таке some sacrifice for 
them,*

Sie tried to find an opportunity for tell
ing Madge, but Lady Ayerst seemed never 
alone tor two minutes et « time.

It was almost as if she avoided her young 
sister.

Shirley felt hurt and disappointed.
Lut night Madge had appeared to prize 

her love, end ,need it; to-day she wu a 
smiling, radiant woman of fuhion.

It wu herd to believe that rain was 
staring her in the lace; thst only n lew 
hours ago she had been sobbing despairing-

*kow a brighter colour than n’nal glowed 
in her cheeks, and the wu feverishly, rest 
lessly gsy.

Shirley felt forlorn and ud, and, at the 
first opportunity, crept away from laughter 
and the merry-making, and wandered out 
into the grey, cheerless afternoon.

It wu freezing hard, a solemn stillness 
reigned, and every brown leafless tree 
stood like n silhouette ngnintst the chilly 
sky.
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ly herself looked like a ghost, 
face had no color in it, and there 

were shadows beneath her eyes, which 
made them look twice their nsntl size.

‘Dorrien has been found.’ hall » dozen 
voices exclaimed, as she took her place.

‘He wu almost starved to death.’
‘Evidently hiding from justice.’
‘Now Vivien West’s name may be 

cleared ’
Everybody had something to say.
Sir Henry was quite < xcited, and

jyour 
Now

y good-bye, I just came np here 
ike of old memories ’

Sir Henry wss quite < xcited, and talked 
more than anyone else ; and, immediately 
he had finished his breakfast, which con
sisted of n brand; -and-soda and e dry 
biscuit, he started off to the police-station 
to hear the real iscts ot the case.

Later in the day Captain Kemp arrived.
He was the lion of the hour, and wu 

questioned and cross-questioned until he 
oegsn to get hopelessly muddled, and 
finally bent a hasty retreat.

He was not » clever man, and the story 
of the discovery hid cost him some trouble 
to invent ; however, he wu rewarded for 
hia pains by meeting Shirley u he wit rid-

name out

CHAPTER XXXII.
That night Shirley was awakened from 

her first deep sweet sleep, by someone 
m viog in her room.

She started up to find Madge, candle
stick in hand, standing by the bedside.

‘1 did not mean to wake yon,’ she said. 
‘1-І thought it possible yon were not 
sleeping ; the men—st least Henry and one 
or two others—are still downstairs smok
ing.’

iog away.
He sprang from the saddle, and greet

ed her with outstretched hand.
‘Нате I managed sstislsctorily <” he 

asked, eagerly. T went straight to the 
cave alter leaving yon, and I have given 
ont that I put the food and things .there 
before going to the polict-station. It is all 
right ; no one suspecte anything. It is » 
gold thing yon let ms manage it, or it 
might have been very unpleasant il he had 
been discovered with your handkerchief 
clutched in bis hind. Msy 1 keep it as a 
reward for the little I have been able to 
deP’

re him.

She sat on the edge of the bed, her long 
brown hair hanging down her back.

Shirley was robbing her eyes hazily 
wondering what her sister had coma for.

It wu so unlike Madge to appear in 
this way—so very unlike her, thst, as the 
younger girl became wide awake, she in
quired if anything wu wrong.

•Wrong I’ Madge repeated with a miser
able langh, ‘Everything is wrong. I 
think we are cursed. Bid luck tallows 
ns. Look whst you hive gone through ; 
bat it is nothing—nothing to whit lies be
fore me.’

There wu no sleep left in Shirley’s eyes.
They were wide with horrified astonish- 

meet.
‘What is it P’ she cried. ‘Oh, Midge, 

whet hss happened P’
‘Only this’—Lady Ayerst stood np, and 

put down the candlestick—‘Henry has lost 
everything. We are beggars ; we shall 
not have a ion left. Mother cannot even 
remain at Fairfield. What ia to become 
of ns ? 1-І tnink I shall go mad !’

She clasped her hands to her head, and 
paced the floor.

Shirley sprang ont of her warm, while 
bed. and ran to her.

‘Yon are dreaming 1’ she cried, with a 
sobbing in her voice. ‘Henry is so very, 
very rich. II he lost some money, it would 
not matter very much.’

‘He hss lost nil—all—all 1’ Midge re
peated, as il deriving some fierce pleasure 
from the reiteration. ‘Any moment now 
we may hear we are penniless. There is 
no hope, absolutely noue. We shall he 
jeered at, and shunned, by the very people 
who now toady tous. Oh I Shirley, could 
it be considered a sin to escape such a 
late at—at all costs P Would you despise 
ind hate me il I did wrong to live not 
only myself, but yon end mother P I 
haven’t always been kind to yon; I’m 
sorry, now. H I hid always been very 
kind end sympathetic, yon would find it 
easier to think well ot me, whatever I did.’

Shirley had her slender arms around 
her ; she did not understand in the tout 
the thoughts that were torturing her sister.

She only vaguely comprehended that 
some grest catastrophe wss about to be
fall them, end that Madge, whom she had 
never known other than placid and serene, 
wu in desperate grief.

‘Whatever yon did I should believe wu 
for the best,’ she declared. ‘1 conld never 
do anything bpt look np to yon, 
yon. I’ll ao anything for you, Madge. 
I’ll miry Captain Kemp, if yon like.’

Lady Ayerst laid a small, hot hand on 
Shirley’s shoulder.

‘I don’t know what to advise,’ she said, 
helplessly. ‘For your sake—lor poor

і

more

‘1 mast have dropped it,’ she said. ‘1 
don’t want it il it рісшеє yon to ke ‘p it.’

‘It it pleases me Г he cried. ‘It will be 
my dearest possession,’

‘I am going home,’ she said. ‘It is jnst 
luncheon time. Good bye, and think you 
very much.’

He kept the fiogers she had given him in 
a detaining clup.

‘Shirley,’ he pleaded, ‘cannot yon any 
‘Yes’ to what I asked you yesterday P I 
should have given np nil hope long ago had 
it not been for your sister ; she give me i 
little encouragement. She uid yon cared 
for no one else.’

‘She made a mistake,’ Shirley replied, 
qniitly.

‘Is that so P’ he said, hoarsely. ‘I wish 
I had known. Is it Rodgers, or Dslmare, 
or----- ’

‘It is no one here,’ she said, interrupting

Æ
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Down in the fields some dead vegitation 
was slowly burning.

Shirley paused by s stile, ind idly wstoh- 
ed the smoke coil and wreathe from the 
smouldi ring mass.

It was here that Vivisn hid told her of 
bis love.

Across the wintery field, with its smok
ing pile, they hid walked together through 
the long, green, waving grass, with the 
glory ot summer all around them, and a 
great gladness in their hearts.

She laid her cheek against the cold, hard 
post, and nil her young pusionate heart 
cried ont ’for the touch ot « vanished hand 
and the sound of » voice thst is still.’

•Vivian.’ she whispered brokenly. ‘My 
love—my love !’

The cawing of the rooks answered her, 
and the distant moan ol the ocesn,

‘111 conld only forget I, she cried dulling 
the tears from her eyes. ‘It is so awlnl to 
go on csring like this, when-------- ’

She changed her position, with a quick 
indrawn breath, u it the thought she had 
not expressed had hart her.

Leaning her elbow on the rail of the 
•tile, she rested her ehin in the hollow ol 
her hand, and continued to witch, with 
dreamy gsze, the rising smoke.

*11 he oonla see them together,’ the uid, 
at lut, ss if following a train of thought, 
•I might eeue to ears, 1-—’

SICK HEADACHEConsiders Laxa-Liver Pills the 
best remedy for Biliousness. Positively cored by these 

I.tole Pills.
One after another is coming forward 

and speaking a word in favor of the new 
family medicine—Laxa-Liver Pills.

Mrs. Geo. Small, Sligo Road, Mount 
Forest, after giving these pills a thorough 
trial, thus expresses herself :—“Laxa- 
Liver Pills are the best remedy I ever 
took for biliousness ; and as a general 
family cathartic, they are far superior to 
anything in the market for that purpose.1 y

Laxa- Liver Pills are mild in action, 
harmless in effect, and do not weaken 
the system.

They act promptly on the Liver, tone 
up the digestive organs, remove un
healthy accumulations and cut short the 
progress of disease. Price 25c.

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 
Indigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A per
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. Thejr 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

•mall Pill. V- TO 1NTRISmell Duse.
Small Price. our swell '99 mo 

we will, for th 
days, ship a ear 
dress upon re< 
splendid chano 
town. You liav 
outright gilt of 
cording to natu

SubstitutionSir Henry, more forcibly than politely, 
told her not to be a fool.

He also mentioned the foot that the the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter's,
Ask for Carter's,
Insist and demand 
Carter’s Little Liver Pills.,

INTRODÜIand loveAnd Tumors 
cured to stay 
cured,at 
home: no 
knife, plaster 

or pain. For Canadian testimonials ft xзо-page 
book—free, write Dept.ii, Mason Mbdicins 
Co., 377 Sher bourne Street, Toronto

CANCER FLYBR-i* In. 
piece Cranks, 
$3S.oo ; fitted v 
fitted with De 

Ledit
Dr. Wood’s cures the severest 

coughs and colds of 
Norway РІПО young or old quicker 

then any other re
medy. Price 25c.

Men and 
and 24 i: 

Wheels siTghUy
to З15.ОО.

Price List Free. 
« T. W. I

Syrup. #Ontario.
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