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CHAPTER XLI—Continued
“ Let me think how she tried to kill 

my brother, how ehb would hsVts 
made an unconeoious accomp 
hiamurder,” he said to himaell as he 
oagged the ifior.

CHa^u alii. t
DBARRlt THAN MONEY.

The inquest wag .held next day at

,e sat down beside the cheerless 
hearth and waited, wrapped in gloom
iest thought. The minutes were in
tolerably long. He expected moment
arily to hear the click of Molly’s key in 
tho front door, and he started at 
every crack of the furniture, at every 
creak of the leafless branches outside 
the window. He waited for half an 
hour, and then began to get uneasy, 
and to think that his wicked wife had 
played him a trick. He was very un
comfortable about his horse, which he 
had left shelterless in the cold.

“ I had better have put him up at 
the King’s Arms,” he thought ; ** but 
Ldidn't want any one to know I was 
here.”

Too impatient to s it any longer in that 
deserted room, Mark took up the candle 
ana went on a voyage of discovery, to 
see if by chance a letter had been left 
for him somewhere to inform him 
that Mrs. Peters had changed her 
mind, and left Camelot without wait
ing to see him. He looked into the 
other parlor, but there was no letter. 
He went up the narrow staircase to 
the principal bedroom, wh'ch it had 
been'Molly’s delight to keep a picture 
of neatness.

OggjBBiicecnt the white curtained
bed showed him a figure lying there, 
and he called, forgetting for the mo
ment all that had happened, “ Molly,” 
in the old familiar tone. A second 
glance froze the blood in his veins, 
and be went slowly up to the bed, and 
shwddasiafily touched..dike icy hand», 
and bent down to look at the awful 
face.

It was his wife dressed in the black
Sown she wore when she left Place 

ead. A mug, with a little* brownish 
liquid at the bottom of it, stood on 
table near at hand. This, Mark 
fancied, had held the sleeping draught 
which lulled her to that last Ion*,

What should he.do? He sank into 
a chair, helpless, paralyzed with hor
ror. Slowly his power to think 
act came back to him.

“ I must do something ; I must tell 
eoinehody,,' he thought. “ I can't sit 
here alone all night, looking at her !”

Then, wiping the cold sweat from 
his forehead, he rose and moved to 
wards the door, leaving, the can 
where he had put it down! He would 
not leave his dead wife alone in the 
dark.

“ I'll fetch Didcott,” he said to him
self, hurrying out of his house. “He 
has always been my friend. I must 
tell him everything. And the nurse 
old Aunt Jolly, she can be trusted . 
these two between them can do all 
that’s wanted. He mounted the cob 
and rode down the hill to the High 
street, where Didcott’s lighted surgery 
window gave him a feeling'of comfort. 
The surgeon was drinking" tea and 
eating squab pie, after his drive from 
Place, and was telling Mrs. Didcott 
the state of affairs yonder. He- cam* 
out at Mark’s summons, profoundedly 
astonished.

“ Your brother is no worse, I hope,” 
he cried. “There’s been no relapse, 
eh ?”

“No; I came away half an hour 
After you. I want you badly up the 
road yonder.” ,

“At the cottage ?” asked Didcott. 
“ Why, there’s nobody living there, is 
there ?”

“Don’t I say you are wanted ? 
Come this instant ! I’m going to fetch 
Aunt Jolly; but I shall be there be
fore you.’

Didcott found Mark waiting for him 
at the cottage door.

“What is it?” he asked. “Any
thing bad ?”

“ Very bad,” answered Mark : '“she’s 
dead end I believe she has poisoned 
herself, ”

“ My God !”
,l Didcott, I had betted tell you 

the truth at once,” said Marki grasp
ing him by the arm, as they stood in 
the dark passage together. , “ She 
was my wife. I kept ou* marriage a 
secret because I was afràid of offend
ing my brother.”

“I suspected as much all along,” 
answered Didcott."

“ That isn’t all, though. Six months 
ago she took it into her head—when 
my sister wanted a maid—to go to 
Place, under a false name, with a 
false character. I opposed the plan, 
tooth and nail ; but she would have 
her own way. It seemed a foolish 
fancy ; hut there was no particular 
harm in it, as I thought, and I gave 
way.”

“Then she was the woman they 
called Morris?”

“Yes.”
“ I>ow I understand why she always 

fought &o shy of me. I could never
get a look at her face. And now she 

as poisoned herself ?”
“ I’m afraid so.”
“After trying to poison vour 

brother. It’s a bad business, Mark 
first and last, 1 don't think I ever 
heard of anything worse. How do 
know you were not,in it?”

“You know me,” said Mark, with 
touch of manly feeling “that ought to 
be answer enough to your question.

“Well, old fellow, 1 believe you, 
replied the surgeon. “But I have 
been very uneasy in my mind, I can 
tell you, since last night. I’ve always 
taken you for a goon natured fellow 
who would go out of his way rather, 
than tread upon a worm ; and to 
think that you had a hand in poison
ing your brother—it was a fearful 
thought ! Well you’ve got yourself 
into a confounded mess, and I must 
see you through it. There will hav# 
to be an inquest, I’m afraid.”

“Can’t that be avoided somehow ?” 
“I think not. It will be best to do 

things in a regular way, and bear the 
brunt of it. Very little need come 
out beyond the circumstances of her 
death. I think it will be wise for you 
to come forward and state thti she 
was your wife. Everybody in Camelof 
knows she was associated with rouj 
there's no hiding that, and it will be 
safest to tell the truth. If the fact of 
the marriage were to come out after
ward, it would be awkward for you."

“I’ll do what you like. But it will 
srilin me with my brother. I shall 
have everything.”

“Who knows ? He may not be so 
Shard upon you as you think.”

“Hfr»has been softer-hearted and 
kinder to me since hie illness. Well, 
3 must brave it out.” said Jtfark.

Didcott went up-stairs ,to the bed
room. Mark waited at the open dopr 
?or Aunt Jooly.who presently arrived,' 
threathless, and hugging her bundle. 
Mark briefly told her that it was for 
the dead, and notrfor the newly bom, 
her services were needed, and- bade 
her go up-stairs. She went, groaning 
and bemoaning at everystep.

“The handsomest woman in Cam
elot," she signed, “and as good a

the King's Arms, and the cotoner m 
twelve jurymen—most of whem hi 
known Mark’s wife ; 
she was the smartest 
bar-maids, and when Sharp retort* 
and Impertinent sallies fqll from her 
cherry lipa as readily as the pearls 
and diamonds shed by the, fortunate 
damsel m the fairy tale—went in 
solemn conclave to look upon her 
dead face in the darkened cottage 
chamber. ,

Mark told his story briefly: how the 
deceased Woman was his wife, and he 
had kept Ms marriage concealed on 
account of his brother ; how *he had 
been away for some time and had re
turned without notiqe, and had, sent 
him a note, which had brought llim 
to the cottage, where he had found 
her dead.

At the coroner’s request Mark show
ed his wife's last letter, which told 
nothing mere than he had. said.

“You had quarreled, I Conclude frgm 
this?" said the coroner, when he had 
read the letter aloud to the jury.

“Yes, we had quarreled.” 
“Seriously?"
“Yes.”
“And you contemplated parting?” 
“Yes.”
Mr. Didcott stated that the deceased 

had been dead for some hours when 
Mark summoned him to her, He 
would say that she had been dead ten 
hours. The cause of death Was no

e been titLjrfi|um of those horrible 
mention** J> " p 1 .
“Are you not gltid to know that the 

idea of heart-disease was f false 
^larm?'

Vyvy.
lyeTkim . ..
:ng with pain and anguish 

“Glad to know that I have been 
lisoned In my own house ? Glad- to 
now that secret murder has been

xokid up suddenly, the d»Q 
*, the Stern lips Tjuiver- 
tn and anguish. k

poii 
ln«

i—mwi «m wmvh> | sitting at my hearth—smiling in my 
wife years ago, when l f^oe ? Glad to know that I have been 
artest and^ briskest | meshed in a web of treachery and

ation
in the li

shown a
o pulpy remains o eaves

fair-faced wickedness ? Glad- 
G mat God ! Do not talk to me, Mark, 

e me to fight my battle alone 
work out my life in my own 

way.” •
“Vyvyan you have some horrible 

suspicion. You are wrong, utterly 
wrong. Vyvyan, brother, forgive me, 
if you can ! It was I that brought
?rour enemy into the house, not know- 
ng her wickedness. I know who it 

was that tried to poison you. I know 
all about it. Didcott too. He can 
bear me Out. ,It was my wife."

“Your wife ! What wife?"
Mark told him the whole story—the 

story of his weak > ielding to tempta 
tion fourteen years ago, and of all the 
evil that had come of that folly, and 
his concealment of it. Vyvyan listen
ed with fast-beating heart, with the 
glow of new-born gladness kindlini 
on his hdttbw cheek.

What was It to him that his life 
had been attempted, that a secret foe 
had been in his household, if that 
secret enemy was not the wife of his 
bosom, the idol of his later life ? His 
soul thrilled within him as lie heard 
Mark’s confession. Forgive his bro
ther’s folly, forgive the weakness of 
mind and purpose which had so near
ly brought him to the grave ? Yes, 
be could forgive anything .now that 
he knew she was innocent, pure, and 
perfect as he had always thought her 
till that vile letter was put into his 
hand.

He covered his face and wept aloud

iiwitation to -aperfid the sacred and 
mildly festivé season at Plymouth.

“I ought to have gone much earlier," 
she «am, “for there has been » course 
of Advent .sermons that I should have 
rejoiced to hear ; but I did not care, Blake 
to létfve till you were out of danger, " 
much as I value the opportunities 
which Plymouth affords.” %

“That was vttry kind of you,” an
swered Vyvyan. civilly. “But as 
there are such opportunities—I think 
you said—in Plymouth, don't you 
think it would be better if you were to 

here altogether, with an 
nâr friendly visit here, of 

course, to maintain family feeling ?”
in, amJ to understand that 

you wish to get rid of me ?”
“I don’t want to put it offensively..]

$But the fact is you and Barbara have 
never cottoned to each} other. You 
don’t spem to like her. I don’t know 
whÿ.or ask why. The fact ifpeaks for 
itself. And then you have such a 
rooted objection to her sister, who is 
a good-natured, inoffensive little
WKf

your

wanted 
“ that thought made the <:< 
to life more bitter than d 

| God forgive me ! Yes, I

had mad< 
of these 
seeds and t;
He had be 
had been
containing ... 
and flowers from which the infusion 
had been made. This infusion might 
have been taken ignorantly as a 
sleeping draught by a person unac
quainted with its power. This opin
ion bad-an effect on the jury, who, 
taking into consideration that the 
Penruthe were one of the beet fam
ilies in North Cornwall, and that a 
veMieft 0f /Wo-d«-s« would be an un
comfortable blot upon the family his
tory, were unanimously of opinion 
that the Said Mary Penruth had died 
accidentally from the effect of an 
oVehdose of sleeping stuff, taking her 
departure out ot this life as innocently 
as a babe which is launched into 
etOrnity by an injudicious dose of a 
comforting syrup.

Mark breathed more freely when it 
«Ns all over, and his old friends were wiou t 
standing around him in the inn parlor known all about it, 
murmuring consolatory speeches, and honest man since then 
shaking hands with him in a friendly 
and protecting way.

“And now J must go and make a 
clean breast of it to my brother,” he 
said, cutting short all friendly manifes
tations, “before he gets well enough to 
read about to-day’s business in the 
newspapers."

He lingered only to arrange with 
Didcott about the funeral. The-] 
family surgeon was to see to every
thing. It was to be a quiet, respect
able funeral, in the little church-yard 
yonder among the fields. Would 
Mark follow ? Yos ; it would he best.

He and 
in a moirrn-

back 
lath itself, 

give me ! Xes, 1 thought it 
was Barbara’s work.”

“Oh, Vyvyan, how could you? God 
gave you an angeLfor a wife, and yet 
you could not trust her !

The brothers clasped hands.
“I have been an arrant fool," said 

Mark. “Can you forgive me?”—a 
fool, and not always an honest one. 
You may as well know all the truth, 
I had been robbing you for the last 
three years when Maulford came to 
make out that balance-sheet. I had 
been unlucky on the turf,, and had 
speculated in mining shares in the 
hope of getting back what I had lost, 

] and had muddled away thousands of 
your money 
tored the accounts

«y ,
If Maulford hadn’t doc-

I pulled up 
of

you must have 
I’ve been an 

upon my soul, 
short, and 

a sixpence
haveI have !

not wronged you o
“ Curse your sixpences !” cried 

Vyvyan, rising feebly out of his big 
chair. “There is something in this 
life dearer than money.”

He went to the dressing room door 
and called “Barbara !”

He opened his arms as she came to
ward him, and took her to his breast.

“My dearest love, I have wrOugod 
you,” he murmured, with unspeakahL 
tenderness. “I knqw all now.”

She answered titit a Word ;‘snd look
ing down at lier blanching face, her 
husband saw that she had fainted in 
his arms. Half an hour afterward he 
knew a secret that promised the fuli "T"“ , , | Knew a secret mat piMark rode slowly home ward, ponder- f,nment of his fonefost wish— a hope

------ -v- „».1I --a that had Rlmost left hitn. He was
| not to die childless ; he was not to be 
the last of the good old line. Before 

| the earliest leaflets of spring were un
folded, he might be a father.

CHAPTER XLI II

all

ing ou the difficulties that still nad to 
be faced. y«t though those difficulties 
weighed heavily Upon him» theré was 
a sense of relief, which in his mind 
seemed to lighten all Ills troubles.
For ten years his wife had been his 
one abiding vexation. She had em
bittered every hour, and during the 
last forty-eight hours her existence
£o *^He hlook06dt0bahcr‘at S]fis T,fe I clearing the Atmosphere.

with her sliuddeiingly, as a man Ï rom that day forward there was a 
might who had lived unawares cheek new tenderness in Vyvyan’s manner 
by jowl and a cobra. to his wife. It seemed as if he could

Mark had spent the previous night not be kind enough, could not be com 
at Çamelot, but Didcott had been to siderate enough, to make up for the 
Place early in the morning, and had great wrong his thoughts had done 
brought back -a good account of her. The man s whole nature seemed 
Vyvyan’s progress. He was going on to be changed by the ordeal through 
slowly toward recovery, but he was which he had passed. It was as if he 
wonderfully silent and low-spirited. had begun a new life. He was kinder 

“You can’t conceive how this busi- to Mark than of oid, despite that cou
nts has shaken him," said Didcott ; fession which showed how very low 
" he looks’ten years older since it be- l'is brother had sunk in folly and sin.

fan. It was touch and go that night, He called Mark into liis study one 
can tell you.'* day, and told him of the hope that

. Mark put up his horse, and then shone before him in the immediate 
went straight to his brother’s room, future, like a star which beams so 
Vyvyan was sitting in the big arm- ] near Mpe euge ol earth s horizon that 
chair by the fire, watching the burn- it seems to lyiqng to us more than all 
ing logs with dull, hopeless eyes. He the other stars.
him always been gaunt and bony, hut With Gods grace, there will bo 
he looked now a mere shadow of the an hen* or an heiress to this estate 
once vigorous Squire. Barbara sat on before next year is three month s old, 
the opposite side of the hgarth, with Mark.” said Vyvyan ; “ so you see I 
a dainty little table before her, and have been obliged to alter ray will. I 
some delicate fancy-work in her hands, j given up all hope of children 

ale and sad, and it when I put you in .or the land, and I 
brightness of her thought my days were numbered. It’s 
forever. | only fair I should tell you of the

Inoffensive !” screamed Priscilla. 
“Her flippancy would not be abashed 
by an archbishop. I see, Vyvyan—1 
understand what has taken place. * 
have been liriaermined.”

1 ‘My’near, Priscilla !” ■
“I'nave been undermined, and I had 

better g«f. I am not a pauper, to whom 
bed and board can be a matter of mo
ment. I have an income which is 
more than adequate to my wants, and 
I have friends ; yes, I thank Provi
dence, I have friends who will gladly 
receive me,and will know how to value 
me.”

And thus, without a word more, it 
became a settled thing that Miss Pen
ruth should depart. There was no 
quarrelling, no disputation, vacilla
tion, she would and she would not, in 
the whole affair. She saw that her 
brother meant her to go, and she had 
too exalted a sense of her own dighity 
to run the risk of being told his mean
ing a second time. So Mark the 
sinner staid, and Priscilla the saint 
departed, and every one was pleased.

Vyvyan’s health and spirits mended 
rapidly after that understanding with 
his wife. He was a new man, and 
took new delight in old familiar 
things. He looked hack at the days 
when he sat by the fire brooding upon 
sad fancies, and waiting for death 
life seemed all the sweeter for that 
dark memory.

“ Death must come sooner or later 
to all of us,” he said to himself ; “but 
it was a freezing thought to think 
that he was standing on the threshold

llifweHt so far as to'write a brief 
letter to Major Leland, thanking him 
fdr the promptitude that had saved 
his life ; and this he showed to 
Barbara before it was posted.

“I don’t want him to think me un- 
rateful,” he said ; “fdr I know he 
cted nobly. He might have let me 

dm like a dog .if he had chosen. 1 
doubt if I should have been as gener
ous in his place.’!

“I do not believe you would have 
acted ungenerously, his wife said, 
with her grave, trusting look.

She had been told just so much as 
was necessary of Mark’s story ; and 
she, her husband, Mark, and the two 
doctors were the only people who ever 
knew the history of the crime by 
which Vyvyan had so nearly lost his 
life. The gossip that followed the in
quest flatted and dwindled and grad
ually died away, and the scandal of 
Mark’s foolish marriage became only 
a legend of Camelot life, a tale for 
Aunt Jooly to tell to future genera
tions.

Priscilla devoted herself for about a 
wetek'tothe task of packing up her be
longings, which were numerous, and 
then, after a sour leave-taking of 
brothers and "sister-hï-law, she went 
her way, only to re-enter the house as 
a visitor.

“I don’t think 
trdsftlod with me. V 
drawing her slim fif 
height, as she at 
by the squire’s side, wi

mustn’t talk so much about 
dinner. It sounds greedy.”

“ I am greedy," replied the little lad, 
with edifying candor, “Everybody 
says so. I sold my comforter to Billy 
Blake tm-xnvortleberry pasty.'
Powle said I was as ban as Esau 
know what ltoau did, don’t you, pa ? 
—but she said Billy was a mean hoy, 
and she made him give me back the 
comforter. $ couldn’t give him back 
the patty, fof I’d oaten it. Did God 
make Jacobjgive back Esau’s birth
right ? If Billy was mean, Jacob 
was mean too, wasn't he ?” argued 
the lad.

“ You musn't argue about your bible, 
Jack., You must read it and ask no 
questions.”

I TO BE CONTINUED. I

Medical.

AT LAST!

Boot* and Shoes.

A Wonderful Vegetable Discovery 1 
Removes the Terrible Results 

of Overwork.

A True Invlgorator.
Weakness and prostration of the nervous 

system surely follow that overwork and 
worry which brings sorrow and suffering to 
so many Canadian homes. The terrible 
results of nervous weakness, are seen on 
every hand. Pains in the back, poor and 
unrefreshing sleep, lack of appetite dys- 
pepsia. and lost energy and strength, ate the 
first symptoms of more serious and danger, 
ous trouble. This is the way that Paralysis, 
Paresis and Insanity begin. Do not delay 
a moment longer, for some time it will be 
too late to regain your lost health and 
vitality. Use Paine’s Celery Compound 
now, and the dull^eyes will regain their 
brilliancy, the cheeks will grow rosy, the 
brain become clear, the nerves strong and 
steady, your sleep restful and refreshing, 
appetite good, and health and happiness 
will take the place of misery and suffering.

A. Sabiston, the well known lithographer 
of Montreal, writes : “In the summer ol 
1888 I had to work very hard, and was 
troubled considerably with insomnia (sleep
lessness). I resolved to try your Paine’s 
Celery Compound, and after taking the 
contents of two bottles, felt like a new 
man. A good night’s rest gave me strength 
for the duties of the day, and instead of 
starting out to business in the morning 
feeling as if I had completed a day’s work 
instead of being "about to commence one 
I started out in good spirits, feeling fresh 
and strong. My wife and various friends, 
to whom I recommended the medicine, 
have been benefited greatly, and in fact 
‘ Paine’s Celery Compound is a household 
word in our family.”

McLAREN’S SHOE BULLETIN.

Guelph, Nov. 28.
Overshoes ! Overshoes.— 

Comfort secured in wearing 
our overshoes. .

Rubbers and Overshoes, 
best quality.

Felt Overshoes, best qual
ity.

Arctic Overshoes, best 
quality.

Snow Excluders, bestqual- 
ty.

2 Buckle Overshoes, best 
quality.

Edinburgh Overshoes, best 
quality.

Everything in the way of 
comfort for cold weather use 
at the lowest prices.

Inittiuee.

HOMEjOOMPANY
Authorized Capital, . . *8,000,000 

—THE—

MANUFACTURERS’ LIFE
INSURANCE 00.

Ifea4 Office, - - - Toronto.
Hates, Liberal Foliates, 

race, .Absolute Security,
FEATURES—Low 

' 'hlrty Pay»’ <1 rtu™,
J rompt Payment <>( Claims 

President—Sir John A Macdonald. 
Vice-Presidents—Oeo. Qooderham, Wm Bell.
Superintendent—A H. Gilbert.

n. l. sohuxjTZ,
District Manager, - Gueljrii.

BRITISH EMPIRE

irynjAX.

LIFE INSURANCE
COMPANY. '

KENDALL’S 
ÎPAVIN CURI

’ll often be 
*n,” she said,
to its utmost 
the threshold 

ile her lighter 
stowed into the

The Meet Successful Remedy ever dlscov. 
seed, as it is certain In Its effects and ’ 

not blister. Bead proof below.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
Omcs or Cha&lfs A. Sirmsu, 1

_____   Brszdkk or _ _ \
Clzvklazd Bat hid Trottuio Bred Homis. ) 

_ «LMWooe, lu,, Nov. », 188aCçg.J.irmmRU.Oo.
dell's Si

W. McLaren & Co.
The Leading Boot Rt Shoe Store

HOW DO YOU 
gfrETT ,T .

-----YOUR----

Shoes So Cheap,
Mr. 3STei.ll

Is the Question we are 
Constantly Asked.

OUR ANSWER
Is we are the 

1-ia.rgeet - Buyers
In Retail Boot and Shoe Trade in Canada. 

btilliug on the Small Pi'OFiT System (or 
Cash only. Some of our Recent Or

ders were for

1,000 PAIRS
Carpet Slippers from the

Berlin Slipper Co.

3,200 PAIRS
Felt Boots and Stockings 

from Berlin & Chesley

$4,000 DOLLARS
Of Canadian Rubber Goods.
$3,500 DOLLARS

Of Rubbers from the LycoJ 
ming Rubber Co., of 

Pennsylvania.

As an outlet for such Quan
tities of Goods we have -

Canadian Head Office, - - Montreal]
Crery 1

dian Policies Deposited with 
the Dominion Government.

See our Unconditioned and Non-forr 
feitable Policies before placing 

your insurance.

Superintendent of Agencies,
GEORGE LAING,

London. Ontario. 
Agents wanted in unrepresented Districts. 

Manager for Canada,
F. STAKCLIFFE.

MUSIC FOR THE HOLIDAYS !

- BELL

UPRIGHT PIANOS
Have an established reputation among 

the best Musicians, as being the 
most modern instrument, con
taining all the latest improve

ments, and unequalled in 
Tone, Finish and 

Durability
It Is

Sirs: I have always .purchased ^ronr Ken-

luggage was being stowe 
carriage. The bplk of her possessions 
had gone before in one of the farm 
wagons.

“You will be welcome whenever 
you please to come. Pris, so long as 
you come in a friendly spirit,” ans
wered Vyvyan, touched by that kind
ly fooling which is apt to soften a 
man’s heart when he is getting rid of 
a troublesome relative,

She too was p:
seemed as if all t] 
youth had depart*

Vyvyan acanowledged his brother’s 
entrance with a nod, but did not eyen 
look up,

“ Well, old fejlow,” said Mark, with 
an attempt at cheerfulness, “over so 
much better, I hoar. Worlds better, 
isn't he, Barbara ?”

“ Yea, he is much better, Mr, Did
cott. says He will soon be well, and 
able to go for a drive on the moor. Am 
1 to drive you in the pony-carriage, 
Vyvyan. or will you go in the landau?” 
asked Barbara, looking up from her 
work with tender, deprecating eyes, 
as of one who sued for pardon, yet 
hardly knew how she had offended.

“ It doesn't much matter which,” 
answered Vyvyan. “ I shall be in the 
way in either vehicle, I dare say.”

The gentle eye* looked up at him 
again, and seemed to ask, “JJow have 
I deserved this ?” But Barbara’s lips 
made no answer. «

“ Where have you been and:what is 
the matter with you ? asked Vyvyan, 
looking at his brother, who had come 
to the front of the hearth, and was 
standing th#re with the light full on 
his face. “ You lpok as if there was 
something wrong.1”

‘VThere has been som,eMii>*g very 
wrong, I have been in great trouble. 
I should like to tell yçu ail about it, 
Vyvyan, even though it may make 
you angry—set you against me for
ever, perhaps.”,

Barbara had risen instinctively, 
and w-ae gathering up her work.

“ I had better leave you together," 
she said.

“ Yes, dear, I shall be glad if you 
will leave u* alone for a little while,” 
answered Mark. “Is there anything 
Vyvvan ought to take for the next 
half hour—wine—medicine?”

“ No, there is nothing. I Shall Lf 
in the dressiog.-rooip. Call me when 
you have done talking.”

And 
anxiou 
she çri
thereWiould be some angry discussion 
between the brothers ; for although 
not a Christian 6tf Miss Penrnth’s lefty 
iyjpe, she was by nature ->«' -peace
maker. •<* *

Mark seau.il himself in Barbara’s 
chair, sJ/yv/an had relapsed into 
moody silence, and seemed flardly 
conscious of his brother’s presence.

“You feel better, don’t yob, 
Vyvyan ?" asked Mark, presently

“ Yea, I suppose J am better. There

change.
ou are very

Stifling a sigh.
good,” said Mark,

1 Of course I knew 
that will wa* jnade under exceptional 
circumstances.1 I nevsi orpected it to 
stand, after—after we haafound out 
tjiat Didcott was wrong about your 
heart, Thank .God. that you have
a good old ago before you ! I 
more than content, so long as 
leave me in my old birth at 
quarries, And it’s very good of 
not '

you 
the

. _ you
to have pitched me out, neck and 

crop, Vyvyan, after what I told you 
the other day."

“ No, Mark, I am not going to turn 
yon out. The quarries will be yours 
when I am gone. I have put you in 
for th'Ose instead of the land. Priscilla 
has plenty, Take care of the business, 
and don’t get into any more muddles 
with your accounts. You may feel all 
the more Interest in nursing the 
property, jpw that you know it will 
bo your own,”

“ Vyvyan, you are a gwofl fellow !”
Mark exclaimed, rapturously-#-1 an 
out-and-out brick ! And I am glad 
there is going to bo an heir. Yes, 
heartily, honestly glad. And if you 
would only start a dozen couple of 
harriers next season, I don’t think 3 
sliouii \V$f> anything left to wish

“ Wouldn’t you, Mark ft ÏJfp’J, I’ll 
think about the harrièrs: But there 
al-o those hoys of yours—my nephews,” 
said Vyvyan, making a Wry face, for 
he could not -forget tfieir detestable 
maternal parentage just yet .awhile, 
“I-1 hope they're not like their 
mother.”

“Not a hit. They are every Inch 
Penruths.”

“I’m glad of that. And they are at 
school at 3t. Columb, you say ? Poor 
iittj^ creatures ! Where will they" 
spend their Christmas holidays ?” 

“At’sehooi, ! suppose.”
“That seems n'afd, .with their 

Uncle’s big half-empty house 'so near. 
Bring then,i over for a wetek or so, and 
let me see what they aj-o made of.”

“Oh, Vyvyan, that is kind of you 
I »,m sure you will like them, They 
are such jolly little beggars, and as 
strong as fex-hound puppies.”

“Let them come ; they will do no 
harm.”

About a week before Christmas 
Miss Pepruth called her brother aside 
one inofning after breakfast, and 
announced that kho had accepted an

CHAPTER XLIV.
A NEW GENERATION.

Christmas came, and the three 
sturdy boys from St. Columb, red
nosed and red-eared after a journey 
outside the coach, in their father’s 
care, arrived one frosty afternoon at 
Place. Mark had written to the 
school-mistte** to tell her that the 
boys were motherless,and that worthy 
person had, with due caution, inform 
ed her three pupils that their mother 
was in heaven—a fact which they ac
cepted with singular equanimity, pro
ceeding to inquire where they should 
spend their holidays. Not a tear was 
shed, till the eldest boy, inspired with 
a sudden terror,, burst out int 
hrious howl, and asked if hi 
had gone to heaven too.

“We cduldn’t do without pa,” lie 
said. “Pa used to tell iis about Jack 
the Giant-killer, and play with us by 
the fire, and take us for rides round 
the field on his horse, and give us 
pennies.”

Loud was their delight when the 
father arrived one bleak windy morn 
ing, and announced,that lie was going 
to take them fori a week's holiday,

“Who minds the hdusp and scolds 
Lucy, pa,’ now that ma’s in heaved?” 
asked Jack, the eldest 
they were all in their perc 
the coachman, Mark occupying the 
box seat.

“You are not going to - the cottage, 
Jack. That’s shut up till somebody 
else wants to live there. You are 
going to a big house on the moors 
ever so big.”

“Is that the hffifse ma used to talk 
about when she was atigry?” inquirfed 
Jack, who was of the little-pitcher 
Sge, and bed -tolerably long ears— 
“the house she called Place ?”

“Hush !” whispered Mark, putting 
up a warning finger, and with a side 
glance at the coachman, whose face 
had no more expression than » dead 
wall, but who might hayp bptin listen
ing to that shrill small voice all the 
same. “You mustn’t talk'about your 
mother.”

“Whynoit? She's in heaven, Miss 
Powle says. Heaven is a nice placq 
isn't it TT

“Yes, yea ”
“Nicer than 8t. Columb ?”
“Ever60 much nicer.”
11 And St. Columb is nicer than 

Camelot. We shall all go to heaven 
one day. Miss Powle says, and then 
we shall see ma again. I hope she 
Won’j; scold us as much as she did at 
thé cottage, and that we sha’n’t have 

meat'-so tilted. Wilf there bo 
hidg'days in heaven?”'

dall’8 Spavin Cure by the half dozen bottles, I 
would like prices In larger quantity. I think It Is 
one of the best liniment* on earth. 1 have used It 
cn my stables for three years.

Yours truly, Chas. A. Snyder.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
Brooklyn, N. Y., November 8, 1888. Dr. B. J. Kendall Co.

Dear Sirs : I desire to give you testimonial of my 
good opinion of your Kendall’s Spavin Cure. I have 
used ft for Lameness, SlllF Joint» and 
Spavins, and I have found it a sure cure, I cordi
ally recommend it to all horsemen.

Yours truly, A. H. Gilbert,
Manager Troy Laundry Stables.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURL
_ Bart, Wirtoh Courty, Ohio, Dec. 19, 1888. 

Dr. B: J. Kendall Co.
Gents : I feel it my duty to say what I hâve done 

with your Kendall’s Spavin Cure. I have cured 
twenty-five horses that had Spavins, ten of 
Ring Bene, nine afflicted with Big Head and 
seven of Big J aw. Since I have had one of your 
books and followed the directions, I have never 
lost a case of any kind.

Yours truly, Andrew Turner,
Horse Doctor.

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE,
Price $1 per bottle, or six bottles for $5. All Drug

gists havolt or can get It for you, or it will be sent 
to any add reason receipt of price by the proprie
tors. Dr. B. J. Kendall Co., Enosburgh Falls, vt.
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

IlfPERlAl
/' rf DC ____

[TARTAR

boy, when | 
ercli behind

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST,
CONTAINS NO

Alum, «Ammonia, Lime, Phosphate»,
Ur any injurious substance.

elff /«ill fTT TORONTO, ONT.
• W . ulLLb I I a CHICAGO, ILL.

MANUFACTURER OF
THE CELEBRATED ROYAL YEAST OAKEN

washing 
cold meat

cold
washitigdays _____

“ No, no. You mustn’t say suchi 
things, Jack,” "

"I’m glad there'll be no 
days, for we always had 
when there was washing.”

“You’re going to a house where you’ll 
have hot meat every day," said Mark, 
patting the chubby"cheeks ; “ but you

I ^

BELL HEM.

PIANOS ORGANS

Them |
The Best for Tope find Durability, 

Best Musicitms®ttecoiiimen<l 
(HTALOOI'ES FREE*

W. BELL & CO.,
«uclpli, .... Ontario

Stores Run By

BROTHERS

B. NEILL, Peterborough.

S. S. NEILL, Lindsay.
NEILL, Barrie.

N. D. NEILL, Brantford 
& NEILL, GUELPH.

The one price Shoe House, 
J. D.-------

, next 
Williamson & Go.

NEILL.
-thei-

Now going on at Hepburn’s 
Old Stand.

BOOTS, SHOES, RUBBERS, ETC.,

Being rushed off at Prices 
that will astonish you.

Everything mpst go as we 
are giving up Business.

REMEMBER T^E

GRAND GIFT SALE
COMMENCING

SATURDAY.-NOVEMBER 30th,

When a handsome present 
will be given away with 

every sale of $1 and 
upwards.

We welcome all, and will 
make you happy at

NO 20 LOWER WYNDHANST,

to the interest of all inten 
chasers to see and hear th

pur-

EÎtLL PIANOS.
Special inducements during 

the Holidays.

C. W. KELLY,
!2& I rvA.WVNOHAM BT-

tioelph, - OnUu-io..___

OPAL PAINTING

W. Marshall has just secured a first- 
class Opal Painter, and customers 
requiring this class of work will he 

guaranteed “Art Pictures,”
Our Water Color Portraits are unsur

passed in- Canada.

PORTRAITS IN OIL AND COLOR.
Bromide Enlargements finished in ink. 

Crayon, or by the Air Brush. 
Photographs in all the Regular sizes. 

Especial Attention to Children.

Marshall’s Studio,
9» Upper XVyn4ba.ni Street

PHOTOGRAPHS
To Suit any Purse. Rcdnotioii in Price, not 

in Quality.
You can get any size from the smallest 

miniature up to 20x2-1 in. at the lowest 
price consistent with good Work.'" *•

Cabinets, two Dollars a dozen .$1.25 for half 
a dozen, or four for $l.

Card Photog raphs or Sun bee ms, one Dollar 
lozèn, or four for 50cts.

Proofs shown before fmi»ning if desired.
Any picture copied and enlarged up to 

20x24 in. Examine specimens at #

P. DOSEREINER'S GALLERY
Over Smith’s Drug Store dfc|T

FOR ill
1 PfKITIVF For LOST or FAILING MANHOOD: A rVOI I If C General and NERVOUS DEBILITY,
fill U TCI Weakness of Body and Mind: Effect 
Vf w -C-V4LI of Errors or Excesses in Older Young,
Robert, Noble HAMIDOU fully Rcetored. How to R«!ar*f nnd 
Strengthen WEAR, UNDEVELOPED ORGANS A PA RTS of RODY. 
AbaAIntolr unfailing HONK TIIKATRIKVI-Hrnefts In % duy. 
■en testify front 41 States, Territories, mid Kerriits Countries. 
Tea can writ* Urns. Book, full rxoinr.stlcn. and proofs mailed
•mM) ft*. iUran [Rit MEOICAL GO.. BUFFALO. », t

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

COMPANY

-OF CAHADA-

rpHE DIRECT ROUTE BETWEENJL the West and all points on the Lower 
Rt.sLawrenbe and Baie des Chaleur, Province 
of Quebec : also for New Brunswick, Nova 
SooAia, Prince Edward and Cane Breton Tg- 
lands, Newfoundland and. St Piûïao ‘ * 

Express trainà leave Montreal a*id llalila* 
daily (Sunday excepted), and run tlirough 
without change between these points in 30 
hours.

The tlirouçh ex nfoss train cars of the Inter
colonial Railway are brilliantly lighted by 
electricity and heated by steam from the 
lopomotive. thus greatly increasing the 
opmtvçt an4 safety of titayeU««s.
' ‘ New And elegant Buftbtv8leep4ng and day 
cars are run dn all throû^h express trains. F
Canadian Europqau Mail and Passen- 

Route,

The attention of snippers is dirooted to thg 
superior facilities offered by this route foy 
the transport of Hour and general merchan
dise intended for the Eastern Provinces and 
Newfoundland ; also for shipments of grfein 
aùd produce intended for the European 
markets.

Tickets may be obtained and all informa
tion about the route ; also freight and pas
senger rate»

k,
-D.POTTBNOER

Chief Superintendent!
Railway Office Monoton, N.B, Nov 14, ’88»


