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turned from the theatre in a delicious 
reverie—half joy, half sadness — that 
made him all unconscious of the equalour 
of his surroundings.

Ho he splashed unconcernedly through 
the dark and dirty streets, where the lew 
dun oil lamps smoked and sputtered, his 
soul a myriad miles away (so great the 
distance of bright fancy from sordid 
truth), till the lights and noise of revelry 
bursting from the open doors of Lucas's 
famous coffee house recalled him to him
self. It brought to his mind at the Hime 
moment a midnight appointment there 
with his friend Arthur O’Connor, after
wards a prime mover in the rebellion of 
“ ’MV

At a table close beside Lord Edward's, 
though he did not at lirst notice them, 
were seated, tippling claret, Lord Dulwich 
and a couple of the gaudily dressed 
bucks, “ rough to common men but hon
eying at the whisper of a lord," who re
volved perpetually around the wealthy 
nobleman, and plied him with coarse flat
tery, which his soul loved.

To Lord Edward, in his present mood, 
the crowded and noisy codec-room was 
silent and solitary as vacant space. 1 lis 
soul was away at Gertrude Ulenmire’s 
feet, pouring out the full torrent of his 
love. lie had neither eye nor ear for 
anything around him.

Suddenly, however, the name of his 
beloved, uttered in an arrogant voice that 
rang through the whole room, startled 
him from Ins reverie, as if a pistol-shot 
were tired off close to his head.

He listened, scarcely believing his 
ears. The voice was Lord Dulwich's. 
Lord Edward only just caught the name 
with which the sentence closed. An
other voice, louder and coarser than the 
first, took up the theme, in words that cut 
him like a sword's edge.

“ Be cautious, my lord,” it cried, “ be 
cautious, she’s a tricksy jade with all her 
tine airs. She will come up to heel when 
you choose to whistle for her right enough, 
still-----”

Here Lord Dulwich's voice broke in 
again, more angry and arrogant from the 
wine and flattery he had swallowed dur
ing the evening.

“ Silence, Roche,” he shouted. “ Sil
ence ! I will not have you speak in that 
tone of a lady whom I admire. It is no 
fault in her, a merit rather, that she 
should aspire to the honor of my hand.

Lord Edward’s right hand shook, so 
that the glass that he held to his lips 
sprinkled the red drops on the cloth. 
His face was pale as the white damask. 
His eyes blazed with passion, but he 
mastered himself by a tremendous effort. 
He put the glass down softly, and walked 
very quietly to the table where Lord Dul
wich sat

By his lordship's side lay a newspaper 
then much patronized by the Castle. 
His elbow rested on it. Without a word 
of request or apology Lord Edward laid 
hold of a corner of the paper and jerked 
it roughly away.

Lord Dulwick felt the rude jerk, and 
turning sharply around, caught sight of 
Lord Edward’s pale face. For a moment 
he thought the young lord was drunk, and 
on that hint he spoke :

“ Ilow dare you,” he broke out furious
ly, forgetting his drawl in his fury. “You 
insolent young—”

Here he met Lord Edward’s eyes. The 
real motive of the deliberate insult sud- 
dently flashed upon him, and he broke 
off abashed in the middle of a sentence.

But he had said quite enough for the 
other’s purpose. Very deliberately Lord 
Edward drew off his glove, and, holding 
it by one linger, struck him twice across 
the face with it.

In an instant Lord Dulwich sprang to 
his feet and clapped his hand on his 
sword-hilt. The brace of bucks, both 
famous brawlers, were up with him, their 
rea«1y swords half out of their scabbards. 
A tight seemed imminent — three to one 
—but behind Lord Edward, Arthur O’Con
nor appeared, with his customary quiet 
smile on his resolute face.

At the sight the swaggerers' swords 
clattered hack into their scabbards.

Lord Edward was quite cool, now that 
his object was obtained. He bowed with 
stern courtesy to Lord Dulwich.

“ You require satisfaction, my lord,” 
he said gently, in reply to a hoarse mut
tering of his enemy, whose face was con
vulsed with passion. “ You shall have 
it. My friend, Mr. Arthur O’Connor, will 
arrange with any friend of yours.”

*' Arthur,” he continued to O'Connor, in 
a lower tone, “ no accommodation is pos
sible ; let the meeting he to-morrow. I 
will tell you all later on. 1 know you 
will say I could not do otherwise than I 
have done. You will find me at my lodg
ings in Jarvis street.”

With another bow, deeper than the last, 
to the astounded Lord Dulwich, he slipped 
away.

An hour later, O’Connor found Lord 
Edward pacing his sitting-room in Jarvis 
street in a fever of excitement. All the 
self-restraint which he had shown in the 
presence of the enemy had disappeared. 
Youth, and hot blood, and outraged love, 
aiul a feverish thirst for vengeance quite 
mastered him.

“ Well, well, O’Connor,” he cried, im
patiently, as his friend entered.

“The meeting is to he to-morrow morn
ing,” O’Connor replied, still impertur- 
able ; “ at sunrise, in the park, the weap
ons swords. Now,tell me why you fight. 
Surely not on account of that wretched 
new

exulted in hie discomfiture. The narrow, 
restless strip of flexible steel covered Lord 
Dulwich as securely as a shield.

Clearly O’Connor had it in his mind 
that his friend would have but a poor 
chance for his life against this man, piti
less and malignant, as lie was diabolically 
skilful with his weapon. His cold, dull 
nature, raised to a white heat of passion 
by the public insult, could be apjieaeed 
only by the life-blood of the man who in
sulted him.

Ho O'Connor thought, and the thought 
filled him with fear and sorrow, lor he 
loved Lord Edward Fitzgerald like a 
brother.

After a few abortive efforts to hide his 
fears, O’Connor left abruptly, with a 
promise to be punctual in the morning.

Lord Edward was glad to be alone. 
Yet, it is no disparagement to his courage 
to say that his thoughts were dismal 
company. He had faced death often on 
the battlefield, not merely without fear 
but with delight. But this was different 
—quite different. There was no fierce 
excitement to sustain him now. No 
wonder the warm blood of youth ran cold 
in his veins as he paced the silent room 
alone, waiting for the dawn and, with the 
dawn, death. He had little hope of 
escai>e. It would need a miracle to save 
him. He had tried his best in the fenc
ing school against Lord Dulwich quite in 
vain. The other's deadly sword point 
had slipped past his guard again and 
again, impalpable as a lightning flash.

With the button off the toils, each 
thrust meant death. Right well he knew 
that Dulwich would not spare him, yet if 
one word of regret would have av tried the 
duel, it woulu not have been spoken. 
Nay, the humblest apology from the lips 
of the man who had blasphemed the 
name of Gertrude Glenmire would have 
been spurned with scorn. But the thought 
of death was very bitter. He was so 
young and happy, and the world stretched 
out fair and bright before him, lit up with 
glorious hopes.

Love and glory mingled in his thoughts. 
His whole soul rebelled against the dull 
oblivion of death. The bitter thought to 
which the greatest of poets has given 
words ached at his heart.

“ I'd die : to go 
To lie in cold obatr 
Toi* sensible wai 
A kneaded clod.’’

He strove to pierce the mystery of 
death into which he was about to enter, 
but his mind shrank back appalled from 
the thick darkness.

At length, late in the silent night, he 
grew weary with restless pacing and more 
restless thought, and sat down to a writ
ing table in the corner of the room. His 
first letter was to his mother. Curiously 
enough, it was to her, not to the fair girl 
lie so passionately loved, that his thoughts 
turned. He felt, in a vague way, that he 
was wronging her most by this duel, 
making her an ill return for her infinite 
tenderness. Her gentle, pleading face 
was before him. The lines of an old poem 
he had read and forgotten refashioned 
themselves into words in his mind—
" A s a fair pictured face wbo«e eyes appear,

With watchful love, to follow everywhere,
So tenderly, so patiently, your care.
Followed my life througn every changing

There h no more m- 
spiring sight in the 
world than the picture 

«jBof the stalwart young 
fanner and his rosy- 

. cheeked wife start- 
ing out to fight 
the battle of life. 
There is no reason 
why all such coup 

n, les should not live
; l long, happy, healthy 
il lives. Much depends 
V upon tin wife herself. 
\ To some extent, she must 

] be a jack of all trades. 
ÎW Her husband must be a 
O little of a blacksmith and 

a little of a harness mak
er and a little of a veterinary surgeon as 
well as a farmer. It is the same with the 
wife. It is a long ways to town, and she 
must have a handy hand at many things. 
It is possibly many miles to the fit -t physi
cian. and the farmer’s wife should be able 
to see that every member of the family is 
kept in good health.

If the young farmer's wife is wise, when 
her husband shows that he is out of 
when he is suffering from biliousness or 
torpidity of the liver or indigestion, she 
will not permit him to neglect these disor
ders. but will have at hand I)r Pierce's 
Golden Medical Discovery. This wonder
ful medicine is not a cure-all, but as most 
diseases have their inception in a torpid 
liver or a disordered digestion, it is a cure 
for a great many of them It makes the 
appetite keen, the digestion and assimila
tion perfect, the liver active, the blood pure 
and the nerves steady. It cures all malar
ial troubles and rheumatism 
dealers sell it, and keep nothing else “just 
as good.”

The farmer’s wife may frequently save 
the life of her husband or that of one of her 
children by owning a copy of Dr. Pierce’s 
Common Sense Medical Adviser. It tells

LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD could not kill the coward at his merev 
He played with him for a while, and tor
tured him with terror. A dozen times 
the faltering guard left the craven breast 
open to a fatal thrust, but Lord Edward 
forewent his advantage.

At length he dexterously caught his 
foe man s blade in his own, and with a 
quick twist wrenched it from his lev hie 
grasp, and sent it Hying straight into the 
air. The sword fell on the sharp point 
and buried itself halfway to the hilt in 
the sodden earth. Lord Edward drew it 
out, passed the mud-stained blade, 
through his e imbric handkerchief, pre
senter the hilt to Lord Dulwich, and 
stantly stood again on guard. But Lord 
Dulwich dropped his point to the earth 
and stepped out of reach of Lord Ed
ward's threatening steel.

The whole incident passed like a Hash. 
Now the seconds closed in on either side.

Before they could iuterprose Lord Ed
ward s|K)ke sternly.

“ Sir,” he said, addressing his shamb
ling foe, and forgetting or ignoring his 
title, “ this is no pleasant passage of arms 
between us two. It is a duel to the death. 
Y'on must apologize or tight on.”

The seconds, now near at hand, heard 
Lord Edward's words. Arthur O’Connor 
smiled that grim smile of his. The hand 
of Captain Baker, who, whatever his 
faillis were, was no coward, went down on 
sword hilt. He turned fiercely to his 
principal waiting his indignant defiance.

But no defiance came. Lml Dulwich 
was silent lor a full minute. His pale 
face was distorted with passion. Fear 
and rage were struggling for mastery. 
Fear won.

“ I humbly apologize,” he said, and 
held out his hand scarcely knowing what 
he did.

LordEJ ward looked at him for a moment 
with contemptuous wonder—ignoring the 
offered hand. Then, dropping the sword 
on the ground, he turned from the place.

O’Connor, still smiling, nodded to Cap
tain Baker. “ Our work is over,” he 
said, and followed Lord Edward to his 
chair.

The unfortunate Captain was quite 
dumbfounded, all his tine swagger 
gone. He shared the disgrace 
principal, and felt it the more acutely of 
the two. He turned his back upon the 
coward, who stood stock-still, dangling 
his sword. But the spark of honorable 
shame went out in a moment, finding no 
fuel in a heart sodden by a long lite of 
meanness and vice. The Captain saw 
that the incident which proved ids patron 
a coward had made him his master.

Turning sharp around, lie clapped him 
on the shoulder boisterously, as he had 
never dared to do before, and bade him 
remember the raw mist was as dangerous 
as a sword thrust. “ A drop of brandy 
is what you need, my lord, to take the 
chill off*,” he said, with no attempt to dis
guise the sarcasm in his voice.

Looking back, Arthur O'Connor noticed 
that Lord Dulwich carried both swords to 
the sedan chair, and that Captain Baker 
swaggered by his side with the air of a 
patron.

By this time the morning had begun to 
clear. A w arm white spot showed itself 
in the east, where the sun ought to be. 
The veil of mist lifted slowly from the 
green wooded slopes of the Park, and 
patches of faint blue were seen in the pale 
sky.

mist had cheated him out of hie last hour 
of sunshine.

At the street door two sedan chairs 
waited, the bearers smoking short pi [tes 
and ejaculating in an undertone about 
the “ jewel ” for which some instinct told 
them their services were required.

Without a word, Lord Edward and his 
second slipped into the chairs, and the 
hearers, who had been already apprised 
of their destination, set oil' at a sling trot 
for the Phœnix Park, their heavy bools 
splashing dismally through thé muddy 
streets.

They were first in the field, but they 
had hardy alighted on the spongy sod, 
and their chair-men withdrawn into the 
cover of the trees, when the splash of 
hurrying feet was heard at a little dis
tance, and two other chairs came lumber
ing along through the murky fog.

The occupants alighted hastily, and 
walked towards Lord Edward and his 
companion, looming preternaturally large 
in the grey mist.

With Lord Dulwich was Captain Baker, 
one of his boon companions of the pre
vious evening. Baker’s pretensions to 
the title of captain (if he had any at all) 
were in the past tense. Nor was there 
any definite information forthcoming as 
to what regiment lie had belonged to, or 
how he left it. But he was a well set-up, 
military looking man. llis strong figure 
was a little lleahy, and his light blue eyes 
a little watery, and a brighter red than 
health generally gives flushed his hand
some face. For the rest, lie could rattle a 
dice-box, crack a bottle, or use sword or 
pistol with the best Lord Dulwich had 
found him useful. Captain Baker flat
tered and fought for him before his face, 
and abused him as a cold-blooded skin
flint behind his back, after the customary 
manner of the led captain.

Captain Baker was beaming all over 
with good humor. His rubicund face 
shone like the sun through the mist The 
meeting was entirely to his liking. To 
be engaged in a duel with two lords as 
principals, and a man of the high position 
of Arthur O’Connor as second, was to him 

social distinction. He had no fear 
for his patron, for lie knew his unrivalled 
skill as a swordsman, and if lie killed his 
man the captain hojied to make their 
companionship in trouble profitable.

He beamed all round as he came up 
with his arm tucked into Lord Dulwich’s, 
who on ordinary occasions would never 
have tolerated such familiarity.

“ We are well up to time," he said, ad
dressing O’Connor, who coldly nodded in 
return to his elaborate salute, “ but, by 
G—, you are before us. Impatient to get 
to work, I suppose. Well, the soouer we 
begin the sooner we will get done.”

He made a half-pass with his walking 
cane as he spoke, and then a motion of 
falling back, with his left hand pressed 
to his side in a way that was horribly 
suggestive.

Captain Baker laughed out loud at his 
own pleasant conceit, but Lord Dulwich 
frowned, and jerking his arm from his, 
stepped back a pace, without any re
sponse by word or motion to the formal 
salute of Lord Edward and his friend.

“Impatient to get his grip on the sword- 
hilt,” said the captain in a confidential 
undertone to O'Connor, nodding his head 
sideways towards his principal. “ Your 
friend had best look out. He is in a 
dangerous humor. Means mischief if 
ever a man did.”

“My friend is quite ready,” said O'Con
nor. sharply, yet not without an inward 
thrill at the thought of the almost certain 
death which Lord Edward was about to
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( HAPTER V.—-Contint no.
lie lived and moved in the bright do

main of love. He dreamt fair dreams of 
high enterprise and world-wide glory, 
rounded off by the perfect happiness of 
home. Every aspiration of hie young 
soul took brighter tints from his love, as a 
lovely landsrajie from the golden sunrise. 
In that brief j»eriod of ardent hoi>e he 
tasted such happiness as never twice falls 
to mortal's share amid the cold realities 
of life.

Norah Denver w as the chief confidant 
of his love. Their friendship was not 
lost in the bright, full tide of passion that 
flooded liis soul. He talked to her of 
Lady Gertrude by the hour, and she lis
tened patiently, a little amused at first by 
his love raptures, till her amusement 
vanished in his earnestness. But he 
found her somewhat cold in her respons
es to his ecstasies. Hhe never could be 
brought to see the celestial wings that 
sprouted from his angel’s shoulders, nor 
the halo of heavenly light about tier 
head. In Norah’s eyes the fair Gertrude 
was a beautiful woman—very bright, 
very proud, very cold. Hhe read her 
character with that keen instinct that 
women have, which shows in a moment, 
as with a lightning flash, what reason's 
slow' search still fails to find.

The stately Gertrude, on the other 
hand, professed a great affection for “ the 
doctor’s daughter,’ as she called her.
“ She was so wonderfully well-bred,” 
Lady Glenmire was pleased to say ;
“ quite wonderful, considering—and then 
her eccentric notions about the poor and 
the Papists, and all that sort of tiling, lent 
a certain charm of originality to a char
acter that otherwise, jierhajis, ill-natured 
jieople might think a little insipid.”

Just at this time, when Lord Edward 
burst like a comet on Dublin society, the 
Most Noble the Marquis of Dulwich shone 
there with steady light. Young, hand
some, noble (in the sense in which the 
world uses the word), and of immense 
wealth, he was the centre around which 
the matrimonial system of the metropolis 
—marriageable maidens and match-mak
ing matrons—revolved.

Before Lord Edward Fitzgerald had 
flashed into society, Lord Dulwich had 

time bestowed his well-bred, coldly 
amorous patronage on Lady Gertrude 
Glenmire, who for her part held him on 
and off with half tolerant disdain. He 
was a young man with no touch of 
youth’s folly or youth’s enthusiasm—in
dolent, graceful, imperturbably dull, and 
supremely handsome. The smooth, 
white forehead was, perhaps, a shade too 
narrow, the bright eyes a shade too close
ly set, the red lips a shade too thin ; hut 
the most hostile criticism could find 
other fault with graceful form or clearly- 
chiselled features.

True, there was no social expression 
in his face, unless extreme caution can 
be called an expression. IIis languid 
pursuit of the dowerless Lady Gertrude, 
had been gradually cooling off when 
Lord Edward came so suddenly on the 
scene, and at once eagerly and openly 
monopolized the brilliant young beauty. 
The sight of Lord Edward's triumph, the 
Hashing smiles that were si lowered upon 
him, seemed to stir Lord Dulwich's dull 
blood to something like passion. Jeal
ousy warmed him when love failed.
Kv! lie renewed his abandoned half pursuit 
with something as much like ardor as his 
nature allowed. Lady Gertrude showed 
not the slightest change of manner, 
whether he advanced or retired. Hhe 
politely tolerated him, neither encourag
ing nor repulsing his attentions. Lord 
Edward chafed a little against this toler
ation of a man whom he despised.

But afterwards, when alone with 
Lord Edward, Lady Gertrude would 
sneak of the insult of this 
lofty patronage with such bitter 
scorn, and would Hash to her ardent 
young lover bright eyes eloquent of 
love, and then all thought of pique and 
jealousy were burned up in the consum
ing ardor of his passion.

He had little doubt—indeed, he hid 
been given no cause to doubt—that his 
1 ive was returned. Half-a-dozen times 
he resol veil to beg the lull assurance from 
her lips. But somehow her “ sweet un
consciousness ” of his meaning — her 
sprightly sallies that sent the talk wan
dering oil in gay channels, while the 
earnest words of love were just trembling 
into utterance—always balked his pur
pose until the opportunity was gone by.

One night Lord Edward had been to 
m»p Kemble at the theatre. The play 
was Romeo and Juliet, which is so 
warmed and illumined throughout with 
the lire of love. The great actor seemed 
to give eloquent voice and words to the 
young lover's own thoughts. In Juliet
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Now for the love of another woman, he 
was about to break the dose lie be
tween them, and break lier loving heart. 
With seif-torturing fancy, lie pictured his 
mother's agony when she gazed on liis 
body, with a sword thrust through iis 
bosom, while lie, the cause of all lier sor
row, lay there dull and still, with no 
power to utter a word of comfort.

Ilia letter was an almost incoherent 
outpouring of protestations of love, and a 
passionate pleading for pardon. His last 
thought, he told her, would he hers, if it 
were doomed, as lie feared, they should 
meet no more.

The letter to Lady Gertrude was 
shorter, yet far more difficult. It was not 
until he began to write to her for the first 
time in liis life that lie realized how 
formal after all had been their inter
course, and how far aloof it had been kept 
from any word of love. He felt it impos
sible to break out suddenly in hot pro
testations of passion. His letter in spite 
of himself ran at first into formal phrases 
that seemed so dull and cold in such an 
hour. But as lie wrote the passion that 
was burning in liis heart forced itself to 
the surface. He stood so near death that 
lie could write with all freedom. His 
very despair gave power and pathos to 
his words. Standing by 1 he grave's brink 
lie told her simply and honestly of liis 
great love.

The letters were directed and sealed 
ready for delivery by O'Connor, if the 
worst chanced.

The dismal thoughts that the writing 
had broken for a time — the vague, cold 
shrinking from death, which even the 
bravest feel when death is faced without 
excitement — returned upon him. But, 
strange as it may seem, merciful sleep 
came and checked these dreary thoughts, 
even in full tide. Overtaxed nature gave 
way. 1 lis head drooped back u]xm the 
chair, his nerveless arms fell by his side ; 
iiia weary eyes closed ; the restless brain 
was at rest ; liis whole being passed into 
an oblivion as complete, while it lasted, 
as the deatli which he anticipated with 
so much awe.

lie was awakened by a light touch on 
his shoulder, as he fancied, a moment 
afterwards. I11 reality he had slept for 
some hours. Arthur 0”C'onnor was hend- 

ln a few words, Lord Edward told him ing over him with a grave face. There 
the real cause of the quarrel. were lights on the breakfast table, for the

“ A duel to the death,” said O’Connor, early morning was misty and cheerless, 
shortly. “ I am sorry for it. Ilia second '* I have let you sleep to the last mo- 
insisted on swords. Of course you, as the ment,” O'Connor said, with an attempt at 
challenged, had the choice of weapons, cheerfulness. “ You will want all your 
But lie urged that your insult was so nerve and strength, and please God they 
gross it was itself a challenge, and I could will yet carry you safe through.” 
not gainsay him.” I le glanced at the letters on the writing

While lie spoke he strode up and down table, and broke off abruptly— 
the room impatiently, his coolness gone. “ You will deliver them if need be,” 
Right well Lord Edward knew what was said Lord F 1 ward, 
in his mind. As a awordsman Lord Dul- “ There will be no need,” O’Connor 
wich bad no equal, even in Dublin, w here tried to answer, but liis sad thought so 
the fencing school and the pistol gallerv belied the words that he could not speak 
were the chief fashionable resorts. It them. He only nodded as he thrust the 
\^as generally rumored that his valet was letters into his bosom, 
a fencing master, and that fencing was As silently they took their places at the 
not merely the amusement but the oecu- breakfast table. It was a dismal meal at 
pation of bis lordship's li!e. IIis reputa- best ; but Lord Edward, whose spirits 
tion had hitherto saved him from many a came back with the prospect of iminedi- 
ehallenge,‘which his dull arrogance might ate action, was the brighter of the two. 
have provoked. There was no fencing He strove to cheer up his friend, who, 
master in Dublin that could save himself knowing the deadly skill of Dulwich, felt 
from the point of that deadly rapier. The as if it were a funeral, not a duel, he was 
most skilful amateur had no chance at about to attend.
all. Lord Edward himself had tried a As they passed out into the raw, misty 
bout with the foils more than once. But, morning air a chill that was not altogether 
though himself a brilliant swordsman, 1 e from the cold struck through Lord 
could make no stand against Lord Dul- Edward's heart. He would never look 
wich. The button of that deadly foil on the sun again, was the thought that 
slipped past liis guard with clean sharp flashed through his mind. He longed to 
prod, while lie could never once touch his see once more the fair earth's face before 
dull, self-complacent opponent, who colvly lie left it. lie felt that the drizzling gray

We will walk, Arthur, if you do not 
object,” said Lord Edward, who tingled all 
over with restless excitement.

The chairmen, who had watched the 
combat with the keenest interest, were 
dismissed with a handsome gratuity, and 
went trotting into town to spread 
news of the “ jewel,” with what embell
ishments seemed good to them, and the 
two friends strode rapidly along the 
broad road that runs through the beauti
ful park.
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least a good idea of the 
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“ All right,” replied the beaming Cap
tain Baker, with undiminished good 
humor. " I have got the toothpicks con
venient,” and he took two rapiers in their 
scabbards from under his arm and pre
sented them to O’Connor. “As the weap
ons are ours, the choice is yours.”

O'Connor drew and examined the two 
splendid swords from Lord Dulwich’s 
armory. Even at that moment he felt a 
transient touch of admiration at the ex
quisite finish of the bright, tapering 
blades, whose points were as fine as a 
wasp’s sting. lie weighed them in liis 
hand, and bent and measured them care
fully.

There was not a feather's weight or 
hair’s breadth between them.

Courteously he held the hilts out to 
Captain Baker, who laid his hand care
lessly on the nearest, and presented it 
with a bow and flourish to Lord Dulwich.

O’Connor handed the other to Lord 
Edward. “Caution,” he whispered—“ I 
need not say courage — and all will go 
well.”

There was a tremor in his usually calm 
voice as he spoke.

But there was no tremor in the strong, 
resolute young hand that grasped the 
sword-hilt. As Lord Edward's lingers 
closed on the weapons, and he saw his 
foe in front of him, the tierce passion of 
battle at once took complete possession 
<d his head, and left no room for other 
teeling.

The two men faced each other warily, 
and steel raspied on steel as their swords 
met, and they felt each other’s deadly 
purpose along 1I1-* quivering blades. For 
a second or so they stood as motionless 
as statues, the sharp points, which meant 
death, scarce half a foot from either 
breast, and the deadly will behind each 
sword to drive it home.

Even in that brief space Lord Edward, 
while he read in his enemy’s eyes his fell 
intent, noted that liis face was deadlv 
pale, and that his thin, tight lips twitched 
convulsively as with concentrated rage. 
Lord Dulwich, lie was assured, meant 
death.

He grew more than ever on his guard. 
Making his sword point spin in a half 
circle back and forward, like lightning, he 
feinted cautiously, in tierce, ready for a 
deadly thrust in return, which would test 
all his skill and - no kness to parry.

But no return thrust came. Lord Dul
wich gave ground a step, feebly parried 
Lord Edward’s pass, and stood on the de
fensive. Surprised and fearing some 
trick of the game, Lord Edward steppe-1 
forward,engaged his sword, then in quinte 
lunged again.

The parade was feebler than before, 
Bord Dulwich's sword was held so loosely 
that, it rattled against his opponent’s 
blade. Utterly amazed, Lord Edward 
pressed forward now with determined 
purpose on his retreating foe. 
glanced once more at the pale face, 
marked the white lips and stilly eyes! 
Then the truth dawned on him sudden) v.

Lord Dulwich was a coward.
That marvellous skill of his was lost in 

craven tear, lie, the matchless master 
of his weapon, was helpless as a school
boy whose hand had never closed 011 
sword’s hilt before.

Lord Edward's anger vanished in a 
moment. Contempt took its place. He

the
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Reform in the Organ Loft.

“ Sometimes, in the afternoon,” says 
the well-known writer, James It. Ran
dall, in the Catholic Columbian, “ I go 
to church when the chcir is practicing. 
Praying, under such circumstances, 
without distraction of unusual propor
tions, is difficult, and, to most of us, 
Impossible. Or course, the choir must 
prepare for Sunday service, but I have 
sometimes thought that practicing in 
church is not quite reverent. There is 
a deal of chatting, giggling and fuss
ing, at such times, in the organ loft. 
Is not a choir member under as much 
obligation to respect the Blessed Sacra
ment as au ordinary mortal in the 
pews ? Is this the common behavior 
of choir folks, or am I too rigid in 
criticism ? If it be difficult for sing
ers to practice without laughing and 
conversing loudly, as if in the vesti
bule of a theatre, would it not be well 
to have some other place assigned for 
that purpose ? I have known Protest
ant visitors to our churches who were 
scandalized by such conduct. They 
cannot understand how anyone believ
ing in the Real Presence should act 
as if It were a myth. I am aware that 
some of the choir members are very 
sensitive to such reproaches, but, if 
such a person could make valid defense 
of this matter, I would like to hear it. 
One would suppose that they who sing 
the solemn church music would shrink 
from flippancy in the temple of the 
Lord of Glory. Possibly I am too 
severe in mentioning what may be 
pardonable levity ; but without addi
tional light on the subject, 1 plead for 
reform in the organ loft,”
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Our Aitar Wine is extensively used and recom
mended by the Clergy, and our Claret will com
pare favorably with the best imported Bordeaux. 

For prices and information address lie liis loveown
ERNEST GIRARDOT&CO sonified. Through

scenes lie knelt in spirit at her 
feet and worshipped lier. The tragic 
close tilled him with a strange grief, as if 
the tragedy were his own.

With a heart full of love thoughts lie
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BACKACHE?PLUMBING WORK
In Operation, can be seen at our warerooms 
Dundas Street . . .

If you have, you don’t need to 
suffer with it another day. Get Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney Fills and they will 
give you relief as promptly and 
effectually as tiny did MR. 1). (’. 
SIMMONS, of May bee, ( hit. 
says Ins kidneys and back were 
bo bad lie was unable to work or 
sleep, liis urine had a brick dust 
deposit, and lie had to get up \\ or -1 
times in the night to pass water, 
lie has only taken half a box of Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney Liver Fills, the back 
pain lias gone, ho sleeps well, and 
feels well enough to do any kind of

Smith Ok os.
Do You Tire Quickly ?

Fatigue is the natural sequence of labor. I f, 
however, it follows moderate or slight 
tion it is the sign and evidence that the nerv
ous system has lost tone and vigor, and re
quires assistance. Suicidal is a resort to 
stimulants, since these only increase the 
enervation. Aid cannot be obtained in this 
way. but through medication, judiciously 
employed in restoring through the nervous 
system the digestive function, upon which 
primarily, health depends. The whole range 
of medicine fails to produce a preparation 
possessing in equal degree the tonic and 
nutritive qualities of Mai tine with Coca Wine. 
By the action of Maltine with Coca Wine 
upon the nervous system all the important 
functions of the body are stimulated and 

/eased : the digestive process is performed 
efficiently and without discomfort, insuring 
the proper nourishment of the body. Tone 
takes the place of lassitude ; vivacity dissi
pates depression ; forebodings and despond
ency, and soon the quickening impulses of 
renewed health are experienced. Maltine 
with Coca Wino is sold by all druggists.

Sanitary Plumbers and Healing Engineers, 
LONDON, ONT.
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Telephone 660.998 Richmond Street.
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JOHN FERGUSON & SONS ^

. 180 KING STREET . .
The Leading Undertakers and Embalmers. Ones 
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One Pill a Dose. 
Price, 25 Cents a Box.
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