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22 Cﬂ‘l Rifles and Cartndgés
WENTY-TWO calibre rifles are more univer-
sally used than any other. It is with this calibre that

every boy learns to shoot—the adult sportsmen uses it for
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- Special descriptive booklet, showing various: repeatlnglnd single shot models
together with much interesting information on shooting,
wilLbesentyou postfree uponrequest
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as she came forward in her quiet, un-
obtrusive way and held out her hand.
“Rebecea,” said Sir Charles, taking
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CHAPTER XLXII.
THE WHEELS OF FATE.

Foul deeds wili rise,
Thougl all the earth o’erwheim. them
to men’s eyos.+-SHAKESPEARE.

Wheei within wheel the great ma-
ciiinery of fate pants and throbs day
and night without' ceasing, ‘tm the
thunder-bolts of Nemesis lay ready for
the hurling.

Little did Reginald Dartmouth imag-
ine that, in' handing the rusty keys
of the old Dale lumber-rooms to his
qniet and singular secretary, he was
giving & turn to one ‘of the wheels of
fate; and still less that, in allowing
his guest and friend, Sir Charles, to
be borne off to the Warren, he “had
given another turn,

Leaving the taciturn secretafy with
the keys in his poueu!on M m‘
‘ly for a convenient time u
we will look in at the Warran BM‘E
wind theé skein ~'of  events ~ wedving
there. ie
*:On‘s gbls; large and conifortable, in
ilp sftting-room, not large but'very
cozy; lay Sir Charles.

He ‘was pale and somewhat thin;
more haggard-looking than ever, and
with dark marks, partly due to dis-
sipation, partly to his late iliness, be-
neath his mn frank and genial eyes.

“One arm rested-in a sling; for,
thongh the days had passed rapidly
and it was already three weeks since
the race, the limh was' still helpless
and useless.

.Beside the couch stood a little tablo.
upont’ which were two Dbottles of
nauseous medicines to irritate the
seénses, but a large bouquet of flowers

#nd a small, beautifully-cut decantsr

of light wine—not brandy, for, though
Sir Charles had repeatedly asked for
that spirit, Mr. Todly had resolutelv |
forbidden it.

There was a slight puzzled look on
the invalid’s face as he sat watchingz
the surlight that stole through the
half-closed dlinds,

.Sir Charles, the dissolute. dissipated
qln of the world, who had run thrsugh

_ ghree fortunes, ruined his digestion,

€8d alniost spotled as handsome & ‘ace
8 ever fell to the lot of nien, was

ﬁtnrd. for. 1 have: n-n trylnx {o keep

{there was a current of earnestness

" 0ot see any one; nay, that she parti-

»Athttcwmlmwotmmu

thinking, weighing, rather, his past
life and contrasting its fiery, tumulta-
ous ways with (he quiet, peacstul,
quietly and silently over the misus:1
time and misspent talents,

At least, if he were not thinking so
he should have been, for his fine eyes
leoked remorseful, and it was with &
deep siglr he caught at the bell-rope
and rang. Mrs. Lucas—rather «i-eér
than when she ruléd over thie Dale;
rather. sadder-looking in asr deep
mourning, but active and hala as ever
—entered with noiseless haste,

“Pid you ring, sir?”

“Yea, Mrs. Lucas,” said 3ir Charles,
twistiig round with his frank smile;
“I have_ ventured to ring. T say. ven-

l&tp&"ﬁe#aﬁt hdnr. y qul ‘he
shm&‘hﬂ ‘hed & amv.vly

“T hope “yau--are ‘Dot in” iin, uir",
-said’ Mrs. Lacas, u.xionslr “l(r 'l‘od-'
ly said as we wcre to:aénd: for him
the moment: the-arm got worse.”

“It ipnt the a.rm this time,.for a
wonder, Mrs. Luca.s '* replied Slr(
Charles. “It’s-somewhere else, T have a|
pain in the heart—in the head—a long-
h‘:lg; that's ‘a great deal worse than
pain, fo see your mistress.”

“Miss Rebeécca?™

“Yes,” he nodded. “I have been here
for thiree weeks and, although yoft
have been like a second mother to me,
niy dear old lady, I am naturally anxi-
ous to see and thank the lady beneath
whose roof I have experienced -ue!(
tinusual and extraordinary kindness.
There, that’s & long speech. By Jove,
 it’s’ ridievlously long! But who is to
remember that she is my cousin when
she behaves s0 eoolly to me? Mrs.
Lucas, ny dear old soul, you must go
to ker and tell that she must
corae hetre ar that I really must-—must,
mind your~go to her and thank -her.
1 can not lay here aay longer without
‘unburdening my heart of some part of
the load of gratitude lying on it. Go,
Mrs. Lucas, I beseéech you, and ask
"Miss Rebecca, my cousin, to come to
me;-if enly for a:moment!”

Under the ‘light banter of his tone

that' made Mre. Lucas hesitate.
“You know, §ir, I have told you so
wany times thst Miss Rebecca does

cularly Wishéd Mme t5 téll you that she

would not see you until you weré able

to gome down.” :
"“Bat why?" asked Sir Charles, imh-
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her hand and holding it, with an ac-
companying look of gratitude and af-
fection—“Rebecca, how glad I am to

see you! Why have you kept away from

me?

At this question Rebecca lowered
her eyes with a sudden darkening of
the brows, but raised them again as
she replied:

“Never ‘mind that, Charlie, for a~
while; but tell me liow you are this
morning.”

“Better,” he said. “I should have
beenn quite well, no doubt, if you had
not kept me on the fidget longiig to
s;e you. How well and fresh you are
looking—a nice contrast to thé hag-
gard old wreck I can see in the glus
opposite!” and he nodded, with a

smile that was rather sad, at the re- L

flection of his own worn and haggard
face.

Rebeeea shook her head.

“Ah, Charlie,”” she said,
“you promised me!”

“Ay, and myself, too, Rebecca. But,
there; you know me—good to-day and
bad to-morrow.
dear girl, I don’t think,I am a respect-
able being; I don't, really. You sée,
1 can’t say 'No. ‘Ah, dear nie;-1 can’t
say ‘No! Lifes all a tgmptatlon, Re-

gravely,;

of Setg bt m,:iqr Han
1 i. m oft b Mn !ﬂboeuh
at t}l ym!m W‘? that's accounted

for by t of her carriags on
um,ocuru, \'Jr by the fact of the War-
Tén being nearer than the Hall, But
then comes the most singular part ¢f
it. Here I lay for three weeks, with
fever off and on, but during the besf
part of the time well able to see any
one. couda ‘Rebecca does not show
lier head-—only the doctor and Mrs.
Lmu-—who by the way, is as good
and kind-hearted s soul -as there is
out of heaven. Cousin Rebecca never,
¢omes fear me tfiI''1 threaten to get
up end find her for myself. Aal now
she is here she won’'t tell me the rea-
eon of her well-kept determination to
absent herself. T am beginning to think
that there 1s a deeper reason than any
of which _lvdr-m.d.';

“Thers is good reason,” replied Re-
Becca, with a flash of her upraised
aye. “See, Charl{'e;‘ 1 am a different
woman from what I was when you saw
me last. I was free and light-hearted
ther, but now—well, I have a purpose
for which to live, a purpose that creeps
into every action of my soul and ren-
ders me unfit for the soctety of al,
most of all an invalld requiring quiet

and freedom from eveitn—<
Sir Charles Anderson raisea nimseir

upon his elbow and gazed long and
fixedly at his cousin’s face. He had
never seen it so moved before.

“Rebecca,” he said, in his frank way,
“let there be no secrets between us.
We are cousins, and you have done
meé many a good turn—for which I
thank you from the bottom of my
worthless heart, more especially for
the last and best turn of all. What is
in the wind? You. had some reason for
Lringing me here to the Warren. Come,
Rebecca; what was it?”

Rebecca got up, walked to the door
and closed it caréfully, then, sinking
iato a chair and fixing her dark eyes
upon the frank ones of - Sir Charles,
said:

“Because ‘I could net trust you tn|
the tender mercles of the master of the
Hall.”

Sir Charles stared in amazement.

“Not trust me!” he exclaimed, wiih

'‘Pon my word, my
| the deep meaning in her eyes, lgwer-

then ill’ted ' 3123

i
|

i 'bacea. But there: what’s the use of |
my telling you? How should you un- |

derstand, you, who have néver seen it? '

But to go back. You musy tell me why
you have kept away from me. Have 1
offended you?”

Rebececa’s pale face flushed and she
averted her eyes.

low telling me \to keep quiet or he

would not answer for the cemsequ- !

ence—though, as {o that, nébody want-

ed him to, that I\ know of. It was no |

use of his telling\me to be composed
and go to sleep. I\ could not be com-
posed und I couldfi't go to sleep. I
said, or, rather, I thought: Here am I
staying with Regii.ald Dartmouth: I
ride a' race in his 'paddock, snd that
animal of mine pitches me head fore-
most at the finish. Well, 80 ~far  so

good. But here comes the twist. Instead

THIS MOTHER
AND DAUGHTER

Both Made Well by Lydia E.
Pinkham’

teele, Ala.—*During the Change of
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| without addition or exsggeration the
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8stonishment; then, as i} struck by

ed his own for ax $nstant,\
them. again and said, quietiy.
bécca, you never were a romantic girl
—you are anything but that now. Tell
me¢ what you mean.”

“l will,” said Rebecca. “I feel that
¥ must, Charlie. I told you that I had

“Re-

! a purpose. I have, irdeed, a deep and

resolute ore. Can you guess it?”
He shook his head.
“It is to_revenge the death of my

{ friend and second father, old Squire |

'Darrell, and to restore to the rightful
i Beir the Dale estate, which Reginald

Dartmouth by villainy and something
worse holds and usurps.”

Sir Charles turned pale and sank
back against the curtains, covering
his eyes with his hands.

Rebecca, ‘with her small
tightly in her . lap, continued,
quieter tone:

“Can you not guess why I would
not #ee you-before, Charlie? Could I
have seen you and kept this purpose
of mine from you? No; I should have
surely. let it out before you were
strt;ng enough to bear it—thrown you
back into another fever and thwarted
my own plans.”

Sjr Charles drew a long breath and
raised himself upon his elbow.

“Rebecca,” he said, in a low volé‘e,
“I’need not say you have astonished
me. I can scarcely persuade myself
that I am not dreaming or delirious.
Reginald Dartmouth a mur—Oh, I
can’t say the word! Surely there must
be some mistake—surely, my dear
girl—"

clasped
in a

“Listen,” interrupted- Rebecca, with |

sudden excitement—“Listen and I will
tell you the story of the evehis that
have 50 chsuged me—changed me
from s timid, weak woman into a de-
termined, resolute one. I will tell you

history of Reginald Dartmouth's con-
l’eﬂﬂl with the Dale, hiding and con-
cealing nothing, and you shall judge
““ )QW if there is any grounds
for my suspicions.”

Then, while Sir Charles.leaned for- |
ward with fixed and earnestly atten-

M llln narrated, clenrly and
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rauern 3275 18 nere Iuoo...
is cut in 7 Sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 4«
and 46 inches bust measure. A 38 inch |
size requires §% yards of 44 inch ma-
terial. The width of the skirt at lower
edge is about 1% yard.

Embroidered voile is here portray-

ed. The style is also good for linen,4.8
foulard, printed voile, sateen, taffeta]

and serge.

A pattern of this illuatration nm
to any address omn receipt of «ﬁn
in silver or stamps
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Pattern 3128—Cut in 4 Sizes: 3,4, 5, | €3
and 6 years—is here portrayed. For a: £

8 year size, 3 yards of 27 inch material
#ill be required. Serge, khal,
ham, linen, velvet, and corduroy are:
nice for this style. The blouse- c_ould-'
be different material than that of the
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doesnt #t% " Bub.aré you em.
ploymg the best ‘means of im.
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A -woman'’s anpearance de.
péndk ‘frctly pent her corset,
and her quickest road to beauty
of figure is a welf-tfesxghed well.
fitting corset. & .

Warner's
.Ru:!-Proof Corsets

are| the, ;:hoxge ot the Womap
who. really,cares . about her ap.
peannoe Prices: from

5&00&0 $6.50 pair,
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ngh Class Goods!

Genmne French Briar Pipes  in specially
-selected dark woods and nicely cased.

~8ilver Cigarette Cases.

Tobacco Pouches—Plain and silver mount-
ed.

Cigarette Tubes.

Cigarette Holders in Pearl, Ivor'y and Bone.
All sizes and many of "them gold
mounted. . ‘A very choice line.

Silyer Cigarette Boxes.
iCigar. Cases.
Match Boxes.

1. J. DULEY & Co., Lid,

s Il‘he Reliable Jewellers and Opticians.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15 cents
in silver or stamps.
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vancé in price of paper, Wages, ete.,
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Lemon Crystals,
Lime Juice, efc.
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; JUSTANG (iin
SOUTHWELL’S EEMON- CRYSTALS.
WEST INDIA LIME:3VICE..
ASSORTED SYRURS, i -, .,
SLICED PINEAPPLE" e
PINEAPPLE (Cubes).
BOYER’S TOMATOES. "
CALIFORNIA ORANGES.

' TEXAS ONIONS:
P.E. L PQTATOES. iRy
CANADIAN BUTTER, 1 & 3 Ib. slabs.
CANADIAN CHEESE :

“

Wlloluale. ¥ T.owest Prices.




