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ByNopsis oF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

C; 'ERS I, & I1.—Pretty Hetty Armitage, niece
Py . Al -.?Inhepon atthe ;'ll.lm

i mired by two young under.

Eve! and

'uates named Ho rett,
ficst named elicits » promise from ber to become
wife. i

. Notwithstan promise, er,
Hetty, who is » born flirt, is in love with Mr. Robert
* Awdrey, the son of the £quire, upon whom, how-
ever, is thought to rest the curse of his race, s
sl

ed. Awdrey is p:

asks Hetty to give him a kies as his s flinced wife.
B8he refuses, and as they are lﬂllﬂ“‘l Awdrey in-
tervenes and takes the girl home, she denyinz that
she has given any promise to marry. Frere is en-
raged, and visiting the inn again asks Hetty for her
decision between Awdrey and himself. She’ :roodﬂy
.declares for Awdrey, much to Frerc's chagrin.

CHAPTER III.

Frere stood perfectly still fora moment
-after Hetty had spoken, then without a
word he turned and lett her. Everett was
still stending in the porch. Everett had
owned to himself that he kad a decided

enchant for the little rustic be:uty, but
f‘rera‘a fierce paswion cooled his. He did
not feel particlarly inclined, h , to
sympathize wi'h his friend. ;

‘How rough you are, Frere,’ he said ang-
rily ; ‘you've almost knocked the pipe out
-of my mouth a second time this evenirg.’

Frere went ‘out into the night without
uttering a syllable.

‘Where are you oft to ? callld Everett
after him.
‘What is that to youP’ was shouted
ck.

ba

Everett said something furtter. A
stroog and very empatkic oath left Frere's
lips in reply. The innkeeper, Aimitage,
was passing the young man ut the moment.
He stared at him, wondering at th: wkie-
ness of his face, and the extraordinary en-
ergy of his language. Armitage we.t in-
doors to suppr, and thought no more of
the circumstance. He was destined how-
ever to remember it later. Everett con-
tinued to emoke his pipe wi h philosophic-
al calm. He hoped against hope that pret-
ty little Het'y might come and s'and in the
pocch with him. Finding ske did not ap-
appear, he resolved to go out and look
for his friend.  He wae leaviog the
Inn  when Armitsge called after him—

‘I beg your pardon, Mr. Everett, but
will you te out late P’

»1 can’t say,’ replied Everctt, stopping
short; “why?

‘Because if 80, sir, ycu had better take
the latch-key. We're going to shut up the
whole place early tonight ; the wite is dead
beat, and Hetty is not quite well.’

‘I'm aorriy for that.’ said Everatt, after a

ause : ‘well, give me the key. I daresiy
Il return quite soon; I am only going
out to meet Mr. Frere.’

Armitage gave the ycung man tke key,
and retumed‘!o ths house.

Meanwkile Frere had wandered some

distance from the pretty littfe village and | h

rthe charmiug rustic Inn. His mind was
-out of tune with all harmony and beauty.
He was in the sort of condition when mcn
will do mad deeds not knowing in the least
why they do them. Hetty’s words had, as
'he h'mself expressed it, ‘awakened the very
eyil in him.

*She has owned it,’ he kept saying to
Limselt. ‘Yes, I was right in my con-
jecture—he wants her himself. Much he
regards honour and bebaving straightto a
women. I'll show him a thing or two.
Jove, it I meet him tonight, he’ll rue it.’

The great solemn plain of Salisbury lay
mnot two mi'es off. Frere made for its
broad downs without knowing in the least
that he was doing so. By and by, he tound
bimselt on a vastopen” space, spreading
shser away to tha edge of the horizon.
The moon which bad been bright when
‘he had started on his waklk was now about
to eet—it was casting long shadows on the
grouni; his own shadow in gi-
gantic  dimensions walked by his
side as he neared the vicinity ¢f the
plain. He walked on and on, the
fu~ther be went the more fiercely did his
blood boil within him. (Al Lis life hither.o
be bad been cilm, collected, reasonable.
He had taken the events of lite with a car-
tain rude philosophy. He had intended to
do well for himself—to carve out a pros-
perous career for himself, but although

splendid air, but they had nei'her of them
ever visited it at night before. The whole
was strange, uncanny, uofamiliar.

Frere soon lost bis bearings. He tum-

of pain, and reised himselt with some
difficulty.
‘Hallo !’ said a voice, ‘you might have

::::;’“ your leg. What are you  doing bead. He felt as if devils wera pursning

face, but he knew tte tone.
me for P’ he said. ‘You've come to meet
will be the worse for you.’

Frere put a tremendous restraint upon
himself.

injure you, upon my soul, I don't, but

there's & devil in me to-night, ard you had | gyt was uncertain and shambling, so little
batter go home without any more words. | characteristic of him that itanyone had met

‘I shall certainly do nothing of the kind," | him in the dark he would not have been
answered Awdrey. ‘The plain is as open | recogniz:d. He opened oce of the side
toms as to you. If you dislike me take | doors ot the great mansion with a latch
ih. key. The Awdr.ys were early people—an
‘My path is right acrcss where you are orderly household who went to roost in
good time—the lamp s were out in the house
—only here and there was a dim iliumina-

It was so derk the men onl appeared as | tion guited to tke kours cf darkness. Aw-
shadows one to the other. Their voices, | drey did not meat a soul as he went up
ssionate, | gome stairs, and down one or two corridors
seemed scarcely to belong to themselves. | to his own cheerful bedroom. He paused
as he tarned the handle of his door.

your own path.’

standing,’ s1id Frere.
*Well, step aside and leave me alone !

each of them growing hot and
Frere came a step nearer to Awdrey.
‘You shall hivet,’ he cried. ‘By the
heaven above, I don’t want to spare you. {
Let e tell you what I think of you’
“Sir,” said Awdrey, ‘I don’t wish to hive

about your business I
a liar—you'r2 no gentleman. Shall I tell

for you:self I'
Awdrey that he did not even reply. He
rea'ly mad.

long paue. ‘I” excuse you, of cour.e; I ||
con’t even know what yo:x are tslki,ng
about !’

yourself—she told me so much toright !’
‘Ske told you !—it's you who li2.’
‘She told me—so much for your pretend-

strike you to the earth, you dog '

rising. The accusation made against him | §
80 preposterons that it did not even rouse | 4
is arger. hi
‘I'm sor:y for you,’ be said after a pause,
‘you labor under a complete misappre-
hension. 1 wish to prctect Hetty Aimitage
85 I would any other honest girl.. Keep
out of my path now, sir, I want to continue
my walk.’
‘By Heavcn, that you never shall.’

The next iastant he had closed with Awdrey | ®
aimed it full at the young Squire's Lead.

rel. you low, base teducer,’ he ‘shouted.

Wwas no mean antagonist—he was a steuter,
haavler, older man than Awdrey. He had
also the strength which madness confers.

Awdrey to the ground. he two young f
men rolled over togetter. Then with a
quick and sudden movement Awdrey

which was to be the undoing of his entire
lite. He bad been told in his boyhood by
an old prize-fighter who taught him boxing,
that the most flective way touse a llii

gh he
had subdued his pascions both at college
and at school, he had never blinded his
eyes to the fact that there lived with'n his
breast, ready to be awak:ned when the
time came, & devil. Once, as a child, be
bad given way to this mad fury. He had
flung a knite at his brother, wounding him
in the temrple, and almost killing him. The
sight of the blood and the faintiog fo:m of
his onlﬁbrother bad awakened his better
selt. He had lived through agony while
his brother’s hfe hung in the balance. The
lad eventually recovered, to die in & year
or two of something else, but Fr.ra never
{orgot that'time of mental torture. From
that hour untill the present, he had kept
his ‘devil,’ ashe used to call it, well in
-check.

It was rampant to-night, however—he
knew it, be took no pains to corceal ths
fact from bis own heart—h3 rather gloried
in the knowledge.

He walked on ani on, across the plain.

Presently in the dim distance ke heard
Everett u.{hng bim.

‘Frere, I say Fiere, stop a moment, I'll
come up to you."

A man who had been collecting under-

in defending himself from ‘an enemy was
to useit as a bsyonet.

‘Prod your tcein the mouth,” old Jim
hid said—‘be be dog or man prod him in

bled into a hole, uttered an exclamination | ynderwood. Into the very thick of the

Frere stood upright, & man slighter and | ;es and looked in front of him, he must
taller than himselt ased him about three | sae the ghost of the dead man. It was

feetaway. Frere could not recogmize the | early in the night, not yet twelve o'clock.

‘What the devil have you come to meet | the s*able clock struck twelve.
8 madmen. Turn backand go home, cr it | gpout this,” thougtt Awdray. ‘I never

‘I don't understand you,’ said Awdrey. him in self-defence. He'd have had my

‘Look here,’ ae said, ‘I don’t want to | trate; he'll know what's best to be done.”

{ore the

anything to do with you—leave me or go | gnd went in.

;L wilstter Tve told yous bit of my | jugt inside the door, s little rote. He
mind. You're a confounded sneak—you're picked it up and opened it.

you why you interfered between me and | fullows: ‘Dearest Bob—I have scen the
my girl tonight?—because you wan: her Cuthberts, and they can join us on the
4 5 plain tomorrow for a picnic. As you bave
his sudden accusition so astounded gone early to bed, I thcugit 1'd let you
e know in case you choose to get up at cack-
came to the conclusion ttat Frere was crow, and perbaps leave us for the day.

, : Don't forget that we start at two o‘cloc[v(,
‘You forget yoursel!,’ he said, after & | and that Margaret will be there.—Your

with interest. Tke excited beating cf bis
*Yes, you do, you black-hearted scound- | heart cooled down. He sank into s chair,

rel. You interfered between Hetty Armi- | {9k off hi ,and wiped the iration
tage and me bscause you want her for h?:m‘l,il ]l,.mc:,l,,m ne oep

he said to himself.

ed vittue. Get out of tke way, or I'll eyes. A mom:nt or two later he was in

d, d asleep. H ke at h
Frere's wild passion prevented Awdrey’s ::u.].::uzoi:nth: 'n:eoxr)ni 1 e

Mr. Awdrey,’ ssid Margsrat Douglas.

made—her eyes were black as night, her
Frere uttered a wild, maniacal scream, | 2T had a raven hue, her complexion was

te : . apart from a laughing, chattering group of
and raising a heavy cane which he carried, boys and girls, young men and young

. i . |ladies with a respectible sprinkliog of
T could kill you, you brute, you scound fathers and mothers, uncles and aunts.

ijs | Awdrey stcod & foot or two away from
ﬁ‘::; ¢ né:t::exgeA:g;:y i:l‘t:l::k:ll:a 0&:1; her—his face was pale, he looked subdued

3 sl and gentla.
lood of his race awoke within him. Frere - "What can I tcll you?” he asked.

fellow. The whole thing seems so horrible,

- and to think of it hippening on this vry
diser & muicatary stragels be flang lain, just wkere wa are having our picnic.
f I had known it, I would not have come.’

sprang to Lis feet. He had no weapon to | {rom here,’ said Awdiey. ‘Quite close to
defend himself with but a s'ight Atickp:bich the C%urt. in fact. ith
hecarried. Frerelet him go fcr 8 moment 8'0‘“" ;h" kmorl:mg ",i,t "";y df"h" and
to spring upon him like a tiger. A sudden | °P® odtbaf SEpN. | LU Lody Wa) re:
memory cams to Awdrey’s ail—a memory | @OVeC belore we came.

Everett.’

bave dome it. _'.[‘Lere)il certainly very
| eae s gy V8

felt again in his ! s box
of matches which he pulled out eagerly.
He strack s matoh, and by the weird, un-
certain light which it cast looked for an
instant at the dead fice of the man whose
life be had taken.

“I don't even know his name,’ ﬁm
Awdrey. ‘What in the world have I ki
him for? Yes, undoubtedly 1've killed him.
He is dead, poor fellow, as a door-nail
What did I do it for P’

He struck another mateb, and looked at
the end of h's stick. The stick hai a par-
1ow steel ferrule at the point. Blood be-
:pattered the end bf the stick.

‘I must bury this witness,’ said Awdrey,

to e

He blew out the me:, Tnd (lo
move ingly actoss the plain. His s
was nng:;pt::. He stooped as he vulko?l'.’
Pre_ently he came to s at copss of

underwood he thrust his stick.

Having done this, he resolved to go
home. Quesr roises were ringing in his
him. He was certain that if he raised his
At he entered the grounds of the Court,

‘I suppose I shall get into a beastly mess
meant to kill that poor fellow. I ran at

blood if I hadn't his. Shall I see my
father about it now P My father is & magis-

Awcrey walked up to the house. His

‘My father is in bed. There's no use in
roubling him about this horrid mat er bs-
iog,’ he said to himselt
Then he opzned the dcor cf his room,

To his surprise he saw on the tireshold,

It was from his sister Ann. Itran as

oving sister, Aan.’

Awdrey fcund himself reading the note

‘I wouldn’t miss Margaret for the world,’
A look of pleasure filled ‘his dark grey
He rose and
ressed calmly. He had forgctten all

bout the murder—the doom of his house
ad fallen upon him. ;

CHAPTER 1V.
‘I wish you would tell me about him,

She was a bandsome girl, tell aud slightly

pura olive.  She was standing a little

‘You said you met him last night, poor

‘The murder took place sevsral miles

‘ve been over the

‘Didn’t it ehock you very much P
‘Yes; Iam sorry for that unfortunate

‘Who is he ; I have not heard of him P
‘He1sthe man whom they think must

ave re bim,
e and Frere were beard quarrelling last

the mouth. Grasp your stick in bo'h
bands, and when he comes to you, prod
him in the mouth or neck.’

Awdrey’s brain. When Frere raiced his
heavy etick to strike him Le grasped his
own slender weapon and xuihesr forward.
He aimed fu'l at Frere's open mouth. The
stick went a few inches bigker and entered
the unfortunate man’s right eye. He fell
with a sudden groan to tge ground.

In a Awdrey's passion was
over. He bent over the rate man and
examinsd the wound which he had made.
Frere lay perfectly quiet ; there was an aw-
ful silence aboutbim. The dark shad

The words fl ished distinctly now through

night. and Armitage can prove that Everett
did not return home until about two in the
morning. When he went out he said he
was going to follow Frere, who had gone
away in a very excited state of mind.’
‘What about, I wonder P’
‘The usual thing,’ said Awdrey, givin
Margaret & quick look, under which nhge
lo'i‘rod her eyes and faintly blushed.

‘Tell ms,’ she s:id, almostin & whisper.
‘I am interested—it is sucha tragedy.’
*It is; it is awtul. Sit down here, won'’t
you? or sliall we walk on & little way; we

She went first, her ocmpenion followed
her. He looked at her times as she
walked on in front of bim. figuie was

'e and gmo lltyon&;
mto the very estence y::t;

and sprisgtime ; She ared scaroely to
touel?lth ground uq:g walked overit;
once she tuind, and the full light of ber
dark eyes mide Awdrey's heartleap. Pre-
sently she raached the shedow caused by a
corpee of young trees, and stood still until
the Squire came up to her.

‘Hure's a throne for you, Miss Douglas.
Do you see where this tree extends two
friendly arms? Take your throne.’

Shadid so immediately and lcoked up
at him wih a smile.

‘The throne suits you,' he said. i

She ooked down—her lips tly
trambled—then she ra’sed her eyes.

‘Why are you so pale? "he asked
anxiously.

‘I cac’t quite tell you,’ she replied, ‘ex-
cept that notwithstanding the beauty of
the day, and the summer feeling which
pervades the air, I can't get nd of a tort
«f fear. It may be superstitious of me,
but I think it is anlacky to bave a picnic on
the very plain where a murder was com-
mitted.’ |

*You forget over what a wide extent the
pluin extends,’ said Awdrey; ‘but if I bad
knowa'—he stopped and bit his lips.

‘Never mind,’ she answered, endeavour
ing to smile and look cheerful, ‘any sort of
tragedy always affects me to a remarkable
degie. Ic.n't help it—I'm afraid there
is something in me akin to troub'e, but of
course it would be folly for us to stay in-
docrs just because that poor young tellow
came to & violent end tome miles away.’

*Yes, it is quite some miles from here—
I am truly sorry for him.’

‘Sit down here, Mr. Awdrey, hre at my
feet if you like, and tell me about 1t.’

‘f will sit at your feet with all the
p'easure in the world, but why should we
talk any more on this gruesome subject P

That's just it,’ said Margarct, ‘if I am
to get 1id of it, I must know all sbout it.
You said you met him last night P’

‘I did,” sa’d Awdrey speaking with un-
willingne ss.

‘And yon guess why he came by his end?’

*Partly, but not wholly.’

‘Well, do tell me.’

*I will—I'll put it in as few words as pos-
sible. You kaow that little witch Heity,
the pre'ty niece ot the innkeeper Armitage?’

*‘Hetty Armitige—of course I know her.
I tried to get her iato my Sundsy class, but
she wouldn’ come.’

‘She’s a silly litt'e creature,’ said
Awdrey.

‘She is & very beautiful little creature,’
corrected Miss Dnnglu.

‘Yes, I am afraid her beauty was too
much for this unfortunate Frere's sanity :
I came across him last n'?ht. orrather thay
passed me by in the underwood, enacting
a love scens.  The fect ie, he was kissing
her. Ithought he was takiog a liberty
and ivterfered. He told me he intended
to marry her—but Hetty denicd it. I saw
ber back to the Inn—she was very silent
and depressed. Another mn, a handsome
tellow was standing in the porch. It just
occurred to me at_the time, that perbaps
be also was a suitor for her hwnd, and
might be the favoured one. She went in-
docrs. Onmy way home I met Frere
agin. He tried to pick a quar:el with me
which of course I nipped in the bud. He
referred to his firm ivtention of marrying
Hetty Armitsg, and when I told him that
she had denied the engag: ment, Le said he
would go back at on e and speak to her. I
then retarn:d to the Court.

The first thing I heard this moraing was
ths news of the murder. My father as
mosgistrate, was ct cou'se made a-quainted
with the fact at a very early hour. Poor
Everett has been arrested on suspicion,
and there's to be a Coroner'sinquest to-
morrow. That is tke entire story as I
koow anything about it. Your face is
whiter than ever, Miss Douglas. Now
keep your word—forget it, since you have
heard all the facts of the cas-.’

She looced down sgain. Prasently she
raised her eyes, brimful of tears, to his
face.

‘I cannot forget it.’ she said. ‘Tkat
poor young fellow—such & f:arfully sudden
end, and that other poor fellow; surely if
he did tske away a life it was in 8 moment
of terrible madness P’

‘That is trae,’ said Awdrey.

‘They cannot possibly convict him of
murder, can they P

‘My father thinks that the verdict will
be mansliuzhter, or at ths worst, murder
under strong provocation; but it is impos-
'si.le to tell.

Awdrey looked again asxiously at his
companion. Her pallor and ~distress
aroused emotion in his breast which he
found almost impossible to quict.

about this,’” he siid. *You are not not fit
to stand any of the roughness of life.’

‘What folly,’ she answered, with passion.
‘What am Tthit I should accept the
smooth and reject ths rough? I tell you
what I would like to do. I'd liketo go
is very moment to s:ethst poor Mr.
Everett, in order to tell him how deeply
so:ry I am for bim. To ask him to tell me

of iew. To clear him from this awiul
stain. And I'd like to lsy flowers over the
breast of that dead boy.  Oh. I can’s bear
it. Why is the world so full of troubls

shall soon get into shelter if we go down
this valley and get under those tze2s yonder.’

and pain P
She burst into sudden tears.

of the night brooded heavily over the place
Awdrey did not for several moments real-
ite that comething very like 8 murder hai
been committed.  He bent over the pros-
trate man—he took his limp hand in his,
felt for a pulse—there was nome. With
trembling rs he tcra open the coat and
pressed his band to tie heart—it was

weod, and was return'nz home with &

ful, suddenly appurecf iu Frere's pt:f
Hearing the voice of the man shouting be-
hin%ll: llﬂ)ped. : o o

‘There be some-un calling yer. he sai
in his rude dialect.

Frere stared atthe man blindlv. He
‘Jookcd bebind him, saw Everett's” figure
silhouetted against the sky, and then took
‘wildly to Lis heels ;hha ran as if something
sevil were pursuing him.

At this moment the moon went com-
pletely down, and the whole of the vast
phin{s in dim grey shadow. Frere had
not the ides where he was running.

gely still. He bent his ear to listen—
theve was no sound. Awdrey was scarcely
frightened yet. He did not even now in
the Jesst realite what had happened. He
felt in his pocket for a fluk of brandy
which he sometimes carried about with him,

he had forgottenit. Then tsking up his
stick he felt softly across the point. The
int of the stick was wet—wet with blood.
e felt carefully nlon‘h its edge. The
blood extended up a couple of 1 . He
knew then what had happened. The stick
bad undoubtedly entered Frere's brain
tbrwgﬂae eye, causing instant death.

When this knowledge came to Awdrey

He and Everett had Tm wkole dnyau;
¢he plain revelling in the solitude and the

Le d. His lsugh sounded queer,
but he did mot, notioce its strangeness. He

An oath escaped his lips when he found |-

“Come then,” said o

¢Ho! For the

: 5 .~
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‘When packing up it would be a
mistake to leave this out :
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Fluid Beef
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eaid.

she s1id, givi

any special
telfow. It's
¢*No,’ said Margaret tenderly, ““I know
—1I quite understand your sensation, You

don't feel it, simply because you feel it too
much—you are s

I will
Robert,’ she replied.
She stood up as she spoke. Ste was tall,
but he was a Little taller—he put his arms

d A
‘I'm sorry to my heart that you know :1“]:: hoe, Srem ot fow to

the story from first to last, from his point |*

mAats usy
well that t
inf

‘Don’t, don't ! On ! Margavet, you're an
:::idA You're too good for this earth,’

‘Nonsense,’ she answered ; ‘let me have
my ery out; I'll be all right in & minuts.’
briet tears were quickly over. She
dashed them aside and rose to her feet.
‘1 hear the children shouting to me,’ shs
‘I'm in no humor to meet them.
Where shall we go?
‘This way,’ ssid Awdrey, quickly ; ‘no
cna,knowl the way through this copse but
me.
He gave ber his hand, Imted aside the
treee, and they soon foun
dim litile world of soft green twilight.
There was & narrow path on which the
ccu'd not walk abreast.
the lead, Margaret lollowing him. A'ter
ing for half s mile the wood grew
thinncr, and they found themselves far
away from their companions, and on a part
of the plain which was quite nsw ground
to Margaret.
* How lovely an1 enchan'iog it is here,’
8 low laugh of pleasure.
“I am glad you like it,’ said Awdray.
“I discovered that path to these Leights
only a week ago. I never told a soul
sbout it. For all you can tell your feet
may now be treading on virgmn ground.’
As Awdrey spoke he panted slightly,
and put his hand to his brow.
**Is anything the matter with you?
asked Margaret.
i “’Nothing; I was rever better in my
ife.
*You don't look wel!; you're changed.’
“Don’t ssy that,’ he answered, a faint
ring of anxiety in his voice.

She gezed &t him earnestly.

Y
““You sre.' She repeated. ‘I don't
quito’ncognize the expression in your
eyes.

¢*Oh, I'm all right,’ he replied, ‘only’—

“Oaly wtat? Do tell me.’

I don’t wan't to revert to that terrible
tragedy again,’ he said, after a pauss.
““There is something however, i con-
nection with it which surprises myselt.’

*‘What is that P’

““I dcn't seem to feel the horror of it.
I feel everything else; your sorrow for
instance—the beauty o ths day— the glad-
ness and fullness of lite, but I don’t feel
pang about that poor dead

queer, is it not P

ﬁhtly stunned.’
‘Yes, you're 1igl

this moment.’
He dro|

r pa:sionately.

Half-an-hour efterwards they left tle
woods side by side.
‘Don’t tel{

superstitious.?

(To be continued )

ALL PRIZE GOODS

Colored. by the Diamond Dyes.

It is & fact worthy of note that all the
best rag carpets, ruge and
country fairs and exhibitions last (yon
weie dyed with the fast and brillisnt
Diamoud Dyes.
This season, we hear that even more
exiensive work is going on for the coming
fairs. The Iadies who are experts in
ars of carpet, 1ug and mat mak
now buying Diamond Dyes in
quantities to color their meterials for
manufacture of exbibition goods,

hibitors of homemade carpets, rrgs and

Dismond Dyes km‘ln': full

he im:tation dyes can never
resul y

themselves in a

Awdrey now tool

t—we'll not talk about
it any more. Let us stay here for a little
while.
‘Tell me over again ths p:eparations for
you coming of age.’

Mninet seated hercelf on the grass as
she spoke. Her white dress—her slim your
figure—a sort of spiritual light in ber dar)
eyer, gave her at that moment an unearth-
ly radiance in the e
loved her. All of a sudden, with an impalse
he could not withstand, Le resolved to put
his fortunes to ths test.
‘Forgive me,’ be said, emotion in his
voice—‘I can only ‘speak of one thirg at

lightly on o1e kree beside
her. Shs did not ask him what it was. She
looked dowa.
‘You know perifectly well what I am go-
ing to say,’ he continued ; ‘you know what
I want most whan I come of sge—I want
my wife—I want you. Margaret, you must
have guessed my secrat long ago P
She did not answer him for nearly a
minu‘e —then she softly and timidly
stretched out ons of her hands—he grasped
it in his.
‘You bave guessed—you do know—
you're not astoni-Lel nor shocked at my
words P’

*Your seciet
"e{red in l.ll whisper. i “
‘You will marcy me, ret—yon'
make me th!hlpp{l,elt of men?
your wife if yom wish it,

of the man who

was mine, t00,’ she an-

and kiss-

anybody today,’ said Mar-

garet.

‘Why not? I don't feel asif I could keep
it to myself even for an hour longer.’
*8till, humor me, Robert, remember I
am
‘What about P’
‘I am ashamed to confess it—I would
rather that our engagement was not known

until the day of the murder has gone by.’

mats shown at

$1.00. E
The Mill:onaire’s Car Fare.

Baron Rothchild was once caught in &
predicament that many people experience
daily, and that is getting into a corveyance
of some kind and then not having the mor.ey
to pay the fare. :

The driver of the omnibus into which
Rothschild entered d ded his fare, and
the Baron, feeling in his pockets, discover-
ed thst he had no change. The driver
was_very aogry. ‘What did you ges it
for if you had no money ?’

‘Iam Baion Rottschild,’ exclaimed the
great capitalist, ‘and there is my card.’ ,/

away, ‘Never heard of you belore,’ sard
be, ‘and don’t want to hear of you again.
What I want is your fare.’

The banker was in great huste.

‘Look Lere. I've an order for & million’
be eaid; ‘give me the change.) And he
profered a coupon for that amount.

The driver stared and the passengers
laughed. Fortur:t.!y & friend of the
Baron entered ‘23 omnibus at the moment

and, taking 1n the situation, immedia tely

Baron,

““It you want ten frances, sir, I Con't
mind lending them to you on my own ac-
count.’—Harper's Round Table.

DOCTORS GAVE HER UP.

REVARKABLE EXPERIENCE OF MRS,
SALOIS, OF ST, PIE.

LaSrippe, Foll by Infl of
the Lumge, Left her on the Verge of the
Grave—Her Whole Body Racked With
Pain—Her Husband Brought hey Home
to die, but she is Again in Good Health.
In the pretty little town of St. Pie,

t county, is one of the happiest homes
in vholecgtovinao of Quebec, and the
cause of much of this happiness is the izest-
imable boon of health conferred the
use of Nr. Williame’ Piok Pills. _Mrs. Evs

Salois is the person thus restored, and she

tells her noz as_follows :—Like a great

mavy other Canidiane, my husl and
myself left Canada for the States, in hops
that we wight better our condition, and
located in Lowell, Mass. About & year sgo
I gave birth to a bright little boy, but
while yet on my sick bed I was atiacked
with ls_grippe, wbich developed into in-
flammation of the lungs. I had the very
best of care, and the best of medical treat-
ment, and although the infl ion left
me I did not get better, but
continally grew wesker and weaker. I

2
il g2, =

could not sleep at night, and I became o
nervous that the lsast noise would make
me tremble and cry. I could not eat, and
was reduced almost to a skeletor. My
whole body seemed racked with p.in to
such an extent that it is impossible for me
to describe it. I got so low that the doctor
wh was attending ms lost hope, but sug-
gested calling in another ¢ostor for consul-
tation. I begged them to giveme some-
thing to deaden the terrible pain I ¢ ndured,
but all things done for me seemed unavail-
ing. Alter the consultation was ended my
doctor-said to me, you are a great sufferer,
butit will not be for long We have
tried everything; we can do no more. I
bad therefore to prepare myself for death,
and would have welcomed it as a ralief to
my suffcring, wereit not for the &m
of leaving my husbani and child.

my husband heard what the doctors said,
he réplied then we will atonce go back
to Canada, and wesk and suflering as I was
we returned to our old home. Friends
here ur,
be tried, and my husband procured them.
After taking them for some weeks I nllug‘.

g-ndironthtonlmm&zt' .
heaith. I am now entirely free pain.
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The driver s-ornfully tossed the card’

plid’ the fare, The driver, realizing hia,
mistake and feeling remorseful, eaid to the

time ago of & want :Lpdrbtiuﬂ- Al
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