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CHAPTER XXVII.
“Yes, I have found you,” said Mrs. 

Burton chokingly, as if she were 
fighting down her emotion. She 
turned suddenly and glanced at the 
bed. “This is the girl Mr. Fielding 
has told me about? She is ill—very 
ill. You must come away, Diana, 
come with me. I—I have every right 
to you.”

Garling turned. He had been bend
ing over Lucy with anxious, care
worn eyes.

“You’ve every right? Not now, 
Mary. She—God help her—she’s my 
daughter.”

Mrs. Burton looked at him fixedly 
and drew her lips together, as if to 
stay their tremor.

"No, she’s mine,” she said in a low, 
expressionless voice.

“Yours!" said Garling, staring at 
her. “Yours? Ah! yes, you mean 
that you’ve been a mother to her.”

“I am her mother,” said Mrs. Bur
ton in a hollow voice, the voice of a 
person whom despair has made cal 
lous and insentient. “When you left 
your child I meant to do my duty by 
her, but—but I was always respect
able; and my gorge rose at her—a 
convict’s child ! I sent her out to 
nurse. The people grew fond of her 
and adopted her—they gave her their 
name, treated her as their own—I 

. saw to that, I’ve no need for reproach 
—and—and—oh, she was well cared 
for. And when the money came— 
here is my sin and here is my pun
ishment,” she looked at Diana, who 
stood gazing at her in breathless 
amazement and terror—“I spent it on 
my own child.”

Mr. Fielding stepped forward. He 
did not look astonished, for if the 
stars had fallen he would not have 
expressed surprise; but he took Di
ana’s hand and held it firmly.

“We were poor, Diana and I, well- 
nigh starving, while your child I 
knew was well cared for. I spent 
the—money on Diana. As she grew 
up I learned that you were making 
great deal of money that you were 
rich and—and—I pretended that Di 
ana was your child.”

Garling leaned against the mantel 
piece, his hands clenched at his side. 

- his eyes fixed on Mrs. Burton’s glassy 
ones.

“And my child, my own child, 
where—where Is she?” he demanded 
hoarsely, fiercely.

Mrs. Burton shook her head. “I do 
not know,” she said. “You can kill 
me if you like, Benjamin. I have 
sinned; I have sinned, and I am ready 
to bear my punishment. I do not 
know. I lost sight of her. The peo
ple who adopted her came to London.” 

Diana was conscious of, rather than
saw, a movement on the part of the
girl lying on the bed.

“Hush!” she whispered breathless
ly, warnlngly.

Lucy’s head tossed from side to 
side with the restlessness of fever, 
her parched lips opened ; and almost 
before Diana finished giving her 
some iced milk, she was talking.

“We’ll go!” she said with a glad 
note in her feeble voice. “We’ll go 
away together. And we’ll be married.

me now. I shall be your wife at last, 
Desmond, I shall be Mrs. Desmond 

March—"
Garling, who had been standing by 

the bed looking pityingly down at the 
fevered face, started and bent lower.

“Desmond March!" he said in a 
hoarse whisper. “Why—Heaven and 
earth-----”

“Hush! hush!” warned Diana. “She 
is coming to. Stand—stand back.”

“We’d better go outside," said Mr. 
Fielding in a hushed voice; but Mrs. 
Burton lingered, staring at the girl 
as if fascinated, and Garling remain
ed standing by the head of the bed as 
if incapable of moving.

Diana raised Lucy to her bosom 
and smoothed the hair from the thin 
face. Presently the blue eyes open
ed, a painful, puzzled expression 
came into them as she gazed up at 
Diana’s tender, pitiful face.

“Where am I? Ah! yes, I remem
ber. You are the girl who brought 
me here. Have I been very ill? I’m 
—I’m sorry!” she sighed. "Will you 
tell me your name?”

Diana drove back her tears and 
forced a smile.

“My name is Diana. Diana—
she paused and looked at Mrs. Bur
ton.

“It is—a—pretty name,” said the 
sick girl faintly.

“And yours? Will you—do you 
care to—tell me yours?” asked Diana 
and she bent her lips nearer to kiss 
her.

Lucy put up her hand, a hand too 
feeble to push Diana’s face away.

“Don’t,” she faltered so faintly that 
the others could scarcely hear it, 
“I’m—I’m not fit. You don’t know 
I’m—I’m not married as—as I ought 
to be.”

“Oh, my dear, my dear!” breathed 
Diana, the tears rushing to her eyes

“Yes; I’ll tell you my name. It is 
Lucy, Lucy Edgworth. Oh, who— 
what was that?” she broke off, for 
Mrs. Burton had uttered an exclama 
tion, a cry of surprise, terror.

“‘Lucy—Lucy! Edgworth!’ It’ 
the name of the people who took the 
child. It’s—it’s—oh, my God!”

Garling thrust her aside, and lean 
ed over Lucy, who had sunk back, as 
if exhausted.

“Keep—keep back!” h6 said 
hoarsely. “She’s—she’s my child!
—I knew it. My child! My little gel 
My own little gel!”

He bent lower over her, his hands 
waving, as if itching to touch her, to 
grasp her, catch her to his heart 
then suddenly he drew back with 
cry of grief, of despair. For he had 
seen death too often to fail to recog 
nize it.

Lucy’s eyes had closed and a faint 
tremor ran through her frail form 
Diana raised her in her arms and 
held her while Garling’s labored 
breath alone broke the silence. Pre 
sently the weary eyes opened again 
and looked at Diana with a pathetic 
gratitude; hut gradually the intelli 
gence faded from them, she sighed 
not sorrowfully now, but with a se 
rene joy and peacefulness which was 
even more pathetic ; a smile, like a 
fleck of winter sunshine, lit up he? 
face; and, opening her lips, she mur
mured something.

Garling fell on his knees beside the 
bed that he might catch the words; 
and heart! her whisper sweetly:

“I am ready, Desmond, dear; quite 
ready. We will go away together;
your wife, your own loving wife. Oh,
Desmond, how happy we shall be!”

The voice ceased, and her eyes 
closed on the vision of happiness 
which had brightened the last mo
ments of her sad and sorrowful life. 
She was dead.

Bourne rose, tugging at hie collar 
as if he were choking, his eyes star
ing before him with the savage long-

*Made in 
Canada1

M
Windsor 
Table Salt 
should be 
in every 
(hnadianhome

of hell itself were passing over him.
‘Desmond! Desmond March! 

came hoarsely from his parched 
throat. “My child—Desmond March !

With his hands stretched out, as if 
he were blind, he thrust aside those 
who were in his way and staggered 
from the room.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
“I am going home,” Vane had said 

to the policeman on the Embankment. 
He caught the night mail, and, there 
being no carriage to meet him, for 
he had not telegraphed, he walked 
from the station in the gray light of 
the early morning.

The butler who met him in the hall 
started and allowed an exclamation 
to escape him, an exclamation of sur
prise and dismay; for even so stron 
a man as Dalesford cannot pass 
through the fiery furnace of dissipa
tion in which Vane had lived for the 
last few months scatheless; and be 
looked wan and haggard, the shadow 
of his former self.

“Don’t disturb my father,” he said 
“I will go and have a bath.”

He went up the stairs quietly; but 
the earl was awake, and he knew his 
son’s footsteps as he passed along the 
corridor; and he called to him.

Vane stopped, hesitated for a mo 
ment, then opened the door and went 
into the room. The earl was sitting 
up, his eyes fixed hungrily on the 
door, but he said not a word as his 
hand closed on Vane’s.

“You’ve—you’ve come back at last, 
he said, after they had looked Into 
each other’s eyes for a moment or 
two . “Caught the night train? You 
—you look tired. Yes, yes! I’m— 
I’m glad you are back, Vane; very 
very.”

He fought for composure, fought 
with the shock Vane’s appearance 
gave him, and forced a smile.

“I’m afraid I awoke you, sir,” said 
Vane, In the voice which had been 
habitual with him of late; the voice 
from which all the old joy and glad 
ness in life had gone, leaving it weary 
and toneless.

“No, no; I was awake. I don’i 
sleep very well now—not in the 
morning. Oh, yes; I’m quite well— 
quite; a trifling cold now and then— 
gout, I dare say. You’re looking’ 
he hesitated a moment over the flim
sy falsehood—“well.”

“A little off-color,” said Vane, with 
a shrug of his shoulders. “I shall 
pick up here soon enough."

“Yes, yes; Mabel is here—she’,11 be 
glad. Your Aunt Selina, too. I—I 
think I’ll get up.”

"No, no,” said Vane, laying a re 
straining hand on the arm of the old 
man, for in his excitement he made
as If to get out of bed. “Wait until
after breakfast I’m going to have a 
bath. I’ll look in as I go down.”

Both of the men hated “scenes, 
and though they both knew that 
Vane’s return was something like 
that of the Prodigal, they mutually 
shrank from any signs of emotion 
even while their hearts were drawn 
to each other as, perhaps, they had

must rest Get some breakfast—
He stopped and dropped back with 
his face turned from Vane.

Vane had his bath and, when he 
went down, found Mabel waiting for 
him at the bottom of the stitire.

lip and flung her arms round his

mind; I don’t do it often, do I? We’re 
not a demonstrative family. But I’m 

so glad; and Bertie will be glad; he’s 
coming here to lunch after shooting. 
Come in to breakfast. Aunt Selina’s 
hurrying up; but we won’t wait We 
will have it alone as we used to do 
in the old times.”

There was rejoicing in the ser
vants’ hall as well as “above stairs" 
at the return of the son and heir; 
there was a flush on the butler’s face 
as he hovered about Vane, and the 
footmen cast respectfully welcoming 
glances at him as they served him 
with discreet assiduity.

Mabel chatted away to him on home 
and local topics as if Vane had only 
been absent a few weeks, but her 
eyes when they sought his face cov
ertly grew troubled and anxious ; for 
she saw that though he had returned 
he had brought no good' news with 
him, and that he only made a pre
tense of eating—he who had been us
ed to make of breakfast a solid and 
substantial foundation for the day.

Piesently, after the Servants had 
left the room, he caught one of those 
covert glances, and, looking at her 
steadily, said:

No, Mabel, there Is no news.”
Oh, Vane!” she cried in a low 

voice. “I had hoped that you had 
found her!”

He shook his head and went to the 
fireplace, holding his hands over the 
logs, so that his face was turned 
from her. She went to him and put 
her arm over his shoulder with ten
der sympathy.

“And you can discover nothing?” 
she whispered.

"Nothing,” he said.
(To be Continued.)
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Any Headache Cured,
Tired Systems Re-Toned.

When You’re Doll, Tired, Restless 
Day and Night Something Is 

Wrong in the Stomach.

Prominent Publishing Man 
the Quickest Cure is Dr. 

Hamilton’s Pills.

Says

Headaches never come to those 
who use Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, and 
this fact is vouched for by the Assist
ant Manager of the Poultry Success 
Magazine, of Springfield, O., Mr. J, 
H. Callander, who writes : “No better 
medicine than Dr. Hamilton’s Pills. 
We use them regularly and know of 
marvelous cures that resisted every
thing else. They cleanse the whole 
system, act as a tonic on the blood 
enliven digestion, help the stomach, 
and make you feel strong and well. 
For headaches, indigestion and stom
ach disorders I am confident that the 
oriS prescription is Dr. Hamilton’s 
Pille.”

Being composed of natural vege
table remedies, Dr. Hamilton’s Pills 
possess great power, yet they are 
harmless. They aid all organs con
nected with the stomach, liver, and 
bowels. In consequence, food is pro
perly digested, the blood is pure and 
nourishing, the body is kept strong 
and resists disease, all druggists and 
storekeepers sell Dr. Hamflton’e 
Pills, 25c. per box, 5 for $1,00 or by 
mail from the Catarrhozone Co., Buf
falo, N.Y., and Kingston, Canada.
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THE VERY IATCST WAR 
LITERATURE!

WE HAVE THE MOST COMPLETE 
STOCK OF WAR LITERATURE.

Imperial Germany, by Prince Von Bu- 
low, 65 cts.

How Germany Makes War, by Gener
al F. Von. Bernhardi, 75 cts.

Cavalry, by General F. Von Bern
hardi, 75 cts.

The Nations in Arms, by Baron Von 
der Goltz, 75 cts.

The Frontier of the Heart, by Victor 
Marguritfe, 60 cts.

Men Around the Kaiser, by Frederic 
W. Wile, 60 cts.

The Russian Army From Within, by 
Wm. B. Steveni, 75 cts.

The British Army From Within, by 
E. Chas. Vivian, 75 cts.

The German Army From Within, by 
A British Officer who has served 
in it, 75 "cts.

The Great War Book, a narrative 
which led up to the present war, 
35 cts.

A Scap of Paper, by Dr. E. J. Dillon, 
30 cts.

Hacking Through Belgium, by Ed
mund Dane, 30 cts.

The Campaign Around Liege, by J. M. 
Kennedy, 30 cts.

How the War Began, by W. L. Court
ney, 30 cts.

How the Nations Waged War, by J. 
M. Kennedy, 30 cts-.

Great Battles of the World, by 
Stephen Crane, 30 cts.

The Fleets at War, by Archibald 
Hurd, 30 cts.

The Campaign of Sedan, by George 
Hooper, 30 cts.

The Red Cross in War, by M. F. Bil- 
lington, 30 cts.

Forty Years After, a story of the 
Franco-German War, 30 cts.

T. P’s Journal of the Great War 
Weekly, 10 cts.

Illustrated War News Weekly, 20 cts.
The War Budget Weekly, 10 cts.
War Illustrated Weekly, 8 cts.
The Daily Graphic War Cartons Week

ly, 4 cts.
The Last of the Huns, by Geo. Saund

ers, 30 cts.
Naval Recognition Book, How to Iden

tify British Ships, 30 cts.

Garland's Bookstores, 
177 & 353 Water SI
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The Children’s
Christmas

must be bright and unclouded, even though 
the older folks spend theirs under the 
shadow of the war cloud. Merry little folks 
must have their Christmas Gifts from “San
ta Claus”, or they’ll be greatly disappointed, 
even though Mother and Daddy are sad 
thinking about big Brother far away.

When you want to get Toys for YOUR 
small people, just visit our Showrooms and 
see the display of Real Toys-that-are-differ- 
ent. We have Brass and Enamel Bedsteads 
for big Dollies, Tables and Chairs—knee- 
hole, Writing Desks with drawers, complete
ly fitted Kitchen Cabinets, etc.—big enough 
for the little folks themselves to use; be
sides a great variety of Rocking-Horses, 
Teddy Bears, Go-Carts, Slides, Expresses 
and many other Toys dear to the hearts of 
children. If you’re choosing Christmas 
Gifts for your little Girl or Boy (or some
body else’s little Girl or Boy), come and see 
our stock of Toys-that-are-different.
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Quality COUNTS!

We have just opened a splendid assortment of WINTER 
SUITINGS and OVERCOATIN GS, the quality and utility of 
which are second to none in the city. Let us make your Suit or 
Overcoat and convince you that we are a j

THE STORE THAT PLEASES.

CHAPLIN, The King of Tailors

Kerosene ENGIENS.
We have made a sweeping reduction 

on prices of
New Ferro Kerosene Engines.

Reg. Price Now 
II H.P. Engine with Reverse. .$312.80 $240.00 
71/2 H.P. Engine without Reverse 213.00 160.00 

Reductions on all other sizes..
EVINRUDE DETACHABLE DORY MOTORS 

only $55.00 complete.
Also all Motors and repair parts at reduced

prices.
A. H. MURRAY, Bowring’s Cove.
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THE OFFICIAL G-1
A War Office circular 

16th has the following:
His Majesty the Kir 

graciously pleased to ad 
grant of the Victoria < I 
undermentioned officers! 
missioned officers and a 
conspicuous bravery wi 
with the Expeditionary

Capt. Francis Octaviu | 
Lancers—For gallantly 
against unbroken inf: i 
dregnies, Belgium, on 
ust, 1914, and for galir ^ 
assisting to save the 
119th Battery, Royal I- ! 
near Doubon the same

Capt. Douglas Reynoll 
tery, Royal Field Ar,| 
Gateau, on 26th August, 
two teams and limberei | 
under heavy artillery 
fire, and though the en- 
in 100 yards he got or< 
safely. At Pissoloup, ( ,| 
her, he reconnoitred at 
discovered a battery wi.l 
ing up the advance, and I 
He was severely wcun | 
tember, 1914.

Capt. Theodore Wrigil 
gineers—Gallantry at Mi 
August in attempting ti
the lead to demolish a 
heavy fire; although v. 
head, he made a second 
Vailly, on 14th Septemlj 
ed the passage of the 
Brigade over the pontoo; 
was mortally wounded v 
wounded men into shed]

Lieut. Maurice Janie 
Battalion. The Roy: | 
Though two or three 
wounded, he continued : 
fire of his machine gin j 
23rd August until all i’J 
shot. He died of his w I

Capt. Harry Sherwol 
Royal Army Medical Coi I 
ing wounded in the tr<| 
rifle and shrapnel fire a 
on 19th September, and 
tember continuing to a; j 
wounded after his ihigh | 
been shattered. He has 
his wounds.

Battery Sergt.-Major 
as Dorrell (now 2nd i. | 
Battery. Royal Horse 
continuing to serve a 
the ammunition was rvl 
all officers were killed oj 
spite of a . concentrati | 
guns and machine guns 
600 yards, at Xery. on 1 j

Sergt. David Nelson | 
Lieutenant). “L” Bat
Horse Artillery—Kelpiii 
the guns into action 
fire at Nery on 1st Se:! 
while severely wound j 
with them until all tl: I 
was expended although 
ordered to retire to covl

Corporal Charles En I 
15th Hussars—At Harm if 
August volunteered to ct 
fire which enabled his 
escape. At Dammartin 
man out of action. On |
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