_:>m good for-

6] too much sought after.

.| wandering, that she had not recover-
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CHAPTER XLIIL

»1t is not that, Sir Charles, which
trearly made an invalid of me™ 8he
{rled to-smile. “And I think it will
relieve you to know the truth. I went
for a walk in the woods, and met the
man who shot you. He fancied that
{ was the woman who—who—has
caused everybody so much misery; he
was mad—he wanted to kill me. It
was this that made me ilL”

“Poor Ada,” he whispered. “And
swhere is the fellow? You see, no one
Has talked to me for days. My
mother only complains, and I will not
listen. I have been left to brood over
the emptiness of my useless life. I
sxpected Gardner to see me, but he
does not seem to think that I ame—"

“Oh, S8ir Charles, do not blame your
triend,” interrupted Ada. “I promis-
&d to write to him—to send for him-—
and I have not donme so. I am the
eause of all your troubles

“what nonsense you talk,” he re-
pled. “I will. not listen -to it.- You
aré the only friend I have now.”

“] am your greatest ememy,’* she
gobbed. “I am your only enemy, and
xof I Jove you bétter than my very

"Me moved restlessly and said:

#] know that you ‘care for me, desd.
f will keep my promise if I live; but
I have lost all desire—I feel so ut-
terly weak and helpless. You did not
say what had become of Splers.’ I
almost wish that his bullet had killed
ma.”

“He was mad and is now under con-
trol. (He will trouble us no mere.”

Her tones were hard and strained,
and she stopped, unable to say more
for a few minutes.

“Mad-mad!™ mutfered Sir Charles,
#and so am I. Ada, I will keep my
promise, but it will be a poor return
for your goodness to-me. I have mo
love to give you, for my heart I8
dead.” :

"Bha dropped on her knees and wept
in her bitterness and weakness. She
felt mad with herself for giving way,
but it was impossible to control ' the
torrent that surged within her.

“0Oh, my love,” she. whispered, at
last. “No, no! do not shrink from.
me. I am bent upon doing an awful
duty—a duty that rends my very soul
lo; tatters! It is my great unselfish
love for you that speaks. For your
sake, darling, I would renounce even
life itself. .It may be that I “shall
never speak to you again. You will
spurn me as you would a viper; but
[ am content to suffer the lash of
your detestation, for I shall have

Mrs. Geo. Warman
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.| he gave his friendship. He was a good |
nd dutiful son, a kind and generous |

ed from the shock of the meeting with
the madman, Spiers. He reproached
himself for his selfishness, for his
cruelty in making his misery and de-
spondency 8o apparent to one who

-} was devoted to him, who Was even

now suffering through him.

“Ada, Ada!” he said. - “You are ill.
Go .to your room, I beg of yomn.”

He raised his hand to reach the bell-
cord that was suspended over his
head, but she interrupted him with &
quick movement.

+1 am not 11l in the ‘way you imag-
ine.: I have come to say to you an
eternal farewell!”

The tones were firm again, almost
cold, and he looked at her in a dazed,
half-disbelieving way.

I have come to teil you that whicn
will majge you happy. I will not dwell
upon what might have been if you
could have torn the old love from your
preast. I am here to tell you, Sir
Charles, that Lady Gladys Howard,
the girl you love, is free.”

“No, no!”

“It is true, and I have no further
claim upon you.”

“Poor Ada!”

“No, do not pity me. I have deceiv-
ed you from the first. Lady Gladys|
wrote to you, and I stole the letter in
my jealous hatred. ' She wrote asking
you to go to her—she was in trouble
—that she and Lord Cecil Stanhope

had mutually cancelled the engage-|

ment between them. I stole that let-‘
ter for love of you! I stole that let-
ter, and extracted a promise from you
to marry me. You can never gauge
the depth of the misery and shame of
this confession—this renunciation—
all for love of you. I give you back
to Lady Gladys. Here is the letter she
sent to you.”

LADY IRIS’
MISTAKE;

Hero uf__‘_Surata’

e CHAPTER IIL.

The news of the arrival of the earl
accompanied by his daughter was
soon known everywhere. Lady Clyf-
farde had been one of the first to hear
it, and she at once 'told her son Sir
Fulke.

Sir Fulke was handsome, . clever,
and intellectual, the idol of his
mother’s heart, and loved by his re-
latives and the temantry. He had a
fine stalwart figure, a rich bass voice,
a genial laugh, and was genmerous and
good natured to excess. He was pro-
ficlent in every manly accomplish-
ment, ‘'was a dashing rider, an excel-
lent shot, a good fencer, and, what
the ladies of Eastshire thought even
of higher consequence, an excellent
dancer.

Sir Fulke had mapy noble traits in
his character, but he had one fault.
He was vain—vain of his handsome
person; vain even of the whiteness of
his hands and ‘the gloss of his hair,
and especially vain of his success
umongt ladies. He liked to hear it
said that He rode the finest horses
and kept the best dogs in the county.
Being a handsome young man and sole
master of Clyffe Hall, with a clear
rent roll of fwenty thousand a year,.

He cotld tell a good story and sing|
& good song; ke had plenty of anima-
tion; and he was a true friend where

i |1andlord, and an excellent master; it.

was the general opinion “in the county

| | that he would make an equally good |

husband. But where should he; thoose

x A

in the county, and why at picnics anx-
ijous mothers besought him to take the
groatest care of thelt daughters;
therstore, much was to'be excused. He
was treated as a young prince Who
had never yet been in love.

One morning, when he came down
to breakfast, his mother looked up at

‘him with & bright happy smile.

“Fulke, what do you think has hap-
pened?” she cried.

“Whatever it may be, mother,it has
evidently pleased you,” be answered,
as he began to open his letters.

“Yes—more than anything else
could,” she said. “The earl has ar-
rived at Chandos, and Lady Iris is
with him. I wonder if she is as beau-
titul as she gave promise of being?”

Sir Fulke stroked his mustache.

“Did she give such promise, moth-
er? It must be some time since she
was at Chandos. I can just remem-
ber her as a'slim, fair-haired child;
but, if my memory serves me rightly,
she was very proud.

“The Faynes are all proud,” said
Lady Clyffarde. “I shall drive over
this morning. = Will you accompany
me, Fulke?”

“I am afraid that is impossible—
1 have an engagement at Kingsdene;
but, if you will tell me at what time
you will be & Chandos, I will join yon
and 'see you home.”

This arrangement pleased his moth-
er very much. The one desire of her
life for many years past had been that
her son should marry the heiress of
Chandos. She believed there was no
one else in the county good enough
for him.

So, in the breakfast-room at Clyf-
farde Hall, mother and son discussed
the néw arrival. Inall England there
was. not a more refined gentlewoman
than L-As Clr@uwede #¢ ¥4lke in-

| herited his mother’s sste, and, what-
| ever defects he might have, he was a

perfect model of good-breeding.
The same news was discussed at
the same time at Hyne Court, but in
a very different manner, Richard
Bardon had brought to his household
the welcome of the earl’s return: 'His
wife, who had the ' most profound
respect_for every. word. that fell from
her husband’s lips; listened o him in
silence. He was somewhat excited.

“Now we will show some of these
fine people who and what we are,
Julia; we will show them who Rich-
ard Bardon is. They laugh at me,
and they call me the coal-merchant.
‘Why, I could buy them all up!: They
will gee that the Earl of Caledon, one
of the proudest noblemen in England;

will visit me.”
(To be continued,)
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