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by she noticed this—that as surely as even-

came, & shadowy figure hovering aloof,
followed her home.” She knew who it was
—at first sae felt inclined to resent it, but
as he never came near, never spoke, only
followed Im;'fgom that safe distance, she

in-
lt:leotlm 'will be inserted until forbidden and
full tim

e
rtisements measured by a scale of
S e to the nch.

NTERRIBLE SECAE.

“Haooks very 11l,” Edith said ; “what
is the matter with him ?”

«Heart disease—brought on by. mental
suffering. No words can tell what he has
nnde?ono since his most miserable wed-
ding-day. It is known only to Heaven and
himself, but it has taken his life. As surely
lll‘ o;:r I:m;nfnn heart :"r’lh' his broke on
the day he left you. n ou, m; r
child—you have suffered woy’ ol

“0f that we will not speak,” the girl an-
swered proudly ; ‘‘what is done, is done.
For me, L hope the worst is over—I am
safe and well, and in good health as you
see. I am glad Sir Victor Catheron had
not met his death in my service. I have
only one wish regarding him, and that is
that he will keep away %rmn me. And now,
Lady Lelena. before it grows any later, 1
will go home.”

“‘Go home! At this hour? Most certainl
you willnot. ~ You will remain here all
nweht.  Oh, Edith, you must indeed. A
room has been prepared for you, adjoinin
mine., 1nez and Jamison with Victor unti
morning, and—you ought to see him before

ou go.”

She shrank in a sort of horror.

““No, no, no! that I cannot ! As it is so
late I will remain, but see him—no, no!
Not even for your sake, Lady Helena, can
1 do that.”

“We will wait’ until to-morrow comes,”
was Lady Helena's response; ‘‘now you
shall go to your room at once.”

She rang the bell, a chambermaid came.
Lady Helena kissed the girl’s pale cheek
affectionately, and Edith was led away to
the room she was to occupy for that
night.

““Who can tell what a day may bring
forth !” was Edith’s last thought as she
laid her head on her pillow. *I am glad—
very glad, that the accident will not prove
fatal. I don’t want him or anyone e{)se to
come to his death through me.”

She slept well and soundly, and awoke
late. She sprang out of bed almost instant-
ly.and dressed. Before her toilet was
quite completed there was a tap at the
door. She opened it and saw Miss Cath-
eron.

] fancied you would be up early, and
ordered breakfast accordingly. Aunt
Helena awaits you down stairs.  How did
you sleep ?”

“Very well.
night I suppose ?”

“Yes. don’t mind it at all, though—I
am quite used to night watching. And I
have the reward of knowing Victor is much
better—entirely out of danger, indeed.

Edith,” she laid her hands on the girl's |

shoulders and looked down into her eyes,
“he knows you are here. Will you be
merciful to a dying man and see him ?”

She changed color and shrank a little,
but she answered proudly and coldly :

“No good can come of it. It will be
much better not, but for my own part T
care little. If he wishes to urge what you
came to urge, I warn you, I will not listen
to a word ; 1 will leave at once.”

+He will not urge it. He knows how
obdurate you are, how fruitless it would be.
Ah, Edith ! you are a terribly haughty,
self-willed girl. He will not detain you a
moment—he wishes to make but one part-
ing request.”

“I can grant nothing—nothing,” Edith
said with agitation.

*You will grant this, I think,” the other
answored sadlfu “‘Come, dear child, let us
go down$ Lady Helena waits.”

They descended to breakfast; Edith ate
little. . In spite of herself, in spite of her
pride and self-command, it shook her a lit-
tle—the thought of speaking to him.

But how was she to refuse? She rose at
last, very pale, very stern and resolute-
looking—the sooner it was over and she
was gone, the better.

“Now,” she said, *'if you insist—"

«] do insist,” answered Inez, steadily.
“Come.”

She led her to a door down the corridor
and rapped® How horribly thick and fast
Edith’s heart beat ; she hated herself for
it. The door o
feseional face of Mr. Jamison looked ont.

“Tell Sir Victor, Lady Catheron is here,
and will see him.”

The man bowed and departed. Another
instant and he was again before them :

“Sir Victor begs my lady to entcr at
once.”

Then Inez Catheron took her in her arms
and kissed her. It was her farewell. She
pointed forward and hurried away. -

Edith went on. A door and curtain
separated her from the inner room.
opened one, lifted the other, and husband
and wife were face to face.

He lay upon a low sofa—the room was

rtially darkened, but even in that semi- |

arkness she could see that he looked quite |

ughutly and bloodless this morning as he |
ha

last night.
She paused about half way down the room

and spoke: ‘‘You wished to see me, Sir
Victor Catheron ?”

Cold and calm the formal words fell.

“Edith 1”

His answer was a cry—a cry wrung from
a soul full of love and anguish untold. It
struck home, even to her hrart, steeled
against him and all feeling of pity.

I am sorry to see you so ill. I am glad
your accident is no worse.” Again
she spoke, stiff, formal, commonplace words,
that sounded horribly out of place, even to
herself.

*Edith,” he repeated, and again no
words can tell the pathos, the despair of
that cry, “‘forgive me—have pity on me.
You hate me, and I deserve your hate, but
oh ! ifyou knew,even you would have mercy
and relent !”

He touched her in spite.of herself,
Even a heart of stone might have softened
at the sound of that despairing, heart-
wrung voice—at the sight of that death-
like, tortured face. And Edith’s, what-
ever she might say or think, was not a
heart of stone.

I do pity you,” she said very gently;
I never thought to—but from my soul I
do. Bat, forgive you! No, Sir Victor
Catheron ; I am only mortal. Ihave been
wronged and humiliated as no girl was
ever wronged and humiliated before. I
can’t do that.”

He covered his face with his hands—she
could hear the dry sobbing sound of his
wordjess misery.

“Tt would have been better if I had not
come here,” she said still gently. ‘‘You
are ill, and this excitement will make you
worse. Bnt they insisted upon it—they
said you had a request to make. I think
you had had better not make it—I can
grant nolhin§—nolhing.” 4

“You will grant this,” he answered,
lifting his face and using the words which
Inez hadused ; “‘it is only that when I am
dying, and send for you on m; death-bed,
you will come to me. Before die I must
tell you all—the terrible secret ; 1 dare not
tell you iu life ; and then, oh surely, surely

ou will pity and forgive! Edith, my
{ove, my darling, leave me this one hope,
give me this one promise before you go 5

#] promise to come.” “was her answer ;
“] promise to listen—I can promise no
more. A week ago I thought I wouid have
died sooner tham pledge myself to that
much—sooner than Jook in your face, or
speak to you one word.  And now, Sir Vic
tor Catheron, farewell.”

She turned to go withou. waiting for
his reply. As she opened the door, she
heard a wailing cry that strack chill with
pity and terror to her inmost heart.

“Oh, my love! my bride] mv wife!”

And you—you were up all

ned, and the grave, pro- |

She |

F“ and d to it at
ast.
Once or twice she caught a fleeting

glimpse of his face on these occasions.

a ocorpse-like face it was—how
utterly weak and worn-out he seemed—
more xtud for a sick-bed than thé role of a

July—August —the middle of Sep-
tember came. 1 this time, whatever the
weather, she never once missed her
sighadow” from his post. As we grow ac-
customed to all things, she grew accastom-
ed to this watchful care, grew to look for
him when the day’s work was done. But
in the middle of September she missed him.
Evening after evening came, and she re-
turned iom’e unfollowed and alone. Some
thing had happened.

Yes, something had happened. He had
never really held up his head after that
second parting with Edith, For days he
had lain prostrate, so near to death that
they thought death must surely come.
But by the end of a week he was better—
ae much better at least as he would be in
this world.

But Nature, defied long, claimed her pen-
alty at last. There came a day when Sir
Victor could rise from his no more,
when the heart spasms, in their anguish,
grew even more than his -resolute will
could bear. A day when in dire alarm
Lady Helena and Inez were once more

d by faithful Jami and when
at last—at last the infallible German doc-
tor was sent for.

The interview between physician and
patient was long _and strictly private.
When Herr Von Werter went away at
last his phlegmatic Teuton face was set
with an unwonted expression of pity and

in. After an interval of almost unen-

urable suspense, Lady Helena was sent
for by her nephew to be told the result.
He lay upon a low sofa, wheeled near the
window. The last light of the September
day streamed in and fell full upon his face
—perhaps that was what glorified it and
ave it such a radiant look. A faint smile
ingered on his lips, his eyes had a far-off,
dreamy look, and were fixed on the rosy
evening sky. A strange, unearthly, exalt-
ed look altogether, that made his aunt’s
heart sink like stone.

“Well?” She said it in a tense sort of
whisper, longinﬁ for, yet dreading the re-
E|y He turned to her, that smile still on

is lips, still in his eyes. He had not
looked so well for months. He took her
hand.

“Aunt,” he said, ‘‘you have heard of
doomed men sentenced to death receive
| their reprieve at the last hour? I think
| T know to-day how those men must feel.

My reprieve has come.”

‘ ““Victor I” It was a gasp.

“Dr. Von
Werter says you will recover !”

His eyes turned from her to that

| radiant brightness in the September sky.

“It is aneurism of the heart. Dr. Von
Werter says I won't live three weeks™
. H » B M .

They were down in Cheshire. They
had taken him home by slow and easy
stages. They took him to Catheron
Royals—it was his wish, and they lived
but to gratify his wishes now.

The grand old house was as it had been
left a year ago—fitted up respleadently for
a bride—a bride who had- never come.
There was one particular roomn to> wh'c)
he desired to be taken, a spacious and
sumptuous chamber, all pur le and gild
ing, and they laid him upon the bed, from
which he would never rise.

It was the close of September now, the
days golden and mellow, beautiful with the
rich beauty of early autumn, before decay
has come. He had grown rapidly worse
since that memorable interview with the
German doctor. His lower limbs were
paralyzed. The end was very near now.

On the last day of September Herr Von
| Werter paid his last visit.

“Jt’s ot no use, madame,” he said to
Lady Helena ; ““I can do nothing—nothing
whatever. He won't last the week out.”

The young baronet turned his serene
eyes, serene at last with the awful serenity
that precedes the end. He had heard the
fiat not intended for his ears.

“You are sure of this, "doctor”
mind ! I won't last the week ont ?”

It is impossible, Sir Victor. I always
tell my patients the truth.”

His serene face did not change. He turn-
ed to his aunt with a smile that was often
on his lips now :

“At last,” he said softly ; “‘at last my
| darling may come to me—at last I may tell
| herall. Aunt Helena, send for Edith a¥
| once.”

By the night train Inez Catheron went
up to London. As Madame Mirebeau’s
young women assembled next morning, she

| was there before them, waiting to see Miss
Stuart.

Edith came—a toreknowledge of the
truth in her mind. The interview was
brief. She left at once in company with
Miss Catheron, and Madame Mirebeau’s
establishment was to know her no more.

As the short, autumnal dey closed in,
they were in Cheshire.

It was the evening of the second of Octo-
ber—the anniversary of the bridal eve.
And thus at last the bride was coming
home. She looked out with eyes that saw
nothing of the familiar landscape as it
flitted by—the places she had never thought
to see more. She was going to Catheron
Royals, to the man she had married a year

Sure,

ago.

Her heartBeat with a dull, heavy pain—
ity for him—dread of what she was to
ear. It was quite dark when they roiled

through the lofty gates, up the broad. tree-
shaded drive, to the grand portico entrance
of the house.

“He is very low this evening, miss,”
Jamison whispered as he admitted them ;
“feverish and longing for her ladyship’s
coming. He begs that as soon as my lady
is rested and has some refreshment she will
come to him at once.”

Lady Helena met them at the head of the
stairs, and took the pale, tired irl in her
arms for a moment. Then Edith was in a
firelit, waxlit room, lying back for a
minnte’s rest in the downy depth of a great
chair. Then coffee and a dainty repast was
brought her. She bathed her face and
hands, and tried to eat and drink. But the
food seemed to choke her. She drank the
strong, black coffee eagerly, and was ready
to go. 5

Lady Helena led her to the rcom where
he lay. She shrank a little as she entered
—she remembered it was to have been their
room when they returned from their bridal
tour. Lady Helena just opened to admit
her, closed it again, and was gone. X

She was alone with the dying man. By
the dim light of two wax tapers she beheld
him propped up with pillows, his white,
eager face turned toward her, the love, that
not death itself could for a moment van-
quish, shining upon her from his eyes. She
was over kneeling by the bedside, holding
his hands in hers—how, she could never
have told.

1 am sorry—I am sorry !” It was all
she could say. In that hour, in that pre-
sence of death, she forgot everything, her
wrongs, her humiliation. She only knew
that be was dying, and that he loved her
as she would never be loved again in this
\\'\)l’lll. v

]t is better as it is,”ghe heard himn say-
ing, when she could hear at all, for the
dull, rushing sound in her ears ; *‘far better
—far better. My life was torture—could
never have been anything else, though I
lived hity years. 1 was so young—life
looked solong, that there were times, yés;
2dith, times when for hours I sat debating
| within myself a suicide’s cowardly end.
But Heaven has saved me from that. Death
has mercifully come of itself to set all
things straight, and oh, my darling! to
bring yon.”

She 1aid ber face upon his wasted hand,
nearer loving him in his death than she had
ever been in his lifa .

.stronger than I could withstand.

forgive me, and
it were all to come over .";.1 ould not
act otherwise than I have aciod. ~ But, my

wmﬁh—thn faint, happ;
smile came over his lips. o
“ don't want to distress you,” he said

| very gently; “you have sullered enou

without that; Bdith, I feel: wonderf

ha -night—it seems to me I have no
wmn-—u thongh I were ‘sure of your
forgiveness beforehand. It is 143 enough
to see you here—to feel your hand in mine

once more, to know I am at liberty to tell

you the truth at last. Draw up that has-

sock, Kdith, and sit here by my side, and

listen. No, {w must let go mv d.

How can I tell whether you will not shrink

from it and me with horror when you know

all.”

Without a word. she drew the low seat
close to the bed, and shading her face with
her Iund‘wliiquned. motionless as a’statue,
to the brief story of the secret that had
held them apart so ln%

It all begins,” Sir Victor’s faint, low
voice said, “with the night of my father's
death, three weeks before our wedding-day.
That night I learned the secret of my
mother's murder, and learned to p;dy my
unhappy father as I had never pitied him
before. Do you remember, ith, the
words you spoke to Lady Helena the day
before you ran away from Powyss Place?
You said Inez Catheron was not the mur-
derer, though she had been accused of it,
nor Juan Catheron, though he had been
suspected of it—that you believed Sir Vie-
tor Catheron had killed his own wife.”

Kdith, you were right. Sir Victor Catheron |

murdered his own wife !

“I learned it that fatal night. Lady
Helena and Inez had known it all along.
Juan Catheron mcre than suspected it.
Bad as he was, he kept that secret. My
mother was stabbed by my father’s hand.

“Why did he do it? you ask. I answer,
because he was mad—mad for weeks before.
And he knew it, though no one else did.
With the cunning of insanity he kept his
secret, not even his wife suspected that his
reason was 1. Hewasa i
Insanity, as you have heard, is hereditary
in our family, in different phases ; the phase

e clearly, and said:

“*Leave her ! ve your Lride while
thereis yet time. It is the only way.
Leave her ! She does mot love yo
will not care. Better that youshould break

our heart and die, than that you ahould
Lm & hair of her head.”

“1 heard iv as plainly, Edith
my own voice speaking now. i rose—my
resolution taken—a eat, unutterable
p:ace filling my heart. In my exalted state

as 1 hear

it seemed so easy—1 alone would le the
sufferer, not you—I would go.

“] went The first sight I saw you,
my darling, sitting by the open window,
fast asleep. Fast asleep, as my mother had
been that dreadful night. If anything had

"been wanting to confirm my resolution,

that would haye done it. I wrote the note
of farewell ; I came in and kissed your dear
hands, and went away from you forever. O
love ! it seemed easy then, but my heart
broke in that hour, I could not live with:
out you ; thank Heaven ? the sacrifice it
not asked. I have told you all—it lay be-
tween two things—I must leave you, or in
my madness kill you, Edith, it would
have happehed. You have heard my story
—you know all—the dreadful secret that
has held us asunder. It is for you to say
whether I can be forgiven or not.”

She had all the time been sitting, her

! face hidden in her hands, never stirring or

speaking. Now she arose and fell once
more on her knees beside him, tears pour-
ing from her eyes. She drew his head into
her arms, she stooped down, and, for the
first time in her life, kissed again and again
the lips of the man she had married.
“Forgive you !” she said.  *‘0 my hus-
band, my martyr! It is I who must be
forgiven'!  You are an angel, not a man !

CHAPTER XXVL
An hour later, when Lady Helena softly

it took with him was homicidal mania. On ! 3
: 5 pened the door and came in, she foun
all other pointa he was sane—on this, slmost 4}, gill so, his weak head resting in her

trom the first, he had been insane—the
desire to take his wife's life.

“It is horrible, is it not—almost incredi-
bly horrible? It is true, nevertheless.
Be ore the honeymocn was ended, his
homicidal mania d:ve ped itself—an al-
most insurmountable desire, when ver he

was alone in her presence, to take her life.

Out of the very depth and intensity of his |

Fulion for her his madness arose. He
oved her with the whole siren,

heart and being, and the m longing
was with him always, to end her life while
she was all his own—in short, to kill her.

“Hec could not help it; he knew his mad-
ness—he shrank in horror from it—he bat-
tled with it—ha prayed for help—and for
over a year he controlled himself. But it
was always there—always. How long it
might have lain dormant—how long he
would have been able to withstand his mad
desire, no one can tell.
came and claimed her as his wife, and jeal-
ousy finished what a dreadful hereditary in-
sanity had begun.

“‘On that fatal evening he had seen them
together somewhere in the grounds, and
though he hid what he felt, the sight had
goaded him almost to frenzy. Then came
the summons from Lady Helena to go to
Powyss Place. He set out, but before he
had gone half way, the demon of jealousy
whispered in his ear, “Your wife is with
Juan Catheron now—go back and surprise
them.’
mun—the last glimpse of reason cnd self-
control gone. He saw his wife, not with
Juan Catheron, but peacefully and inno-
cently asleep by the open window of the
room where he had left her.
used as a paper knife, lay on the table near.
1 say he was utterly mad for vhe time. In
a moment the knife was up to the hilt in
her heart, dealing death with™ that one
strong blow ! He drew it out and—she lay
dead before him.

“Then a great, an awful horror, fell upon
him. Not of the consequence of his crime ;
only of that which lay so still and white
before him.  He turned liked the madman
he was and fled: By some strange chance
he met no one. In passing through the
futcu he flung the dagger among the fern,
eaped on his horse and was gone.

““He rode straight to Powyss Place. Be-
fore he reached it some of insanity’s cun-
ping returned to him. He must not let
people know he had doue it ; they would
find out he was mad ; they would shut him
up in a madhouse ; they would shrink from
him in loathing and horror. How he
managed it, he told me with his dying
breath, he never knew—he did somehow.
No one suspected him, only Inez Catheron,
returning to the nursery, had seen all—had
seen the deadly blow struck, had seen his
instant flight, and stood spell-bound,
speechless and motionless as a stone. He
remembered no more—the dark night of
oblivion and total insanity closed about
him only to open at briefest intervals from
that to the hour of his death.

“That, Edith, was the awful story I was

th of his '

But Juan Catheron |

| I have been.

He turned and went back—a mad- |

The dagger, |

arms as she knelt, her bowed face hidden,
her fallen tears hardly yet dried. One look
into his radiant eyes, into the unspeakable
joy and peace of his face, told her the
story. All had been revealed, all had been
forgiven. On the anniversary of their most
melancholy wedding-day husband and wife
were reunited at last.

There was no need of words.
ed over and silently kissed both.

“It is growing late, Edith,” she said,
guubly, “and you must be tired after your
journey. You will go up to your room
now. I will watch with Victor to-night.”

But Edith only drew him closer, and
looked up with dark, imploring eyes.

*‘No,” she said, ‘“no, no! I will never
leave him again. [ am not in the least
tired, Lady Helena ; I will stay and share
your watch.”

“But, my dear— "

©0, Lady Helena—aunt—don’t you see—
I must do something—make reparation in
some way. What a wretch—what a wretch
Oh, why did I not know all
sooner? Victor, why did I not know you?
To remember what my thoughts of you
have been, and all the time—all the time—
it was for me. If you die I shall feel as
though 1 were your murderess.

Her voice choked in a tearless sob:. She
had Hated him—loathed him—almost wish-
ed, in her wickedness, for his death, and
all the time he was yielding up his ‘life in
his love for her.

“You will let me stay with you, Victor?”
she pleaded almost passionately; “‘don’t
ask me to go. We have been parted long
enough; let me be with you until—" again
her voice choked and died away.

With a greav etfort he lifted one of her

She stoop.

' hands to his lips—that radiant smile of

great joy on his face.
*‘She talks almost as if she loves me,” he
said.:

*Love you ! O Victor !—husband—if I

! had only known, if I had only known!”

told that night—the story that has ruined |

and wrecked my whole life and yours. [
listened to it aﬁ as you sit and listen now,
still as a stone, frozen with a horror too -
tense for words. 1 can recall as clearly
now as the moment I heard them the last
words he ever spoke to me :

¢ tell you this partly because I am
dying, and T think you ought to know,
partly becanse 1 want to warn you.
tell me you are abont to be married. Vic-
tor, beware what you do. The dreadful

““If yon had known,” he repeated, look-
ing at her with wistful eyes.  “Kdith, if
you really had known—if I had dared to
tell you all I have told you to-night, would

ou not have shrunk from me in fear and
horror, as a monster who pretended to love
you and yet longed for your life ? Sane on
all other points—how wonld you have com-
rehended my strange madness on that ?
t is gone now—thank God—in my weak-
ness and dying hour, and there is nothin
but the love left. But my own, if I had
told you, if you had known, would you not
haye feared and left me?”’

“If I had known,” she answered, ‘how
your father killed your mother, how his
madness was yours, I would-have pitied you
with all my heart, and out of thav pity [
would have loved you. I would never have
left you—never. I could never have feared
you, Victor ; and this I know—what you
dreaded never would have come to pass. 1
am as sure of it as that I kneel here. You
would never have lifted your hand against
my life.”

“‘You think so ?”
earnest gaze,

“] know so—I feel it—I am sure of it.
You could not have'done it—1I should never
have been afraid of it, and in time your
delusion would have worn entirely away.
You are naturally superstitious and ex-

Still with that wistful,

| citable—morbid, even ; the dreadful excite-

| were too much for you to bear alone.

ment of your father's story and warning,
That

| is all.”

They |
| brin§

| wist!

taint is in your blood as it was in wmine— |

you Jaove her as I loved the wife I murder-
ed. Again | say take care—take care! Be
warned by me ; my fate may be yours, your
mother's fate hers. * It is my wish, I-would
say command, if I dared, that you never
marry ; that you let the name and the
curse die out ; that no more sons may be
born to hear the ghastly story I have told
you.”

] could listen to no more, I rushed from
the room, from the house, out into the
darkness and the rain, as if the curse he
spoke of had already come upon me-—as
though I were already going mad. How
long I remained, what I did, T don’t know.
Soul and body seemed in a whirl. The
next thing [ knew was my aunt summoning
me into the house. My most miserable
father was dead.’

“Then came the funeral. I would not,
could not think. I drove’ the last warning
he had spoken out of my mind. I clenched
my teeth—I swore that I would not give
you up. Not for the raving of a. thousand
madmen, not for the warning of a thousand
dying fathers. From that hour 1 was a
changed man—from that hour my doom was
mleﬁ. -

] returned to Powyss Place, but not as
I left. I was a-hauated man. By day
and night—all night long, all day through,
the awful warning pursued me.  ‘My fate
may be yonrs—your mother’s fate hers i
It was my destiny, there was no escape;
my mother’s doom would be yours; on our
wedding-day I was fated to kill you! It
was written. Nothing could avert it.

«] don’t know whether the family taint
was always latent wivhin me, or that it
was continual brooding on what I had
heard, but the fate certainly befell me.
My father’s homicidal mania became mine.
Ej’ith, I felu it, felt the dreadful whisper
in my ear, the awful desire stirring in my
heart,-to lift my hand and take your life !
Often and often have I fled from your pre-
sence when I felt the temptation growing

“And yet I would not give you up ; that
is where 1 can never forgive myself. I
could not tell you ; I could not draw back
then. I hopeg against hope ; it seemed like
tearing body and soul asunder, the thought
of losing you. ‘Come what may,’ I cried,
in my anguish, ‘she shall be my wife !’

“Our wedding-day came; the day that
should have been the most blessed of my
life, that was the most miserable. All ‘the
night before, all that morning, the demon
within me had been battling for the victory.
I could not exercise it ; it stood between us
at the altar. Then came our silent, strange
wedding-journey. 1 wonder sometimes, as
I looked at you, so still, so pale, so beauti-
ful, what you must think. I dare not look
at you oiten, I dare not s ak to you, dare
not think of you. I felt if I did I should lose
all control of myself, and slay you there
and then.

“J wonder, as you sit and listen there,
my love, my bride, whether it is pity or
loathing that fills your heart. “And. yet I
deserved pity ; what I suffered no tougue

Her tone of resolute conviction seemed to
conviction even to him. = The sad,
ul light deepened in his blue eyes.
“Then it has all been in vain,” he said
very sadly ; *‘the suffering and the sacrifice

| —all these miserable months of separation

can tell, I knew myself mad, knew ' that

and pain.”

Again Lady Helena advanced and inter-
posed, this time with a\n,hor'gy.

“It won't do,” she said; *“Edith you
mustgo. All this talking and excitement
may end fatally. If you won't leave him
he won’t sleep a wink ~to-night ; and if he
rme-auleepleu night who is to answer

or the consequences? For his sake you
must go. Victor tell her to go—she will
obey you.”

«T am afraid Aunt Helena is right,” he
said faintlv. “I must confess ta feeling
exhausted, and I know you need a night's
sleep, so that I m;(v have you with me all
day to-morrow. For a few hours, dear
love. let me send you away.” '

She rose at once with a parting caress,
:nd made him comfortable among his pil-
ows.

“Good-night,” she whispered. “Try to
sleep, and be strong to talk to me to-mor-
row. Oh!” she breathed us she turned
away, “‘if the elixir of life were only not &
fable—if the days of miracles were not

t, if he only might be restored to us,
ow happy we all could be !”

Next morning after breakfast, Edith
hurried away to the sick-room.

He was lying much as she had left him,
propped up among the pillows—his face
whiter than the linen and lace, whiter than
snow. Iy daylight she saw fully the

hastly change in him—saw that his fair
Elir was thickly strewn with.gray, that the
awful, indiscribable change that
before was already on his face.

But the familiar smile she knew so well
was on his lips and in his eyes as he saw
her. She could not speak for a moment as
she lookdd at him—in silence she took her
place closg by his side..

He was the first to break the silence, in
a voice 8o faint as hardly to be more than a
whisper.  “How had she slept—how did
she feel? She looked pale,he thought—sure-
ly she was not ill?”

«I% ghe said bitterly. ‘O, no —I am
never ill—nothinfever seemes to hurt hard,
heartless people like me. It is the good
and the generous who suffer. I have the
happy knack of making all who love me
ruiserable, but my own health never fails.
I don’t care to ask you what sort of night
you have had—I see it in your face. xﬁ
coming brings, as it always does, more i
than good.”

goes

“No,” he said, almest with energy ; “‘a
hundred timesno ! Ah, love ! your com-
ing has made me the happiest man onearth.
I seem to have nothing left to wish for now.
As to the night—the spasms did trouble
me, but I feel deliciously easy and at rest
this morning, and uncommonly happy.

th, I want you to tell me now all
about the year that has gone—all about
yourself.” »

““There is 8o little to tell,” she respond-
ed; *“‘it was really humdrum and unevent-
ful. Nothing muach happened to me ; 1
looked for work and got it. Oh, don’t be

 SixTy MiNutes.--One

_.The readers ot -the Observer have
become familiar with the remarkable
cuves effected by the use .of Dr. Vil
liame' Pink Pills for Pale People
through their recitul in these columns,
as taken from other repntable news-
papers. It is now our purpose to tell
them of a cure, hardly short of mir-
aculous, which was effected on u per-
son with whom many of our readers
are acquainted. We refer to Mr. Eli
Joyce, formerly of Dixville, but now
living at Averil, Vt. A few days ago
we saw Mr, Joyce and asked him
about his .recovery. He stated thut:
for. four or five years he had been
afflicted with rheumatism and dys-
psia He was laid up and unable to
do anything on an average four months
in a year, and was constantly growing
worse, although treated by good phy-
sicians and trying namerous remedies
recommended. A year ago last Aug
ust he was taken seriously ill while at
his sister’s Mrs. Dolloff of Dixville.
He could not retuin anything on' his
stomach and the physicians who at-
tended him were powerless in im-
proving his condition.  One of them
stated that he had cancer of the stom
ach and could not live long. It was

Youniz Wife—I am afraid Henry is
sick. ' He says he has. no appetite and
won't come down to dinner.

Her Mother—Hump! - Is this the first
strawberry shortcake you've made him?

‘Young Wife—No; 1 made one last
woek and he ate quite heartily of it.—

| Judge.
| Looking Forward.
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while in this precarious vondition that
he determined to try Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills, and before long was able
to retain food on his st .mach. His
pain gradually became less and in six |
weeks time he was back (o his home
in Averil, feeling that h» had obtaified
a new loase of life. He continuad
taking the Pink Pills for some time
longer and gained so much in health
and strength that he is now able to do
the hardest-kind of a day’s w 1k, and
he frankly gives Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills all the credit for his rejuyenated
condition, and says he believes their |
timely use saved his life. The Ob-!
server has verified his story lhrough‘
several of bis neighbois, who say that |
it was thought that he was at the
point of death when he began the use |
of Pink Pills ; in fact when we men- |
tioned his case to one of the doctois
who had attended him he said he sup-|
posed he was dead long ago. When |
such strong tributes as these can be |
had to the wonderful merit of Pink |
Pills it is little wonder that L‘\(:ir\
sales reach such enormous proportions,
and that they are the favorite remedy
with a'l classes.  Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills contain the elements necessary to |
give new life aud richness to the !
blood and rostore shattered nerves.
They are an unfailing specific for lo-
comotor ataxia, partial paralysis, St
Vitus dance, sciatica, nenralgin, rheu-|
matism, nervous headache, the uftez_:‘
effects of la grippe, palpitatin of the |
heart, nervous prostration, all diseases |
depending upon vitiated humors in the
blood, such as scrofula, chronic ery”
sipelas, ete.  They are also a specific
for troubles peculiar to females, sueh
as suppressions, irregularities and all
forms of weakness. In men they |
effect a radical cure in all troubles |
arising from mental worry, overwork,
or excesses of any nature

Dr. Williams' Pink Pi'ls are manu-
factured by the Dr. Williams’ Medi-
cine Company, Brockville, Ont., and |
Schenectady, N. Y., sold in huxus‘
(never in loose form by the dozen or |
hundred and the public are cautioned |
against numerous imitations sold in
this shape) at 50c, a box or six bexes
for $2.50, and may be had of all
drugyists or direct by mail from Dr.
Williams' Medicine Company, at either
address,

———a-
Hands and Ankles Raw.

For years L have bheen a great
sufferer from itchy skin trouble and
salt-rheum. My hends and aukles
were literally raw. - The first applica-
tion of Dr. Chase’s Ointment allayed
the burning, itching sensation. ~ One
box and a half entively cured me. 1t
is also _instant relief for chilblains.
Henry A. Parmenter, St. Catherines,
Ont.

Kidney Facts.

In Jan., 1892, my son was taken
with Kidney disease. Though at-
tended by three physicians, and change
of climate he grew worse and by '93
had fallen from 195 Ibs. to 95 1bs. In
10 days from starting to use Dr.
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills we were
able to move him home. TIn 4 months
be gained 50 lbs and was fully re-
stored to health by the use of this
medicine. Jno. S. Hastings, 23 St.
Paul st., Montreal.

Rugumatis CURED IN A Dav.—
‘South American Rheumatic Cure, for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically
cures in 1 to 3 days.  Its action upon
the system is remarkable and mys-
terious. Itremoves at once the cause
and the di~case immediately disappears,
The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents. Sold by Lamb, druggist.

Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect velief in all cases ol
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease
in 30 minutes, and, speedily effects a
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pal-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side and all
symptoms of a Distressed Heart. One
dose convinces.  Sold by J. P. Lamb.

ix Ten 1O
hort puff of
the breath through the lower, sup
plied. with each bottle «f Di. Agi ow's
Catarrhal Powder, diffuscs ths Pow-
der over the surface of the nasal pas-
sages. Painless und delightfu' to use,
it relieves i stantly, and permunently
cures Catmirl, Hay Fever, Colds,
Headache, ore Throat, Tonsilitis and
Deafness. At J. P. Lamb's.

CATARRH RELIEVED

G ceuls

LeLigr 1y Six  llours:—Distress-

graduating class of 1899,

THE SUMMER GIRL AS A

BURGLAR.

She—The city has ‘hrnished the coun-
try with two girl burglars.

He—That's nothiny. Every summer
girl is a burglar, and she steals a man's

i heart in the meanest kind of a way.

OfF Its Base.

A Suggestive
Trate Old Gentleman (to snoring ine-
4 ~Don’t you know if you kept
v mouth shut you would make less

Inebriate  |drowsily) — So

| would you.--Judge.

A “PRACTICAL"” COSTUME.

AND NIGHT.

Extract from contemporary cycle
press: The present cycle tostume is by
all means the most practical. Miss
Skipperani, of the ballet, finds this true
—one costume last her all day.

English Christmas Charity Customs.
Some of these old Christmascustoms are
not without their element of romance.
Thus a pretty story accounts for a custom
kept up at Forebridge. The account gen-

ing Kidney and Asladder diseases re-
lieved in six Aours vby the “New
Great South American Kidney' Cure.”
This new remedy is a great surprise
and delight to physicians on account of
its exceeding promptness in relieving
pain in the bladder, kidneys, back and
every part of the urinary passages in
male or female. It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. 1f you want quick

relief and cure this is your remedy.

Sold by J. P. Lamb, druggist.

erally current in the neighborhood is to the
effect that one Christmas day a certain
benevolent individual, hearing some poor
children murmuring that they had no
plums for a pudding, counted the houses
at that time in the village and made a pro-
vision for a pound of plums for each house.
In accordance with this generous bequest,
the chamberlain of the corporation of
Stafford every Christmas was accustomed
to make apayment of 8 shillings for the
purchase of plums, which were to be regu-
larly distributed to persons at the time re-

siding in certain old houses in the liberty

of Forebridge,

Drugglsts, or
Dr. B. J. KENDALL COMPANY,
ENOBBURGH FALLS, VT,

e heciom B du O SRR
Twoeds, Worsteds, Overcoatings, Bte.

Call # inspect the stock placing
%wﬁ.% Yooeiv prompt and care-
ful attention. » .
MAIN ST.,, ATHENS,

CONFECTIONERY

ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham,

Fruit € Commission Merehant

WHOLESALE
BROCKVILLE -

OYSTERS IN SEASON

AND RETAIL
ONTARIO

Two (2) Stores—TELEPHONES 2448 & 244b

Tue LittLe Giant Root CuTTER is fully warranted and
well made and to cut potatoes, Apples, Roots or Pumpkins in
such a manner that they may be fed without choking stock.

G. P. McNISH.

TESTIMONIALS :

G. P. McN1SH, Lyn Agl Works.
Sir,— 1 purchased one of your

ago and find it a first class article ana would

(g roots to stock.
(Signed)

G. P. McNISH, Lyn Ag'l Works.

Dear Sig,—I consider
labor-saving to ls on the mark: t.
wushe's of turnips when they were

the Little
As to durability, I have cut hundreds of
fr« zen solid and it stood it all right.

BROCKVILLE, Sept. 18, 1894,

Little Giant Root Cutters over a year

recommend it to all parties feed

J. J. HENDERSON, Butcher

LyN, August, 1894,

Giant Ro t Cutter one of the best

JAMES H. MARSHALL.

Par DoNovan, of Esco t Front, said at Lansdowne fair that he had cut

five busuel- of turnips in five minutes,

R ot Cutter.

and did it easly with a Little Giant

G. P; McNish, Lyn, Ont.

 THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion GoldMedal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL*

HAS NO EQUAL

{McColl Bros.

MANUFACTURED BY

& Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for‘“Lardine’” and beware of
imitations.

“Forsaleby allleading lealers in theoountry

~— -

icoccle, Emissions,
Stricture, Syphilis,

Nervou

1s Debility, Seminal Weakness, Gleet,
Unnatural Discharges, Sclf Abuse, ~
Kidncy and Bladder Discases Positively

Cured by

Tig New Method Treatmeqt-f Wonderful Discovery

§9~You can Deposit 1o Money
to be paid us afier you are

K417 Abuse, Frceses and Blood Diseases have wrecked the lives of thousands of young men
i men. The farm, the workshop. mo §

1 widdloe as
ull havo its victims,
Hiddl» aged men. you are growi

o on

in Your Bank or with You

You g man, if you

st
CURED under a written Guaran!

the Sunday school, tie office, rofes-
have been ind screet, beware of the futare.

8 o e 3ou e o iag b AUy VN 05T WAITIEN CONGENT. Conldemial
VARICOCELE, EMISSIONS AND SYPHILIS CURED.

W. 8, COLL'N3,
“I am 29,

gay life, Exposure

W. 8. Collins, of Saginaw, Speaks.
At 15 I learned a bad habit which I contin-

nod till 19, I then became ‘“‘one of the bo-s" and
produced Syphifés, 1

W. 8. COLLING

~s"’ and led &
0 Derve

ous and despondent; no ambition; memory poor; eyes

red, sunken and blar;

night; weak lpurm; dey
dreds of dollsrs witl

Kergan's »ew

imples on face; hair 1 bon
paine; weak back; vr?rlc " e

lo; dreams and losses at

it in urine, eto. I spent hun-
Eont help, and

snicide when a friend recommends
Meothod Treatment.

was contemplat!
Thank

triod it. In two months I was cured, This was six
years ngo, and never had a return. Was marri

» 23 o
i = N Jears ago and all happy. Boys, try Drs. Kennedy & Ker-
BEFO. TREATM'T gan before giving up hope.”

8. A. TONTON.

Seminal Weakness, Impotency and
Varicocele Cured.

AFTER TREATM'T
B. A. TONTON.
T

WWhen I consulted Drs, Kennedy & Kersan, I had
little hope. I was surprised. ‘Their new Meﬁh‘i Treat-
mont improved mo the first weck. Kmissions ceased,
norves became strong, pains disappeared, hair grew in
again, eyes became bright, cheerful in company and

strong sexually.

Haoving tried many Quacks, I can

/4 N 9™ heartily recommend Drs. Kennedy & Kergan as reliable 1

B;J!olii THEATH'? Bpecialists;
T, P. EMERSON.

They treated me honorably aud skillfally.”

A Nervous Wreck—A Happy Life.
T. P. Emerson Has a Narrow Escape.

Arfuk TURATM'T,
T. P. EMRRSON,

“T live on the farm. _At school I learned an earl,
:hich weakened me physically, l:xnnu;:l;xs

montally,

Monitor," edil
to my hands.

Family Dootors said I was goi nto

“decline” (Consumption), Finally ﬂm% den
by Drs. Kennrdy & Kergan

I learned the 7Truth and Caws, Belt

abuse had sapped my vitality.

Method Treatment and was cured.

i
ol
fell in.

took the New
My friends think 1

waa cured of Consumption. I have sent them many

hatients, all of

uff BEFORE

READER!

+ hood.

Aro yéu
ringe?

h
TREATM')

a viotim?

‘whom
ethr'):i ‘T'reatment supplies vigor,

Have you lost hofe? Are
Has your Blood been diseased? Have
New Method Treatment will cure you. What it has done for of

wera cured. eir New
vitality and man. 7'

AFTER TREATMENT,

you oonwmplndn? mar.
'-{ou any weakness! Our
ers it will do for you,

OCURES GUARANIHED OR NO PFPAY
16 Years in Detroit, 160,000 Cured. No Risk.

Consultation Free. Nomatter who has treated yon,

'vee of charge. Charges reasonable.
B trated), on Disonse’ of men.
NAM:-S

“. o)es.
§ ment, FRE

L

2 cen!

for an honest opinion
Books Freo—"l‘h:"aadm Monitor”
Incloso posts Beal tor” (illus.
F~NQ USED WITHOUT WRI
VA‘I‘:E. No medicine sent C. 0. D. N
Evergt.hlna confidential.

nge,
EN CONSENT. PRle
o O names on b -
Question list lnd%’:)’l‘t g; %'3’:«'-

No. 148 SHELBY ST.
DETROIT. MICH.

AND

~ Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

The Best in the World for Fall and Winter use.
Sold Wholesale only by

The Samuel Rogers O0il Co.

Ottawa and Brockville.




