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IF'rank laughed and colorea ¥ rmwusw:

“I suppose we do, only sometimes
one tumbles in once too often. I did
feel awfully sorry for her, you know ;
she wasn’t even well dressed.”

“Yes, I saw that, poor girl, but I
lsaw that you— Well, go on, old fel-
ow."”

i “I am sure she’s hard up, Lance, and
i perhaps can’t even get all the materials
| for her work. Look ; here is what she
i @ropped.”
i _He put what he had picked up intec
¢ Darrell’s hand.

It was a half sheet of paper, dated
{ that morning, and below that an ad-
. dress and letter in an illiterate hand :
4 * Rloombury, 14 Edward Place.
; ‘“To Miss Rose Westlake: Miss,—

: Has the rent is five pounds to-morrow,
t Which I can’t let it go on no more, be-
i ing only a pore woman, plese to setle
; it, has i don’'t want to do nothing un-
| Pleasant ; but i am drove, and i rite
|

L

this as I shan’t see you, miss.
From your obediant
‘“SARAH TAYLOR.”
Lance put the poor secrawl, that was
such a pathetic story, back into its

§

fﬁnder's hand, and tme two men’s eyes
met in silence ; a few paces further on,

Frank said :

[ *“ She will never know it, and it seems
¢ 80 hard, when we toss up twenty times
} that sum—fifty is nowhere. You don’t
i blame me, Lance ?”

¢ _“ Blame you ! let me go shares, Frank.
| Oh,” with a touch of humor again,
i “mustn’t I ask that ?”

f  “No, please don’t, there's a jewel,”
| said Frank, eagerly. * You won’t mind,
| will you ? You always do understand a
fellow so exactly.”

‘ All right, my boy,” answered Lance,
lifting his hand to a hansom, and in
they stepped. “ I won'’t cross your wish.
. Belmont can fetch the package for you,
; and take it there too if you like, only
j he looks too exactly what he is—a
, gentleman’s courier—that the ‘pore
{ widow,” who doesn’t seem hard though,
! inight be suspicious.”

« " Of course she would. No I'll for-
, 'ward ‘ La Parisienne ’ by Carter, Pater-
. 8son & Co:;, and stick notes into her
. hand. As to somehow or other making
| the acquaintance of Miss Westlake, I
i must trust to luck.”
¢ _“Or rather make luck,” was Lance
© Darrell's characteristic rejoinder. “I
| say, Frankie, boy, who’s in a glass-
house of romance too, now, eh ? Don’t
' throw stones at mine, for I have got
the whip-hand. I'm not smitten with
- the widow, vou know."”

“ Stop till you see the chicken,” re-
torted Frank merrily ; *“ then perhaps
Wwe can cry quits.”

The very next day, about five, a let-
ter reached Lance.

‘ Charing Cross Hotel.

“Dear Mr. Darrell.—I have called
upon Mr. and Mrs. Kynaston, and have
received most entirely satisfactory re-
ferences. I am myself just starting
back to Saxleby Chase, and if you can
conveniertly join us there to-morrow I
shall be glad. Please wire train that
a carriage may be sent to the station.

‘“ Yours very truly,
“ALDYTH MORTIMER.”

“She’s in a desperate hurry,” said
Frank. ‘ Well, you're in for it now,
I suppose. Mind you write me a young
bamphlet of everything, Lance.”

“ Honor bright !’ returned Lance.
“Bel doesn't like my going off at all
either, but it is too good a lark to be
missed. I'll depart in peace to-morrow
evening, and get down late.”

“You won't go till after we’'ve dined,”
said Frank, decidedly. “If you reach
there by bed-time it must do for them.”

And in accordance with that wish
Lance wired.

CHAPTER V.

“I am only 'a poor artist, and I have
no friends,” Rose Westlake had tola
the old curio-dealer, and it looked like
it as she sat the next day at work in
her small, dingily furnished parlor, or
rather, trying to bend her attention
on her drawing in that hardest of all
tacks—the struggle to force the brain
to its work when it is worn and weight-
ed by care and anxiety, or overtaxed. (

Here was only the old story, one
among the thousands in this vast city ;
her father had been an artist, clever
but idle; a ne’er-do-well, whose re-
latives had got tired of him years ago,
and lost sight of him ; he had married,
had this one child, and later on lost his
wife. He earned well sometimes, and
spent it ; but one good he did do, he
taught his daughter well, and the next
best kindness he did her was to die, or
rather, drift out of life some months
back.

She had struggled in
the uphill fight, too proud
to do what he had want-
ed her to do on his death-bed—write to
her only relative (his sister) ; but things
had got worse and worse in these hard
times, when people naturally retrench-
ed first in luxuries ; and Rose was only
a talented girl, not a genius, with thou-
sands as clever and with more * back-
ing.”

lg-‘oor aching heart, and brain ! well
might she put down pencil and paper
and stare dreamily out of the window.

How get five pounds when she had
not five shillings in her shabby purse,
and nothing lg,tt to pawn that would
fetch a pound ?

Bl - i lc)ould only fetch up a bit,” she
- sald, to herself, desperately, ‘“I couM
find out this aunt easily through the
law list, and ask to call upon her, and
ask her to recommend me to pupils ;
but now—heavens '—beg for money—
' no, never ! And poor Mrs. Taylor wants
| her money. I reckoned on those pic-
ture-dealers so, and they must needs
fail! Oh, what shall T do ? What can
I do but go—and where—where ? And
, that won't pay her. Oh! the grim
. mockery of old Stedman’s offer. I'm
miserable—why can’t I die ? Nobodv
to care or love me !"” she said, getting
, up in a kind of desperate, despairing
| Way ; “I'd be better out of the way!
Ah, what is that ?”
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Paterson & Co.”
| Up it rattled to the door, and out
| two men who began lugging out from

I the 2
they ‘on to the
ROW With diverted

:
| A DbIg covered cart with “‘Cartes;]
|

|

wa

in large letters on it.

“A " she muttered, turni

A loud, heavy single knock, then Mrs,
Taylor’s steps in the passage to open
the door, and a man’s gruff voice :

‘“ Miss Westlake,
sign 'ere, please, and we've to carry in
this here box, mum.”

Rose stood within,hot and cold,white |

and red alternately, startled, wonder-
ing, with that kind of haif-tear of any-
thing unexpected that comes with such
kard knocks from the world.

Tramp, tramp ; the door flung wide,
and in came men, and box and all.

Down went the box earefully.

‘ Sign 'ere, please, miss.” !

Rose signed his bcok like one in a
dream, gave him two-pence, and, as th .
men departed, looked at Mrs. Taylor
in the door-way in a dazed way.

"‘d\Vhat can it be—who from ?” she
said.

“ Lor’, miss ! I hope it ain’t somethink
—you Kknow—one ‘ears such queer
things, miss !’ said the good dame, re-
treating. “Do you want the chisel
and ’ammer ?”

“I have both, thanks. I shall not
open it yet, though.” .

Mrs. Taylor, half curious, half afraid,
departed below, and the moment sh~
was gone Rose locked the door and
tried to life up the lid, which, however,
she -found, after cutting the cord and
loosening the pack-cloth, was padlock-
ed, and the key attached to a string.

With trembling hands she opened the
lid, and beheld—silver-paper, and on it
a large, well-filled envelope, aidressed
In an upright hand, evidently feigned,
to “ Miss R, Westlake. Please open
this first.”

“ What can it be or mean ?” she said,
sitting down and now breaking the seal,
her cheek flushed with excitement.

A white packet! Why not—surely—
yes, bank-notes—ten of them, crisp and
new—ten five-nound notes inside a let-
ten in the same hand :

“ Please accept frem an unknown but
most true friend these few notes and
the inclosed lay-figure, * La Parisienna,’
whom in accepting you will confer a

' lasting honor on the donor, who only

asks that you will never make inquiry
of madame’s latg possessor.”
Rose read this twice—gazed at the

.hotes in a bewildered way, her breath

coming fast and chockingly—then she
put them in her dress, and, kneeling
down, slowly drew aside the silver-
paper and muslin.

There before her eyes it rested, the
coveted possession—fair-faced, with
folded hands, beautiful, mindless, soul-
less—that lay-figure !

— —_—

CHAPTER VI.

“ Mr. Darrell has arrived, ma’'am, and
I have shown him to his rooms,” said
the butler at Saxleby Chase, opening
the drawing-room door at a quarter to
cleven ; *“ but he says he dined at seven,
and does not need supper. Shall I show
him in here, ma’am, when he is
ready ?”

“Yes; and bring the wine and bis-
cuits,” said Mrs. Mortimer. * After
travelling two hours, Mr. Darrell must
need some refreshment. Is Mr. Morti-
mer in bed yet, Markham 2"

“Yes, ma’am. Evans has come down-
stairs,”

The sedate butler, an old servant of
the late *‘ Squire” Guise, retired to
bring up the tray ordered, and then to
usher the new-comer to the drawing-
room.

A few minutes, and “ Mr. Darrell ”
was announced by M: rkham,

- “"elcome, Mr. Darrell,” said Aldyth,
meeting the voung man with cordially
outstretched hand. “Iam charged with
endless avologies for their absence by
my tather and Coralie ; but they were
SO tired.”

*“ Nay, Mrs. Mortimer, I owe them
and‘ You apologies for so late an arri-
val,” answered Lance, smiling ; ‘“but
the notice being short, you see, I could
not well manage to be in more reason-
able time.”

“You owe no apology at all, Mr.
‘Da_rrell." returned the lady, sweetly.
‘Now come into the dining-room and
have some Supper, despite Markham's
message.”

*“ Thanks, no ;' T really want nothing,
Mrs. Mortimer, nor must 1 keep you
up longer,” Lance added.

“ Oh, that is no matter,” said she,
bPleasantly ; and if Darrell has been the
lgast bit vain, it might have crossed
hxrp that possibly the widow had no
objection—nay, had- even arranged—a
tete-a-tete with the handsome *‘ secre-
tary.” “ And you must at least take a
glass of wine under this roof to-night,
or I shall feel that we are wofully in-
hospitable,” |

He laughed slightly, but accepted the
glass of claret she poured out, checking
her half-way.

“I am but a very small wine-drink-
er,”,” he said, apologetically. ‘ Wihat
& pretty place this seems to be, Mrs,
Mortimer, as far as one can see by
night.”

“Yes. I hope you will find it still
more so by daylight. 'We are on the
river’'s bank ; so we have that attrac-
tion to begin with, After break-
fast to-morrow we must show you all
over the place. Breakfast any time
from half past eight to half past nine,
by the way, so you need not be very
early.”

“Oh, I am an early bird, Mrs. Morti-
mer ; that is, in the morning, not at
night.”

“And a very light sleeper, I expect,”
sa‘i.d Aldyth, with g sharp glance. o
Buty;ne:v!\:'lhe Sﬁ.id, quietly, ‘‘ very light.

v 1 really must not kee
Ionsrse}:-, ll;ars. Mortimer.” g

“ Shall I send Mr, Mortimer’s v 0

yq}x ?” she said, ringing the bell.alet -
Oh, no, thank you. I am quite in-
;ineerz‘e,r,rdent. Good-night, Mrs. Morti-

They shook hands as Markham ap-
Lance perfectly remem-
back to his apartments,

the domestic services were not really
needed beyond a matter of courtesy.
the dbut;ler" preceded him
e shallo
;ggnfo;rig}?mdall lighted by ga's, and
n e door of the
the Csuitel asked : e
‘“Can I do anything for you, sir 2’
“ Nothing, thank farkhe
Good-nightg." you, Markham,
:I“l?oog-rtalig'ht, Bl
€ butler reported ‘to Ev n
valet, that “this Mr. Darrell wes :gg
handsomest, nicest, softest-spoken gen-
tleman” he'd ever seen. “Quite a
:Zvceal‘:_atr(;gs'; tﬁoi one bit like them other
e !"a Was gone ; this one s 80
Meanwhile, Mr. Lance,
stcod for several minutes in g d
meditation, which ended in g slow,
significant “ Um 1 angq the mentally
Spoken rider to his arrival was, No,
Doctor Fell ; I stick to my first i
pbressions. And do you really think I
don’t twig your furtive glances to ‘fox’
me, ma'am ? because I do. You may
be a deep one, but I'm deeper still,
and you won’t get to the bottom of
me, sound as you will.”

Kl;:gh wa.]: perfectly true.

€ woke up early as usu : -
¥d at his watch—just on slx—an.& Jt?xg:-
ed up ; he was not going to lie there,
with the beautiful spring sunshine out~
slde glistening on the dew diamonds
that lay on the grass and trees of
the gardens near and noble park be-

vond, where
‘“ Through all a river, 1i stream
of haze, ‘ke 2

Drew its slow length until ‘twas lost

in woods.” - ]

Still, the first thing, when dressed,
that he did, g‘u to make a of
inspection of his suite o
That they were in the t of the
mansion, ‘therefore ed the south

“Rotioed at vese ‘um; loVIRE

left alone,

¥

mum. She mustg |

ts,
ou‘m

‘ﬂlm' “ .on :

\M-" 1 ...
but these had curtains within,

could be double locked.
‘the

fastidious eyes were pleased. .

It was spacious, light, with two
wide, lofty French windows giving on
to a balcony draped with creamy lace,
held back in crimson bands tha.t»
matched the prevailing tone of the
rich carpet and furniture ; but all mel-
lowed by the admixture of white and
neutral tints into a sense of beauty
and warmth. ;

Near the furthest window was a
secretaire-table, and a carved book-
case well filled with volumes behind
its glass doors. On the walls, papered
in palest satined French-grey, were
a few pictures—all good ; and to crown
all, there stood in a vantage-place that
to which, in truth, the musician’'s eyes,
lighting up, had instantly gone—a little
boudoir grand piano in a plain rose-
wood case that shone like a polished
mirror. Lance crossed to it at once,
as to an old friend ; he ’knew the mere
look of a Broadwood without seeing
the name inside the lid he opened,
bent lovingly over the white Kkeys,
touched them softly to see if the in-
strument were in perfect tune—yes,
nothing was wanting. He closed the
lid,and turned to the music that lay on
the what-not near it. As he expected—
all classic; most of it marked either
C. G, in a firm small hand, or L. C. G.,
in a more distinctively masculine
hand. But surely some of it was be-
yond C. G. ? he should learn that later,
but instrumentawand vocal were both
there. Peter's edition of Beethovep's
sonatas, a book of Henselt's exquisite
Etudes, Mendelssohn’s Lieder, several
of Chopin’s valses, Schuman’s Fan-
taisiestucke, Litoff’s edition of Schu-
bert’'s songs, and several other loosc
pieces and songs which Lance did not
then look over. He threw open a win
dow and stepped out into the balcony,
which, like that of the other win-
dows, he found was on the top of the
large bow windows to the rooms be-
low—the library he afterward discov-
ered.

Before him spread noble lawns right
to the river and beyond the grounds,
immediately near, lay the richly wood-
ed park—not a large one, but very
picturesque. Then Lance looked down
on the broad stone terrace that swept
the whole south frontage of the house
(the great entrance was at the east
side)—looked down, I am afraid, with
the school-boy intention of somehow
effecting a descent from the balcony
Just because it was not the proper,
legitimat2 way to thé gardens.

‘We may be quite sure that if there
were an orthodox and an unorthodox
way to do or attain any given end,
Madcap Lance would chcose the unor-
thodox.

The drop was considerable, even with
his own height and length of arm
taken off, if he stepped outside the
strong iron railing and lowered him-
seif.

‘“ The least contretemps would be ex-
ceedingly awkward, being quite
strange,” said he, pausing, and for
once, at any rate, Mr. Lance chose a
mode of exit that had a suspicion of
discretion.

He went back to the dressing-room
and fetched thence a fine strong cord,
quite a fathom in length.

“The very thing,” said he, return-
ing to the balcony.

He simply passed the cord round one
of the iron stanchions of the rail,
loosely knotted the two ends, and
dropped them outside, so that a dou-
ble cord hung down about three yards.
Descent then was as easy as a stair-
case.

He stepped over the rail, took firm
hold of both ropes in his hands, after
Icwering himself by the stanchion, and
came down hand under hand in a min-
ute, the drop thus being reduced to a
few Zeet.

* Right you are, Lance,” said he, as
unconcernedly as if it had been u :ad-
der, vulled the rope down, cofled it,
and deftly tossed it up into the bal-
cony ; ‘“you’ll tell no tales, sir, be-
fcre I put you back in your place,”
added my gentleman, lighting a cigar
and strolling off as straight to the wa-
ter as a young duck would have done.

CHAPTER VII.

At the end of the lawn, on the very
brink of the river, Lance Darrell paus-
ed and glanced along the bank for
what could not be far off—the boat-
house—but neither way could he see
a sign of it; only to the right, some
few hundred yards off, was a belt of
stately trees, some drooping over the
stream, and perhaps this little wood
hid an inlet. Lance never made two
bites at any cherrv he had a mind to
swallow, 80 he turned his long, easy
stride at once toward the clump of
trees, and met with the reward of en-
terprise, for behind them the bank
took a bend, forming the prettiest
miniature bay. Here was the boat-
house, and near it, along the bank—
for the water was deep—a wooden
landing-stage fitted with fenders and
four or five big iron rings to fasten
a boat’s painter to.
were out, and, on examination the
doors of the boat-house proved to be
locked, so he must perforce wait to
see what kind of craft lay within ;
and being practically very philosophi-
cal, Lance turned coolly on his heel
to retrace his steps into the wide, sun-
ny expanse he had left.

It was now rather over half past
seven

As he turned he eaught sight, be-
tween the trees, of the flutter of a
feminine garment away on the lawn
by the bank. 2

“ Who can it be ?”” muttered Darrell,
pbausing blankly. * Not that confound-
ed Doctor Fell at this hour, surely !
Hcrrible thought, Impossible. She
ll’kes indulgence in ereature comforts,
I'll warrant, and wouldn’t turn out so.
early. It can hardly, either, be the
invalid child ? I'll gee first, before I
am seen.”

Keeping behind the trees, he stole
forward, and pausing again half be-
hind a fine elm-tree bent forward,
sheltered by the underwood and young
leaves,

A girl stood on the lawn, not fifty
baces off—quite a girl, tall, graceful
in every line, slender to fragility, with
skin like creamy satin, delicate to-
transparency as the sun glinted on it
and the rich, (deep golden masses of
wavy locks that covered the fine head.
The hands, loosely locked before her
as she stood, might have served for a
sculptor’s model ; and the form, the
face, what an exquisite oval ! what
perfectly chiseled half-Greek features
and magnificent dark eyes !

But was it this beauty that made
Lance Darrell give such a sudden, pas-
sionate start and hold his very breath,
as he gazed with such a strange look in
his eyes of almost awe-struck recogni-
tion ? Great heavens ! he had seen her
—no, her horrible, haunting likeness—
only three days ago; that face, the
Very pose of form and locked hands,
only lifeless, soullese—that dreadful,
weird lay-figure ! d
He stoeod riveted, spellbound, his
own to Frank ringing in his

“I can’t shake off a horrible

ears ;
in some way or other,

feeling, that,
that thing will have some part or lot

in my life.

And yet, st angely, just

and presented to z entlly a clos
resemblance features than
; he would hpf i:or&a if the two, the

girl and the figure, had stood side by
side. ¥y

redecessors haq peen dismissed, and
f-.ughed to himsejr. If Mrs. Mortimer
really thought the girl, or chose to
think her, the mere child she had im-

the top ofhher bent, and, before her,
treat his charge or pa
possible like a child, as. if she were

thirty to think of {n any flirtable light,
Wicked Lance !

He made a detour now, and leaving
the trees came gtraight toward the
girl, She looked at the handsome
stranger, as he drew near, not with a
girl’'s half-shy gaze, not with the least
touch of boldness put just the straight,
frankly searching and innocent look of
a deflant yet perforce half-admiring
child—the look, too, more of a vexed
boy than a girl-child, infinitely witch-
ing despite the not at all pretty frown
that contracted the penciled brows.

It was clear, the secretly amused
Lance saw, that the bonnie lassie
guessed his identity, and meant war-
fare for some reason.

** Good-morning, Miss Guise,” he
said, with a slight bow and that sweet,
bright smile of his, “if it i Miss Guise
I have the pleasure of addressing.”

“¥es, I am Coral Guise. I suppose
you are this Mr, Darrell ?’

It was the funnjest piece of comedy
to see this pretty creature trying to be
ungracious, nay, rude. She couldn’t
be so—she could not help being grace-
ful in manner as in movement ; could
not help the exquisite musie
of the voice that robbed the
words of the ungraciousness that was
not of her nature,

Darrell by name, and, like yourself, an
early bird in the morning. I hope you
are refreshed from your last night's
fatigue 2"

She looked at him with an indig-
nant flash in her eyes.

Heavens ! what glorious eyes they
were for an impressionable male being
to stand fire from !

“ Fatigue 7’ she repeated, the frown
deepening. “I wasn't fatigued !”

“No ? Mrs. Mortimer said you had
gone to bed because you were tired.”

“ 1 wasn’t tired—it was only eleven!”
said Coral, shortly. “ And I was not in
bed. I heard Markham showing you to
your rooms both times. I chose to go
upstairs before you arrived.”

Lance pulled his silky moustache to

very quick wits began to see their
way—* twig a wrinkle or two,” he puc
it.

“1I see,” said he, pleasantly, as cool
as a cucumber ; “ didn’'t want to show
the light of your countenance on the
ogre. Well, children are generally as
curious as young pups, but you are
not, at any rate.”

She had flushed crimson at the first
part of his speech, though he could see
that a quick sense of humor was
touched by his cool audacity ; but at
the last part, which was a bold stroke
to sound what mode of treatment she
approved—child or grown-up—her
brows relaxed a little.

“I don’t know about that, but I did
know that a doctor would be bother-
ing me at once about being up late,
and looking delicate, and Aldyth back-
ing it—she brought you here, not I, and
it is maddening enough to feel in my-
self not strong and getting tired at
everything, without being perpetually
Lectored—* Do this, don't do that " I'll
do as I like, and not live and move
at anybody’s bidding !’

“ My dear child,” said Lance, imper-
turbably, “ if you choose to turn round
and- throw yourself into that water, I
wouldn’t drench myself to pick you
out except by special request, I do as-
sure you ; besides, you might drag. me
under, and I'm not tired of my life
yet, if you are of yours at half my
number of years!”

Her mouth gave, but she stifled the
laugh just like an angered, wilful
child—or else there was some deeper
resentment and animosity against the
introduction of controlling cares than
he could reach as yet.

“I wouldn’t ask your help,” she
said, giving her soft, fluffy wool wrap
a fillip that laid her rounded throat
bare to the chilly breeze, “I can swim
and I'm not half your age—for I'm
eighteen !

‘“Are you! Oh! well,
a mere chicken, after all, isn’t it ?7—
seems so 10 me, anyhow !"” said Lance,
in a positively paternal way, and in
a half-absent manner drawing the

over her shoulder again with a little
caressing, admonitory pat, as if he
hadn’t in the least noticed her action,
but thought the wind had disturbed
the scarf. “ And as to your not being
strong, you mustn’t be down-hearted;

But no boats § you will get better as you grow older

if you are careful, I dare say. Pos-
sibly "'—his hand still rested on her
shoulder, his eyes covertly watching
the beautiful face drooping now a lit-
tle—‘* Mrs. Mortimer, in her affection-
ate anxiety for you, is overcareful, and
not being a doctor, mistakes the treat-
ment really most efficacious for you.”

“Of course she does—they all do—
and so will you therefore !"”” said Coral,
doggedly, not looking up. *‘ Perhaps
she means it kindly,and I'm an ungrate-
ful wretch not to appreciate it all—but
I don’t, and won’t! I do as I like, all
the same, if I lay myself np for it,
and mean to—so I give you fair warn-
ing! I will not be aordered, or molly-
coddled up, or treated as if I were "—
she bit her lip, flushing suddenly and
painfully, her bosom heaving, and the
words she filled in directly were clear-
ly not those nearly uttered—‘ were
grown up. There have been two before
you, and both had to leave after a
few months; I couldn’'t bear them,
though Aldyth and Uncle Mortimer
liked them. I never wanted any medi-
cal resident attendance, and don’t now!
I—I don't want you either—and I
don’t mean to obey you in anything !’

Lance Darrell heard this extraordi-
nary defiance or declaration of hostili-
ty without the least outward change,
save, perhaps, that his lips settled in-
to almost painful determined lines, and
his dark eyes still kept their glowing,

girl’'s face.
The mystery was thickening about
him quickly and strangely indeed.
‘Was this fair young creature not
quite** a' there’? That flash of ter-
rible thought went as it came—in-
stantaneously. Was she trying to give
him that idea ? and, if so, why ? Was
it possible that her guardian wab trye
ing to drive her, a delicate, sensitive
girl, into e £ Y E::ill‘l things had
en done e b A
Ege.,thh Aldyth, se she found
some medical man base nfh to aid
. her ? And was this poor child v
suspicious of -mhlgr:!:ﬂieme ? cuke
o on I's mind, not to be

hide the inclination to laugh, but his |

wrap in a fold across her chest and |

steadfast gazZe unwaveringly on the |

Lance thought he saw why his two

I

“Yes, I am that individual, Lance [

plied, he would certainly fool her to.  she rebelled against, or because she

Just what he had really given her. |
but that's |

d vague- |

And was |-

2

,
g

ke

elp going from him than he

ould help the rich beauty and loyal
ul with which heaven had gifted him.
er reasons for enmity,or for suspicion
whatever they were, were plainly
if not removed ; an enmity
evidently not personal, but either as
the agent or representative, as well as
executant of an authority and control,

had suspicions of some kind against

tient as much as - Mrs. Mortimer, and therefore against

any nominee of hers to a place in the

quite too much of one for a man of ‘' household,

“Come,” said Darrell, holding out his
hand with a smile, “which is it to be—
peace or war ?”

She looked into the handsome face
searchingly again, wistfully, too, and
hesitated, then slowly put her soft
hand into his. Ah! what a strong,
warm clasp it was that closed upon it
directly !

“Oh, how strong you are !” she said,
with a kind of loving envy that moved
him deeply in its touching pathos.
“What would I not give to be strong !
I am tired now, only with standing
and being in a passion.”

“Pooor little thing !’ said Lance, 8o
gently, so pityingly. ‘‘Perhaps when I
have been here a little while, and you
have learned, as I hope you will, to
trust me as a friend—not hold me as a
tyrant—I may be able to improve your
health by proper treatment.”

“Oh, if you onty could !—if anything
could ! '’ Coral exclaimed, clasping her
hands. “But no—it's no use.” She
broke off suddenly, checking herselfl
with a change of manner that startled
Lance by the confirmation of his grim
suspicions of some very ugly mystery.
“You—you don't know, Mr. Darrell—
and—never mind ; I'm only a stupid,
berverse child—a wayward, spoiled
child—not a grown-up young lady at

all.”

“H'm, I think I see daylight,”
thought Darrell ; but aloud, with an
indulgent smile :

‘“Well, certainly your reception of me
was that of a very perverse child, not
& young lady of eighteen at all ; but
m A cosmopolitan, you’'ll find, and
take people as I find them. So you
may consider that point of warfare
settled peacefully, Miss Guise—or Coral
—which am I to cail you ?”

“Coral, of course,” she said quickly.
“I hate ‘Miss Guise,’ it’s stiff, and hor-
ridly—"

‘“Growm-up,” put in Lance, archly.

“Yes, particularly for anyone who is
to be like one of the family. That’s
what Aldyth said of you. Shall we go
in now to breakfast 7
“ With pleasure. Take my arm, my
dear child—so : that's a good little
girl,” said Lance, smiling, as Coralie
clasped her hand on his arm, and as
;ﬁlety moved slowly, leaned on it, he
elt. :

“ Oh, how nice !” she said, grateful-
ly. “It is such a support! Mr. Dar-
rell, you are a real Christian, to re-
turn good for evil; I am a wretch.”

“You a wretch! Why ?”’ asked
Lance, amused, and more deeply en-
thralled too, I fear, every moment, as
his eyes looked down on the beautiful,
remorseful face—child, girl, woman, all
in one—to the man’s impassioned, chi-
valrous heart,

“I've been so bad this morning, so
wicked to you ; and you, in return, let
me just lean upon you as if you were
a tall, strong oak stick that doesn’t
feel the weight a bit.”

Lance laughed outright.

“I feel your weight '—such a feath-
er-weight ! Why, I could carry such
a slip of a thing as you from here to
Jericho, and ask where you were at
the end !”

That rich laugh of his was infectious,
and for the first time Coral rippled out
a girl's sweet, gleeful laugh that did
him good to hear.

little maiden,” he

‘“That's right,
said ; “ nothing so Jolly as a good
laugh, is there ? I'm a rare fellow
for that, you know ; and I guess you
are by nature, mademoiselle. We shall
be capital friends, after all, I do be-
lieve—you and * Madcap Lance ;' that
is the wicked sobriquet I've carried all
my life.”

Coral gave him another of those
frankly open, boy-like looks of hers.

““ You do look wicked, too. I am cer-
tain you have fully earned your name,
By the 'bye, how did you get out this
morning, for the hall door was locked
when I went out after you, I know ?
You look guilty.”

“Do I? Shall I confess'to you 7"

‘“Yes, indeed. Go on quickly.”

“ Well, out of the window of my
charming sitting-room, then over the
balcony by a short rope.” :

“Oh, what fun !” cried the girl, her
eyes sparkling. “I should like that
way out. My balconies are just the
same., See! those ‘are my rooms, in
the same corridor as yours, looking
over here.”

“You would not cut these little
transparent hands with the rope,” said
Lance, with artful nonchalance, * And
not being as strong as a man, you
might tumble and get hurt.”

“Then you would have to mend me
up, ‘Doctor Lance Madcap,” said she,
saucily.

“ You might be hurt past mending,”
said Darrell, quietly. :

A quick glance, then contemptu-
ously : .

“ Killed, you mean. ‘"Thai
little height !

‘““Captain Speke slipped off two steps,
and was ‘killed on the spot,” said
Lance, dryly, as they reached 'the ter-
race,

Coral colored up at this home-thrust,
and bit her lip, then laughed, 'a trifle
ashamed. 8

‘“ Never mind ; perhaps I won’t try
just yet—unless you’re by.”

‘“ All right,” said Lance.

He had little fear for her now, and
Smiled to himself as he matched that
reply with her declaration, “I don’t
mean to obey you in anything !”
ha.t!(’lt.‘ Yyet already his was the master-

Pouf !

" CHAPTER VIII
Coral Guise dropped her companion’s
arm when they came to the end of the

terrace.
“ The breakfast-room is round here,”

ahe sald ; “we can go in by the win-
ow.” -

She went in a few steps first and
tapped at a large bay window, which
was instantly opened ; and Lance, fol-
lowing his guide, was warmly greeted
by hgl. Mortimer, all smiles and ur-

‘So I see you need no introduction
to Cordl, Mr, Darrell. You are an
early bird indeed, and she—oh, naugh-
ty, naughty child I"—shaking her fin-
rb—" but we shall reform things now,
d:o,x':'e. sha’n’t we, Monsieur le Mede-

“I hope =0 ; but,” said Lance, smil
and s esign

her

ugly word—

bes that spoiled child been
give rise to your jest ?°
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for Infants anh“.
h
MOTHERS, Do You Know w.: rue

Bateman's Drops, Godfrey's Cordial, many so-called Soothing 8yrups, ang
most remedies for children are composed of opium or morphine ?

2!0‘ no'thnouunmdmorpmmlmpetyingnamoﬂcpoisomr

Do You Know that.in most countries druggists are not permitted to sell narcotiey
without labeling them poisons ?

Do Youn Enow that you should not permit any medicine to be giver your chjg
mleuyouoryaurphyddmhowotwbuiﬂsoomposedr

mrmxncvmcmmlsawmlyvezeubhmmm.andthatausgog
wwuwblhhedﬂthmxybonlef

Do You KM'MCmﬁalsthepmscﬂption of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher,
That it has been in use for nearly thirty years, and that more Castoria is now sold than
of all other remedies for children combined ?

Do You Know that the Patent Office Department of the United States, and of
mmnvelsmedexcludveﬂghtwm. Pitcher and his assigns to use the word
“Wp”ummmmwmmm.mmnmr

Do You Know that one of the reasons for granting this government protection wag
because Castoria had been proven to be absolutely harmless?

Do You Enow that 35 average doses of Castoria are turnished for 35
eents, or one cent a dose ¢ ~

Do You Knowth&twhenpoueuedotthispertectprepamﬂon.your children may
be kept well, and that you may have unbroken rest ¢

wooa’s PHOSDIIOdiﬂﬂ,—T he Great Englisk Remedy,

Is the result of over 35 years treating thousands of cases with all Eknown
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remed y and treatment—a
combination that will effect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Sesual Debility, Abuse or Ezcesses, Nervons Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry: Esxcessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcoholic Stimulants, all of
| which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
Phosphodine has beea used successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed
sdmost hopeless—cases thathad been treated by the most talented physi-
clans—cases that were on the verge of despair and insanity—cases that were
tottering over the grave—but with the continued and persevering use of
Wood’s Phosphodine, these cases that had been given up to die, were
Yestored to manly vigor and health—Reader you need not despair—no mat-
ter who has given you up as incurable—the remedy is now within your
reach, by its use you can be restored to a life of usefulness and happiness.
Price, one package, $1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.
One will please, six guaranteed to cure. Pamphlet free to any address.

The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada.

Wood’s Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominion.
Y
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Old English Condition Powder.

BEFORE TAKING, AFTER TAKING

Once a day is all that is necessary to feed this

celebrated Powder, and what it has done for

other Horse and Cattle Owners it will do for

you. We send it to Manitoba, Muskoka, and

all over the country, and have a bag full of
testimonials.

A. HIGINBOTHAM, ..,
J. B =Y 1.FTY.

VICTORIA PLANING MILL

I.INNDSA Y.
Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

Frame, Sash, Doors, Blinds, Mouldings, Turnings, etc., etc.

Call and inspect work, and get prices before you buy elsewhere.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

J. P, RYLEY.

Telephone 122. =—=2010-tf,

Cheap FURNITURE

ANDERSON, NUGENT. & Co.

",;'KIHT STREET, LINDSAY.
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