S S X

= s

£ affection for hiln ; he was no more to me
:hmmy laborer on his estate—I doubt.
whether he ever could have been. I meant
to try—who knows how it would have end-
ed? I married Sir Victor Catheron for his
rank and riches, his title and rent-roll—I
married the baronet, not the man. And it
has ended thus. I am widowed on n{
wedding-day, cast off, forsaken. Have
not earned my fate?”

She laughed drearily—a short, mirthless
bitter laugh. i

«] don’t venture to ask too many ques-
tions—I don’t battle with my fate;
throw up my arms and ield at once. But
this I would like to know. Madness is
hereditary in his family. Unworthy of all
love as 1 am, I think—I think Sir_Vietor
loved me, and, unless he ‘be mad, I can’t
understand swhy he deserted me. Lady
Helena, answer me this, as you will one
day answer to your Maker—Is Sir Victror
Catheron sane er Y

There was & pause as she asked the
dreadful question—a pause in which the
beating of the autumnal rain upon the
glass, the soughing of the autumnal gele
sounded  preternaturally loud. Then,
brokenly, in trembling tones, and not look-
ing up, came Lady Helena's answer :

“God pity him and you—he is nos mad.”

Then there was silence again. The
elder woman, her face buried in her hands
and resting on the table, was crying
silently and miserably. At the window,
the tall, slim figare of the girl stood
motionless, her hands clasped loosely before
her, her deep bright eyes looking out at the
slanting rain, the low-lying, lead-colored
sky, the black trees blown aslant in the
high October gale.

“‘Not mad ?” she repeated, after that long
pause ; ‘‘you are quite certain of this, my
lady ? Not mad—and he has left me ?”

“‘He has left you. O my child! if I dared
only tell you all—if I dared only tell you
how it is because of this great and passion-
ate love for you, he leaves you. If ever
thefe was a martyr on this earth, it is my

oor boy.  If you had: seen him as I saw
Kim last night—worn to a shadow in one
day, suffering for the loss of you until death
would be a relief—even you would have
pitied him.”

“Would I? Well, perhaps so, though
my heart is rather a hard one. Of course I
don’t understand a word of all this—of
course, as he said in his letter, some secret’
of guilt and shame lies behind it all. And
yet, perhaps, I could come nearer the
“‘Secret’ than either you or he think.”

Lady Helena looked suddenly up, that
terrified, haunted look in her eyes.

“What do you mean ?” she gasped.

«This,” the firm cold voice of ldith said,
as Edith’s bright, dark eyes fixed them-
selves pitilessly upon her, ‘this, Lady
Helena Powyss:  That the secret which
takes him from me is the secret of his
mother’s murder—the secret which he learn-
ed at his father's deathbed.  Shall I tell
you who committed that murder b4

Her ladyship’s lips moved, but no sound
came ; she sat spellbound, watching that
pale, fixed face before her.

“Not Incz Catheron, who was imprisoned
for it ; not Juan Catheron, who was sus-
pected of it. Iam a Yankee, and conse-
quently clever at guessing. I believe that
Sir Victor Catheron, in cold blood, murder-
ed his own wife !”

There was a sobbing cry- -whether at the
shock of the terrible words, or at their
truth, who was to tell ?

T believe the late Sir Victor Catheron
to have been a deliberate and cowardly
murderer,” Edith went on; “so cowardly
that his weak brain turned when he saw
what he had done and thought of the con-
sequences ; and that he pald the penalty
ot his crime in a life of insanity. The mo-
tive I don't pretend to fathom—jealousy of
Juan Catheron, perhaps ; and on his dying
bed he confessed all to his son.”

With face blanched and eyes still full of
terror, her ladyship looked at the dark,
contemptuous, resolute speaker.

“And if this be true—yonr horrible sur-
mise; mind, I don’t admit that it is—
would that be any excuse for Victor’s con-
duct in leaving you #”

“No!” Edith answered, her eyes flashing,
“none ! Having married me, not ten thou-
sand family secrets should be strong enough
to make him desert me. If he had come
to me, if he had told me, as he was bound
to do before our wedding day, I would have
pitied him with all my soul; if anything
could ever have made me care for him as a
wife should care for a husband, it would
have been that pity. But if he came to me
now, and knelt before me, imploring me to
return, 1 would not. I _would diesooner !”

She was walking up and down now,
gleams of passionate scorn and rage in her
dark eyes.

““It is all folly and balderdash, this talk
of his love for me making him leave me.
Don’t let us have any more of it. No
secret on earth should make a bridegroom
quit his bride—no power on earth could
ever convince me of it !”

““And yet,” the sad, patient voice of poor
Lady He{ena sighed, “?:ia true.” s

Edith stopped in her walk, and looked at
her imcredulously.

‘“‘Lady Helena,” she said, ‘‘you are my
kind friend—you know the world—you are
a woman of sense, not likely to have your
brain turned with vapors. Answer me this
—Do you think that, acting as he has done,
Sir Victor Catheron has done right ?”

Lady Helena’s sad eyes met hers full
Lady Helenu's voice was full of pathos and
earnestness, as she replied : .

‘““Edith, I am Iour friend ; I am in my
sober senses, and, I believe in my soul
Victor has done right.”

“Well,” Edith said after a lon,
during which she resumed her wallun,g ‘PI.;:?.
it up! I don’t understand, and I never
shall. Iam hopelessly in the dark. I can
conceive no motive—none strong enough to
make his conduct right. I thought him
mad ; you D;Yl he is M.\;l I thought he did
me a shameful, irreparable wrong; you sa;
he has done right. I will think u’o mor{
abowt it, since, if I thought to dyi
day) I could come no nearer the tr.u?h.

“You will know one day,” answered Lad
Henela; ‘“‘on his death-bed ; and, poor fel-
low, the sooner that day comes the better
for him.”

Edith made an impatient gesture.

“Let us talk about it no more. What is
‘done is done. Whether Sir Victor Cather-

;udl b broad—to the East, I
2 to go a 1 >
‘E'e retsii: nothing but what will sappl

hate him; but if you had only seen

inevitable it is, how he suffered, how hit-
terer than death this ing is to him, you
1y 2ty you would forgive him, -

“Yolu think so,’l: theA{rl uilcl!', with a
wistful, weary sigh. ‘“Ah, well, perhaps
s0. Idon't know. Justnow Ican realize
iothing except that I am a lost, forsaken
wretch, that I do hate him; that if I were
dying, or that if he were dying, 1 could not
ay ‘I forgive you.” _As to his liberality, I
over doubted that; I have owned that I

married him for his wealth and station. I
own it still; but there are some things not
the wealth of a king could compensate for.
To desert a bride on her wedding-day is
one of them. I repeat, Lady Helena, with:
your permission, 1 will go to my room; we
Wwon’t talk of my tuture plans and mo-peotl
just now. To-morrow you shall know my
decision.” !

She turned to go. The elder woman
looked after her with yearning, sorrowful
eyes.

y“lf I knew what to do—if I knew what
to say,” she murmured hopelessly. ¢“Edith,
I loved him more dearly than any son.
think my heart is breaking. O child, don’t
judge him—be merciful to him who loves
you while he leaves you—be merciful to me
Whose life has been so full of trouble.”

Her voice broke down in a passion of
tears. Edith turned from the door, put
her arms around her neck and kissed her.
“Dear friend,” she said; ‘‘dear Lady
Helena, I pity you from the bottom of my
heart. I wish—I wish I could only comfort
ou.”

“You can,” was the eager answer. ‘‘Stay
with me, Edith ; don’t leave me alone. Be
a daughter to me ; take the place of the son
I have lost.”

But Edith’s pale, resolute face did not
soften.
«To-morrow we will settle all this,” was
her reply. ““Wait until to-morrow.”
Then she was gone—shutup and locked in
her own room. She did not descend to
either luncheon or dinner—one of the
housemaids served her in her dressing-
room. And Lady Helena, alone and miser-
able, wandered uneasily -about the lower
rooms, and wondered how she spent that
long rainy nay.
She spent it busily enough.  The lain
black box she had brought from New York,
contained all her earthly belongings, she
drew out and packed. It was not hard to
do, since nothing went into it but what
had belonged to her then. All the dresses,
all the jewels, all the costly gifts that had
been given her by the man she had mar-
ried, and his friends, she left as they were.
She kept nothing, not even her wedding-
ring; she placed it among the rest, in the
jewel casket, closed and locked it. Then
she wrote a letter to Lady Helena, and
placed the key inside. ~This is what she
said:
“Dgar Friexp :  When you open this I
shall have left Powyss Place forever. It
will be quite useless to follow or endeavor
to bring me back. My mind is made up. I
recognize no authority—nothing'will induce
me to revoke my decision. 1 go out into
the world to make my own way. With
youth, and health, and ordinary intelli-
gence, it ought not to be impossible. ~ The
things belonging to me when I first came
here I have packed in the black box ; in a
week you will have the kindness to for-
ward it to the Euston station. The rest I
leave behind—retaining one or two books as
souvenirs of you. I take nothing of Sir
Victor Catheron’s—not even his name.
You must see that it is utterly impossible ;
that I must lose the last shred of pride agd
self-respect before I could assume his name
or take a penny belonging to him.  Dear,
kind Lady Helena, Good-by. It we never
meet again in the world, remember there
is no thought in my heart of you that is
not one of affection and gratitude.

Eprra.”

Her hand never trembled as she wrote
this letter. She placed the key in it, fold-
ed, sealed, and addressed it. It was dark
by this time. Asshe knelt to cord and
lock her trunk, she espied the writing-case
within it. She hesitated a moment, then
took it out, opened it, and drew forth the
packet of Charley Stuart’s letters. She
took out the photograph and looked at it
with a half-tender, half-sad smile.

I never thought to look at you again,”
ghe said softly. ‘‘You areall I have left
now.”

She put the picture in her bosom, re-
placed the rest, and locked the trunk, and
put the key in her purse. She sat down
and counted her money. She was the

ossessor of twelve sovereigns—left over
rom Mr. Stuart, senior’s bounty. It was
her whole stock of wealth with which to
face and begin the world. Then she sat
down resolutely to think it out. And the
question rose grim before her, “What am I
to do?”

- “Go out into the world and work for your
daily bread. Face the poverty you have
feared so much, through fear of which, two
days ago, you sold {youuelf. Go to London
—it is the center of the world ; lose Four-
self, hide from all who ever knew you. Go
to London. Work of some kind can surely
be had by the willing in that mighty city.
Go to London.”

That was the answer that came clearly.
She shrank for a moment—the thought of
facing life single-handed, poor and alone in
that great, terrible, pitiless city, was over-
whelming. But she did not flinch from her
resolve; her mind was made up. Come
woe, come weal, she would go to ndon.

An “A.B.C.” railway guide lay on the
table—she consulted it. A train {e!t Ches-
ter for London at eight o'clock a.m.
Neither Lady Helena nor any of her house-
hold was stirring at that hour. She could
walk to Chesholm in the early morning,
get a fly there and drive to the Chester sta-
tion in time. By tour in the afternoon she
would be in London.

No though of utuminq home ever re-
curred to her. Home ! home had
she? Her step-mother was master and
mistress in her father’s house, and to re-
turn, to back to Sandypaint, and the
life she left, was as utter animpossibil
almost as though she should take a rope and

herself. She had not the means to

only heard him last night, only knew how '

the pale lips whispered ;

resolutely out into the

tnelancholy attumn morning and was gone.
CHAPTER XXL

Half-past four of a delightful June after-
noon, and two young ladies sit at two large,
windows, overlooking a fashion-

able Mayfair street. The two young ladies
are, with the exception of their bonnets, in

olegmt carriage costumes.

oung ladies, I have said ; and being un-
married, they are young ladies, of course.
One of them, however, is three-and-thirty.
It is the Lady Gwendoline Drexel. Her
companion is the Honorable Mary Howard,
just nineteen, and just “‘out.”

Lady Gwendoline yawns drearily over a
book and pulls out her watch impatiently
every few minutes. ;

«What can keep Portia ?”’ she exclaims,
with irritation. ‘‘We should have been
gone the last half-hour.”

The Honorable Mary looks up from her
Parisian fashion-book, and glances from the
window with a smile.

“Restrain your impatience, Gwendoline,”
she answers. ‘‘Here comes Lady Portia
now.”

A minute later the door is flung wide by
a tall gentleman in plush, and Lady Portia
Hampton sweeps in. She is a tall, slender
lady, very like her sister ; the same dully
fair complexion, the same coiffure of cop-

r-gold, the same light, inane blue eyes.

he dull complexion wears at this moment
an absolute flush; the light, lack-lustre eyes
an absolute sparkle.

“Well?” Lady Gwendoline says.

“Gwen!” her sister exclaims ‘whom de
you suppose I have met ?”

“Being five o’clock of a sultry summer
day, I don’t intend to try. Tell us at once,
Portia, and let us go.”

““Then—prepare to be surprised! Sir Vie-
tor Catheron !”

“Portia!”

«Ah! I thought the name would interest
you. Sir Victor Catheron, my dear, alive
and in the flesh, though, upon my word, at
first sight I almost took to be his own
ghost. Look at her, Mary,” laughs her
sister derisively, ‘I have managed to in-
terest her after all, have I not?”

For Lady Gwendoline sat erect, her
turquoise eyes open to the widest extent,
a look akin to excitement i her apathetic
face.

“But, Portia—Sir Victor! I thought it
was an understood thing he did not come to
England ?”

«“He does, it appears. I certainly had
the honor and happiness of shaking hands
with him not fifteen minutes ago. t was
driving up St. James Street, and caught a
glimpse ¢f him on the steps of Fenton’s
Hotel. Such a pallid shadow of his former
self. Yuu used to think him rather hand-
somé Gwen—you should see him now ! He
has grown ten years older in as man
months—his hair is absolutely streake({
with gray, his eyes are sunken, his cheeks
are holiow, He looks miserably, wretch-
edly out of health.  If men ever do break
their hearts,” said Lady Portia, going over
toa large mirror and surveying herself,
“then that misguided young man broke his
on his wedding:day.”

Tt serves him right,” said Lady Gwen-
doline, her pale eyes kindling. “l1 am al-
most glad to hear it.”

Her faded face wore a strangely sombre
and vindictive look. Lady Portia, with
her head on one side, set her bonnet-
strings geometrically straight, and smiled
maliciously.

“Ah, no -doubt—perfectly natural, all
things considered. And yet, even you
might pity the poor fellow to-day, Gwen-
doline, if you saw him. Mary, dear, is all
this Greek and Hebrew to you! You were
in your Parisian pensionnat, I remember,
when it all happened. You don’t know
the romantic and mysterious story ot Sir
Victor Catheron, Bart.”

I never heard the name before, that I
recall,” answered Miss Howard.

Lady Portia details at length the story of
Sixl-lVictor’s marriage with Miss Edith Dar-
rell,

“The story, though they tried to hush
it up, got in all the papers—‘Romance in
High Life,” they called it. Kverybody
talked of it—it was the nine days’ wonder
of town and country. The actors in it one
by one disappeared. Lady Helena shut up
Powyss Place and went abroad ; Sir Victor
vanished from the world’s ken ; the heroine
of the piece no doubt went back to her
native land. That, in brief, is the story,
my dear, of the interesting spectacle 1 met
to-day on the steps of Fenton’s. Now,
young ladies, put on your bonnets and
come. I wish to call at Madame Mirebean’s,
Oxford streef, before going to the park,
and personally inspect my dress for the
duchess’ ball to-night.”

Ten minutes later and the elegant bar-
ouche of Lady Portia Hampton was bowi-
ing along to Oxford street.

““What did you say to Sir Victor, Por-
tia?” her sister deigned to ask. ‘‘What
did he say to you?”’

““He said ver{ little to: me—the answers
he gave were the most vague. I naturally
inquired concerning his health first, he
really looked so wretchedly brcken down ;
and he said there was nothing the matter,
that he had been a little out of sorts lately,
that was all. My conviction is,” said IAI
Portia, ‘“‘that he has become dissipa.t.edz
Purﬂe circles and hollow eyes always tell
of late hours and hard drinking. I
asked him next where he had been all those
ages, and he answered briefly and gloomily,
in one word, ‘Abroad.’ I asked him thirg-

 ly, where, and how was Lady Helena; he

replied that Lady Helena was tolerably
well, and at present in London. ‘In Lon-
don P I exclaimed, in a shocked tone, *

dear Sir Victor, and I not know it ! i;
explained that his-aunt was living in the
closest retirement, at tiie house of a friend
near St. John’s Wood, and went nowhere.
Then he lifted his bat, and walked away.
Never asked for you, - oline, or
Cohne’l Hamptoa, or my health, or any-

Lady Gwendoline did not reply. Th
had jnst entered Oxford Street, and ¢
the moving of well-dressed people
on the pavemen erge m m%
one kgm a e
T

“Portia!” she exclaimed, in a
voice, “Jook there ! Is not that Bi

tor Catheron now?” :
“Where? ©h, I see. Pwﬁﬁhﬁ-

ps—he sees-us,  Tell John to

He shall take & seat, whether

rtia was not 1o be re- §

e , old.  Another
instant, and
to Madaiie < Mireheaus and Siv Vietor -
Catheron was wivhin 16~ He sat by Lady
avend otiia's gida, and e lor Ul&,'sh(ld:‘r.'

. It came out by ¢bh the
chief - of the past ten months had been
spent by him in America. :

In America! The sisters exc
ehhaou. She was there, mo doubt.

ey met? was the thought-of both. They
reached the fashionable modiste’s.

*You will come in with us, Sir Victor,”
Lady Portia commanded gayly. “We all
bave business here, but we will only detain

ou a moment.” :

He gave her his arm to the shop. It was
large and elegant, and three or four de-
ferential shop-women came forward to wait
upon them and place seats. The victimized
baronet, still listless and bored, sat down
to wait and escort them back to the car-

riage before taking his departure. ~To be:

exhibited in the park was the farthest pos-
sible from his intention.

Lady Portia’s dress was displayed—a
rose velvet, with point-lace trimmings—
and found fault with, of course. Lady
Gwendoline and the Hon. Mary transacted
their affairs at a little distance. = For her
elder ladyship the train did not suait her,
the bodice did not please her; she gave her
orders for altering sharply and concisely.
The deferential shop-girl listened and
wrote the directions down on a card.
When her patroness had finished she car-
ried robe and carp down the long reom and
called : o

¢“‘Miss Stuart !”

A voice answered—only one word,
“Yes,” softly spoken, but 8ir Victor Cath-
eron started asifhe had beenshot. Thelong
show-room lay in semi-twilight—the gas
not yet lit. In the twilight another girl
advanced. took the rose-velvet robe and
written card. The light flashed upon her
figure and hair for one instant— then she
disappeared.

And Sir Vietor?

He sat like a man suddenly aroused from
a deep, long sleep. He had not seen the
face ; he had caught but a glimpse of the
figure and head ; he had heard the voice
speak but one little word, ‘““Yes; ” but—

Was he asleep or awake? Was it only a
delusion, as so many other fancied resem-
blfmces had been, or was it after all—after
all—

He rose to his feet, that dazed look of a
sleep-walker, suddenly aroused, on his
face.

“Now, then, Sir Victor,” the sharp,
clear voice of Lady Portia said, at his side,
“your martyrdom is ended. We are ready

to ﬁo.”

e led her to the carriage, assisted her
and the young ladies in. ow he excused
himself—what incoherent words he said—
he never knew. He was only conscious
after a minute that the carriage had rolled
away, and that he was still standing, hat
in bhand, on the sidewalk in front of
Madame Mirebeau's ; that the passers-by
were staring at him, and that he was alone.

“Mad I” Lady Portia said, shrugging her
shoulders and touching her forehead.
“Mad as a March hare !”

“Mad ?’ Miss Howard repeated softly.
“No, I don’t think so. Not mad, only
very—very miserable.”

He replaced his hat and walked back to
the shop-door.  There reason, memory re-
turned. What was he going in for? hat
should he say ? He stood still suddenly, as
though gazing at the wax women in elegant
ball costume, swinging slowly and smirk-
ingly round and round. He had heard a
voice—he had seen a shapely head crowned
with dark, silkenhair—a tall, slender girl’s
figure—that was all. He had seen and
heard such a hundred times since that fatal
wedding evening, and when he had hunted
them down, the illusion had vanished, and
his lost love was as lost as
ever. His lost Edith—his bride,
his darling, the wife he had
loved and left—for whom all those weary,
endless months he had been searching and
searching in vain. Was she living or dead?

Was she in London—in England—where "

He did not know—no one knew. Bince that
dark, cold autumn morning when she had
fled from Powyss Place she had never been
seen or heard of. She had kept her word—
she had taken nothing that was his—not a
farthing. Wherever she was, she might be
starving to-day. He clenched his hands
and teeth as he thought of it.

“Oh !” his passionate, despairing heart
cried, “let me find her—let me save her,
and—let me die !”

_He had searched for her everywitene, by
night and by day. Money flowed like
water—all in vain. He went to New York
—he found the people there he had once
known, but none of them could tell him any-
thing of her or the Stuarts. The Stuarts
had failed, were utterly ruined—it was un-
derstood that Mr. Stuart was dead—of the
others they knew nothing. He went to
Sandypoint in search of Eer father. Mr.
Darrell and his family had months ago sold
out and gone West. He could find none of
them ; he gave it up at length and returned
to England. Ten months had passed;
many resemblances had beguiled him, but
to-day Edith was as far off, as lost as ever.

The veice he had heard, the likeness ke
had seen, would they prove false and
empty too, and leave his heart more bitter
than ever? What he would do when he
found her he did not conmsider. He only
wanted to find her. His whole heart,
and life, and soul were bound up in

He paced up and down in front of the
shop; the day’s work would be over pre-
sently and the work-women would come
forth. Then he would see again this par-
ticular work-woman who had set his heart
beating with a hope that turned him dizzy
and sick. S8ix o'clock ! seven o’clock!
Would they never come? Yes; even as he
thought it, half mad with impatience, the
door opened, and nmlﬁ.n dozen girls filed
forth. He drew his hat over his eyes, he
::pt 'Y Htt‘l;; in ‘:i.ﬂ\M' and watched

em oneé by one wildly eager eyes as

Fo seven—she

barouche was roiling away | lamp-

&
‘before he )
 ton’s Hotel” came faint;

ostly looking fare.
gm’ ‘was slammed down, and
som rattled off.” - .

¢Blessed if I don’t think the 1immg
swell’s drunk, or ’aving a fit,” thought the
Cad, as he mod his horse.down Totten-
ham rt

Cou

To look for her further in his present
state, Sir Victor felt would be useless. He
must get to his lodgings, get some brmdi‘,)
and half an hour’s time to think what to
pext. He had found her; she was alive,
she was well, thank Heaven! thank Heaven
for that ! To-morrow would find her again
at Madame Mirebeau’s at work with the
rest.

At work—her daily toil! He covered
his wasted face with his wasted hands, and
tears that were like a woman’s fell from
him. He had been weak and worn out for
a long ‘time—he gave way utterly, body
and mind, now.

My darling,” he sobbed ; “my darling
whom I would die to make happy—whose
life I have so utterly ruined. To think
that while I spend wealth like water, you
should toil for a crust of bread—alone,
poor, friendless, in this great city. How
will I answer to God and man for what J
have done ?”’

CHAPTER XXIL

The last night of the July day had faded
out, and a hot, murky night settled down
over London. At Poplar Lodge, St John’s
Wood, this murky. summer night all the
windows stood wide. In the drawing-room
two women sat together. The elder read-
ing aloud, the younger busy over some
feminine handicraft. Both wore deepest
mourning—the elder a widow’s weeds, the
hair of the youngest thickly streaked with
gray. They were Lady Helena Powyss, and

nez Catheron, of course.

“Eight,” the elder woman said, laying
down her book with a sigh as the clock
struck. “If he were cowing to-night he
would be here before now.”

I don’t give him up even yet,” Inez an-
swered cheerfully. ‘Young men are not to
be depended on, and he has often come out
much later thanthis. ~We are but dull
company for him, poor boy—all the world
are but dull company for him at present,
since she is not of them?”

“I begin to think Edith will never be
found,” said’ Lady Helena with a sigh.

“My dear aunt, I don’t. No one is ever
lost, utterly, in these days. She will be
found, believe me, unless—"

“Well ?”

“Unless she is dead.”

¢“‘She is not dead,” affirme ! Lady Helena;
¢of that I am sure. You didn’t know her,
Inez, or you wouldn’t think it ; the most
superb specimen of youth and strength and
handsome health I ever saw in my life.”

“Perhaps so, and yet suffering tells—
look at poor Victor.”

i Ah, poor Victor indeed ! But the case
is different—it was only her pride, not her
heart, that bted. He loved her—he loves
her with a blind, unreasoning passion that
it is a misfortune for any human creature
to feel for another.  And she never cared

| for him—not as much as you do for the
' sewing in your hand.”

«Jt is natural,” said Inez. ““Think how
she was left—in her very bridal hour, with-
out one word of explanation. Who could
forgive it ?”

“*No one, perhaps ; it is not for that I
feel indiguant with her. It is for her ever
accepting him at all. She loved her cousin
—he would have married her; and for title
and wealth she threw him over and accept-
ed Victor. In that way she deserved her
fate. She acted heartlessly ; and yet, one
can’t help pitying her, too. I believe she
would have done her best to make him a
good wife, after all. I wish—I wish he
could find her.”

“She might be found readily enough,”
Inez answered, ‘‘if Victor would but employ
the usual means—I allude, of course, to the
detective police. But he won't set a detec-
tive on her track if she is never found—he
persists in looking for her himself. He is
wearing his life out in the search. If ever
I saw death pictured in any face, I saw it
in his when he was here last. = If he would
but consult that German doctor who is now
in London, and who is so skilful in all
diseases of the heart—hark !” she broke off
suddenly, “‘here he isat last.”

The house-door opgned, his familiar step
ascended the stairs, not heavy and drag-
ging as usual, but swift aad light, almost
as it used to be. Something ha§ happened!
They saw it in his face at the first glance.
There was but one thing that could hap-
pen. Lady Helena dropped her book, Inez
started to her feet ; neither spoke. both
waited breathless.

“Aunt! cousin!” the young man cried,
breathless and hoarse, ‘‘she is found !”

There was a cry from his aunt. As he
spoke he dropped, panting and exhausted
with his speed, into a chair and laid his
hand upon his breast its heavy, suffocating
throbs.

“Found !’ exclaimed Lady Helene;
‘‘where—when—how ?”

“Wait, aunt,” the voice of Inmez said
gently ; “give him time. Don’t you see he
can scarcely pant! Not a word yet Victor
—let me fetch you a glass of wine.”

She brought it and he drank it.. His face
was %nite g%n.st.ly, livid, bluish rings encirc-
l.inﬁ is mouth and eyes.

e told them at last, llowlmainfnlly,
of his chance meeting with y Portia
Hampton, of his enforced visit to the Ox-
ford Street dress-maker—of his glimpse at
the irl with the dark hair—of his
waiting, of his seeing, and recognizing Edith,
his following her, and'of his sudden giddy
faintness that obliged him to give up the

chase,

#You'll. think me an awful muff,” he
said; I haven’t an idea_how I came to be
such & mollicoddle, but I give you my word
I fainted dead away like a school-girl when
I got to my room. I sup it was partly
e

the surprise
and

nnjoy'thmm a pause. The vwo wo-

men looked at each other, then at him, his

MM% his excited, wild-looking, iug-

“Well,” he cried, impatiently, “have
mmﬂdﬂg to say? Is it nothi
after all the wonths—mon

itnu-éontu_rhl.!‘;'B::r Ili ave

Ic ’tthmk“ of Se-Ldare

Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nop
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor OQil,
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty years’ uso by
Pillions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhea and Wind Colic. Castoria rclieves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency,
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacca—the NMother’s Friend,

Castoria.

“ Castoria is so well adapted to children thag
I recommend it as superior toany prescription
known to me.”

Castoria.

jon i M s ey
 Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.”
Dz. G. C. Oscoop,
Lowell, Mass.

H. A. Arcrer, M. D,

111 So. Oxford Gt., Drooklyn, N, Y,

o Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihope the day isrot
far distent when mothers will consider thereal
interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums which are ical st 5 W mown as rerula
destroying their loved ones, by forcingopium, o fre ~onfess that the
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtiul ia has won us to look with
agents down their throats, thereby sending
the:a to premature graves.”

Dr. J. F. Kxxco—won, -
Conway, A
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GOLD,
SILVER,
and

FILLED CA

Is very laige. Call and det prices.

S. J. PETTY,

“The Jeweler,” 86 Kent Street, Next the Daley House.

McColls Oils

ARE THE BEST.

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

Champion Gold Medal Oil of the Dominion.

MoColl's CYLINDER OIL will wear twice as long

as any other make.
The finest high grade Engine Oils are manutactured by

McCOLL BROS. & CO., TORONTO.

FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING DEALERS IN THE COUNTRY, 8626

Wool Wanted.

We have sold out our business in Cambray, and have mede
arrangements with one of the very best factories in Canada
to farnish us

Yarn, Flannels, Blankets, and other
Woollen Goods,

go that we can sell them at wholesale prices.
We have secured Mr. Smyth’s store, next Hansook's Hotel,
opposite the market, and will be prepared to pay the highest
price in cash for all the wool that comes,
2 . Cents - Extra - When - Exchanged
We take orders for anything in the woollen line and guaral®
tee satisfaotion. :

WALLACE & CO0.

opposite the Market, LINDSAY.

1887-tf.

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDEAY.

5 and Oabinet Makers.
= m Fﬁ_mbleﬁmowit.
ON. NUGENT & 00-

DR.
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