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4 SEERE,

first thing to-morrow morning and tako her

away.”

“'I‘;ke her away ¥ Lady Helena repeat-
ed, setting her lips ; “take her where, Vic-
tor? To you?” 3

His ghastly face turned a sheade ghastlier.
He caught his breath and grasped the back
of the chair as though a spasm of unendur-
able agony had Pierood is heart. Iln an
instant his aunt’s arms were about him,
tears streaming down her cheeks, her im-
ploring eyes lifted to his: :

“Forgive me, Victor, forgive me 1 3
ought not to have asked you that. But I
did not mean—I knﬁv:l t. l: o:.: never :;,
m r boy. I will do whatever you say.
I zvmo tg her, of course—I fetch
her here if she will come.

"I she will come !” he repeated hoarsely,
disengagin, himself from her; ‘‘what do
you mean by if? There can be no ‘if’ in
the matter. She is my wife—she is Lady
Catheron—do you think she is to be left

iless and alone drudging for the bread
she eats? I tell you, you must bring her;

she must come !” -

His ionate, suppressed excitement
terrified her. Il:ril and fear and help-
lessness she looked at her niece. Inez, with
that steady self-possession that is born of
long and great endurance, came to her res-
cue at once.

“Sit down, Victor ! her full, firm tones
said, “and don’t work yourself up to this
pitch of nervaus excitement. It’s folly—
useless folly, and its end will be proatration
and a sick- About your wife, Aunt
Helena will do what she can, but..—vhlt.
can she do? You have no authority over
her now ; in leaving her you resigned it. It
is unutterably pa.ingul to speak of this, but
under the circumstances we must. She re-
fused with scorn everything you offered her
before ; unless these past ten months M.ve

eatly altered her, she will refuse again.

g‘l.:e seems to have been a very proud, high-
spirited girl, but her hard struggle with
the world may have beaten down that—
“d_!)
“Don’t !” he cried passionately ; *‘Ican’t
bear it. O my God ! to think what I have
done—what I have been forced to do! what
I have made her suffer—what she must
think of me—and that I live to bear it !
To think 1 have endured it all, when a
pistol-ball would have ended my torments
any day !’

“When you talk such wicked folly as
that,” said Inez Catheron, her strong,steady
eyes fixed upon his face, ‘I have no more
to say. You did your duty once ; you act-
ed like a hero, like a martyr—it seems a
pity to spoil it all by such a cowardly rant
as this.” _

“My duty?’ he exclaimed, hulkl_ly.
“Was it my duty. Sometimes I doubt it;
sometimes I think if I had never left her,
all might have been well. Was it my duty
to make my life a hell on_earth, cr tear my
heart from my bosom, asI did in the hour
1 left her, to spoil her life for her, to bring
shame, reproach, and poverty upon her?
If I had not left her, could the worst that
might have happened been any worse than
that ?”

¢“Much worse—infinitely worse. You are
the sufferer, believe me, not she. What is
all she has undergone in comparison with
what you have endured? And one day she
will know all, and love and honor you as
you deserve.”

He hid his face in his hands, and turned
away from the light.

¢One day,” they heard him murmur ;
¢one day—the day of my death. Pray
Heaven it may be soon.”

“I think,” Inez said after a pause, ‘“‘you
had better let me go and speak instead of
Aunt Helena. She has undergone so much
—she isn’t able, believe me, Victor, to
undergo more. Let me go to your wife;
all Aunt Helena can say, all she can urge,
I will. If it be in human power to brin
her back, I will bring her. All I dare teﬁ
her, I will tell. But, after all, it is so lit-
tle, and she is so proud. Don’t hope too
much.”

It is so little,” he murmured again, his
face still hidden ; so little, and there is so
much to tell. Oh!” he broke forth, with a
passionate cry, “I can’t bear this much
longer. If she will come for nothing else,
she will come for the truth, and the truth
shall be told. What are a thousand pro-
mises to the living or the dead to the
knowledge that she hates and scorns me !”

They said nothing to him—they knew it
was useless—they knew his paroxysms
would pass, as so many others had passed,
and that by to-morrow he would be the
last to wish to tell.

“You will surely not think of returning
to St. James Street to-night ?’ said Inez by
way of diversion. ‘‘You will remain here,
and at the earliest possible hour to-morrow
you will drive me to Oxtord Street. I will
do all I can—you believe that, my cousin, I
know. And if—if I am successful, will”’—
she paused and looked at him—*‘will you
meet her, Victor ?”

““I don’t know yet ; my head is in a whirl.
To-night I feel as though I could do any-
thing, brave anything—to-morrow I suppose
I will feel differently. Don’t ask me what
I will do to-morrow until to-morrow comes.
I will remain all night, and I will go to my
room at once ; I feel dazed and half sick.
Good-night.”

He left them abruptly. They heard him
toil wearily up %o his room and lock the
door. Long after, the two women sat
together talking with pale, apprehensive

€S, ~
‘‘She won’t come—I am sure of it as that

I sit here,” were Lady Helena’s partin

words as they separated for the night. *¢

kno\gv her better than he does, and I am not
g carried away by his wild hopes. She will
& not come.”
Sir Victor descended to breakfast, look-
unutterably lelid and haggard”in the
rather tha light. el:' he might ; he had not
“ne momen
§f any 2008y,)¢ 1ore
us, t.ll:g. ;‘n& there was
1R his heart as in Lady Helena’s,

ately after breakfast, Miss c.;h,m{m:im

1y veiled, entered the cab with hil’n and

was driven to Oxford Street. It was .

‘ll;nlt] drivel;‘.,y;hedm glad when it was over,

and he set her down near the sho,

dame Mirebeau. P

“I will wait here,” he said. ‘If she
will come with you, you will take a cab
and drive back to Poplar Lodge. If she
does not——" he had to pause a moment—

“then retura to me, I will take you

home.” ch

She bent her head in assent, and entered
the shop. Her own heart was beating at,
the t.hgbn&ht of the coming interview and
its probable ending. She advanced to the
counter, and, without raising her veil, in-

Th - 1 looked i "

e gir: uisiti

den face, and mwm&od : .

:‘Yu, Miss Stuart had come.”

‘I particularly, and in
~ Can you man.

prics Rt
almost” as little :&o

ever. ; -
#You wish to see me, madame ?”
A clesr, soft voice spoke. The doot

Catheron turned round, and for the
second time in her life looked in the face of
her cousin’s wife. ¥

she bad
she had lost none of the beauty and -grace
that had won away Sir Victor Catheron’s

heart. .

«I wished to see you. We are not likely
to be disturbed *”

«“We are likely to be disturbed .at any
moment. ' It 18 the room where Madame
Mirebeau tries on the dresses of her custom-
ers ; and my time is very limited.”

The dark, grave eyes were fixed upon the

close veil expectantly. Inez Catheron
threw it back.
. ¢‘Edith " she said—and at the sound of
her name the girl recoiled—‘‘you don’t
know me, but I think you will know my
pame. I am Inez Catheron.”

She recoiled a step farther, her dark face
paling and wing set—her large eyes
seeming to darken and dilate—her set-
ting themselves in & tense line. “‘Well "
was all she said. :

Inez stretched out her hands with an im-
ploﬁnaiutnro, drawing near as the other
retrea

“Qh, Edith, you know why I have come!
you kuow who has sent me. You know
what I have come for.”

The dark, deep eyes met hers, full, cold,
hard, and bright as diamends.

«J don’t in the least know what you have
come for. I haven’t an idea who could
have sent you. I know who you are. You
are Sir Victor Catheron’s cousin.

Without falter or flinch she spoke his
name—with a face of stone she waited for
an answer. If any hope had lingered in
the breast of Inez it died out as she looked
at her now.

“Yes,” she said sadly; “I am Victor
Catheron’s cousin and there could be but
one to send me here—Victor Catheron him-
self.”

«‘And why has Sir Victor Catheron given
you that trouble ¥’

“Oh, Edith ! again that imploring ges-
ture, ‘‘let me call you so—need you ask?
All these months he has been searching for
you, losing health and rest in the fruitless
quest—wearing himself to a very shadow
looking for you. He has been to New
York, he has hunted London—it has
brought him almost to the verge of death,
this long, vain, miserable search.”

Her perfect lips curled scornfully, her
eyes shot forth gleams of contempt, but her
voice was very quiet.

“And again I ask why—why has Sir Vic-
tor Catheron given himself all this unneces-
sary trouble ?

“Unnecessary ! You call it that! A
husband’s search for a lost wife.”

“Stop, Miss Catheron !” she lifted her
hand, and her eyes flashed. ‘‘You make a
mistake. Sir Victor Catheron’s wife I am
not—never will be. The ceremony we
went through, ten months ago, down in
Cheshire, means nothing, since a bride-

room who deserts his bride on her wed-
ﬁing-day, resigns all right to the name and
authority of husband. Mind, I don’t re-
gret it now ; I would not have it otherwise
if I could. And this is not bravado, Miss
Catheron ; I mean it. In the hour I mar-
ried your cousin he was no more to me than
one of his own footman—I say it to my own
shame and dishonor ; and I thank Heaven
most sincerely now, that whether he were
mad or sane, that he deserted me as he did.
At last I am free—not bound for life to a
man that by this time I might have grown
to loathe. For I think my indifference
then would have grown to hate. Don’t
come again to me—don’t let Sir Victor
Catheron dog my steps or in any way in-
terfere with me. I am only a girl, alone
and poor, but,” her eyes flashed fire—liter-
ally fire—and her hands clenched, ‘I warn
him—it will not be safe !”

Inez drew back. What she had expect-
ed she hardly knew—certainly not this.

““As I said before,” Edith went on, “my
time is limited. Madame does mnot allow
her working-girls to receive visitors in
working hours. Miss Catheron, I have the
honor to wish you good-morning.” .

“Stay!” Inez cried, ‘‘for the love of
Heaven. Oh, what shall I say, how shall I
soften her ? [Edith, you don’t understand.
I wish—I wish I dared tell you the secret
that took Victor from your side that day !
He loves you—no, that is too poor a word
to express what he feels; his life is paying
the penalty of his loss. He is dying Edith,
dying of heart disease, brought on %y what
he has suffered in losing you. In his dying
hour he will tell you all; and his one prayer
is for death, that he may tell you, that you
may cease to wrong and hate him as you do.
O Edith, listen to me—pity me—pity him
who is dying for you 1

She flung herself on her knees, tears
pouring over her face, and held up her
clasped hands.

“For pity’s sake, Edith—for your own
sake. Don’t harden your heart; try and
believe, though you may not understand. I
tell you he loves you—that he is a dying
man. »

“Get up, Miss Catheron,” she said, ‘“‘you
must not kneel to fjme. What is it you
want? what is it you ask me to do?”’

“I ask you to give up this life of toil—to
come home with me. dy Helena awaits
you. Make your home with her and with
me—take the name and wealth that are
yours, and wait—try to wait patiently to
the end. For Victor—poor heart-broken
bo§ !—you will not have long to wait.”

er voice broke—her sobs filled the
room. The distressed look was still on
Edith’s face, but it was as resolute as ever.

“What you ask is impossible,” she said ;
“atterly and absolutely impossible. What
you say about your cousin may be true. I
don’t understand—I never could read rid-
dles—but it does not alter my determina-
tion in the least. Let me go, Miss Cather-
on, I beg of you ; you only distress me un-
necessarily. If you gluded forever it could
not avail. Give my loye to Lady Helena ;
but I will never go back—I will never ac-
cept a farthing from Sir Victor Catheron.
Don’t come here more—don’tlet him come.”
Again her eyes gleamed. *“There is neither
sorrow nor pity for him in my heart. Itis
hken;t‘rlnewhmhoiloommed,md al-
ways will be—always, though he
bafz‘re me. Now, ell.ng. lay dying

Then the door opened and closed, and she
was gone. -

CHAPTER XXIIL

- Miss Stuart went back to the workroom,
and to the dozen orhq-nmn s
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Madame’s young women were detained
half an hour later than usual that evening.
great Belgravian ball came off mext
night, and there was a glut of work. They
got away at last, half fagged to death, only
to find a dull drizzling rain settling down
over the gas-lit highways of London. Miss
Stuart bade her companions a brief -
night; raised her umbrella, and hurried on
her way. She did not observe the waiting
figure, muffled from the rain and hidden by
an umbrella, that had been watching for
her, and who instantly followed her steps.
She hurried on and came to a part of the
street where it was necessary she should
cross. She paused an instant on the curb-
stone irresolute. ‘Cabs, omnibuses and
hansoms were tearing by in numbers ‘nnu-
merable. It was a perilous . She
waited two or three minutes, but there was
no lull in the rush. Then growing quite
desperate in her impatience she started to
cross, The crossing was slippery and wet.

] say ! look out there, will you ! half
a d?lun shrill cabbies called, before and be-
hind.

She grew bewildered—her presence of
mind deserted her—she dropped her um-
brella and held up her hands instinctively
to keep them off. As she did so, two arms
grasped her, she felt herself absolutely lift-
ed off her feet, and carried over. But just
as the curbstone was reached, something—a
carriage pole it appeared—struck her rescue
er on the head, and felled him to the
ground.  As he fell, Edith sprang lightly
out of his arms, and stood on the pavement,
unhurt.

The man had fallen.
ed the prostrate man. For Edith, she
stood stunned and bewildered still. ~ She
saw the man lifted and carried into &
chemist’s near by. Iunstinctively she fol-
lowed—it was in saving her he had come to
grief.  She saw him placed in a chair, the
mire and blood washed off his face, and
then—was she stunned and stupefied still—
or was it, was it the face of Sir Victor
Catheron ?

She leaned heavily against the counter,
feeling giddy and sick—the place swimming
around her. 'Was he dead? Had he met
his death trying to save her? ‘‘Blessed if
I don’t think he’s dead and done for,”
said the chemist. It ain’t such a bad cut,
neither. I say! does anybody know who
he is ?”

Nobody knew. Then the keen eyes of &
policeman, X 2,001, fell upon Edith, pale
and wild-looking, with evident terror and
recognition in her face.

“] say, miss, you know, don’t you?”
Bobby suggested politely. It was resky-
ing you he got it, you know. You know
;hi: ‘ere gent, don’t you, miss ! Who is

e 1’

“He is Sir Victor Catheron.”

“Oh,” said Bobby, *‘Sir Wictor Catheron,
is he? I thought he was a heavy swell.”
And then his eyes took in Edith’s very
handsome face, and very plain dress, and
evident station, and he formed his own sur-
mise. ‘‘Perhaps now, miss, yon knows, too,
where he ought to be took? »

“No,” she answered mechanically; ‘I
don’t know. If you search his pockets,
you will most likely find his address. You
—you, don’t really think he is dead ?”

“Well, no, miss,I don’t think he is dead,”
the chemist answered, ‘though I must say
he looks uncommon like it. Heres his
card-case—now let’s see; ‘Sir Victor Cath-
eron, Bart, Fenton’s ’Otel’. Fenton’s ’Otel.
Bobby, I say, let’s horder a cab and ’ave
him driven there.”

“Somebody ought to go with him,” said
X 2001. “I can’t go—youcan’t go. I
don’t suppose now, miss,” looking very
doubtfully at Edith, ‘you can’t go
nuther?”

“Is it necessary?’ Edith asked, with very
visible reluctance.

“Well, you see, miss he looks uncom-
monly like a stiff ’un this minute, and if he
was to die by the way or hanythink, and
him halone——"

“I will go,” interposed Edith, turning
away with a sick shudder. “‘Call the cab
at once.”

A four-wheeler was summoned—the in-
sensible young baronet was carried out and
laid, as comfortably as might be, on the
back seat. Edith followed, unutterably
against her will, but how was she to help
it? He was her worst enemy, but even to
one’s worst enemy common humanity ab
vtimes must be shown. It weuld be brutal

to let him go alone.

“Don’t youn be afraid, miss,”’ the chemist
said cheerfully; ‘‘he ain’t dead yet. He's
only stunned like, and will come round all
right directly.”

“Fenton's, Bill,” and the cab rattled off

A crowd surround-

CHAPTER XXIV.

That ride—all her-lite it came back: to
her like a bad nightmare. She kept her.
eyes turned away as much as she could
from that rigid form and ghastly face op~
posite, but in spite of herself they wohld
wander back. What Miss Catheron had
said was true then—he was dying—denth’
wl?.:l,licmmd in his face. What if, afters
all, there was some secret strong enoiigh to
make. his condnct, in leaving gm:' ?-igght. bf
She had thought it over and Wondered dnd;
wondered, until her brain was dazed, bugy
could never hit on ny solation, ' She conld
not mow—it was not right. Whatever the:
secret was, he had known it before he mare
ried her—why had he not left her thef—s.
why in leaving her after had he not ex-
plained? There was no excuse for him,

pity nor pain. - 4
y reached- the hotel. Jamison, tho
valet, came down, and recoiled at the sight
ot his master’s long-lost wife. AR
“My lady I”"he . faltered, staring
though he had seena ghost,
“Your majter has met with an accid
Jamison,” Edith said calmly,- ignoring
me. How oddly it sounded to her. **

none, and in spite of the white, worn fage |+
that pleaded for him, her heart hardemed |,
once more—haedened until she felt neither.}.a

e -

Edith for the past five minutes silently an
sadly.: It was of him then she was dream-
ing—thoughts of -him had brought to her
lips that happy smile. The heart of the
elder woman contracted '

“Lady Helena !”

“Edith 1” :

“]1—1 think I fell asleep,” Edith- said
confusedly; ““I was very tired, and it all:
umdr, 80 quiet and tedious here. How is
he

‘“‘Better and asleep—they 'gave him an
opiate. He knows nothin, o}‘ your being
here. It was very good of you to come, my
child.” :

“It was nothing ;more than a duty of
ecommon humanity, It was impossible to
avoid coming,” Edith answered, and then
briefly and rather coldly she narrated how
the accident had taken place.

“My poor boy " was all Lady Helena

y

said, but there ‘was a heart sob in every
word ; ¢*he would die gladly to save you &
moment’s pain, and yet it has been his bit-
ter lot to inflict the worst pain of your life,
My poor child, you can’t understand, and
we can’t explain—it must seem very hard
and incomprehensible to you, but one day
you will know all, and you will do him jus-
tice at last. Ah, Edith ! if you had net re-
fused Inez—if only you were not so Emud,
if you would take what is your right and
your due, he might bear this separation
until Heaven’s good time. As it is, itis
killing him.”

“He looks very ill,” Edith said ; ‘“‘what
is the matter with him ?”

¢“Heart disease—brought on by mental
suffering. No words can tell what he has
undergone since his most miserable wed-
ding-day. It is known only to Heaven and
himself, but it has taken his life. As swrely
as ever human hears 'bnc)‘ke, Ris droke on
the day he left you. And you, my r
childjyou have suffered t.oo¥ 58

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

“Go home! At this hour? Most certainl
you will not. You will remain here uﬁ
night. Oh, Edith, you must indeed. A
room has been prepared for you, adjoinin,
mine. Inez and Jamison with Victor unti
mominq, and—you ought to see him before
you 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 else 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

uite completed there was a tap at the

oor. 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 sup 4

“Yes. mn’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 ewn part T
care little. If he wishes to urge what you
came to urge, I warn you, I will not Fstem
to a word ; I 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 @&
moment—he wishes to make but one part-
ing request,” . ' g |

“] ocan grant mothing—nothing,” Edith
said with a%it.ation. ;

*“You wil fmnt. this, I think,” the other
answered sadly. . ‘“Come, dear child, lgt us
go down ; Lug elena waits.” ‘

; They descended to breakfast ; Edith ate
little.; \In spite of herself, in ngi‘s,a, “ik
pride and, self-commend, {t shook her 3

tle—the thought.of speaking to him., '

But how was she,to refnse? ;. Shé rose 'ty
last, very ,m, very stern- and regolute- |
looking,~-the sooner it was over and she

And you—you were up all

she, “if ‘you‘ ;nfut—-—” ’
b ‘I, » WWM Inez, .!Mihg
,-co piun A ¢
ghoh&hs&:,t.
an p?d' .
Edi:llx"'l eart beat

ol Y'yab gaf O3
r.down the corridor
a'hl{‘ , thick and  fast™}
she .b herself for |~
and the graye, pro-
ed ont.
ved.and departed. Another’
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“can’t do"that.” ¢
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s e was. one particular room to which |
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r she might say or think,»,wu_j;d‘; a
pity you,” she very gently ;
rlf,thonght w—b;t-:" ;m-z’?ul &

ut, forgive you! No, Sir Vietor
eron ; I am only mortal. T have been
wronged and humiliated as no girl was |
ever wronged and humiliated before; I

ith his hands—she
oouﬁpe‘ss‘_thedrymb"v sound of his

ry. : :
4t ‘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 u it—the
said had a request to make. Ithini
you, had .had better not make it—I can
t nothing—nothing.”

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

u’ will pity and forgive! Edith, 'my

ve, my du'lf:lg,:lesve me this one hope,
give me this one ise before you go ?

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

She ‘turned to go without waiting for
his reply. As she opened the door, she |
heard a wailing cry that struck chill with
pity and terror to her inmost ‘heart.

“Oh, my love! my bride! my wife!”
—then the door closed behind her—she
gy o o goragnr Shar SIS

: ey met an , and onl
death could bring them together agai y

She out into the sunshine and
splendor of the summer morning, dazed
and cold, her whole soul full of untold com-
passion for the man she had left. :

CHAPTER XXV.

Edith went back to the work-room in
Oxford Street, to the old treadmill life of
ceaseless sewing, and ence more, a lull
eame to her disturbed existence—the lull
preceding the last-ending of this strange
mystery that had wrecked two lives A
hundred times a day that pallid, tortured
face, rose before her, that lasv agonized cry
of a stiong heart in strong agony rang in
her ears. ,All her hatred, all her revenge-
ful thoughts of him were gone—she under-
stood him no better than before, but she
pitied him from the depths of her heart.

They disturbed her no more, neither by
letters or visits. Only as the weeks went
by she noticed this—that as surely as even-
ing came, a 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 her from that safe distance, she
Frew reconciled and accustomed to it at
ast.

Once or twice she caught a fleeting
glimpse of his face on these occasions.

What a corpse-like face it was—how
utterly weak and worn-out he seemed—
more fitted for a sick-bed than the role of a
protector.

July—August passed—the middle of Sep-
tember came. All this time, whatever the
weather, she never once missed her
“gshadow” from his post. As we grow ac-
customed to all things, she grew accustom-
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 home 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—
as 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
Vietor could rise from his bed 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 mere
summoned by faithful Jamison, and when
at last—at last the infallible German doec-
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
s&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 iook. 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, longing for, :yet. dreading the re-

ly.. .He turned to-her, that smile still on

Eis lips, .still in his eyes, ; He had not
Loqkd so well for, menths, He took her
and.. » )

‘‘Aunt,’ he said, (iyou bave heard of
doomed men, sentenced to death receive
heir, reprieve. ap 'the last bhour? I think
g,k.gow to.day hew those men must feel

y. reprieve has come.”

“Victor I”_ It was .8 g “Dr, Von
Werter says you wall recover !” B
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Castorin is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants

gnd Ohildren. It contains ‘%
other Narcotic substance.

either Opium, Morphine nop
It is a harmless substitute

for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor 0il,
I is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria, destroys Worms and allayg

feverishness. Castoria prevents yomiting Sour Curg,

cures Diarrhcea and Wind Colie.

Castoria relicveg

teething troubles, curcs constipation and flatulency,
Qastorin assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is tho Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Fricnd,

Castoria.
« Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
@ren. Mothers Have repeatedly told me of its
_good effect upon their children,”
bz. G. C. Oscoop,
Lowgll, Mass.

« Castoria is the best remedy for children of ;

which I am acquainted. I hope the day is not
far distant when mothers will consider thereal
interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrumswhich are
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
sgents down their throats, thereby seading
them to premature graves."
Dr. J. F. EixCHEZLOE,
Conway, Ar

The Centaur Company,

e

Castoria.

* Castoria is 50 well adapted to children theg
I recommend it assuperiortoany prescription

known to me.””
H. A, Arcrer, M. D,

111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N, ¥,

“ Our physiciacs in the children’s deparg:
ment have spokea highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and clthouch we omnly have among oyr
medical supplies what is known as regular
produets; yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it.”

UxiTED HosPrTAL AND Disprysary,

Boston, Magg,

Arrex C. Sxrte, Pres.,

%71 Murrey Street, New York City.
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al]l and get prices.

S.J. PRETTY,

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

THRESHERS!

USE LARDINE

MACHINE OIL

The OChampion Gold Medal Oil which Cannot be Excelled.

MoColl's CYLINDER OIL has no equal

MANUFACTURED BY

McCOLL BROS.

& CO., TORONTO.

. Ask your dealer for “Lardine” and beware of Imitations.

FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING DEALERS IN THE COUNTRY,

W ool Wanteg

86 26
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We have sold out our business in Cambray, and have made
arrangements with one of the very best factories in Canads
to furnish us
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Yarn, Flannels, Blankets, and other

Woollen Goods,

g0 thet we can ‘sell them at wholesale prices.

the market, and will
price in eash for all

- Cents

-. Extra - Wt '
ythingin tho woollen line and guaral-
tee satisfaction.

‘We have secured Mr. Smyth’s stdre, next Hanzock's Hotel,
opposite

2
We take orders for an

be prepared to pay the highest
the wool,that comes.
When - Exchanged

WALLACE & CO0.

vt OBposite the Market, LINDSAY.
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NUGENT, & Co.
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T, LINDSAY.

“hd 7 Gﬁbmet Makers.
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“No trouble to show it.

N. NUGENT & ©0
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