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<At last,” he said softly ; “‘at last m{
darling may come to me—at last T may tel
her all. Aunt Helena, send for Edith at

”

once, .
By the night train Inez Catheron went

up to London. As Madame Mirebeau’s

oung women assembled next morning, she
was there before them, waiting to see Miss
Stuart.

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

As the short, ;.utumnl.l day closed in,
they were in Cheshire.

ﬁ' was the evening of the second of Octo-
ber—the unniversary of the bridal’ eve.
And thus at last the bride was coming
home. She looked out with eyes that saw
nothing of the familiar landscape as it
flitted T)y—the laces she had never thought
to see more. he was going to Catheron
Royals, to the man she had married a year

0.
a.gl-‘Ier heart beat with a dull, heavy pain—
ity for him—dread of what she was to
ear. It was quite dark when they rolled
through the lofty gates, up the broad. tree-
shaded drive, to the grand portico entrance
of the house.
‘“‘He is very
Jamison whis

low this evening, miss,”
red as he admitted them ;
«feverish -and longing for her ladyship’s
coming. He begs that as soon as my [aC
is rested and has some refreshment she will
come to him at once.”

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

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

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

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

It is better as it is,” she heard him say-
ing, when she could hear at all, for the
dull, rushing sound in her ears ; ““far better
—far better. My life was torture—could
never have been anything else, though I
lived ffty years. 1 was so young—life
looked so long, that there were times, yes,
Ldith, times when for hours I sat debating
within myself a suicide’s cowardly end.
Iut Heaven has saved me from that. Death
has mercifully come of itself to set all
things straight, and oh, my darling! to
Lring you.”

<he laid her face upon his wasted hand.
nearer loving him in his death than she had
ever been in his life.

““You have suffered,” he said, tenderly,
looking at her. ‘I thought to shield you
from every care, to make your life one long
dream of pleasure and happisess, and see
how 1 have done it ! You have hated me
—scorned me, and with justice; how could
it be otherwise? Kven when you hear all,
vou may not bé able to forgive me, and yet,
Heaven knows, I did it all for the best. If
it were all to come over again, I could not
act otherwise than I have acted. But, my
darling, it was very hard on you.”

“Oh, Victor! hush,” she cried, hiding her
face again, ‘‘vou break my heart !’

His feeble tingers closei over hers with
all their dying strength—-that faint, happy
smile came over his lips.

“] don’t want to distress you,” he said
very gently; “vou havel suffered enough
without that. Edith, I3feel wonderfully
happy to-night—it seems to me I have no
wish left—as though I were sure of your
forgiveness beforchand. ‘It is joy enough
to see you here—to feel your hand in mine
once more, to know I am at liberty to tell
you the truth at last. Draw up that has-
sock, Kdith, and sit here by my side, and
listen. No, you must let go my hand.
How can I teil whether you will not shrink
fli(l,m it and me with horror when you know
all.”

Without a word. she drew the low seat
close to the bed, and shading her face with
her hand, listened, motionless asa statue,
to the brief story of the secret that had
held them apart so long.

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

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

“Why did he do it? you ask. I answer,
because he was mad—mad for weeks before.
And he knew it, though no one else did.
With the cunning of insanity he kept his
sscret, not even his wife suspected that his
reason was unsound. He was a monomaniac.
Insanity, as you have heard, is hereditary
in our family, in different phases ; the phase
it took with him was homicidal mania. On
all other points he was sane—on this, almost
irom the first, he had beem insane—the
desire to take his wife’s life.

It is horrible, is it not—almost incredi-
bly Lorrible? It is true, nevertheless.
Be ure the hopeymocm was en
homicidal mania deve ped ,itself—an al-
most insurmountable desire, when:ver he

‘was alone in her sr-meo, to take her life. -
‘Out of the very depth and intensity of his
passion for her ,his madness arose. He
oved her with the whole ltmth of his
heart and being, and the " lon|
was with him always, to end her life +
:she was &ll his own—in , to kill her.
“He could not help it; he ‘his mad-
ness—he shrank in horror from it—he bat-
tled with it—he prayed for for
-over a year he controlled
was always ways.

might have:
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ed in his ear, .
Juan Catheron now—
them.” He turned an
eont,i-ol"gow 4 Ecl:'t not wi
Juan Catheron, but peace and inno-
cently ulaeg. the open window of the
room where he had left her.

used as a paper knife, lay on the table near.

his

her heart, dealing death
strong blow ! He drew it ou
dead before him. -

“Then a great, an awful horror, fell upon
him. Not of the consequence of his crime ;
only of that which lay so_ still and white
before him.  He turned liked the madman
he was and fled. By some strange chance
he met no one. In passing through the

tes he flung the d‘gier among the fern,
eaped on his horse and was gone. :

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

“That, Edith, was the awful story I was
told that night—the story that has ruined
and wrecked my whole life and yours.
listened to it all as you sit and listen now,
still as a stone, frozen with a horror too in-
tense for words. I can recall as clearly
now as the moment I heard them the last
words he ever spoke to me :

¢ tell you this partly because I am
dying, and I think you ought to know,
partly becanse'I want to warn you. They
tell me you are abont to be married. Vic-
tor, beware what you do. The dreadful
taint is in your blood as it was in mine—
you love her as I loved the wife I murder-
ed. Again I say take care—take care ! Be
warned by me ; my Iate may be yours, your
mother’s Tate hers. It is my wish, I would
say command, if I dared, that you never
marry ; that you let the name and the
curse die out ; that no more sons may be
born to hear the ghastly story I have told

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I wonder, as you sit and listen there,
my love, my bride, whether it is pity or
loathing that fills your heart. And yet I
deserved pity ; what I suffered no tongue
can tell. I knew myself mad, knew tnat
sooner or later my madness would be
stronger than myself, and then it came
upon me so forcibly when we reached Carn-
arvon, that I fled from you again and went
wandering away by myself, where, I knew
not. . ‘Sooner or later you will kill her 3’
that thought alone filled me ; ‘it is as cer-
tain as that you live and stand here. You
will kill this girl who trusts you and who
has married you who does not dream she
has married a demon athirst for her blood.’

*] went wild then. I fell down on my
knees in the wet grass, and held up my
hands to the sky. ‘O God "' I cried out
of despair, ‘show me what to do. Don’t
let me kill my darling. Strike me dead
where I kneel sooner than that !’ And
with the words the bitterness of death
seemed to pass, and great calm fell. In
that calta & voice spoke clearly, and said:

““Leave her ! ve your bride while
thereis yet time. It is the only way.
Leave her ! She does not love you—she
will not care.. Better that you should break
{our heart and die, than that you ahould

arm & hair of her head.”

“I heard it as plainly, Edith, as I hear
my own voice speaking now. I rose—my
resolution taken—a at, unutterable
peace filling my heart. my exalted state

it seemed so easy—1 alone would be the
sufferer, not you—I would go.
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gently, “fz:g you must be tired after your
journey. You will go l{}) to your room
now. I will watch with Victor to-night.”

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

“No,” she said, ‘“no, no! 1 will never
leave him again. I am not in the least
tired, Lady Helena; I will stay and share
your watch.”

“But, my dear——"

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

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

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

With a great effort he lifted one of her
hands to his lips—that radiant smile of
great joy on his face.

«‘She talks almost as if she loves me,” he
said.

“Love you ! O Victor !—husband—if I
had only known, if I had only known!”

“If you had known,” he repeated, look-
ing at her with wistful eyes.  “Edith, if
you really had known—if I had dared to
tell you all I have told you to-night, would
you not have shrunk from me in fear and
horror, as a monster who pretended to love
you and yet longed for your life ? Sane on
all other points—how wonld you have com-
Yrehende( my strange madness on that?

t is gone now—thank God—in my weak-
ness and dying hour, and there is nothi:g
but the love left. But my own, if I h
told you, if you had known, would you not
haye feared and left me?”’

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

*“You think so?”’
earnest gaze.

“I know so—I feel it—I am sure of it.
You could not have done 1t—I should never
have been afraid of it, and in time your
delusion would have worn entirely away.
You are naturally superstitious and ex-
citable—morbid, even ; the dreadful excite-
ment of your father’s story and warning,
were too much for you to bear alone. That
is all.”

Her tone of resolute conviction seemed to
bring conviction even to him. The sad,
wistful light deepened in his blue eyes.

“Then it has all been in vain,” he said
very sadly ; ‘‘the suffering and the sacrifice
—all these miserable months of separation
and pain.”

Again Lady Helena advanced and inter-
posed, this time with authority.

“It won't do,” she said ; ‘“‘Edith you
must go. All this talking and excitement
may end fataily. If you won’t leave him
he won’t sleep a wink- to-night ; and if he
passes a sleepless night who is to answer
for the consequences ? For his sake you
must go. Victor tell her to go—she will
obey you.”

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

She rose at once with a parting caress,
and made him comfortable among his pil-
lows.

*‘Good-night,” she whispered. “‘Try to
sleep, and be strong to talk to me to-mor-
row. Oh!” she breathed as she turned
away, ‘‘if the elixir of life were only not a
fable—if the days of miracles were not
past, if he only might be restored to us,
how happy we all could be !”

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

He was lying much as she had left him,
propped up among the pillows—his face
whiter than the linen and lace, whiter than
snow. By daylight she saw fully the
ghastly change in him—saw that his fair
nair was thickly strewn with gray, that the
awful, indiscribable change that goes
before was already on his face.

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

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

«[% ghe said bitterly. *O, no —I o
never ill—nothingever seemes to hurt hard,
heartless people like me. It is the good
and the generous who suffer. I have the
happy kuack of making all who love me
miserable, but my own health never . fails.
I don’t care 1o ask you what sort of .night
you have had—1I see it in your face. y
coming,brings, as it always does, more ill
than good.” :

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

7

Still with that wistful,

Edith, I want to tell me now all
about the year ti has gone—-all . about
yourself.”

“There is 40 little to tell,” she respond- |

. or four times assembling around the dinner-
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“Read t6 me, Edith,” he said once.as the |,

da; She took up a volume of
X e » upA rag fond of.
And

ing of the

neither sorrow mnor
there be any more
His eyes were

crzing; neither shall

xed upon her with so
radiant a light, so infinite a thankfulness,
that she could read no more. Her voice
choked—she laid the book down. Later, as
the sunset came streaming in, he awoke
from a long slumber, and looked at the
glittering bars of light lying on the carpet.

“Open the window, Edith,” he said ; e §
want to see the sun set once more.”

She obeyed. All flushed with rose light.
and gold and amythist splendor, the evén-
i;g sky glowed like the very gates of para-

ise.

Tt is beautiful.” Edith said, ‘‘but itsun-
told beauty brought to her somehow a
sharp pang of pain.

«Beautiful ! he repeated in an ecstatic
whisper.  *O love! if earth is so beautifal,
what must Heaven be !”

Then she heard him softly repeat to him-
self the words she had read :  “And’ God
shall wipe all tears from their eyes, and
there shall be no more death ; neither sor-
row nor crying ; neither shall there be any
more pain.” He drew a long, long breath,
like one who is yery weary and sees rest
near.

“Darling,” he said, ‘‘how pale you are—
white as & spirit.  Go out for 2 little into
the air—don’t mind leaving me. I feel
sleepy again.”

She kissed him and went.  All her after
life she was glad to remember that their
last parting had been with a caress on her
part, a happy smile on his. She descended
the steps leading from the window with un-
questionable obedience, and passed out into
the rose and gold light of the sunset. She
remained perhaps fifteen minutes—certainly
not more. The red light of the October sky
was fast paling to cold gray—the white
October moon was rising.  She went back.
He still lay as she had left him—his eyes
were closed—she thought he was asleep,
She bent over him, close—closer—growing
white almost as himself. And then she
knew what it was.

““And there shall be no more death;
neither sorrow nor crying; neither shall
there be any more pain.”

A cry rang through the room, the long,
wailinﬁ ery of widowhood. She fell on her
Xknees by the bed. An hour after, the -
ing bell tolled sombrely through the ark-
ness from the steeple of Chesholm Church,
telling all whom it might concern that Sir
Victor Catheron had gone home.

CHAPTER XXVIL

One brilliant, August noonday a Cunard
ship steamed gallantly down the Mersey
and out into the open sea.

There were a great number of passengers
on board—every cabin, every berth, was
filled. Every country under Heaven, it
seemed, was represented. After the firsv
two or three days out, after the first three

table and congregating on the sunny decks,
people began to know all about one
another, to learn each other’s names and
histories.

There was one lady passenger who from
the first excited a great deal of talk and
curiosity. A darkly handsome young lady
in widow’s weeds, who rather held herself
aloof from everybody, and who seemed all
sufficient unto herself. A young lady,
pitifully young to wear that sombre dress
and widow’s cap, remarkable anywhere for
her beauty, and dignity, and grace. Who
was she? as with one voice all the gentlemen
on board cried out that question the
moment they saw her first.

She was a lady of rank and title, an
English lady, travelling with her two ser-
vants—otherwise quite alone— the name on
the passenger list was Lady Catheron.

For the first two days that was all that
could be ascertained—just enough to whet
curiosity to burning-point. Then in 2he
solitude and seclusion of the ladies’ cabin
the maid servant became confidential with
one of the stewardesses, and narrated, after
the manner of maids, her mistress’s history
as far as she knew it.  The stewardess re-
tailed it to the lady passengers, and the
lady passengers gave it at third hand to the
gentleman. This 1s what it was :

Lady Catheron, young as she looked and
was, had neverthelsss been a widow for
two vears. Her husband had been Sir Vie-
tor Catheron, of Cheshire, who had died
after the first year of married felicity, leav-
ing an immensely rich widow.  Miserable
Sir Victor'! thought all the gentlemen.
She—Sarah Betts, the maid —*had not
known her ladyship during the "year of her
married life, she had been engaged in Lon-
don, some months after my lady’s bereave-
ment, to travel with her on the continent.
My lady had * travelled in company
with her auat, the y * Helena' Powyss,
and her cousin, a *““M#s. Victori: The had
spent the best part of two years wandering,
leieurely through every country in Europe,
andnow mylady was finishing her tour of the
worla by coming to America—why, Betts
did not know. Not many ladies of rank
came to America alone, Betts thought, but
she had heard my lady was an American by
birth. verywhere my lady weat she had
been greatly admired—gentlemen always
nve:l about h:&h buzdpho 'a::mod u‘d’?}diu‘
marble, very high and ‘haughty, ntterty in-"
different mython l;h did nob;gsyiqtc
society—she had been awfully “fond <& her
late husband, and quite broken-hearted at
losing him so soon. : That was  Miss Betts’
story, and. like. Sam Weller's: imnmortal
valentine, was just emough ; to make them
wish, there was more.. . .. © . 40 !

For the man servant and A?nt'oqurier of

> digni i

effusion.
2 'For E?i, she lb;llk away witg the o!l‘d
eeling of dislike and repulsion, and yet she
listened to hér chatter, too. ;

«How sad it-was,”said gay Mrs. Feather-

s‘ahout'the poor, dear Stuarts. That
delightful Charley, too ! ah ! it was very
said. Did Lady Catheron correspond with
them? But of course she did, being a rela-
tive and evc‘y:hing."

#*No,” answered, her pale face a
shade paler than usual; “‘she had entirely
lost liq.‘of-them lately. She would be
very 5‘ to hear of them, though. Did
Mrs. Featherbrain know—"

“QOh, dear, no!” Mrs. Featherbrain an-

swered; “I have lost sight of them too—
_every one has. ° When people become poor
and drop out of the world, as it were, 1t is
impossible to follow them up. She bad
heard, just before their party started, that
Trixy was about to be married, and that
Charley—poor Charley! was 1§oing to Cali-
fornia to seek his fortune. But she knew
nothing positively, only that they were
certainly not to be seen in New York—that
the places and people who had known them
onee, knew them no more.” That was

all.

It could not be, then, that the hope of
meeting them was in Edith’s mind, and yet,
her whole soul yearned to meet them—to
ask their forgiveness, if no more. To clasp
Trixy’s hand once again,—honest, loving,
impulsive, warm-hearted Trixy,—to feel
her arms about her as of ¢id, it seemed to
Edith Catheron, she could have given half
her life. Of any other, she would not let
herself think. He had passed out of her
life forever and ever—nothing could alter
that.

“Everywhere she went, she was admir-
ed,” her servants had said, ‘‘ but to all she
was cold as marble.” Yes, and it would al-
ways be so while life remained. There had
been but one man in all the world for her
from the first—she had given him up of her
own free will ; she must abide by her deci-
sion ; but there wounld never be any other.
One loveless marriage she had made ; she
never would make another. Charley Stuart
might—would, beyond doubt—forget her
and marry, but she would go to her grave,
her whole heart his.

They reached New York; and there
were many kindly partings and cordial fare-
wells. Lady Catheron and her two ser-
vants droveaway to an up-town hotel, where
rooms had. been engaged, and all papers
duly chronicled the distinguished arrival.
One day to rest—thendown to Sandypoint,
leaving gossippin% Betts and the silent
elderly gentleman behind her. And in the
twilight of an August day che entered
Sandypoint, ‘and walked slowly through
the little town, home. Only three years
since she had left, a happy, hopeful girl of
eighteen—returning now a saddened, lone-
ly woman of twenty-one. How strange-
ly altered the old landmarks, and yet how
familiar. Here were the stores to
which she used to walk, sulky and discon-
tented, through the rain, to do the family
marketing. Here spread the wide sea,
smiling and placid, whereon she and Charley
used to sail.
that winter night, she had saved his life.
Would it have, been as well, she thought
with weary wonder, if they had both died
that night? Here was the nook where he had
come upon her that wet, dark morning with
his mother’s letters, when her life seemed
to begin—here the gate where they had
stood when he gave her his warning :
““Whatever that future brings, Edith, don’t
blame me.” No, she blamed nobody but
herseif ; the happiness of her life had’ lain
within her grasp, and she had stretched
forth her hand and pushed it away. There
was the open window where he used to sit,
in the days of his convalesence, and amuse
himself setting her inflammable temper
alight. It was all associated with him.
Then the house door opens, a tall, elderly
man comes out, there 1s a great cry, father
and daughter meer, and for an hour or so,
she can forget even Charley.

She remains a week—how oddly familiar
and yet strange it seems. The children
noisier and ruder than ever, her father
grown grayer and more wrinkled, her step-
mother, shrill of tongue and acid of temper
as of yore, but fawningly obsequious to her.

The people who used to know her, and
who flock to see her, the young men who
used to be in love with her, and who stare
at her speechlessly and afar off now. It
amuses her for a while, then she tires of it,
she tires of ‘évervthing of late, her old fever
of testlessness comes back. This dull
Sandypoint, with its inquisitive gapers and
questioners, is ot to be endured, even for
her father’s saké.' She will return to New
York. Eond

In the bustling Tlife there—the restless,
ceaseless flow of ‘humanity, she alone finds
solitude and rest' mow. She goes, but she
leaves behind her that which renders keap-

ing boarders or teaching classics for<ver un-
necessary to Frederick Darrell.

" She goes back. What her plans are for
the future she does not know. She'has no
plans, she cannot tell how long she may re-
maiir, or where she will eventually take up
her abode. ‘Tt seems to her she will be a
sort” 'of féminine ' ‘Wandering Jew all her
tife. ' That lité lacks something that ren-
derd” her " restless—she does not carée to
think what. * ‘She may stay all winter—
;::d may pack up andstart any day for Eng-

September 'passes, and she has not gone.
A few of the acquaintances she made when
[/ here before with the Stuarts call upon her,

but they ‘cantell her nothing" of them. If
theStuarts were all dead’ and  buried t,heg
could rot no mere completely have drop
.out of “theydives of their summer-time
friendss 7 Itumust be true, she thinks, what
Eeatherbrain told her. Trixy is mar-
ed where with her mother,
is thousand: of miles away,
fortune.” . ‘

Yonder ay the marsh where, |

them to premature graves.”
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Castoria.

Beediuicoutiadutuiodd

« Castoria is an cxcellent medicine for chil-

dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its

good elect upon their children.”
Dz. G. C. Oscoop,

Lowell, Mass.

« Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I 2m acquainted. Ihope the day is nct
far distant whenmothers willcousider therezal
fntercst of their children, and use Castoria in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums whichere
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup ard other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sendinz

Dr. J. F. Kocseics,
Cont-cy, AT

_PLIT
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Castoria is Dr, Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infantg
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nop
ofher Xarcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor 0j,
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty ycars’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castorio destroys Worms aud allayg
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curg,
cures Diarrheea and Wind Colic. Castoria rclicveg
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 Panacea—the Mother’s Fricnd,

Castoria.

“ Castoria is so well adapted to children they
I recommend it aSsuperiortoany prescriptigy
known to me."
H. A. Arcaer, M. D,
111 So. O=ford St., Crooklyn, N-"I.

medical suppiies what is 1
produets, yct we are free-to ¢
merits of Castoria bas wcn us to look with
favor upon it.”
UsrTeo IZo3p:TiL 45D Dispevsany,

13, Jlacg
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GOLD,

WAT

Is very large.

S J. PETTY,

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

OUR STOCR OF

CHES

SILVER,

and

FILLED CARBES

Call and get prices.

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Ohampion Gold Medal Oil which Cannot be Excelled

MoColi's CYLINDER OQIL has no equal,

MANUFACTURED BY

McCOLL BROS. & CO, TORONTO.

Ask your dealer for o Lardine” and beware of Imitatione.
FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING DEALERS IN THE COUNTRY, £6 20

2%

|
—

price

2 - Cents -

1887-tL,

Wool Wanted

We have sold out our business in Cambray, and have mads
arrangements with one of the very best factories 1n Canads

to furnish us

Yarn Flannels, Blankets, and other
Woollen Goods,

¢o that we can sell them at wholesale prices.
We have secured Mr. Smyth’s store, next Hancook’s !
opposite the market. and will be prepared to pay the highest
in cash for all the wool that comes.
Extra
We take orders for anything in tho woollen line and guaran-

. When - Exchanged

tee satisfaction.

WALLACE & G0

opposite the Market, LINDSAY .

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO!

| ANDERSON, NUGENT. & (
| KENT STREET, LINDSAY.
ndertakers and Oabinet Maker®

e

ON. NUGENT & 0O

o nDone
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