PROLOGUE.

THE STORY OF THIRTY YEARS AGO.

“And you are certain of the year he was
married in ¥’

¢“‘Perfectly—there is no possibility of my
boing mistaken.  He was married on New
Year’s Duy, *60 ; 1 was born in May, '59.”

“It is strange, certainly. But there is
ene solution of it—is it not possible that,
even if this is he, the lady registered as his
wife might not have been #o?  In fact she
could not have been, otherwise he could
mever have married your mother.”

“T will not believe it! He was too cold
and austere—too puritanical, 1 had almost
said—to form any such connection.”

“Do you think, then, that he would
eommit bigamy ?”’

B3I don’t know what to think I” the other
answered gloomily.

Two men, both about the same age,
twenty-five, were seated in & private room
at an inn, known as the Hotel Bellevue, at
Le Vocq, a dreary fishing town with a good
though small harbor, a dozen miles west of
Havre. On a fine day the bay that runs in
from Barfleur to Fecamp is gay and brighs,

. but it presented a melancholy appearance
on this occasion, as the two young men
d out at it aoross the rain-soaked plote.
of grass that formed the lawn of the
“Bellevue.” Down below the cliff on which
$he inn stood, the port was visible, and in
$he port was to be seen an English cut-
ter, the Electra, in which the friends
bad run for Le Vucq when the
storm, that had now been raging fer
twenty-four hours, broke upon them. The
had left Cowes a fortuight ago, and h
been yachting pleasantly in the Channel
since, putting into Cherbourg on one occa-
sien, into Ste. Mere Kglise on another, and
Havre on & third ; and mow, as ill-luck
would have it, it seemed as if they were
doomed to be weather-bound in,of the many
dreary %&m on the coast, the dreariess of
all, Le Vooeq.
The first night in the inn, to which the
had come up after seeing the yachs
snug and comiortable in the harbor below,
and the sailors lefs in charge of her alse
provided for, passed edsily emough. There
was the hope of the storm abating—which
was cheering—and they had cards, and
some Paris newspapers to read, aand abeve
all, they were fatigued and could ele
well, But, on the next day, the sterm b
met abated, and they were tired of sards,
the old Paris papers had been read and re-

read, and later ones had mot arrived, and |

they were refreshed with their night's ress
wanted to beoff. Bubd there was no
geting off, and what was to be done ?

They had stood all merning looking ous
of the window disconsolately, had smoked
pipes and cigarettes inmumerable, and had
yawned a good deal, and aWwore a litsle.

‘What the deuce are we to do Ve pre-
vent ourselves from dying of ennui, Philip?”
the one asked the other.

““Jerry,” the other answered solemaly.
] koow no more than you do. There is
mething left to read, and scon—very soon,
alas !—there will be nothing lefs te smeke
but the caporal obtainable in the village.
That, however, might poison us and ead
";‘l:n inr'i‘eu." lled Philip began leeking

en the one calle ilip an
about the salon that was at ﬂl.l‘t diapesal,
and whistling plaintively, and peering into
the cupboards, of which there were two :

“Hullo !” he suddenly exclaimed, here is
another great mental treat for us—a lot of
old books ; aud precious big enes, teo ! I
wonder whas they are ¥

*‘Pull them out and let usses, Preba-
bly only Le Monde Illustre, or Lo Journal

i title ¥’

| talkin,
1 '} happy

* AWt kind of & s-a‘g;,i:

od.  * one very wonderfu
‘.".I.l. must be l’ﬁhuko,b’ the other said in
a low voice. ‘*‘And yet how could such &

i h ? Look at this!” and he
mut:.k: :Krnlm finger to & line in the

“B.y Jove!” the ohter exclaimed, as he
read, “Aout 17, 1854, L'Hon. rvase
Ocoleve otsa femme.” Then he said, “Your

father of course, before he inherited his

«Of course ! There never was auy other
Gervate Occleve in existence. except my-
gelf, while he was alive. But what can it
mean ?”’ .

“It means that your father knew this
place many years ago, and came here ; that

but after all it is no more strange that he
should know Le Voeq, than that you
should.” : :

“But you don’t see the curious part of it,
Philip ! ~ It is the words ot sa forame. My
father bad no wife in 1854! He never had a
wife until he married my mother, and then
he was Lord Penlyn and no longer known
as Gervase Occleve.” : :

And then follewed the conversation with
which this story opeuns. s

“Iuis a strange thing,” Philip said, *‘but
it must be a mistake.” .

In his own heart, being somewhat of a
worldling, he did not think it was any mis-
take at all. He thought it highly probable
that the late Lord Penlyn had, when here,

| a lady traveling with him who was register-

ed as his wife, but who, in actual fact, was
not his wife at all. :

After a few moments spent in thought,
Gervase turned to his friend and said:
“The landlord, the man who stared so hard
at me yesterday when I came in, was an
elderly person. He may have had this
hotel in ’54, might even remember this
mysterious namesake of mine. I think I
will ask him to come up.”

«] ghouldn’t,” Philip said. *‘He isn’t at
all likely to remember anything about it.”
In his mind he thought it very probable
that the man might, even ab that distance
of time, remember something of Gervase’s
father, especially if he had made a long
stay at the house, and would perhaps be
able to give some reminiscences ot his
whilom guest that might by ne means
make his son feel comfortable.

But his remonstrance was ucheeded, and
the other rang vhe bell. It was answered
by a tidy waitress wearing the cap peculiar
to the district, of whom Gervase—who was
an excellent limguist—eaid in very good
French:

«If the landlord is in, will you be good
enough to say that Lord Penlyn would be
glad to speak to him ?” :

The girl withdrew, and in & few minutes
the landlord tapped at the deor. When he
had received am invitation to enter, he
came into the room and bowed respectfully,
but, as he Jdid so, Lord Peslyn again netie.’
ed that his eyes were fixed upon him with
a wondering stare; a atare exactly the same
as he had receiyed on the previous day
when they entered the hotel. There was
nothing rude mor offensive in the look; it
partook more of the nature of an incredu-
lous gaze than anything else.

“Milor has expressed a’ wish to see me,”
he said as he entered. ' ‘‘He has, I truss,

found everything to his wish in my poor
| house !”

“'Perfectly,” Gervass sntwered ; ‘“but’l
wanst to ask you o questién. - Will you be:
seated ™ And then when the landlord bad
taken a chair—still looking ititently ab him
—he went on : : ;
«'We found ‘these Livres'des Etrangets in

| your cupboard, and, for'waat of amything

else to read, we took them'down and have

_been amusing ‘surselves with them. I hope '
“we did not take a ‘liberty.”

*Mais, Milor I the landlerd said with a
shrug of his shoulders and a twitéh of his
eyebrows, that were ineans to express ‘his
“satisfaction at his'guests being able to find
anything to distracs them.
#Thank you,” Gervase said. - “‘Well ! in
going through shis book—the one of 1855 —
I have come upon a name so familiar to me,
the name of Gervase Occleve, that——"

But before he could finish his sentence
the landlord had jum up frem his ehair,
and was speaking n; dly while he gesticu~
lated in a thorough ¥French fashion.

“(Test ca, mon Dieu, mais oui I” he be.
an, ° eve—of course! That is the
ace. Sir, Milor! Iesaluteyou! When

you entered my house yesterday, I said te
myself, ‘But where, mon Dieu, but where
have I seen him? Or is it bus the spirit of
some dead one looking a8 me out ef his
eyes? And now that you meation te me
t{o name of Occleve, then in a moment he
comes back to me and I see him once again,
Ah ! ma foi, Milor! but when *I regard
you, then in verity he returns to me, and I
recall him as he used to sit in this ver
room—parbleu ! in that very chair in whic
you now sit."”

The young men had both stared a¢ him
with some amazement as he spoke hurried-
ly and excitedly, repeating himeelf ia his
earnestness, and now as he ceased, Gervase

said :
“Do I understand you to say, then, that
I bear such a likeness to this man, whose
name is inscribed here, as to reeall bhim
vividly to you?”’ :
“Mais, sans doute ! you are hisson! It
There is only one tbin: that 1
ifferent

must be so.
do not comprehend. You beara
name.”

“He became Lord Penlya later in life,
and at his death his title came to me.”

“Bien compris ! And so he is dead ! He
can scarcely have lived the full space of
man’s years. And Madame, your mother?
8he is well ?” '

For » momenb the young man hesitated.
Then he said :

“She is dead t00.”

“Pauvre dame,” the landlord said, and
as he spoke is seemed ns theugh he was
to himself. ‘‘Bhe was bright and

these diys so far off, bright and

himeelf

&' 1 once ; and she, teo, is gone ! Bat,
s l:il::’l‘u ;

1] yoursy ‘Itis

HE STOPPED AT A BUDDEN EXCLAMATION
OF HIS FRIEND.

Amusant, bound wp for the landlerd’s win-
ter nights' delectation, after they havebeen'
thummed by every sailor in the vill ge.”
“Oh, eonfound the beoks !” Phﬂi ex-
claimed when he had looked into them,
“they are only the old registers, the Livres
des Etrangers of bygone years.”
‘“Nevertheless, les us 1¢e them,” the ether
answered ; ‘‘at any rvate we shall learn
what kind of company the house has keps,”

8o, obeying his behest, Philip brought'
shom eut adchey st e e i o4
the nning,” as the B
each gooh a vol-m’md oo-uu’u’l e
poruse it. 4R e
Evor{ now and thea tha teld one -an-
other of some name they had come 88
the owner of which was knowa ' te them 3
that the “E

hearsay, and tboynﬂud
i’lovz;" bad, in ds

good people for

‘“ P '- I T b oAb 2k 1
several tiﬂu'—llF‘—.'linﬂbd in ‘.‘\:m ught "";* b e
f th ter, and also' many muy bave died
e e e

pent names ging

ivy.

_“Probably half these people haye ecea-
fit et e pmten g
enly vl.:‘h to » ‘some of W
s i

lyl.': he 1:‘
ou oun, an your
Gxi” ’M.:' you used te
run about these outside snd piay 3 I
have carried you te them ofton——r!
*“You carried mie ‘to " sands thirty
years age ¥ Why, T was wot——"
"Stop ” Philip Smorden said te him is
English, and

ting ina low tome. *‘Do
you not aes it all?

to his guest,

w0 wors.”
o “Y;l.” Gervade atawered. * *‘Yes, I soe
it all. : gt ol

Later on, when the landlerd had left the
room after insisting upon' ‘ehiaking the hand
of “’t'hc child he had knmown thirty years

Gervase s
'S he was se stern and “self-contained,
who seemed te be abeveé the ordinary weak-
nesses ‘:: otbumno:‘. "whu, s!ulr all, wor:o
:than the ms of them. I ou "he
s e hen bop:..rﬂd

}.‘.‘}'ﬁ&&'ﬁ:{tm Mo left the hy&'(z‘

whom this man )8 me—to
become & thief preying en his fellow men.

Tt is mob plessant to'think that I have an
i r'who may be an outcast, per-
: lnr
R ¢

o felon
" view of

should not take q'lite such a imist
as that,” Philip said. - *“For
w, the lady he had with him

. and, for she matter of that,s0 may the boy;

| orh'oluiyllz:nulou goo:lq:r:wm to

' both ‘whew'“he'parted with them. For
»n

.anysthing you kmow to .the c
e B W s g
com in the world.”

*‘In such a case I muss have known is. I

must have met him somewhere.”
-mors unlikely ! The world is

, large encugh—in ‘spite of the .

1

now, Jerry 1"
ondorfulw ;

is all, I should say. It is a coincidence,

fJoof that year, in her

iotu about ite smallness—lor two pecunuc-
y situated individuals notto meet. If I
‘were you, Jerty, I sheuld think no more
about the matter.”

It ia not a thing one can easily forget !"
the other answered,

The landlord had given them a descrip-

ago, but what he had told them had not
thrown much light upon the subject. He
described how Qervase QOccleve had first
come there in the summer of '54 accom-

doubted that they were married) and by
his son, “‘the Monsieur now before him,” as
he said innocently. They had lived very
quietly, occupying the very rooms in which
they were now sitting, he told the young
men; roaming about the sands in‘the day,
or driving over to the adjacent towns and
viiinges, or sailing in a boat that Mr,
Occleve hired by the month, They seemed
contented and happy enough, he said, and
stayed on and on until the auiumu’s damp
and rain, peculiar to that pact of the coast,
drove them away. It was sirange, he
thought, that Milor did not remember any-
thing about that period; but iv was true, he
was but a little chiid !

Then, he coutinued, in the following
summer they  returued agiin, and again
spent some months there—and then, he
never saw nor heard of them more. But,
so well did he remember Mr. Occleve’s
face, even after all these years, that, ever
since Lord Penlyn had beeu in the house,
he had been puzzling his brains to think
where he had seen him before. He certain-
ly should not, he. said, have remembered
the child he had played with so often, but
that his likeness to his father was more
than striking. To Madame, Lis mother, he
saw no resemblance at all.

“But 1 did not tell him,” he said to him-
gelf afterwards, as he sat in his parlor
below and sipped a little red wine medi-
tatively, I did not tell him that on the
second summer a gloom had fallen over
themn, and that I often saw her in tears,
and heard him speak harshly to har. Why
should I? A quio bon to disturb the poor
young man’s meditations on his dead father
and mother !” :

And the good landlord went out and
served a chopine of petit bleu to one
customer, and a tasse of ubsinthe gommee
te another, and entertained them wiith an
account of how there was, upstairs, an
English Milor who had been there thirty
years ago with his father; the Milor who
was the owner of the yacht now in port.

On the next day the storm was over,
there was almost a due south wind, and
the Electra was skimming over the waves
and leaving the dreary French coast far be-
hind it.

It hasn't been a pleasant visit,” Lord
Penlyn said to Philip, as they leant over
the bows smoking their pipes and watchin
Le Vocq fade gradually into a speck. "g
would give something never to have heard
that story !”

“It is the story of thirty years ago,” his
friend answered. ‘‘And it is not you who
did the wrong. Why let it worry you?!”

] cannot help it ! And—I daresay you
will thiuk me a fool !—but I cannot alse
help wondering' on which of my father’s
ohildren—upon that other nameless and
unknown one, or upon me—his sins will be
visited

THE STORY.

CHAPTER I

Ida Raughtea sat, on a bright-June day
retty, boudoir lookin
“&r lens 'of a West En

.out on the Jen-kep'
&n important evént

square, ana thiuking

| in her life that was now tos 'very far off—

her marriage. - Within the liet month she
had become engaged,not without some earlier

.doubts on her part as to whether she was

altogedher certain of her feelings—though,
afterwards, she told berself over and over
agiin that the man to whom she was now

romised was the only ohe could ever
ove; and the wedding-day was fixed for the
1st of September.” ' Her future hugbaod was
Gervase Oculeve, Viscount Penlyn.

She was the only daughter of Sir Paul
Rauihl.on. a wealthy Surrey bargnes, and
had been to him, since her mother’s death,
as the apple of Lis eye—the only thing that
te him seemed to make life worth ﬁving.
1t was true that he had distractions that
are not uncon. non to elderly gentiemen of
means, and pussessed of worldly tastes;
perfeotly true that Paris and Nice, and
Ascot and Newmarket,  as well as
his elubs and his friends—not always
male ones—had charma for him that were
still very -'secductive; but, after all
they were nothing in comparison to his
danghter’s love and his love for her. Never
duriug his long widowerhood, a widower-
hood duting frem her infaney, bad he failed
to make her life and happiness the central
object of his existence ; never had he al-
lowed his pleasures to staud in the way of
the study of her comfort. The best schools
and masters when she waa a 'child, the best
friends and chaperons for her when woman-
hood was approaching, and when it had ar-
rived, the greatest liberality as regards
cheques for dressmakers, milliners, uphol-
sterers, horses, etc., had been but a small
part of his way of showing his devotion to
her. And she had returned his affestion,
had been to him & daughter giving back
love for love, and endeavoring in every way
in her power to make him an ample return
for all the thought and care he had shower-
ed on her.  Of course he had foreseen that
the inevitable day must come when—-love
him however much she might—she would
#'ill be willing to leave him, when she
would be willing to resign being mistress of
her father's house to be mistress of her
husband’s. HMis worldly knowtledge, which
was extensive enough for half a dozen ordi-
nary men, told him clearly enough that the
parent nest very soon palled on the bird
that saw its way to building one for itself.
Yeot, when the blow fell, as he had known
it must fall, he did not find that his phil-
osophy enabled him to endure it very light-
ly. (gn the other hand, there was his love
for her, and that bade him let her go, since
it was for her happitess that she should de

%0.
_ “I promised her mother when she Ia
dying,” he said to himself, “that my life
tphoﬁ d be devoted to her, and I have kept
'ny vow to the best of my power. 1 am
not going to break it mow. Beasides, it is
part of a father's'duty to see his daughter
well married ; and 1 suppose Penlyn is a
good match. At any rate, there are plenty
of other fathers and mothers who would
like to have caught him for their girls.”
That she should have made a sensation
during ber first season was nota thing to
astonish Sir Paul, mor, indeed, any oae

else. Ida Raughtoa’ was as thoroughly
beautiful a girl, when first she made her ap-
in London society, as any who
taken their place in its ranks.
'l,‘slliuli g.;u;lgl, and - oi an l:x-
. quisite ; head, round which her
;mm:hullr curled h: thick lt;ch: wi::
ght hagel eyes, w expression yari

in accordance ywlth their owner’s thoughts
ll‘:d htcelm.m’mr:eﬁnau spuk‘mol.in. ..d:ith

ter nirth, an¢ { s sadden-
odn'imh tears u’iﬂlﬁﬂ!o ay tale of
sorrow ; with a nose the line of which was

between 1854 and 1858, | P°

riect, and a wouth, ‘the smalluess of
-Mchtiim gh it could nov hide,

Ashe sat at het bbidoi window on thia
‘&&“‘h""“‘ of 'lc: now vt o

AR L

THE VICTORIA WA

WARDER,

tion ot what he remembered of the Gervase :
Occleve whom he had known thirty years |

panied by his wife (he evidently had never

tor,” and were now on their wa

‘joy it alome.' And se, all things being

in the affection of the woman he loves.”

definitely ;
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AND YOU DO LCVE ME? I DO.
settled marriage, she was wondering u vne
life before her would be as bright and happy
as the one she was leaving behind for ever.
That—with the exception of the death of
her mother, a sorrow that time had merci-
fully tempered to her—had been without al-
loy. Would the future be 50 ? There was
10 reason to think otherwise, she reflected,
no reasou to doubt it. Lord Penlyn was
young, handsome, and manly, the owner of
an honored name, and well endowed with
the world’s goods. Yet that would not
have weighed with her had she not loved
him.

She had asked herself if she did love him
several times before she consented to give
him the answer he desired, and then she
acknowledged that he alone had won her
heart. She recalled other men’s at-
tentions to her, their soft words, their
desire to please ; how they had haunted
her footsteps at balls and at the
opera, and how no other man’s homage
had ever been 80 eweet to her ,as the
homage of Gervase Occleve. - At first—
wishing still to be gure of herself—she
would not agree to be his wife, telling him
that she did not know her heart; but when
he asked her a second time, after she had
had ample opportunity for reflection, she
told him he should have his wish.

“And you do love me, Ida?’ he asked
rapturously, perhaps boyithly, as they
drove back from a la dinner-party te
which they had gone at “You
are sure vou do ?”

“Yes,” she said, I amsure I do. I was
mot sure when you firss asked me, but I am
now.”’

“Then kiss me, darling, and tell me so.
Otherwise I shall scarcely be able to believe
it ;” and he beut over her and kissed her,
and she returned the kise.

““I leve you, Gervase,” she said, blushing
as she did so. :

*‘You have made me supremely happy,” |
he said to her after their lips had met;
“happy beyond all thought. And, dear.
est, you shall never have cause to repent of
i will be the best, the truest husband
woman ever had. There shall be no shodow
ever come over your life that I can keep
away.”

For suswer she put her hand in his, and
so they drove along the lanes that were
:cuing thick with hawthorn and chestaut

loes ym, while ahead of them sounded the
merry voices of others of the party .who
were in the four-in-hand. . They had come
down, a jo{z:l company, from town in the
afternoon, had dined at the “‘Star and Gar-
home
under the soft moonlight of an early eum- |
mer evening.  8ir Paul bad been with them
in the landau on the journey eus, .buy o
this return one he was seated on the top,:
the voach, talking te a lady whom he od-
dressed more than once as ‘‘his ' dear old
friend,” and was moths innumeralle
cigaret Prob-blL,h did mot imagine
for one moment that Lord Penl{n
ing te take this opportunity of pro
to his daughter; but he 'Iu‘ "noticed thad
they seemed to cnjo( eagh other's society
very much, especially when they could en-

ichmond.

and the barones
his exceedingly

suitable and harmeniou
baving a heart benea
well-fitting waisteoat—and that & very big
heart where Ida“was eoncerned—had les
them have the gratification of the drive
home together. s
“And you mever loved any other man,
1da Y’ Gervane asked. “‘Fergive the ques-
tion, but every lever likes $o kmow, or
think, that fo ene has ever been before him

“No,” she amswered, “never. You are
the first man I'have ever loved.” ;
This had liappened nearly a month L
but as Ida est in.Her boudoir her zu.n;ﬁ. 1
returned to the drive em that May night,
Yes, she acknowledged, she loved him, and
she loved him more and more every time
she saw him. But as she recalled this con-
versation she also recalled the question he
had asked her, the question as to whether
she had ever loved any other man;
and she wondered what had made
him ask it. Could it be that it was sup- |
posed by some of their eirole—though
erroneously supposed, she told herself—that
another man loved her ? Perfectly errone-
ously, because that ather men have mever
breathed one word of leve te her ; and ‘be-
:auae, though hi:u wlonk'l" sometimes be id
er society econtinual perhaps & week,
and then L absent z: a month, he mever,
during all the time they were thus con-
stantly meeting, paid her mare marked at-
tention than other men were in she habit of
doing. Yet, motwithstanding this, it had
come $o her knowledge that it had been
whispered abous that Walter Cundall loved

her.

This man, Walter Ouadall, this reported.
admirer of hers, was well known in sopiely,. |
was in a way famuus, though his fame was;
in the principal part due to She simplest |,
purchaser .of $hat commodity—to weslth,
He was known (0 be stupendously riehvo !
be able to rdpcld any sumn of money he
chose in order to gratif; inclinatione, te
be able to look upon thousands as erdinary |
men looked npon hundreds, and upon hun- 4,
dreds as other men looked D, tens, ;.
This was the principal part o ‘oll fame;
but there' was a lesser, though a  better

t Is was true that ke did spend hom- |

reds and thousands, but, ap * rule, b1
epeas shem guite as mueh upon' others as
upon ' hi fours-in-hawd, his
achts and steam-yachts, hia villa at Cook-
am, and his house ia érolvenor Place, as

well as his villa at Cannes—to which a
joyous party went every winter—were na
much for his friends as for him. He gave
dinnere that men and women daligh in
getting invitations te; bus it was noticed |
that, though his chef was a marvel, he |
rarely ate of anything bnt the soup and

joint himself, and that, while others were -
drinking the best wine that Burgundy, or. .
Ay, or Rheims could

produce, he sesrcely

ever quenched his thirst with uy&bha‘b::f, ‘

a tumbler of clarct. ‘But he would
the head of his table with a smile  of sagis-
faction upon his handsome face, centented
with the knowledge thay his, guesis wers
bappy and enjoying themselves. = =
This man of whom Ids was now thinking
and whose Muw be told here, u:
commenced life at Wesuminstor School, Lo.

§

“there

il

which he hud been his wnclo, airich’ o
o o Rl e
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some years of nis iife,” attendng to the
mines, seeing to'the consignments of ship-’
loads of muhogany and cedar, guing for
daya in‘the  hills with ne dompunious but
the Meetisos and the Indians, avd helping
his uncle to er up more and wmore
wealth that was eventually destined to be
his. ‘Once or twioce in the space of tem
years he came to Europe, generally with
the object ot increasing their conneotion
with Londoa or Continental cities, and of
looking up and keeping touch with his old
schoolfel ows and friends,

And then, at last, two or three years be-
fore this story opeus, and when bis uncle
was dead, iv came to be said about London
that Walter Cundall, the richest man from
the Pacific. to the Gulf of Hosduras, had
taken a house in Grosvenor Plice, and
meant to make London more or less per-
manently bis residence, The other places
that have been mentioned were pu
one by one, and he used all his possessious
—sharing them with his friends—by turn;
but London was, as people said, his home,
Occasionally ke would go off to Houdaeras
on business, or would rush by the Oriemt
express to Bt. Petersburg or Vienna; but
he loved England better than any other spot
in the globe, and mever left it unless he
was ebliged to do so,

This was the man whom gossip had said
was the future husband of Ida Raughton—
this tall, dark, handsome man, who was,
when in England, a great deal by her side.
But gassip had been rather staggered when
it heard, $hat, during Mr. Cundail’s lass
abeence of six months in the tropics, she
had become the affianced wife of Lord
Penlyn ! It wondered what he would say
when he eame back, as 1t heard he was
about to do very shorily, and it wondered
why on earth she had tauken Penlyn when
she might have bad Cundall. It talked it
over in the drawing-roomms and the ball.
rooms, at Epsom on the lawn at San.
dewn, but it did not seem to arrive at any
eonclusion satisfactery to iteelf.

*q suppose the facs of it is that Cundall
never asked her,” one said to another, ‘‘and
she sired of waiting”

I shonld have waited a bit longer on the
off chance,” the other said ; *Cundall’s a
fifty times richer fellow than Penlyn, and
there’s rison between the two.
The one is a man of the world and a s
did fellow, and the other is only a boy.”

*‘He isn's & bad sort of & boy though,”
said a third, “‘good-looking, and all thas.
And,” he eontinued sentiously, *‘he has the
pull in age. That's what tells! He is
about tweaty-five, and Cundall’s well over
thirty, isp’t he "

“Thirty ia po such great age,” said the
first ome, who, being over forty himeself,
looked upon Cundall also as almest & boy,
“amyi, for my pars, I shink she has made a
mistake t” -

And that was whas the world said:  ‘‘She
had made & mistake I” . Did she shink 20
hersel, . as she sap there that bright .after-
moon ? No, that could not be possible !
Ida Raughton was a girl with too pure and
honorable a heart to take one man when
‘sheloeved another. And we know what the

jps did net know, that mo word of love

ad ever between her and Walter

Cundall, | The world was indulging ia

rrdphu lations when it debateﬁ in

ts mind why Ida had not taken asa husband

» map who bid never spoken one word eof
leve to her !

CHAPTER IL

A lew lel after Ids Raughton had been
induiging in those summer noontide medi-
tatigns, Walter Cundall.arrived ot . his
‘O.III;Q in vemor Place. were se
w
Do wis master, that » telegram from Liver-

i -;u;b'e_d‘ a fow .hfn‘n,urlic; had
i&dﬂt cause everything. u‘n in.
and his pervants  were

it
% um':i- coming sud going thas Ris ar-

.wag_go- | vival ereated no ususual
ing |,

ci
He -'..lyod into his hnxome Ilhr}: fol-
A

Jowed by & staid, grave man-servaami, &
dmlo'n in ome of his favorite eha;::

paid : | :

. ““Well, West, what's the mews in Len-

don® .

. “Not mueh, sir; at least nothing tha

wopld jnterest you. There are a goed
,§alls; and parties going on, of
i and next weok's Ascot, yeou

.I".

# K300, (e 167" Yes, 10 be suret We might
take a Wouse Shere, West, and have gome
friend The :on-h-bnd eeuld go over

S batacsln any of your Tiendashi
: n any s
b o8- Ascot, anyhow. S8ir Paul
%m’o man and me were a-taiking to-
gotier, sir, lsst night at eur litele place of
ng, and he old me as how 8ir Paul
was te bave.quite o large party down
:l:rn't‘”i yeu tl;:'v. sie, to .;elnobnu—to
mean fer Asous, sir.
Wel 1 ;
" !I,AI course, . sir, 1l be wanted
o t6o, gir. Indeed, Bir Paul'sman eaid
bow his master . had bees making in-
abont the time you was a-coming

[V
»i
'%.d', sir, and said he should like to have

you there, . .And.of  coures they want te
cele—1 meanito keep it.up, sir. Now Fll go
and fétoh you the letiers thad bave come

- ginoe Feen) you the Jaat mail.”
While

.servand i , Walte
PR g Gy B e Pl

od. ‘Mo v Ahandsome mea, with adark
gnd Gue, well-marked foa-

! wo bu
b fo 2 2R ».mg o
w‘.‘ waas 1o siga of
pbouk. Rim. . ‘Fil.:'ﬂlﬁ

spent under

Y 0; -uﬂolr’;d.;
den 'i.‘ sf’;{sd.';:
¢ &ills four at least out of mr;
As he sab in his ohair he ' won-
Mies thragh Me. Hil: why fb

m fife; w
- red’ np:nhiia—vihﬁohlo wan
..m'* enow, ‘- ‘—‘t o
ﬁh that other I.!Kl l;o:? their :lv::?-

him
th

Vn wiba. ; |
@ered why
= d

seiling to obtain,and then oftenfailed at last
= ;
“‘And nbw,” he said to himself, “les
Fortane give me but one more gife,
am ocontent, Lot me have as partaer of all
I posseas the fairest wemaa in the worid ;
let my sweet, gentle Ida tell me that she
loves me—as I know she does—and
l"‘:.l": n:n cu.l ) § ask ¢ Ah,
" ...-he wen8 on, apetrophisia
Sog, I, LR
Ve gue ow, t after night du
these x months, I have .:0 on -

Rt el S

*»uq at them in their feebls
I wonder if you have .eyer
: b, wmy long absence that mos.
i ) .

3'(n.tho eptablishment of which |

Qastoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants:
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. 1t is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothirg Syrups, and Castor Oil.
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty years’ use by
Milliens of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcea and Wind Colic, Castoria relicves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency,
Castoria assimilates tho food, recgulates the stomach
and bowels, giving hcalthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friead.

Castoria.

“ Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children."

Dz. G. C. Osgoop, _
Lowell, Mass.

« Castoria fs the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. I hopos the day is not
far distant when mothers will consider the&;.ﬂ
interest of their children, and use Castorisin-
stead of the variousquack nostrums which are
destroying theirdoved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves.”

Da. J. F. Enicaxiox,
Conway, Ar Auzx C. Sware, Fres.,

The Cemtaur Company, 71 Murray Street, New York City.

Castoria.
“ Castoria is so well adapted to children the$

I recommend it assuperiortoany prescription

knowa to me.”
H. A. ArcEEx, M. D,

111 Co. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N, Y.

“ Our physicians in the children's depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in tleir outside practice with Castoria,
and although we ornly have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are frcs to confess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favoer upon it.”

UxiTzp HOSPITAL AXD DispENsaxy,
Boston, Mass,
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W. W. LOGAN

SELLS

The best Organs, Pianos and Sewing Machines in the
Market—the cheapest according to quality, and any
make desired, either Canadian or American.

W. W. LOGAN,

General Agent, Lindsay,
170 Kent St. West.

A certain doctor of 1 his town who was
called to see a patient, after examin-
ing her carefully said to the mother,
“Well, Missus, I don’t know much
about this disease, but you just throw
her into fits, and I'm death on fits.”
Now, we claim no relationship what-
ever to that doctor, but we would say
that we would like every person who
happens to be troubled with weakness
of any kind, flling fits, epilepsy, etc.,
to try a bottle of HIGINBOTHAM'S
EPILEPSY CURE, and if you come
back and say it did not help you your
money will be cheerfully retunded.
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ADVERTISE in the WARDER

The largest Circulation of anv Paper in the
Midland Distriot.
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Cheap FURNITURE

G0 TO.

{

2| ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

|Undertakers and Oabinet Makers

Oall and see our stook. No trouble to show it

ANDERSON, NUGENT & 0O.




