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time when he was on his way to tell her
of the relationship that had existed be-
tween him and that other man who had
loved her so dearly ? When he had
kissed her, wondering, as he did so,
ifit was the last kiss she would ever
let him press upon her lips after she
knew of what he had kept back from
E?r at their last interview, she said to

m:

“And now tell me what you have done
towards findingMr. Cundall’'s murderer?
What steps ﬁave you taken, whom
have you employea to search for that
man?’

“Itis thought.” he answored, ‘‘that
there is some man, now in England,
who may have done it, A man whose
name is Corot, and who was continually
obtaining money from him.”

‘“‘How is this known?”

“‘By some letters that have been found
amongst Cundall’s papers! L-tters
asking for money, and in one case,
threatening him if some was not sent at
once; and with notes in his handwriting
saying that different sums had been sent
when demanded.”

‘‘Corot, " she said. repeating the name
to herself in a whisper, “Corot.” 'Then,
after a pause, she said, ‘‘No! This man
is not the assassin.”

*‘Not the assassin, Ida!” Penlyn said.
‘‘Whv do you think he is not ?”

‘‘Because I have never known him,
because the form of the man who slew
him in my dream was familiar to me,
and this man's form cannot be 8o.”

*‘My darling,” he said, ‘‘you place too
much importance on the dream, -
member what fantasies of the brain

they are, and how few of them have |

efvm any bearing on the active events
o e‘ "

““This was no fantasy,"” she answered;
“no fantaty. When the murderer is dis-
covered—if he ever is—it will be seen
that I have known him. I am as sure of
it as that I am sitting here. But who
was he? Who washe? I have gone
over and over again every man whom
I have ever known, and yet
cannot bring to my mind which
of all those men it is that that shroud-
ed figure resembles.” She paused
again, and then she asked : ‘‘Has it
been discovered yet whether he had any
relations ?”

‘“Yes, 1da,” he said, rising from the
seat and standing befor her, while he
knew that the time had come now when
everything must be told. ‘“Yes, he had
one relation!”

““Who was he ?"” she asked, spring-
ing to her feet, while a strange lustre
shone in her eyes. ‘“Who was he? Tell
me that.”

*‘Oh, Ida,” he said, *‘there is so much
totell! Will you hear me patiently
while I tell you all ?”

*“Tell me everthing,’ she replied. “I
will listen.”

Then he told her, standing there face
to face with her. He he proceeded with
his story, he could give no guess as to
what effect it was having upon her, for
she made no aiin, but, the seat
into which she had sunk, gazed fixedly
into his face. Once she shuddered slight-
ly, and drew her dress nearer to her
when he confessed he had refused to part
from him in peace ; and when, she had
read the letter that he had written on
the night of his death, she wept silently
for a few moments.

It had taken long in the telling, and
the twilight of the summer night had
come before he finished and she had
learnt nverythin§.

‘‘That is what I came to tell you, Ida.
Speak to me, and say that you forgive
me for having kept it from your know-
ledge when last we met?"”

“You said an hour ago,” she replied,
taking no heed of Lis prayer for forgive-
ness, ‘‘that dreams were idle fantasies
of the brain. ~ What if mine was such?
What, if after all, I have seen the form
of the man who murdered him, have
spoken to him and let him kiss me, and
have not recgnized him?”

“Ida!" he said, ‘‘do you say this to
me, to the man to whom ydu have
plighted your love and faith? Do you
mean that you suspect me of being my
brother’s murderer ?"'

)You did nothing,” she answered
“to find out his murderer; you would
have done nothing had that will not
been discovered.”

‘‘I obeyed his behest,” he said, ‘“‘and
what I did was done also through my
g Pt sed bef

ain she pau ore she s
ulx‘c‘i?hignishe?;id : A ok,
t is time that you should go now, it
is time that there syhould be nos;:om love
spoken of between us. But, if a time
ould ever come when it shall be fitting
for me to hear you speak ot love to me
once more——-' ;

‘“Yes ?”

“It will be when you can come to me
_a:;{iay that his murderer is brought to
just ce.’

And until that time shall come
g T Y
[ you take it in that t—yes."

“I isn sworn,” he said, s’ld she

could not but notice the deep intensity

.of his voice, * his that
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{ —m“ lov':" be with

t ne : upon my
?o.:gne.” Yn:uﬂh:v oubted, but just
now, whether you have not scen my
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. brother’s murderer standi

2 i
whether the kiss of Cain not been
upon vour lips. You have reproached
me fer my silence. you have cast me off,
unless I can prove myself not an assas-
sin. Well, 80 be it! By the blessing of
heaven, I will prove it—but for the

! love which you have withdrawn from me

I will ask no more. You say it is to he
mine again conditionally. I will not
take it back, either with or without
condition. It is restored to you; it
would be best that henceforth ~you
should keep it.” \ !
Then, with ‘but the slightest inclina-
tion of his head. he left her, and went
out from the house. And Ida, after

| ouce endeavoring to make her lips utter

the name of Gervase, fel/l/‘prostrate on
the couch.

“He will never come back to me,"” she
wailed ; “he will never come back.
have thrown his love away for ever.
God forgive and pity me.”

CHAPTER XV.

“] knew him intimately,” Senor Guf-
fanta said, “itis about him and his
murder that I have come to talk.” -

These were the words with which he
had responded to Lord Penlyn's recep-
tion of him ; and, as he uttered them,
a hope had sprang up into the young
mans breast that, in the handsome
Spaniard who stood before! him, some
one might have been found who, from
his knowledge ot his brother, would be
able to throw some light upon, or clue
to, his death.

“I cannot tell you,"” hesaid, ‘how
welcome thisinformation is to me. We
have tried everything in our power to
gather some knowledge that might lead
towards finding—first, some one who
would be likely to have a reason for his
death ; and, afterwards, the man who
killed him. If you knew him intimate-
ly, it may be that you can assist us.”

he Senor had taken the seat offered
him by Penlyn, and from the time that
he had first sat down, until now, he had
not removed his dark piercing eycs
from the other's face. But, as he con-
tinued to fix his glance upon Penlyn,
there had come into his own face a look
of surprise. & look that seemed toex-
press 4 baffled feeling of consternation.

“Caramba,” he said to himszlf while
the other was speaking. ‘Caramba,
what mystery is there here? I have

AND LEA APTFC ONCE ENDBAVORING TO MAKE HER
UTTER LHE NAMD OF GERVASE.

made a mistake, I have erred insome

way , how have I deceived myself ?

Yet I could have sworn by the blood of

San Pedro that I was sure.”

Then, when Lord Penlyn had ceased
speaking, he said alound :

““You will pardon me—but I am labor-
ing under no mistake ? You are Lord
Penlyn?”

The other looked at him for a moment,
wondering what such a question meant.
Then he answered him :

I am Lord

“There is no mistake.
Penlyn.” ’
The Spaniard passed his hand across
his e{es as he heard this, but did not
speak; and Lord Penlyn said:

“May I ask why vou inquire?”’

‘‘Because—because I had thought—
because I wished to be sure of whom I
was speaking with."

_““You may rest assured. And now.
sir, let me ask' you what you know
ﬁl;o;xt this unhappy Mr. Cundall and his

e "

“I know much about him. To begin
with, I know that he was brother
—your elder brother—and that you have
come to possess his fortune."

Lord Penlyn started and said:
“You know that ? May I ask how you
know it ?”

It is not necessary for me to say.
It is sufficient that I do know it. But
itt l ﬂs’ not of that that Ihave come to

alk.”

“Of what have you come to talk
then ?”

“Of his murderer ?"’

“*Of his murderer!” the other repeat-
ed. *‘Oh! Senor Guffanta, is it pos-
sible that you can have any clue, 1s it
possible that you think vou will be able
to find the man who kilied him ?”

“I am sure of it.”

Lord Penlyn stared at him as he
sgoke. stared at him while in his mind
there was a feeling of astonishment,
mixed with something like awe, of his
strange visitor. This dark, puwerful-
looking stranger, sat there before him
perfectly calm and unmoved, lookin,
straight at him as he spoke these words
of import, “I am sure of it,” and spoke
them as though- he was speaking of
some ordinary incident. And in his
calmness there was something that
told the other that it was born of cer-

inty.

“If vou can do that, Senor Guffanta,”
he said, ‘‘there is nothing that you can
ask from me, there is nothing that I can
give that—-""

“There is nothing that I want you,”
the Spaniard said, interrupting him,
and making a disdainful motion with his
lonl , brown hand. “I am not a paid
police spy.”

“I beg your pardon,” the other ans.
wered. “I had no though of offence,
Only, sir, it is the wish of mv life, and
of some others who knew and loved him
to see him av :

““And it is the wish of my life also.
Will vou hear a short story ?”

“;I” will hear anything you have to
“Then listen. I was born in Hondur-
child

.man, Lord

'but, Lord

seekils
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Gn&ully, his tle

way of interceding for me wit
uncle, when I had erred, above all his
tenderness to my poor sister, who was
sick and deformed, won my love. Had
he been my brother I could not have
loved him more. Then—then, as years
went on, I committed a fault, and the
old man cast me off for ever. An-
other man tried from
me the woman I loved—she was a
vile thing worth no man’s love;
but—no. matter how — I avenge(i
myself. But from that day the old man
turned against me, and would neither
see nor hear of me again.

“A year or two ssed and then ]
heard from Walter, for my sister and I
had left Los Torros (the town where we
had all lived) and had gone elsewhere,
that the old man was dead. ‘He had left
everything tome,"” Walter wrote, ‘and
there is no mention of you nor Juanna,
but be assured neither of you shall ever
want for anything.’"

“‘Stop,” Lerd Penlyn said, ‘‘you need
tell me no more.- I know the rest.”

“You know the rest ?"” Senor Guffanta
said, looking fixedly at him, ‘‘You
know the rest?”

“Yes. You are Corot.”

A bewildered look came over the
Spaniard’s face, and ther, after a second
pause, he said:

“Yes. Iam Corot. It was the name
given me by the Mestizosamongst
whom I played as a boy, and it kept to
me. Itis you, then, Lord Penlyn, who
has set this Dobson to look for me ?"

“Yes ; we found your letters to him,
and from one of them we believed you
to be in ,l"}ngland. We thought that—

‘“That I killed him ?”

“You threatened him in one of your
letters. We were justified in thinking
m.'i
h;;H.e, at least, did not think so. Read
this.’

He!took from his pocket a letter writ-
ten hi Walter Cundall during the few
days he had been back in England, and
gave it to Penlyn.

“My peAR CoRror,

“] am delighted to hear you are in
England, and have got an appointment
as t for Don guez in London.
Perbhaps, now, I shall have some ite
from those fearful threats which, at
intervals, from your boyhood you have
hurled at me, at Juanna, and every one
you really love. Come and see me when
{ou can, only come as late as possible as

am out much ; and we will have a talk
about the old place and old times.

‘‘Bver yours, in haste, W.C.

“P. S.—I wish poor Juanna could
have lived to know of your good
fortune."”

“Dayou think I should murder that
Penlyn?” Senor Guffanta
asked quietlv. ‘‘That man who, when
he heard of my fortune, could
think of how happy it would have made
my beloved sister—she who is now in
her grava. "

<+ aatever L May have thought musc
be ascribed to the intense desire I and
my friends have to find his murderer,
and you must pardon the suspicion that
came to our minds in reading our let-
ters. But Senor Guffanto, let us for-
get that and speak about finding him,
since you also are anXious toavenge
Walter, and feel sure that you can do

It ran:
*JUNB, 188—,

“T am perfectly sure. And beforelong
1 shall stand face to face with him.
Then his doom is certain !”

Again Lord Penlyn noticed the self-
constrained calm of the man, and again
he told himself that he spoke with such
an air of certainty that it was impossi-
ble to doubt him. For one moment the
thought came to his mind that this ;s

rent calmness, this certainty of find-
ing the murderer, might be a role as-
sumed by Guffanta to prevent suspicion
falling upon him. But on reflection that
thourght took flight. Had he secn the
murderer he would never have reveal-
ed himself, would never have allowed it
to be known that he was Corot, the
man against whom circumstances had
looked so black.
was sufficient to show that which the
Senor had told him, about the friend.
ship that had existed between them,was
true.

“You must know more than any .of us

Senor Guffanta, as no doubt you do—to -

inspire you with such confidence of find-
ing him. Had he any enemy in Hondur-
as, who may now be in Kngland, and
have done this deed ?”

“To my knowledge, none. He was a
man who made friends, not enemies.”

“How then, do you hopeto find the
man who killed him ?”

“I hope nothing, Lord Penlyn, for 1
am sure to find him. What will you “ﬁ
when I tell you that I have seen h
murderer’s face ?"

“You have seen his face ? You know
it!” The other exclaimed, springing to
his fest. ¢‘Oh, let me at once send for

the detectives and the lawyers,
so that you may describe him
to them, and let them endeavor to find
him. But,” he said suddenly, *‘where
have you seen him ?”

There was an almost contemptuous
smile upon the Senor GGuffanta’s face as
he said:

“Send for no ome—at least, not yet.
If by the detectives you mean Dobson,
the heavy man. he will not assist me
and of the h%en I know nothing : and
at present I not tell you when and
where I have seen this man. But, sii—
Penlyn, I know one fhlng.
When that man and I once more stan
face to face, Walter Cundall, who shield-
ed me from his uncle’s wrath, who was

as a brother to my beloved Juanna, will '

be avenged.”

'And Cundall's letter
-t O friendship that existed between them;

| and he probably thinks that by pretend-
| some money from i
faco

I

| money from himm, almost |
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Senor's statement, and look 3 lt

a8 a mere vnlga’r attem! thgm

him also to

doubt whether, after all, he had not too
paniard.

_readily believed the S

Yet, he reflected, his actions, as he
stood before him foretelling the certain
doom ot that assassin when once the
should ‘ﬁ:in be face to face, and h
calm certainty that such would un-
doubtedly happen, bore upon them the
impress of truth. And his story had
earned the belief of the others—that,
surely, was in favor of it being true.

. Stuart had seen him, had listened to

avenger of his brother's death. So ter-
rible did he look, that the other wonder-
ed how that murderer would feel when
he should be in his grasp.

He stepped forward to Guffanta and
held out his hand to him. ‘Sir,” he
said, *‘I thank God that you and I have
met. But can we do nothing te assist
you in your search? May I not tell the
detectives what you know ?”’

“You may tell them everything I
have told you ; it will not enable them
to be in my way. But what I have to
do I must do by myself.” He paused a
moment ; then he said : ‘It may be that
when vou do tell them, they will still
think that I am the man—"

“No, no !"

“Yes, it may be so. Well, if they
want to’ spy upon m actions, if
they want to know what I do and
where I go, I am to be foung at the
Hotel Lepanto—that is when I am
not here in this house, for,I must ask
you—I have a reason—to let me come to
you as I want.” |

Penlyn bowed, and said some words
to the effect that he should always be
freed of the house, and the other con-
tinued:

“My business here as agent for Don

odriguqr, a wealthy merchant of Hon-
duras, will not occupy me much at pre-
sent, the rest of my time will be devot-
ed tothe one purpose of finding that
man.”

“£ pray that you may be success-

“T shall be successful,” the Spaniard
answered quietly.
“And now,” he said, *“I will ask you

“Ask me anything and I will do it,”

‘“You have a garden behind your '
house,” Senor Guffanta said,*how is ad-
mission obtained to it?"” .

Lord Penlyn stared at bim wonder- |
in| IK not knowing.what this question
mig ‘mm, and then he said:

There is an entrance from the back
of this house, and another from an iron
gate in the side street. But why do you
ask? no one ever goes intoit. Itisdamp

to do one thing."” ‘

and even the paths are partly over- |

grown with weeds."”

::ghero are keys to those entrances ?”

es‘ ”»

“And in your possession ?" and as he
spoke, his
tently on the young man.

“They are somewhere about the house
but they are never L

I wish them found. Then,when they
are found, I must ask you to give me

our word of honor that no living crea-

re, not even yourself. will enter that

garden without my knowing it. Will
you do this?"

] will doit,” Penlynsaid. ‘“Bui
I wish yon would tell me your rea

T will tell you nothing more at pre-

sent. But remember _that I have a task |

to perform and that I shall do it."

hen he left him, and walked away '
to the nclghborl’:ood of Leicester
square.

“What I have seen to-day,” he said
to himself, *‘would have ~d many a
man. Butyou,Miguel, are different from
other men. Youare not baffled, youare
onty still more determined to do what

ou have to do. But who is he—who
éll‘)t; Z Caramba ! he is not Lord Pen-

CHAPTER XVL

“The story about this Spaniard. Guf-
fanta, is a strange one,” Philip Smer-
don wrote from leve Chase to Lord
Penlyn, who had informed him of the
visit he had received and the revela-
tions made by the Senor, ‘“but I may as
well tell you atonce that Idon't be-
lieve it, although d:“ say that the
lawyers, as_well as Stuart and Dobson,
are inclined to do so. My own opinion is
that, though he may not have killed Mr.

. Cundall, he is still telling you a lie—for

some reason of his own, as to the

ing to be able to find the man he will

With r to
his having been to face with the
murderer, why, if so, does he not say on
what occasion and when? To know his
face as that of the murderer, is to say,
what in plainer words would \ae, that he
had either known he was about to com-
mit the acs, or that he had witnessed it.
It admits of no other interpretation,
and consequently what becomes of his

avowed love for Cundall, if he knew of
the contemplated deed and did not pre-
vent it, or having witnessed it, did not
at once arrest or kill his aggressor?
You may depend upon it, my dear Ger-
vase, that this man's talk is nothing but
empty braggadocio, with, as I be-
fore, the probable object of extracting
money from you as he previously ex-
tracted it from your brother.

“As to the locking up of the garden
and allowix'ﬁ:o one to enter it, 1 am in-
clined to think that it is simply donc
with the object of making a pretence of
mysteriously knowing somecthing that
nitl)lonet else lmowsr.d And icldis almolst
silly, for your en would scarcely
happen to Ke lel%:ted by the murderer
as a place to visit, and what object could
he have in so visi’ting- it? However, &3
it is a place never used, I should gratify
him in this case, only I would go a little
farther than he wishes, and never allow
istir‘:obi: ,opened—not even when he de-

The letter went on to state that Smer-
don was still over the sum-

“What will you do?” Penlyn asked = ghould

in an almost awe-struck whisper. ‘“You
t

LR e e o

“Noj it maybe not
m""u', ) Penlyn . as

k eyes were fixed very in- |

' the day, nor yet in Lord

what he had tosay, and had formed the
opinion that he was neither lying
nor acting. Dobson also, the man who
to the Senor’s mind was ridulous and
incapable, had been told everything,
and he, too, had come to the conclusion
that Guffanta's story wasan honest one,
and that, of all other men, he who in
some mysterious manner, knew the
murderer’s face, would be the most like-
&to eventaully bring him to justice.
ly, he thought that the Senor should
be made to divulge where and when he
had so seen his face ; that would give
him and his brethern a clue, he said,
which might enable them to assist him
in tracking the man. And he was alse
very anxious to know what the secres
was that led to his desiring Lord Pen-
lyn to have the garden securely closed
and locked. He could findin his own
mind no connecting link between the
lace ofdeath inthe Park and Lord
enlyn’s garden (although he remem-
bered that, strangely enough, his lord-
ship was the dead man’s brother), and
he was desirous that the Senor should
confide in him, Buj the latter could
tell him nothing more than he had al-
ready made known, and Debson, who
had always in his mind's eye the vision
of the’large rewards that would come o
the man who found the murderer, was
forced to be content and to work, as he
termed it, “in the dark.”
“You must wait, my good Dobson,
u must wait, ’ the Spaniard said,‘*un-
il I tell you that I want your assistance
though I do uot think it probable that I
shall ever want it. You could not find
out that I was Corot, you know, al-
though 1 had many times the pleasure
of lunching at the next table to you; I
do not think that you will be able any
better to find the man I seek. Bat
when I find him, Dobson, I promise you
that you shall have the pleasure of ar-
resting him, so_that the reward shall
come to you. That is, if I do not have
to arrest him suddenfy upon the mo-
ment m’yself, 80 as to prevent him es-

caping.

RAm:l what are you doing now, Sﬁ.
nor!” Dobson asked, giving him a ti
more familiar to him in its pronouncia-
tion than the Spanish one, ‘‘what are
doing to find him ?”

‘] am practising a virtue,my frie
that I have Puctised much in my life.
am waiting."”

“I don't see that waiting is much
good, Signor. There is not much goed
"ever come by waiting."

““The greatest good in the world, Deb-
son the very greatest. And you do noésen
now, Dobson, because you do net knc ..
what I know. So you, too, must be viz-
tuous, and wait.”

It wasonly with banter of a slightly
concealed nature snch as this that Senor
Guffanta would answer Dobson, h:l
light as his answers were, he had sti

ed to impress the detective with
the idea that, sooner eor latter, he would
achieve the task he had vowed S0
form. “But”, as the man said to one of
his brethren, ‘“why don't he get to work
don't he do something? He wond
find the man in that Hotel Lepanto
wlifere he sits smoking cigarettes half
enlyn's house
where he goes every night.”

*‘Perhaps he thinks his Iorddxip did is

after all,” the other answered, ‘‘and is

watching him."”
"“No%obson said, *he don't think
t I can’t make out who the deuce
he does suspect.”
It was true enough that Guffanta did
Elﬂ a consid;xi-ab e time in tb‘eml'{o:'d
nto, smoking cigarettes, -
w&;: thinking deeply, whether seated
in the corrider or in his own room up-
stairs. But, although he had not allow-
od himself to say one word ton:alot 3
ether men on the subject, and spoke
with certainty of ere long fi
murderer, he was forced to acknowledge
that, for the time, he was baffled. And
then, as he did ackno this, he
would rise from his chair stretch-ous
his long arms, and laugh grimly to him-
self. “But only for a time, Miguel,” he
would say, ‘“‘only fora time. He will
cems to at last, he will come tgvyol
as the bird comes to the net. ait,
'd‘i'gl':':'“ 'P Yoln):imy mooilnum :loda A
to-n ! Por Dios, you will surely trap
him at last!” x
Meanwhile Lord Penlyn, when he was
left alone, and when he could distract
Ihtm-h-uhe desire of his life,
e Ol it ey iy,
r was very py-
Thess ts would thea turn to the
girl he loved deeply, to the m
whom he had cast off because she

ventured to let the idea come into her
mind that it was he who might have
done the deed. He had cast her oft in
a moment when there had come into his
heart a revulsion of fecling towards her,
a feeling of horror that she, of all others
in the world, could for one moment
harbor such an idea againet him. Yet,
he admitted to himself, there were
unds upon which even the most lov-
ng of women might be excused for
ha had such thoughts. He had
misled her at first, he had kept back the
truth from her, he had given her reasons
for suspicion—even against him, her
lover. And now they were parted, he
renounced her, and yet he knew

* had
that he loved her as fondly as ever ; she

was the one woman in the world to him.
Wonld they ever come together again ?
Was it possible, that if he, who had told
her that never more ip this world would
he to her of should ‘nso back
and kneel at her feet g:uﬂ?

m

pardon, it would be nted to
ﬁho could gxink that ; if he could think
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ence ia their outside practice with Castoria,
and although we omly have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it.”

! Uxitcp HoOSPITAL AXD DisreNsary,
Boston, Mags.
Arrxx C. Sware, Fres.,

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

old powaer.

Quickly

before it is too late if you wan
anything in the way of

Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and
Silverware.

All we ask is your attention, and
the chances are you will buy when
you see our prices. We take stock
in April, and from now until then
we will sell Goods cheaper than
ever. Considering the hard times
our repair trade is good; bring
your repairing along to us All
kinds of Goods in our line made
to order if required.

S. J. PETTY, - the Jeweler,

86 Kent St., Lindsay, next the Daley House.

THE MANITOBA SCHOOL)

Won't increase a horse’s sppetite and make his hair sleak
and glossy, but the

OLD ENGLISH CONDITION POWDER

will. Every farmer and stock raiser should use this grand
You can feed it to any animal in any
kind of weather.

74 Kent St.

A. HIGINBOTHAM,

DRUGGIST, LINDSAY,

—

T TR e e S TS

sandya i

ADVERTISE in the WARDER

The largest Circulation of any Paper in the
Midland District.

——

|Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

N. NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.




