What do you Say, CALG I~ Suc ca-
claimed ; and her sharp eyes flashed
from Arol to Constance.

1.qrd Elliot rose—they all rose, in
fact, as if the boy had announced a re-
surrection from the dead. g

“Is this true, Miss Grahame ?” de-
manded Lady Ruth, haughtily. * Was
it for this Arol took you out of the din-
ing room ? Why did you not come to
me, Arol 77

“ He said, ‘Fetch some one,’ and I
fetched Miss Grahame,” replied Arol,
simply.

““ Where is he ?° demanded Lady
TRuth, geing toward the door ; but be-
fcre she could reach it, it opened and
the Marshioness entered leaning upon
her son’s arm.

They made a striking picture—the old
lady, with her snow=-white hair and eyes
still swimming with tears, and the tall,
@distinguished-looking man with his
handsome face and dark eyes, with the
Brakespeare light flashing in them.

“ Well, Ruth,” he said, giving her his
hand, *“ this is a surprise, Isn't-it ? El-
iiot " and he grasped the outstretched
hand with a warm pressure.

Phen, as they all began talking at
¢nce, he led his mother to a chair, and
leaning against the mantel shelf looked
from gne to the other with a smile that
was half amused, half sad.

“Thanks, thanks; it’s very kind of
vou to say you're glad to see me,” he
said at last, when he eould get in a
word., ‘ You are looking just the same,
Elliot. I should have known you any-
where.

*“ And ¥ you, Wolfe,” said Lord Elliot,
laying his hand on his bread shoulder.

“}iealth to my mother !”

“Health to my lady, ;
to her ! shouted the' crowd.

“And here’s health and long life tc
cur Lord the Marquis!” quavered the
old man in the smock, raising his glass
ana wavering his trembling arm wild-
Iy.
The shout grew deafening. Arol jump-
¢d upon a chair and waved the tiny
glass the butler had fiiled for'him, anc
shouted with the rest; then suddenly
Le lcoked down. :

e"‘Why, Miss Grahame, you haven't
anyv wine. Uncle. Wolfe !” he ghouted,
«%i'ss Grahame hasn’t drunk your

Constance drew back whispering,
“I1vsh, hush !” and crimsoning unde:
the attention he had attracted to her :
but the Marquis, whose ears and eye’
svemed particularly quick, came toward
her with a decanter in® his hand, and
sipued to the butler for & glass. -
“yYou won't refuse, Miss Grahame ?
Iir said,

Constance took the glass instantly,
cveatly embarrassed by being dragged
into the centre of the picture, and put
it te her lips. wE
“Oh, but you must spealk the words !
remonstrated Lord Lancebrook. “Say,
‘iTere’s health to Uncle Wolfe.'

“IHere iz health to the Marquis !’ said
poor Ccnstance, as she shrank back.
The Marquis bowed.

“Thank you, Miss Grahame ; the
hiapry augury would have been incom-
pletv without your good wishes.”

At that moment Constance raised her
eyves, and the two stood looking at each
otheor with a strange look of half- puz-
zled doubt ; and there flashed through
Constance's mind,in the agitation and
fturry of the moment, that it was not
the first time the Marquis had stood
bowing before her.

Far away in the dim vista of the
past there rose a vague something that
was tbo vague to be called a memory,
which was connected with the tp.ll,
graceful figure, the gravely smiling lips.
Put whatever it was, it had gone in a
moment like a will-o’-the-wisp.

TLe Marquis turned to Lady Brake-
speare,

“Mother, will you let them have some
sy ver and make a night of it ?”” he said
witi 2 Smile.

“Yes, ves, Wolfe,” she replied, eager-
Iy. *
“Bolford,” he said, “take them into
thwe servants' hall.”

" hen he gave the Marchioness his arm
azain, and led the way back to the
Qrawing-roow, and the crowd, with ¢
parting cheer, went off to their feasting.
Constance remained in the hall, with
the intention of going up to her room.
tshe felt that she had already been made
ton canspicious in the course of this
vvening 3 and if she had not felt it of

‘“You would ? You don’t think I have
eltered much ?” said the Marquis with
*Who was it toll me I was
like the portrait in the gallery ? Oh! !
Arol here ;" and he held out his hand
to the rhilld, who went to him and took
it. “ Lool at It again, Arol, and sec if .
they have pninted any grey hairs about |
the forehead, or any wrinkles in the |
facr.,” and he laughed, but there was a |
look of grave regret in his eyes.

‘“And dinner! Have you had any-
thing, Walfe ?” asked the Marchioness,
Jooking up at him as if it had just oc-
curred to her that he might be starving. l
; He aook her hand in kis and stroked

t

‘“Too §ate for the fatted calf, am I 2"
he said. * Don’t be uneasy, mother. 1 !
had something to eat an hour or two
2go ; but 'l take some teca.” i

‘““No; you shall have shme wine,”
said Lady Ruth ; and she left the room |
hurriedly.

As she opened the door the sound of |
excited voices floated into {B2 room, and |
when she came back with the decanter |
of port and a glass she s8aid, laughingly :

“The news has spread, Wolfe, and
there # a rcgular commotion. l

At the same moment the voices grew |
lcuder, and some one shouted : !

“Thé Marquis'! The Marquis!”
which was instantly repeated by the
rest.

He tvok the wine she poured out for |
him and raised his head.
“ Is it possible that they can be glad
to see me ?”’ he gaid in a low voice. |

‘“Glad ! of course they're glad !’ re- !
torted Lady Ruth. “ You'll have to o
and speak to them, Wolfe.”

“Must 1?7 he sald, with a shrug.
“ Well, if I must. Come, mother,” and
drawing her arm within his he went
into the hall. !

All the rest but Constance followed.
She, feeling that she was outside the
family group, was remaining behind in
her quiet corner, when Arol, missing
Ler, came running back to her and tug-
ged her,

“Come along, Miss Grahame:; be
quick. ¥Tncle Wolfe is going to speak.”

Cons’gnce allowed him to drag her
into -tt2 hall. Short as the time had
been, the news of his return had spread.
iie had been recognized by the man
who drdve him from the railway sta-
tion and the hall was full of the house
servants, grooms and coachmen from
the stables, gamekeepers and gardeners,
and a crowd of villagers, who kept near
ilie open door in eager timidity.

As he entered the hall they set up a
hearty cheer, and the old butler, step-
ping forward, said, with a voice ghaking
with emotion :

‘ Welcome back, my Lord ! Welcome
back !

The Marquis held ¢ut his hand with
a ready frankness which wen all hearts
in a moment. .

** Thank you, Belford,” he gaid (and
“ }e remembers him, you gece.’ soine
cne remarked) ; “and thank you al,
iny friends, for your kind and hearty
welcome., Yes, I have cume back ; and
when I look round on your faces and
hear the sound of your voices, I can’t
Lelp feeling sorry t! at I have besn away
so long ; but,” he stopped suddenly with
a frown, ' but you must make the best
of a bau ¥rgain. I'm s gjad to see you
ali as you are to see me, '

“Then stop among us, my Lard,”
quavered an old man in a white fmock
in the crowd of vil.agers.

Th+ Marquis was siient wkile one
could count ten ; then Le sald with a
grave smile :

|

i her

her cwn accord, the haughty, angry
gla-.ces which Lady Ruth had shot at
would have convinced her
of the fact. Arolewould not nced
her, and her room rather than her com-
nany would probably be more welcome
on such an occaslon. She was going
toward the stairs, when the Mar-
chiaoness came out of the drawing-room,
and called her.

“Oh, my dear, she said, half apologe-
tically, and with a little flutter of her
thin hands, “were you going upstairs 7"’

“Yes, my lady,” replied Constance. “I
was golng to my room.” 5

“Qxn, yes, you must be tired, my
dear. | shall always be grateful to you
for to-night.”

“But 1 have done nothing,
Erakespeare,” said Constance.

“Yes, my dear ; it was from your lips
{hat 1 heard of my son’s return, and it
scoms—almost scems as if you had
broughti him back to me,” and her eyes
filled.

Constance’'s pale face flushed slightly.

“Ia I was goilng to ask you, my

Lady

isut
dear—1 am in such a tremble that I
scarcely know where 1 am or what I am
doing. You see, Lord Brakespeare has
come back so suddenly and unexpected-
1y i1hat there is nothing ready, and I'm
afraid in all this excitement Mrs. Rus-
scll -that’'s the housekeeper—will forget
to see to his room. Would you mind—

lit is a shame to ask you, but would
‘ vou mind asking her if the south room

is ready for him ? I don’t know whether
he has brought a man—I'll ask him.
Wuit » moment, dear.”

She went back to the drawing-room,

. but met the Margzuis at the door.

“Well, mother ?* he said, as she put
hat:, hands on his bread chest and look-
ed up at him.

“Oh, Wolfe, have you bdrought o
valez ?7°

A+ laughed down at her.

“A velet ? T haven’t had such an in-
cumbrance for years” ; then, seeing the
luok ot ~urprise in her face, he added :
“A valet ? No. You see, I've been
trayvelling about, and he would have
been in the way. But don't be upset,
I'm quite capabhle of dressing myself !*

“Very well, dear,” she said ; and as he
nassed on across the hall she rejoined
Conetance, who had shrunk out of sight
lehind a man in armor,

“You wi'l see Mrs. Russell, dear

“Yes,” said Constance. “Good-night,
l.ad; Brakespeare.,” : .

“Good-night, my. dear, and—and
thank you very much” ; and she.looked.
as if she were going to kiss her, but
Curstance did not meet her half-way
“helad a kind of feeling that she ought
not to take advantage of the old lady’:
exeitcment, but the withered hand
prested the soft, warm one with a grate-
ful clasp. :

Constance had no idea where to find
Mra. Russell, but asked her way of ¢
foostman to the housekeeper’s room, and
found a c mfortable-looking personage
in a plain klack silk busily engaged with
sheels and blankets, :

Sh» dropped Lalf a courtesy as Con-
st. nce entered and gave the March-
ioness’ message. ;

“"he south room? yes, miss, I
thought that would be the one, and I've
g'ven orders about it ; but they’re all.
so busy in the servants' w.'.’ and she
laurled good-naturedly. ™

“Can I help you 7" asked Constance.’

“Oh, thank you, miss ; if you wouldn’t
mind carrying up this Mmf

and long Hfe |

H’s Ris lordship hasn’t brought a valet with

ftealth 7”

“No,” said .
the candles here 7’
on the dressing-table.

lt'l,'hank you, m Now we can see,
_him; he ought to have his things laid
“out for him. Here’s his teau ;
I wonder whether it's unlocked. '}Vﬂl
you hold the candle, miss, please ?

Coustance did so, and Mrs. Russell
went down on her knees and examined
the portmanteau.

£t was large and heavy, of rough,
thick hide, and apparently had seen &
great deal of service.

*4 suppose this is all. Not much lug
gage for the Marquis of Erakespeare to
have,” said@ Mrs. Ruseell, with a laugh.
“Y'ut perhaps there is some more com-
ing on. Wiy, what a funny thing !
she exclaimed,

“What is funny ?” asked Constance,

Mre. Russell pointed to the portman-
teau.

“Don’t you see, miss ?"

“I do not see anything extracrdin-
ary,"” she answered, looking it over.

“Why, miss, some one has taken the
trouble to scrape all the old labels off.
j.00k here—and there! They've been
scraiched ofi most carefully. Who could
have done it ?”

“Tre Marquis, I should think,” sug-
gesiea Constance, with a smile.

Mrs. Russell shook her head.

“2h, you don’t know the Marquis as
woll as I do, miss, or you wouldn't say
that. He's the last gentleman in the
warld to care about the look of a port-
manteau, or he wouldn’'t carry such a
rough old thing as this about with him,
not he. Xe wouldn’t care if it was
smothered with labels.”

“Perhaps the Marquis has grown
n-~ater as well as steadier,” sald Con-
stance, laughingly.

“Thank you, Miss Grahame,” sald a
voice at the door, and Constance, swing-
ing round, saw the Marquis standing
there and regarding them with a
strange smile.

Mrs. Russell uttered a cry, but was
too startled to get up from her knees.

The Marqu's looked from one to the
other with faint amusement, and yet a
somewhat keener expression in his dark
eyes.

“Why, it’s Mrs. Russell, isn’t it 2’ he
said and hé came into the room.

Constance derted past him and gain-
ed the door, but as she did so and sped
to her own room she heard him say in
his deep, musical voice:—

“Looking at my old portmanteau,
Mrs. Russell ? Want the keyvs ? Never
wind, I'll see to it myself. Glad to see
you looking so well. Gond-night.”

Then Constance turned the key in her
door and flung herself down on the
courh, and the tears of vevation and
rrortification started to her eyes.

That he should have found her ir his
roomm wag bad enough, but that he

quisitively examining his portmanteaun
was almost unendurable.

She undressed. but weary as she was
with the excitement and novelty of the
nizht, she could not sleep, and she lay
tossing from side to side, going over
the events of the day, and listening to
the gounds of laughter and singing that
rose faintly from the servants’ hall.

And at last, wken, worn out, ske did
fall aslecp, her vireams were full of the
old time, of the rough life in the Ause
tralian bush. She dreamed of her fath-
er, of Rawson Fenton, of the rough
squatters; and—strange confusion—the
tall figure and handsome face of the
Marquis were mixed up inextricably
with every scene and every object, and
seemed to pursue her wherever she
went in the land of visions.

CHAPTER VI.

Constance woke the next morning
with a start, and it was the clanging
of the great bell as much as the luxury
surrounding her wlich helped her to
realize that she was not still dreaming
and that she was in very truth in
jrakespeare Castle.

A maid brought her the water for her
bath,

“The breakfast bell will ring in an
hour, miss, ' she said.

But Constance had made up her mind
that she would not, unless she were
ob’iged, go down to breakfast, but
would join Arcl in the nursery. She
must not forget that she was the gov-
erncss—a dependent in this great house.
She had, indced, almost forgotten it
several times in the excitement of the
freceding night. - :

She bad no sooror dressed than she
heard a knock at the Guor and Arol's
voice ca'ling to her, and when she
opened the door he came in with a joy-
ous bound.

“QOh, Miss Grahame !” he exclaimeaq,
throwing Lis arms round her neck and
kissing her. “I'm so gled you are up.
I was afiaid you wouldn't be. Were
you very tired last night that you went
off 80 early ? I sat up ever so late, and
Lord Elliot asked where you'd gone
and so did Uncle Wolfe. And I've been
out to the stable with him. this morn-
ing--yes, I have. And he’s been so kind,
‘and he says that my pony is only a gin-
ge.bread one, only pretty to look at,
and he's going to buy me. a real good
cne. And Le was going to take me—
or I was going to take him—to the lake,
but I said Id come and fetch you, be-
cause you hadn’t seen it, and he said,
‘That's a bright idea, Arol; go and
bring her,” and so I've come,” he wound
up, breathlessly.

“Not this morning, Arol,” Constance
sald. ‘It was very kind of you to come
back for me, but I won’'t come this
morning. But you can go if you like
You must be back in time for breakfast,
you know, because I am going to have
it with you.” :

“Really ? Oh, how joll—I mean nice,
I don't think Il go back to Uncle
Wolfe. I stay with you, if you'll let
me. Miss Grahame, don’t people with
“tlack hair generally have blue eyes 7

sticks. His lordship's room is nest to
yours, so it won't ut of.
it's Lis lordship's

“Yeg, I Fope to stop with you. 1

have dcn~s with roving, ¥ hope—"

'thc senivnce, and wien it had died
away, he said : .
“Ard now will you all drink my moth.

 ier's health T

A ch' ¥ drowned, tie last words of

shoulid have seen her apparently in-

Constance was standing before the

“One is m
' life, Arol,” she
see if nurse
fast.” > ¢

let us  _

" 'Phe nurse raised no ohjection tn Con-.

stance's presence,

and she was he'ning.

| Arol to the fourth glice of bren? and.

jam when the ‘door opened and the

is ’ntemdo 4
M::;;aulloal" he exclaimed; then, as he
saw Constance, be removetl.ﬁ't?'!oﬂ hat
| he was weaing, A bowe?d. ‘“You rre
"a nice young trditor?! wrat do you

mean by keeping me waiting all this

time ?” y 5 4
| Tm very sorry, Uncle Wolfe,” sal

his young Lordship, with his mouth

fv1l, “but Miss Grahame wouldn’t come
and so I said I'd wait for her.
«That's a full and sufficient apology,”
said the Marquis ; “but you right have
' gent me word, Instead of going on with
vour breakfast and kee-ing me cooling
my heels in the pcddock, You forget
that I might be hungry a8 well as»
you.”

“Apre you 80 vVery hungry, Unclg
Walfe ? Come and sit down with us,
cried Arol, “He may, mayn't he, Miss

Grarame ?” ’

I “What does Miss Grahame say ?”
asked the Marquis

«“phat the brealifast has mearly all
gone, my Lord,” she sald, rather cold-
1y.

&"Oh, there's some porridge left; 1
don’t like it said Arol.

«Apd I do,” sa‘d the Marquis.
ridge ! What a luxury!
I've been content to breakfast off a
stele crust.”

“I hate crusts: nurse always eats
mine,” remarked his little Lordship.

“Give me some p rri ‘g, pease, Miss
Grahame,” said the Marq:is. *“And so
you deserted me for Miss Grahame, did
you, Arol 7 ?

“] thought I wouldn’t come without
her. But, I say, Uncle Wolfe, why did
you eat crusts ?”

The Marquis locked up from his plate
wi‘h a smile. and ledared back, balanc-
ing tre spoon ¢n hris fingers.

“Because I couldn't get
Detter ; becouse I was in a rough, wild
pla~e where even crusts were scarce.”

“How j-Wy—I mean how very inter-
esting,” said Arcl. “Where was it?
Tell us all about it. Uncle Wolfe,” and

]

“Por-

Many a tire |

3

consider the Marquis’ society of any ad-

» e put the books she held in
her hand down on the table and looked
full and steadily into the haughty, vin-
dictive face. :

“I'do not understand you, Lady Ruth,”
she said.

The small, dark eyes drooped for a
moment, but only ror a moment.

“Phen permit me to # plain, Miss Gra-
hame,” she said, coluly. *I think you
will not need to be told that it is not
usual for a gentleman of Lord Brakes-

‘peare’'s position to breakfast tete-a-tete

with his nephew’'s guverness. That, 1
think, you cannot fail to comprehend,
whatever your past experience may
have been.'” Sl paused for a moment.

“And I trust that your good taste and

sense of propriety will prevent its oc-
curring again.”

‘Constance, white to the 1ips, was about
to retort, *!1 reer cau, possibly, be-
cause I will leave the house witkin an
hour,” but she paused. WkLy should she
give this waspish woman the gratifi-
cation of turning her out, and depriv-
ing her of a situation which, but for
her presence, would be all that could be
desired ?

“If I could have prevented it, Lord
Brakespeare would not have break-
fasted Lere this morning. Lady Ruth,”
she said, with perfect calmness and dis-
tinctness, “and 1 tkink that I can an-

' @wer for it that he will never do so again.

anything

| Fe lraned his arms on the Marquis' |

 knees and loaoked up at him eagerly.
“Well, it was in—oh, it's too long a
story. T'll teil you some other time.” he
broke off.

“Were there anv wild horses there?”

asked Lord Lan ebroek.

“Oh, yes.”

“Well,” with a cich, “T wond~r vou

ever came ba~k. it must have been S0

‘Celighft‘nl," and reeing that there was
no more to be got out of the Marquis
Arol sauntered to the win“ow.

The Marquis' gaze followed him
thoughtfully.

“Can you guess one of my reasons
for remainirg away so long, Miss Gra-
-hame 7 he s0id. quietly,
been following out a train of thought.

Constance colored faintly.

‘“No, my Lord " she =aid.

“Because I knew that there was some
one to take my place,” and he nodded
to the boy, who was hammering on the
window-ledge and humming a tune.
“Many a time I have thought of the
¢l place. and of—my mether,” his
veice roftered as be gpo%e the word—
*““and I feit that longing for home. that
strange kind of homesi-knesswhi~h they
say the worst of v's feel sometimes. And
then the thought has come to me: What
| does it matter what beromes of you ?

Trere is one to take your p'ace. You
zo and get your neck broken as you de-
serve, and make room for the boy, your

' quivering for the first time.

|

|

brother's child, to be the Marquis of '

Brakespeare.”

He was silent a moment, then tilted
his chair back and leaned his head upon
his folded arms.

“Poor little beggar; it's cather hard
for tim. He'd make u better Marquis
tran I shall—ever so much better.” He
seemed to forget that he had a listener,
rnd went on moodily: “It's a pity 1
didn’t get my neck broken, or wound up
the music with a bullet; he would have
done splendifly. There is no black
record against bis name—."” He stopped
sudfd~nly, and Constance, whose eyes
rad been fixed upon him attentively,
colored again.

He laugled and passed his hand
across his brow.

“Den't mird me. 17igs Crahame. I'm
given to reflections of this kind some-
times. Besldes, I can comfort myself
wi‘h the thought that Arol has a
chanece or two still left, Trhere is plenty

, of time for e to break my neck yet.”

It reemed fool'sh of .Constance to
remain perfectly silent, so she said,
qQuietly —

*“I don’t know why you should want
to break your neck, Lord Brakespeare.
You have so murh of your lifc before
you—a great ti‘le—» ghe stopped
abruptly, startled by her own audacity.

He leaned forward and looked at her,
his dark, handsome eyes fixed on hers,
as if he were attaching an importance
to her words far and away beyond their
value.

“You think s0 ?” he said, almost

Shall I tell you why 7

Lady Ruth drew herself up.

“If you please,” she sald, haughtily.

“Because if Lord Brakspeare should
again propose it, I will request him not
to do 8o, and as he fs a gentleman, he
will not force his company upon a lady
who does not desire it. But, indeed, It
it were necessary, I should not hesitate
to tell him that I had promised you—as
I do—that if he insisted on remaining in
the room I should leave it.”

It was Lady Ruth’'s turn to grow
white.

“I understand you fully, Miss Gra-
hame,” she said, and her voice was 80
low as to be almost maudible. “You
have met my well-meant remonstrance
with open defiance.”

“Ah, no,” said Constance, her lips
“I have
only refused to submit to insult tamely,
Lady Ruth. That is the duty of every
woman who respects herself.

Lady Ruth sneered.

“And I suppose you will consider it
your duty to give an accou..t of the
whole aaffir to the Marcltioness, per-
haps the Marquis himself ?”

*“No,” said Constance, calmly. “If
they hear of it it will be from you, Lady
Ruth, never from me.”

- Lady Ruth’s face grew less savage,
but still retained its womanish cun-
aing.

*] think we had better say no morc

as if be had ' o0 ¢nis matter, Miss Grahame,"” she said

after a moment’s pause. “But it is as
well that you should know the char-
acter the Marquis bears.”

*His character has no interest for me,
Lady Ruth,” said Constance.

“] can believe that, but your ignor-
ance of it may cause you embarrass-
ment. The Marqguis is a man who utter-
ly scorns conventionalities. If he had
ever any regard for them—and he never
had--his long absence from England
and decent society has led him to ig-
nore them. He would think nothing of
amusing himself with any woman. how-
ever young, however unsophisticated,
and however much his attentions would
compromise her.”

Constance looked up, and an indignant
protest trembled on her lips, but Lady

! Ruth held up her hand slightly.

fafled. . !
i

*“One moment ; please hear me out. I
intend to speak  with perfect candor,
for T am confident that I am addressing
a young lady who has more than the
average intellect—-""

“Thank you,” Constance could not
help murmuring.

“Yes, and so I will speak without re-
serve. The Marquis has already been
brought into peculiar contact with you,
and he has been: I have no doubt, some-
what attracted—Iam not surprised. You
have & mirror in your room, Miss Gra-
hame—" =

Constance’s beautiful face grew scar-
let, and the tears rushed to her eyes.

“Oh, please !” murmured Lady Ruth
with haughty remonstrance. ‘“The Mar-
quis is as-quick as most men of his
class to appreciate a pretty woman, and,
like his class again, has no scruples in
paying her attentions which mean noth-

* fng, but may cause her 3 great deal of

annoyance. It rests with you, Miss Gra-

. hame, whether these embarrassing Aat-

tentions shall continue or cease. You
can encourage or—stop them. Please
think over what I.have said, and, at
any rate, give me credit for candor.”
Constance found her voice after a min-
uteortwo. - . St s

_“Yes, Lady Ruth,” she said, and she
tried to without -a- trembor, but
led. . *1 will think ever what you
have said, and I will also consider
whether I can possibly remsin in this

eagerly, certainly with something of house after the words you have spoken.”

earnestness. *““You think that even 1

may do sometking with my life, that 1!
have so much of it before me 7 Ah, yes, : glistening eyes.
but what of that which is behind—the ,
past ?' His face seemed to darken and said. *I don't think you will. I don’t

his voice grow very low.

Lady Ruth eyed her with her shat,
“You mean that you will leave ?” she
think you are ‘the kind of girl, quiet as

Constance ficgeted with the break: ; mmk' tok‘lv. m“m‘hﬂ' woman

she was spared
words to answer this strange speech,

for at that moment Lady Ruth swept

into the room. :

“Wolfe—" ghe
short, and Ler
and vindictive,

glance, almost savage

ng what to say,and ag
the trial of finding '  «wy

8o easily, especially when you hate her,

THERS, Do You Know o rueor,
“wudﬂﬁnmmamumt

Do You Enow that opiam end morphine are stupetying narcotio poisons ?

: that in most countries druggists are not permitted to sell Barcotics
without labeling them polsons ?

Y yor thit you should not permit any medicine to be given your child
wnlese yor or your physician know of what it is composed ¢

Do You Know that Castoria is a purely vegetable preparation, and that a list of’
$ts ingredients is published with every bottle ?

Do You that Cactoria is the prescription of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher.
Phat it has been in use for nearly thirty years, and thet more Castoria is now sold thas
dﬂdﬂ'mwmm‘ ?

Do You Know that the Patent Office Department of the United Btates, and of
other countries, have issned exclusive right to Dr. Pitcher and hjs assigns to use the word
“ Oastoria” and its formula, and that to imitate them is a state prison offense
. Do You Know that one of the reasons for granting this government protection wak
Decause Castaria had been proven to be absolutely harmless?

Dg You En~w that 35 average doses of Castoria are furzihed for 35
eents, or one cent & doso ?

Do You Enow that when possessed of this perfect preparation, your chiidren may
be bept well, and that you may have unbroken rest ¢

!ﬂ.hwm“ﬁm They are facta.

signature of .,MKM

Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla.

Wood’s Phosphoding.—7se creat Zngtisk Remeay.

1s the result of over 35 yearg treating thousands of cases with all known
drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a
combination that will efect a prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Sesual Debility, Abuse ov Ercesses, Nervous Weakuess, Emissions, Mental
Worry, Escessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcoiolic Stimelants, all of
which soon lead to Insanity, Consumption and an early grave. Wood's
Phosphodine has been used successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed
Jmost hopeless—casesthathad been treated by the most talented physi-
cians—cases that were on the verge of despair and insanity—cases that were|
tottering over the gravo—but with the continued and persevering use of
Woﬁ'-mm&mmmmm‘lmupwdie,m
restored to manly vigor and health—Reader you need not desp2ir—no mat-
ter who has given you up as incurable—the remedy is now within your
reach, by its use you can be restored to a life of usefulness and bappiness.
Price, one package, $1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.
Owe will please, six guarantoed to cure, Pamphiet free to any address.
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont ., Canada.

Wood's Phosphodine is sold by responsible whoiesale and retail druggists im the Dominioca.
WWW

WE HAVE IT

This is just the season of the year to buy some of E

Higinbotham’s pure Dalmation Insect Powder and
banish the vermin which 18 so often found on both

Then
buy some sulphur from Higinbotham and feed

fat and lean animals at this time of year.

some to every animal you have about the place.

F B e Y

VIGTORIA PLANING M

ILINDSAY.
Opposite Keanedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

Frame, Sash, Doors, Blinds, Mouldings, Turnings, etc., etc.

Call and inspect work, and get prices before you buy elsewhere.
Satisfaction guaranteed

J. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122 —2010-tf,
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