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1 th blush gndgmile vhnished, an
K rl;;ir place dme & sudden pallor and

ression of terror,
::e:x 21 stared past the duke and thet
whix:lln .dancers toward the door &
swwhich sbme-one had'just entered.

CHAPTER XXIL.

Constance caught her breath, and her
hand closed asnivdically upon her
bouquet ; the r seerged to reel, the
music tdsound Nke a discorded blast.
Rawson Fenton—here !'

The duchess lookéd at her with a sud-
den attention. ;

“Do you Yeel faint, my déar?”’ she ask:
ed in her kindly fashion. * The room Is
hot, I'm afraid. I'll send for Wolfe and
ask him to take you into one of the fern-
eries,” and she looked round.

“No, no!” responded Constance, quick-
1y ; and in her earnestness she laid her
hand on the duchess’s arm. ‘‘ No, please
do not !”

'Send for Wolfe to question her !

“ Very well, my dear ; but your hand
is quite trembling,” sakd her grace, and
she took it and pafted it.

“1 did feel a liitle faint,” said Con-
stance, ‘“‘but I am all right now,” and
the color crept slowly back to her¥ace.

“You have been damcing too much—
not too much for youripartners, but for
yougself,” saf the duchess ; “and you
must take w*good long rest.”

Goritance murmured a grateful ac-
guiescence, and lenned back a little, but
with her cyes still fixed on the man
whose sudden and, 'unexpected appear-
ance had overmshelmred her. :

She could see him now and again as
he moved slowly about the part of the
rcom at which he had entered,

She saw him shaking hands with men
and women she knew, or had been in-
troduced fo that night—men of ramk
and women of society. She remembered
the handsome earriage she had seen him
enter at the station. He had not lied
to ther, then. He was rich, and je must
Le famous in seme fashion or other, o
he would net have been here.

And he was here, aptl would see her—
might come upan her at any moment.
What woui@ he say—what should she ?

She had never feared Rawson Fenton
before, but she felt that to-night she
drealied him. Love makes us strong at

es, but at tines it makes us weak.

Would he make a scene §She 10vked
at the coldly handsome fdce, with its
gelf-possessed, masterful smile, and an-
swered herself, *“No!” HE was too
wisely cunning for &hat. If she could
but get away before he saw her! But
she cguld not dp that without giving
some 'veason for wishing to leave—to
leave while the bal was not half over.

The (band was starting the music for
another dance. Wolfe, erect, with hap-
piriess in his handsdme face, in his very
bearing, came toward her.

“§—I think I am tired, Wolfe,” she
murmured.

The duchess’turned from the lady to
whdm she hadébeen talking.

“ Leave her alone for a little while,
‘Wqlife,” she said.

HMe was all solicitude in a moment.

iy Can(get you &nythlng ? Will you
come into'the air ¥

She shook her head, and smilg up at
him. :

““ Ne, no ; just leave her alone, and go
and dance with some one else,” said the
duchess, peremptorily. ‘ Oh, here is a
partner for you, or are you engaged,
Ruth ? ‘Glad to see you. How late you
are I’ -

Constance, turned with a little start
to find Lady Ruth standing beside her.

She was exquisjtély dressed in a cos-
tume of Worth’s that exactly suited her
petite style, and, with her thin face
flushed a little, looked at her best.

Her' sharp eyes ran over Constance’s
pladn white dress, and a quick, jealous
light flashed for a moment in them.

“Yes, I'm late, dear duchess,” she
satd. “ But I'm a nurSe, you must re-
member, and couldn’t get leave earlier,
No, Pm not &ngaged, if Wolfe wants
a pertner. Are you sure you wom't
dance, Constance ? How well you are
locking to-night ¥’

Copistance murmured  something
scarcely audible, and the marquis, still
looking at his dapling:took Ladw Ruth’s
arm and led her away.

“ I'll come back directly,” he said over
her shoulder. ;

‘“Oh, yes,” seid Lady Ruth, with a
jawgh that was rather hard. “I won't
keep him long !

Constance- looked after ‘them wistful-
iy :ethis was to have been her dance ;
her first dance with Wolfe. And she
had lost it to Lady Ruth. It was al-
most like an omen. Then her eyes yand-
ered round_the room again in
the cold, “clean-cut face of Ra
Fenton. Whas it possible that he would
not see her ?

* There are a great many people you.

know, my dear ?” acked the duchess.
Constance answered at random,
with a start :
“ Yes, oh, yes.”
“If there is any one you
t) gnow, tell me,” said

o A8 Thm' d

as, with dilating

n the room.”

tall men i B Tl A
He is the only absolutely cool-looking
man in the room.” :
" The duchess dropped her glasses. ™

« That’s a good bit of description, my
dear,” she said with & gmile. * That is"
Mr. Rawson F;rrdtont.”h‘

lady lcoked a! m., 5 _

:I“Tnd vgho is Mr. Rawson Fentdh
she inquired with lahguid interest.

The duchess shrugged her shoulders.

« A friend of the duke’s,” sh'e ‘rerm‘gd.
“ They are fellow-directors of some cat-
tle cempany or other ; something to do
with New Zealand or Australia, I think.
Put apart from that, he s quite a fam-
ous man. Not to know Mr, R&wgon
Fenton is to argue one's self unknown,
my dear,” she added, banteringly.

The Jady smiled. ¢

«ife is a—remarkable-looking man,

ith g little yawn. 3

.h'? §2:?a:d h: is remarkable,” respond-
edwthe duchess. 1 believe he is the
frst man in the City just now. Some-
body was saying that his wealth and
influence are extraordinarg, quite fab-

ulous.”

«T dan't like the City men,” remarked
the lady, calmly. .

"The duchess laughed. po

“No ? Oh, I don't know. They are &
change, They are quite the fashion now,
I believe. Do you know Mr. Rawson
Fenton, my dear 2 And she turned to
Constance.

Her face went pale for a moment,

« T have heard of him,” gheranswered,
trying to speak calmly an ndifferently.

“ It would be very strange if you had
not. The papers—the society papers es-
pecially—have always_got some para-
graph or other about hifi.”

“I don’t see any society papers,” said
Constance, scarcely knowing what she
was saxing : for he and his partner were
coming toward them again in the coursa
of the dance, and she could not take her
eyes off him.

“ What's he here for ?” asked the
lady.

"The duchess laughed at the naivete of
the question.

“Because he was asked—and to amuse
himself, T suppose,” she replied.

“But I thought that sort. of a man
never, danced.”

“Oh, but I don’t think Mr. Bawson

that she was
nhad gone so whi

| that it was white. .

Kuth gave her the fan slowly,

“I::«;y“ stTlLfixed on her scrutinizingly,
¢hen she stooped down and quickly ‘pin-
qe"‘l'.l"ll?ert:,?' :%l;t.nid. “ But don’t dance
with Mr. Eeaton again, for 'pumalg-
ment”
. % A punishment too awful for even sa
great a crime !” he said slowly, and
with 2 mirthless smile, his eyes bent on
the ground, yet, as Constance knew, see-
ing her quife plainly.

« When you have quite done quarrel-
ing,” said the duchess, “ T want to intro-
duce Mr. Fenton tp two €riends of mine :
Lady BEversleigh”—Rawson Fenton hows-
ed to-the lady who had so freely criticis-

ed him—" and Miss Grahame,” said the
duchess.

He kept his eyes fited on, the ground
as he howed tg heér] then he raised them
and locked atger steadily and intensely.

Constance, feeling as if a cold hand
were clutc'hlng‘ her' heart, inclined her
head, and her breath came in diMcult
litjJe,gasps ; and Lady Ruth, standing
at her side, looked ke€Hly from cnec to
the other.

Ladf‘ Angela's partner Jor the naxt
dance came up and took her away, and
Rawson Fentog, thus left fi%, went and
stogd beside Lady Eversieith anld salrk®d
tn, ker ; but Ceonstanc could feel his
&lgtice scttling upon Merself now and
again.

géérely something or somehody would
come to hef aid! Where wgs Wolfe ?
Why did he not come and take'her awas
out of reach of those cold, eteel-liKe eyes
which, with every glawnce, scemed (0
anv @,

« T Amtheres You carnot escape !”

She had never felt like this hefore,
never been afraid of him till noew. Why
wds it 2 Why had Le not recognized
hey, but had been content to offer her
the forma! greeting of a stranger ? Al
why did pot Wolfe come ?

Then she felt rather than-sawthat he
was leaving Lady Bversleigh arkl com-
ing to her.

«“ ITave you a dance lelt, Miss Gra-
bame,” he said, ** or am I toe late R

“ My card is full,” she said whthout
locking up.

Fenton is ‘ that gort of man,’ ” said the
duchess. ‘‘ He is quite a society man,
and goes everywhere, so I am told. I
met him geveral times in London thie
season. He I8 quite accompMshed, and
very popular.”

“ Popular ? Ishould doubt that,” Waj
the lady’s languid comment. ¢

‘“Well, my dear, if you had three or
four daughters to marry instead of be-
ing lucky enough to have one, and she
married to the Best match of the yea
you would understand. Millionaires ar
none too plentiful, at least here in Eng-
land, though I'm told that in Amerfta
they are
autumn.

“If I had,an unmarried girl I don’t
think—yes, I'm sure I shouldit like her
to marry your Mr. Fenton,” retorted the
lady.

“You seem to have taken a positive
dislike to”the poor man,” laughed the
duchess.

“ I never take anything so positive as
u dislike, bt his is pot the sort of face
{ shouid care to trust,” said the'lady.

“ Well, at any pate don’t call him ‘ my
Mr, Fenton.” But I'{l have my revepge,
tnd introduce him when he comes: this
wa.y."

Congtance's heart seemed to stand
still. She made an effort to rise, but f
unable to do so. She could only sit an
‘ook and wait. g

“ By the way,” said the duchess, after
a pause, “I rather think I heard the
duke saying semething about his want-
ing to get into Parliament, and adding
that he could do it quite easily.”

“ What ! the duke ! How could he 2

‘“ No, no, Mr. Fenton.” -

“ Oh, I had quite forgetten him,” said
the lady, listlessly.

“ Yes, he -looks the kind of man who
would go in for politics. George,” this
was her husband, ‘ says that there are
only twdkinds of men in the House now
—the too foolish, and the too clever.”

. The duchess laughed.

*“I don’t believe he said anything of
the kind,” she rétorted.

All this would have been amusi
enough for Constance—if it had relat
to any one else ; but as it was, it was
eimply tosture.

She saw the pale, self-possessed faoe
coming nearer, and, making an effort,
she rese.

“I—I will go and find Lady Brake-
epeare,” she said.

But it was too late ! The next moment
the musie ceased, and Rawson Fenton
and his partner came to a standstill
within a few yards of her.

She sunk into her seat again, and with
a vague, wild idea of hiding herself,
vaised her fan before her face.

Rawson Fenton, with his pastner on
his arm, paced slowly along the side of
the.room, and in another moment \they,
would have turned and gone in another
direction, but just then some one trod
on the lady’s dress. She turned to gath-
er up the rent skirt and smile irtp the
face of the meekly apologetic offender,
and in doing so saw the duchess beckons
ing her with her fan.

“ Poor Lady Angela,” said the duch-
ess. ‘“What a tear. I've got a pin
somgwhere,” and she beckoned again.

Rawson Fenton and Angela came up.

Constanece still ‘held her fan, almost cow- |

ered behind it.

“ Much of a tear, my dear ? said the
duchess. “I can give you a pin. Good-
everting, Mr. Fenton,” ags he bowed to
her, and she gave him her hand.

« “ It was my fauit,” he said. “I ought
to have taken more care !”

The clear, incisive tones struck upon
Constance’s ears like icicles.

Several other persons, the dance be-
ing over, were gathering round, and
from behind her fan she caught the
shimmer of Lady Huth's red dress.

“ No, I can’t find it !” said the duchess.
“I'm afradd you will have to go to one
of the maids, Angela. Unless—have you
got a pin, my dear ?” and she turned to
Constance, :

The moment had come and was to be

thick as blackberries in:

Vi

“1 afn sorry,” he said, slowly, calmly.
“ Perhaps an accideni may give me &
chance vacancy. If so, will yeuremem-
her me 7

There was no ofher reply poedibleghan
a “ Yes,” and her lips formed ¥.

He took out his progremme.

“ Forgive me, do wou: sgell yomr ndme
with en‘ e’ or without

“With an ‘e, ”’ she saidl ; and Took~
ed at hifn as the bivd mey.look at the
serpent into whose cage It ‘hbs been
thrust. 2 s :

“Thanks,” he sald._ Then, he stood
180¥ing nound the room wifhcut a trace
of emotibn or of feeling of amy k)n_(} in
his c61d Thce. .

‘.;Your dance is a splenddd sueocess,
duchess,” lﬁf sadd.

He had all the air of ‘arMequal, Con-
stan®e notiled ; thi® men WRowm she re-
! menibered as an advemtarer ih' the bush,
ard his aplomb and ‘eocl gdifr-posseSsion
«ply struck.her with-a nea fiear.

“Thank you,” reap the duychiess.
““I am glad{you thtnrk 0./ Oh, my dear,
Le™ is Wolfe ; you wi danoe with him
now ?* i

The marquls came wp velth.a lady on
his arm, who smiled @t Rawson Femton.
| The smile seemied to remind him. * This
¢ is my dance,” he sadd to Rer.

{ * Are you rested, dedrest ?” ke mur-
murea, "
Site rose with, akd witPa giad feel-
{ inigy of finding refugesard protection, and
! put her hand oa d4je amm.

The duchess stopped’ them.

“ Wwolfe, do yeu lmow Mr. Fenion ?”
she said.

@onstande’s heart stoedwstill. The mar-
qu!ﬂurng_g with promept politeness:

‘?e' Marquis of Bragkéspeare,” sald
the dudhess. * Have you Two not met
before. 7

I think nat,” said Rewson Fenton,
with the sfght imeliriation of the Tead
whieh a man beetews upon the man he
{ s introduged te.

“1 am sure we Lkave net,” said the
marquis in the frank, ‘geﬁial' tone which
had become habite#d with him of late.

It was over dm a'moment. The next
she felt his dear arm round her waist,
and they were slowdy® whirling away—
away from the spet which Rawson Fen-
ton's resence had anade hateful,

CEAPTHR XXII.

s Tblsuiiq our first wa!tz,'-‘Constance.”
;‘Vms?e tke mardaid in her ear. “Our
rst

Her hands olssedd on his #Roulder
tightly. Feor -the mromnent she had for-
gotten Rawson. nton, everything, in
the unspeakdble jov.of being near touch-
ing tlfe man she loved with all the in-
tensity of her passiomate soul. What
harm coudd came to her while he was
near, while ‘his strong arm was round
hers? Whet could peperate them ?

“Hew heautifully you dance,” he said.
“ You cught te have a'better pariner.”

“No, mo !’ she murmured,, allowing
her head to rest en his'bredSt for 2
moment.,

“ There is toe mtuch’of the elephant in
my mowements,” with a laugh, “%nt if
vou'll bear with ‘me _for a few mt es
longeyr. Owni first waldz, but not our last;
yeu'lhdance with me again, Constanoce?"”

“Yes, yes,” she responded in a “low
i voice, ““ as oftem a8 I can. Ak, how kap-

pv T am!” %

“ I Ikce to heas you say that,” he said.
“But theve is e cause for it to-ni%ht,
you vain girl. Do you'know thatd am
quite tined of hearing your praises sung?
I hav;jee,n nﬂ myself for the last

g two what I hawerdone te ®
e 8o great a trgasure as~everybo
h ll&meim’ot"- : e

*“ A treasure ! she murmured. * Such
a poor thing as I &m ! Don't laugh ai
mg, Wolfe.” ! .

“ I never was more serious ia Nfe,”

he retorted.' *
to

wm‘g:':-our:lelves .
bhou e : :
< - jooked down at her with smilihg
surprise. It was the first sign of im-
patience she had ever shown.

A b RGT N

« Ourselvesd Wery well. What about
this next dance ?” .
,She shook her head. !

“ Impossible, I have given it awey.
zhe next, perhaps—no, that Bhs gorfe.

on every other line, Wolfe ?'* y

“ 8o I, would Tt I hag been mor® sel.

h,” he returned, * but I know I am not

rst-rate at waltzing, and I didn’t want
to spoil your eveming, dearest, so 1
sacrificed myself,”.

Everything he gaid and did was elo-
quent of his love and consideration for
her ; and she was concealing something
from him, deceivigg him ! Her heart
ached and her face grew ‘pale. He stop-
ped in a moment.

*“You are tired, Constance !"” he said.
“ Let us stop and go into the cool some-
where.” 3

her arm down tofhis and her hands clos-
ed tightly. If she could only find cour-
age to say, “ Let us go home, Wolf&f¥X’
They meandered through the now
crowtled room, and gained one of the
ferneries which adjoined the saloon,and
he found her a seat. :
‘*“ This is nice,” ne said, taking her fan
from her and fanning her, his eyes
dwédling on her face with all a fover's
delight in her beauty &nd grace. He
was a Brakespeare, and therefore proud,
é&nd the praises he had heard had not
lessered his love, .but increased his
priMe in her.

had done wisely In takipg this pearl
among women for his own. H® would
never ga.ve reason, 48 some merm teo
many alas ! have, tofbe ashamed of his
wife. She would be a fitting and worthy
successor to his mother, and would wear
the Brakespeare coronet with general
honor and approval.

He was proud of her to-night, and his
love fed on his pride and grew to a
goodly stature.

“Shall I get you an ice ?”” he asked
her, bending over her and speaking in
g@ccents of loving devotion. "“Of is it
a cup of tea that your squl craves. The
color lras come back to your face again
now.” 2

“I want nething nothing but you'”
she sald in a low voice, and lifting her
Pice to his with a look in her lovely eyes
no man cowld resist.
er aiid would have kissed her, but at
t'bat moment veices ssunded quite close
1o them, and the duke and Rawson Fen-
ton entered the fermery.

The marquis drew back just in time,
and renewed his fanning. He did not
notice that the color had fled from her
face again,

The duke’s glow, mellow voice, sug-
gesting roast beef and old port, reached
them distinctly, as the two mem stood
ql}ite near them, but hidden from them
bebirnd a palm, "

“I don’t see why you shouldn’t do it,
Fenton,” he said. *“Berrington will be
vacant preseritly, I knew ; and I really
don’t see where they c6uld get a better
i candidate.”

“You are very kind, duke, sald Raw-
son Fenton, his clear, incisive voice
contrasting nrarkedly with the rich
tones of the duke, ;

“Oh, don’t thank me,” said his grace,
with a laugh. “T've g®t nothing, or
very little, to do with if. Times are
changed. I used te have Berringtan
in my pocket in the good—or bad—ald
days, and’I'd only to say, ‘Vote for So-
and-so,” and they voted and the man
werit in ; but that's all altered now.”

“And yet sa much influence still re-
mains to you,” said Fenton, in the tore
he knew ®0 wgll how to use. “I should
feel almost, #f not perfectly, secure if I
had your suppgrt, duke.”

The duke grunted.

“Oh, I am all right” he said, eaglly.
“I'll support you; -but I'm not every-
bbddy. There’s another nfan you should
get, and, by George ! I fancy that his
support would be worth twioce as much
2s mine.”

“Who {is that, duke 7"’ asked Rawson
Fenton. - ’

“The Marquis of Rrakespeare,” replied
the duke. . »

Canstance started, and the marquis
shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

“I gon’t think I ought to listen any
longer,” he said ; and he made a move-
ment {0 attract the attention of the two
men ; but they were too absorbed to
hear him. .

“The Marquls of Brakespéire,” said
Rgwson Fentdn, tifoughtfully. *Ves.
He is a great tr}end of yours, duke

“Of course,” ggsented his grace.
“Capital fellow. Most popular maa in
| the place, thoughl\he has only been back
+ & short time. Get him to come foward
and answer for you, or better still, make
@ speech in your favor, and you are sure
of winning. Do you know him 2

“I was introduced to him to-night.”

“Ah, yes,” i“d the dyke; “just the
time to ask him—in good humor. And no
wonder, lucky dog ! Going to marry the
prettiest and most taking girl in the
room, by gad !”

“And she is— ?” asked Rawson Fen-
ton, calmly. .

plied the duke. ;

There was a moment’s silence. Ceon-
stance’s heart beat painfully and heav-
ily, then Rawson Menton’s voice said,
coldly : :

_ “Yes,indeed, she is very beautiful, and
the marquis is very Jucky.”

Moving toward them, he sald with a

tience. ‘' Bet us thlk gro

h, why didn't you write your ntmel

« Very well,” she said, and she slipped '

Yes, not only in*his own |
eyes, but in the opinion of the world he |

He: bent low-'

“Why, Miss Grahame, of course,” re-

ould stand it ne longes.’

3 ey e
' Constance, with eyes bert on the|

ting sensation in her
. thpoat, struggled for the power to

. The three men stood looking at her,

ound, .and a ¢

the marquis wiin a fond, psoud light

in His eyes. : :

iShe found her voice af last.

| “I know nothing abont politids,” she

sald, and the words sounded cgld and
Y ungracious, Was these no limit
man’s daring and audacity ?

“Your name—a word from you—
would be enough,” sadd Rawson Fen-
tbn, humbly. “But I will not press you,
Miss Grhhame; I kpow how much
some ladies dislike politics.”

The marquis langhed®

“You will never win a se‘t if you give
in go easily, Mny Fenton,” he s2id. “Will
you eome over and\dine with us to-mor-
row 2 You will get an opportunity of

know.”

Constance looked tup, and the marquis
could not have failed to have seeh the
sudden look of terror that flashed in

ber eyes ; but he was looking smfilingly
i at Rawson Fenton, who saw it plainly

enovugh.

said.

“Seven o’'clock,’” said the marquis.
“I'll ask my mother to ask the duchess,
duke ; and you will come, will you
not ?”
| *“No, thanks, Weife; can’t,” replied

fils grace. “ Got an agricultural dinner

for to-marrow.”

* Ah ! nothing can stand against that,
i I know,” said the marquis, laughing.
| Constance’s hand closed tightly on her
i bcugquet. Rawson Fenton to dine at
i the castle to-mworrow ! She was to speand
the whole evening in his hated pre-
sence ! Was it a hideous nightmare ?

A gentleman carge % and looked
roufM hurriedly with an anxious face,
which clgar&®Bs his eyes fell upon Her.

* @h, Miss Grahame, I was afraid 1
i had lost you. This is eur dance, and 2
weilldn’t mfiss & for ten werlds !”

She rose, faint and giddy as she was,
only too glad to get away, and put her
hand on his arifh

Every woman, Voltaire says, is a born
actress. Constance talked and smilted
as she went through the Lancers,though
her heart-still beat with the presage of
coming evil, her voice sound@zd" hollow
in her ears, and tq, smile was torture.
But perhaps she was helped to play the
part by the facttthat Lady Ruth was if?
the same set, gnd that her sharp eyes

re continually seckipg gnstanoe’;s
ace.

The dance seemed interminable, hut 4t
was over. at\last, ang her partner, a
young cavalry officer, led her t0 a seat.
He had dong his best to.anuee and en~
tertain her, apd dounedt willingly ; fos
like most ef the memin the room, he had
cone down before this newsbgauty, this
girl" with the face of a Greek goddess
and the simple, pleasant mananer which

But he felt thafsamething was wroxg.

‘He was a man of the world, notwith-
rtanding hi§youth, and instead of both-
ering her with small-talk, he sat silert
and let IMeT rest.

But her rest was a short one. Lady
Ruth’s red dress hovered in sight, and
fhe came and sat ‘down beside €on-
stance.

“You need not stay,” she said $o her
pargner; “I am going to talk gossip with
Miss Grahame.”

Of course the young officer took the
hint also, and the $wo men went off.

“What a delightfdl.dance !’ said ] y
Ruth. ‘“Are you _enjoying fit,
stanee ?” - :

“Yes, very muoch,” replied Constance.

“It is the best the duchess has Had
this year. But I don’t wofader at your

success. Realy, I'm quite proud of my,
newy cousin-indaw. Let me look at your
card.” She k i, read the nathes swift-
ly. and gavait back.

Constance could not vefigin from look-
ing at her. Had she entirely and com~
p}(—tely forgatten the morning she turn-
ed her out of the castle ? Was there any
heart or conscience at all in this wo-
man ? ? :

Lady Ruth hore the steady glance of
the pure eyes unflinchingly$

‘q should think Wolfe is the happiest+
maan in the room,” she sadd, quite castly.
“There are such hice men here to-night.
Don’t you think so 7
~ “Yes,” assented Constanece.

‘‘So many stramgers, t0o. By the way,
what dosyou think ef Mr. Rawson Fen-
ton ?” she added, suddenly, and turning
her keen eyes fulkon Constance’s face.

Notwithstanding the tion she
had gone throughy this erd was al-
most too much for Constanoeé’s seif-com-
trol.

“What should I think of him ?” she
answered, and her sweet voice sounded

A'look of satisfaction gleaned in Lady
:Ruth’s eyes.

" “Ah, I forgot !’ she retorted, with a
smile ; “you have no thoughts for any
man but one. Happy girl L Butl

like this Mr. Fenton, de you know ?
There is sometliing about him, a cop-
sciousness of power,that is rather pleas-
ant. * Most rhen are so languid and }imp
nowadays. ¥ shouldn't be surprised if
thd® man had a history, should you ?”

Canbtance shook her head vgguely.

“I think I'll ask him,” continued Lady
Ruth. “Fll ask him to tell me some-

2dy Ruth, ll:::m.tmne_wom,.

orthis |

rousing Miss Grahame’s enthusiasm,you
5

“You are very good. Thank you,” he |

magde hér charniing as well as lovely ; E

ernjoying it, you have made such aﬂ

NN

IBOTHERS, Do You KnowW s rueer,

o Batentan's Drops, Godfrey's Cordial, many so-called Soothing Syrups, and
most remedies for children are composed of oplum or morphine?
grgmmmmmmmmmr

that in most countries druggists are not permitted to sell narcotics
without labeling them poisons ? :
Do You Enow that you should not permit any medicine to be given your child
nh-mammddmhowotwwuuwmposedr

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

Do You Enow that Castoria is the preseription of the famous Dr. Samuel PifRr.
_That it has been in use for nearly thirty years, and that more Castoria is now sold than
ofvall other remedies for children combined ? -

Do You Know, that the Patent Office Department of the United Btates, and of
other couptries, have issued exclusive right to Dr. Pitcher and his assigns to use the word
% Oastoria” and its formula, and that to imitate them is a state prison o ?

o You Enow that one of the reasons for granting this government was
maumwmmolutdymd

Do You Enow that 35 average doses of Castoria are furnished for 35
eents, or one cent a dose ?

De You Know that when posgeesed of this perfect preparation, your children may
be kept well, and that you may have unbroken rest ¢

Mmmm. They are facts.

“Thé Tac-simile { is on every

Chilldren Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla.

’ 5 3 .
Wood's Phosphodine.—zx Great Zngiish Remeds.
Is the result of over 35 years treating thousands of cases with all known
drugs, until gt last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a
combination that will effect sxprompt and permanent cure in all stagesof
Debility, Abuse Escesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental
Worry, Excessive Use Offfum, Tobacco, or Alcokelic Stimulants, 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
sdmost hopeless—casesthathad been treated by the most talented physi- -
cians—cases that wereon the véige of despairand insanity—cases that were
‘tottering over the gravo—but with the continued and persevering use of
Wood'IPhosphodlno,MunlMMBemgivenupmdh,m
to manly vigor and health—Readef you need not despair—no.mat-
has mnpuhcunﬂo-thorenedyisnowwlthhyour
mwi%umw. life of usefulness and happiness.
Price, one §1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.
One will plecde, six guaranigd to cure, Pamphlet free to any address.
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada.

Wiﬁupuoa-unubymmmmuuumuu&emmm.
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A WOMAN SUICIDED

recently by taking Paris Green, but that
is no reason why you should do without
it when you need it. We have the very
purest poiconous Paris Green, and our
Insect Powder we guarantee to kill flies,
ants apd inseots of every description.
Don't forget the spot, Higinbotham’s
Drug Store, Lindsay.

?

T P. RYLEY.

VICTORIA PLANING MIL

I INNDSAY.
Oppuosite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.

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

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

J. P. RYLEY.
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