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“What is your object, what is it you
intend to,dobt:':.rdemnd;qo.“ puil nds, and here’s
oo i P i - breakfast, and grandma says | 1
ently the wishes of a lady whom I was iy mwm you | pis
once proud to call my friend,” he said;, | YU posbosc o5 _
slowly, and with the same mocking ; ®0me .
smile. “ When last we met and parted |

Mary came in with a dainty little

3 breakfast on a tray, and was deeply
you desired that we should be strangers.
It was as strangers we met to-night,

ccncerned that her beloVO:lhm. ::lym
: t us 3

was it not? If you had wished it other- “f:r'h:h:“;lgq‘l:;Y: l‘:ve.upnlll. Tk e
wise, you would have claimed my Lopes you will not get up for hours yet;
acg:: :t:;;e:dv;lc;%d P Rt and these flowers u.r.e for you. He cut

“ But you intimated by your silence thég:xshtmlﬁoﬁnlmly speak as she
that you would prefer that every one | ., . q0q the blossoms to her lips. His
your future husband, all, should regard loving words and thoughtfulness sharp-
us as meeting for the first time. Ihave| _ o4 the sting of her self-reproach.
e o Ak tivitage, asd tn her | " Ouds WERNG Begh BN e

e s a .u sa 3 9=

helplessness she couid have cried aloud. :sggu‘:pﬂ;; one of the Ehais.  “He sayd

L NS Mote d?. .i:oﬁ 'wt:;;hi ::‘:ﬁ you were the most beau't!ful girl in the
a;ter a(.)upa;;s;ei b p; salﬁ:,” room, Constance, and I'm sure that is
obey you-- K

She turned upon him.

true. I wish I had been there. How
I want that you and I should never | 5°°0 do you think I shall be grown-up

‘“ w
meet again,” she panted.

enough to go to a ball ?” b

“Not for a long while yet, dear,” she
He smiled and shrugged his shoulders.
« Alas ! that is impossible. You see,

replied, burying her hand in his long
the world is such a small place, and we | curls caressingly, and finding comfort
shall meet—to-morrow.”

and consolation in his presence. “Why
«No !"” she said, almost inaudibly.

are you in such a hurry ?” %
“ To- rakespeare—"' ‘“Because I want to dance with you,
"I“gv?xﬁt;t' lliet:;.lid??;i lBow. sl?;v voice. | Constance, dear,” he answered with
«That I am an old friend ? Yes. And perfect gravity. “Uncle Wolfe says all
: the gentlemen wanted to dance with
what will you say when he asks you to
explain why you met me to-night as a

you last night. Did you enjoy‘ yourself |
very much, dear ? I hope you didn’t

stranger, and concealed the past friend-

ship ?”

quite forget me !” 5
- “That I did not,” replied Gonstance,
She turned herv head away with some-
thing like a moan on her lips.

with absolute truth. “Indeed, in the
“ Come,” he said, looking round the

; “avetli

to T
i and
m» id | s » Edu
“T hope you have had good sport, Mr. u like Mr. Fenton ; is that so, Con- | - Jy B v . 2 -
r'entou.g.-;!dml. with all the Brake- ui e Jiitay o :ﬁ“f,ut
speare gravity, and anxious te be polite constance raised her head, but with Fog

downcast eyes, and was silent a mo-.

1, ﬁ was,”” admitted Nm
you see we didn’t either of us iike

to a friend of “dear Constance’s.” trou
‘ « you Lord Lancebrook,” e s # m troy]
b Thank YOu, Yo, Lo et """ ment. Then it flashed upon her that n dec)
“ 'w’s't h.‘“ you shot 7’ asked Arol.  now was the time to tell him all. Dere;u
‘«wgome plover and a rabbit or two. She looked up with a half-eager, half- Exoea
Would you like to see them ? I left them apprehensive expression in her lovely ;:y o

s Y and fetch eves.
oo “‘?. s s o gl *“No, Wolfe—" ghe began, then sud- The 1
them. put to

« Oh, no; please don’t trouble ; I'll go,» denly Mrs. Marsh’s voice crooned be- e
sald Arol, eagerly ; and he jumped out hind them.. % the Wi
.and ran to the spot to fwhich Rawson S0 you be come to see me, my-lord ! The n
Fenton had pointed, And ?he pretty young lady too. Hah, wind i

Immediately he had got out of earshot hah I and she chuckled and shook her ritat
Rawson Fenton drew closer to the phae- h,“'d- “That weren’t such a bad guess times
ton, and laying his hand on it, bent for- ©' mine, after all, Lord Wolfe. Bless the €3
ward. her sweet face ! Ah, my lord, you a’ got thin ed

“I thought it likely that I might see & P"‘fe- you ’ev, begging the dear young ps:',u< ]
you this morning,” he sald in a low lady’s pardon. But there, the Brake-, sh,p}(
voice. - Speares 'ud always have the best wher- The

The color mounted to Constance’s ever it was to be found, and you be a borneﬂ
brow, and she flashed an indignant true Brakespeare, Lord Wolfe.” that =
glance upon him. Did he dare to think ‘““Thank you for both of us, Mrs. the ch
that she had driven out on the chance Marsh,” he responded, laughingly. “You merff'l.
and hope of seeing him ? ::t cgme and dance at our wedding, ::Jel;'

g 3 »” aid, fully com- member.”
prege:éizzd\tgesegusl: sa.nd hex'y look. Ay, that I will,” crooned the old lady. Goﬁ)e
“ Last night it seemed to me that you But you must make haste about it, ﬁfnﬁ

I'll be getting too old. And here’s some
were rather unwilling that I should be- ©°F tians
- e; g m g Sealioboare.” milk for the young lord, luokin’ as well ln:-s
me & gu rd almig

and rosy as a pippin; ay, and we all

) She remained silent. $ » E

2 he dances, I was kn » o be

?1:‘31‘11:1; g?ft k:)ar.lte i(f)tl tt :houlr(;c bse e “ Ah! I was right,” he said, his eyes ows who to thank for that,” with a tnl-.,‘

rcom carelessly, and speaking in the , n
easiest of conventional tones, *“ you are

\ rtesy to Constance, :
fixed on hers keenly, “Well, I was de- ©0U
?::ayg;llvzn:i I would take the pogies strous of telling you that you need have The chance had gone. Was it to prove thc
distressing yourself without -cause. ¥ villai
Have you forgotten the gist of our last

her last chance ? Constance asked her-
- no such reluctance ; to remind you that .
‘1.{;'1?5"11!:_!; ILD ll(:l:etfyntclli.y. St by no word or deed of mine will any one ::é:n;!b?;fdgl;?evre home with her lover ?;;', 1 ,
interview ? If you have, I hawlre not. 5 <ear ! he exclaimed, delightedly. liam that twi]‘: w;:esr;e almlv:thmg 133:;; u;zx‘: E wg;f -
s gty lt = ITl;xad lmet ttlt{(:le]—’?it “Very well, then,” she sald ; “you go :al:lt‘rgue:: me, Miss Gl:-agha;ne." put 1
for the last t mf' b 3 ne;;ho of the and order the ponies, and we will start Constailce"s heart best the c
sy Sheo-u-;f e‘i,lri‘b:r ot ::lho will kneel drectly.” “I have nothing to t!'l.lst to you,” she were
4 st;elovAre yvgu satisfied 2 He ran off gleefully, and Constance | .5 514y, “There shall be no euch whict

> = ¥ finished dressing. ' 4 ”» wind,

¥ - y s, . Fenton.

Pale to th; lips befor ei, he;nfs;(;;c:viir:lh Out in the open air, during the drive, v.(‘)‘r;i bei:lweeltl ‘; slﬁruFon a word,” he days
scned, and she was tu”:i ;gt hen the she might perhaps arrive at some de- 1d “',lth _noﬂ ’nt ‘i)l . AllIv'vant- und
wild words of scorn and hate, when . termination, might see some road out | 521¢, With & ';: (t’r sm: ee.ed e ciider &6 g
S N e 2D of the difficulty which surrounded her, | €d to say was, that you n a il

She caught his arm. On B Way Gk 06 shiltes. T apprehension because I happen toere;:h than

“ Wolfe !” ’ a few hours under the same roof w ha

“ Well—" he began, thertt stop?ed, full 22:[;5 at a time, Arol ran in to the mar- you. That mka". 1 zm : :n;m ﬁ; ,:‘s{ Pﬁgl

> “ Wt ‘ons e !” > y now, at I sa .
. R & cnits tied oot | “Halloo " ne sata, catchiag him snd | MO O SRR, Sl ESE L et IRV srk
fear, Lord Brakespeare,” said Rawson | fWinging him on to his shoulder. | . ..o make you unhappy, or even | ton
Fenion. gravely ; “I was just going in “Where are you going at this break- uneasy.” ance
search of you.” neck pace, young man 2" Constance set her lips tightly. whe:

“ Take me home, Wolfe,” she whisper- | “G0Ing to order the ponies. Constance | ..y you please tell Lord Bancebrook Dr.
ed, clinging to him. and I are going for a drive.” that I am waiting, Mr. Fenton ?” she wher

“1 will ind the marchioness if you “Oh, indeed!” said the marquis. ' DppT
will allow me,” said Rawson Fenton.

for Infants and Children.
“
AMIOTHERS, Do You Know . ruse,

Bateman's Drops, Godfrey’s Cordial, many so-called Soothing Syrups, and
~ most remedies for children are composed of opium or morphine ?
Do You Know that opium and morphine are stupefying narcotic polsons?
Do You Enow 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 giver your child
unless you or your physician know of what it is composed ?
< Do You Know that Castoria is a purely vegetable preparation, and that & list of
its ingredients is published with every bottle ?
Do You Know that Cactoria is the prescription of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher.
That it has been in use for nearly thirty years, and that more Castoria is now sold than
of all other remedies for children combined ?

Do You Enow that the Patent Office Department of the United States, and of
other countries, have issued exclusive right to Dr. Pitcher and his assigns to use the word
“ Castoria ” and its formula, and that to imitate them is a state prison offense ?

Do You Enow that one of the reasons for granting this government protection was
because Castoria had been proven to be absolutely harmless?

Do Yeu Enow that 35 average doses of Castoris are furnished for 35
oents, or one cent a dose ?

Do You Know that when possessed of this perfiect preparation, your children may
e kept well, and that you may have unbroken rest ¢

Well, these things are worth knowing. They are facts.
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~¥o. ufirorrunately.” he reprea. "'
"}ou admire her so much, then ?” gshe
sald, still with careless innocence in her

voice. 5
«Who could help admiring her ?* he

seld.

“Yes ; I think her the most lovely
oman in the room.”

w"I don’t know that” he responded,

gravely ; “but she is certainly beauti-
ful.”

{  “And so good—so really good,I mean,”
she said, fervently.

*All women are good, Lady Ruth,”
he remarked, with a faint smile.

“Thanks for my sex in general ; but
1 mean what I say. There is not a trace
of vanity or coquetry, for instance, in
her nature.”

““One has only to glance at Miss Con-
stance Grahame's face to learn that,”
he said.

‘“Yes, Constance is her name,” she
murmured, quietly.

He saw his mistake at once, and
locked down at her sharply and sus-
piciously for a moment.

\ “Don’t you think it a very pretty
name ?”’ she asked.
|  *“Very,” he replied.
another turn ?”
. “If you are sure I have got your step."
t  “Perfectly,” he answered.
“Ah, Miss Grahame would be a better

.

CHAPTER XXIV.

The color had left Constance’s face
long before the dressing-bell rang, and
its reflection startled her as she saw it
in the glass, startled and warned her.
One glance at the pale face would tell
Rawson Fenton that she was afraid of
him. She could not endure that. At
all costs she would meet him unflinch-
ingly, to outward show, at any rate. So
while she dressed she schooled herself
into something that looked like self-pos-
session and indifference.

After all, she asked herself over and
over again, what had she to fear ? Was
it likely that Rawson Fenton would go
to the marquis and say, “I loved the
woman you are about to marry, and I
have persecuted her ?” No, he could
scarcely be mean encugh to avow his

signature of
Chlidren Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla.

“Shall we have
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said.

“Well, you are a favored individual! “ He is coming,” he answered, glanc- but

penits

partner for you; I am too short,” she
eaid, carelessly. ‘“Have you danced
with her yet ?”

“I was so unfortunate as to find her
card full,” he replied ; and his voice
had grown slow and guarded, for hia
acute intelligence had caught a strange
significance in her light and easy chat-
ter. What was it she was aiming at.?

. He watched her face closely.

“Really. Would you like to dance
with her ?”

“That needs no answer, Lady Ruth.”

“And you would be very grateful if I
gct a dance for you ?” she gsked, look-
ing up at him.

. “My gratitude would know no
bcunds,” he replisd, smiling.

“Well, then, I will come to your aid.
This next dance—it is a waltz, is it
unot ?”

vYes, it is>

' “She has promised it to Lord Airlie,
but he has gone home with his mother,
who was tired. Go and tell her that he
€eent you as his substitute.”

“Would that.be fair, Lady Ruth ?”
he said, with a smile, but she saw his
face suddenly flush.

“Alldis fair in love and—war,” she an-
swered. ‘“And you are very
el Pl ¥ e very grateful,

“Very,” he answered.
me 7"

“Time will prove,” she said. “There
80 now and secure her before she is
engaged. Put me in that seat, please.”

He glanced at it, saw that it com-
manded a view of the lounge to which
Constance had just been taken, and his
::p: Og:gwlr) closed: but he left her without

4 eyond the
and crossed the roomc.ustomary 2555 oo

Constance saw him coming, and hepr
::'ees ibegan to gleam with the light one
o za ;\ those of the stag almost driven

“ Will you give me this dance,
Grahame ?” he said, not mee:in'ng:::
eyei, but looking at her fan,

“I am engaged,” she re
anthurned her head awayl.med' oo

“To Lord Airlie, are you ; it
said. “ Will you let me See yot?x? ct:ard }':s
- 1S\Ir:)enlooked up, and her lips formed
- “tI thl]nk this is it,” he said, with per-

ect calmness. “Lord A
:b"gie;id to leave, and wasr::og Z?lot:::l?

0 Yyie to m ray:
e dance.}”’ prayer that I should

“Do you insist ?”
lips.

He made no reply, but stood immov-
ably, a faint smile on his pale face.

Constance looked round. If the mar-
quis had been in sight, she would have
dared all, and beckoning to him have
left Rawson Fenton standing there and
openly defied. But the marquis was
;l:::here to be seen, and helplessly she

His eyes lighted up with a sudden
flash of triumph, and he put his arm
round her. A shudder ran through her
at his touch, the lights seemed to flare
and dance, the music to Qeafen her,
She danced with him for a minute or
two, half stunned and bewila-
:;red ;lt tht;n, ‘as if she could en-

ure no longer, she s
her hand from him. ot o

“Why do you persecute
way ?” fell from her lips, m——

He raised his eyebrows and looked
at her with an affectation of shocked
surprise.

“I beg your pardon, Miss Grahame, I
did not know you were so tired.”

He drew her arm within his and
kept it there, though she tried to drag
it away, and led her to a small
As he did so, he looked
the room. The waltz was in full
and they were almost hidden
general view ; but on the seat w
had left her, Lady Ruth
hg“ saw her sharp eyes bent

do you persecute
.manlin

“Do you doubt

came from her

i

£
H

The marguis thanked him gratefully ;
and took Constancé to the entrance.

A few minutes afterward Rawson
Fenton appeared with the marchioness.

“I—I am so sorry!” panted Con-
stance, as she leaned back in the corner
of the carriage.

“ My dear, why didn't you say you
were tired before,” murmured the old
lady, sympathetically. I should have
been glad to go. Good-night, Mr. Fen-
ton."”

Constance saw his pale face as he
stood with uplifted hat, and with a
shudder drew her cloak round her so
that it almost hid her eyes.

‘“Let her alone, mother,” said the
marquis, in a low and anxious voice ;
‘“ she is tired out. It has been a trying
evening for her.”

She lay back in silence, and after a
time his hand stole towards hers, and
tcok it and held it firmly. Her fingers
clcsed on it with a fearsome little
grasp.

The carriage sped on its way, and
stooping forward to arrange her cloak
more closely round her, he touched her
arm.

She opened her eyes and leaned for-
ward, nearer and still nearer to him,
and suddenly she had slipped to her
knees and was resting against his
breast,

“ Wolfe, Wolfe,” she murmured, her
breath coming in painful gasps, * you
will love me always, Wolfe ? Whatever
happens—whatever they say, you will
love me ?” and she clung to him.

“ Constance, Constance, my darling !
he murmured, gathering her to him and
kissing her. ‘ What has come to you to-
night ? What has frightened you ? Love
you! Why, yes, against all the world,
and till death.”

Constance tossed to and fro that night,

sleepless, restless, and consumed by a'

fever of apprehension. The pale face of
Rawson Fenton, with its sinister smile,
so cold and confident, haunted her.

Over and over again, as the slow
hours dragged themselves along, she
asked herself the question : Why had
she not told Wolfe the story of her life
in its entirety ? If she had done so, the
presence of this man, who pursued and
persecuted her with such relentless per-
sistence, would have been a matter of
indifference to her.

Could she tell him, even now ? She
resolved to do so twenty times in the
hour, but her resolve always broke away
from her.

Lady Ruth’s words, spoken with such
seeming carelesgness, rose vividly be-
fore her. She had spoken of the mar-
quis’s hot temper and easily aroused
Jealousy. Constance remembered too, all
too distinctly, the sinister remark of
Rawson Fenton. How could she ex-
plain satisfactorily her reception of him
as a stranger—him with whom she had
spent weeks and months in an Austra-
lian cabin ; him who had twice proposed

‘marriage to her ?
Had he any object in coming to the

castle other than the political one ?
He had vowed that he would never
speak to her of love dgain unless she
made the first advances : was there any
truth in his assertion—promise, ag it
might be called ?

She mistrusted him, and did not be-
lieve a word he said, and yet surely,
now that she was the promised wife of

with a
pale as if
his tiz

Co and tell Constance that if she will
drive over to Mrs. Marsh’s I will meet
you there, say at twelve o'ciock. I am
going to ride over to Wavertree on
business, and will take Mrs. Marsh’s
as I come back.”

It was almost a relief to Constance,
much as she longed to see him and get
his morning caress,to find that the mar-
quis had started before she came down.

‘“You look rather pale this morning,”
said the marchioness. ‘““You are not ill,
my dear ?” she added, with tender
anxiety.

‘“No,” replied Constance, with a
wan little smile, ‘“‘only a little tired
still.”

“The drive will do you good, dear,”
said the old lady. ‘“Wolfe will meet you
a‘ Mrs. Marsh’'s ; he has been very anx-
fous about you.”

Constance’s pale face flushed, and she
averted her eyes.

“TJ—I am sorry I distressed him last
night,” she murmured, wistfully.

“My dear, he quite understood, and

was full of sympathy. The unusual ex- |

citement was too much for you. He
has been “reproaching himself all the
morning for not bringing yeu home
earlier.”

Every loving word seemed to stab
Constance, and as she got into the
phaeton, her heart ached with the long-
ing to throw herself upon the march-
foness’s bosom and tell her all.

She drove through the park and
along the narrow lanes, all radiant in
their autumn glory, with Arol chatter-
Ing like a magpie at her side ; but the
fresh air and the brightness of the
morning brought her no peace. Ever
bef{ore her there loomed the coming or-
deal of the evening, when she would
have to meet Rawson Fenton, to speak
to and listen to him, and play her part
~f deception and concealment.

They turned on to the moor, and the
ponies were going along at - a smart
pace, revelling in the autumn breeze
that blew over the broad plain, when
suddenly Arol exclaimed

“Look, Constance ! Who's that ?”’

Constance looked into the direction to
which he pointed, and saw a tall, thin
figure standing up distinctly against
the sky. It was a gentleman in shoot-
irg attire, and carrying a gun. She
recognized Rawson Fenton, far off as
he was, and her heart sank.

‘“He is coming across the moor to-
ward us,” said Arol; “I wonder who
it is ?”

Constance checked the ponies almost
instinctively, and her face grew pale.

“Why, you are not afraid of him,
whoever it is, are you, Constance,
dear ?” Arol asked.

The question was more significant
than he imagined.

Yes, she was afraid of him, and she
krew it ; but she must crush all fear
out of her heart. She touched the ponies
with her whip, and they bounded for-
ward.

She saw him walking toward the road
on ahead, and knew that he would in-
tercept her, for the road’ wound round
in nis direction, and she gradually
schooled herself into composure, re-
sclving that she would simply bow and
pass on without stopping.

But as the carrtage reached the spot
wkere he was standing leaning on his
gun, and evidently waiting for her ap-
proach, and she bowed coldly, he raised

,.hls hat and stepped into the road. -

drll't woum:cﬂ;:um impossible to have

on attracting Arol's at-
21:‘1&\” her want of courtesy, and
:o _t!:l;.uym lips she pulled

1t
He came to the side of the carriage

had

+ *Halloo!” he

all I wanted to say.”

Arol ran up with half a dozen plover
{n his hand.

“ Aren’t they pretty, Constance ? It

birds, isn’t it ? May I have one of the
feathers, Mr. Fenton ?”

Rawson Fenton cut off some of the
wing feathers.

* You make me quite remorseta, Lord
Lancebrook,”
‘“What will you do with them ? Put
them in your cap ?” ;

to Censtance for her hat.”

“Then I must give you some more,”
said Rawson Fenton, with a glance at
Canstance’s pale face. ‘ Will you ac-
wcept them, Miss Grahame ?”’

“ Thanks, I do not care for them,’ said
Constance. * Come, Arol ;" and the mo-
ment he had leaped in she bowed slight-
ly to Rawson Fenton and drove on.

“ He was very kind,” said Arol, taking
off his cap and sticking the feathers in
it. “Is he an old friend of yours, Con-
stance dear ?”

A lump rose in Constance’s throat.
Must she lie even to the child ?

“I—I met him at the ball last night,”
she said, painfully.

‘“Oh, I thought he knew you very
well, because I saw him talking so—so
friendly to you while I was gone,” he
said innocently.

“ Take those feathers out of your cap,
Arol !” she exclaimed, almost sharply.
“I—I do not like them.”

He whipped off his cap, snatched the
feathers out and flung them in the road
with a look of surprise at her.

“I am so sorry I put them in,” he said.
“ You are not angry, Constance dear ?”
and he nestled up to her.

She put her disengaged arm around
him.

“ No, no, dear,” she murmured, the
tears springing to her eyes. “Why
should I be ? But I-I don't like to see
you wearing the feathers.”

“I didn’t know,” he said.
you don’t like Mr. Fenton ?”

‘I do not,” slipped from her lips before
she could stop it.

Arol looked up at her thoughtfully.

““ Well, now that you've said that, I
don’t mind saying that I don’t like him
very much. He—he smiles so much,
doesn’t je ? And he is so pale. Isheill,
Constance ?”’

“No—I don’t know,” she answered.
* Don’t let us talk any more about him,
ws we don’t either of us like him, dear.”

She drove on, and presently they
reached Mrs. Marsh’s, The marquis’s

' Perhaps

: horse was tied to the garden rail, and
the marquis himself was leaning over,

smoking a cigar and talking with an
infantile Marsh. His smile as he turned
to welcome Constance gseemed to her like
sunlight after rain—the dawn of a
bright day after a murky night.

‘“ Well, dearest,” he said, coming and
bending over her, his eyes, full of love,
dwelling urpn her face., * Ah, you look
all right n®».”

*“Yes, I am all right now,’ she said
gently, and she felt changed in his pres-
ence,

“ You have just come in time,” he re-
marked. * This little one was on the
point of crying because I had not
brought the ‘booty lady’ with me ;" and
going to the railings he hauled the mite
over and put him laughingly at Con-

stance’s feet. S
W some-

thing up from the bottom of

ton. ** What's this—a plover

fs almost a pity to shoot such pretty | 8gainst her.

he said, with a smile. !

“ Yes,” said Arol. “ No, I'll give them
&t | fore descending. He should not detect

| by a ribbon awry how much his presence
| affected her.

ing over his shoulder, * and I have said ;, OWn unmanliness. Besides, he had some

object in view in cultivating the mar-

| quis’s friendship—this political business

he was pursuing ; he would scarcely
turn aside from it tc wreak his spite
He must know that she
was now lost to him forever, and accept
the fact.

Yes, she was wrong in being afraid of

. him, and would be doubly wrong in let-
 ting him see it.

She dressed herself with more than
usual care to-night, and had the satis-

i faction of seeing that her face was less

pale as she threw a last glance at it be-

The guests had not arrived, and the
marchioness was alone in the drawing-
room when she entered.

*“ Did I tell you that Ruth was coming,
Gear ?”” she said, placidly, looking up
at the tall, graceful figure with loving
admiration. * How well you are look-
ing to-night ! Wolfe almost thought of
putting them off.”

“I am glad he did not,” said Con-
stance, crushing down the exactly op-
posite thought. *“ Oh, yes, I am quite
well. No, you did not tell me Lady Ruth
was coming.”

‘“Well, Constance, dear,” she ex-
claimed, bestowing a pecking kiss upon
them both. *“ Quite recovered ? What
a sensation you created last night. I'm
afraid you didn’t see it all, aunt.”

“I heard of it,” said the old lady, with
a smile.

“ Quite a triumphal progress, I assure
you. All the rest of us ‘paled our in.
€ffectual fires’ before her. By the way,
dear, I must congratulate you upon a
most distinct conquest.”

“ Yes ?” said Constance, without look-
ing up from some flowers she was ar-
ranging in a vase.

“ Yes, quite a case of ‘I came, I saw,
I conquered.’ I never saw a man so bad-
1y hit, really. He scarcely took his eyes
off you while you were there, and seem-
ed quite disconsolate when you had
gone,”

Constance smiled coldly.

“May one ask the name of the un-
fortunate man, Ruth ?” asked the
marchioness, serenely.

“Oh, yes; it was Mr. Rawson
Fenton, who is going to dine here to-
night,” she replied. *“Can I help you
with those flowers, dear ?” and she
moved to the table.

Constance had not schooled herself in
tovmtl; axl:‘d her eye;. as she raised them

e sharp ones bent on her, were per-
fectly calm and steady. 2

*No, thank you ; it is done now.”

“You don’t appear to be much moved
by the tidings of your victory,” said
Lady Ruth. *“ Really, I think you are
the least vain of any girl I know, my
dear.”

“ Constance is certainly not vain,” re-
marked the old lady, placidly,

** And it is to be hoped that Wolfe has
outgrown his jealousy,” said Lady Ruth
with a laugh. “ Do you remember how
fearfully jealous he used to be as a boy,
aunt 7 s

* Wolfe his changed very much—for
the better,” said the marchioness,
glancing at Constance with tender
gratitude. :

* Oh, yes, of course. Love is an excel-
lent luho:l“m. :;tlh;tnl. I don’t
think we better m of poor Mr.
Fenton’s disaster.” u"

Constance loaked at her for a moment.
Did anything deeper

Worry, Excessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic 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
wimost hopeless—cases that had been treated by the most talented physi-
cians—cases that were on the verge of despair and insanity—cases that were
tottering over the grave—but with the continued and persevering use of
Wood’s Phosphodine, these cases that had been given up to die, were
restored to manly vigor and health—Reader you need not despair—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 happiness.
Price, one package, $1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.
One will please, sis guaranteed to cure. Pamphlet free to any address.
The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada.

Wood’s Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists in the Dominion.
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A WOMAN SUICIDED

recently by taking Paris Green, but that
is no reason why you should do withouf
it when you need it. We have the very
purest poisonous Paris Green, and our

Insect Powder we guarantee to kill flies,
ants and inseots of every desoription.
Don’t forget the spot, Higinbotham’s
Drug Store, Lindsay.
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VICTORIA PLANING MIL

I INNDSAY. |
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.

Cheap FURNITURE
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