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The storm was at its height as he
rode into the station-yard of Waver-
tree, and, fastening the bridle of the
horse to a post, sprang up the steps.

The station-master stared at the white
face and mud-splashed figure, and in
his _amazement almost forgot to touch
hi.s. }hI:.ts the up-train gone 7 asked the
marquis, hoarsely.

« Yes, my lord, a quarter of an hour
ago,”’ was the reply.

The marquis leaned against the parti-
tion of the booking-oftice. -

« Was there "—he could scarcely force
himself to frame the question—'‘ was
there a lady—was Miss Grahame, with
her maid, a passenger e

The station-master shook his head.

« No, my lord.”

« you are sure ?”’

« Quite certain, my lord. I know
Miss Grahame well, of course, and
couldn’'t make a mistake. There were
only two passengers persons from the
town ; no one else, my lord.”

He added that it was the last train
to leave the station that night, and the
marquis slowly and heavily descended
the steps.

As he led the horse to the inn and
stood watching him being washed down,
he wondered whither he should go next.

He had been so sure of either over-
taking them or hearing of them at Wav-
ertree that he had not thought of ask-
jng at the toll-gate whether a carriage
bad passed along the road. He had no

clue whatever to help him now. The
horge would take him back to the Tow-
ers, and he could not ask any more of
it. Even in the moement of supreme
agony he thought of the dumb animal,
and though he asked for nothing for
himself, he gave it, with his own hands,
a draught of ale.

Then he got into the saddle and turn-
ed back. He rode more slowly going
hcmeward, and the hours seemed to
grow into days, days of untold agony.
All the way the face of Constance hov-
ered abeut him ; he recalled every en-
dearing word that had shyly dropped
from her lips. And he was to have been
married to her to-morrow! Once he
laughed, an awful laugh, and cursed the
name of woman.

For a time he scarcely thought of
Rawson Fenton ; then when he did so,
he thrust him aside, so to speak. When
they met—and they would meet—he
would exact just vengeance for his per-
fidy, a measure heaped up and brimming
over ; but his thoughts concentrated
themselves upon the woman who had
betrayed him ; the sweet-faced girl with
the eyes of a child, so pure, sO unsullied,
that the most suspicious of men would
never have dared to hint that aught
base dwelt in the soul behind them.

And to-morrow was to have been his '
wedding-day ! This was the awful re-
citative that rang with devilish rhythm
in his ears and tortured him.

The horse turned into the Towers
stable of its own accord, and the mar-
.quis, handing him over to a groom,
walked to the house.

The side door opened at his approach,
and Lady Ruth stood awaiting him.

She had no need to ask any question ;
his face told her that he had failed to
find them.

“ Go in,” he said, in a low voice, aged
and hoarse. * Tell them—tell them that
.she has gone—ah, God ! what shall you
tell them ?”

“Nothing yet,” she whispered ; ‘“noth-
ing till the morning. I shall think of
something to say by then. Come in now,
Wolfe, you are wet through 3’ and she
tcuched his saturated sieeve.

He shook his head.

* No, I will not go home.”

He turned and left her, and strode
heavily down the avenue.

She ran after him. ;

“ Wolfe, you will not dream of walk-
ing ! You can not!”

“ G4 in,” he said, roughly, and walked
on.

By the time he had reached the end
fof his weary tramp, a terrible weakness
had set in ; and he could scarcely drag
his feet up the steps and scarcely lift
‘his hand to the door.

It was opened by Belford, who started
‘back at the sight of him.

d" Great Heaven, my lord !” he gasp-
ed.
The marquis passed him and entered
the drawing-room. The marchioness
started from her chair with a ery of
alarm and consternation.

‘“ Wolfe !"”

He swung the door to and took her
hand, looking down into her face with
eyes that struck terror to her soul.

“ Wolfe, what has happened ? Where
have you been? where is—Con-
stance ?”

_ “ Gone—gone, mother !” he replied,
hoarsely, almost inaudibly.

She echoed the word incredulously,
vacantly. v

“ Oh, Wolfe, what do you mean
“Where have you been ? You are wet
through and—" She looked up at his
white, haggard face, clinging to him
with all a mother’s yearning to comfort

“ I have been—" He broke off. “Ican
not talk, even to you, mother. Read

“that. I canshow it toyou!”

Hetookthenoufrommipocketmd
crushed it into her hand. i

The marchioness read it, stared at it,
as he had done, then uttered a cry.

R ’.he!'. I“

*"I’%mt true, Wolfe ! she exclaim- |
ed. s a wicked lle! lﬁ{oddnot
o 1t! m a woman,

«'God bless you, mother!” he said,
and his voice broke. 1, too, would have
answered for her truth with my soul,
but—she has gone, and with him. And
to-morrow we were to have been mar-
ried !” . o

He laughed, the same awful, mocking
laugh that had rung out on’the lonely
rcad.

She shuddered and clung to him, but
he put her gently aside.

“ Let me ‘go,mother," he said, hoarse-
ly ! “I want to be alone.”

He left her and dragged himself up
the stairs. As he entered his room the
first thing that met his eyes was his
wedding-suit lying neatly folded, ready
for the morrow—for to-day ! The sight
of the clothes brought him-to a stand-
still, and he left the room and paced up
an® down the corridor. Presently he
opened the door of Arol’s room and

| entered. The boy was lying fast asleep,

his golden-brown hair—which Con-
stance had kissed so often—bestrew-
ing the pillow.

7The marquis looked down at the pret-
ty face in its innocent sleep, and a
moan broke from his parched lips.

“ You loved her, too,” he murmured.

He sank down on his knees, worn out
and exhausted, and hid his face on the
bed beside the face of the child.

And the angel of mercy sent sleep and
rest to him, and so saved him from mad-
ness.

Meanwhile, Rawson Fenton's carriage,
avoiding the high roads as much as
possible, sped on its way.

He had chosen his two best and fast-
est horses for this night’s work, and,
trusting to the device by which Lady
Ruth would put the marquis off the
scent, he had little fear of being over-
taken.

Constance, with her cloak drawn over
her face, lay back in the extreme cor-
ner of the carriage, speechless and
motionless, while Mary, stricken with
terror and amazement, sat and stared
vacantly at Rawson Fenton opposite
her.

She was devoted to Constance, and
several times it occurred to her that
she would fling down the window and
shout for help; but a glance at the
calm, pale face opposite her restrained
her. -

There was some mystery in the busi-
ness, some reason in the madness which
her beloved mistress must understand,
or she would not be there of her own
free will; but Mary could not form
even the faintest idea of what it could
be.
Not a word was spoken as the car-
riage whirled along, swaying from side
to side when the roads were bad and the

horses were urged to fhelr extreme
speed. Rawson Fenton sat with folded
arms, calm and impassive, as if he were
the supreme master of their destinies,
and Constance remained more like one
asleep or dead than awake and alive.

Once he bent forward and touched her,
but she shrank away, and drew the
clcak more closely over her face ; and,
not a whit discomfited, he leaned back
and folded his arms again.

After a time which seemed hours the
carriage stopped. Rawson Fenton got
cut ; and Mary, looking through the
window, saw that they had pulled up
at an inn. He came back in a few
minutes and laid his hand cn Con-
stance’s arm.

«“ Will you stay the night here. or shall
we go on ?” he asked, in a low voice.

Conmstance dropped the cloak from her
face ; it was white as death, and there
were aark rings round ner eyes. For
a moment or two she seemed too dazed
to understand, then her hand went to-
-ward che girl's and she clung to it with
a f~verish clasp.

“ Go on,” she replied, almost mechani-
cally.

“ Very well,” he said, calmly. “The
choice rests with you. We shall
ckhange horses here.”

He left the carriage again, but re-
appeared pr«sently with some wine,
and offered it to Constance.

She de<lined it with a movement of
her hard, and he poured out a glass for
the girl.

Mary shook her head. If her mistress
would not take it, neither would she.

He had ordered a fresh pair of horses
to be in readiness, and the change was
socn made. Just before he got in,
Mary whispered, *‘ Oh, miss, where are
we going ?”

Constance shook her head, but held
fast to the girl’s hand.

“J do not know ; but you will not
lrave me, Mary ?”

“No, miss,” she replied, whimper-
ingly. *“ Whatever happens, I won't
leave you. But, oh, miss—the poor
marquis !

Constance turned her head aside,
but made no response, and Rawson
Fenton got in and stared agaln.

All through the night they tore
along the road, and, dead tired, the girl
fell asleep, still holding her mistress’s
hand. Bu‘ Rawson Fenton remained
awake, and now and again looked at
his watch, and once consulted a time-
table.

Long after the sun had risen they
reached a small village, and the
coachman pulled up, and beckoning to
Rawson Fenton to come outside, told
him that the horses were dead beat.

“Very well,” he said, in the same
calm voice. *“ Get another pair—the

best you can hire ; hire or buy them, !

I don’t care which.”

He went to the winddw, and gently
drew the cloak from Constance’s
face. :

“ We must rest here,” he said. Then
in a lower voice, so that the maid could
not hear, he added: * Come, Con-
stance, be brave! You made your
choice. If you are still in the same
mind, fulfill your part of the contract.
If not, say so. It is not to late. I can
take you back as you came; I dare
say the marquis has not escaped.”

She sprang up Wwhite and wan, a
shadow and mockery of her old self.

“ 1 am ready. I will do as you wish,”
she said, in a hollow voice.

He offered her his arm, but she re-
fused, and clung to Mary's, and led the
way into a small inn,

The landlady, much embarrassed by
such evidently distinguished visitors,
showed the two women up to a room,
and Rawson Fenton ordered some
breakfast to be sent up to them.

Constance flung herself on a couch,
and when the breakfast appeared, re-
fused to touch it ; but when Mary be-
gan to cry she drank a little coffee, and
insisted upon the girl's taking some
food. :

“Jf I only knew where we were
going, and what it all meant, miss !”

| You k

not o leave her, Tn an hour's tEee

Rawson Fenton sent up word that the

catriage was ready, and they wemt
. down. :

As they were on the stairs someé bells
rang out merrily, and Constance started
and clutched the balustrade, and look-
ed round with & wild stare. :

«It's the bells have startled the
lady,” said the woman of the inn to
Mary. “One of the girls in the village
is to be married to-day.”

Constance pressed her hand against
her heart and hurried into the carriage ;
and for miles the sound of the wedding-
bells pursued her.

It was her wedding day.

They travelled through the day as
they had travelled through the night,
at the greatest speed the horses could
be urged to, and stopping only to
change horses at midday, went on as if
the journey would never cease.

To Constance the speed and onward
rush brought a fictitious kind of rest.
It was in harmony with the rush of
her own thoughts.

She did not dare to think of the man
she had left ; did not dare to picture
his anguish at the discovery of her
flight and her seeming treachery ; for |
every time she tried to think of him
her brain whirled, and her heart ached
with a pain unendurable. But she
thought of the marchioness, the gentle
woman who had been as a mother to
her, and of the child Arol, who loved
her as a brother.

What would they think of her dis-
appearance ? He, the man who loved
her, would curse her, she knew ; all
his life he would curse her, little know-
ing that she had sacrificed herseli to
save him from ruin and disgrace. But
the gentle, loving-hearted mother and
Arol !

One can not describe the emotions
that stretched her soul upon a rack, one
can scarcely imagine them. Once or
twice she raised her heavy eyes to the
pale, set face of the man who held her
in his power, and she turned them
away again with a shudder. There was
no hope there ; nothing could be read
in that face but an inflexible purpose,
from which no prayers or entreaties of
hers could divert him.

Toward sunset they approached the
town.

Mary, looking through the window,
caught sight of water, and she touch-
ed Constance, murmuring :

" T,00K, miss, the sea !”

Constance raised her nead, but drop-
ped back apathetically 1nto her old at-
titude.

The weary horses pulled up at a hotel,
and Rawson Fenten got out.

“We stop here,” he said.
give me your arm.”

Constance was almost too exhausted,
physically and mentally, to refuse, but
Mary was staunch, and drew her mis-
tress’'s arm within hers.

“I'll help her, sir,” she said, grimly.

Rawson Fenton ordered a private
rocm and dinner, and Mary led Cod-
stance vpstairs.

“ Look, miss,” she said, trying to
sreak cheerfully. * Here's the sea. I've
never seen it before. Thank goodness,
we can’t go any further!”,

Rawson Fenton gave his final in-
siructions to the coachman.

“ Make your best way to London,” he
said. “ You can keep a still tongue In
your head, I know. If any one asks
you where we have come from, say from
Cornwall, and that the lady and I were
.maii;'ied two days ago, and that she
is

The coachman touched his hat, and
pocketed the bank-note which wouid
pay his expenses and leave him some-
thing handsome for himself, and Raw-
son Fenton walked down to the pier.

He was tired, but the elation of suc-
« cess supported him, and he walked like
: a man who has won a great victory
. against overwhelming odds.

i }fe made his way to the packet office,
and interrogated the clerk.

*“ Steamboat te France, sir ?”’ said the
man, * She left just three hours ago.”

Rawson Fenton bit his lip.

“ Only three hours,” he said, quietly.
“ When does the next start ?”

*“ Day after tc-morrow,” replied the
man.

*“Is there no other for any place be-
fore that ?”

“ No other. We only carry to France,”
replied the man.

Rawson Fenton leaned against the
rail of the little pier and looked out at
the sea.

The day after to-morrow ! In that
time the marquis could overtake them.
But there was no help for it. He took
a cigar from his case and lighted it,
and looked out at the sails in the har-
bor.

“ Do you have many yachts here ?”
he asked, for the sake of saying some-
thing.

*“ Oh, yes, a goodish few.”

“ Whose yacht is that lying there ?”
}.xe asked, nodding toward a neat-look~
ing schooner lying at anchor in the
offing.

The man glanced at it.

“I don’t know. Came in last night,
scme swell’'s I suppose.”

Rawson Fenton made a few common-
place remarks, then went back to the
hctel.

Two days! In two days much might
happen. The marquis might track them.
¢ Well, if he should, he—Rawson Fenton
—held him in his power. Even if the
marquis overtook them, he could not
snatch Constance from his Rawson Fen-
tcn’s—grasp.

He entered the hotel, and was con-
ducted to the room whnere Constance
and Mary sat.

Constance was lying back in an easy-
chair, pale and hocllow-eyed, and the
movement of her hands—a quick, ner-
vcus gesture—only indicated her cogni-
zance of his presence.

He went up to her and bent over her.

‘“ Send the girl away, Constance,” he
said, in a low voice.

‘“ No,” she said. *“ Say what you have
to say before her.”

He bit his lip, and the hand that
rested on the back of the chair closed
sharply.

“ There is an awkward hitch,” he said.
“ The packet does not start until the
day after to-morrow.”

She made no respomse, but lay back’
white and apathetic. &

“The day after to-morrow,” he re-
peated. “ We must remain here till
then.” :

“You speak as if you were a pris-
orer ” he retorted. * Come, Con-
stance, consider. You are not treating
me well.”” - ik

“I am—a prisoner,” she said, almost
inaudibly.

*“You are not,” he retorted.

‘ Come,

> : or u’w
came with me by your own free will
; chofce of ‘two ewils, and

« You are taking me to France ?” she
said. : : oh :
“iYes,” he sald. “I think 1t best. We

are free from pursuit there. Remember
| what that means. If the marquis over-
| takes us, he is lost ! The moment .Pe
. appears I hand him over to the police.

She hid her face from nim, and after ;
a moment or two he left her.

He did not appear again that night,
and, weary and exhausted physically
and mentally, Constance fell asleep.

Rawson Fenton strolled on to the pier
again, and, with a cigar between his
lips, looked at the ships in the offing.

By the light of the ptoon he saw a
boat put off from a yacht he had noticed '
in the morning. and the men, spruce as
a man-of-war's men, rowed toward the |

Il

pier.

When it had reached it Rawson Fen-
ton saw @& tall, sun-burned man, in a
suit of yachting serge, spring from the
boat. .
« Come for me at ten o’'clock to-mor- ]
row, poatswain,” Rawson Fenton heard
him say ; and with an “Ay, ay, m¥ lord,”
from the boatswain, the boat returned
to the yacht.

The gentleman ran up the pler-steps,
and stopped close beside Rawson Fen- .

ton.

« Which is the best hotel 7’ he asked ,
of the pier-master.

«The Royal Ship, your nonor,” replied
the pier-master.

« Thanks,” said the gentleman.

It was the hotel to which Rawson Fen-
ton had taken Constance.

Rawson Fenton had listened mechani-
cally, and paced up and down, thinking
nothing more of him,

' CHAPTER XXXIV.

The morning broke bright and clear,
and with the rising of the sun the first
hum and buzz of the rumor began to be
heard. The wedding bells that were to
have rung a merry, joyous peal at eight
o'clock were silent, and wild stories were
spreading through the village that some-
thing, no one knew what, had happened.
Presently it was whispered by some one
that there would be no wedding.

The villagers laughed at these rumors
at first, but later on, as the bells still re-
mained silent, and grooms were seen
riding from the castle as if on urgent
missions, such rumors gained ground.

Up at the Towers the consternation
was indescribable ; this that had hap-
pened had fallen like a thunder-bolt
from a clear sky.

For the first time in her life the duch-
ess was overwhelmed and incapable of
action. She had loved Constance, and
had looked forward to participating in
the wedding ceremony, to playing the
part of second mother, with a keen de-
light. And to discover that the girl
whom she had thought so worthy to oc-
cupy the high position of the Marquis of
Brakespeare's wite had fled, eloped with
another man the night before the day
fixed for the marriage, simply over-
whelmed her.

“ It is the most extraordinary thing
that I have ever known, ever read of !
she said to the duke, as they sat late
jinto the dawn talking and surmising
and deploring the strange incident. “It
is difficult to believe it, even now. You
are sure, quite sure, that there is no
mistake, Ruth—that she has really gone
off with Rawson Fenton ?”

“ Ah, yes, it is too true,” murmured
Lady Ruth, who had proken her pro-
mise to the marquils, and told them the
story of Constance's fiight. “I had it
from her own hand. Itisallas I have
told you.”

« Then I have lost all faith in my own
discernment, in my judgment of charac-
ter, and in my sex 1" exclaimed the
duchess, the tears of sorrowful vexation
standing in her eyes.

« What the devil could she see in the
fellow 7' grunted the duke, forgetting
that the ladies were present. * She must
be mad to leave Woife for a man like
that !”

“1f I could only think she was mad

I should feel less bad about it,” said the
duchess, almost inaudibly.
-« She {s not mad,” said Lady Ruth, in
a low voice. * You forget that they were
old friends ; he may—of course I do not
know—but he may have some hold upon
her.”

The duchess looked at her with troub-
led thoughtfulness.

«Jg that possible 7’ she said. “Heis
just the sort of man, with that calm,
cold face and steely smile. _Oh, I'll never
believe that she cares for him ! No wo-
man could be such a marvelous actress
as to impose upon us all Why, I have
seen her face when she thought herselt
unobserved, and Wolfe entered the
room, and if evera woman’s heart look-
ed through her eyes—" She stopped, un-
able to go on, and pressed her handker-
chief to her eyes. -

«“ She was a good actress,” remarked
Lady Ruth, quietly. * She would have
deceived any one.”

« ghe was not deceitful : you never
liked her !” said Lady Kitty, with a sob;
she had been crying openly ever since
she had heard the news. “I only knew
her a little, but I am sure she was not
acting.”

Lady Ruth’s pale face colored slightly.

« Yes, I knew her better than you did,
Kitty,” she retorted, quietly.

« What's to be done 7"’ asked the duke,
rumpling his hair and looking more con-
cerned and upset than he had ever look-
ed before. *“ You can’t have a wedding
without the bride !”

The duchess groaned.

« Pelegrams must be sert the moment
the office opens, putting off the guests,
and we must send messengers round
with some excuse or other. Poor ‘Wolfe !
Oh, poor Wolfe !

« And poor Mr. Fenton, if Wolfe gets
within reach of him,” said the duke
grimly. * He'll break every bone in the
fellow’s body.”

«He must have been very fond of her,”
remarked Lady Ruth, in her sharp voice.
“ He has gtven up the seat for her sake ;
I hope he will find her worth such a
sacrifice.”.

The duchess looked at her.

« Kitty is right, Ruth,” she said. “ You
did not like Constance.”

Lady Ruth returned the glance,

“T am thinking of Wolfe,” she said,
spitefully. * You all seem to be thinking
o‘ h,r..i

“ That’s true enough,” said the duke,
with a groan. * One doesn’t often see
such & girl go to the dogs. As for Wolte"
—he shrugged his shoulders, and thrust
his hands in his pockets—** he'll do some-
thing desperate.”

It was as if a sudden death had occur-
red in the house, and sleep was banished
that night. BHGR . 5

Early in the morning, when the tele-
patched, the duchess wmp over to
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the castle, ol o T

The marchioness trembled.

poor boy ! she sald, strugsling
“If you had seen him
48 T gaw him last night !”

Then she told the duchess how the
marquis had gone into Arol’s room and
had fallen asleep kneeling beside the
child.

« Oh, it is too cruel,” gaid the duchesa,
« And where is he now ?”

« n his own room,” faltered the mar-
chioness. ‘“I have been near him all
night, watching—" She stopped, scarce-
ly daring to tell even the dear friend of
thél terrors the sflent hours had held for
heér. The duchess pressed her hand.

« Tt is a mercy he did not overtake
them,"” she whispered.

The marchioness bowed her head.

« yes,” she said, simply. “1 have been
grateful to Providence for that all night.
If he had found the man—"

« wWhat will he do now ;
duchess, anxiously.

The marchioness shook her head.

«1 do not know. He can not stay
here. It would drive him mad, I know
that ; and I am afraid that he will go
off as he did before. I had looked for-
ward to ending my life in peace and
happiness with him—and her—by my
side. And now! Ah! how could she have
the heart to do it ! But we do mot know
all yet ; perhaps we never shall know.”

« You still believe in her ?” asked the
duchess.

The old lady raised her tear-stained
face, and looked at the sunlight which
should have fallen like a blessing upon
the bride and bridegroom—and her lips
moved.

« 1 cannot think her wholly base and
heartless. I think there is some dark
mystery. And yet she left him ! What
can explain or extenuate that ?

« Nothing,” responded the duchess.
» Ah, what is that 7’ for a footsiep

sounded behind her.

It was the marquis.

His face was white and haggard, and
the dark eyes looked as sunken as if he
had passed through a well-nigh mortal
illness ; but he came forward and held
out his hand, and his eyes met hers
steadily for a moment, but with a look
in them which wrung both the women'’s
hearts.

“I thought you would come to her,”
he said ; and his voice sounded hollow
and thin, the voice of one broken down
by anguish. *“It is like you, duchess.”

“ Oh, Wolfe !"” was all she could say,
as she pressed his hand. ‘* My poor
Wolfe !"

“Yes, 1 am poor enough !” he said,
wearily. “ I am robbed of all that makes
life worth living for—" He stopped and
laid his hand on his mother’s shoulder,
and looked down at her remorsefully.
*“ Not quite that !" he said.

The marchioness put up her hand and
caressed his sorowfully.

“We shall all love you the more,
Wolfe,” murmured the duchess.

He took her hand and held it for a
moment. :

“If anything could console me—but
you know that nothing can. You see, I
loved her !” and his voice grew hoarse
and broken.

“ She was not worthy of such love 4
said the duchess, vehemently.

He looked at her gravely, absently.

“ Yes,” he sald, * she was worthy of
the love of a better man than L A better
man would have held her. I could not.
And yet ""—his voice grew almost inau-
dible, as if he were repeating aloud a
phrase his tortured mind reiterated
throughout the night—* and yet she
loved me at one time, before—before he
came. She changed from that hour. 1
gee it all now.”

duchess stared at him, marvelling
at his calmness. She forgot that the
wilder and more terrible the storm, the
sooner succeeds the calm. He had passed
through the Valley of the Shadow of
Death, and for a time the intensity of
his agony had benumbed him.

“ Who is it says it is better to have
Joved and lost than never to have loved
at aMl ?” he said, after a painful silence.
“ He knew little of such love as mine.
To have loved her and lost her! That
is the bitterness of it !”

He %:o0d looking through the window,
the sunlight falling on his white, wan
face, repeating the words.

«“ What will you do, Wolfe ?”’ asked
the duchess, in a hushed whisper.

He started slightly, and looked at
them as if he had forgotten their pre-
sence.

«what shall I do?” he repeated, vague-
ly. *“ Go away—"

* No, no, Wolfe,” sobbed the mother.

“ For a time, a time only, mother,” he
said, gently. “ Do you think I could stay
here, where everything reminds me of
her at every moment ? Thereis the seat
she used to sit in when Arol was il’"—
he pointed to a couch. “I can see her
gitting there still. There is not a rose-
tree that is not eloquent of her ; which-
ever way I turn I seem to see her. Stay
here! Yes, if I want to go mad.”

“ He is right,” whispered the duchess.
“ Let him go, dear, for a time.”

“ Yes,” he said, “I must go ; but not
to-day,” he added, slowly and grimly.
“This is my wedding-day, and I will
not run away. Do you think I am going
to play the woman ?* He turned almost
fiercely upon the duchess, and the old
Wolfe Brakespeare seemed to look at her
out of his eyes. *“ No ! not while there
is rough work still to be done in the
world. I've done with love and women ;
but something still remains. There must
be fighting somewhere that wants &
strong arm—" He stopped at the low,
anguished sob that broke from his
mother. * There, there, mother ! Don't
think I am going to throw my life away,
hard as she has made it!” He was
gilent a moment, then he said, in a low
voice, “But I came to ask you some-
thing.”

“Yes, Wolfe,” sald the duchess, re-
solved that, let it be what it might, she
would grant it him. All of them could
not do too much for this wronged and
broken-hearted man.

“ She left”—his voice stuck—‘she
jeft some things behind her at the
Towers 7

“ Yes,” assented the duchess, in a low
voiee, * almost everything.”

«J want them sent here,” he said,
:lgw}y ; “everything that belongs to

e

The duchess looked at him anxiously
and perplexedly.

“ She may send for them,” he said,
“and I should like to send a message
with them ; that is all. Everything,” he
added.

¢ They shall be sent, Wolfe,” promised
the duchess ; “is that all ?”

“BJ went to the window and looked

_“Yes; except that— Will you ask

iem to spe: as little and as gently

sy can of her ? All is not known yet ;
known uns$dl—the day of

asked the

Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil.
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destreys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhoea and Wind Colic. Castoria relieves
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

« Castoria is so well adapted to children tha$
I recommend it as superiortoany prescription

known to me.”
i H. A, Arcuzr, M. D,
111 8o. Oxford St., Brooklyn, N. Y,

“ Our physicians in the children's depart- !
ment have spoken highly of their experi- |
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and although we -only have among our :
medical supplies what is known as regular
producte, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it."

Usitep HosPrTAL AND Dispmrsiny,
Boston, Mass.,

Castoria.

i et
« Castoria Is an excellent medicine for chil-
aren. Mothers have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon their children.”
Dz. G. C. Osaoon,
Lowell, Mass.
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morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their
them to premature graves.”

D.-Jo rcmm-.
Cenway, Ark. | Arvex C. Swxrn, Pres,

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

WOOd’S‘PnOSDhOGmB.—The Great English Remea’y.j

Is t13® result of over 35 years treating thousands of cases with all known

drugs, until at last we have discovered the true remedy and treatment—a

combination that will effect & prompt and permanent cure in all stagesof

Sexual Debility, Abuse or Ezcesses, Nervous Weakness, Emissions, Mental

Worry, Excessive Use of Opium, Tobacco, or Alcokolic Stimulants, all of

» which soon lead to Insanity, Consumptien and an early grave. Wood's

|_Before Taking. | Phosphodine has been used successfully by hundreds of cases that seemed

sdmost 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 grave—but with the continued and persevering use of

Wood'lPhuphodMMuthdbeendmupmdle,wm

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 ean be restored to a life of usefulness and happiness.
Price, one package, $1; six packages, $5; by mail free of postage.

Omne will please, six guarantesd to cure, Pamphlet free to any address. \ it

The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont., Canada. |__After Taking. J

Wood's Phosphodine is sold by responsible wholesale and retail druggists In the Dominion.
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CLEVELAND

and Royal Baking Powder are all
right, but no better than Higin-
botham’s Jersey Cream Baking
Powder, which 1s much cheaper
and is made fresh every week.
All we ask is for you to give it a
trial.

J. P =y l.TNY.

VICTORIA PLANING ML

IINNDSA Y.
Opposite Kennedy, 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.

3. P. RYLEY.

—2010-tf.

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Telephone 122.

|Undertakers and Oabinet Maker*

Ol o k. o i o e
ANDERSON, NUGENT & 00

g

masge |
58, “W
man?’
Nev
than t
Pavid
shephs
scenes)
gion; (
docio,
jiath
a_rmt:d
from 1
despisy
The
the As
slinge?
tbey I
ecould
curacy|
shot o1
had sl
plumm
words,
mighty
famoug
that t
in suc
Paroxy
head I
David
his op]
his sli
head
it at t
it like
behold
little

cluich

mental
itable is
his e}
strikin
Great £z
to have
through
more pe
be seen
flies. A
to oblitg
lip of ti
all the
Hapsbu
always
and big
Queen o
Charles 1
II. and a
Jine: S«
English
ancient,
Danish !
gea, Indi
position,
Roman
Jewish
may trag
whom t
silver an
aac and
characte
characte
ha.\‘:% a t
thuselish|
by Golia
it for ongd
five A
tions. T
\vig"l'u‘
line or t
ol In thd
erature r
lopes. P}
of the
runs on
You can
generatio
N&\’:{y;—:.
lgious
Casini
hm:( d
faihr;}‘. S
ab]e for }
family of
Tiors, Tt
Self with
huoal con
the ignob
Orable in
01 Eﬂ“‘:{}
fcendant




