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against the man'tefpiec:a went to thi

S int without any ado.
ﬂ?{%ef very handsome he looked ! Dor-
othy thought, with respectful admira-
tion.

“ Dorothy, I don’t fancy that my first
news will be startling news to you at
all—the rest will. I love that dear
child in there—what man could help
it ?2—all the more that her very llte‘
is in my hands, and she loves me. ]

Dorothy clasped her hands raptur-
ously. sl

“Oh, I'm so glad, sir, that I don’t
know what to say! I thought you
did love her long ago—you couldn’t
but do so, if you'll forgive me the
liberty of saying it—nor she either,
pretty innocent darling ; and I've so
hoped it, for you're good enough even
for her, sir—that you are !” said Dor-
othy, almost crying for joy. |

“I wish I were, my dear girl ; but
at least I am no fortune-hunter, like
the two who were here before me." |

‘“You, sir! Of course not !” exclaim-
ed Dorothy, indignantly. ‘ No one but
that wicked Mrs. Mortimer would dare
think so, and I believe she'd like to get
you for herself, if you were rich, or
she was—that I do, though I oughtn’'t
to say it to you, sir, I know.”

For Darrell drew in his breath with a
quick ‘“ Whew !” and flushed up. He
had meant to shield the woman in the
eyes of the servant ; but her own un-
guardedness and lack of reticence had
evidently betrayed her to sharp Dor-
othy, and defeated his intention so far.

‘ Never mind, Dorothy,” he said,
after a pause ; ‘‘ but mind, say not one
word to any one except me or Miss
Coral, or you. will do irremediable mis-
chief. I hope you have not already
wd_’)

‘“ Oh, no, no, sir!

Please forgive my

i
rudeness and impetucsity ; but you sea
I'm so much upstairs, in and out, and
she always so flirting and vain, that
I couldn't hélp taking notice when you
were by, and seeing—what I said, sir.

.Only she wouldn’'t marry any but a

rich gentleman, I know—not she.”

“I am rich, Dorothy ; between our-
selves and your mistress.”

Dorothy stared blankly, breathless.

“Rich ! Oh, Mr. Darrell, I'm so glad!
You deserve to get’ back your fortune
that Mrs. Mortimer said you had lost."

“I never lost it, my dear,” said Mad-
cap Lance, coolly. “I came here for a
lark, originally—that's all ; like the old
story of the man who went to church
to scoff and stayed to pray. Now listen
to me,” his manner changed again,
““and don’t be alarmed at what I tell
you, but bless, a8 I do, the jest and
hour that brought me here in time
to save Coralie's young life.”

* ® L] * * L ] L]

When Mrs. Mortimer reached the
Chase it was half past ten, and Coral
had retired ; she shrunk from seeing
Aldyth that night, nor did her lover
wish it. He and old Mr. Mortimer
were deep in chess when Aldyth came
into the drawing-room ; but Lance deft-
ly divided his attention, placing a low
seat for her near his own, asked, and
heard how she had spent the day, de-
clared gallantly he has missed her (so
he had, agreeably), and presently asked
if he might write to Heathcote to pop
down for a day and night. /

“Yes, of course,” she said, with an
upward look. ‘‘You need not ask.
Write, certainly.” !

“ Thanks ; I will then, to-morrow, for
him to come the day after.” f

So_he did, and it reached Frank at
midday.

“ By Jove !” sald Frank, as he read
the few urgent lines, “the tragedy
thickens! Of course I'll come, my
dear Madcap Lance.”

CHAPTER XXXIII.

After what had passed yesterday,
Lance Darrell was naturally anxious
&s to how Coral would bear herself |
toward Aldyth and to himself in Al- |
dyth’s presence,in meeting both for the '
first time in such changed and trying
pesitions for so young a girl—the one
she Kknew now to be nothing less
than her own murderess, the other ;
her lover.

Poor Lance—sunny, careless, Madcap |
Lance—who did nothing by rule or rote, |
and had laughed at care, more or less, |
all his life! Care had taken her re- |
venge surely and sternly enough now, .
and laid her hand heavily upon him .
from the hour in which he gave her the |
chantce by answering that advertise- |
ment,

He dreaded that Coral would shrink :
visibly from her false cousin’s Judas
blandishments—dreaded that,first meet-
ing him, the girlish color, the brighten- |
ing but drooping eyes, might rouse in-
stant suspicion of rivalry in her jealous
enemy.

“TI'll see her first,” he muttered, as
he came in at a quarter to eight from
his usual early swim in the river, and
up he went straight to her boudoir.

There she was, looking so much bet- |
ter, so beautiful, in her sweet, new hap- '
biness, that his heart bounded as he
took her into his arms and Kkissed
again and again the tender mouth up- |
lifted to his, yielding him his right. )

“ My darling, I thought I would see
you first, and avoid all danger of tell- |
tale roses,” he whispered, half wicked-
ly, all tenderly. !

“But you must not be afraid about
me, dear Lance, you know,” Coral said,
“I shall not fail, for your sake.”’

Magic talisman of the heart, divine
watchword of that divinest love which
has redeemed a fallen world, the sum
of all love, whether of earth or heaven
—:!for thy sake.'

Lance went down first, and Coralie
only waited till she heard Mrs. Morti-
mer’s voice below to follow.

Whatever her inward repulsion, t:g“
met Aldyth and Lance as usual, with &
frank, careless : : 3

“ Oh, I've seen you already with that
horrid, nasty medicine of yours

ITell only laughed and
his shoulders, but he breathed
though she was, the girl

| ried into marriage now.

{ at last,”

{ told him all

‘When Heathcote entered
ing his coat, Lance was si
secretaire, with a paper before him,
and a ehgilr"dn.wn up close at the sic
of the table. S :

* Sit down there, my friend,” he said,
in that grave, quiet way, which Frank
knew meant anything but quiet within,

| It is stern enough work to be arranged

to-night, Frank, and I can never tell
you how grateful 1 am to you, and
your Rose, and the Kynastons, for
your promised aid., My darkest sus-
picions are true. Read this key-note
to all I shall explain.”

He pushed the paper to Frank, and
as the latter read these notes of that
interview in the gardens in which Al-
dyth had so unblushingly unveiled her
infamy, he grew hot and cold, although
both counts were more than half ex-
pected after what he knew.

He put the paper back with a long-
drawn breath, and the two men look-
ed at each other, 4

‘“ By Heaven, Lance, she is a demon!
said Frank, at last; “ but you havg
got her now after that plain speaklng."

‘“ No, I haven’t, Frank, not by itself.

Heathcote stared.

‘““ What on earth can any one want
more to prove ?”

‘“ Something she can not outswear,
my dear boy,” said Lance, in the same
deliberate way.

*“ Qutswear !'”

“Ay; if I move in thid, to which
there is no witness save herself and

' me, she will, of course, declare that

I had made a dishonorable offer to
her, and in revenge for her rejection
have got up this whole story ; the bal-
ance of credit always goes for the
woman in such matters, and the fact
of my being here in an entirely false
character would give her falsehoods
the color of truth, and no solemn ol¢
judge in the country would believe
my story that nothing but a madcap
lark sent me here ?”

“H'm! I suppose not. What can
you do then ?”

‘“ Entrap her into showing to myself
and others the secret she holds back
now—the strong interest she really has
(or thinks she has) in Coral's death—
entrap her by the one way open to.do
|

‘“ And that ?” sald Frank, eagerly.

The cool answer sounded startling.

“ Coral must die.”

“(ood heavens, Lance, what do you
mean ?"” exclaimed Frank, taken aback
by the words even though he knew at

. once they could not be literally meant.

T.ance laughed grimly,

“I will first tell you my position—
what the secret I suspect that tigress
holds—and then explain my plan.
Draw yet a little nearer.”

Frank did so, and Darrell told him
the full details, so far as they went
in words, of all that had passed be-
tween himself and Aldyth, and the rea-
sons which had obliged him not only
to take Coral into his confidence, but
in honor to speak at once of his love
for her,

‘“ And it's all right, of course, dear old
fellow,” broke in Frank, grasping the

other's hand closely. ‘“ She couldn’t
help loving you. 1 always said you
would never win your wife like any-

' body else, Lance, and I'm verified, you

see,"”

“ I suppose you are, Frank,” answer-

ed Lance, with a half laugh. “ It is all
right, anyhow, and my darling won.”
* **Well, then,” said Frank. quickly,
“why not go the simplest way to work
—take her quietly off and marry her
out of hand. Neither of you care a
snap for the fifteen thousand pounds
neriled or lost.”

‘““Not one bit; but,” said Lance,
gently, “you forget, dear Frank, how
delicate she is as yet—far from strong
enough, and so young too, to be hur
It would be
dishonorable to take such advantage
while it is possible to save her by any
other means.”

“ Forgive my impetuosity, Lance.
You are right. I forgot that, and only
thought of the quickest way to get
her safe into your legal charge.”

“I know that, old fellow,” said Dar-

. rell, smiling, “and it is partly to avoid

being forced to that step that I am act-
ing now, and partly because I want
to get such a hold of terror over Mrs.
Mortimer that I can drive her from
the country. With such a woman as
that I could never feel easy for my
darling’s life while she was within
reach of her.”

“ Pity you can’t give her a dose of
{)olson—hang her!” said Frank, savage-
V.

“A great pity; she is human ver-
min, that is all, and I have no mercy
for her in any way.”

“And what a vain, foolish creature,
too, she must be !” added Heathcote,
“ to imagine that any man would look
at her when such youth and beauty as
Coral's is by ; and Aldyth is forty, if
she is a day !” !

“Yes; but she flatters herself she
looks ten years under that,” answered
Darrell, contemptuously, “and that
every man is half in love with her, I
strongly suspect that she flattered and
fooled Louis Guise into what she want-
€d and that if Mr. Mortimer mari had
only obligingly died a few months earl-
ier she would have been Mrs. Guise
the second. Well, she is paid in her

1 own coin now, for I am fooling her

a l'outrance.”

* Serves her right ta catch a Tartar
said Frank, indignantly.
“Well, how can I help you then, Lance?
What is your scheme ? You had all
this in your head when you took Coral
to Sir Hubert, I suppose "

‘“Ay, the idea, not the details. I
I wanted to have such
high evidence to fall back upon if need
rises, either as against Aldyth, or in
case any remarks are made about my
not calling in further medical aid,
and possibly my certificate of death
being impugned by the registrar. Now,
you see, I have Fenton's written opin-
ion of there being heart affection which
serves both against danger of a coroner
business and materially helps my de-
ception of Aldyth.”

‘ She is cunning, too, Lance, to keep
clear of poison herself, and fish for an
M.D. as an accomplice,” remarked
Frank ; ‘but, by Jove, she’d have to be

! remarkably clever to chisel Madcap

ce ! Well, then she fully believes
that you are now carrying out your
diabolical compact, and poisoning that
child ?” ‘
“Yes, and in a month she will have

+ Seen her dead and buried,” added

Lance, quietly, “ or what she believes
to be Coral Guise.”

“And what,”” said Frank, leaning
forward—" what will' it really be,
Lance 7

‘“ That lay-figure !"

There was dead silence for a minute,
and then Frank's gaze of utter aston-
ishment changed to a wondering ad-
miration that found vent in words.

“ By Heaven, Lance, you are the most
daring fellow that ever drew breath !
How in the world will you carry out
such an audacious imposture ?”

Lance looked at him, then down, and
shivered slightly.

“It was for this,” he said, “that
from the very first I have had such
a strange superstitious feeling about
that soulless thing of beauty. with its
mysterious likeness to the living being
—for this the s prescience that-
that thing would somehow have part

and lot of my life—and isn't Coral my |
very life ?—isn't it all so oomlng to|
rme~

to save an innocent life ? I

d I know you
sometimes for a
within is permt

;AT n | g

her, for th:!;-mﬂt all be in the secre
I suppose ?’ : :

” rpes'. for it is there only I can take
Coral ; you must explain and ask for
me, my friend.” : s B

“I'll! do anything you want—any-
thing. When do you want the great
doll—it's nothing else, after all.”

‘Not for nearly a month. Belmont
must bring Iti t.ln its box the night be-
fore I want it.,” !

“That is to say, the night before
Coral’'s ‘flash’ death,” put in Heathcote,

“Exactly.,” Both half laughed ; the
element of comedy would show itself,
and they could not but see it through
all the grave tragedy. “ Well, my ar-
rangement begins with the lay-figure.
I will send Rose duly a cream-white
mourning-robe of Coral's, in which to
dress the thing ; and she must paint its
face and hands to look like death, and
close the eyelids down. I will write to
Bel as to its transportation ; no need to
_ trouble you.”

“It's no trouble, dear old fellow,”
said Frank, softly.

Lance only stretched out his hand
and clasped the other's ; then, dropping
it, went on :

‘“You know Rayton Junction, five
miles nearer town—no one there knows
us, so that it’s safe to take train from
here. We'll fix the twentieth of July
—unless I alter it—for this busifecss.
You be at Rayton, just outside the
station, at 10.30—night, of course—and
I will bring Coral to your charge, to
take her to Kynaston’s.”

‘“Is there so late an up train ?”

“Yes, one at a quarter to eleven, and
another at twelve,” answered Darrell,
“ Belmont must come down to Rayton
earlier, in time to hire a fly and drive
it over to a postern at the north-east
of the park; I'll show him the spot,
and the road to Rayton,on my ordnance
map of the county. He will go back
with you.”

‘“ And you, Lance ?”

‘“Walk back to the Chase and ar-
range my audacious’ imposture,” said
Lance. ‘‘Coral, you see, will have
died in the small hours, suddenly. I
don’t call Aldyth till the morning,
after Dorothy has done all that is
needful. Later in the day I will send
the girl with luggage off to Coral.”

“I am to explain all this, then, to
the Kynastons ?”

“Yes; the financial part I'll write
to Dick Kynaston about. Remember,
too, this important detail. When 1
took Coral there, only Mary, the parlor-
maid, saw her, and I don’t think her
surname was even mentioned. She
must go there as a cousin of mine, Miss
Darrell.”

*“ Lance, what a head-piece

got ! exclaimed Frank. *“ You think
of even the smallest detuil.”

“ My dear boy, in nearly everything
In life, isn’t it just the details that
make success or ruin ?”

* True enough. And when shall you
come up to us all ?”

“1 fear not for a day or two, Frank,
as I dare not leave for even a few
hours till the dummy is safely screwed
down ; not finally till it is burried. But
I shall write to Fenton to give Coral a
call for me on the twenty-first.”

* Ay, that will be best, poor child.
But, Lance, how will you manage
about the undertaker's men ? But for-
give me—of course you have thought
of that,” he added, quickly.

Darrell smiled—a grave smile, that
ended in a half sigh.

“I think no detail has escaped me,
Frank. Coral's last wish will have
been that only Dorothy and I should
touch her after—after—

you've

the window, proudly crushing back the
passionate emotion that surged up.
Poor Lance ! The words, “ her death,”
would not come, The supposed last
wish was so exactly what it would be
if this terrible “ mask of death” were
yet more terrible reality ; and she was
S0 delicate still, that the picture his
vivid, sensitive imagination raised
came too near home.

It was minutes before he came back,
and meeting Frank's distressed, lov-
ing brown eyes, laid his hand on his
shoulder with that almost womanly
tenderness of his.

“Dear Frank,” he said softly,
“thank you. I won't say forgive my
weakness, for you understand it.”

And then their hands met.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Frank Heathcote was artful enough
the next day to say to Aldyth as they
strolled on_the lawn :—

“I am so deeply grieved, Mrs. Morti-
mer, to hear such sad news of your
ward from Lance, and yet she looks
actually better, I think, than she did.”

“Ah ! it's so cruelly deceptive,” said
Aldyth, with a kind of gasp. “That is
just what both he and Sir Hubert say
—I must not deceive myself into false
hopes by that fictitious gain of strength
which too ofter. with—with her kind of
heart disease—precedes— Oh ! I can't
say it, Mr. Heathcote.”

“You hynocrite!” thought Frank, sa-
vagely. “If T could only strangle you !”

But his face and words were all
shocked sympathy.

“And they give you, then, no real
hope 2’

“N—no.” catching her breath s “they
say it might go on a few years, or only
months, or—or it might come suddenly
any time—a few weeks.”

“It is too sad !” Frank said. “That
horrid fever has gripped the weak part,
Lance said. Does the poor child know
her precarious state ?”

“Not yet ; but Doctor Lance says he
must tell her soon. Hush ! here they
come,"”

But Coralie stopped half-way at a
garden-seat, and only Darrell came on.

ing tragically, “Frank, is it to be pis-
tols for two, coffee for one, with to-
morrow'’s dawn ?”

“Blame the fair enslaver, not thine
own familiar friend,” returned Frank,
in the same strain, “but since one of
us must content himself with a lesser
shrine, that one shall e’en be me.”

He swept a theatrical bow and went
off to Coralie, exchanging a wicked
glance with his friend,

“How you were flirting ! Lance said,
with a quick frown. “Do you want to
make me jealous ?”

The vain coquette was delighted,
flattered, deceived by both men’s by-
play ; but for all her belief in her own
hold over this man there was, some-
how, a decided substratum of fear of
him—of not daring to treat him as she
had other men—an uncomfortable con-
sclousness of never having been able to
understand or gauge him,

‘“Now don’t be vexed or Jjealous, you
dear, naughty boy,” said she, in the
“Ind of manner which would have been
Tetty enough in a girl, but was ridicu-
lous in a woman of forty ; and Lance
scarcely knew whether he bit his lip
under his moustache to stifle a laugh
or a contemptuons word—oerhaps both.

“Don’t try me far, if you are wise,”
he said, sternly, “for I tell you .this
business tries my nerves enough, and I
cannot bear much—not—not yet, even
though love and fortune is the prize,”

She was frightened ; like the savage
wolf, the woman was a cowardly ¢rim-
nal. Did he really doubt her ? Never
hat—it was too late ! ¥ iseils i

He got up abruptly and walked ml

“Am I one too many?” said he, paus-.

5

T
r

. to fear least
_any inqu!

uiry, or—or inquest. That
| why I dared not do it myself. Oh,
‘wish it were all over !—all safely over!”
. “So do I, by heaven !” sald the man,
beittwetzn. his teeth, ? 5
8
half his fortune could have given him
the power to take that thirsting, gloat-
ing murderess in a death-grip, and, as
she writhed in mortal agony at his
feet, pour out on her the whole flerce
tempest of his gcorn and loathing, he
would have given it. He ew, too,
that one day, when the need for guile
was gone, that that tempest would rise
up like the resigtiess tidal wave, and
master him, if even he had meant to
hold it back when the day of reckon-
ing came ; and he knew he did not so
mean,

And meanwhile Frank had thrown
himself down beside his friend’s fiancee
and clasped her little hand with eager
words of joy.

“Dear Coral, how can I tell you how
more than glad I am at Lance’s news!"

The girl's beautiful face crimsoned—
what girl's would not ?—but her eyes
sparkled with proud happiness as they
met Frank’s for a moment, then they
drooped, ard she shook her head a
little.

“Ah, Frank, if T could even only half
deserve such a heart as his!”

“You wicked little thing, to say that!
How Lance would scold you—if he can,
that is.”

“Oh, he can, though,” said she, em-
phatically ; “if he thinks I am doing
anything harmful, thoughtlessly, of
course. Frank, he has told you all 7

She said that with a changed man-
ner.

“Yes, all,” he answered, gravely and
gravely ; “and I know what you must
feel, dear Coral, and how hard for you
and Lance.”

Coral glanced toward her lover and
Aldyth, and shivered, sighing heavily.

“Oh, it must not be for long,” she
said, passionately ; “for his dear sake,
not for long ! He cannot bear it !’

“He can bear anything, child, except
losing you,” said Frank, in the down-
right way he had sometimes when
much stirred. “But it will not be for
long—only to the twentieth of July.
Lance will tell you all that is neces-
sary; he has arranged everything won-
derfully.”

“My dear, noble Lance !” said the
girl, softly. “But oh, what a trouble

this Coral Guise is to you all !—an:
how can she ever repay you ?

“By remembering—to say nothing of
your winsome self—that you belong tc
Lance Darrell,” said Frank, promptly ;
“and it is, therefore, a happiness to do
anything for one he so loves, and who
so loves him, as you do.”

Frank’s own true heart told him the
right chord to touch.

H“Yes," said Coral, simply, “I do love
aim.”

“Shall we stroll back to his aid ?"
suggested Heathcote, after a pause ;
“though no one knows better than
Lance how to get gracefully out of un-
pleasant company.”

“Doesn’t he ?” she took his arm as
they rose; ‘“though Aldyth will wish
us further, I expect.”

“She’ll say I have been flirting des-
berately with you, dear,” laughed
Frank,

“I dare say she will think it, at any
rate,” returned Coralie composedly ;
“and just as well, perhaps. She'll
dance to the shadow, and pass by the
substance. She doesn’t know you are
engaged, Frank. By the bye,” she
added, with pretty imperativeness,
“you mustn’t be married till I can be
Rose's bridesmaid, you know.”

“Of course not ; I haven’t asked her
the momentous date yet, though ; but
I shall do =0,” added Frank, “to-mor-
row, when I am urranging for Lance
about the twentieth of July.”

Frank left Saxleby by the ten-o'clock
traln that night, and Darrell drove
him to the station in the dog-cart,
during which short drive a few more
minor details were arranged.

The battle was begun now in grim
earnest.

CHAPTER XXXYV.

By sight Lance Darrell was, of
course, long ago known to everybodv
about the neighborhood, high and low,
but personally to very few above those
of the humbler class; a slight ac-
quaintance with the rector and his cu-
rates and a few of the lesser gentle-
men living in Saxleby on small or
moderate means, whom he had en-
countered on the river ; but not one
of those of the country gentry like the
Guises, to whose class and position he
really belonged, did he know ; he took
very good care of that, and so did
they, each side for their own reasons,
despite Aldyth’s futile persuasions to

nce or hints to the county folk.

Most' of them had daughters or
nieces, to say nothing of fair visitors,
and they were natarally afraid of such
an ineligible visitor ; no, “that very
handsome swell doctor at the Chase,
who was as poor as proud,” was dan-
gerous, and the more they heard what
a fascinating man he was the more
frightened they were ; if Mrs. Morti-
mer was so foolish, they were wiser—
and Coralie Guise was a. perfect child
and an invalid, they heard.

Lance held aloof on two counts.
Proud as Lucifer, the haughty Dar-
rell would be “tolerated” nowhere ; he
rréust]tl be received as an equal, or not
at all,

“King I cannot attain, Duke I do
not deign, Rohan I am,” said Lanc:
Darrell. Secondly, he was afraid to
mix at all in his own class, from
Which pro tem. ke had stepped. The
world is very small, and it was impos-
sible to say whoni he might meet who
h ovnlx1 hh}x i:,ml hls-—.%r{ne olxtae,

Who might disagreeably ask—
Who and what 7—or recollect that he
had heard honest old Dick Kynaston
was his lawyer, and that his old
grandaunt’s will was so and so.”

“Can’t risk it at all,” said Madcap
Lance. ‘““The least thing would raise
Aldyth’s suspiciop *

Meanwhile, Mrs, Mortimer obeyed
Darrell’s injunctions, and consequent-
ly about the first week in July there
were flying rumors and gossip about
that Miss Guise's health was worse,

and an jncreased anxiety to that
charming Mrs. Mortimer; that child
had never been strong, and yet always
would have her own way, whether it
was good for her or not ; but some-
body said that she had got to mind
that doctor, for he would be obeyed.
Then somebody had told somebody
that “all the doctors said Miss Guise's
heart was affected ; an eminent physi- |
consul ago, and |
ever since the poor child never went
out anywhere without her medical at-
tendant. Dear, dear, how sad it was!”
“Well,” sald one of the coterie at
Mrs. Spencer’s five o'clock one after- |
roon, ‘I think there's some exaggera-
tion, for only a few days I saw
lh::rrout riding wi:h Mr.—or r, is
5 . and going at an easy
canter, and she l,oked no more deli-
than usual.” e G ST o

that moment the sacrifice of | rel

; s % .dear

h I could say it is not. Mr. Dar
G ‘told me kly his opinion of
: darling child’s real state the first
g;tn!:ht he was in the house.”

_ “But is he as clever as you think
him ?” asked Lady Pelham, doubt-

ingly.

“Clever! Yes, indeed! Sir Hubert
Fenton has the highest opinion possible
of him; wrote so to ‘me in his letter

consult him. I could show you ths
letter; sald Coral could not be in bete
ter hands, and confirmed all he—Dar-
rell—-had said of her. Clever ?—yes,
and kindness and patience itself. I
don’t know what I should do without
him in this trial—such a comfort, so re-
liable, come what may.”

“I am so glad of that, dear,” from
Mrs, Spencer. “Then you don’t intend
to call in other advice ?7*

“Oh, no; not after what Sir Hu-
bert has written. Indeed, it would al-
most be an insult to that eminent
physician himself.”

“But still, I suppose Coralie is no
worse than she has really been for

ears ?"” asked Lady Pelham, in a

ne of condolence,

“Lately she has complained of a
pain at her heart, and now I fancy
she gets weaker,” said Mrs. Mortimer,
visibly keeping back tears.

A slight pause—an awkward one for

expected to look very sympathizing,
and didn’t really care a brass button
whether the heiress of Saxleby lived
or died, and fully believed that quite
half of the scalding tears squeezed out
was for the fact that in the latter case
Henry Guise would come into posses-
sion, and she have to abdicate, and
“Shrink 'I'nto space just large enough for
one.

Then some one asked:

“Does she know it yet, my dear Mrs.
Mortimer 77

“She does by this time. T had not
courage to tell her, poor child; and
dear Mr. Darrell said he would save

me such a painful duty. So generous
of him !—he never spares himse!f ! I
left him just going to take her out ir
the garden chair, and he will speak
to her then—perhaps he is now doing
80."”

Ay, so he was, not exactly as Aldyth
meant and believed. 1f she could
only have seen him, as in a magic
mirror, down into that lovely secluded
deil {n the park, bedded among trees
and foliage, that made indeed a “lover’'s
bower""—seen Coral seated on the vel-
vet turf, and Lance throw himself be-
side her, his dark eyes all aglow, as
he wickedly sang:

*** By that zone-encircled walst,

By those lips I love to taste !
and with each line strengthened it
with action, stcle one arm about the
slender form, drawing it to his breast,
bent the dark head, and the mustached
lips pressed hers, tasting their fill of
a lover’s rapture; and then he actually
laughed in a mischievous triumph
when the crimson, half-shy face buried
itself on'his bosom.

‘“Sweetheart,  is Lance too bold a
thief ? " he said. “It is so seldom that
he does get his bonnie one all to him-
self for long, that when he does he
_takes full advantage—so,” taking an-
other kiss.

“Lance, how wicked you are!”

“Always was, darling !'—past praying
for !—a shameless reprobate !’

“That you are ! I'll send you away,”
said she, saucily. “Or I will run off
and leave you in the lurch.” with a
merry, futile effort to get free.

“Try it! I defy you! You're in my
bower, and can't escape,” retorted
Lance, drawing her closer within his
arms, no more disturbed by her move-
ments than if she had been a bird in
his clasp. “Take care, or I'll have
Sweet toll again from those saucy lips.
I'm no saint to resist the temptation.”

“Bad fellow; you ought . to put it
away from you, not hold it captive
like this!”

His dark eyes flashed: his manner
changed suddenly from archness to
passion,

“By Heaven, how can I when it is
nestling into my very heart! Am I
more than man ? It is I that am held
captive—heart and soul and life ! You
know it, Coral.”

“Yes, I know it,” the girl said, under
her breath, trembling. her lover felt;
“and sometimes jit—it frightens me,
darling, to know that I hold indeed a
man’s whole life in my hand—this little
weak hand of mine, only a mere girl’s,
Lance; and if in years to come you
find that you have made a mistake—"

“Hush, Coral, I never shall—"

She put her soft hand on the hand-
Ssome mouth, arresting the passionate
words.

And that your wife fails in a thous-
and ways—is not what
her when you first loved her.”

But there Lance broke in with a
passion that almost startled her.

‘‘Coral, I will not hear more, I may
fail, but never you! I know you and
have .loved you as you are once and
for all the years to come. I shall never
find that I have made a mistake, my
darling. How can I ? For I know it

against mine, giving back full meas-
ure of love for all it takes. You stab
me so when you doubt yourself.”

“Oh, Lance, forgive me,” she tried to
stifle the quick half sob on his breast.
“I never meant to wound you, only—
only I couldn’t help feeling so some-
times, just because I love you so ut-
terly, and want to be—oh, so much
more than I think I ever can be ! ”

“My dearest, but what more can you
be than all in all to me in weal or
Woe ? "Lance said, with infinite ten-
derness, laying his dark cheek cares« -
ingly on the golden locks. “Promi: -
me you will never so torture yoursc:®
again, will you, sweetheart ?

A whispered “Yes, Lance,” and then

Tre was a long delicious silence, the
man's dark eyes gazing down on the
fair young face on his bosom with in-
effable love and a half-wistful expres-
sion. Looking up suddenly, Coral
caught that look.

““What are you thinking of, dear ?”
she said, impulsively,

“Of you, sweetheart.”

“Oh!"” down went the fair face
again,

Lance smiled wickedly.

‘““What think you I am supposed to
be to you about, mio caro ?

2 whom, Lance ?*

“Mrs, Mortimer, Guess.”

“H'm,” said Coral, puzzled, “not—"

“Not making love to you, my dear—
oh, no!” said Lance, with a soft
laugh. “I am informing you that you
ha..’ve heart disease badly developed.”

very be
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*“A drop of ink makes millions think.”
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It "circulates in the best homes.
~  Is read by the most intelligent readers,

o Its Readers ares BUYERS.

ADVERTISE in THE WARDER

WHITE
PINE

Testimonial From Muskoka

Mrs. Edwards, of Huntsyille, writes :
“Please send me a dollar’s worth of
White Pine Balsam, It is really the
grandest thing for Coughs and Colds
I ever used, and I cannot get it from
our storekeeper here.” The price of
White Pine Balsam is 250. or five for
one dollar at

HIGINBOTHAM’S.

November 25, 1896.
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Opposite Kennedy, Davis & Son’s Lumber Yard.
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Call and inspect work, and get prices before you buy elsewhere.
Satisfaction guaranteed.
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