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CHAPTIER 1.

A week had passed
Caraven reached Paris—a strange
week. She had seen but little of

]
'

her husband. He never took break-|
fast with hzr ; they et at dinner, |

and twice he had
opein. IHe never
least with any of her affairs.
lady Caraven was o Dbride of
weoelk.

sLill in the nursery, her father  had

educated her in almost cnn_u:*nblilm?nmm:m'ers h
iew | nothing of the sort ; she was quiel,
months before our story opens, Ar-|grave, calm, seli-possessed. Ile did

seclusion. One afternoon, o
ley  Ramsome, lawyer and
lender, had introduced to Hildred,
his only child, the handsome young
Lord Caraven. On  the day
ing he had announced to her that
the noble lord had d{doue her the
hot.or to sue for her hand, and had
intimated that it was his wish that
she should accept him. IPlattered,
and enlirely ignorant of the ways of

the world, she had fallen in with her |

father’'s wiches without demur.
A scene in Arvley Ilansome’s oflice
a short time previous to this would

throw a light on this sudden and
brief -+ courting.,. Besides Ransome

himself, the only person present was
Lord Caraven, whose prodigalily
had wasted his inheritance and cov-
ercd his ancestral home of Ravens-
nrere with mortgages.

“1 have worked hard all myv life,”’
said  Arvley Ransome—""worked as
few  men have ever done before—

from sunrise to sunset, and often
through the long, silent night. 1
have worked because 1 love money!

—because 1 an ambitious: because 1
have had an end in view. You know
my lord, that beside practicing as a
lawyer I have been, and am now, a
money-lender; it is no news to you
that I advanced the
ney on Ravensmere, and that, unless
vou pay it, the estale becomes mine,

“*1 have a daughter, and she must
take the place 1 would fain have
given Lo my boyv. Ay lord, I make
you ithis offer. You are a ruined
man; you tell me there remains for
you no
Now I will give vou my life, liberty,
wealth, I will make wvou greater

than anv  of the Karls of Caraven
have been  yet. 1 will give my
daughter a dowry of iwo hundred

thousand pounds if vou will marry
her.””

Lord Caraven lost
gion for one halfi minute; he literally
looked as he felt—bewildered. Then
an indignant repudiation of the pro-
posal sprang to his lips. He would
not listen to it. But {inally when
he had become accustomed tp the
idea and realized that, his only
choice was belween the girl and a
revolver he gave way. He promised
to marry her and give her his rank,
at the same he carsed himself for o
villain for wrecking an innocent
girl’s life. She, thinking that hie
loved her, and agltogether ignorant
of any other reason for the mar-
riage, acecepled him as we know,

He sent everv morning to ask if
she had

that day—ii tliere was any place she |

first she said
to the diiferent

desired 1o see. At
“Yes,”! - and went

places of note. e accompanied her,
but  she could not avoid thinking
that he was slightly bored by these
extursions. The next time he sent
she declined, and he did not remon-

taken her to  the |
interfered in the |
like lawyer Ransome, sharp, shrewd,

money- |

follow-

hope—nothing but death. |

his seli-posses-|

any particular wish  for|

a | cunning, :
Left without n mother while| propensities—that she would occupy
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v up chiefly between

|
was married, he would have said]

since Lady | “*No.”” He had paid the forieit of

ifn some measire
with

his folly by being
compelled  to burden himsell
tnis young girl.

At first he was considerably  sur-
prised in his wife. He thought to
himself that the daughter of a man

must inherit some of his

small intrigues and
of all kinds. She did

herself with

not even dream of the unatiryml
passion and tenderness in her girl-
ish heart. :

It was decidedly tiresome having a
wife. True he saw little of her—lor
davs together they somelimes did
not exchange a word ; but people
began Lo look upon him as a mar-
ried man, and he did not like it—j
when they met him they asked how
Lady Caraven was.

“Lady Caraven !”7 Ile smiled
geornfully to  himself, remembering

all the fair and staltely dames who
had borne that name; remembering
the dark-eyed girl who now bore

it, he smiled in brtterest =corn.

He had never been one of those
men who look forward to marriage
as Lhe one great end and aim of life.
1t had never had any charm for him |
even, even in the days when he was!
free to dream as he would,

but his |

visions had been of o golden-haired §

love, radiant and fair, never ol a
eirl-wife, the daughter of o man who
had, as it were, outwitted him—ihe
child of & man who had dealt faith-
lessly  with him. He shuddered at |
Lthe very thought or it. ]

He was not given to thought—the!
and wrong had not)
troubled him wvery much. He never’
realized that it was wrong to have
married o girl he didi-not like—
wrong to leave a young wife so cen-
tirely alone. He never thought ol
those thinges; he only remembered
thayv marringe was a burden to him, |
that his wife s presence was some
kind of mute reproach, that he was
a thousand times happier away frgm
her than with her.

Certainly he felt  the burden less |
nl Paris than he would have felt
it elsewhere, because there was al-|
wayvs something to occupy him and|
distract his thoughtis, there were al-
ways some kind friends to relieve
him of the ennui and tediousness of |
existence.

One evening he was rather startled
by Hildred. There was a favorite
singer at the opera, and they went|
to hear her. She was very fair, and |
the gentlemen were busily engaged i
discussing her. With Lord and Lady
Caraven was a I"renchman, Lthe
Comie de Quesne, a great admirer of
fair women. The conversation, kept |
the two gentle-

men, was  about the charming
acLress.:
“She is  of real IZnglish type,”

gsaid the comte,
ladies are
able !

“T think myself,"

“‘and the Iinglish
so fair—ihev are ador-

remarked the |

Cearl, “that a fair-haired English girl |

strate: he made no remark, and shel

felt almost sure that he was re-
lieved by her refusal. When they
went to the opera, they were
alone—he alwavs secured some com-
panion. It seemed to Hildred that
he was quite as much a stranger s
on the first day he centered  the
Hollies.
=hie had,

existence—he
were not. He had felfilled his part
of the contract by giving her his
name, his rank, his position. That
a living, beating human heart might
long for more did not occur to him.
e never thought of her as his

indeed, no part in his

NeVeL |

e

lived as though  she |

is certainly the loveliest object in|
creation.’ 1
The comte lauvghed, |
“You prefer the '
brunettes, |
“Certainly,’ replied " Lord Cara- |
ven. ‘'l do not see how a ".T[:IIHILI.H!
can be beautiful unless she be fair.'' |
ITe had entirely forgotten his|

blondes to the |

then 277 he said.
Ed

voung girl-wife with the dark eves)|
and the Spanish face. He would not |
have wantonly pained her, but hir |

had forgofien her
heard the words. At the time she
made no remark, although they
burnced into her heart like fire. i

The comtle went home with them, E
and they were joined by another
friend ; but she found an opportun-
ity of speaking to her husband 'Wl‘]l.'.‘lll
the other gentlemen were busy with |
ecarte, and Lord Caravan had with-'

presence. She |

wife: the chances were that, if any | drawn Lo look over some letters
onc had asked him suddenly if he|that has just arrived. She sum-!
gm Foai L) - v - : ’ e S ol - = T i

 but they did

s hack to

coils of dark hair, in the tall, slim,
graceful figure, in the perfect grace
and harmony. She was simply yet
beautifully dressed; a pomegranate-
blossom lay in the coils of  her
hair.

1 want you tell miec one tLhing,
she repeated. *“‘If yvou admire fair
girls with golden hair, why did you
marry me, with hair and eyes  so
dark ?'

She asked the question in  sugh
perfect good faith, in such earnest
tones, with such sad, sweet eyes,
that he was touched, not deeply, but
as he would have been had some
child come to him with trembling
lips to tell a pitiful tale.

“Why,'’ she said, “‘if that was the
case, did you marry me ?”’

“You know why 1 married you,”
he replied, gravely—'‘why ask me
the question 2"

He saw a vivid color spread over
her facve, o bright lig&t shine in her
eves. The simple girl thought  and
believed he meant that she knew he
had married her because he loved
her. Her heart gave a great,
bound. He
understand better in time ; she
would only know why he scemed re-
served, reticent, dold, and indilier-
ent.

“You know why I married wou,”
the handsoine ecarl had said and
the woirds filled her heart with .
strange, sweet pain.

I will try
said, gently.

Dull as was his ear, he heard new

¥ ¥

i music in her voice.

"You will remember what ?''  he
asked. :
“I will remvemhber why wvou have

marriod me,’”’ she replied ; and as
she went away he wondered greatlv.

“*1 should not think that she is
likely to forget it,”” he said tg him-
self. "*Certainly women are puzzles.
=he will try to rememhber why 1
married her—and the words seemed
like mielting music on her lips, a
light that was like sunshine on flow-
ers spread over her face |

married her because her father sml{l-! :
I'“_H‘ ful* £ LILIE ﬂ_‘n.d Ehc wWis "a"]ll'lﬂg.h"ld '“‘I.'ILLE” l{}_h[ﬂ‘ S011, I—If:
] lget her letter in Liondon on Thurs-

to be sold !’

To those dying with thirget the
fall of dew is a boon. To.Lady
Caraven the earl's few words seem-
ed full of meaning; she said them
over and over again to herself,
“You know why I mareied you.”
She said them with many varieties
of accent, with different intonations,
and each time that she repeated
them they scemed to mean more and
more. I7or some hours she felt muech
happier; it was like a break in the
cold - tide of indifference. She kept
expecting - kinder words to {follow,
not. Lord Caraven
did not appear to remember what
he had said.

He went out that evening
the *‘little supper'’ was over.
heard a whisper of “‘bhilliards.”’

Nothing came of the one solitary
gleam of kindness. The next day
Hildred did not see the earl at all;
he went over to St. Cloud with
some of his friends. The slight

after
She

rleam of happiness died away, and |
| path.

the old feeling of desolation ecame
her. ‘The Comtesse de
Quesne called and pressed her Lo go

| out, but the girl was sick at heart.

It was such a strange life—married
without Jlove, without even friend-
ship, or liking—married, yet living
with her husband as though she
were the merest stranger—his wife,
bearing his name, sharing his fate,
vet knowing no more of him than

To provs to son that Dr

|
I Chase's Ointment 18 a certain
and absolute cura for cach
and every form of itching,

blecding and protruding piles,
the marufacturera have guaranteed it. Heates.
timonials in the daily preas and ask your neigh-
bora what they think ofit, You can use it and
geb vour money back if not cured. 6le a box, at
all denlers er EpmaNsoN,BaTESs & Co., Toronto,

Dr. Chase’s Cintment

did the lowest servant in the house-
hold; his thoughts, his mind, his
plans, his desires, his interests,

]
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Was Tortured by Eczema

A Dreadful Case—Itching Almost Unbearable—The Flesh Raw

30 Years.

and Flaming,

Dr. Chase’s Ointment.

Mr. G. H. McConnell, Engineer in Fleury's Foundry, Aurora, Ont., states :—'I believe that Dr. Chase’s
For about thirty vears 1 was troubled with eczemua, and could

' 1t is worth its weight in gold. ! :
obtain 0 e blood poison, and this developed to ecczema, the

obtain anv cure. 1 was so unfqrbun ate as Lo hav

dreadful of skin diseases.

I was so bad that T would get up at night and scratch myseli until flesh was raw and flaming.
tovend description, and now I cannot say anything too good for Dr. Chase's
1 I recommend it because I know there is nothing so good for itching skin.”
by itching skin disease, chafing, sunburn,

torture 1 endured is almos:
Ointment. It has'cured me, and

Iospecially during the hot summer months children are tortured .
: are relieved and cured by Dr. Chase's Ointment.

VMr. J. Goar, mail carrier and st age driver belween Port Elgin and Kincardine, Ont., states — T  Can
testity to the worth of Dr. Chase’s Qintment as a cure l'n_r eczeIma. [y si
a great sufferer irom this dreadful skin dizease. He
and tried a grent many remedies, all elforts to ef-

and a score of ailments that

wood, Ont., has a boy whg was

veurs old, and, though she took him to several doctors

fect a cure secmed in vain.
“This little -fellow was covered
he suffered was something dreadful,

she did not have much faith in 2. Chase’s Ointment. I can now tga:sti Y ti}?.t Dr.
is not a mark or scar left on his body.

weriect cure in this case, and there %
it i Bates and Co.g Tororto,

Dr. Chase's Ointment, 60 cenls a box, at all dealers, or Mdmanson,

with itching sores, and hands and face were ) ;
and my sister had been disappeointed with so many preparations

My sister, Mrs. J. Dobson, of

e

not
most

The

Under-
four

was then only

especiallv: had.

The way
that
Chase's Ointmont giade

rlad | spacious,
loved her ! She would | for him to move about without, be-

to remember,”’ she |

love me.”’

She had paid so little attention
to the words that she did not even
| remember that she had been called
'I"J'\.I‘]L"}.f Ransome’s heiress.”” Of all
ilhc ideas that occurred to her, the
| one that she had been married for
her money was, the furthest from
her thoughts.

o #* #* - 3 #

Three weeks had passed away, and
Liord Caraven hegan to wonder how
much longer he was to remaia  in
Paris. 1f he had been free to fol-
low his own inclinations, they would
' have led him to the gaming-tables at
! Baden-Baden. But, as he said, im-
patiently, he had no idea of going
there with a whole train of people
to look after. )

How long would she expect to re-
main  in Paris ? The honevmoon—
that most absurd of all institutions
—was supposed, to last a month. It
would be better, perhaps, to remain
there until it was over, and then go
to Ravensmere. IHe.would be more
comfortable there. The house was
and it would be possible

| ing haunted by the girlish, wistful
face. So in Paris, until ithe honey-
moon was over, he decided on re
maining.
(To Be Continued.)
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CHAPTER XXVII.

““I have been  wriling to I'rank,
and my letter will reach him to-
| morrow,’” Mrs. Harcourt told Dorcas
on the day after they had had their

moment, and—*'Do vou think he will
| be likely to come any sooner for
that ? -You ought to xnow better

than I. Do vou think he will come?”’

“_rh?? T :EIIB saild.

1t was on a Wednesday that she
would

day morning, and it would take him
five hours to come from London to
the Dower House.

““If he liked Lo come to-morrow he
would be able to do it,”” Doreas he-
oan involuntarily to think, as  the
hours passed on. “‘He might be
here, perhaps, by afternoon ; he
might be here, I know, by dinner-
time, if he chose, and, oh surely
he will choose !’ '

She thought to
night—

“*Shall I be happier when he comes
than 1 am now ?"" With a little
grave foreboding, she thought—‘1
wonder if the happiest hours of all

herself, that

our lives are not the hours hbeiore

|we gain what we want most !”
| It was raining heavily on Thurs-

| day morning; it rained for a
‘time, hour

watched the low-hanging clouds till

after hour, and Dorcas

ishe was tired. and stood at the win-

dow, listening to ithe ceaseless
ter oi the

pit-
drops upon the garden
If it would but clear up and
let her get out ! the girl thought,
restlessly. It secemed to her as
thought she could not breathe in-
doors ; the beating of her heart op-
preassed her.

Would Frank come 7?7 Now
the time at which it was possible
for him to come had drawn sqg near,
she began to tell herself that she
waa foolish to expect him. He might
have been out of town, and not have
received his mother's letter; he might
have business that would detain him;
he might not care for her as she
cared for him. “‘Oh ! my dear, do
vou want me less than yvou used to
do ?"’ she began to cry, walking up
and down her room, when she could

| bear to sit still no longer.

There was a sound of wheels On
the wel gravel about three o'clock.

and Dorcas's heart gave one great
bound, and then seemed as if it
ceased to beat. Mrs.

down her book. But the door open-

'ed in a minute, and only some or-
Cdinary  visitors
Mrs. Wilson and her dauwghter,
:lin&ﬂ in the neighborhood, and who
'had purposely chosen this wet after-
‘noon,

were ushered in—a
who

they said, on which to
their visit, beeause they wore

at home. So the
herself to Mrs.

talk together, and then she pauscd a |

long |

that |

_ Harcourt was |
his reading, and she too suddenly put

|
I

B
i wide,
i

pay [
_ ; SUMC | about twenty years ago.
that they should find Mrs. Harcourt | ©°° i 2y

mother attached |
Harcourt, and the]

With o feeling as if she was
stunned, as if she was
awake and
minute after minute. She said
“Yes”? and ‘‘No’’ almost mechani-
cally to Miss Wilson; she caught g
few of Frank's words as she listened
with yearning ears; she could not
lkkcep her eyes from sometimes turn-
ing furtively towards him.,

1 do not think that first meetings
after long absences are alwavs sweet,
Time works its changes so fast, and
the face we left seems so often not
the face we find again. Was there
not something different in Frank 97—
some change that made his look un-
familiar ? There came a sense to
her as of something altered, or lost,
that filled her with a vague pain
and chillness. ;

At the end of a quarter of an hour
the Wilsons toolk their leave, and
FFrank leit the room with them 1o
hand them to their carriage. And
then Mrs. Harcourt went up to Dor-

half
only half

cas, and put her hand upon her
arm.

““Stay here, my dear, and I will
send him back to you,'” she said,
labruptly. ““You shall have him

soon; 1 only want him first for i
very little while.””

The two women looked gt one an-
'ther for a moment. There was
csomething in  the elder one’s face
:itimt Dorcas remembered afterwards;
| but at the time, she only said, ““You
lare very good to nle,”’ hurriedly,
and half aloud.

She sat alone for what seemed tao
her a long time. (Perhaps Mrs. Har-

court did not think it long.) Then
in the silence she heard his  step
Lcrossing the hall, and the door

opened and he came to her.

Had she been afraid a minute agot
| She had made herself a coward withk
thinking that he was changed; bhui
did he scem changed now as he stood
' at last looking in her face again.
with more*than the light of his old
oladness shining in the eves  she
loved so well ?

(To Be Continued.)
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HOT WEATHER AILMENTS.

_—

More Little Ones Die During Hof
Weather Months.Than at Any
Other Season.

i

It is a lamentable fact that thous-
ands of little ones die from hot
| weather ailments, whose lives might
| be spared if mothers had at hana
‘the proper remedy to administer
iprmnptl:,n Hot weather ailments
i come suddenly, and unless fromptly
treated, a precious little life may be
lost in a few hours. Baby's Own
i'l"'ublut:’-s promptly check and curg
diarrhoea, stomach troubles, cholera
infantum and other hot weather ail-
ments. They also  give relief  to
| teething. troubles, and prevent  the
lailments that come a# this period.
| Every prudent mother should keep a

| box of Baby's Own Tablets in the
ihm:se at all times. No other medi-
recine acts so promptly and so surely,
and the Tablets are guarantdéed to
contain no opiate or harmiul drug.
They always do good and cannot
possibly do harm, and crushed Lo a
powder you can give them to the
smallest, sickliest infant. Mrs. Geo.
Foote, St. Thomas, Ont., says —
“My baby was . troubled with diar-
i rhoea and was very cross and rest-
less, and got so little. sleep 1 hardly
knew what to do with her. 1 got a
box of Baby's Own Tablets and after
giving her some her bowels became
regular and she could sleep well, I
think the Tablets a splendid medi-
cine."”

You can get the Tablets at any
drug store or by mail post paid at
25 cents a box by writing to the
Dr. Williams® Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont., or Schenectady, N.Y.

— e :
AN EXPENSIVE DRESS.

The most expensive dress in the
world i1s  said to the propertv of
| Mrs. Celia Wallis, of Chicago, who,
hearing that- the wife of a London
banker possessed o garment costing
=15,000, eclipsed this by an expendi-
Iture of 335,000, It was trimmned
| with Lrussels point. lace, n vard
and t1hree wyards in length,
costing 525,000,
namenis held it in place.

emem

-

The biggest balloon ever made was
Its capa-
cubic vards. 1§
and woule raise

city was 20,000
veighed 211 tons

daughter to Doreas, and they talked |24 tons. lnto the alr,

and the call lasted a long time.
They were lively people, and they
talked so Jloud and long that not
even Dorcas’ ears caught the sound
of another step presently that came

— R L LR e —— -—
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up the garden stairs, and entered the |'THE POWER OF PERSUASION

house by the unfastened garden-door.
Both mother and daughter were
talking ~ volubly, and the room was
full of their voices and their laugh-
ter—when suddenly the moment came

| at last that Dorcas had imagined to

herself a thousand times.

It came—this ineffable moment that
she had dreamed of by day and night
—the supreme moment of her life, as
she had thought it would surely be;
and, instead of rapture and un-
speakable emotion, it brought only

Leaving Frank and Dorcas Harcour
to enjoy their honesymoon,we and ou
veaders will watehh tho fortunas of .
siimnle-minded girl, the ampition o©
whose father places haer in a tryin
position, from which sh2 cmerges 2
carcts fine. The story beg'ns tc-ta
ani from this out you cannlt afford t
miss an issue as the action is ranid,

o P g b
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SRCINL U 0 . L Sl R FK | . .!.-t..!'..?..dulniut.-.}.fu o JEL U R, O, L, L L L B moned up courage and went up to | amusements, his p]e:lgureﬁ were allla quick start of surprise—a rush o
i..i“;uz : E-'ﬁ' O L o U o o A S S S et e Mt e e e 33620t Jac 2 St 3t Yo' r"i"’% i | strange to her. It was an unheard-|blood to her {:lmck—-ﬁn{l then, for ¢
éﬂ : e “T.ord Caraven,”’’ she said, | of position, an unheard-of fate. little while, almost a cessation of all
X m E “would vou mind telling me one “If I did not know that he Thad |feeling. She merely turned her head
S - : N % | thing 27 married me because he loved me, I|as the door opened, with the rather
eld i 6 g QQ %P .%. He looked up in wonder—it was so | should say rather that he did not|tired smile with which she had been
? ofs | seldom that she voluntarily addres-| like me,”” was g thought which of-|listening to one of Miss Wilson’s
o1 : o} | sed him. As he looked he was|ten occurred to her, but she drove|stories still upon her lips, and her
';‘: st slightly impressed with her appear-|it away as unworthy. “If I were|eyes and Frank’s met for something,
gt :,‘ ance—the tall, slender figure was hcrml}irull.;' t]m]ngl'xlt the lovely girl, |as it scemed to her, less than an in-
X 3 £ | draped in soft, shining silk, the | *'T should -think that he had mar-|stant. And then there was a sudden
-5: 01‘ Lﬂd}’ Cﬂ]‘aVEHJE Lﬂbﬂl" ﬂ'f ::: girllish face was flushed with the | ried me for my beauty—if I had | buzz of welcome—a series of delight-
ox . | effort of speaking to him, the dark|grand connections, for them; but I ed exclamations from Mrs. and Miss
"f* LDVE. oI+ | ocves were bright and starviike, lil]edfhﬁﬁ.'c none—I have nothing—my | Wilson, and, after a few secends, -
"F‘ ';"i with unutterable thoughts. He could | love has StDﬂ]}eﬂ Lo me from Thigh |FFrank’s hand clasped hers: but she
3_'_‘ cus%limot help owning to himself that | estate.” I shall never understand|had not courage then even to  gt-
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L B T B Y S M A Wt e b S Sl S St hf S S FRRTp O Y | thore was some heauty in the thick| what he saw in me to make him |tempt to look into his face.

half alive, she sat still

and diamond o
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