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repuises his caresses
authority,
become " a ° dearer and
desirable possession than Joyce Mur-
rav's fickle fondness. IS N5

“‘Ne,”” Yolande ansawers quietly. “L

O | was coming to speak to you on that

ariA M- cLA
[ ~

.
NN

eyt B,
ast week).

il ] :l. ]
.,'_I," v

|'- ﬂmm:

de — "‘man and

od YO e laws of Church
#“'ﬁ; disunited and almost
3 cad reality — stand now
: " hands, gazing at each
ﬂtﬂl silence, until the
J:ﬂ:’ dark, mournful eyes are

nﬂ"mhed t-E"H;m bv saying
=+ t m¥ darling?’” Dal-
Iﬂﬂmg'rir:"-- but 1n IHJSL;]F.
<Ng. 1 won't let
. nﬁg tell me!™
P i his muscular
- ' is slight, indeed; be-
: i ca she offers 1= not
:;“u S0, with both her
pands jmprisoned in one of
rgptain Glynne Craws his for-
1 AT close to his breast,

;‘:ﬂﬂ gis face to hers.
jon't, don’t! lLet me o!"
AR sobbing miserably,
"geiding in spite of herself, of
= and anger, her jealousy
. *"“You are cruel,

me go. Captain Glynne!"”

L s the matter with you, my
st woman?’ he whispers,
her. “TNon’'t crv so, Yo-

" darling: wou are bedewing me |

g your tears!” :
g vipes Lhe tear-stained face com-
—_— and wonders rather
& how women can shed such
o tears as they do.
hog FoUT pardon.”” she says, in
wtiy] tone, and trying to thrust
jads away. “IM you let me gO,
jgked you, you will not be an-
4 with my stupid tears!”’
tym pot annoyed — I am griev-
in Glynne responds, “not
b uthfolly. “‘Let us shut this
. god come into my room. This
y mausoleum of yours 1is
s o give you your death of
y No wonder you are half froz-

\sats the door. places her in en
y dhair, and drawing the red em-
o the fire carefully together.
s g them some paper, a handful
o matehes, and a little coal.
Ge what & capital housefaid I
he says, laughing.
& Yolande watches him cn his
an the hearthrug, with  the
grng  firelight shining on  his
ropped, red-cold hair, on Lis
boad brow and thick curling
| lishes, she wonders if where
gwer anybody so handsome and
e and lovable! .
ffers, dear,”” he goes on. look-
u ¥ith a gay smile, as he breaks
3 dgar box to feed the Dlaze;
g dmsting his fingers in his silk
gerchiel, and, kneeling at ber
{ b layw his fair handsome head
Yopon her arm. “'Give me a
ad & kiss. Yolande, for a re-
" be says coaxingly.
fog don't eare for my smiles or
ftes either,’” Yolande answers,
i, with a heaving breast, ber
L sching with anguish.
s brow darkens sullenly at this,
ke rises to. his feet.
%y don’t vou let bvgones Dbe
Y he eries resentfully.
by-

idid pot think they were
" Yolande answers,
“l have no reason to

Jou must admit.”’

tan a_..'lude to mv having gone out |

"TIHEE Murrav to-day, 1 sup-

* Dallas says, coloring, and

ef his moustache angrily. 1

el vou, but yvou refused to come |

4 MG

rising
think

« Yolande admits curtly. ]
= Wasn't wanted."”

‘% are insulting me, Yolande!"”
l".-L'J-'.‘.r.*rﬂ. through his clenched
"_-lﬂ-ﬂ his eves blaze with fierce

,::~_ not,"". Yolande retorts, turn-
Wiy with a haggard look of
1853,

-;;f:l:t—thn: vou had chosen the

*4¥ you preferred, and did not

v ine."

™ are fnsulting me!’” Dallas

'_ ::g':m, angril:.' n:!}:'u;_l.{.'.hfr:ll-
iy accusing me. YOur lawiul |
“, of infidelity of heart and

_If‘-'* toward you."

. ‘*:' can’t be infidelity
T Wwas fidelity,” VYolande

hsing 1:1'?1;.11: same calm dreary

e !:-hu never cared for me,

oo 19, o0 our; your love was all |

hndh fmc one else before 1 aver

hﬁmhlﬂﬁ.1 How could yvou be
hfl-'.-g"r ml; in heart, or mind, or

Tt fan't expect it."”

o h::-? that!’" Dallas exclaims

. 0 €¥es softening. “You

it! My own iittle wife,

where

' slipping his arm around her
| "1 shouldn’t have married you, if 1]
| had not thought you were a swecl,

. proud, and
. and with

 right
' the laces and ribbons at Yolande's

| perience b¥

 tively,

.-wﬂ“'t your husband love

‘W0 women at the same
agﬂ:“lﬂ-ﬂda asks scornfully, star-
I:E through her tears. *'No,
e 1 don't waps a share in"
.
h&h‘"‘l'ihinl wish you woudin't talk
"ed vy Donsense!’” cries Dallas,
il i wWonder how you can
g e saying such cruel things.
gy adds reproachfully. ‘I I
Mh:umﬂ“, Woman before [ mar-
Yoy — “al iS no reason why I
H"-i‘.l' ;:ﬂ-l'n to love vou now,
h.!‘mﬂ:!n should not ive happily
Togry | 20l together.*”
By pigges 072, Mol Yolande re-|
Mthe{ “You need not give
> itltg:;_l?umez I have not the
hl:r! happy on of trying to learn
g ¥ and comfortably with

Ty
L inteqq

M leag ' then that we shall
; I!;i this cat-and-dog ex-

“hy yob]

subject just now—to proposs that

we chould part.™

“Part!"” he repeats, his face pal-

ing. ““‘Certainly, if you desire it. No
open scandal, You know! I
Jpermit that.””

“You ceuldn’t help permitting it if
[ were base afid faithless to you, re-
gardless of your feelings and of ap-
pearances!’® retorts Yolande sharply
and passionately.

“As I am to yom, that means,”
Dalias says. ‘‘Very well. "Since you
think so badly of me, we had cer-
tainly better part. What do you in-
tend doing—if I may inquire?” .

] wish to go back to Rutland
Gardens, to aunt Keren, of course,””
Yolande answers, in a sad, half in-
audible tone, her mind misgiving
her, her conscience reproving her, her
heart bewailing the last wvanishing
hope of her lost love. “'I thought of
rgoing up to London  .to-morrow
morning. I'do mnot, care to stay
hore. It — is — gather miserable
for me, and — lonely."” D

There is a piteous quivering of
the soft lips, and a tremor in the
sorrowful voice, as “Yolande turns
her head away gquickly.- -

Captain Glynne's eyes brighten
with a amile. -

“Poor little soul!” he tells him-
self. "'She is trying dreadfully hard
to steel herself against me."”

] must ask vou to remain over
to - morrow,”” he says, speaking in
a different tomne. ‘I cannot leave
Pentreath as long as the Earl sur-
vives, for I have not seen him ¥yet,
though I believe he wishes to see
me. So, as I must escort you, you
see vou must kindly defer your
jq;:l:ner for two or three days long-
er. ‘

T ean travel with Pitts,”” Yolande
ahiccts: but the voice is vielding and

| very unsteady, ands the tip of her

forefinger is most industriously trac-
ing every curve and line of the
carved chair back.

“‘No, you can't tavel with
Pittsi’* Captain Glvnne responds
shortly, his voice changing also, and
the smile illumining his eyes grow-
ing brighter.

] — I don't see why I cannot.,”
Yolande says, with a last fierce mu-
tinous effort.

“THecause, whatever, you think of
me.”* he remarks gently, 1 would
pot for the world offer you a public
slight. . We have not been married
a month, Yolande, and, if T were 1o
stay here and suffer you to go to
London alone, it would publish our
mutual unhappiness to evervone.
Yom don’t wish that, I am sure?’”

Yolande shakes her head, and a
smothered convulsive sob is his an-
swer.

“You don"® wish to-punish me for
my unfortunate involuntary wWrongs
towards vou quite so severely. I
hope?”” he continues. with his hand
lnid om her arm — and a pretty
arm it is. Dallas notices — a slim,
erirlish, pink-white arm, which he
{eels an almost irresistible longing
to kiss. “'If I met a Woman before
I met vou, or heard of vou, or saw
vou, and loved her first, you can
scarcely lay it Lo my charge as =&
willful wrong, can you?”

“‘No." Yolande answers, listening
only too gladly and eagerly to the
dear voice which persuades her. “It
was not that. I did not blame Yyou
for — for — loving her™ — in a piti-
ful trembling whisper. *‘She is very
pretty and elegant and attractive, I
know well. But, if vou had only
told me the truth plainly and frank-

lv! If you hadn’t led me to believe |

that vou cured for me!*"
**But I did care lfor vou,
lande!” he declares, smiling,

Yo-
and
walst.

lovable, ladvlike girl whom 1 felt
pleased to call my wife,

many happy years.’’
Captain Glynne’s
head is resting on hers, with its
coils of silken brownp hair, and
hand meets his left amongst

waist. It is rather dull, this wooing
of one’s own wife; but it is an
no means lacking 1n

pleasantness or piguancy, Dallas ad-

--I = - mit—'ﬂ-
am only stating & {"

~But if my wife's pride is going
to punish me for another woman's
falsehood,’”” he continues softly,

| pressing his lips to her forehead —

““going to condemn me to loneliness
and desolation for the rest of mv

| days — married and divorced, with |

a wife and no wife — why, 1 must
only endure it as best I can!”’

««Oh, Dallas, oh, Dallas!’”* Yo-
Jande cries with a convulsive sob,
quite heart-wrung by tnis mournful
picture of a solitary  joyless life.
*Oh, no, oh, no, my darling! Oh,
my darling, I'll stay with vou and
comfort you as much as 1 can!’’

syou'll mnot forsake me then,
love?’ Captain Glynne asks plain-
as they sit side by side oppo-
gite the mow blazing fire; and his
young Wwife's arms are round his
neck, and she is clinging to him in
a passion of tender protectiveness,
as if to save him from the horrible
fate that menaces him. :

““¥ou won't leave me glone in mis-
ery and temptation, dearest, w‘ﬂl
you?”’ he murmurs, pressing & kiss
on “Yolande's cheek; and he smiles to
himself to think how easy and com-
plete, after all, has been his victory
over his little rebel wife. ‘

«f should have taken this tone
with her from the first,”’ he thinks.
blaming himself. ] ghould have
had a pleasanter honeymoon, I dare
say, and SO would she if I had hum-
ored her a little. She is easy enr
ough to manage, poor little F:rl!

“No, no!’’ Yolande savs, in an-
swer to his question, her slender
arms tightening their hold on bhim.
Tl stay, I'll stay! I won't leave
you, my darling. ?’uunwnnt stayv
very long here, will you?"

ling :
before her like a

“chill comes over
. of her firc: h'?‘
I A

won't

g - T S —

\Vy sigh rises to the lips her hus-
band kisses. He has loved Jovce
murray — nay,
though he tries, because he'is mar-
Fied, te quell his love.. Nothing can
indo that or alter it. Joyce Murray
has his first, best love — that is an
l,rt:wmhln fact. \

'H::t. very long, I .suppose, in any
case,”” Dallas .replies. “‘Until after
the poor old Earl is gone, you knoWw,
dear."”

And Yolande wonders wvaguely.
with the selfish hopefulness of vouth,
how long it will be ere the last sands
of the old man’'s life will have run
out; and Ddllas, trembling between
hope and fear, wonders whether the
Earl has put his name down in his
m].l for a lump sum, as well as for
the regular allowance which is paid
to him from the estate, ak it was
to his father before him.

He has a good many debts, which,
though not individually very serious,
are hampering him somewhat, and
of which he is most unwilling - that
the existence should come to the
knowledge of Yolande or her trus-
tees. The small sum of two hundred
a vear, which is his allowance for
pocket money under his marriage
settlement until Yolande inherits her
uncle’s and aunt's fortunes, will be
forestalled for vears to clear off
these debts, unless the Earl has re
membered him with a stray thousand
pounds or so.

“Dallas, vou won't be angry, will
wvou, if I say somethinz?"’ Yolande
whispers falteringly, flushing and
creeping closer to him.

““No, dear; I Rope not,”” Dallas an-
swers, guessing what is coming.

“You won’'t make me so miserable
again as I have been to-day, will
vou?"’ she pleads humbly and tender-
lv, caressing his hand, but not ven-
turing  to look up into his face. *°T
have. been so unhappy to-day — oh.
so unhappy. dear!"’

“Jealous?'' — and Dallas smiles,
as he chucks her wunder the chin.
“No, dear, I’ll give you no real
cause for unhappiness on that score.
T can’t answer for imuginary'causes,
you know.*”

“1 shall not make unhappiness for
myself without a real cause, Dal-
las."” Yolande savs, with a sigh.

““YVou shall have no real cause, my
dari‘ng!” Dallas assures her aflec-
tionately, but wondering at the
snme time, with erim amusement.
how he could contrive to keep Yo-
lande and Jovee on rood terms with
' him and each other while they all
remain under the same roof.

1 almost wish, upon my word,
that Yolande would go up to Lon-
don in the morning.’”” he thinks. I
have a presentiment that mischief
will come of her visit here. I have
felt it all along.”’

““Well, I won't worry you about
imaginary grievances, my dearest."’
jealous Yolande says fondly. ‘her
pale face lighting up anew with hap-
pv hope. as she dutifully kisses her
lord’s hand in gratitude for _his
goodness to her. As she does ,so.
ahe misses one well known gewgaw
from the slender fingers.

““Where is that beautiful red cameo

&

I admire so much? You haven't
lost it, T hope?”’

“*No, oh, mno!"" Dallas answers
quickly, with rather overdone care-
lessness of tone: and involuntarily.
as he is startled into remembrance.
he puts his hand into his vest pocket
to feel if the other ring is safe.

“Is it there?” Yolande
smiling. nestling closer,
plavfully twining her finrers with-
in his, as she thinks how
<he will take the ring from him, pul
¢+ on hig finger fermally, repeat o
nasenge- from the marringe’ service

nsks,
and

over it, and say—"'Now Dallas, Wwe

are married over again.'
““Don't!"” he says irritably and

fair, handsome |

his |

ex= |

| diamond ring! Oh, it

sharply, pushing her hand away.
*No. no! It isn’t here!™ And be is
so startled to find that Jovee's ring

' is not in his vest pocket, where he
| thought he had placed it, that he
whom I hoped to spend ;

loses his presence of mind.

He looks about on the carpet eag-
erly, then thrusts his fingers into
. the pocket on the right side of his
vest., and, getting somewhat distract-
ed, jerks the ring up for & moment
into-the light, as he gropes after IL.

The diamonds, catching the fire-
light, emit a scintillating ray, and
Yolande sees it.

**Oh, Dallas, what js that?'® she
asks, with open-eyed amazement..” A

' is a splendid

one, I know! Do let me see il dear!

It's yours, isn'L it?’’ : {

““No—that is—it jsn’t mine— it'®
| only ‘a friend’s—lent it to me — at
| least, to take to the jeweler's when
1 go up to town. Something's  the
matter with the setting of one of the
stones,”” Dallas stammers confusedly,
as he starts up and walks over o0
his dressing-case.

“Even so, why may 1 not look at
it for a moment?’’ Yolande asks very
quictly, a strange feeling
creeping over her.

For, as by a lightning flash, all is
ravealed to her, as she stands there,
her .angered gpirit clearly perceives
what her husband is trying to con-
cenl from her. An icy shudder of
wrath and excitement shakes |er
from head to foot. .

«You might let me see it?"’
persists in a cold, quiet voice,
owing him. :
I ““'::ll_ there!’’ he says, handing 1t
to her in sullen desperation; and Yo
lande examines the fing attentively
in silence.

“It is a beautiful ring,”” she T
marks at length, handing it back to
him — ‘‘a beauwful ring, 1
should think a saluable onc. You
got that to-day in exchange for
vpurs. I saw your red cameo ring
on at breakfast time. This 8 &
pledge of
lady love, I suppose?’’

There is not a trace of anger
excitement in her voice: she
laughs — a cold, mirthless I:Lugh_-—

though a gravish pallor /like
| that of death overspreads her face Lo
the very lips.

Dnllas, in his n::!mrt-iﬁ?aﬁﬂ:l s

g not fi a wo -
f:ﬂ - of himelf, angry with
Yolapde, and humbled belore her,
who has trusted and Joved him ¢nly

“well. -
m:ﬂl Yolande. seecing that, he hus

™ S :

benumbed

fol-

h ]
-

-

ring. Dallas,” she asks — ‘“‘that one

she,

future fidelity from your,

he loves her now, |

rather young,
and five years older than
Thank you for a pleasant visit!"

She laughs as she turns the handle
of the door of her"room; and Dallas,
who has been standing stock-still,
now starts foryard, panting with
excitement.

“Come back!”” he cries hurriedly.
““Yolande, do- you hear me? Come
_back, [ tell you!""

“No, thank you,'" she replies, with
a slight, scornful laugh, closing the
door. But the sext moment it is
snatched back from her hand, and
her husband stands in the doorwny,
his eves lurid with rage and excite-
ment. E
_ *Yolande,””. he says slowly, “if
you leave me now in anger and
jealousy, refusing any explanation or
any apology for — for — what has
annoved you, and attributing the
worst motives to me, I tell you once
and for all it is the last time that
vou and I shall be more than
strangers to each other! You hove
had vour inmings and have treated
me with unwifely disobedience and
injustice since the day we Were mar-
ried — it is my turn now! 1 have
pleaded with you for your affection
and for forgiveness for the trouble |
caused you; new I "tell you I will
put’ up with your disdain nnd eold-
ness, your Airs and tempers, Do
longer — I am tired of them!""

“And T am tired of putting up
with vour neglect and unkindness,
and your insulting admiration and
preference  for another woman —
vaunted before my face, and carried
to the utmost lengths behind my
back!"” retorts Yolande, reckless and
desperate.

Dallas bits his lip to prevent his
uttering stronger words than hers.

“You have heard what I said, Yo-
lande,”” he says, speaking Jquietly.
but with difficuity. “Tf vou leave
my room now, you shall never enter
it ngain with my permission: You
and I shall be strangers to the end
of our lives, unless you come back
to me now as my submissive wife!"’

] am to be your ‘submis-
give wife’ and Joyce * Murray
vour beloved sweethenrt!””” Yo-
lande snoers, though it appears
to her she is thrusting a knife into
her own heart as she utters the
taunting words. “*No, mot if vou
went down on vour knees to me!**

T have not the slichtest intention
of roine down on mv knees to vou,””
Dallas reioins. ““This is final, then.
Good nicht. and — good-bye!™

««Cogd-hve!” Yolande sayse, ¥ery
bravely, shutting the door and lock-
ing it with =a decisive click.

my

] -w.
see,
|

CHAPTER XXI.

Yolande shuts the door behind her
husband and herself, and stands de-
fiant, palpitating, smiling, flushoed
from her miserable victory. for the
space of five ~minutes. Then she
shivers as she looks all around the
big. cold, gloomy room — her
F c*mausoleum,” as Dallas called it —
and sighs — a weary, despairing
sigh that is almost a moan.

“T am so wretched!”' she murmurs,
and bursts into tears.

She is standing close to the door
still. and, laving her head arainst
the wall. she sobs aloud. Dallas is
gure to hear her, and sure, of course.
to knock at the door to ask her
what is the matter.

Five minutes later, Yolande is ex-
hausted by her fit of weeping, an
jsn shivering violently: but no notics

is taken of her misery. Then she vits
down and listens for a time. She
can hear Captain Glynne moving
about his room; by-and-by there i=
silence, and she can see the warm
glow of the firelight through the key-
hole and beneuth the door. He is in
bed and sleeping comfortably; and
everyone in the house has retired, for
it is close upon midnight, and there
i# not a sound tb be heard but the
mournful wailing of the wind and the
passionate beat of the rain in gusis
against the windows, while in a dis-
tunt stable-yard a house-dog howls
loud and long.

Yolande begins to think of the old
Ear! on his death-bed, and to Wol-
Jer whether the fuding life will flick-
er out before the dawning of the next
iy, and how he will look when be
is desd and lying in solema state in
his coflin, until superstitious terrors
begin to creep over her, and the
shadowy ecorners of her Jarge room
seem filled with misty shapes of hor-
ror.

Oh to see Dallas now! Oh to hear
his voice and feel the warmp clasp of
his dear hand! He is her wedded
husband, her very own, and not
Jovee Murray's; and she will seck
him  humbly, meekly, dutifully—his
wubmissive wife'’ — as he has told
her che shall be.

“So I will,”” she says, abandoning
all her high and haughty resol ves,
her coldness and disdain, without a
socond thought, all other feelings
overborne by and submerged in her
sudden passionate yearning for a
sight of her husband’'s face. “‘Let
Lir be angry with me, or blame, or
punish me if he likes! He has a
right, the best right in the world to
make me obey him, my own, dear,
marcied love!’” she whispers to her-
<elf, trembling in mingled hope and
fear. - =

She will confess al| her faults to
him most humbly, she'rgsolves; shae
will ask his forgiveness if she has
wronged him—ay, on her knees, if he
bids her: she will congquer h:s anger
and his coldness by the meekness of
her obedience, the warmth of her
love: she will ask himn to' kiss her
and tall him she cannot know sleeg
Or rest estr ' o cruelly from hinm

So she softly knocks at his door,
and, finding there is no response—aun,
cruel Dallas, to have falien placidly
to sleep while she is in such unrest
nnd wm:msj—gmlﬂy turns Lhe
key in the lock, and tries to open the
donr,

Even the sound of his voice will
comfort her: even to hcar him say,
“*Gouvd-night, Yolande,’” in pleasant
tones will be happiness. '

She tries to o)en the door, but it
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WatchRepairing
And Engraving

---DONE AT—

C. Hughan's

Satisfaction Guaraateed.

Ontario Bank Block -  LINDSAY

{ Stoves ® Ranges

Wood or Coal

If you call at our Show Rooms we will be

pleased to make you acquainted with a2 most
complete line. .

FURNACES—Cleaned, Repaired or esti-

mates given for new work.
Tiaware, Housefurzishings, Eavetroughing,

Plumbing and

Heating in all its branches.

Woods Stove Co.

Kent-st., - - b .

LINDSAY

|WW

#
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SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT

For months we have been ordering
goods for the Fal Trade, and will have them
opened out in good time for the Annual Lind-
gay Fair. The of the Fair expect
the largest exhibit they have ever shown. We
want you to come and see us whether you bu
or not. We think we show the largest
in the county. We cannot fail to please you.
Remember we are headquarters for Repairing

and Engraving. @

Travelling from place to place are subject to all kinds
of Bowel Comphintnnmmmtofchmgnol'w:m.

diet and temperature.

Adults.

Cholera Morbus, Chol
plaint, and all Fluxes of

the Bowels in Children and
1Its effects are marvellous.
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