L ] [ L ] ¥ L]
I."hlilil

¥

alw s "als

A N i A i e
LIS L] B
- L] . i L] a L]

W
-I.'I-.r.ui

ay, with its nip-
e g :Endh.:. and its chestnut
its bright, cold sun-
jnte June, sveet,
. ﬁ$§ﬁum. with all 1ts
#‘mmnd plossoms and its per-
ﬁﬂ“d jts balmy south winds,
fresh green leaves and
grasses and the grand
peonies, in EOrgeous
the svcamores, are
,:;-ﬂ .fd podding their royal
and sending forth their faint,
ﬁ hopey SCenis

de Glynne, wandering
m;u]l:ﬂcnmnrﬂ and past . the
= of peonies, and the old-fush-
r jilsc bushes and golden ].H:nd—
of laburnum hlossoms which
wn and gardens at
opn this fair June

heart is gladsome

; _ that smiles come

- iit::rc-ﬂd. and even some
ards of an old, half-forgotlen Song
; gver bhear lips. .
“’s & bundred times niccr here
s ln London; don't you think mo,
ot Keren?” Yolande says bright-

° and

t'-fﬁ_ my dear,’”” aunt Keren re-

o dolefully. : ‘
* hope you arc not fretting and
abling about all that grand furni-

is London, aunt,” Yolande
s soothingly. °“'1 am sure you
it The Taylors will use it
o seeing bow fresh and handsome

&=
“Tae it well!”” aunt Keren repeals #

- “U the wayv they have
tmiad the furniture here is a sam-
pof good usage, I don't expect one
¥ those carpets nor a bit of that
lsbadid olive satin furniture in ithe

inr room will be worth looking
b They'll wear it out more in six
mths than we should do in six
wurs, upless we had™ — with an
gesion of ire and bitterness at the
srospect — “‘a few housemaids like
8t last horrid creature who never
mt z tea leaf on the floors when she
gt them and told me not-to
\ther ber with dusting covers!"'
She was a very impertinent
gl ” Yolande says, trying to soothe
w aipt, and wishing wearily that
# woald leave the troubles of her
B lzion bouse in her Londom house,
pmiy-five miles away, and ok
¥or her anxieties about fine furni-
& wd eareless tenants and saucy
btemaids into this June morning,q
Bk the scents of the lilacs and
pmiss floating subtly sweet, and
i shadows falling across the warm
miil paths.
Ritkes have wrought an unpleasing
@l in poor Miss Dormer’'s nature,
i3 many another’'s. She - has
wa fussy, anxious, irritable with
% weight of added cares. Her
Pod bouse in Hutland Gardens, ber
sind furniture, her servants, are all
of a long nightmare which
s upon her waking hours as
l 25 upon her slecping ones. De-
e the pightmare and the east
" ghe has broken down. in a
“arp 6t of illpess — her second this
o, from which she has scarcely re-
eed at the present time. Her
Sor ordered change of air, and
% tame verv opportunely that the
=213 to whom Fair View was let
sushed wanted to come io  Lon-
®. and deiightedly exchanged the
“rashioned, small country house
e large, pew-fashioned and
filer gorgeous town house: ond
#er Miss Kerenhappuch Dormer was
s restored o her familiar, well-.
"l bousehold gods, desecrated
'5:" she grieves to find them b¥
SeSE servants, uncleaniy child-
=AM ap  easy-tempersd master

. Mistress

.
| T

11::"1’ .‘-:I!_':ET.'E:-: Ei:r]-:-'r,:y though dr:*[ﬂ}',i
: olande’s uphappy marriage,
g I8 Lo her a distressing mvs-
* Sal she is seldom able to for-
Ee:;r;;f‘-r 'mdr_rr-{l for _h_n:mni after
*‘““?mtl?- Siil_'JL!ﬂL'S_‘-'iEItH. as thot
ot lady is wp in arms with
E'-.n‘zam Idignation, curio=ily and
,;_,’F‘;“{':“':_nn the subject of Captam

Be'y 'kﬂ-hl.!mrnzlhlt' behavior.””
Bat's ‘Be something horrid —
. Eh:“.‘-' she won't live with
e remaris, with & nod of
R ber ‘:"‘*]i:‘-' found it out dur-
i her l“-:fllr!nﬁinr:. 1 saw a change
et Mlu:?::: ant  manner the very
E‘fi!ag I laid my eves on her.
Ry ;‘ﬂ away with some WwWo
wﬂ“" Sarjent adds, in 8
Sig s Wihisper, up in pobr old
Rl ang pg o TO0M, Where-she
B o 20 Belpless, and fevered with
ons her wvisitor pours im-

to the warm | like what it really is, though

=

} hour or two.

truth. “"We did not- much
each other aftér we mrﬂ:!]l:
and we are better apart. He will
come to see me soon, I dare say,
and then you can talk to him,
uncle, if vou wish."" -

“] don't understand that sort o'
talk!” Mr. Dormer rejoins gruffly,
his prowincial accent coming out
strongly. *‘When young folks are
married, it's their duty, Yolande,
to care for each other."""

Back again in dear old Fair View,
with its lack of anything like =
view, and its peaceful walls and
homely doors and flower scented gar-
dens, as in the.old penceful days, ere
love and misery made themselves her
acquaintances, Yolande does not feel
fiﬂdl neglected, and lonely as in Lon-
On.

Yolande has writtean -again, not te
Dallas, but to Lady Nora, telling
her in ns gentle and delicate terms
as she can employ, that Dallas and
she are parted through a misunder-
standing, “im  which I own I was
much to blame,”” writes poor Yo-

maid appears.
“A lady to see yvou, 'ma’am.
Glynne the lady wants, ma'
her mistress. ““Here’s. her card,
ma'am'’ — for Yolande, after o
ond upspringing of hope, is standing
dumb and stupid. Ml sinn
‘A lady? Oh, it's Lady Nora!"
Swift is the change from cold de-
Spair to warm throbbing - delight,
from indifference to  glad,
trembling hope. - She rushes through
the hall, then checks herself  with
;dlﬂh_:ul'ty. all smiles and blushes and
shining eyes and trembling lips.
“Am I all right, Jane? Does my
hair look wvery untidy? Oh,” pick
off that long thread! Those horrid
linem ravelings' ‘I must look mnice
before my mother-in-law!"* — with a
merry smile half blotted out in ris-
And then she tries hard to enter
gracefully and sedately: but all in
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it possesses at his

. my money, you

w, La Norn—will it not be en-

ough for ‘both? 1 am not at all

extravagant, and should be only too

happy to deny mysel!f anyvthing to

enable him to live as he pleased —
I should indeed?!"” * =

Lady Nora sees the tears in Yo-
lande’s eyes, and knows in her
heart how sincere is her poor little
daughter-in-law in her simple devo-
tion to her son; but, for this very
reason — like all unworthy "‘natures
- she resolves to wreak her anger
and disappointment om her.

“That you have some money I am
of course aware, my dear.,”” she says
coldly and resentfully; “‘but, under
the marriage scitiement which your
trustees chose to make, my son, as

viin. The deliberate lady-like en-
‘trance  ends in o rush, with both’
hands held out imploringly, with

lawge humbly; “"but the griel I have
sufiered since has been, T think, pun-
ishment enough for my fault, and
Dajlas knows how truly T love him.""
She blushes at the sentence as it
stands written; it looks so much like
a miserable confeasion of ‘‘unrecipro-
cated affection’” — it looks so muc

written concerning the man who is
her lawful husband, and written _ to

| bis mother. But on the writing and

despateh of that-létter Yolande. has
sown a grain. of hope which has
sprung..up.like the propbel’s gourd-
vine, blossoming fair and high above
her head in the course of a single
day and night.

It was on the day before vesterday
she wrote that letter: but it is quite
posaible.- she thinks, that she 1nav
have a reply from Lady Nora this
furenoon.

“And 1 feel somehow that I shall
have an answer very soon.”” Yolande
savs to herself with a dreamy smile,
wanndering away from aunt Keren in
her techy mood amongst the lilacs
and acacias that grow in clumps
near the garden gate. “I feel sure
there is some news for me, as if
something very good were going to
happen to me."”

Perhaps — oh. _joyful “‘perhaps’'!—
Lady Nora has written to hér son,
enclosing his poor little wife's letter,
and Dallas himSelf is at this mo-
ment speeding towards her as fast
as steam can carry him. She trem-
bles, and the tears rise to her eves
with ecsrasy at the thought. She
will give him unstinted and absolute
forgiveness for every wrong against
her, she will lavish devotion on him,
strive to serve him and please him,
as if he were o god, if only he will
not leave her desolate again!

Nothing very good happens, how-
ever, though the morning hours slip
on into noon; and Yolande, after
Mstening to her aupnt Keren's com-
plaints, now of the hot sunshine,
now of the dull breeze, now of the
shadows of the leaves flickering over
the page of her book, now of the

of the noonday light, gravely
entreats her Lo come indoors.

Once established in her own espec-
jal] sanctum, a small bare-looking
room, used as work-room, house-
hold repairs of all  descriptions.
Miss Dormer’'s temper and spirits im-
kecper's room, and general shop for
jrove. There is a lot of house linen
to be looked over: there is a ftidy
sewing-woman to be set to work
making new bed-ticks:; and, when the
old ladyv has eaten a morsel of lunch-
eon — a .spoonful of soup. a-bit aof
boiled fowl — and drunk a glass | of
Burgundy, she feels as well ‘and
cheérful as ever. By-and-hy the music
of the sewing maghine begins, and the
sepmstress’'s voice is raised in a
high key to retail a choice bit of
locnl news to Miss Dormer. who is
placidly gathering the frills - for a
pillow-case.

A faint hopeless pain seems drag-
ging Yolande's heart down to the
earth, a feverish impatience with
every one and every thing in general,
and the tedisus job of marking linen
in particular torments her to a de-
gree of silent irritation that threat-
ans to break out every moment.

“Finished the pillow-cases, dear?”
aunt Keren askes smilingly. “"Then
here are the dozen of table napkins
and the kitchen towels.” :

Yolande bites her lip and  grinds
her testh to keep back the sharp
words of unreasonable anger. Miss
Normer knows guite well that Yo
lande is unhappy and restless. She
can see¢ that the girl’s eyes are dull
and weary, that the young face is
haggard and pallid with pain. BB-
cuuse it soothes her nerves to it in
a cosy rocking chair, employed with
light work, in this cool, clean, and
altogether unlovely little room, she
thinks it must soothe Yolande to
it in another cosy chair and write
names on linen for the space of an

of a brick wall six feet distant,
think,”’—with another frown at the
and kitchen towels J—:
the garden.

“And she was in the
'8 Sarjent says determin-
‘:”E her own story thor-
“hows a proper spirit in
BOL to put up with such
4ny husband, no mat-
and mighty and well-

e giry
Eﬂq from
h:-ﬁﬂ' high

. h 'H-:.'l!"

S, mn,fm.“'r too, frets about his
Berved Ri$ niece’s husband, im-
& hf"q“_'ﬂ"ﬂ- in money making
' .nsmg lhﬂnﬁ'h he is, and,
m:'iu?-_:E relieves the discomfort
Diriteg | DCI0E Very cross and
h’-u Weyr Al home — it wouyld not
She p. *UCh a face in the City
- T amongst the gooseberry
fong | Fair View. After one
“Monstrance with his niece,
that she will allow
and ““‘bring Cap-
> book,” which Yo~

fault of hi
s, tﬂgﬁtha'rr

»* in her tomes. “"Hun away

: say I
njoy yourself. I dare :
i:g jujtgm towels and napkins b¥-
L

3% lace. to Lady Nara's evident dismay

{ concerned, |

d-by mysell.

N Hush! Isn't that a sound of
wheels?”” Yolande exclaims, suddenly
starting up. ““Oh, do stop that Hor-
rid machine for one minute!

ure of wrath.
a convulsive gest ih 3

The Wwoman
eves at Yolande’s display of impa-

Lience.

““There,

EEI g
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streaming tears and hysterie
torted smiles.

“0Oh, Lady Nora, where is he —
where is he? Oh, dear Lady Nora™
— she grasps her dainty mother-in-
law in her strong yvoung arms, crush-
ing her exquisite mantle, com
apparently of sparkling festoons of
cut ' jet drops and flounces of fragile

—"*where is my husband?”’

“My,dear child! How are you,
Yolande dear?"’ Lady Nora says,
trying to free herscll from her clasp,
and knitting her delicate brows. the
kohl trancery. and shading of which
are perfect. ““Pray don't give way
to such excitement, dear, or I can-
oot tell you anything."

CHAPTER XXV.

“I received your letter — forward-
ed to me from Paris, dear,”” Lady |
Nora begins sofilingly — “‘just as |
was leaving town this morning. 1
—JI—have a good deal to tell you.”’

Lady Nora's fingers tremble ner-
vously as she adjusts her laces and
looks down at her daintily-gloved
hands, and then up at Yolande, who
is standing staring at her - with a
look of such agonized entreaty and
suspense that Lady Nora is shocked
and Murriead out of all her pretty as-
sumption of composure.

*1 came down by my son's desire
to see vou, dear,"”” she goes on, Lry-
ing to smile; "and so far as 1 am
may #ell vou,”” she
adds, a swift frown puckering her de-
licate brows, while she bites her un-
der-lip wviciously, “‘that 1 am  very
much displeased with Dallas — very
much; and I am guite sure you will
be also, and I cannot blame you. 1
don't blame you at ail, dearest,”’
Ladvy Nora repeats, with a  new
quasi-maternal tenderness in  her
voice and manner: ““and I should just
advise you to travel about, or go up
to town and enjov yourself — there
is no earthly reason why you should
not do so under proper chaperonage
—and not to trouble yourseif about
Dallas until he has come. to - his
senses, of which I am quite sure he
has taken. temporary leave. You
have heard of course about the Earl's
will?"’

“No,”” replies Yolande faintly,
“but won't you tell me at ance, dear
Lady Nora, if he—will he—I mean —
did he know I had written to you?
Does he know what 1 said — promis-
ed?”’ The words die away huskily,
and a faint flush of womanly pride
struggles with the pallor of woman-
lv love in anguish. ““Won't he come
down even to see me, and tell me
what he wishes me to do?’" she asks
imploringly. - “You know 1 said 1
would do anyvthing to please him and
make him happy.”’

Lady Nora's
again.

“My son’s great famit — his worst
fault — i®8 his pride,”” she says,
frowning again, hut speaking coldly
and haughtily. ‘I am proud myself—
I cannot be very angry with Dallas
for iL: it is his inheritance, so0o GO
gpeak. Dot it is my son's pride
which has placed him in his present
unpleasant position.  Is it possible,"”
she demands sharply and impatient-
ly, scrutinizing Yolande's haggard
face and patient sad eyes, “‘that you
don't know the result of the Earl's
will — that vou are unaware - that
myv son has lost the allowance which
has been paid te him and his father,
my deceased husband, for more than
forty years?"' »

“Lost his allowance?'” Yolande re-
peats rather vaguely, striving to con-
centrate her thoughts. *““And does
that make very much difierence Lo
him, Ladyv Nora? I do mot know
much of his private aflairs, you ses,
‘nd__ﬂ'

#*] should think not; when you ark
such a question, my dear!™ Lady
Nora interrupts curtly, with a
stormy ill-tempered look om her
pretty face. “But 1 thought you Wwere
mada fully aware, at the time of
your marriage with my son, that,
independent of the expectations he
had — and most justly had — of a
handsome legacy from his ‘uur.lu
Lord Pentreath, he had only his ul-
lowance from the Pentreath estate,

jet f[ringes rattle

No — at least, I cannot quite re-
Yolande savs nervously,

you' must be aware'' — this very
sharply — “‘benefits very little — in
o most trifling degree indeed. Even
this small pittance, however,”” her
ladyship adds, bringing out bher
words with a hiss of contempt, “he
is deprived of, in consequence of
the quarrel, or misunderstending, or
whatever ft is. between you and
him."*

“How  deprived?’ Yolande asks
breathlessly.

““Because my son declines to be in-
debted to you for even such a trif-
ling portion of your fortune” —thus
scornfully does her ladyship speak

lat‘ six thousand pounds, the interest

of which Yolande's trustees had ap-
pointed to be made to Captain
Glynne solely and entirely for h
own private expenses — “‘when you
failed so soon to live in amicable re-
lations with him. I must say I
cannot at all understand it, Yo-
lande,”” Lady Nora says haughtily.
1 .have respected my son’s

and delicacy of feeling too much to
question:: him closely on the sub-
ject; but I must say it is simply in-
comprehensible to me how you could
be guilty of such folly and extreme
bad tuste as openly to gquarrel with
vour husband before you had been
married a month. You have not yet
been presented, and are, of course,
therefore not known in society this
season — the . Earl's . recent death
will account for it fortunately at
preseat; otherwise, yvou kmow, my
dear, in our class such conduct
would mean vour social ruin!’ Lady
Nora finishes with tragic emphasis.

This tremendous menace has very
little import for Yolande, who is not
““in society,”” and who sees "'so-
ciety’’ and all things else through
one medium only.  She clasps her
hands npervously together and looks
at _her Jadyship with imploring he-
miliLy.

“Is he — is Captain
she has not courage to say "‘my
husband’® or. ‘““Dallas” now — “‘dis-
pleased — wery much displeased?”
she asks earnestly. ““‘Dear Lady
Nora, I will do whatever he wishes.
1 said so ip my letter. 1 am very
sorry I acted as I did. 1 was verv
uphappy. as I thought he did not
care for me to be at Pentreath with
him, and I felt so miserable that—""

““You were jealous of Joyce Mur-
ray — that was about the beginning
and ending of it!"” Lady Nora in-
terrupts impatiently; while Yolande
flushes crimson at the coarse phrases
with which so elegant and fashion-
able a woman as Lady Nora inter-
prets the keenest and most secret
emotions of her heart. "It was
very silly of you. If you had con-
sulted me,”” Lady Nora continues,
with a slighting little laugh, *’1
should have told you that no well
bred woman takes any notice of her
husband's petits soins towards an
old flame. It is in bad taste to do
so: and you ought to have known
that my son is too thoroughly =
gentleman to compromise himself or
you in a flirtation with any one."’

] don't know what a well-bred
woman without heart, or mind, or
feeling does, Lady Nora," Yolande
retorts, turning on her hotly and
passionately; ‘“‘all I know is that I
will not share my husband’s society
or attentions with any one!"”
~“*No, no — certainly not,”” Lady
Nora agrees, looking a little startl-
ed. “‘But of course there was noth-
ing serious, nothing which could
really displease vwou, Dallas assar-
ed me, on his honor: that ought to
be quite sufficient for yvou."

“It dis mnot.,” Yolande declares
sharply and hurriedly; ““but he can
make §t - sufficient if he will only
come back to me again.”’

She drops her head on to her
hands with a passionate, smothered
sob, and Lady Nora rises, nervously
biting ber lip, and fidgeting with her
laces.

“I'told him I was quite sure every-
thing could be arranged comfortably
between vou,”” she begins hurriedly
~*quite sure. I said, ‘Dallas. dear,
all your little lover's quarrels ecan
be arranged easily.”" "

him!"" Yolandé says, with her hands
still eovering her face, and scarcely
heeding Lady Nora. “‘Did he say
anyihing about it to you, Lady
Nora, when yvou saw him? Did he
wish me, do vou think, to join him
anywhere?”” :

“My dear, 1 was going to explain
to you if you.had given me time,”
Lady Nora responds frritably; and
avoiding Yolande's eves, she
nervously with her long Suede
gloves, which she has drawn off her
fair jowelled bhands. ““My som —
very foolishly and rashly, 1 must
say. but his pride and high sense of

., poor dear fellow, compelied
— 1 can understand him thor-
oughly,”” Lady Nora says rather
vaguely and very meadaciously, as
she considers Dallas an incomprehen-
sible maniac for his present course

Glynne"” —
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Our mission is to do Eye Glass Fitting right, whether on an oculisf’s

prescription or foBowing our own examination, which by the way is free.

C. HUGHAN

JEWELLER aad OPTICIAN

gsuer of Marriage Liceases, -

Stoves = Ranges
Wood or Coal

If you call at our Show Rooms we will be
pleased to make you acquainted with a most

complete line. ~
FURNACES—Cleaned, Repaired or esti-
mates given for new work.
Eavetroughing,

Tinware, Housefurzishings,
Plumbing and Heating in all its branches.

- Woods Stave Co.

Keat-st.,, - - - - LINDSAY

A CAMPBELL

Cor. Kent and William-sis., -
It
and

Fresh,

from

long experience the advantages you have when
dealing at this store.

STAPLE & FANCY GROCERIES, FLOUR & FEED

HORSE & CATTLE FOODS, SALT, ETC.
Our Close Prices on good Goods bring us the business.

ber our China Hall is stocked with all kinds of staple
and fancy lines in China, Crockery and Glass, Dinper Sets, Tea Sets,
Bedroom Sefs, and many of the latest ideas for Household and Table
Ormaments. We have China Hall in Lindsay, and can give
you real bargains in the above Call and see our goods.

A. CAMPBEILL,

FAMILY GROCER,

i

Phone No. 1O
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