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<wWith | ferce passionate nature,
!-, will turr him into a perfect
';:,:.L._Lx:-,_" <aidl Lord Villiers; “‘and il
rer he escapes, woe to those who
gave Ci ueptl his disgrace ! He is as
i rm'“ less as & Corsican in his ven-

geance
k

any friends or relatives

Eies o e

omone Lhe Tif

Jj-“-‘-: don't know. 1 think I heard

! mother, or brother, or some-
g. 1 intend paying him a last

risit to-night, and will deliver "1.1'!1.
mEsSase he mayv send to his friends.’

«Will vour rigorous father approve
of such a visit 2

sy t':.:‘:!E_'.._ Jernvngham., My fa-

ng in his guilt, thought
|» to prosecute; but he bears
jecling of personal anger toward
+ enid Lord Villiers, gravely.
) .-;‘-_ ] wish Germaine a sale pass-
ross the ocean,”” said Captain
:‘:.uul -*He cut me complete-
with that pretiy little prize-
widow of old Sir I1tob Landers; but
Fil he magnanimous and forgive
hiln, D Oh, Jove ! Villiers,
i Lady Maude Percy!™
eried » guardsman, starting sud-
denlv up, all his listlessness disap-
pe aring as if by magic. “‘Ah! my
lord. 1 thought you would find the
5'..!-_-a--'L more interesting than that of
poor Germaine,”” he added, with =a
mischievous smile.

Lord Villiers laughed,
face flushed.

“The handsomest girl in London,
and 1h1 greatest heiress,"” said the
ardsman, resuming his hali-drawl.
an inteusely enviable fellow
if rumeor is true.”’
rumor ?'" said
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are, villiers,
"..:ri what says
Lord Villiers.
“Why, that
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vou are the accepted
lover of the fair Lady Maude."
Tiefore the reply of Lord Villiers
was spoken, a young lady, suddenly
entering the room, caught sight of
thein, and addressed the guardsman
with: “‘George, yYou abominably lazy
follow, have you forgottem you are
engaged for this set to Miss Ash-
ton ? Iteally, my lord, you and this
idle brother of mine ought to be
ashamed to make hermits of Yyour-

selves In this way., Lady Maude is
here, and 1 willi report you."

\nd raising her finger warningly.
Miss Jornyngham tripped away.

* ‘Fare thee well—and if forever! ™
szid Captain Jernyngham, in a tra-
gic tone.

“ “Why, forever fare thee well I' ™
sard Lord Villiers, laughing, as he
turned in an opposite direction.

The dancing was at its height as
he passed from the music room.
Stunding at the head of one of the

adrilles was the object of his gaze

T?'-.* peerless, high-born, Lady
Percy. Eighteen summers had scarce
pmmu over her young head, yet a
' -1r.;l almost sad, expression

‘ell like a shadow on her beau-

face. Her form was rounded,
xquisite, fect: her oval face per-
ctiv  colorless, save for the full
rimson lips: her eves large, dark,
anid lustrous as stars, and fringed by
lone. gilken-black lashes; her shining
hair fell in soft glittering, spiral
curle. like raveled silk, round her
onlight face: and her paller
deepencd by its raven hue.

ICENIY, [J-!"-!"'I'E"!':.":, dazzling, she mov-

through the brilliant train of
ties, LLZ-[ sing them all.

rinking 1in the enchanting draught
of ‘u 11111. Lord Ernest Villiers
stood until the dance was concluded;
and then moving toward her, he bent
over d whispered, in a voice that
was low but full of passion:

“Maude ! Maude ! why have Yol
tried to avoid me all the evening ? I
sez you ! I must speak to you
in private ! I must hear my destiny
from vour lips to-night | Come with
me int '1* music room—it is de-
serted now,”” he said, drawing his
arm throt =.F1 hers. ‘‘There, apart
T:na-:r: .-.il those prying eyes, 1 can
learn my fate.”

The pale face of the lady grew pal-
er- but without a word, she suffered
hersclf to be led to the deserted room

uet left.

e had

“And now, Maude, may I clajm an
answer to the question I asked you
:1351 night ' he said, bending oVer
El.

“L ar awere.:l you then, my lo
she said, sadly.

“Yes; you told me to go—to forget
you, as =f such ‘o thing were poOS-
gible. aude, I cannot, I will nbt,
take that for an answer, Tell me,
'ﬂ'-' vou love me ?°

“0 Ernest ’-—D my dear Jord! you
know 1 do ! she cried passionately.

Maude, will you mnot be

oy wile ?
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- cannot ! O Ernest, I can-
mot !"* ghe said with a shudder.
“Cannot | And why, in Heaven’s
Bame 2+
“ily lord, ihat is my secret. I can
1*«-t_r bc- your wife, Choose
r of you, and for-
noe Percy.” She tried to
:;-';:r;_-_- her voice, but a sob finished

..f":

LCCe.
\li answer he gathered her in
ng arms, and her head drop-
I s .'-.iu;::]l.m. “Aly poor, lit-
wntic  Maude, what s this
leriul secret 7" he said, smiling.
mrr | ine. Now, why cannot you be
S 11“ ',-5-_5-:".1' me w'l:'ﬂ.k Rﬂd Ei-].].?. m?
d,” she said, raising her head
T omewhi !'I‘ﬂllrl:j:; ““put there is =a

'4s0n, one sufficient ‘to -separate us

forey
TeVer—aone that peither you nor any: |

% living mortal can ever know 1™
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Dr. Pitcher's Back-
gy ache  Kidney Tableta

from the
r ption of I
fina Pitcher (formerly
Professor of Materia
Medica and Genito-
Uri Diseases, Mich-
igan College of Medi-
cine, Detroit, Mich.,
U.8.A.), which he used
with wonderfal success

Thfy contain specific
flingredients not found
din any other kidney
remedy, and it is not
surprising, therefore,
I'.-hﬂ.t they make cures

proved al ﬂu::r
ineffectual. %

We would caution

ou in purchasing the

BN Tablets to see that the

M accompanying cut, prin-

ted in n ink, and

. * Dr. Pitcher’'s portrait

and signature, are printed on the package.

Befuse substitutes and imitations, as these

are sure to disappoint.

The price of the Tablets is 50c. a box,
or three boxes for $1.25, at all drugg.su,
or sent by mail by addressing she Dr.
Zina PltchBrCu Toronto, Ont.
#

‘*And you refuse to tell this rea-
con ? My father and yours are eag-
er for the match; I love you passion-
ately, and still you refuse. Maude,
vou never loved ine,”’ he said, bitter-
ly. Her pale sweet face was bent in
her hands now, and i.ug‘e toars fell
through her fingers. “Maude, you
will not be go cruel,” he said, with
gudden hope. “Only say I may hope
!'m' this dear hand.”

“No, no! Hope for nothing but
to forgct one SO miserable as 1 am.
0 Lord Ernest'! 1 will be your
friend—your sister, il 1 may; but I
Ci n never be vour wife.”

Maude, is there guilt, is there
crime counnected with this secret of
vours 7" he demanded.

Hhr.- rose to her lget impetuously.

““And vou think me capable of
crime, Lord Villiers ?2—of guilt that
.eeds concealment ?*" she said, with

}.ruud sCOIMN.
+you, Maude? No; sooner would

I believe an angel from Heaven guil-
ty of crime, than You. 0 Ln.::!y
AMaude ! must this secret, that 1n-
volves the happiness of my whole
life. remain hidden from me 7"

Her lum was very sad, as she re
plied: “Some day, my lord, I will
tell you all; but not now. Let us
part here, and lel tlus subject never
be renewed belwoen us. s

«One word, Maude—do you
me ?°°

o
me ! _

+“Now, why, ‘Tleaven forgive me ?
AMande ! vou will drive me mad ' Is
crime to love me, then o
*» che said, in her

love

do! 1do! Heaven forgive

it such =
“jn some it i3,

1-‘.}1":' wad voice. ok
«“And why, fairest saint ?

“Do not ask me, my lord. Let me
go. 1 am tired and sic’r, and very un-
happy. Dearest Ernest, ]r-mL me,
md never speak of this again.

“«As you will, Lady Maoude,””
said, turning he tughtlh AWAY.

Itut a light touch was laid on his
arm, and the sweet voice of Lady
Maude said: 1 have offended you,
my lord; pray forgive me."’

I mm not offended, Lady Maude
Percy: neither have 1 anything to
forgive,”” he said. *“You have reject-
ed me, nml 1 presume the matter ends
there.”

“*Buil you are offended. 0O Lord
Villiers, ii you knew how unhappy 1
am, YoL would mr;p;ne me the pain
1 h..i."'i-'ﬁ" caused you.

Her tone touched him, an{! taking
her hand gently, he said: *It is I
who should ask forgivencss, Lady
AMaude. Yes, I will accept the friend-
chip you offer, until such time as I
can claim a better reward. Not-
withstanding all you have said, I do
not despalr still.”

He pressed her
and was gone.

«Pxcuse me, your lordship,” insin-
uated a footman in his ear, “*but
there is an individual down stairs
who pursists in seeing the c:a.ﬂ and
won't take no for an answer.' '

“Who is it ?"" inquired Lord Vi

Hers, impatiently.

o e —— . —

“A gipsy, my lord,* a dEﬂpEl"l.tE
lt.:mla‘.mg old tramper, too.’

“What's that about gipsies ?"" sai¢
' the unceremonious little Miss Jern
yngham, passing at that moment
“you must know, I fairly dote or
g:ps;es ever since I saw that charm
ing young mau they are going 1c
transport.”’

“How I wish I were a gipsy !
sairl Lurd V;lhers, gavly, “for such
a reward.””

“Pray spare your pretity qpm‘hes
for Lady Maude Percy, my lord,’
lisped Miss Jernyngham; “but about
this gipsy—is it a man or a Wo-

man e .

‘A woman, miss, the; call her the
gli"-"'r (jueen, KElHI"ﬁ.

‘A gipsy queen ! oh, delightful 1™
cried the young lady; “‘my lord, w¢
must have her up. I insist on hav-
mg my fortune told.”

“y'our slave hears, but to obey,
aliss Jernyngham. Junsnn go and
I-rm*' the old lady up.’

‘feu. me lud,’”” said Jonson, hur

.m;_. off.

“‘George—George ! do come here,’
exclaimed the young lady, as her
I;rnthi,r pa.r-sed “] want you.’

What's all this about ?'" said the
guardsman. “Mv dear Clara, the
wav vou do get the steam up at a
moment’'s notice is nerfectly aston-
ishing. What can I do for you y il

‘Do you want to have your for-
tune told ?'°

jf ary good sybil would predict
for me a rich wife, who would pay
ny debts, and keep me provided with
kid gloves and cigars, 1 wnuldn"t. ob-
ject; but in any other case—"’

His speech was cut short by the
sudden appearance of the footman
with the gipsy gqueen, of whom he
seomed considerably afraid.

«] wish to sce Eari De Courcy,”
was ler abrupt demand.

he

hand to his lips

—
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**And we Wish our fortune told,
good mother,” said Lord Villiers,
my father will attecnd to you pres-
entiy.”’

“Your father !"" said the woman,
fixing her piercing eyes on his hand-
soine face, “‘then you are Lord Vil-
liers.""

“*You have guessed it.
the future in store for me ?"'

“Nothing good for your father’s
son,”” she hissed, “‘Give me your
hand."”

He extended it with a smile, and
she took it in hers, and peered into
it.”" Well, mother, what Las destiny
in store for me ?"

“*Much good or more evil. This
niht decides thy destiny; either thou
chalt be blest for life, or if the
scale Lurns against thee—then woe to
thee ! Stand aside—the earl ap-
pnmcheﬂi

A tail, dmtmgumhed looking man
of middle age approached, and look-
ed with grave surpllﬂu on this group
before him. “A word with you, lord
earl,’”” said the gipsy, confronting
him.

“‘Speak out, then.’

**|]¢t must be in pr:‘mtr:

““Who are you ?” said the earl,
surprlbetl and curious.

1 am called the gipsy queen, En-
tura,'” said the woman, drawing
self up.

““And whn.t do
wm]nn T

““] tell you 1 must Brmk in priv-
ate. Is your time so precious that
you caunot grant ten minutes of it
to me ?"" said the woman.

This way, then,”” said the earl, as
he turned and led the way across the
hall 1o a richly-furnished library.

Seating himsell in a softly-cushion-
ed lounging chair, he waited for his
singular visitor to begin,

you want of me,

CHAPTER 1V,

“Weil, madam ! I am waiting,"””
said the earl, after a pause.

“Lord ecarl, behold at thy feet a
mother who comes to plead for her
gson !"" said the strange woman, sink-
ing on ber knees at his feet.

“Madar:, I do not understand,"
said the earl, surprised, and feeling
himseli obliged, as il were, to use a
respectful form of address, by the
woman's commanding look.

"My son is in Yyour power ! my
darling, my only son ' my first-born!
Oh, spare him !"° said the woman
helding up her clasped hands.

“Your son ' Madam, I do not un-
derstand,”’ said the earl, knitting his
browe in perpiexity.

“You have condemned him to
transporiction ! And he is as inno-
cent of the crime as the angels in
heaven,”” cried the woman, in pas-
sionnie tones.

“Madam. I assure you, I do not
understand. Who is your son ?7°" said
the eari, more and more perplexed.

““You know him as Germaine, but
he is my son, Reginald—my only son!
Oh, my lord ! spare him !"" wildly
plearded the gipsy quecn.

“Mr.dam, rise."’

“Not untii you have pardoned my
son.

““That 1 will never do ! your son
has been found guilty of willful rob-
berv, aud has been very justly con-
demned. I can do pothing for him,"”
suid the earl, while his brow grew
dark.

““My lord, he is innocent !"" almost
shriecked the wretched woman.

“I do not believe it ! He has been
proven guilty,” said the earl, cold-
lv.

““It ie faise ' as false as the black
Learis of the perjurers who swore
against hin: ! He is innocent of his
crime, 23 innocent of it as thou art,
lord earl. O Earl De Courcy, as you
hope for pardon from God, pardon
him.™

“Madam, I command you to rise.”

““Never, never ! while my son is
in chains ' O my lord, you do not

know, hcw 1 have loved that boy !

I had no one else in the wide world
to love, not a drop of kindred blood
+an in any human heart but his. O
Lord De Courcy, I have suffered cold
and hunger, and thirst, and hard-
ship, that he might never want ; I
have toiled for him night and day,
that he might never feel pain; I have
stooped to actions I loathed, that
he might be havpy and free irom
guilt. And, when he grew older. I
gave himu up, though it was Jike
rending soul and body apart. 1 sent
him away, I sent him to school with
the money that years of unceasing
toil had enabled me to save. I sent
him to be educated with gentlemmn.

I never came near him, lest any one
should suspect his mother was &
gipsy. For tweunty-three years, my
life has been one long dream of him,
sleeping or waking, in guffering and
trial, the thought that he was near
me gave joy and strength. And now
he is condemned for life—condemned
to & far off land, among convicts and
felons, where 1 will never see him
again ! 0O Leord De Courcy ! mercy,
mercy for my son !"

A spasm of pain passed over the
face of the earl; but he answered,

-~ MILBURN’S
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What has

sternly: “"Woman, your son s guuLy.
I cannot pardon him !"

“lJe is not guilty ! Perish the
sou] so base as to believe such a
falschood of my h boy !"*
eried the gipsy. * He, my proud,
glorious, Kkingly-hearted Reginald,
stoop to such a crime ! Oh! sooner
could the angels themselves be guilty
of it than he 1"

““Woiwan, you rave !
tell you, rise.""

“pPardon, pardon for my son 1"

‘*Madam, I cannot. 1 pity you.
Heaven knows I dn but he is ;uiltj
and must suffer.”

() my God ! how shall I mnﬂrrnl
him ?'* cried the wretched woman,
wringing her bands in wildest des-
pair. 0 Earl de Courcy, you, too,
have a son, handsome, gallant and
noble, the prh.h- of your old age, the
last scion of your proud race ! For
his sake, for the sake of your som,
pardon mine !"’

“Once more I tell you, I cannot.
Your son is condemned; to-morrow
his senlence will be executed, n.nd I
have no power to avert it.
madam, though 1 pity you dn-rpl:.n
must again say he descrves it Your
son deserves his fate; all the more
so: for his ingratitude to you, after
all yvou have done for him. I dﬁeplr
pity you; as Heaven hears me,
do 1"

“‘Oh then, for my sake, if there is
one spark of pity for me in :,rnur
heart. do not kill me! For,

e Courcy, it will be a double mur—
der, his death nnd mine, if this sen-
tnnfc 18 executed.’

‘I'he law must take its course; I
cannot prevent it, and once more,
madame, I beseech you to rise. You
shou!d kneel to God alone.””

“Goa would forgive him, had I
plended to him thus; but you, Liger-
heart, you will not [** shricked the
woraan. ‘O lord earl, 1 have never
knelt to God or man before; and to
have my petitions spurpned now !
You hold my life in the hollow of
your hand, and you will not grant
it v**

“T teil you I cannot.”™

“You can—you can ! It is in your
power ! You are great and rich, and
powerful, and can have his sentence
annulled. By your soul's salvation,
by your hopes of heaven, by your

Once again I

t mother’s grave, by Ilim whom Yyou

worship, 1 conjure you to save my
son 1™

A fearful sight was that despair-
maddened woman, as she kneit at
itha stern earl’s feet, her very voice
sharp with inward agony.

He shaded his eyes with his hands
to keep out the pitiful sight; but his
stern, determined look passed not
away. His face secmed hardened
with iron, despite the deep pity of
his bheart.

“You are yielding ! He will yet
be saved ! Oh, 1 knew that iron-
heart would soften !"" she cried out,
takirg hope from his silence.

““ My poor woman, you deceive
yoursell. I can do nothing for your |
son."”" said the earl.

“What ? Do you "ll refuse 7 Oh,
it canrot be! 1 am going mad, I
thipk ! Tcli me—tell me that my
son will live !""

“*“Woman, I have no power over
your son's life.””

“Oh, you have—you have ! Do you
think he could live one single day
among those with whom you would
gsend hiza ? As you hope for pardon,
pard¢n my son !

“1¢. is ali in vain.

““You refuse 2"

“*I do. tise !

With the bound
she sprang to her
tigress robbed of her young, she
stood beflore hin. Fven the orn
earl drew back in dismay.

“Then, heart of steel, hear e ™'
gshe caajed, in a voice terrific in its
very depth of despair. “"From this
moment I vow, belore God, to de-
vote my whole life to revenge on
vou ! Living, may ruin, misery, and
despair, equal to mine, be Your por-
tion: dead, may you never rest in
the earth you sprung from ! And
when, standing before the judgment
seat of God, you sue for parcon,
may he hurl your miserable soul
back to perdition for an answer !
May my curse descend to your child-
ren and children’s children for ever !
May cvery ciarthly and eternal evil
follow u wronged mother’s curse 1™’

Appalled, horrified, the iron earl
shrank back from that convulsed,
terrific face—Lhat face of a fiend, and
not of mortal woman. A momentl
after, when he roised his head, be
was alone, and the gipsy, Ketura,
was gone., Whither ?

Itise, madam."’
of a wild heast,
fezt, and like a

Bl

CHAPTER V,

That same night—three hours Iat-
er. in a nurow, dark, noisome eell,
with grated window and jron-barred
door, with one fliskering,

lamp lighting its tomb-like darkness, and
One of these |footwear in the market arriving

sat two young men.
was & vouth of threeand-twenty ;
tall and slender, with a dark com-
plexion; & strikingly-handsome face ;
a daring, reckless air, and an ex-
pression of mingled scorn, hatred,
defipnce, and fierceness in face. There
were fetters on his wrists and ankles
and he wore the dress of a condemn-
ed felon.

Dy his side sat Lord Ernest Vil-
liers—his handsome face looking
decply sad and grave.

«And this is all, Germaine 7'*
said, sorrowflully. ”En.n I do
thing at ali for you ?*’

““Nothing. What do you think I
want ? Is not the government go-
ing to clothe, feed, and provide for
me during the remainder of my life?
Why, man, do you think me unrea-
gonable 2 He laughed a bitter,
mocking laugh, terrible to hear.

sQermaine, Xeaven knows, if I
could do anything for you, I Wuu'[d!"
said Lord Villiers, excitedly. ** My

father belicves you guilty, and I can
do nothing. But remember that you
leave one in Et:g‘ln.nﬂ who still be-
licves you innocent.”™

““Ihank you, Villiers. There is an-
other, too, who, I think, will hard-
ly I:-:Hern 1 have taken to petty pil-
father and the rest of

no-

'themagnnlﬂuithﬂlnndmﬂﬂmn—

trary, notwithstanding."

“Who is thct, Germaine 7°

IHHE !l‘

“Where is n!:uu? Can 1 hrin: her
to you 2" said Lord Villiers, start-

(Coatinued on page 4.)

A Few Useful Hints fo make selections easy :
WA T'CHES —Ladies’, Men’s, Girls’, Boys’, from $2.75 to $100.00
CHAINS to go with them from $1 to $30-

Bracelets, Brooches, Scarf Pins, Lockets, Rngs. We wish particular |
ly to show you our rings.

|

uncertain JErous a patmnige

SILVERWARE—Nine out of every ten customers want something in
this line that wﬂlid;sttfmm ‘tth::u $4 or §5—not more, and it will
give you new 0 see many elegant thmgs we have
selected this year to fill that want. we have ev

necessaay for table use from a full Tea Sett to a small Salt

VISITORS ALWAYS WELCOME

BRITON BROS, Jewellers xon: <t

The Hing of Ranges— “BUCH'S HAFPY THOUGHT™

@
One Hundred and Fifty Thousand Canadian Women

have decrdc-i for

The “Happy Thought”
Range.

Common Ranges were not good enough—why should they be for you?

Don't be imposed on by
“just as good”™ talk. The
construction of The “Happy
Thought”’ is patented, its
design registered, it is totally
different in every respect to any
other. There is mome like it.
There can be none so good. If
you only kmew the time, the
trouble, the labor it would save
you, how little fuel it nuses, you
would not be one single day without one.

% The WM. BUCH STOVE CO. Hmtter,

Boxall & Matthie

=

GILLESPIE & CO.

CHANGE OF MANAGEMENT.
The Old Gome Out—The New Come Im

We thank the public for their liberal and increasing patronage during the
past 18 motnhs and trust that they will continue to give n the future as gen-
as in the past. Oeurnew manager has youth, experieace

on his side; give him a trial.  Heavy ments ufﬂnwry best
daily. Just placed, a large order with the

Walker Whitmn Co. of Boston for their Famous G:nilemsn's Shoes.

M. J. GILLESPIE

Manager

e
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39 ARy & ‘Wetherup

Sole Representative of
Risch Pianos and Pianolas, whole-

cale and retafl dealer ia PIANOS
aod ORGANS, .




