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LINDSAY, FRIDAY, MARCH 3, 1899.

Ledy Stalland’s
Piamond.

(Continued from lasi week.)

He took the diamond [rowm its hiding-
place, and gazed at it with eyes of
loathing and despair. Its value in
thonsands was nothing to hLim. How
gladly wouid he have signed a cheque !
for the fult amount, or for any amount
if by doing so he might bave released
himwelf from this painful and danger-
eus dilemma! How cheerfuily would
»e have hurled the sparkling stone into
the mazes of the shrubbery, if thai
would have enabled him to sieep once
more in peace! Buot he must keep it
mow, though its possessiol mus: in-
evitably bring him to confusion. What
a conspiracy of circumstances 1t was! |

Circumstances! He smiled bitterly
a6 he remembered a remark of his own
enly yesterday at dinner to Mrs. Dig-
»y. He had sternly set his fool upon
the suggestion that circumstances
skould be considered in the case of an- |
sther—yes, another criminal; and the
irony of fate had decreed that he
shou!d have uttered those fop!:sh words
while Lady Stalland's diamond lay
sougly in his pocket. How Lbe gois |
must have laughed at that moment:

He walked on, passing the lodge
gates and taking the road that led
away from the village of Stalling. The |
san had gone down hall an houar be-
fere, and the dusk of a summ=r even-
itg was stealing on. Without him all !
wss peacefuc und tranquil, withn, |
there wus 2 conflict of fear, seif-cen- |
sure, self-contempt. H> wenl oD for
an hour, and then, warned by the ap-
proaching darkness, retraced his steps.

Instead of going directly up the drive
to the hous>, be turned inlo the shrub-
bery, intending to take that way as a
more pleasant one. By this mweqmnt,
he came suddenly face to face with a
person who was lingering amang the
inurels.

The bishop was naturally startled by
the unexpectsd appearance. Nor was
be relieved to find Mr. Fitchett before

him.
“Abh " be said, with assumed careless-
ness’ “Taking the air, 1 suppose”
“Yes, lord,” answered Lhe detec-
tive, to w ihe encounter was
equally unwelcome. “It is a beautilnl

& t"l‘l
mﬁ bishop made an abrupt, yet
bold resolve. The germ of the idea had
eccurred to him during his walk, but it
bad not taken definite shape. Now it
ssemed to form itself, and here was
the chance to executs il.

“Yes," bhe assented. “But, by the
way. | was just thinking of you, Mr
Fitchett. 1 should like to have a few
words wilth you." _ ;

“Certainly, my lord,” said the officer,
with great readiness. "1 am entirely
at your service.”

He torned immediately, and they
wenl on together. After a few mo-
ments’ consideration, the bishop be-
gan, in an easy and casual manner:

“What 1 wish to say is concerned
with your business here. I'erhaps you
are aware Mr. Fitcbett, that Sir Ed-
ward Stalland has in his service 1 min
samed Martin, who was formerly at
the palace. DI'erhaps you have seen
him bhere I X

“] know that there is a man ol that
pame in Lhe house, my lord,” answered
the inspector, with great caution. “But
I have not seen him. Sir Edward fur-
mnished me with a list of all his ser-
'““-u :

“Of course,” said the bishop, “of
sourse. But you will recognize t.hml

man when you see him. You will alsa
remember, | dare say, that bhe wns dis-
charged from my service for being un-
trastworthy." :

The inspector could not understand
such a bland confidence as this. His
small bine eys became harder and
more intent, his face more eXpress:on-
less than ever. What was it leading
tof

“The reason why I mentioned this,”
continued the Dbishop, “is simple
enough. Finding Martin here, and
knowing of that past incident, you may
be disposed, and very lnatun_uﬂr, to re- |
gard him with suspicion. Now, Ihap-
pen to know that since be left my
service, this man bas become a bet-

tar man. I believe him to be npow
thoroughly honest, thoroughly  reli-
able.” .

“Opce a thief, always a thief,” said
the inspector, with conviction; but be
said it mentally and not orally, while
his manner to the bishop was as
bhumbly courteous as before. =

“] have so great confidence in him,’
his lordship resumed, “that I feel posi-

tive of his innocence in this affair of
the lost diamond. In fact, I shall bave
po hesitation whatever in asking him
to r?turn to his o'd place at the r1:ml-

“Your lordship is very good,” Mr.
Fitchett murmured admiringly ; but his
head was bent and his hard eyes al-
most closed. With him, a drooping of
the evelids signified concentration of
thought. ; : o

“Not at all,” said the bishop, "neot at
all. But 1 do pot think that a mans
sing'e fault should be allowed te pur-
sue him and spoil hisglife, if a word n
season can prevent it. There you
have my opinien, Mr. Fitchett, what-
ever it may be worth.” : )

“Thank you, my lord,” said the in-
spector very smoothly. “It is extreme-

good of you to take this trouble.
there is some one COMINE. kind |

der of the
hett had

‘ to his place at Hexminster.

'a look’ at ths man at once.

mt}: Eniar[%n s mis -'E-.f..."" i

:i:t' safe now, for 8 time ut Je
and befo thndf__ginn d expired |
would have made e e bl

tO- MOrTOW
home, writing that letter to Stalland.

The inspector did not follow the
bishop at once. He stood among the
laurels [or some time, the
conversation which had just ended, and {
trying to discover how it bore upon the
case. In about five minutes ha had
fitted it micely into the framework of
his theories. ; :

“Martin, my friend,” be said to him-
self, “you are a little smarter than I
thought. You have managed to get
round our gool bishop, and got him to
make things easy for you. IL was a
good idea—a very gool one indeed .

The inspector’s conclusion Wwas a
very natural one. On his arrival at
Stalland House, Sir Edward had in-
formed him thoroughly as to all the
circumstances of the case. In addition
to this, he bad, perhaps unconsciously
communicated, to him his own suspic-
ions, which lay in the direction ol Mar-
tin. The detective perceived that they
were not without reasoa ; and when he
had learnt that the foolman was an
old acquaintance with a clouded rec-
ord, he adopted them without hesita-
tion.

“This Martin,” he bad asked care-

| lessly, “where did he come from last?”

“From the Counteas of Jerbourg’s,”
answered Sir Edward. “We did not in-
quire as to his previous place.”

Mr. Fitchett had made a mental note
there. Footmen are apt to boast of
their previous situations; but Mnartio
had evidently been silent with regard
A palaca
is nothing to be ashamead of, either.

“He is not in the bouss now,'” Sir
Edward continuwed. “I t.hcnup"ht it well
that he should not kngw o your ar-
rival, and therefore sent him out.”

The inspector had approved of thia
movement as a goodl ole, greatly to
th* baronet’s satisfactian. Th:oxr: was,
of course, the danger that Martin
might find some epportunity of part-
ing with the diamond before he re-
tarned, but it was not a serious dan-
ger. One would scarcely be likely 1o

- dispose of a ten-thousand-pound jewel

on a Sunday evenming in a quiet
country place.

“It's hidden, I expect, somewhere
about the houss,” thought Mr. Fitch-
ett,, basing his decision upon a long
experience. At any rats, I must get
If bhe's
the one I fancy, well, things are likely
to get straight very soon.”

After clearing up every point which
seemed in the slightest degree hazy, he
had inquired the probable time of

| Martin's return, and had decided to
. get a quiet look at him frowy

the
shrubbery as he came in. Then had
followed his meeting with the bishop,
and its interesting results.

It was Mr. Fitchett’s opinion that
ciergym~n and minsters were among
the most gullible of all earth’s creat-
ures, and he did not doubt that the
bigshop was like the others of his cloth.
He rewgarded him now with a great
dea. of contempt, a little admiratioa
a fair amount of pity. .
“You are a good man, my lord,” he
murmured, with a curious smile, as bhe
made h's way back to the bouse build-
ingse—"you are a i man, but you
are very soft. As for you, friend Mar-
tin. your game is up. You managed
the bishop right enough, but you
never thought of Fitchett. Wait un-

With thes: pleasant reflections, the
inspector amused himself until he had
reached a small French window,
which bad been left open for his use. ,
Five minutes later he was enjoying an
excellent cigar in Sir Edward’s study, |
and completing his plans for the mor-

THW.
. CHAPTER V.

quality ; hie conduct in a crisis the
standard ol his value."

tiently. Mr. Dallis logked up from
paper and smiled. They were both
sitti on one a: the lawn seats.
_t“w t is the matter 7" be asked. “Is
l ¥y

very .
“It is absurd,” said the bishop. “Ab-
surd—inane! It is time to restrict this |
man's outpat ;" and rising hastily, be
stepped into the drawing-room to re-
place the volume upon a table.

Commander Digby, as usual, was
there, and looked up as he entered.
The bishop gave him a glance of doubt :
and questioning, not unmingled with '
a little curious but pardonable resent-
ment. He remembered that this fel-
low-guest had checked his plans more
than once Ly his apparent desire to
lounge in that corner chair as often
and as long as he possibly could. Such
conduct seemed utterly thoughtleas
and unreasonable, :

But now the commander rose with
a little gesture of relief.

“1 give it up,” be said lazily.
afraid it won't work.™

“What do you mean!” asked the
bishop, in natural surprise.

“Mw little plan or rather my theory,
answered Commander Digby. "It's
about that diamond.”

“Oh, indeed !"

The commander proceeded to ex- |
plain. “I'll tell you how it is," he said;
it's a rather curious case, because you
are in it yourself. Do you know, I
bhave an idea that Lady Stalland’s dia-
mond was picked up by one ol the ser-
vants."

“Indeed I" said the bishop again. He
was looking out through the window
with no sign of particular interest.

“Yes. Ignorance and sudden temp-
tation, you know—just as I suggested
at the dinner-table when the loss was
discovered. But an idea occurred to
me yesterda} morning while I was
dressing, and it was this: If one of
the servants took the stone, she would
probably socon ret the theft. As
soon as she reali its value, and as
soon as the lois was discovered, he
would be frightened, and would begin
to wish she badn't touched it. Then
ber one thnuqht would be—— What
o hide 1t s

“To hide it,” suggested the bishap,
deceitfully ; for he saw what was com-

nI‘ am

“Not at all—not at all. Her ooe
thought would be to return it to the
apot from which she had taken it. I
am presum’ng you observe, that it
was one of Lthose silly women. No man
would do such a mad thing."

The b shop nodded I.grﬁemant.

“As soon as I thought af this,"” con-
tinved ths commander, “I determined '
to work it out. I came down early yes-
terday morning—you were down only
just beforeé me, if you recollect—almo:t
expecting to find the diamond some-
where on the flogr. It was not there,
80 I concluded that the woman had net
yet had a chance to replace it. I cal-
culated, however, that she would hang
about the drawing-room until she

found her unity, and that until

any other person.
something after the sityle of %‘h moth

{ watch faces,

and the candle,

til the morning, and you'll see him!™ | curious conduct.

; . | :
The bishop closed the book ]mﬂ;:w“ Fitchett !

! companion took place at a si

yourse said the

“Dear me!" exclaimed the 18
“Dear me, how very remarkable !" and
he looked suitably startled and ‘m-
pressed. What a deceitful bishop. he
had bhecome since Supday. . -

“Yes,” proceeded Commander Digby,
rising from his chair. “You have come
into this room exactly twenty-three
times since yesterday morning. As for
the servanis, why not one ol them
has acted a bit suspiciously, and it
is evident that my theory was weak
pomewhere. Pl give up detective
work after this.”

The bishop smiled. If Lhe com-
mander’s eye had been nearly as keen
as his theory, be must bave noticed the
sickliness of that amile ; but he did not
notice, and in a moment more had
passed out to jon Mr. Dallis oo the

lawn. -

The bishop was glad to see him go,
for he was plainly a dangerous man.
Standing alone on the bhearth-rug, he
wondered how many more threads he
had yet tc come upon in this tangled
!-kl‘i.l:l.. i '

It was now Monday morning, and
he was looking forward with feverish
eagerness to the hour of his departare.
As far as be was aware, no fresh
movement had yet taken place. Sir
Edward had said nothing at breakfast,
and Mr. Filchett was invisible. Things
were quiet and he began to think that
they would remain in that state until
be could settle them. His letter lLo-
morrow morning would do it. ~

He bad passed anolbher mserable
night—a night such as he had often
read of but never experienced before
As the hours had followed one another
his self-scorn had magnified his fault
into something quite unlike  itself.
His old assurance, his self-confidense,
had vanished uttarly with his self-re-
gpect. +He had learned thal he was
nothing better than a contemptibly
weak mortal, do'ng wrong because he
dreaded the opinioas ol his fellow-men
He was not Saturday's Bishop of llex-
m nater, but some other feeble and an-
worthy creature who had, in a myste-
ricus way, found himself in lawn.

&0 he mused now, standing on the
rug where all his troubles had com-
menced, and looking vacantly at the
bronzes o2 the mantle-piece. But
sudden!y bis glance fell upon a mirror
which reflected the portions of the
room behind him, and the region of the
door: and he saw that soms one wnas
watching him from the doorway.

Al first, he was naturally startled,
but had the presance of mind not to
look round. He examined ths faes ef
the watcher carefully, and saw that it
was the face of a woman — a young
woman. Something, partiy memory,
partly intuition, told him that it was
the face of little Mis: Connmie's nurse.

In another moment he saw more.
The expression on the girl's face was
not the express.oa o ons who watches
as a spy. Troe, there was a certun
furtivensss about it, and shs evidently

.did not intend to be ssen; but that

was not all. There was a great deal
of anxiety in the manner of her gaze,

as though she wishad, almost as much
as she feared, Lo attract attention ; and,
above all; there was a look o eager

appeal not for a moment to be mis-
taken.

Still watching, motionless, the bish-
op tried to imagine a reaso: for this
She wanted some-
thing ; that was clear enough. That
bher want was in soms way connected
with himself seemed equally clear. She
was on very gool terms with Martin,
as he knew. Ah, yes—Martin!

The bishop gave a start, as o berrible

suggestion cam= to his mind, and the
face vanished abruptly from the door-

way. The hous=, be now noticed, was
unusually quiet; but it was a quiet

“Circumstance is the test of a m'. wheh had in it n hint of impending

Where was BSir Edward?
Stalland?  Where
reached the door in
three strides, just in time to bear light
footsteps bastening down one of the
farther corridors.

He slood for & moment irresolute.
Then the second footman bappened to
eme from the dining-room.
“Where is Martin,?" asked the bish-

lord.™
Ils your master

danger.;
Where was

op.
“In the library, m'}'

“Who s with bhim
there 1" :

“Yes, my lord ; and bher ladyship, and
the strange gentleman.”

“Thank you,” said the bishop; and
the second footman, dismissed, went his
Wiy, wondering. .

The bishop stood in the ball for sev-
eral’ momenis longer, and then pro-
ceeded to the library, On bis way, be
was obliged to pass the stairs and ooe
who was s'owly descending greeted his
appearance with a ery ol recognit on:

“0Oh, there's my wobber !™

The bishop looked up. This time the
child's greeting cau him no tremor.

“Wﬂ:rtg:ur i cried, “have you seen
nursie! 1'se loat her.™

He remembered the face at the draw-
ing-room door. “Yes, my dear,” bhe
said, *“I think she is down here.” And
he prepared to pass on. i

But there was something still to be
gaid. ‘The child was now on the fourth
step, looking full into his face. What
she read , with the marvellous
and unreasoning perception of child-
hood, must have produnced her next
question : 1

“Is the game finished, wobber? Is it
over? And you are go.ng to give up
the diamond you w -

The question was cruel, heartless, al-
most triomphant ; but the face of the
questioner was full of sun and laugh-
ter. kThE hﬂppdwtr;d mildly, yet
speaki wi ifficulty :

“f tl?lzlk 80, my dear—I think so—I

fear so." g
“In  the lib'wy?" asked Connie.
“Where papa is? Then I['se coming
with you.” And before he could pro-
test or object, she had descended the
remaining steps and had taken him
by the band. Half-unwillingly be
submitted and they went on ther.
In the library Sir Edward Stalland
sat at the writing table with his back
to Lthe door. At I:il.ﬁ{:tstvﬂl‘d:
Stalland, and before him, with the
table between, Martin, the footman.
Inspector Fitcheit was also there.

The entrance of the bishop and lhia
Ar,

point in the proceedings. Sir E d
bad just asked a question.

“So you refuse to speak, Martinf®
You have nothing ‘more to say.1"”

It was a final guestion, and Martlin
had answered it finally:

“Nothing, Sir Edward.”

A pause had followed—a pause curi-
ously suggestive of a deadlozk. It
was during the pauses that the pew-
comers entered. Their wum WS
received by Lady Stall with a sigh
of relief, and Sir Edward evidently
shared her amotion. Martin's obstinate
features relaxed a little, but the in-
spector made no n.

“Oh, my dear ) cried Lady
Stalland, “I am glad you have come in!
:Ih:l:l;ﬂil a moat ﬁrhnﬂli:.‘*

bishop inc bead grave-
ly, and looked at Sir Edward. "“Can

) you know.
I resolved to keep a gool lookout
in

much as - Io

scarcely left the place fo
except when I was bound

when there was somenoe else here.™

N Y e,
+ o,

“We have been questioning

CASTORIA

=L SR T

diamond. He refuses to an-
“Yes' or ‘No'," interposed

the exception of who was
rise, every one seemed distinotly un-
Enmfnrubli. Sir Edward and Lady
Stalland waited for the bishop's opin-
ion. and wendered at h’'s sternness and
pallor ; while Martin hung bis head
low. But the most troubled of the
whole group was prabably Inspector
FEF s thi ng awry with
or some was

bhis plans. . When rtin had been
called in a few minutes before—when
the footman had found himsalf face
to face with h's old acquaintance —
everything had wseemsd to be going
right enough. Th® min's amaz:-ment,
h's dismay, his evident guilt and fear
had gladdened the olficer’s heart with
rospecls of speedy success. Then Sir
%dmrd had asked the fellow a ques-
tion, and a check bad taken place at

onoce.

He had never expected a refusal to
answer. Denial would bave been
mnatural, and be had been fully prepar-
ed to hear a long tissue ol [alseboods
and protestations. He had been still
more prepared to witness a collapse,
a confess'on, and a pitiful appeal for
mercy. But silence might mean any-
thing, and he did mot forget that Lhe
whole of the evidence was purely cir-
cumstantial. He watch>d the faces and
waited, his small biue eyes half closed.

“Of courses,” said Sir Edwnard, "since
he refusea to spedk, 1 have only one
thing to do. There is no alternative.”
The next remark came from  the
most unlikely quarter. It was spoken
in a small voice, full of indigeant sur-

Prga He

“But Martin isn't a wolber.
isa't a hit of a wobber!”

“Ha!" said Ilnspector Fitchelt Lo
himself : “what is thsT" Lady Stal-
land frowned at the child, and Sir Ed-
ward turned impatiently. Seeing, how-
ever, that she beld ths bishops hand,
he said nothing. It was the bishop who
silenced bher by a whisper of “Hush!™
The oithers had been surprised at her
remark, but be had been alarmed.

He had com~ (o setile this matter
himself, and sbe must not do it for
him In Martin's face he saw that the
game was not yet really over — that
the man was prepared to keep silence.
He would keep a'lence, at least, antil
to morrow, when ail would be set to
rights. But the bishop had brushed
the thought as'de with contempt. He
WHE i @10 once more.

Hs emotions of the night had cul-
minated in a sudden revival of his
fugitive courage. Face to [ace with
ths cris’s in affairs, he became h: mse!f
again. M riic'sesn'u t was a reveli-
tion, and the revelaton a st mulant,
While his weakneas has been without
hurt to others bhe had induolged it;
had allowed it to lead him into doubtful
places, into evasions, shufflings, al-
most into baseness. Now be saw an-
other man accused in his stead, and
it was anoiher matier. So Lbhere was
something heroic in the way in which
be faced the group and prepared Lo
own his error. In spite of his ‘pallor,
be had never been so like a bisbop, ro
like a man.

“I am parry,” he began—"1 am sorry
that Martin should bave been sus
pected in connection with the loss of
the diamond. It is a great mistake."

He paused, to allow his words to
have their full effect. Inapector Fitch-
ott heard them with growing uneasi-
ness, the othars with surprise. Martin
looked up in breathless anxiety. But
at that critical moment there came a
slow tap, tap, tep from the edge of the
table where the bishop stood, and Miss
Connie was beard to count in a loud
whisper, “One, two, three!" '
The bishop beard, ‘but did not lonk
down. He had more to say, and lost
no Lime.

“I have already told Inapector F.tch-
ett,” he said, with a stern glance at the
officer, “that I have every coafidence
in Martin's integrity, despite what ooc-
carred a few years ago. [ have the
very highest reasons for this coafi-
dence.”

Tap, tap, tap—"Four, five, six," M ss
Connie counted, in quiet disdain o all
that was passing. And there the bish-
op paused, exactly on the verge ol his
fession. The others were looking at
him no Jonger—all eyes were upon the
child at his side.

He looked down. On the edge ol the
table were aix pieces of glass. At the
same instant she raised her eyes trinm-
pbantly — the child who bhad placed
them there. |,

“You wobbed one o' my diamonds,”
she said ; “but I bad six all the time.
I found one more oa the carpet!™

The pallor of the bishop's face seemed
to deepen as the last words were horne
in upon his understanding. His lips

first at tbe articles on the table, then
at the countenances of those around
him. Mr. Fitchett's sayes wers wide
open for oace, and the word he uttered
was short and sharp. Martin's expres-
sion was one ol astonishment, and so
was Lady Stalland's. But Sir Edward,
with an exclamation quite as abr as
the detective's, picked up one the
six glass diamonds and gaszed at it
fixedly.

There was a bLriel pause. The ob-
ject Sir Edward was smaller than the
other five, but it gleamed with tenfeld
lustire. . :

““‘What is itT g the bLiahop. “Is
it the—s it the—="" . .

“Yes," said Sir Edward, ﬁumtlr; “it
is. Itis the lost diamond.

To the bishop's gaze the faces around
him were hazy at that moment. He
gripped the edge of the table to steady
himeel{. His companions an o
apeak, exc.ted'y, wond= ly ; but h-
did not bear what they said. He was
recalling the incidents of Saturday
night, the words of the child, the find-
ing of the diamond, and the truth was
coming bome to him—the real truth
this time. Had he been mistakea all
along? Had be suffered all Lbose
agonies needlessiy ! Could it be poss-
iblef ;

Slowly he took {rom its place of con-
cea'ment the other diamoad—the ome
he had found. . With a sickly smile, he
laid it down bes'de the others. It was
exactly like them. Then be looked at
M.a« Connie. :

“That's my dinmond,” abe said, nod-
ding complete understanding.
“That’s my diamond. You've been a
make-believe wobber ever since Sat-
urday ; but now the gam= is over ;" and

with every sign of satisfaction

ln% de s
es, WaE OVer.
bishop nmﬁ. The child's
were quite true. He had only been a
make-believe robber® after all. But
what a terrible game it had been! He
had been playing in dead earnest. .
Half an hour later, Inspector Fitch-

Again the
words

gazing at ber elders in wide-eyed sur- | had not dared to

were parted, and he stared vacantly,

she gathered up her toys in her chubby
hands,

“whidh followed it indicated that |

thars haltbeen & change, E 3
] in."” be said, kindly, a8

.-__I l-.._ up, HI h“ : = i-
‘what you to’d me oa Saturday even-
ing. Your words gave me great pleas-
ure, and I shall glad to try you
once Imore Ln my OWN service.

“Yes, my lord,” said Martin, humbly,

he d discovered the injustioe

: loag . With | Sj ove
There mm&:;ﬂ C iﬁ‘m - “o° h's lat= suspic o018 th: poe- fellow

lao’t his lordship in
the face.

“Ag it happens,” the bishop contin-
ued, "my butler, Gannet, will be leav-
ing at the end of the quarter. If you

think you could take h's vlice you |
may write to me in & day or two. 1 |
have mentioned the matter fo Lady |

Stalland already.” :

And with tbat the bishop passed on.
Martin stood still thinking il over, and
the more bhe thought ol it the mors as-
tonishbed be becames. Why, the butler
at the palace had & houss ull to him-
pelf. A bouse, of course, meant a wile
to keep it; and a wife—— But when
his meditations had reached that point
he hurried away to find Miss Connie's
nurse. s,

The otber interview indigating a
change in (he biabh toox place at
lunch. The storyof diamead had,
of course, to be reto'd, and Sir Edward
concluded th: tale with an expression
of surprise.

“What puzzles me.,"” he said, "is Mar-
tin's silence. 1 can’'t imagine why he
should hawe reflused to answer tLhe
question I him."

“Abh " maid Commander Dighy. v
shouldn't trguble t that.
the man was b nd some people
when they feel insulted.

L
ﬁ m in Fitchett's black

mee | {

]mh I“ : (1] )
The eomﬂh suggestion was

generally considered satisfaclory, and
the matter dropped. Mrs. Dighy, who
wans again Lhe bisbop's peighbeor, then
torned to anolher subject.

“By the way," she began, “you re-
member the cas~ we were speaking of
the other night. That man bas been
hrought before the magsirates.”

The b'shop remembered wvery well.
“Indeed! Le said. “What was the re-
sult 1™

“He reserved his defence,”
Mrs Digby, “and he hinted that he
was the victim of circumstances. Of
course Lhat's all nonsense, 4s you saud
on Saturday. Circumstances, indeed!™
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It was a minute or more before the
b.shop replied. “Hem !" be savd, siow-

Iy Lat cleariy. “J huve been thinking
over that remark, and bave slightly
changed my opinion. If Lhe man pleads
circamstances, | shail be incuned to
wait a little. Circumsiances, yoo
krow, my dear Mrs Dighy—-—"

“Yes'" murmured the ladv, =%
raused. “Clrcumstances— —"

“Often siler cases,”™
cluded, calmliy.

It seemed a very irile, a very aged

he

the ushnp ocon-

remark ; yot, when be held i ap lo

citicam bhe saw that bhe couid nol have

sa'd anything more represenlative qu

h'a own changed, enlightened views.
Mrs Digby subsided inlo wonderiog
silence, entering the lasl remsrk in
ber mental note-book for fulure use.
How bmad-m nded the dear bshoD
was '
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As 1 have
words, the Bishop
for bhs

suid Tm other
of Hexm'nster (=
sympalhy with the

ile ia always ready w cob-

famous
1‘] failings of his fellow-men,
% s relpetanoe to judge them

slder (he argument of circimsiances
bul even his most intimale [riends can- |

not guess that this is because eireum-

stances on one occas.on made him al- |

wosl a criminal, and showed him In
h's own conducl the belplessness and

the weakness of even the mosL apright |

of men and bishopse. His admirers do
not know this, and probably will net
credit the stuty when they read it ; but

the bishop's own cbaracter, in its an- |

creassd charm and attractiveness<, s
the best possibie evidemos n his short
and unhappy connection with Lady
Stalland's diamond.
The End.
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MEN AND WOMEN GOSSIPS.

A Criticism pot Intended for Lindeay
People. but Which Will Probably

Apply to a humber of Ferrons ID
Bvery Uther Town n and Village.

The Winnipeg Free I'ress has aclev-

er lady writer on its staff, and in a
recent issue she scored men and woinen

goasips as fo.lows :

At botel roiundas, in bar roems, un- |
der awnings, on store counters, every- |

where the gossiping old Nooile is |

found ; be is always cracking jokes and
maki a merry old Ass of bimself
generally; He s the father of ygirls
of his own, yet whose daughter is safe
from his busy and biting touguel He
is the busband of a sweet little wife at
bome, vet whose wife's repulatien is
safe from his mean insinuations! He
is the brother of a lovely girl, yet
whoee sister is safe from his soeaking
invendos? Come off the perch, my
old Gossip! Give up this tattle-tattle

between whiffs! pull down the blind |

of your gay haunts; keep quiet, be
mum, weé women know you—we under-

s'and your mean-and-insing t ng-stale '

smiles, we know and we—sometimes

love and marry you, but we—always |

despise you. _ .-

And as to the ladiesi ‘Wouldn't it
make the godi-Wweep to hear Lwo wo-
men put in three"hours of 3 June after-
nn;: or aJd Ty &f. ttl!:aing each
olher “thi Y L rrowi
over l.llﬂ ‘that had hu:ﬁ
plo aod Jsand reaped and
garnerdd and sown again with the
best intentjon in the world? How
delightiul to be giving whole reams
of the morping's raw with Betsy Jane
over the ironing in which you impart
to Mirp. Talker the fact that “she ac-
tually stood there—slool their right
before me, Mirs. Talker, stood there and
when | seid, Betsy-Jane-do-you-call-
that-table-cloth-fit-to-lay-on my tablef
she act —and, obh, Mrs. Talker,
didn't I mant 4o, slap the hussy's face,
I was 50 mad—ehe says: :

“I didn't know the irons was =0 het,’
says she. Didn't know the irons were

hot emough to scorch the whole side, |

Just where the patlern edges, you
know, Mrs. Talker, edges aon the ber-
der—0! it's ruined! ruined:!: 1 tell
you I gave the horrid thing a bit of my
mind—but what ar« you te do, Mrs
Talker, what are we todo? I wouldn't
have cared a -mt vou koow, if it had
been the white clieck-pattern one, but
to scorch the who's side o my best
damask, it's enough o drive ode mad;
and the way sbe stood and talked hack,
‘Mira Talker! ‘I didn't know it was
hot to scorch it!" sa she
wouldn't it drive any

Mrs. Talker, what could
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lpﬂ:[cct Remedy lor Conslipa-
tion , Sour Stomach, Diarrhoea,

|| Worms Convulsions Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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CXACT COPY OF WRAPPER.

¢ Is just as common and J:-.: as

reasonable in horses as 1t 15 In
o men. When therr hlm_d IS 1m-
o poverished their appetite and
X energy leave them—their work
? feels twice as hard.

Dick’s
2 Blood Purifier
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IS ON THE

WRAPPER

OF EVERY
BOTTLE OF

CASTORIA

one-gize botiles cz'r. Iy

Don't allow azyooe o m
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5 restores this lost vitality—The food is uj-uged—Ercrjr particle is
: di‘ﬂtﬂd.-rm hide frees itself. Bots and k.l.nd.ﬂﬂ wWOorlns aAre aes-

} troyed and the horse thrives.
50 Cents a Package.

J J Wetherup.

Trial Size, 25 Cents.

& CO. Montreal, Agests.

:

Gepunine Bell
:
N
\

-
5

EPPS'S

Properties.
ful and comforting to the
nervous and tie. Eold

SAkES IPES & Do Ltd.

Co., Ltd.,
Hommopathie

COMFORTING

GOGOA

OChemists,
London, England.
BREAKFAST
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Organs and Piames, Dominion Organs and Piance, :

Mendelssohn Pigmes, Berbard #

Heintzman Pianes, also fewing &

Mzchines and McBurmey & ¢
Beattie Bicydles.

P. 3. —An honest, soergetic vy -ucg
man wanled to m_ll selliag A
musiciso preferred.

J. J., WETHERUP,

New Adveriisemmeris.

HE LIVERPOOL AND LONDON
AND GLOSBE INBURANCE COMFAKNT

The Largest Fire Insursnee Comupsac’? |

LIFE DEFARTEENT.
Amuranes effected with of without profite. W
erste Eastes. Fourdifibs of profie P
bokieis, l'upﬂ-h-ql-t-nm

F.Q TAYLOE.
'“-: “ m ﬂ Tu::r..-.r-u i

WERE HUMMING
WITH BUSINESS

ot L Becsuse cur plant is compleie and

we are able te do justice 1o ol
kinds of work in our line, 04200 w0

Kiln Prying of Lumber.
Sawing, Pressing, Ma ching
Sash and Peor Making

Building contracts give: rompt
attention. Kow is .l:he e W
prepare for next seasor,

GEO. INGLE,

| “Fuctory, Cambridge .

The Victoria Loat
408 Sav1ngs Gompan
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