Through Storm and Sunshine
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“I often fancied that he had, but
he was too truse a gentleman to
breathe them. I am like one chained
t0 a rock; I long to get away, yet
I know my duty lies there.”

“And the boy who is to inherit |
Lancewood, what is he like " asked
Lord St. Just. * How old is he §"

“He is nearly six—very clever, but
wanting in truth and honesty. Hard
discipline, good training, might have
prepared him to be a good man; aa
it is, he I8 simply ruined. (His mother
sonsiders his wickedness cleverness,
Heaven help Lancewood when it falls

“It i a sad story," said Lord Bt
yust, thoughifully; * the ruin and de-
pay of many an ancient house could
be traced to afoolish marriage, I be-
lieve. I wish I could think of some
way to help you, Miss Neslie.”

She raised her beautiful face to his,
and he .was struck by its expression
pf patient devotion 1

“I see no way in which I can be |
helped ; my only hope lies in palient
endurance.'

‘* But,” he said, gravely, “‘you do not
surely dntend spending the whole of
your life In a place and in society that
must be hateful to you?"

“] must obey my father. He wish-

od me to remafn at Lancewood until
Oswald was of age. Only Heaven
knows what would become of the
house if I left it.” ~
“ But you may marry, Miss Neslie,”
he said, with a flush on his face.
“No,” sghe replied, gravely. “I nev-

she knew that she liked to be near
him, to listen to his voice, to watch
his face; but she did pnot know thet
ghe loved him.

CHAPTER XXX,

Vivien was now in the sweetest
phase of her love-story. Life was all
different—the world was a thousand
times more fair. She wondered why Lhe
sunshine seemed more golden, and the
flowers of brighter hue. What caused
the new and beautiful light that .had
fallan on everything ! What waa the
music always rising from her heart
to her lipa? Why did the world seem
full of strange, sweet melody? She
grew more beautiful; the proud ex-
pression of her face had given way
to one of tenderness, the light in
her eyes was softened and sweet, the
beautiful lips curved more gracious-
ly.

Was this the same dreary world
that so lately had seemed to her all
sorrow, all darkness? Not that her
sorrow had grown less, but that this
beautiful light seemed to have ab-
sorbed it. The Neslies did nothing by
halves, when they loved at all they
loved deeply, truly and well. Vivien
had begun to love unconsciously, and,
when she awoke to full and complete
knowledge of the facl, it was too late
for any change.

It was three weeks of love, poetry
and romance. There could be no more

charming companion than Lord St.
Just. He had fraveled—he had stu-

or shall—I could not; because 1 could | died, read and thought. He had re-

never leave Lancewood—and I havg]ﬂﬂl?ﬁd quite early in life that, though

pever thought of marrying."

“How is that?' be asked, amused
at her simplicity.

“ Before my father died all my love
and all my thoughts were given to
him and to Lancewood. Since he died
I have dome nothing but grieve over
e

“T gee. You have had no time for |

thoughts of aught else "
There was not the least conscious-
ness in her face as she answered.

“No, I have had neither time nor
dnclination. See, Lord St. Just,—the |

abhadow of the trees s falling over
us—the sun is setting—we must go.”

He walked by her side through the
park. They trampled the wild flow-
ers under their feet; they stopped to
listen to the low song of the birds;
they talked of the sefting sun and
the distant hills, of the wheat-sheaves

and the bloom in the hedges; they ad- |

mired the same views ; they oftan gave
expression to the same thoughts; yet,
while Adrian St. Just vowed to him-
galf that he would win the beautiful,
Imperial, dark-eved woman for his
wife, Vivien never dreamed that she
was in love.

Lord St. Just made no secret of
his devotion; he became Vivien's sha-
dow ; every one perceived it long be-
fore she herself knew what it meant,
Bhe had promised (o remain for three
woekis at the Park, and she fancied
that the new, vague, delicious happi-
ness was the result of peace.

+ She had been so unselfish all her

life: she had thought so much of
TLancewood, of her father, of her an-
cestors, that she had never given her
mind to girlish dreams of romance
and sentiment. Another girl would
have known what thia new feeling
meant she did not. She thought Adrian
Bt. Just very kind, very clever; she
was thankful to have so true' a friend;

| fortune had favored him with plenty
' of money, with a fine estate, an an-
=ciant title, he would not on that ac-
[.cﬂuﬂt fritter his life away. It should
:nﬂt be spent in a round of senselesa
amusements. It should not be pass-
ed in dissipation and folly. He cul-
tlvated his mind by reading the choic-
' eat books—his intellect by travel and
the sociely of clever men—his taste
for art by working hard at it. One
thing he had never done—he had nev-
er indulged in the idle flirtations that
so often lead to ruin and sorrow. He
was heart whole, fancy free. He had
a fervent admiration for the sex, but
not for any one woman in particular,
1H-a hadl never made love, played at
love, or imagined himself in love. The
firat time his heart or fancy was
touched was when he met Vivien Nes-
lie. He carried the memory of her
beautiful, sorrowing face with him,
and that memory was dearer to him
than the living presence of any oth-
er woman. He thought so much about
her that she grew into am ideal love
for him.

He resolved to find her ouf¥ as soon
as he returned home. It would not
be difficult to discover the where-
- abouts of the heiress of Lancewood.
True, he might find her married,—she
might even be dead; but, if she were
living and well—if she were unmar-
ried and to be won—he would win her.
He remembered thatl it was with Lady
' Smeaton she had been staying. He
Edid not have much difficulty in{mak-
ing the acquaintance of the kindly-
'natured woman, and in securing an
invitation to the- Park. There he
' met Vivien again, and there he heard
' her sorrowful story. His love increas-
ed with every moment that he spent
. in bher presence, until the time came
when he knew that life without her
~would be blank and dreary to him.
He had somo little hope, but she was
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"The Inspector

of Steamboats

For the Dominion Covarnment was unahble to find a cure for
Itching Piles —After 9 years of torture he was positively

oured hy

Dr. Chase’s Qintment.

Me. O. P. St. John, the Dominion inspector of steamboats, residing
at No. 216 Shaw street, Toronto, was for many years chief engineer on
the lake steamers, and is a prominent citizen.

In the following voluntary letter Mr. St. John tells of his efforts to
rid himself of the misery of Itching Piles, and of kis final success by us-

ing Dr. Chase’s Ointment.

“* I suffered for nine years from

sleep on account of the annoyance caused by them.

He says :

itching piles, at times being unable to
After trying almost

all remedies in vain, I began the use of Dr, Chase's Ointment, which en-

tirely cured me.

[ cannot speak too highly of it.

I have recommended it

to several of my friends, all of whom have been cured by its use.”

Dr, Chase's Ointment is an absolute cure for piles.

it is the only

remedy guaranteed to cure piles, whether blind, itching, bleeding or pro-
truding. _
physicians, and of the best citizens in the land
manson, Bates & Co., Toronto.

It is the only pile cure having the endorsement of eminent

\t all d=alers, or Ed-

hardly judge whether she loved him
or not. She was above all coquelry
and affectation, above all little acts
of meanness. He saw that her face
brightened for him as it did for no

other, that har voice took another
tone. in addressing him, that her
eyes had a deeper light when they

met his; bul in her proud, pobls sim-
plicity thers was something which
half-frightened him. She seemed too
lofty in her aspiralions; the woman
who was so ready to lay down her
life for the honor of her house could
hardly care for love as other women
did.

It was a noble love that he had to
offer her—uoble In its simplicity, its
integrity and purity; it was the one
love of his life-time—he was never Lo

| know another. Would she accept or

' e trembled for the answer

reject it? He was a brave man, but
to that

question. Day by day he said to him-

'self that he must ask it, yet the bright

she said gently; “it will live in my
heart forever—it will never die.”

“My darling,”” he returned, ‘you
' make me so happy !"

She bheld up her hand.

“Nay, listen. I love you,"” she said
| softly—""I love you with all my heart; |
| but [ can never marry you.”

He looked up in utter wonder,

“Why not " he asked.

“Because I cannot leave Lance-

days passed on, their golden calm un-
broken. He was so truly happy that
he dreaded to interrupt his happiness,
Hoa was aroused from his dream by
hearing that Miss Neslie would re-
turn Lo Lancewood in two days,—her
three weeks' had drawn to a
close. He must wail no longer—back
to that wretched home, if he could
help it, she should never go.

visit

Dinner was over at Smealon Park;
the visitors, availing themselves of
the warm, balmy mght, had gone out
on to the lawn instead of remaining
in the drawing-room. Vivien was
standing watching the light fade in
the western sky, thinking of the
dreary” lot to which she was return-
ing, when Lord St. Just went to her,
From one look at his grave, hand-
some face Vivien knew by instinot
what was coming.

“Miss Neslie,” he said, ‘I have some-
thing that I wish to say to you. Will
you come away from these people ¥
Come through the rosery.”

Without another word he took her
hand and laid it on his arm.

“I want you,"” he said, “away from

all the world. Sit here amongst
these roses, and let me tell you some-
thing.”

She sat down, and he knelt amongst
the fallen crimson leaves at her feet,
clasping her while hands in his. He
looked up into the lovely face.

‘“How am I to speak to you?" he
said. “Kneeling here at your feet, you
seem as far above me as the darken-
ing skies. How am I to tell you that
I love you with all my heart and so
pray you to be my wife 1"

She did not rise in wonder, nor turn
angrily away. She sat perfectly, pas-
sively silent. He went on:

“It is the whole love of my life I
have to offer you, Vivien. You will
let me say ‘Vivien ?' Lt is the sweet-
est of all sweet names. 1 have never
given one thought to another. I loved
you the moment I saw you lying on
the grass, my darling, your face white
with despair. I loved you through all
the months I spent in travel. 1 love
you now more dearly than words of
mine can tell. My queen, will you ac-
cept my love and give me yours in
return "'

She made no answer—there was no
movement in the silent figure— he
could not read the expression of her
face.

“I have longed to make you happy.
I have longed to brighten your life.
Oh, my darling, give me the power|
Let my love brighten the dark clouds
that hang over you. You shall know
no more trouble, no more sorrow, if
you will love mae."

She raised her face to his, and he
saw that the dark proud eyes were
filled with tears.

“My darling,” he oried haatily, “let
my love bring you happiness, not sor-
row! I see tears in your eyes. L
want to save you from sorrow, not to
bring it to you. Tell me, will you try
to love me §"

“I do love you,” she replied. *“I did
not understand at firat. I couldgnot
tell what strange change had come
over my life. I thought it was due
to my removal from scenes of strife
and dissipation to a home of peace.
Now I know that it i3 because 1 love
you."

The light from the western sky il-
lumined the pale noble face. Adrian
St. Just looked at it in wonder; 1t was
like the pictured face of a saint, but
there wasinit none of the radiance
or brightness of happy love.

“1 shall always cherish your love,”

. |80 unlike other girls that he could

| grave of my lovae.

wood,

Nay, do not try to persuade
[ know all that you would say,
would advisa. I know
girls would seek refuge
mine in mar-

Ime.
all that you
that most
from such a homs as
riaga, setting aside love. 1l cannot
marry, because my father left the
honor of his house in my hands, and if
I leave Lancewood I fear all honor
will leave it too."

“But you can do so little, my darl-
ing—and you suffer so much. If you
could do anything, I would not seek
to prevent it ; but you are guite help-
less."

“I know it all,” she sighed. "It is
as you say, a hopaless struggle with
evil. Still, I must endure it. Do
you think, Lord St. Just—="

He interrupted her.

“You have said that you lova me,
my darling ; do not call me *“Lord St.
Just' again. Call me ‘Adrian.’ "

She was too earnesat, too dignified,
for the petty affections of coyness
with which some girls would have re-
ceived these words, =he listened to
them in all simplicity.

“Do you think, Adrian,” she said,
wistfully, “that if I yielded -to my
love and to you, that if I married
and left the scene of a0 much unhappi-
ness, do you think that [ should aver
be happy 1"

“1 bhope, 1 beliave %0, he replied.

“No, naver. 1 am not happy now,
but I have the consciousnesa that 1
am doing my duty. If I went away
from
my duty was neglected and my fath-
er's command disobeyed. He left his
honor in my chargsa. I must guard
P

Lord St. Just began to find that
she was most terribly in sarneat. He
despaired at the thought,

“Vivien, you cannclt mean that you
intend to sacrifice your whole life to
the chimera of duty—this morbid feel-
ing thal you are needful for the hon-
or of your house?! You cannot intend
to sacrifice yourself and me— your
sweet bright life, your love, your hapy
piness—to this notion "

“I must do it,” she replied.

“But you have said you love me,
Vivien,"

“'So 1 do. You are my only love,
My first and last love; I shall know
no other. But I cannot marry you—do
not ask ma."

“Then, my darling, what do you
mean todo? You cannot be so cruel
as to send me quite away from you "

“l do not wish to bs cruel,"” she said,
slowly.

“You will not engage yourself to me
by any promise of marriage ? he ask-

ed.
“No,” she replied, ““the msorrows of

my life have made me something of a |
Love bringsa its own fate. 1

fatalist,
we are to be married, dear, in the
years to coms, something will hapy
pen that will remove my difficulties;

if not, I shall go on loving you until |

I die.”

“And I, he said, “would rather
love you even without that fainl hope
of marriage, than be the husband of
any other woman living."

Thers was a few minutes’ silence.
The golden light died in the west, the
wind ceased to stir the crimson leaves
the song of the birds was almost
hushed.

“These ares hard terms,’ Vivien,"
said Lord St. Just, *“You will not al-
low any promise of marriage between

us, you will not give me any hope of

calling you wife, although you love
me ¢’

“l ¢annot,” she replied. *“It is the
same to me as though I stood by the
1 must not desert
my post, let me be unhappy as I may
~—1 must remain at Lancewood.”

“And what of my unhappiness, Vi-
vien? DMy life will be a blank with-
out you."

She looked at him with tenderness
that he never forgot.

“l am more sorry for you than for
myself,””. she said gently; "‘but you
will not urge me to do what is not

right."

“*May I come toe Lancewood to see
you ¢ he asked.

“*No, L should not like to see you
there."

“At least you will write to me—you
will allow me to wrile to you, Vivieni
Oh, my darling, how hard it seems!"

“I shall be
“Your letters will be the only gleam
of sunlight that will come to me."”

pleased,” she reaplied.

“Vivien,” cried Lord St. Just, “‘can
you not reconsider your decision ¢ It
i3 80 ¢rual to me, dear."”

“I cannot,” she replied; and he saw
her lips grow white with pain.

“] must bear it like a man,” he said,

To Be Continued.
. —_—

The chififon scarf is one of the most
popular and becoming neck garni-
tures of the spring.

Paris is favoring the tailor-made
cotton frocks for afternoon.
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A PIONEER'S STORY.

AN INTERESTING INTERVEEW WITH
MR. B. L. MASTIN.

Afier Long Years of Perfect Health Has
Was Atiacked With Kidney Trounble
and iher Complications—r. Willlams*
Mok Pllls Bring Him SNew Health.

From the Picton, Ont., Times,

Mr. B. L. Mastin, of Hollowell town-
ship, Prince Edward county, was a
caller at the Times office the othar
day and during his visit %ol of his

Lancewood, [ should feel that |

great suffering from kidney trouble

iand rheumatism, accompanied by dys-

pepsia, cold feet and a generally broken
down coanstitution. Mr. Mastin i3 one
of the first settlers of Prince Edward
county. He 13 in his seventy-first
year and is the father of a grown up
family of well-to-do farmers. In the
course of the conversation Mr. Mastin
siid :—"1 had never known what it
wids to be sick. I have always had
good health and worked on my farm
every day until some months ago,
when I was taken with severe painsin
my back and shoulders. [ consulted a
doctor but received little benefit. I wag
told by one doctor thatl had rbeuma-
tism and kidney disease, but his treat-
ment did not help me and I continued
getling worse. My appetite failed me
and I fell away in flesh. I becama
irritable and could not sleap well at
night. Nobody can conceive the in-
lense paia I endured. Not deriving
any benelit from the food | ate and
having & constant pain in my stomach
| Lsoon became aware that L had dys-
‘pepsia, and che pain in my back and
| shoulders intensified by the stonelike
| weight in my stomach, made life to
ium almos. vnbearable. I was also a
great sufferer from cold foet, nearly
every day my feet would gel like
chunks of ice, and unless I was con-
stanlly by the fire the soles of Yy
feet would feael as though Lhey were
wel. One day I told my wife I waa
going to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,
Having read so much of Lhese famous
pills, I thought that what they had
done for others Lhey might do for
me. I procured a box from Mr. E.W,
Case, druggist, and (o my great de-
light belore I had used quite one box
I bad improved. When I had [fin-
shed a couple more boxes I felt like
a new man, and 1 gladly tell this for
i the benefitl of all who suffer as I did."
| Continuing Mr. DMastin said; “ My
rhejumatism is all gone and I can come
and go and enjoy as good health as
wall as ever Il did,” With these re-
marks Mr. Mastin got up to go, but
' added that his wife was receiving
| much benefit from Dr. Williams' Pink
| Pills. “ 1 took home a coupia of boxes
the other day and she thinks they arg
splendid.”

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cure by
 going to the root of the disease.
They remew antl build up the blood
land strengthen the nerves, thus driv-
ing disease from the system. Avoid
imitations by insisting that every box
you purchase is enclosed in a wrapper
pearing the full trade mark, Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills for Pale People. If
your dealer does not kecp them they
will be sent posipaid at 5 cents a
box or six boxes for $2.50, by address-
ing the Dr. Williams' Medicine Co.,
Brockville, Ont.
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KNIGHT OF TIIE GARTER.

A Knight of the Garter dressed in
the regalia is an imposing sight. He
wears a blue velvet mantle, with a
star embroidersd on the left breast.
His trunk-hose, stockings and shoes
are white, his hood and surcoat crun-
son. The garter, of dark blue velvet
edged with gold, and bearing the mot-
to, “Honi soit qui mal y pense,” also
in gold, is buckled about the left leg,
below the knee. The heavy golden
collar consists of 26 pieces, each in
a garter, bearing the
motto, and from it hangs the
“George,” a badge which represents
St. George on horseback, encountering
the dragon. The "lesser George' is
a smaller badge attached to » blue
ribbon, worn over the left shoulder,
The star of Lthe Order consists of eight
points within which is the cross of St.
George encircled by the garter.

the form of

SIDE SHOWS IN PARIS.

A careful estimate reveals the fact
that enormous sums have been in-
vested by private speculators in the
gide shows organized for the doubla
parpose of enriching their promoters
and furnishing endless diversion Lo
the countless Lhrongs of amusement
seekers who will come to Paris for Lhe
Exposition. Just bow many of these
enterprises will be 1n operation dur-
ing the coming summer it js impos-
gible to say, but facts and figtries
have been obtainable to 53 of them,
which show that the total sapitaliza-
tion stock value of the same is8 quot
ed to-day at $13,192,604-




