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CHAPTER XXZXII. —Continued.

1 wish,” she said, hurriedly, *that |
he could be got rid ol withoat being

burt—that he could be carried away
Into some far-off land. Ie is =0
young that he would forget all about
his home—and it is really not his; it
never ought to be his, Better that
Lancewood were razed to the ground
than fall into the hands of a child of
a strolling player. Gerald,” shes con-
tinued, calling him for the first {ime
by his Christian name, “ it could not
be very wrong. He has no right to
Lancewood, the child of a strolling
player, a tradesman's grandchild, the
lowest, poorest blood of France in his
veins—he has no right to Lancewood.
Heaven hears me and konows that I
gpeak truly,” she added. * If his mo-
ther were a lady, if he had in him
pne spark of the true Neslie spirit,l
should be pleased, proud, happy, but
he has none. He will grow up what
he is now—false, cunning, oruel. ty-
rannical, and if his mother trains him
dissipated. What will Lapcewood be
In such hands ? If he could but be got
rid of,” she cried with wild passion—
¥ if he could but be taken away,
brought up far away from here, with-
put knowing his name or his parent-
are—if it could but be, I would give
my life to see it donel”

He looked at the beautiful flushed
face lighted up with passion and
pride. He drew nearer to hert and
whispered low, a sudden, sweel guil-
ty joy shootinyg Lhrough his veins and
seiiting his very heart on fire,

“ Sappose,” he said, ** that some one

did this—some one who would always |
be kind to him, who would provide
him with the best of education, the

most careful training, the means of

sarning his livelihood in all honor and |
honasty,—what would you do for such

a man § What would you give him ¥’

“ My whole life,” she replied, guick=-

ly. Such a man would be a benefac-
tor to the whole race of Nesiies.

would do what 1 cannot du—praaer?a:

its honor unsullied.”
Gerald paused for a minute.
“ £ he said, '"some one did this

for your sake,—mind, for your salke |

alome—what would you give bim i Any
reward he might ask "

“ Yes,” she replied, little dreaming
what shape that reward would take.
“1 would give him anything he ask-
ed.”

For the first time Gerald touched
her hand: on one finger shone a gold
ring with a large beautiful pearl in
the center.

“ Give me this,” he said ** as a proof

that you mean what you say."
She took the ring from her finger

and placed it on one of his.
“* Miss Neslie,” he said, *‘look into

my face and tell me—think over your
answer—do you really mean what you
have just said §”

“T do, I do!” she cried, *“It is the
pnly way of saving Lancewood. I
pannat see it all clear just yet; my
brain is bewildered—all that I have
geen and heard has driven me mad.
I seem to have lost my self-control,
to have lost the power of thought,
to have forgotten much that 1 ought
to remember ; only thal is clear to
me. If he could be taken away in
that fashion, Lady Neslie would have
to leave, and Lancewocod would be
saved.”

She passed her band over her eyes
as she spoke, and her expression of
bewildered dismay struck him.

“*How you love Lancewood!” he
gaid, almost bitterly. It seemed to

bim 30 strange. this morbid love of
a home.
‘It is the love of my life-itime,” she

replied.
- “You will remember "’ he said,
poialing to the ring on his finger.

“1 never forget,” she replied, speak-
Ing like one just roused from a dream.

‘* Miss Neslia, I am going to Lon-
don to-morrow,” suid Gerald in an al-
tered voice,--he had “‘miladi "
draw near again. " Is there anything
I can do for you |”

“To London !" she repeated, in sur-
prise. “ I thought you meant—"

“I am going to London,” he said,
“ 1 shall leave here by the early train
and in all probability 1 may be away
for a week or ten days. Ah—her
ladyship sees me! will tell her
now.""

Lady Neslie had caught sight of him
as he stood by the old sun-dial. He
left Vivien then, nad went over to
her.

“ 1 was just telling Miss Neslie that
I wish very much to go to London
to-morrow morning,” be said, ‘‘and,
if I have your ladyship’s permission,
to remain there for a week or ten

SEen

L

days. '

Lady Neslie was in one of her most
gracious moodas.

“ ‘Cartainly,” s=she replied. ""liance-
wood will misa you, Mr. Dorman,
There will not be a letter written or
an account attended to until your re=-
turn. I hope it is nothing unpleasant
that takes you away from usi"”

“ Miladi " was beginning to under-
atand his value. It was something in

Hea !

these days, when her time was so ful-
ly occupied in an unceasing round of
dissipation, to have one on whose hon-
esty, truth, and integrity she could
implicitly rely. No matter how care-
lsss she was, the al-
ways right. When she was irritated,
Lady Neslie spoke of his leaving the
Abbey, but “ miladi” had the sense
to know the value of a good, faithful
dependent. So she was very gracious
to Gerald. She asked him to spend the
evening in the drawing-room. For
reasons of his own, he consented,
while Vivien, as the darkening night
foll around her, lay with her face on
the ground, erying—

“1f it be wrong, oh, may I be par=-

doned! It is my only hope!"

accounts were

CHAPTER XXXIIIL.

“It is all nonsense,” said Lady Val-
erie ; “ all servanta are R@alike—they
love a sensation. The child is right
enough.”

“ 1t is just possible,” remarked her
companion, the Comte de Callaoux
““that he may have strayed some-
where 1n the park.”

“ He has not strayed,” she said im-

patiently. * It is only the nurse’s idle-
ness. Just because she did not find
him where she had left him, she has
to come to the conclusion that he is
lost. People do not steal children in
these days."

“You are not a very anxious mo-
ther,”” observed Lhe with a
smile. “ You will not break your heart
about your child.”

“You are mi t k n" said “miladi.’
' “That ehild represents Lancewood,
and I value him accordingly. Setling
|El.bi.d.El all love, I would not lose him
for thle world; in losing him I should
| lose this grand old house and alarge
part of my imcome. 1 hope nothing
will ever happen to him."
| This conversation Look place be-
| tween " miladi” and the count five
' days after Gerald Dorman had left
' the Abbey to go to London. The
' morning was warm and sultry, *‘mi-
ila-:ii.” with the (daintiest of lace
| shawls and the most coquettish of
hats, had gone out because it was

count,

| cedar than being m-doors. The Comte
de Calloux had hasteued to join her—
| his intended journey to Paris had
. been deferred, and he had availed him
self of Valerie's pressnce under the
cedar to renew his suit. While he wus
talking, making love after the most
approved fashion, the nurse, Mrs.
Corby, had come with a pale, scared
face, to tell *" miladi,” that she could
not find Sir Oswald. Lady Neslie was
indignant at the fact of her wvery
pleasant tete-a-tete being disturbed,
also annoyed at what she deemed a
sensation about nothing.

*“ Go and look for him,” she said;
and the woman who stood greatly in
fear of her mistress’'s anger, hasten-
ed away.

Half an hour passed—'' miladys " had
forgotten the absurd little incident.
sShe was listening to some of the
sweetest and prettiest <compliments
she had ever heard —really the count
had a genius (for sayving pleasant
things—when the nurse came again,
her face looking white and even more
scared.

*‘My lady,” she said, '‘I am very
sorry, but indeed | am frightened—I
cannot find Sir Oswald.” .

‘“Where did you leave him " ask-
ed Valerie emphatically.

*“He did no lessons this morning ;

your ladyship said that it was too
warm, and that I was to take him
owt.”

“I know!" was the impatient in-
terruption. ‘*Where did (you take
him #"

‘**We went through the Hyde woods
as far as the river Ringe.”

“ Well §" =aid Valerie, for the wo-
man stopped and began to sob.
“ Then,” she continued, “Sir Oswald

turned cross: he said that be would
fish, and that I must go back to fetch
his fishing-tackle.”

‘‘Miladi’s " brilliant face grew pale,

** Surely,” she said, **you never were
so foulizh, so mad, as to leave the
child alone on the brink of the river?”

“My lady, he kicked me, he scream-
ed, he bit my hands—he was so violent

cooler sitting under the shade of the

eI

of one of the trees, and promised me
not to stir. My lady, when 1 went
back with the fishing-tackle, ha was
not there.”

With a long, low cry, Lady Neslie
gprang from hsr seat.

““Call all the servants in the house
together,” she said, “and let them be-
gin to search at once. Do not lose
a moment " sbe cried, wildly.

"It would be wiser to have the river
dragged,” said the count.

Valerie looked at him with dazed

eyes.
“Dragged !"” she repeated. "Do you

not know that the Ringe is a swift,
deep stream, and that it flows into

the seat® I remember—oh, heaven,
how well I remember |—Sir Arthur
told me of a girl—a fair-haired girl
—who drowned herself in ths river,

and her body was found many miles
away on the southern shore.”

“Do not agitate yourself, the boy
may have strolled into the woods—
he may have chased butterflies, or
followed a bird. It does not follow
that he must have fallen into the
river because he was left on the
bank. That nurse of yours deserves
to be reproved.”

“Fetch Miss Neslie,” she said to
one of the servants who had just ap-
proached—"send to Hydewell—let the
keepers scour the woods. Oh, my
boy, my boy, I have lost Lancewood
if I have lost youl” and then she
rose up and hastened toward the

house.
The little motherly feeling that she

possessed was all called into action.
In a few minutes she stood in Vivien's
room, panting, pale, and scared.

“Vivien,"” she cried, “my boy is lost]
He has f{allem into the river I am
sure !"

Thers was genuine surprise in Vi-
vien's face as she listened. Lady
Neslie repeated the nurse’'s story.

“I have told him so often,” she said,
““that the river was dangerous—that
he must not go mear it. Oh, Vivien,
what shall I do#”

There was genuine distress in Miss
Neslie's face, real pain,

“l am very sorry,”’ she said, gently

—"hut we will not waste time iIn
talking. Let us send people out at
once."

And, while the hot August sun

beat down with merciless heat and
power, a whole crowd of servants and
laborers searched the grounds, the
gardens, the woods—but there wasno
trace of the little heir.

Hour after hour passed, and no tid-
ings were heard of him. Lady Neslie
suffered keenly. Despite all her fri-
volity, her greed, her worldliness, she
loved the child after a fashion of her
own. Vivien too was grieved. It
was one thing to wish the boy out of
the way, because of the evil he had
brought on to the place, it was an-
other to find that he was probably

The unhappy mother fell into a fit
of wviolent hysierics,

“If I have lost him, have lost
Lancewood |" she cried; and Vivien,
standing by, with pity shining in her
clear eyes, sald— _

“] would give all that Lancewood
holds to have him alive again."” And
she meant what she said,

For some few days they preserved
a vain semblance of hope; the mmen
continued their search, advertise-
ments were inserted in all the news-
papers, large rewards were oflered.
[t was all in vain; every one came
to the same conclusion—that the
young heir had been drowned in the
river, and that his body had been
carried by the swilt ocurrent out to
ged.

“Coulidd he have been stolen " ask-
with 2 slight glimmer of

I

ed “milady,”
hopa.

She was told that it was unlikely,
that the whole county had been scour-
ed, and that it was well known that
neither gypsies nor tramps had been
aeen near Hyds woods or Hydewell.

All hope was gone. Her ladyship
went into deepest mourning; the nurs-
ery was closed; the head-nurse, un-
der whose charge the child had been
at the time he was lost, was dismissed
with all possible ignominy; a marble
tablet was placed in Hydewell church;
all the newspapers had a paragraph
telling how suddenly and unhappily
the little heir of Lancewood had come
to his end, and that tha estate re-
verted to Sir Arthur’'s daughter, Miss
Neslie.

(Gerald Dorman waa satill
in London; he wrote from time fo
time, expressing his regret at what
had happened, and asking her lady-

detained

ship’s indulgence because of his de-
lay.
Then the lawyer, Mr. Gresaton,

appeared again on the scene. Once
more Vivien Neslie was heiress of
Lancewood.

““Believe me,” she sald, with tears
in her eyes, “I would far rather nev-
er have had it than that the boy's
death should have given it to me.”

“We cannot choose,” observed Mt
Greston; “we must accept whatever
Providence sendsa. I am sorry for the
child—sorry, after a fashion, for his
mother; but I am pleased that Lance-
wood is in good hands again. The
whole estate and family too would
have gone to ruin had the child lived.
Now I suppose her ladyship, with her
train of French visitors{” will go#”

“1 suppose so,” said Vivien, thought-
fully. “Yet I am so sorry for her
that, if Ithought she would care to
do so, I should be almost tempted to

ask her to remain.”
To be Conlinued, |
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AQUATIC PURSUITS.

drowned in the swift, clear river.
Noon and afternoon passed; the heat

ed to fall over the trees.

! rible news.

—

that I did not dare to refuse ‘him. |
He sat down on the fallen branch ' Nerthumberland County, Ont., writes: | manson, Bates & Co., Toronte

news of the little Oswald—sad, ter-

river, where the current was swift
and strong, where it ran straight into
the sea, they had
hat and cape—they had evidently
been in the water for some time, and
the ebbing tide had washed them on
to the bank. Further down Lthey
found the little whip which he had
held in his hands.

“He is drowned, sure enough,” said
the count, Lhese articles were
brought to the housa.

when

grew less intense, a purple light seem-
Then came

Some miles down the |

found the uhild‘s:

He wasn't the brightest young man
!in’ the world, but he had held a city
job for about three months,

Why don’t you join the army ? in-
'quired a sympathizing friend who
wanted to be of service.

1 don’t want to join the army, he
replied with homest frankness, but I
would like to get into the navy., I
'think my experience in the wmwater
' works office would be more valuable
to me there.

A SURE WAY.

| How amiable your little boy seems

he be ?
Yes; we never object to anything
he wants to do.

Great Cures
Brought About

il

-
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By the Use of the Famous Presorlption of the Veners
able Dr. A. W. Chase,

thres cases in
which Dr. Chise's family remedies
proved a Dblessing wf incalculable
worth. There are thousands of olh-
ers just as remarkable, for Dr. Chase,
through his recipe book and home
medicines, is the consulting physician
in the majority of bomes in Canada
and the United States.

NERVOUS DYSPEPSIA.

Mr. Joseph Geroux, 22 Metealt St.,
Ottawa, Ont., writes:—"1 was ner-
vous. had headache and brain fag. I
was restless at night and could net
sleep. My appetite was poor, and I
suffered from nervous dyspepsia. Lit-

Here are reported

tle business cires worried and irri-
tated me. After having used Dr. |
Chase’s Nerve Food for about two |

months, I can frankly say that I feel
like 1 new man.

—“This is to certify that I was sick
in bed the most of the time for three
years with kidney disease. I took
several boxes of pilla—different kinds
—and a great many other kinds of
patent medicines; besides that I was
under treatment by four different
doctors during the time and not abla
to work. I began to take Dr. Chase’s
Kidney-Liver Pilla, and since that
timme have been working every day
although a man nearly 70 years of
age. Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills
have cured ma.”
ECZIEMA ON BABY.

Mrs. A. McKnight, Kirkwall, Well-
ington County, Ont., writes:—"*I feeclit
my duty to let you know what Dr.
Chase's Ointment has done in a very
bad case of eczema on our baby. We
had tried any number of cures with-
out permanent relief, but from

“My appetite is good, Irest and any |
sleep well, and this treatment has the huurl we commenced uasing Dr.
strengthened me wonderfully. Dr. Qh_lyzs D:n'[m-?n[ thers was great re-
Chase’s Nerve Food Pills are certainly | lief and the improvement continued
the best I ever used, and I say so be- | @ntil there was completea cura. We

cause I want to give full credit wharei
it is due.”
KIDNEY DISEASE.
Mr. James Simpson, Newcomb Mills,

think it the greatest of family ointe
ments."”

Dr. A. W. Chase's portrait and sig-
nature are on every box of his genu-
ine remedies. Sold everywhere, Ed-
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A BEALLY SICK HAN,

SUFFERED TERRIBLE AGONY DUR
TO KIDNEY AND LIVER
TROUBLE,

Vledieines Apparenily Had No Effect, Uniil
at the Solleltatlon of & Friend Me Used
Dr, Willlams" Pink PFills oand Was
Cared.

Lat, N ~%
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From the Mail, Granby, Qua.

Mr. Albert Fisher, accountant ag
Payne's cigar faotory, Granby, Que.,
is known to almost every resident of
the town, and is held in tke higheat
eateen by all who know him. In con-
ver=ation with the editor of the Mall
something was said con-
cerning Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,
when DMr. Fisher remarked that he
had found these pills a very valuable
medicine. It was suggested that he
should make his experience known,
and to this he readily consented,
handing toe the Mail the following
lettar for publication :—

Granby, March 16th, 1300,

In justice to Dr, Williams® Pink
Pills, I think it my duty, in view of
what they have done for me, to add
my testimonial to the miany which &
have seen in print. For some montha
[ suffered most severely from pains
up and down my back. It waas
thought these were due to liver and
kidney but whatever the
cause, they kept me in terrible agony,
The pains were not confined to the
back, but would shift to other parts
of the body. As a result, I could
get little rest; my  appetite was
much impaired, and I was really a
sick I tried many different
remedies, without effect, and which
disgusted me with medicine. A
friend suggeated that I try Dr.
Willianms Pink Pills. I was not
easily persuaded, for 1L had given up
the use of medicine, a3 nolhing had
helped me, but as he insisted, 1 fin-
ally concluded to give Lhem a trial,
I purchased one box, and was as-
tonished to [ind that before it was
entirely used, I was quile a bit re-
lieved, and after using six more, was
fully restored to my former good
health. I take great pleasure in
recommending this wvaluable remedy,
that others may profit by my ex-
perience, and not suffer the tortures
that I did.

recently,

trouble,

Tzl .

Yours sincerely,
ALBERT FISHER.
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cure by
going to root of the disense.
They renew and build up the blood,
and strengthen the nerves, thus driv=-
ing disease from the system. If your
dealer does not keep them, they will
be sent postpaid at 50 cents a box,
or six boxes for $250, by addressing
the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co, Brock-

the

ville, Ont,
-
PRETORIA TEN YEARS HENCE.
——
A Prediciion That (he Boers WIll Make

Good Loyal Britlsh *nbjecis.

Mr. Poulteney Bigelow, the well
known American writer, in an article
upon Pretoria, says:

In my mind’s eye I have a vision of
Pretoria ten years hence. It will be
a city where all Afrikanders unite
under the Union Jack to do for that
country what Canadians are doing at
Ottawa, and Yankees at Washington.
Even in the year of the Jameson raid,
1896, Boers and British mixed socially
at the Pretoria club, and, while thera
was much divergence of opinion on
many matters, there was unanimity
enough on certain vital questions to
give me considerable confidence in a
bright future for the united white
races. Boer, Briton, Yankee and
German—there were plenty of these
even in that year who were hearlily

sick of Krugerism, much as they
honored the old man for his past
services. Men of affairs, men who

had money to invest, men who desired
to grow up with the country—all men
with progressive minds were displeas-
ed with the pretext put forth by the
Krugerites for keeping the country
in a backward state. The modern
Boer appreciates the mnecessity for
liberal legislation quite as much as
any Afrikander, and when England
shall have demonstrated beyond
question that she not only can con-
quer in South Afrieca,
but means to remain the paramount
power in that region, it is my belief,
the best portion of the Boers will
throw in their lot cheerfully with the
British flagasloyal asare the French
of Montreal, or the Chinese of Wei-
Hai-Wel.

all obstacles

~
DISTRESSING.
AMiss Summit—>Mr. Tutter does noth-

| ing but talk about golf all the tlme.

Miss Pallisade—What a bore!
Miss Summit—Isn’t he?# I don’t get

a chanoe tf talk about i§ wmyself




