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Through Storm and Sunshine
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CHAPTER XXXIX.—Continued.

Another little son was given to her
and then Vivien's happiness was quite
somplete,

“ This little one shall be a Neslie,”

said Lord St. Just. “ We will call him |
and he |

Arthur, after your father,
shall have Lancewood. So, Vivien, my
darling, once more you will see Ar-
thur Neslie Lord of Lancewood.”

He wondered why his wife's beau-
tiful face suddenly grew pale and her
lips trembled. He wondered still more
when, after lying guite still, thinking
deeply, she said suddenly.

““ Adrian, do you think a sin ever
prospers.”

“My darling, what
How can sin prosper " :

““Suppose that a man astole fifty
pounds, and that that made the foun-
dation of his fortune,—should you say
that sin prospered "

“It would almost seem like it ; but,
Vivien, the prosperity would not par-
don the sin—that would have to be
accounted for. Why do you ask me
such a strange question §”

“1 was wondering about it,

A question !

laat

night. Suppose that you bad some-

thing that you put to a bad use, and
that I, by fraud, took it from you,
knowing that 1 could put it to a good
and noble use,—should I have been
Justified in taking it 1"

““No, that would simply be theft,”
he replied.

“ Suppose that a» bad king reigns
pver a kingdom, ruins his subjects,
disgraces his country, and ruins him-
telf ; and suppose that another king,
wiger and betiter than he, takes his

sovereignty from him, and rules im s get
| heart was

rose nestled in the bodice of her white

place—would that be theft.”
“I should say not,” replied the hus-
band.

** But the act is the same, the only
difference is that one theft is on a
much larger scale than the other.”

“ My darling wife,” ®8aid Lord St.
Just, with a puzzaled face, “ wh_}' are
you giving yourself so much trouble?
Why are you thinking*n‘{ all these
things "

“My thoughts ran that way,” she
replied; “and 1 grew puzzled.”

“1 have not done much toward en-
lightening you, darling. We will talk
it over when you are stronger and
better."

He was a fine,. noble, sturdy boy,
this second son of hers, Arthur Neslie,
who was to be lord of Lancewood, He
had a Neslie face, with his mother’s
beautiful dark eves, and sweet sensi-
tive mouth. She had a peculiar love
for that child quite different from
her love for the other. In this one
her own ancient race seemed to live
pgain. She never thought of him as
n St. Just; to her he was Neslie of
Lancewcod. All her pride; her ambi-
tion, her love of her name, lived o gain
in this boy. He was the world to her
—dearer than her husband—and her
elder son, dearer than her life.

Before he could speak she had map-
ped out the plan for his education.
She would teach him to live—as she
had -done—for Lancewood ; she would
teach him that love of his race, pride
in his name, was next to religion: and
in him, this beautiful, noble son of
hers, all the glory of the Neslies
should shine again,

The child was to take the name of
Neslie as he grew older. He was to
make his home at Lancewood as soon
RS it was possible, and in her thoughts
gphe arranged that he should Marry
some fair and noble girl, whose name
would reflect luster on their own.

" Man proposes, Heaven disposes.”
Never was truer proverb than this.
Time passed. Lady 8t. Just's two
boys grew in beauty and intelligance :
the world went well with her. She was
60 happy now that there were times
when she even forgot the sin of her
life-time, when the shadow fell so
completely from her that she no long-
er remembered that it existed, when
she was so entirely, so completely hap-
py that she forgot everything else but
the sunny present.

She heard at rare intervals from
Gerald, and his letters were so sad
that they made her unhappy for dayas
after they came; they always ended
in the same manner, by his telling her
that before he diéd he hoped to see
England once again, and herself also.

She was not ungrateful to him, but
those letters saddened her so greatly
that she wished they would not come.

Had her sin prospered ? It seemed
like it. At times she grew frightened
at her own happiness. “ Has Heaven
pardoned me ! she asked herself whepn
she looked tound her. * Has Heaven
fargiven me?” she asked herﬁe:If

* ] su'f' -~ iy % a1, Wy .
when Laakad the face of her
H‘ﬁi'l oved c hild.

Lord St. Just had always made a
point of being in London for the aea-
son. He had a magnificent mansion
thare, Herton House, a fine Ilarge
house near Hyde Park. There all the

leading men of the day rallied round |

bim. ‘There, too, hisa beautiful, grace-
ful wife held her court—the graceful
dark-eyed woman whose bearing and
mannar were as those of a queen. To
know Lady St. Just was to proclaim
oneself known. Second-rate people did
not frequent her house—it was not the
resort of the light, the gay, or the
frivolous ; the talented, wise aund no-
ble met there, and she had some rea-
son to be proud of the society she
giathered around her,

Until the day of her death, she re-

membered ome May morning when the |

sun was shining brightly and she was
in the breakfast-roomm of Herton

' Homse waiting for Lord St. Just. The
with |

room was a beautiful one, gay
Tose-hued chintz and white lace—gay
with scented-flowers and
fira that burned in the grate.
open windows looked into
pretty garden, all filled with roses and
mignonette, Lady St. Just's {favor-
ite flowers, One dark, and one gold-
en little head peeped in at the deor,
and Vivien, who was looking at the
flowers from the window, did not see
ber sons.

She was looking more beautiful than
ever on (hat fair May morning. The

The

id Squara,

| fresh, perfumed air brought a color to

her face, har dark eyes were filled
with happy light, her mouth wore a
grave, sweetl sSmile, the wondrous
wealth of dark bhair was simply ar-
ranged,—a rose, with a deep glowing
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dress. Tall, graceful, the years seemed
to have fallen from her as she stood
there dreaming with a happy smile on
har lips.

Presently she heard a noise, and,
turning, sapy the little ones behind
her. They were handsome children,
The eldest boy, Francis, was ass [air
as one of Guido's angels, with golden
curls amd a rosebud face, Lhe young-
est had his molher’s dark eyes and
dark hair, a mouth like
rose, a noble face like
ulj fire and intelligence—a child that
one koew by instinet would grow in-
lo a noble man., The elder was five
years old, the younger four, yet Lhey
were almost the same height.

“Mamma,"” ecried the children, as
Lady St. Just turned round, “we have
rui akway from the nursery., Let us
have breakfas!t here with you."

Then becaunse she knew she loved
the younger one best, she kissed ihe
elder one first. Taking them bolh by
the bamd, she led them to the
dow amd showsd (hem some of
preily opening buds,

“You shall stay with me,” she said.
“Papa will be here soon; you shall
take breakfast with us, because you
are good."”

Sge little dreamed as she spoke whal
wouwid happen before that
wWas over,

a cloven

Will-

the

breakfast

CHAPTER XI..

As he entered the room, Lord St.
Just thought he had never seen so
pretty a picture as the beautiful dark
eyed mother and the lovely laughing
childrem presented. He went up to
them, and tried laughingly to "clasp
all three 1n his arms. He partially
succeeded.

“Now,” he said, “I hold in my arms
all that is loveliest, most precious,
dearest in the world. But we
must have some breakfast, children,’
he added; “these fresh May mornings
make one hungry,”

The breakfast-table was a pretty
sight n itself, with its costly silver,
delicate china, flowers, and richly cut

wide

| glass. Lady St. Just took her place,

with a child on each side of her, They
talked and prattled gayly. Lady St.
Just smiling as shs liscened, when

|
|the- footman entered with the let-
| LTS,

“"Place them here,” said Lord St.

‘Just; and then he turned laughing-
| Iy to his wife,

“I always think it a
sid pily that letters should ecome at

breakfast time.,"” he said; “there 13
sure to be at least one unpleasant
one dmongst them, and that spoils
the rest.”

“I hope there is no unpleasant one |

there,” replied Vivien.

Lord Si. Just seemed in no great
hurry to look at themn; he enjoyed the
prattie of his children,

“Give me the siamps, papa,” cried
little Framecis, who had a fine collee-
tlon. in a private box, .

“Let me read the
Frank,” he
vpu shall have them all.,”

letters

the small |

' ed out.

I1ITSL, |
repiied, laughingly; “then |

He turned over the envelopas care-
lessly, )

“Here I8 one from Ryan,” he said,
“he will ba coming next week; one
from your jewelers, Vivien, and one
fgr you in a hand I do not recognize
What a olear, bold, legible hand!
“The Laody St. Just, Herton House,
Hyde Park."

He gave a large whitle envelope 10
little Arthur,

r "Give that to mamma, Art,” he
| said ; but the child having his own
| little notion of fun, said—.

“Mamma, see if you can get this,”
and ran away, trying to hide himself
behind a large chaur,

It was but an invitation to romp,
and Lady St. Just rightly judged it
to be so. Mother and child played
with the letter. It was terrible—ae

though a child playing with the gleam- |

ing handle of a swgrd that was ahbout
to slay him,

“Now, Art, gwve 1t {o me,"” said Lady
St Just; and the boy, knowing at onoe
wihen she meant whati she said, gave
it to her,

Bul he was not to be cheated out
of his romp—he made agrasp at the
rose in his mo . h=r’s dress, and scatier-
exl Lhe red leaves far and wide, Vivien
after him, caught him i1n her
arms, and kissed him,

“You little roguel’ she said, “Adrian
I cannot attend (o my letters while
the children are here—we must send
them anway,”

“Never mind the letiers, Vivien,”

returned Lord St. Just, “Nurse will
be here soon—the letters can wait."

So she played on with the little
ounes, while the letters lay on the
table, among them the one with the
latge white envelope, She had given
one careless glance at it, but Lhe
haodwriling was gquite unknown Lo
her, It was so plain, bold, and legi-
ble, that in her own mind sha decided
that it was a begging-letter—they
were generally {far better writien
than any others; and in her own mind

i

| she decided also that whoevar wanted
IETP =oaroa—e——— it - S
Then the game ended. Nurse crmetDarly Viviem—and

for the children, and they .were dis-
missed with a hundred
Ses,

“I am all in ruins,” said Lady St.
Just, with a smile—ths rose leaves
were scattered all over her dress, the
ma<=ses of dark hair were all unfasi-
ened—""and 1 made such a careful
foilet this morning,” she added.
“Those children grow so slrong,
Adrian.”

“They have nolhing else to do but
grow,’ said Lord St. Just, cheerfully.
Themm he bent over his wife, Y ou

Vivien's. full | are always lovely, my queen,” he said.
: | ““I like to see you with your hair loose,

| The children know wht

spits you.'

flaiterer, Adrian,” she
im his turn

“You are a
said, as Lord St. Just
quitted the room.

She stood before the mirrow, fast-
ening the shining mass of bair—a
sweet, noble woman; and she lorgol
all about the letter.

She saw it when the servant came
to elear the table,

“You have forgoiten this, my lady,”

he said, handing it to her.

“My begging letter,” she thought
(o herself. *“Now lat me see who I8 i1l
trouble."

She stopped for half amoment, as
her husband had done before her, 1o
note the eclear, bold handwriting,
them she opened it—opened it with
the May sun shining in and 1h3 rose-
leaves lying around her—opened i
with a smile on her lips which was
never seen there again,

in
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Lady St. Just? I am dying, and I
cannol die until 1 have seen you.

Come alone—I have somethung tosay
Do not delay—come to—-day,

loving cares-

“"From your devoted,

"GIRALD DORMAN.Y
| »lhe address given wuas Viecloria
sireet, Regent's Park. The writing

on the envelope was strange to her,
that in the letter she recognized as
Gerwld'gp—faint, crooked, almost il-
legible, still she kunew it was his.

turned from Americal How strango
I_J.'tl.r[_ h= had not told her hae was
comingl How strange that Gerald

should be dying and she not knowl

He hoatl someithing to say to her.
What was it¢™ A deadly, horrible fear
Lthat she could not describe, and for
wihich she hid no name, came over
her; a sudden subtle instinet told her
Lthat what he had to say was concern-
ung her sin,

He could not die until he had seen

her. W hy? She did pot hold the
pzuce of his soul tn her hands. Why
should he say that? Then she re-

proached herself for having a foolish
fear. He had loved her very dearly,
this poor secretary; he had loved her

with a mad, Insana worship. He
wanted only to look on her face again
and bid nper am everlasting adieu,

ohe salid .to haerself, “Down with this
foolish eoward fear!” What
there e to say concerning her sini
It was repented of; the poor boy was
dead—the whole matter buried long
ago. \What need for fear?

“I will go, at. once,” she said.

She rose from her sewl, bat
compelled to wait some luttle time:
she trembled like an aspen-leal.

After atune she walked up to her
room. She met Lord St. Just on tLhe
stairs, and turned away lest he should
sele the pallor of her face; then she
looked after him.

“Adrian,” she said, “l shall not go
out riding with you this morning. I
am going oul about som2 business of
my own.”

“Very well, my darling,” he replied,
carelessly.. He would sooner have
Lthought of questioning a bishop about
his theology than his wife about her
movements.

"l may not selb yon until dinner,”
she said, I cannot tell how long I
may be delayed.”

“Do not forget that we shall bave a
pariy,” he reminded her—'a political
I shall want you

tolarks —— =2

“1 will not forget,” she repliad, aoua
then hastened to her room.

1 am going out,” she said to the
faithful Joan, who still remained with

her. “No, not my riding-habit,—a
plain dress and a shawl. Joan, you
must go with me. [ am nervouas.”

The maid loocked at her misltress,

“There is nothing wrong, my lady,
I hope 7' she said.

* What should be
asked Vivien.

“ Nothing, I hope ; but, my lady, you
have gol yvour anxious look back—a
lock I have not seen on your face
since before you were married.”

““Have I? Then I ought to be ash-
amed of myself, and I will drive it
[ shall not take the carriage,”

wrong, Joan ?"

away,
she continued. * Will you get me a
cab yourself! I do not want remarks
made about my going out. Gel if

yourself, Joan, and dress yourself to
come with me.”

Faithful Joan shook her head grave-
ly, as she hastened to obey.’

““She may say what she likes, but
[ am sure there is something wrong.
That is just the titroubled, harassed
look she used to wear, and I have not
aeen it on her face for many a long
day."”

]_.f'l.d_"i' Hi.
gave the driver the address;
she turned to her maid.

“] may tell wou, Joan, where I am
going,” she said, ** Mr. Dorman 18 dy-
ing and has sent for me.”

Just enftered the ecab and

The room seem 10 whir! round her P . MRl )
1 red mist settled over the white lh!:; l‘k:i;la::}mlt:.}tli:mﬁ]! 1?.]1- E-:'ﬂgl'u;nin :
RS . . L | aure, O J 0! able again
; . en died away, and the let- _ : e _ S
?fiiﬂélénljlul i:mll in characters of fire. “ but Heaven only knows what it is.”
'.'L‘._‘I.-“itl vou com?> (o me at once, To Be Continued.
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To Live Without Sleep
ls Worse Than Death.

Sleeplessness is an Unmisiakabie Symptom of Weal,

Exhausted Nerves, ard Is Permanentiy Cured When |

the System is Buiit up by

DR. CHASE'S

NERVE FOOD.

To pass a single night in the vain
attempt to sleep amonZ the miseries
which one can ngver forget. _

To lie awake night after night with
the brain on fire with nervous excite-
ment and .the thoughts flashiong, be-

| fore the mind in never ending variety

is the common experience of persons
whose nerves are weak and exhiust-
ed. _ :
During such nights nerve force 1s
consumed at a l(remendous rate.

. lns[ead c}f h*l_‘illg 1'&’5-11'|I'E-R| :.lilﬁi I'r"il]"_

vigorated for another day's work the
bodv is further weakened and ex-
hausted, and the mind is unbalanced
bv this terrible waste of energy with
which the lamp of life is rapidly burn-

It is in this despairing condition
that many men nnd women attempt to
grug and deaden the nerve by the use
of opiates. There is a reaction to all
such i(reatment that is doubly injur-

jous to the nervous system. It has-
tens the decay of the nerve cells.
partial paralysis, locomotor ataxia,

' completely restore the nerves by us-

ing Dr. Chase's Nerve Food, a treat-
ment which gets right down to the
foundation of the difficulty and ef-
fects permanent resuits by revitaliz-
ing the wasted nerve cells,

There w ill be mo more sleepless
nights, no more nervous headache and
dyspepsia, no more days of gloom and
despondency
Food i3 used.

But don’'t expect a care in a night.
The nerve tissus of the body is com-
pletely changed In abont sixty days.
Though yvou will feel the benefil of
| this treatment in two or three weeks,
you should persist in the use of the
nerve food for at least sixty days In
order that the results may be last-
Img.

Sleeplesaness is only one of the many
distressing symptoms which will :ii?-
| appear with the use of Dr. Chase's

Nerve Food. It is a positive cure for
 nervous prostration and exhaustion,
|  Surely it l= wiser to build up and
E’[ﬁii‘ﬁ.‘h}: and 2ll the most serious
forms of nervous disease.

DR. CHASE'S NERVE FOOD

' Is the world's greatest restorative forx
pale, weak, nervous men, women :m_d
children. 1t is specific for womans
ills. because they almost invariably
arise from exhausted nerves. In pill
ferm, 50c a box, at all dealers, or by
mail from Edmansoa, Bates, & Co,

) Yorcato.

dhen he was in London—has had re- |

|;L;I‘HI

could iﬁnﬂurud were something terrible. [

‘had no appetite, and was literally
I|‘Iudi11|g away ; 1 was not able to work
labout the house

S that I ocould scarcely lift a cup of tea,

| Back to ‘'the
I am | roam till «he gloaming arrives, and

when Dr. Chase's Nerve |

Gloom and Despair

GIVE WAY TO VIGOR, HEALTH AND
HAFPPINESS,

An Attack of La &rippe Left the Sullerer
Yeak, Nervom: and Enleebled—A Vie-
thim of Insomn'n and Heart Trouble,

Naturally wevery sick person to

| a =
whom help is promised, will ask,

“has
Whom

the remedy been successful§
has it helped ¥ We cannot

better answer these questions than by
publishing teslimonials received from
'grateful people who are anxious that
‘olher sufferers may profit by their ex-

perience. One of these grateful ones

\is Mrs. Douglas Kilts, of Perry Sta-

It.inn, Ont.,, Mrs, Kilts says: "Three
\years ago |l had a very severe attack
of la grippe, and the disease left me

in an extremely worn out, nervous,
enfeebled condition. The ner.
vousness wias S0 severe as to have al-
most  resulted in St., Vitus dance.
Sleep forsook me. I had bad attacks
of heart trouble, and the headaches I

and 'was so weak
I was traated by a gaod doclor, bat
Wilhh no bengfit. Almost 1n despuir,
I resorted to palent medicines, and
tried several, one after anoiher, only
to be disappointed by each. 1 ling-
¢red mn this condition wntil the win-

ter of 1899, when a friend prevailed
iupr:hu me to try Dr. Williama'

Pink
Pills, and 1 began taking Lhem. From
the first (he puls h:ped me and I
could feel my sireugih graduaily re-
turning. 1 continued the use of the
pils accordimg to directions watill
had takem eighl boxes when I waa
ugain enjoying parfecl health. My
sirength had entirely returned, my
uppetite sp.iendid, 4 the heart
trouple and nervousness had ceaszd,
whilz tha blessing of sleep, onge de-
need, had again revurned, I had gain-
ed over thuly pounds 1 welght, and
was aole Lo do all my housework
with ease. In I had recewved a
neny lease ol lifle. 1 believe my cure
IS permanent, as more than a year
has since passad and 1 feel 30 slrong
and well that Ivenlure to say there
1S not a fDealthier woman 1o Lhis geg-
tion; fndeed I am enjoying belter
bzaith than I bhave lor twenty years,
and thws has peen browght aboult by
the ose of Ur. WiHhiams® Pink Pills. 1

Wils

JRIL ]

[pel that L cannot =ay enough iIn
their praise for 1 oelieve Lhey saved
my lire, My son has alsv reoeived

Lhe greatest beaefit [rom Lhe use of
these pills 10 a cases of spring fever.”

+
WANTS TO GO BACK,

Backward, turn backward, ob, time
in your flight; make me a kid again

| just for to-night; with the freckles and

warts I possessed long ago, and the

'dear little stone bruise that grew om

: I
and then | my

loe. dJdxive me back my old Kite
wilh its dog-fennel tail, for the kind
[ fly now always lands ime in jail,
river once more lel me

gelt home take me out to the
let me dance to

when 1

woodshed and there

'the tune father played on the seat of

my pants,

POINTS ABOUT THE CHINESE,

They drink wine hot.

Old men Liy kiles.

White 18 worn as mourning.

Their babies seidom cry.

Their compass points Lo Lthe south.

The family name comes [irst,

Carriages are moved by sails.

Seal of bonor at the left.

Visiting cards four [eet leng.

School children sit with their
to Lhe teacher,

Fireworks are always set off in the
daytlime,

backs

ONE THING NEEDFUL.
Irate Father, of pretty girl—What!

| Is it possible you are here again after

Lhe treatment you received last night |

Young Man—Yes, sir. When you
kicked downstairs and set tLhe
dog on the animal torg a larga
plece [rom my Lroumgers.

Irate I'ather—Wall, 1sn’t
enu,'ugi;. Whal imore do yosu wantfy

Young Man—If it isn't much
trouble, sir, { would like that piece
of cloth.

e

e,
that

Loo
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TRAINED.

I might as well tell ye before we g3
any fu'lher, said the witness, who had
heen gelting rather the better of the
ve mneedn't expect fo
rattle me by askin' fool guestions.

Nof retorted the lawyer.

Naw. ['ve raised three boys, an' got
two grandsons thui's keepin® me train-
gd all the time. .

lawver, that




