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Fancy and Cyclamen, who are
stayving for a week in this most
charming of all cities, on their way |

home, grow alinost pathetic over the

beauty of the climate, and argue
whether it wiil not be wisdom 1o
stay here fourteen instead of seven

days. 'They have nearly said yes to
this plan, when, running down the
steps of the hotel, leading to the

court-yard beneath, they both stop
suddenly as with one consent to gaze

earnestly: at a man standing some
distance from them. He is quite
motionless. IHis eves are bent up-

on the ground, showing their owner
lost in thought; and he is industri-
ously doing his best to pull his
brown moustache to pieces.

“Ts that
wraith?'’ asks Fancy, breathlessly.

“sSir. John, 1 hope. 1 prefer my
friends in the flesh. DBut how alter-
ed Le is—how thin! I should scarce-
ly know him. Wait for me a
ment, Fancy; I must speak to him.”

""Sp must IL,'" says Fancy.
go with you.”

“*No, let me go alone.'

“If you wish it, cara,'’" — raising
her pretiy brows. “‘But ask him to
come up and see us, And'' — pleas-

¥

antly — *‘ask him, too, where Lady
Blunden is., — where they are stop-
ping. Perhaps here.”

“Dear IPancy, one word. If I do
ask him to come up to our sitting
room, say vou will not mention Lady
Blunden's name.”’

*it, my good child, why?'' —
with the utmost surprise.

“Decause’ inn  an embarrassed
tone—"'well, 1 suppose I*may as
well tell you all. The fact is, ' the
Blundens are mnot on very friendly
terms, and, without making marters
publie, have agreed to—separate.’

““Cyclamen, what is it you would
fay!" asks IMancy, stepping back, and
loocking honestly horrified.

““It is only too true'’ —regretiuily
—“F ywish it wasn't. It all arose
from that mask ball at Twickenham.
Sir John was there, it appears, un-
der the rose, with some one who
wasn't his wife, and Kitty saw them
in the 'gardens, and—— 1 really
know almost nothing; but there was
a terrible scene in my house next
day, and they parted, and have nev-
er been face to face since.’’

¥

“But he wasn't at Twickenham
that night.”’ .
“But he was. Kitty saw him. 1

am alfraid he was wrong in some
way, but how I don't know. Now,
let me speak to him before he goes.
And, remember, say nothing of
her."’

“Of . course not. IHow do you
think I should, after all you have
teld me? I was never so shocked,
go bewildered, in all my life.”’

Turning, she goes up the steps
apain (while Cyclamen goes down),
and, having reached their drawing-
room, 1is £till so puzzled that- even
when Sir Jolhn and Cyelamen enter
presently she is distrait to a degree,

and greets himi in a manner the re-
verse of ellusive.
Having given him her hand, she

maves away, with a faint smile,
a distant chair, leaving Cyclamen
and him to retire into a window,
where they converse in low tones,

T am so glad to meet you again,”’
Cvelaimen says, kindly, ‘‘but so griev-
ed to see you looking so badly.
What have you been doing with
yourself?™

Lo

“Overdoing the thing, perhaps. In- |

cessant traveling without any rest
knocks o fellow all to bits, you
know. Tlut T am perfectly well.”

“You are not happy,'' says Cyvclo-
nmen, quietly, ''That is what is the
matter with vou."

g 3t?'" with & light laugh. "'lIs
any one happy, do vou think, i
this troublesome world? Would

vou have me luckier than my fellows?

Sir Jolin, or is it his |

mio- |

‘1’11 |

!flli" a moment or LwWo, and then SAYVE,
| without looking at
““Where is shie?"’

S14l1l at Laxton with Mrs. Ihuag-
dale. At least. che Ivas three
weeks aro. 1 have not heard from
her since then, but in her last lotter

che said she meant to stay there for
some time longer.””

| ““Ah! it is pleasanter for her, no
doubt.””
T do not imagine she finds any
place very = pleasant,”” says Cycla-
men, meaningly. Then with an ei-
fort, “"Why did yvou not tell her you
lwere going to Twickenham that
| night?'’
“How could-I1? 1 never went |
there.”’
| “‘But she saw you.''

SQir John shrugs his shoulders.
| ““She has excellent eyes, no doubt.
lAnd to see is to believe, they say.
Nevertheless, T can only repeat I was
‘not there.”’

“It is extraordinary. Why did
| yvou not protest as much to her?”

“'"She r%mhl not listen. And, be-
|=ides, tha was a slight oflense, 1
EH”I‘IH*FL‘. compared to otlhers she ac-

Leused me of Why discuss it?''—im-
'patiently. “Nothing matters very
much, does it?"’

“Why. she deseribed the very dom-
ino vou wore,'’ persists Cyclamen,
\who is lost in g vain efiort to un-

ravel this seeming mystery.
' Their voices within the last LtWo |

'minutes have been slightly raised;

so- much so that Fancy has been
lcompelled {o hear. _At this mo-

ment she comes forward right up to
them, with a heightened color and
| distressed eyes.

' “Did Arthur borrow your domino
that night?’’ she asks, anxiously.

. ““Yes,” — carelessly. ““At the
| last moment I madeé up my mind
not to go to the ball and he,- com-
ing in just then, asked for the dom-
ino, and obtained it."’

| ““It is all quite plain,’’ says Fancy,
Inervously. ‘‘It is altogether a mis-
‘take. Did Lady Blunden know you

|lent wour domino to—to—10 your
lcousin?"’
| *‘'No. There was really no time,

‘no opportunityv for explanation
lon any subject. She went to
Ipall. I went to my club.”’

| “Don't vou see how it was? ' says
| Fancy, putting one hand up to her

up-
the

cheek, which burns hotly. “‘Or must
I tell wyou? I was in the garden

with—Arthur that evening, and you
‘know how like vou he is at times,
land how a mask deceives one. And
l—ves,”" — bravely, — “I will con-
fess it now, whatever comes of it;
Arthur kissed me that night, and
perhaps Lady Blunden saw him, and
thought he was you, and that 1 —
ob, 1 can’t say any more—it is too
‘horrible,'” © exclaims -she, turning
|away to hide her face, which is now
red as any rose.

“Why did vou not tell me this be-
fore?’’ says Cyclamen, reproachfully,
forgetiul of her own reticence.
| “*Why was I told neothing?"’

re-
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torts Fancy, still more reproachful-
lv.

“Phat is certainly how the
talkke must have arisen. How
thines seem now!' says Cyelamen,

| cheerfully. ““You will see after a lit-

mis-

tle while everything will come
right."'

| Blunden shakes his head.

| ““That one absurd suspicion vas

Well,”” changing his mocking tone to | not all,”” he sawys. *“"There are oth-
one of deep depression.—*'perhaps 1 er things. You are very good, aw-
| r—— — = PE— — A

his companion: |

ent is & certain |

clear |

fullv kind, you know, to care for
myv we:fare as yvou do, but—matiers
have gone too far. She herself
would be the last to welcome a "Te-
conciliation.”

“Something must be done, and at

once,”’ Fancy
arain excitedly

savs, coming forward
‘T can’t have Lady

| Blunden thinking such dreadiul |
things; I can't -indeed. It IS as
bad for me as anybody. And, be-
sides, mistakes of that kind . should
be cleared up. I shall make this
leause my own. I shall go to her
| oncdd tell her everything. And 50
| shall Arthur. And afterwards 1
shall write to ypu, Sir Jehn, to
vour hotel here, and then all wall
he well again.”’

o * = * » ¥ i * L2 A

‘A lady in the drawing-room 1o
gee vou, ma'am,” says Lynan; the
ancient serviwor, opening the door

of the library and addressing Gret-
lchen, who is sitting there with Lady
Blunden and the boy.

“Her name?'' asks Gretchen, lazi-
lv. who is nice andgwarm and cozy
and feels thoroughly disinclined to

action.

“She would give no name ma’'am,

but said she would not deiay you
more than five minutes."’
“Tiear me! A begging-letter wo-

man or an impostor of some kind,”’
sayvs Gretchen, much disheartened,
“What shall T do? They always
talk so fluently and won't po away.
And they will say the same thing a
times in different language.’

| “Put money in your purse, rfnm'."'
| gugrests Kitty, blandly. “‘There 1is
|nothing iike it in such cases. 1s
she—a lady—or a woman, Lynan?’’
| ‘"Oh, quite the Jady, my lady, ev-

-

| dozen

¢ry hinch of her,”’ replies Lynan,
with conviction.
“*That sounds more promising,

nevertheless, as &a preeautionary
measure,” I shall take your hint and
my purse,’” says Gretchen, rising,
with a sigh. *‘I notice I am always
called away to do something or sce
'somebody just when I was most comi-
fortable. And baby in such a good
temper tool!l’
| ““Keep well away from her, and
think of torpedoes, and hand-gren-
lades, and dvnamite, and pokers,"’
lsave Kitty, as a last comforting
sugegestion; wheretipon «retchen
laughs and vanishes.
Entering the drawing-room a

L ]

few

minutes later, she finds herseli face
to face with Mrs. Charteris, to her
lextreme amazement and discom-

|fiture. An expression of extreme
| hauteur grows upon her usually gen-

Itha face as she stands still In the
‘centre of the room and regards her
fixedly, uncertain what to do or
| SOV .
| ““You!'' she says, at last, impul-
|sively, being a bad dissembler,
lgrowing very pale, as repugnance
‘and anger and some fear fill her
| breast.

““¥es,”” sayvs Fancy, growing pale

too. and coming quickly forward. *'l
| must speak to you. There 1s some-
thing that must be explained. - Ah,
|T see you too have put faith in this
‘miserable misunderstanding that has
'arisen out of nothing."

“T really do not see what it is you
can explain,” says Gretchen, coldly.

| ““If wou . will listen to me _you
|shall hear. Only yesterday 1 heard
oi—of——"' She hesitates, hardly
knowing in what language te ecouch
'her knowledge of Kitty's quarrel
|with her lhusband. ““And I have

traveled straight from Paris here, as

much for my oswn satisfaction —
lsomewhat haughtily — ‘‘as for the
!h:':nmit, of other people, to tell Yyou

'Sir John DBlunden was not at
Twickenham  the night of Lady

Monckton’s ball. I have been given

|to understand that it was generally

| believed he was there.”

“Not at Twickenham? You must
pardon me, Mrs. Charteris, if 1 say
la wife may surely be allowed to

recognize her own husband.”
“Sometimes: not always. In this
instance at least she was at fault.
She made a mistake.—a fatal one.
|y ¥ was Arthur Blunden she saw,
dressed in Sir John’s demino, and 1
vas with him in the gardens. She
must liave seen us. Is it not so?”’
“She saw you, ves,’'' — gravely.
“And on account of the great like-
ness between the cousins (you must

haove noticed that), and because
Ithu: darkness, and the masks, and
'all. she must have mistaken Arthur
for her husbhand.'

| ““Canithis he true?’’ says Gret-
chen, clasping her hands; and, 1o01-

getful of nicé breeding and proper
form. in ler delight at the prospect
of making life once more bright for
| Kitty, she says, naiveiy,

“I'hen he did not Kiss you,
LAl
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Was a Victim of Nervous Coilapse—Weak, Helpless, Suffered—An Entrgnr-
dinary Cure by Dr. Chase’'s Nerve Food

That Dr. Chase’'s Nerve Food pos-|
bCESES unusual control over the
nerves and rekindles nervous encrgy
when all other means fail, is well
fllustrated in the case described be-
low, Mr, Browp was forced to give |
up his ministerial work, and so far

exhsusted that for a time he vas
positively helpless. Doctors werce
consuited, and many remedies Were

resorted to, in vain. Ewvery efiort Lo
build up the system seemed in vain,
and 1t is little wonder that the sui-
[erer was losing hope of recovery,
when he bLegaun to use Dr. €hase's
Nerve Food

. tew, T. Browe, Metheodist minister |

| VOUS

'ed to have no effect 1In my case
IeCOACEY |

of Omembe, and late of Bethany,|
Ont., writes :—'""A yvear ago last|

November I was overtaken with ner- |
| do a little work, and have gradually

exhaustion. For six months I
did no work, and during that time 1
had to be waited on, not being able
to help myself. Nervous collapse

did not seam to improve. At
little exertion my strength
leave me, and I would tremble with
Nervousiess.

“From the first I used a great
many nerve remedies, but they seem-

1

had almost lost hope oi

was complete, and though I was in | Chase’'s Nerve Food the nest
the physician’s hands for momt hs, 1
any |

would |

when I heard of Dr. Chase’s Nerve

Food, and began to use it. As mYy
system became stronger I began 1o

increased in nerve force amnd vigor
until now I am about in my normal
condition again. I consider lr.-
I_I:'lf.*i”-
Not only has it
wonderiul restorative
case, but also in
I have recoms-

cine I ever used.
proven its
powers in my own
several others where
mended at."

Dr. Chase's Nerve IFood, 50 cents
a box. six boxes for 22.00. At =all
dealers. or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,

o

Toronto.
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It

is a betise, — a terrible one, —
and I'ancy winces She pgrows
terimson and Dbites her lip. Gret-

chen, quick to see, is penitent on the
spot.

““Oh, pardon me!"’
am rude,—detestable.
lsav to excuse myself?”’

She is so thoroughly grieved about
her vet withal so unmistak-
ably relieved and gladdened as the
news just conveyved, that Fancy
(who the kindest-hearted creature
in the world) forgives her and con-
quers her temper.
| “"But Kitty was so sure, So
ltain; and Arthur said nothing
| having borrowed the domino."
| ""He only borrowed it at the
moment."’
| “‘But why did you not tell all this
| before?’’ asks Gretchen: and then en-
!MIHH an explanation that leaves no
lroom for doubt.
| ““Yet surely, surely there were
|times when you were more than
iui\'il to Sir John,'' says Gretchen,
irimlhl.i’ully.
| ““Were

think

she sayvs.

Wwhat

ollense,
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Ca=—
of

last

there? I don't know; I
not. Did I ever flirt with
him? Well, if so 1 am sorry. I think
vou are the only woman in the
world I would sav so much to. 1f I
have done wrong I come to you with

Mea culpa on my lips. Do not re-
fuse me grace.””
““Tell me one thing,’” says Gret-

|chen, earnestly. ““Were vou engaged

to Sir John—in the old days, I
mean?’’

“‘Never: he never asked me to
marry him. There was never the

faintest sentimental feeling between
us, though people would think so.
To be candid with wou, he would
not have suited me at all. You wiil
sée T am speaking the truth. I was
shocked horrified, when I discovered
that Lady DBlunden had taken up
such an erroneous idea. DBut all will
|be right now, I hope and trust.”

“So do 1,” says Gretchen, sigh-
ing, "if only for baby’s sake.’’

‘“A baby! Is there a baby? You
told me nothing of it."

““Yes. A wvery darling baby. Of

course I forgot vou could*not know;
yet he is three weeks old.”
"Sir' John knows nothing of it?"
““Nothing. She will not let me

tell him of it; indeed, up to this 1

lhave had no chance of telling him,
las I have not known where he 1s.
““‘Why not put the birth in the

papers?’

“1 gave her my promise not to do
50"

““Phat iz wrong, surely,!” says
Fancy, hastily. “Forgive me, 1 am
not one to preach, I know, but 1
cannot help thinking a father should
be made aware of his child’'s birth.”

““1 quite agree with you; yet I am
fettered by my promise; and besides,
believing all I did believe until your
visit hefe to-day, I hardly cared to
let him know of the little one. And
now what am I to do, if she still
holds me to my word?"

“‘Da nothing,’" says Fancy, rising
impulsively to her feet, with rose-
flushed checks and gleaming eyes. ‘I
don’t carec about violating oaths; I
don’t indeed. There is no use in ap-
pealing Lo me. My principles are
all astrayv: and if you think I ought
to keep the news you have just com-
municated to me secret I can only
tell vou that I sha'n’t do it, Mrs.
I}ug{iﬁlv. as I have been the cause,
though the innocent one, of all this

Imisery, do let me also be i1he one
'1t:; reduce the chaos to order. Do
not refuse me this request. I think

I shall succeed. And when Sir John
and Lady Blunden are once more
|lhappy  together, perhaps™ wist-
lfully — ‘‘she wiil then forgive me."’
| “But what can you do? What is
vour plan?’’—doubtiully.
| “Of course you guess; but, first
(pardon the question), does Lady
Blunden still love her husband?”
“You are indeed a stranger to
| Kitty if you can ask it.”
“Phen I have your consent
make the attempt?’” she asks.
“T hardly know,"”’ with hesita-
'tion. “'Tf vou failed, and Kitty dis-
covered it, she would never forgive
'me."’

to

s

‘ I shall not fail.”” There is a
pause; then, with lowered eyes and
| purposely suppressed wvoice, Fancy
goes on in a dolorous tone,—

LT G saw him, I think you
'would hardly know him, he has

crown so thin, so haggard.”

““Oh! poor Jack! poor
SAVS GGretchen.
Iu::ni LEAars are in her eyes.
'L‘]ml‘ll_-riy, vou are right; do any-
thine, —I don’t care what; only bring
him home to us.”

So they part; and Fancy, reaching
home as evening falls, writes a let-
ter, pathetic, sensible, commanding,
that stirs the heart of him who re-
ceives it to its lowest depths, caus-
ing him to stride up and down his
room for hours in o passionate en-
deavor to- come to a satisfactory
settlement witlhh his love and pride,
| —wearing out
'but the patience of his long-enduring
man, who finds no rest from his
;lt'Lnilll]i_'H.lI]]iji at last he safely lands
his master upon IEnglish soil.

(To Be Continued).
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| Mrs. Brise—""Johnny, did the doc-
'tor call while I was out ? Little

| Johnny (stopping his play)—''Yes'm.
| He felt my pulse and looked at
'tongue, and shook his head,

he left his prescription, and said
he'd call again before night.™
| Brise—"*Gracious me ! It
vou I sent him to see ; it was
|baby.""

| Perhaps

I].'mrttllm'n-'.:-:

wasn't

one of the very oddest

can 1|

| throughout my body.
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NEURALGIC PAINS

ARE A CRY OF THE NERVES
FOR BETTER BLOOD,

_——

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills Maka
Rich, Red Blood and Drive
These Pains From the Sys-
tem—Read the Proof.

A high medical authority has de
fined neuralgia as “‘a cryv of tha
nerves for better blood,”” and to ef-
fectually drive it f{rom the system
'5}1:1 blood must be made rich, red
and pure. For this purpose there is
no other medicine so prompt and
sure in result as Dr. Willinms' Pink
Pills. These pills make new, rich,
red blood with every dose, and im-
part niew life and new vigor to thae
person using them. Mr. John DMe-
Dermott, Dond Fead, Ont., offers
strong proof dgf the certain results
obtained from the use of Dr. .Wil-
liams® Pink Pills in cases of this
kind. He says: ‘A few years agao
while working as a carpenter in DBuf-
falo I got wet. I did not think it
worth while changing my clothes at

the time, but I scon began to suf-
fer for my neglect. I awoke next
morning with cramps and pains

I was unable
to go Lo work and called in a doc-
tor, who left nie some medicine. 1
used it faithfully for some time, but
it did not help me.- In fact I was
crowing steadily worse and had be-

come SO reduced in flesh that 1
weighed only 138 pounds. As 1 was
not able to work I returned to my

home at Bond Head. Here I placed
myself under the care of a local doc-
tor who said the trouble was

! 121
ralgia, which had taken a thor
ough hold upon my entire system,

Misfortune seemed to follow me foi
the doctor’s treatment did not help

me, and I think my neighbors at
least did not think I was going tg
get better. T had often heard and

read of Dr. Williams' Pink FPills and
in this emergency I determined ta
¢rv them. I had mnot used more
than three boxes before I felt that

the pills were  helping me. I'rom
that on I gained day by day, and
after 1 had usud some ten or twelwvy

boxes, I had fully recovered my old

time strength, and have since Leor
able to work at my trade as ctar
penter without any trouble. I have

no pains or aches, and I now weigh
156 pounds. I think Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills an invaluable medicine
and shall always have a good word
to say for them."’

When the nerves are unstirung,
when the bloocd is poor or watery,
or when the system 1is out of order,
Dr. Wiiliams' Pink Pills is the me
dicine to take. They cure all trou.
bles arising from these causes, and
make weak, despondent men and wo-
men bright, active and strong. FPro-
tect yourself against imitations by
seeing that the full name, “‘Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills for Pale People'" is
on the wrapper around every box.
Sold by all medicine dealers or maii-
ed post paid at 50c per box or six
boxes for $2.50 by writing to the

Dr. Williams® Medicine Co., Drocks
ville, Ont.
FOOD FOR BEREAIN WORKERS.

The Most Concentrated and Easi-
ly Digested.

The changes of the tissue in the
brain that take place during study
and thought are very important ard
very rapid; it has been estimated
that three hours of brain work

| causes_as great an exhaustion of the

forces of the body as an entire day
of manual labor. This waste 1must
be replaced by abundant food, Dut
selection requires careful con-
sideration and often seli-denial, for
many things which the physical
worker can eat with perfect im-

|punity are slow poison 10 the brain

| worker,
|the expense of the body, and rarely

She is very pale, |
““Mrs.

who exercises the braln at

rives the latter suflicient exercise to

counteract the mental strain mu_'l
keep it in condition to resist di-
eSO, Bear in mind that, while

thes waste of the body is much more
rapid, the deprivation of physical
exercise encourages torpidity or the
voluntary functions and renders
them sluggish in eliminating these
wastes; therefore it of the ut-
most importance that the tasks im-
posed upon them should be light
Brain workers require the most com
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lecentrated and easily digested foods:

not only the carpet-

| tinue to work 1ir

they should eat fresh beef and mut

ton, fish, eggs—cooked in nany
forms. but rever hard beiled nol
fried—oysters, and crisp salads, let
tuce, chicory, tomatoes, WOQLCICIEsS
etc.—with 1mayonaise or I'renck
dressing. They should begin the

day with fruit and make it form the
principal part of 'n.uu_']u’:nm:_ and be
Yery FIILI]'i.ll:!_" 11 their use ol corenls
eschewing entirely white bread anc
oatmeal. Their ideal luncheon
which must be light if they con
the afternoon, is

&
L

| riass of milk or a cup of hot choco

the |tain moneys,

ic the tablet in a Berk- !r_'ln:rrh.

‘some fruit, an apple,
my |ange.
and |

lsaid it was a very serious case, and | PRIZES FOR

late—or, better still, a glass of fresk
buttermilk—with two or three Gra
ham wafers or a bit of toast anc
figs or an oI

—
PRETTY GIRLS.
vears ago the Rev

Some sixty

Mrs. | Thomas Mafrick |.=4_-f.ll|.4-:|_1!ir-fl to Hols

Devonshire, England, Cor
the interest on which
1S tO bhe ]:l:ﬂ:'. LD the |'|I'1_"E_":_if:.‘-! yvoung
woman who most regularly attend:
Miss Jane Chapple has beer

worthys,

shire. Epgland, church in memory of |selected this vear as the queen of
a coldier who had his left leg taken |beauty. A sum of 58 _i:= also ;__:_'iﬂ.'r?rn
ol “bv the above ’[':IH,“ the actual :.'-';LI‘]_‘J to the I'.1!'ilt'-"‘t spinsier wiho 15
I{':*.z.-um'; ball Dbeing inserted at the [the most freqquent atiendani at
| LoD "elhureh.




