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scene watching her, the tears running |
down his pale, thin cheecks, hs lips.
juivering, his hands clasped, all his
artistic nature moved to its greatest
depths

Foven now the words came with dif-
ficulty, and he contented himself with
bending low over her outstretched

| hand and Kissing it with the rever-
|ence of a devotee toward his saint
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= |h;|i{| no word of praise, while the,
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! Suddenly, in a little pause, as
| Maida sat fanning berself, and grad-
into her usual
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'ealm  self-possession, came a thin,
A FIRST CLASS HEARSE IN CONNECT(O  clear voice—that of Lady Gladys.
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appearance! "’ :

It was a little thing to disturb the'
harmony or bring color to the pale
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| face, but it did. There was a mo-
TrTo | ment’s pause in the clamor, a pause
;o | as of doubt, and all eyes were ﬁx-.lrd
~ | on the downcast eyes, hidden by the
Fﬂl’ﬂ]GI‘B, ThrBShern | white lids and long lashes.

“"The first time! Is it not marvel-
lous?"" repeated Lady Gladys, turn-
ing from one to another, but keeping
her sharp eves on Maida.

Slowly the dark head was raised,
but before she could speak a word, o
voice, low and deep, said slowly,
and with a sort of cutting emphasis
{ which made it secem to mean more
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I am prepared orders tery. Algy,”” retorted Caryl to Lord
good shingles. | Algy, who had Just spoken. ‘‘But
Miss 's performance _
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more credit than he is likely to get—
I mean Lord Algy, whose manage-
ment has had a great deal to do
with Miss Hartleigh's success.

but dangerous."’

““Dangerynas?’’ repeated several.

By the Author of.....

* A Gipsy's Daughter,”

* Asether Man's Wile,*

* A Heart’s Bitterness,"
Etec., Ete.

Caryl was standing, leaning indo-
lently on the back of a chair, and he
stroked his mustache with his fingers

as his eye sought Maida’s. She look-
¢d at him.

“Yes, dangerous,” he repeated.
“You see, such a character is a

strain even upon one who has learned
endurance from long professional ex-
perience; how much more severe must
the strain be upon a young lady who
has undergone no such training. If
I might advise Miss Hartleigh, I
would say, Do not repeat it."’

There was an instant murmur of
disapproval at this, but he seemed
not to hear it, so intent was he in
studying the face which had been
turned toward the floor as he pro-
ceeded.  Presently she looked up and
straight into his eves.

She knew that he had meant that
it would be dangerous for her to
again run the risk of being discover-
ed as he had discovered hor. She
forced a quiet smile to her lips, and
slowly, almost painfully answered:

“I think I understand, Mr. Wilton.
It is very good advice.”

“And if T might add to what I
have said,” he went on, with a po-
culiar smile hovering about his lips,
Vit would be that Miss Hartleigh is
in nced of a rest.”

Ah, what Maida would have given
if she ecould have slipped away to
where she could commune alone with
her thoughts, Dut that was denied
to her, and she put as good a face
a8 she could upon it, and permitted
Lord Algy to lead her to the draw-
ing-room, all dressed as she was as
Juliet,

——

CHATTER XV.

It was apparent at once that Maida
was the bright particular star of the
evening, for no sooner did she make
her appearance in the drawing-room
than she was surrounded by a throng
of admiring people, each eager to do
homage to the genius which had held
them  enthralled. She knew they
looked upon her as something above
them, and removed from them by a
touch of the divine.

And what did she know of herself?
What had the last hour brought to
her consciousness?  Was it not that
she might at any moment be hurled
from her high place? Was it not
that it rested with the whim of a
man whether or nor she should con-
tinue to hold the high place she had
usurped?

But was that all that troubled her?
Was it only that she might lose the
cood  things of the world to which
she had so accustomed herself that it
had begun to seem as if they actual
ly did belong to her?

(r, now that there was a witness
of ber falseness, did it come to her
more strongly than ever before that
she was, in plain words, an 1mpos-
tor? She had a right to the love and
adimiration of the old man who drew
her to his side with such a tender
touch of his trembling hand. Dut
had she a right to the humility with
which he looked at her, as if begging
her pardon for the liberty of loving
her?

Buf he was her father, she told her-
self with an inward agony, the great-
er that it was hidden by a smiling
face. And she wanted his love. She
had never realized before that she
necded some love—some pure and dis-
interested love. She was not, as she
had been, cold and hard. Iler life
had seemed to have been impercepti-
bly changing her. She was con-
fronted by a great danger. And
what was the danger?

She had thought from the very
force of habit that what she would
most dread would be the loss of the
opportunity to avenge her mother's
wrongs, and that the shame of an
exposure would sting her. DBut now
Lthat the danger was at hand, what
was it she dreaded most?

The exposure? Yes, that was some-
thing—a great deal; but, after all, it
was the tender loving care to which
she had so unconsciously accustomed
herself.  She loved the old mar —lov-
ed him at a child might a father
who had done her no wrong. She
had promised to wrong him in re-
turn, it is true, and she had shaped
all her actions to that =nd; but,
come weal or woe, she promised her-
self that she would henceforth take
all the love he could give her, and
requite it in such kind that he would
never let her be taken from him.
He did not
look strong. She noticed it more
now than before. IHe was not what
he had been when she eame to him.
Suppose he should die and the ex-
posure should come afterward?

Then it flashed through her mind
that safety lay in marrying Guy—
good, noble Guy. Dut there again—
would Caryl Wilton 1:t her marry
Guy? Aud yet she would not play
with that truc heart, for her own sal-
vation. And why? Decause down in
her heart she knew she did not love
him, and could not love him.

He was her chance of safety and he
was noble and good, and she might
have him for the wishing. Then
there was Caryl Wilton, who was her
threatening ruin. She knew him by
reputation to be a roue, a man of
the world, blase and indifferent. She
believed he would stop at nothing to
compel her to be his. Well, and
what was her feeling for him?

What was it, indeed?

Guy left them to call the carriage,
and Majda stood listening to the re-
grets of the duchess and of the guests
that she should leave them so soon.
And who was ther= in all the bril-
liant throng who said apter or more
witty things than she? And who
was there who hid the anguish that
she did?-

Maida left the brilliant assemblage
with a smile upon her lips and threw

er that she might soon be alone with
ber agony. .

R
ot =

-

it Y

| ger and estimate it.

thad not gone to bed.

| love you give me?

|

-
- -

S
-—l—

¥ A el

s 3 0 Wi UG AL

W

mr—
i
§ i
= ™ —— —
% __-l-

'-_"'-—""'_:-"_—-_. --"_——-'"_.._--—--' -

STATUE 0OF QUEEN

building, at Toronto, Ont.,

It is by the Italian sculptor Raggi,

P T
e mna LAV IV il

—

VICTORIA AT TORONTO.
The statue to be erected in Queen’s Park in front of the

Parliament

will be & worthy memorial of Queen Victoria. | :
' Lthe street mentioned.

| cily merchant was robbed of every-

who has long been one of the fore-

most exponents of his art in Fngland where he has lived for many vears.

(2 & §
I'he statue will be of bronze, a replica of one in Hong Kong.

jesty gave the sculptor a number of
sult. The panels in bronze set into
in Her Majesty’s life.

L Her Ma-
sittimgs, and warmly praised the re-
the granite base will represent scenes

_.—"-—'_"_-—-—l—n-i—-n__._

As if Guy comprehended her wish,
he said he would sit with the driver,
and so she had with her only the old
man who so devotedly loved her.

She had had a fear all the time
Lhat she remained at the castle that
Caryl would return to the drawing-
room, even though she heard him say
that he was going to retire. But
when he did not come, and she was
aclually going away, she felt a cer-
tain relief, as if the inevitable strug-
gle had been postponed.

“If 1 could only think calmly," she
said to herself. “If T could think
away by myself, I could face the dan-
I may sce my
way vet. Ile shall not frighten me
by a look.”

She leened forward as the carriage

drove ot of the grounds, for she
would like the cool evening air to
strike on her fevered face. As she

gazed out into the starry darkness
she saw a tall figure standing under
the gloom of a tree.

It was o man and he had his hands
in his pockets and he was smoking.
And there was that in the poise of
the figure and the very air which told
her that it was Caryl Wilton, who
He was out
there, and he was thinking of her.

Oh, Heaven! was there no escape
from him? She fell back in the car-
ringe with a little gasp of terror,
and buried her face in her hands.

“My darling, my darling, my pre-
cious one!’" eried Sir Richard, in
alarm. *‘Is it more than fatigue? Is
i—""

““It is nothing. father,'”” she an-
swered, feverishly. It is nothing at
all. Father, has it ever scemed to
you that 1 was not grateful for the
Has it ever seemm-
ed as if 1 did not love yvou enough in
return?  Tell me, father, dear.”

There was a surprising pleading in
her voice and manner, and the old
man, who had never seen her so be-
fore was frightened.

““‘No, my darling,”” he answered,
reassuringly: ‘‘vou have loved me
more than I have deserved, but not
more than I would give my life to
have."'

“DBut I do love you, father. And I
need your love. I need it, father.
You understand that, don’t you? If
I ever seemed not to—to—be respon-
sive, you will forget it, will you not,
and think of me as I am now—as
yvour loving daughter?”’

She said this almost in a whisper,
but it was all distinet enough to the
old man, who even in the midst of
his alarm could not but rejoice to
hear her speak so.

e leaned forward and took her
two hands in his, saying, tremulous-
ly:

“If you did but know, my darling,
how happy vou make me, you would
be happy yourself.”’

“I happy!'® she cricd, almost wild-
ly. ““Who—why should I not be hap-
py¥? 1 am happy. father.”

“You are tired to-night. dear, and
vou must be careful. You must not
indulge in too much of this excite-
ment."”’

“No. no. I won't, I won't,”" she
said, patting his hand with a pathet-
ic tenderness. ‘I will not play
again. It does excite me. Dut—but

| it does not matter for this once, for

of her voluntary

- '-| T

if I had not been a little excited I
might not have told you how I love
you. You see, I needed you to know
it, and that is why I told you. Oh,
let me erv! Do not mind. It will
do me good.”

She sank back and sobbed and
laughed and sobbed alternately in
mild hysterics. It was the first time
she had ever done such a thing, and
it told how great the strain on her
nervous system had been. ...

Sir Richard was greatly alarmed at
first, but he soon saw that her ex-
citement was wearing itself off and
becoming less, so he did nothing but
gently soothe her and say reassuring
loving words to her.

And for the first time since her
home-coming she threw her arms
around his neck and voluntarily kis-
sed him. And it was done in such a
fond, sweet way that he was reas-
sured as to her illness, and put it
down as nothing but fatigue: even
enjoying the thought in his loving
heart that he had a confidence with
that peerless ::I:ltll‘h::ﬂ of his wﬂ:;
nobody else t know was

li:rut the proud, self-sustaining
creature she seemed.

He went off to his room to dream
kiss and embrace.

“And Maida, what did LS
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‘he asked.

lalone with her thoughts, just as on
that first night she had been alone
with them.

“Now let me face the situation,*
she said to herself. 1 am calmer
HOW. I almost betrayed myself to
the dear old man, but 1 do not mind.
He knows 1 love him and he will be
the happier for it. 1 am happier for
having told him. Now let me think
of this other. Let me think of the
peril. What have 1 to fear from this
man? What does he know?

“What does he know? Ile knows 1
am Maida Carringford. Yes  Well,
what of that? That does not tell
him that 1 am not also Constance
Hartleigh. How should he know
that 1 did not use another name as
an incognito? Illow should he? Then,
suppose he should atten.pt to expose
me, what would 1 say? 1 would say

ford.
not Constance Hartleigh?

“Yes, ves. That scems ecasy
enough; but is it all? Oh, 1 am not
s0 calm, 1 am not. Well, well, be
calm, then—be calm. Think as if it
was Lthe case of somebody else.  Well
it is somebody else, then. Maida
Jarringford! Oh, Heaven! they will
know tLhat the real Constance never
wiuas an actress!
that Maida Carringford was not
Constance, for they had detectives on
the track of the real Constance.
! voes; but did we not go wherever they
went—my mother and I—where
mother and she went? Then

why

could I not say that 1 was Constance |

all the time. The places in the book
by which 1 learned to vilay my part
do correspond wonderfully with our
own movements.

“Well, well. Oh, no. I could .:ot
deceive that man, with his awful pen-
etration, with his cold, searching
eves looking at me. And his power
over me. No, no, he has no power.
I was weary with the struggle. Lie
is not the stronger. 1 will show him
again, as I did in San Francisco. 1
drove him from me then. I was
strong then. Ah, but just Heaven!
I was innocent then. What shall I

do—what shall I do?
““Do? I will., wait. I will be
strong. I will die doing it, but he

shall not drive ihe, he shall not. And
will he wish to? Shall 1 give it up?
Shall I tell the old man that I am
his daughter, but not the one he
thinks? QGive up? And for what?
Would he not spurn me? Would not
Guy, who loves me so passionately,
shrink from meé as froma leper? Oh,
Heaven! what shall I do? Heaven!
I call on Heaven! What shall I do?
I shall fight it out to the bitter end!
Oh, why, why was it not I who lay
there where my sister lay that dread-
ful night?

“PBut I did not, and am here
fight the battle with the right
against me. Well, I will fight!™

She threw herself down on the bed,
all dressed as she was, as if she
would let the matter rest there. And
with her head buried in her hands,
she went to sleep, wurmuring., with
the last ravs of consciousncss:

“1 know he loves me."’

To be Continued.
——

NO DOUBT OI" IT.

The inmates of a Yorkshire asy-
lum were engaged in sawing wood,
and the attendant thought that one
old fellow was not working as hard

l as he might.
' qhe old man had turped his saw

‘upside down, with the teeth in the
air, and was working away with
the back of the tool.

llere, 1 say, called out the attend-
ant, what are you doing?
| never saw wood in
| Turn the saw over.

The old fellow stopped and looked
at the attendant contemptuously.

Did ye iver try a saw this way ?

Lo
all

No, of course I haven't.
Then ho'd thy noise, mon, "f"“ the
rejoinder. I hev, and this is t easi-

est.

CRIMINALS WHO CONFESSED
BEFORE THE CRIME,

They Gave the Police Ewvery
Chances of Catching Them.

The student of criminology is be-
ing perpetually confronted by pro-
blems that open out such new vistas
of the complexity of the human brain
that any theory that he might have
formed seems destined Lo be over-
thrown.

It would seem, indeed, as if some
men  become criminals simply and
solely through the motive of show-
ing an amazed world to what limits
the originality of their methods will
carry them.

A few years ago the superintendent
of police of a large manufacturing
Lown in England received an unsign-
ed letter, telling him that the writer
Was going to commit an act of high-
way robbery in such a street at such
an hour, and inviting the whole of
Lhe police force to witness the out-
roge.

} The police-superintendent, used, as
all such men are to receiving hoaxes
without number, took no notice of

| the letter, neither did he communi-
| cate the contents of it Lo any of his

subordinates.

Strange to relate, a crime such ns
was unfolded in the anonymous note
Look place at the very hour and in

rant manner. Neither was there any
clue forthcoming as to the identity
of the footpad.

| A few weeks passed by, and again

Lthe superintendent received an anony-
lnous note, telling him that a crime
would be committed in such a street
at such and such a time. This time
the officer did not intend to be

CAUGIHIT NADPPING.
e communicated the lettor to his

that I had acted as Maida Carring-
Who could prove that 1 was

They could prove

Yos

Lthe |

' breaking the glass.

| ter
help.

trated

' the jeweller began to make enquiries

| entered the shop at the same time as
' the vagabond.

You'll |
that fashion. |

:l{mler and the swell had been in lea-

subordinates, and a strong posse of
police was concealed in the neighbor-
' hood of the expected outrage.

But, strange ‘o relate no oulrage
occurred. This time the leiter was
really a hoax. The sequel came out
'a fow hours later, when it was dis-
| covered that a house on the other
side of the town had been broken
and plundered by a burglar or burg-
lars, who were never captured, but
who had Jeft a note in the dining-
room of the burgled house which read
as follows: “"lKeep vour men at work,
Mr. Superintendent! 1 reckon we ve
' diddled yvou this time."’

A crime that was curiously coldly
premeditated, occarred in France
some time ago, which proves that the
perpetrator of it must have been pos-
sessed of no ordinary share of calm
vindictiveness,
| Two workmen were in love with the
same girl. The rejected sultor for
' her hand was madly incensed against
' the

I.I._l-ll-

successful lover., For days his
bt e simouldered, At last 1t
broke into a flame.

The two men were standing with
some other workmen at the gates of
their factory, when suddenly the re-
jected workman turned to his fellow
' workmen.

“Comrades,”” he cried, L~

maitre has stolen from me Annctte

v dules

Duret. I am going to kill him."™
Then he turned to I-v.':li.'u‘!t'n_'. and
without another word plunged o

knife he had drawn fromn his breast
into  the unfortunate man's heart.
The murderer then walked calmly

away to the police station before his
horrificd companions had had tune to
realize to the full what had been done
and gave himsell up to justiee

| Ope of the most daring robberies of
|
| tor of which was never apprehended,
'occurred in Paris about  six
ago.

ceived a letter which was signed Lo
| Capitaine X, which said that this
same mysterious “‘captain’’ was go-
ing to commit a burglary in the shop
IN BROAD DAYLIGITT.

The letter concluded by saying it
was written to give the jeweller ev-
erv chance.

| The jeweller pooh-poohed the idea,
'and dismissed the letter from s
'mind. On the day when “"Capitaine
X' had said he would put in an ap-
pearance the jeweller remembered the
lexistence of the letter, and determin-
ed Lo be on his guard.

|  About one o'clock two men
into the shop, as complete contrasis
as could be imagined, the one tall
'and clegantly dressed, the other shab-

|SOME CLEVER BUBGLARS,
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ECCENTRIC ROBBERS.

[E———

Extraordinary Reasous for Com-
mitting Burglaries,

In July of 1898 a man broke into

{ the castle of Count Lamberg, near

| Engelseck, Germany, and totally dis-

regarding jewellery to the value of
§10,000 that was lying about, de-
camped with a volume of Heine, two
water-color sketches, and a photo-

A respectable .

thing he posscssed in the most fag- |

modern times, and one the perpetra- |

VEArS |

A jeweller in the Rue Capuchin re-|

cCalne

by and dirty to the last degree. |
The swell was evidently annoved at |

| the presence of the loafer, and show-
ed his annoyance.
| Suddenly the disreputable intruder
leapt on to a show-case and began
In- o monent
the shop-kecper remembered the let-
he had received, and cried fo
The police rushed in and the
loafer was secured, having been frus-
in his
show-case open. |
He was bundled off, and eobtained o 1
short sentence of imprisonment. Then

for the handsome stranger who had

IHe was nowhere Lo be found neith-
or were a number of valuable trinkets
that had been in another show case.

Then the jeweller tumbled to the
rlot. It was a put-up job. The

gue. The tramp had ﬂi‘lr'l;.‘t‘ll"l‘i atten-
tion while the swell filled his pock-
ets  The loafer was taxed with this,
but of course swore his innocence,
apd the missing jewels were never re-

attempt to get the | times,

| graph of Countess

| sion In

covered, "

EVOLUTION OF MAN.

Mrs. Grout:Husbands are so differ-
ent from other men !

Mrs. Snapper: I know jt. I said
to John last evening, How the wind
blows! and he grunted and said: Did
you ever know the wind to do any-
thing else ?

Mrs. Grout: That's just it. Before
you were married to him he prob-
ably would have had no end of nice
Mehings Lo say in b Cogine |

+
HIS OWN BURGLARIES.
A professional burglar in Berlin
found @ new and original way of

adding to the ordinary profits of
his profession. After each burglary

daily newspapers, gl

for
received payment in the usual

way
But he tried his plan once too e

_|I
o N L Y

T

Launberg. Al-
Lhough an expert burglar he seems Lo
have followed a career of crime more
from a love of the work than from
any desire of gain, often indeed, as
in the foregoing instance, ||;u'[-_*r‘r||:|g
some riCe to an article of consider-
able value,

When arrested he confessed to hav-
ing committed in the course of the
vear no fewer than 398 burglaries,
more for the love of exercising his
skill than for the sake of booty,
which almost always consisted of
some msigniticant article. Indeed, to
such an extent Jdid he carry his con-
tempt for the more sordid side of his
“art” that if at any time he ab-
stracted jewellery he invariably dis-
posed of it for next to nothing

Another memver of the fraternity
who may be said to work for love
of Lthe gentle art of burgling is a siy-
lish yvoung Darisian, who, though
possessed of a fine villa in the
burbs of the Freonch capital and an
mcome of 82,500, has such a weak-
ness for house-breaking that without
nesitation he risks both liberty and

==

reputation for the excitcaent that
s nefarieus pleasure (Mords Nol
long since he fell into the hands of
the police and was sentenced Lo a
period of 1mmprisoninent

Charles I'eace, though not disdain-

hiis

i Lhe more solid rewards  of

profession, had an especial

FONDNESS 1'OR VIOLINS,
of which he owned o varuable collec-
tion that haa been  feloniously ac
nitlir'u'l. Ilis Prolol Ve sceeins Lo have
been one hilett, an Austrian, who, at
his death in the carly thirties, was
found to be in JMassCsSs10n ol  some
Lharty violins—many of them of con
siderable value—the proceceds of de-

predations comunitted in his own and

aobLhicer counbries

Ten vears ago the house of a lady
diving in the pewwghborhood of Liver-
pool was broken mnto The rooigs
had been ransacked, but a thorodgh
Imvestigation proved that nothing
had been carried ofl save a culinary
I'CClL M This Jrovipnd il L il Cortaln
gourmet, an old acquaintance, who

had repeatedly asked for and been re-

fused Lhis very recipe.  The epicure
ultimately confessed 1o the thelt,
was forgiven, and within the year

married to the lady he had robbed
Two years sine®, during a discus-
the bilhiard=room of a coun-
Ly house in England upon crime and
criminals, a gentleman present. bhoast-

|ed that he could cmulate the ex-
ploits of the most e«xpert ol the
housce-breaking fraternity.  The oth-

ers pooh-poohed his assertion, and, a
wager resulting, he was required that
night to enter a neighboring mansion
and take therefrom a certain photo-
graph that stood in the owner’'s bed-
(1L In the result he sucesssfully
accomplished his task and wou the
bet. The photograph was returncd
anonymously the following day

Last autumn a werchant from
Nantes, while wisiting the Lallel
Tower, was rabbed of s purse con
taining a large suwm of money. This
affected his brain, and he promptly
sot about indemnifying  himself for
the loss by stealing every model of
the tower on which he could lay his
hands He was at arrested
while in pursuit of his hobby n a
shop on the Boulevard Voltaire, and

last

'._.“ his rooms being searched no fow-

the lillel
away in

or than fifty models of
Tower woere found stowed
boxes and cupboards

+
IILYPNOTISED TITE HORSE
Buyer : Look here, you !

You said

this horse was sound, and kind and
free from tricks. Toe first day |
dlrove him he fell down a dozen

and he's as bad to-day.
ealer: Um—vou've been wondering
if 1 cheated vou, maybe ?

Yes, 1 have.

And the first time vou drove the
hoss vou wondered if he hadn't some
tricks, didn't you ?

O course.

And you kept saying to yourself,
I wonder if that there hoss will Ltum-
ble down, ch ?

I'robably.

And vou had vour mind on it a
good deal, most like ?

That's true.

That’s wol’s the matter. You'wve

hypnotised him. See?

&
AVERAGE PRODUCE OF WIIEAT.

The average produce of wheat  to
the aere ‘in Eugland is 24 bushels,
In Middlesex, owing principally te
the facility of procuring maunuy
from London, the average is 43
bushels to the acre : and il has been
known o reach even 68 bushels 1o
the acre. For every 12 bushels of
wheat, one load, containing 36 bot-
tles of trusses of straw, will be ob-
tained, the weight
cwt., or 1,288 pounds. The averug
produce of barley to the acre |
from 24 to 32 bushels.
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