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he could but wait for morning light.
Stuart was not the only one who
awake and disturbed that night.
&rz, elad in a silk dressing
e as her cheeks, was pacing
of her chamber. She bad pleaded
and begged to be left with Pautine;
once alone, she sent her maid
tthe dressing room and fought
battle with herself in solitude.
sorrow, despair, anguish, had come
her before, they visited her now with
redoubled force. It seemed to her
the very irony of fate, a mockery of her
grod intentions, that she should be so
tried 24 such 2 moment—s moment when
ehehad thought herself a eonqueror over
her weakness. Of what avail had been
ber. struggles, her earnest prayers, lLer
resolntions? The sight of Stuart’s grave,
handsome face, the intoxication of his
presence, had left her weak; the memcxy
of hiw insualts, his deceit, had banished
everything but the knowledge that she
loved him still.-  She longed for the
weary night to pass, yet dreaded the
coming of morning, when she must meet
h.m, speak to him, when his eyery word
wouid be as a dagger thrust into her
heart
Dawn wus crecping over the sky when,
tiorcagniy wearied and ill, she flung
herseif upen her bed. As she lay, her
eses fell on the sapphire ring that she
wore, and the memory of Enid—her pa-
tience, her suffeving, her courage—stole
into her fhieart. ‘Fhen her mind wandered
to her Lusband, and to all his great
goodness; and, remembering this, she
rayer for strength to
do her duty to this man; and, as the
sighing plea left Lier hoart, she grew com-
forted.
“And grief ghall endure not forever, I
know;
As things that are not shall
things be;
We shall live through semsons of sun
and of snow,
And none be grievous as this to me.
We shall hear, as one in a trance that
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hears
The sound of time, the rhyme of ths
years;
Wrgrked hope and passionate pain will
grew v

As tender things of a springtide sea.”
» - » - L 2 L d -

Stuart left his room early, and, despite
the cold, gloomy morning, made his way
into the grounds to think. und nerve
himself for the coming ordeal. He lock-

‘ed psle and wan; his eyes had meves

clpsed all night, his restless thougnts
had never left him. His task was ended,
he told himself—his cousin was found.
e must just state the trnth, and then
go away from her fair, false sweetness,
huck to the long, atraight path of duty,
back fo the woman who had loved him
su long and so well, back to his pledged
word and the burden of lifo,

He was walking to and fro bemeath
the ieafless trees, his heart almost as
Gead and withered as the leaves beneath
his feet, when a cheery voice hailed him,
and, turning, he saw the earl.

“You are out early, Cresbie,” eried
Lord Court, as he approached. “I saw
yow from my windows.” Then, in a tone
of surprise, he added: “But you loek ill;
is anything the matter ¥

“I did not sleep well,” returned Stuart,
burriedly, “for I bave had a shoek. I
am geing to tell you all abeut it.”

“A sheek,” repeated the earl, with a
smile. “Don’t ray tic manor is haunted.
I believe it is most unorthodox not to
have o family ghost, but I have never
heard yet that we have one.”

“It is not a ghost! it is a reality. I
areant Lo have spoken to you last might,
but T was so surprised that T eould hard-
ly realize the truth of what I saw. [
w.ll expiziz now.”

“Coma indoors,” said Lord Court,
looking a little bewildered; “it is searce-
iy sultry out here.

the honse.

“You are aware [ was abpout to start
for Anstralia next week. you know
why?”

~“No." 'answered the earl, “and, to tell
¥ u *he candid truth, I was just a little
razzled as to the cause of your hasty de-
parture® ’

“It was to fulfill + wish of my dead
cousin, Douglas Gerant, He left a
daughter; it was in search of her T was
to sail om Thursday nex:.”

“A dauaghter! Why, I never knmew
Gerant was married!”

“It wus a gecret)” said Stuart; “but I

‘have the whole history in a lotter whieh

he confided to my care. Now comes the
strange part of the story. This daughier
#a+ thought to be in Australis, was even
Irured to that part of the world, when
suddenly, as T am sbout to start to find
Eer. by one of those extruordivary turns
»f fate, 1 come face to fuce with the
eous’n | seek—here—in your house!”

Lord Court stood still and Joaked at

earnestly.

“in my house!™ he echned. slowly, as
if doubting his ears. “Wha is ity

“Your wife.”

“My wife—Margery!®
ingt™

“Jesting'™ repeated Stuart, grimly. *I
was never so serious in all my life!
Douglas Gerant’s lost daughter bore the

: Daw. She was

You sre jest-

g

in s home at Hurstley — my naiive

village. Evidence was fortheom-
fng that she had gone to Australia with
Reuben Morris, the husband of the wo-
man she had called mother. I knew
her well, and Iast night, when I came
and the of Court were one snd
the seme i

New, Crosbie, T am |-
,#]l atlention—begin,” as they entered

14

Thank Heaven saw her once before
he died! Come—Ilet us gp in and tell her.
Words seem so feeble to-day that I can
not express half what I feel. The my-
stery of her birth has hung over my
darling like a dark cloud; and now by

They in silence
along, the hall. Pauline was tri
the stairs. :
is in the south room
would attend the dejeumer,” the gir?
said; and the esr! walked quickly do?!
s long eorridor to a door humg with
heavy curtains. ‘

“We will tell her now,” he whispered;
and in another moment they were 1in
the room.

Stuart’s vision was obscured for the
first few secomds, then it cleared. and he
saw a slender, graceful girl with fair
pale cheeks and = wreath of red-gold
curls before him. She had her hand clasp-
ed in the earl’s; and, as his senses re-
turned, Stuart saw her deep-blue eyes
grow dark with surprise, and her face
become whiter than the folds of the
heavy serge gown that draped her.

In a soft, low voice, tender and pas-
sionate, the earl told her all; and M.arv
gery stood beside him, hearing nothing
save the words:

“Sir Douglas Gerant’s danghter, the
cousin of Crosbie, my friend.”

Stuart drew back while the ear! mur-
mured soothing words in her ear, and
she gradually awoke to the reality.

“He was my father,” she said, dream-
ily; then, with a sudden rush of remem-
brance—“Ah, now I understand all!”
She sunk into a chair and buried her
face in her hands. Presently she rose,
sayin% to the eari, “Tell me every-
thing ’

Lord Court put his lips to her hand.

“Crosbie will do that, my dz'u'ling; he
is your cousin now, you must remember.
Give him your hand, and bid him wel-
come to your home as your kinsman and
your friend; you were top il! last night
to do so.” .

Margery’s heart seemed to stand still,
then, nerving herself for the effort, she
stretched out her hand.

“You are welcome, cousin,” she said,
in a faint voice.

Their fingers met for an instant, then
dropped apart; and Margery  turned
away, feeling that the agony of this

| meeting was almost greater than she

eould bear.

The earl drew her gently toward him.
She was too weak to offer any resist-
ance—was even glad of the support;
and, standing with her husband’s arm
around her Margery heard the story of

. her father’s sorrow and her mother’s

martyrdom slowly but distinctly from
Stuart Crosbic’s lips. The words went
home to her heart; the despair, the
misery, caused her unspeakable pain;
and tears rained from her eyes.

The earl, wrapped up in his theught
for his wife, took no notice of Stuart’s
agitafion and pallor. He did not :hink
it strange that the young squire of
Crosbie Castle should haye been so sur-
prised at seeing Margery. His sister bad
told him the girl’s history, as she had
heard it from Miss Lawson, and, re-
membering that his wife had been call-
ed a village girl, it was not likelv aer
actions would be known at the castic.
He only felt a great waye of gratirule
and happiness fill his heart. The mystery
of her birth solved, Margery would now
be content, and there would be no bar-
rier to their complete happiness. )

Ag Stuart spoke of Beecham  Purk,
Margery raised her head. )

“The estate is mine?” she said, slowlv.
“You are the next heir,”  answered
Stuart.

“Therefore you are a great lady”
put in Lord Court, smiling. ~Beecham
Park is one of the finest places in Eng-
land. But ceme, Crosbie; sit down. This

.has been s morning of surprises, but

we must eat, er we shall sink beneath
them altogether. You must pay us a
iong visit now, for you have no reason
to go—has he, Margery? When there

-

3

was Australia to consider, it was an-:

other thing.”

So the earl chatted on. eager to rouse ; “Jt can bring nothing but pain”

i
.
i

from the dreams into vhich!

she had fallen; and with a glance at! face

Stuart he adroitly turned the eonversa-

‘tion and plunged into other topies.

Margery was siient... She could not

eat—her brais was in a whirl; and at;

last she eould bear her distress no long-
er. and with a murmured apology she
went slowly to the door.

“Yes, rest, my darling,” said Lord
Court, as he followed her—*“this news
bas been too much for you; but, beiore
yuur go, tell your cousin that if he de-
parts it will be at the risk of your
grave displeasure.” .

Stuart had risen, and their eyes met.

“You wiil stay,” she said faintly; and
then the door closed, and she was goae.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

' Should he go or stay? was the burm-
question in Stuart’s mind all that
i Duty and
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that other gir!l who through ail her

you. I musi drive to Beverley Tawn,
a good distanee away; I have an im-
portant interview on ‘hand with s
troublesome tenznt. I shall be baek.
howevwer, before ainner. Are you sure
you won't be bered ?”

Stuart replied in the negative, and,}
after secipg him cosily ensconsed, Lerd |

Court quitted the roum, and made his
way to the stables:

Left ta. himself, Stuart leaned back
wearily, and gave way to thought. Once

again tlpie struggle raged between duty |

. The love
thought. was treasured only for his ideal
lived for the woman who had deceived
him, and swept away all memory of

trouble and sorrew had seothed and
helped him. There was everything to
call him away, yet he felt he could not
go until he had gazed once more on
the delicate beauty that had seemed
to him the personmificatin of truth and
sweetness in the symmer that was gone.
There was something altogether strange
and incomprehensible in Margery’s mar-
riage. The earl had casually mention-
ed the love that his dead sister had had
for his wife, and Stuart would have fol-
lawed up the remark in order to learn
how it was that the village girl had
beecome the Countess of €ourt; but the
earl would talk of nothing but Sir
Douglas Gerarct and the wonderful dis-
covery of his daughter. .

Stuart toop up his paper and
forced himself to read; bhut the
words seemed Yo run into each other,
and his mind refused to be diverted from
the mystery and perplexity that
tormented me. As he lay back wearily
gazing into the glowering c¢oals, he saw
his duty cleariv—he must leave the
manor and put every barrier between
Margery and himseli. Vane had been
true, taithful, devoted: to her he would
return, and by. earnestness and deter-
mination try to thrust out all remem-
brance of his false love from his heart,
and forget that she ever exitted.

The struggle was ended now, he told
himself; Iis path was clear and well de-
fined. A sense of peace stole over him;
the fire-light flickered amid the fast-
growing shadows. Stuart’s head drooped,
his eyes closed, and his trouhled spirit
was scothed in slumber.

The afterncon grew into winter dusk;
the fire had settled in a giowing mass of
med embers, and not a sound disturbed
the silence. Presently the door was
opemed  gently, a white hand pushed
aside the curtain. and Margery stoed in
the chair.

“1 was dreaming? he answered, hur-
riedly; “but 1 am awake now. Lady
Court.”

The color faded from Margery's face.

“Your husband has gone to Beverly
Town,” Lsuart  countinued, in a veiee
that sounded strange in his own ears.
“He settled me comfortably in his own
‘den’ before starting, and told me that
he would be home to dinner.”

Margery bowed her head. and turned
toward the door, when Stuart moved
forward as if to arrest her. '

*As I shall leave you this evening,” he
said, hurriediy, “I will take the present
opportunity of informing you that the
letter and proofs I spoke of this morn-
ing shall be sent to you as suon as pos-
sible.”-

“You are very kind,” responded Mar-
gery, as calmly as possible; “thank you
for all you have done.”

There was a pause. Margery felt as if
some strong unknown power held her
to the spot, she wished to move away,
yet could not; and Stuart let his eyes
rest on her fair loveliness, feeling that
his resolution to depart was growing
weaker and weaker a she gased.

‘I have done rothing,™ he said, almost
harshly, trying to hide his agitation.

“It is all so new and strange,” mur-
mured the girl, putting one hand to her
threat and speaking as if to herself.
“How often we have discussed the story
of my mother, yet how fur we were
from the truth! And we were eousins
all the time.”

“What use is there in recalling the
past?’ asked the younz man, hoarsely.

Margery locked up at his pale drawn

“Pain,” she repeated, slowly. *“I wom-
der if you know what pain 1 have sui-
fered.”

She spoke unconseciously, urged by the
memory of all her sorrow, her girlish de-
spair and her humiliation.

“What should give you pain?’ cried
Stuart, barshly, folding his arms in his
sgitation. “You have riches, title—you
can do as you will—you are Lady
Court.”

The bitterness of his heart went to

veryJieart.
eruel you are!” she murmured,

“Cruel!” he repeated, meoving to her

side, mad with the intoxication ef his

~

Mrs. E. L. Osgoed, Johnson, P. 0., Ont.

The complate $1.00 outfit of Ca-
[ tarrhozone is sufficient for two months’
treatment, and is guaranteed. Smaller
size, 50c., at all dealers, or 'The Catarrh-
ozone Co., Buffalo, N. Y., and Kingston,

-Stuart’s hand feir, anu ne bowed his
head to:the arm of the chair.
“You are ill!”  Siargery

‘quickly. “Let me—>

Stuart raised his head and rose te his
feet, steadying himself with one hand on
ted with me, led me on, lied to me, and
then deceived me?”

“Deceived you! What do you mean?”

Stuart met her clear biue eyes, startl-
ed yet strangely steadfast.

“Why do you say such wicked, sush
cruel things of me?” she asked.

Stuart hesitated for a moment; a sud-
den strunge fear crept into his heart.

“You may give them other names,” he
said, huskiiy. *1 call it deceit, I eall it
wickedness to aet as you did — to
laugh at me, to send false tender mes-
sages the while you were fooling anoth-
er man, and suddenly to leave the vil-
lage for him, forgetting me and all the
woids you had spoken ouly three days
before.”

Margery had moved slowly to the ta-
ble. She still wore the long robe of
white serge that slie,had donned in the
morning. She looked up at Stuart, mys-
tified and paived by Ais words. She
one hand on the table and gazed atm
old. lover. whose arms were still folded
aervéa his Breast.

“{ do not understand,” she said, dis-
tinctly yet faintly. “You accuse me of
deceit.”

“Let me recall the past,” returned
Stuart, letting his hands drop to his
sides, while he moved nearer to her. “On
the day we plighted our troth, the words
I spoke, Margery, were from my heart,
not lightly meant or lightly given, bus
solemn and serious; while yours—"

“While mine,” she eried, raising her
head proudly, “live as truly in my heart
now as they did on that day'! Ah, what
have I said?”

_ (To be Comtinued.)

TEETHING TIME WORRY.

Baby’s teething time was once o
source, of worry to all wnthers—it is
yet a ‘time of worry to many, though
there are thousands of mothers who
Lave learned the secret which banisifes
this worry. Mothers who worry. whe
see their little ones suffering from dif-
ficult teething; who are worn out by
day and kept awake at night by the
cries of the baby in distress, should fol-
low the example of the thousands and
give their little ones Baby’s Own Tab-
lets-—the remedy for worry—the never-
failing banisher of baby’s pains. Con-
cerning this Mrs. H. Monetta, jun., Ra-
pide de POrignal, Que., says: “My baby
cried day and night and suffered from
his teeth. A few duses of Baby’s Own
Tablets made him healthy and happy,
and his teething easy and painless. I
would not be without them.” The Tab-
lets are sold by medicine dealers or by
mail at 25 cents a box from The Dr.
Williams’ )vledicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

THE WIT OF ROSSINI.
w and Liszt Among th
clt the Sting of His T.:;n.whe
Althrough Rossini seldom went to the
opera he could not resist the tempta-
tion o hearing ome of Wagner’s works,
says a writer in Musical Opinion. It
was “Lannhauser.” Afterward, when

went on,

he said:
t“lt is t:o timpb:rta.nt and too elabor-
ate s work to judged after a single
hearing, but I shall not give it a sec-
Somebody cace handed him a score
of one of Vvaguerss latest music dramas
and presentely remarked ghat he was
holding it upside down, “Well,” said
Rossimi, “I have already read it the
other way amd am trying this as 1 real-
ly -ean make noshing of it.”
Rossini had scant patience with ama-

asked t» give his opinion of the opera,

i

On one
upon him to enlist his aid im proeuring
for him an engagement at the opera. He
was a drummer, and had taken the pre-
cauntion to bring his instrument. Ras-
smisidhwnuh:hinm,u&g
:::ngreed that he should show off

. was on anything but frie

“Oh, no,” said the “by all
means count the 78 bars; I particular-
ly want to hear those.” ;

‘nvited his friends to celebrate his eigh-
teenth birthday. *

The late Sir Arthur Sullivan made his
aequaintanee in Paris. One morning
when Sullivan called to see him he found
him trying over a amall piece of
music.

“What is that?” asked Sullivan.

“I's my dog’s birthdny,” he replied,
very veriously, “and I write a little piece
for him every years.”

All his life he had a dread of the
number 13, as well as of Fridays. He
never would invite more than 12 to din-
ner, and once when he had 14 he made
sure of an understudy, who would, at a
moment’s notice, have been ready to
come should one guest have missed.
And, though this was a double super-
stition, he died om Friday, November
13.

. When Rossini was rehearsing one of
his operas in a small theatre in Italy he
noticed that the horn was out of tune.

“Who is that playing the horn in
such an unholy way?” he demanded.

“It is I,” said a tremulous voice.

‘“Ah, it is you, is it? Well, go right
home.” Tt was his own father.

Rossini was an epicure and several of
the stories connected with his name
bear on the pleasures of the table. He
had a fastidious pulate, and declared
that he could cook rice and macaromi
bette» than anvone he knew.

“Maestro.” said some one to him, “do
you remember that famous dinner given
you in Milan, when they served a gigan-
tic macaroni pie? Well, I was seated
next you.”

“Indeed!” replied Rossini; “Y remem-
ber the macaroni perfectiy, but I fail to
recognize yow.” ’ .

On another cecasion, at a dinner in
Paris, at which he was observed to re-
main silent and absorbed, a banker who
y terms with
him passed savories to the on his
right, saying: “I bave already eaten
as many of these as Samson slew of
Philistines.”

“Yes, and with the same weapon,” re-
torted Rossini.

THE BEST WAY. *

To clean a gas mantle, i3 to remove
the globe, get a salt shaker and shake
all the salt on it that it will hold, turn
on the gaslight, and let it burn until all
black is off. turn oif the light, replace
the globe and light it the usual way,
and you will find the light restored¢ to
its former briiancy. Try this i the
mantle is black and it burns poorty.

To clean white furs, moufflon, rabdbit,
swar’s down and ermine, first beat out
all the dust, gently but thoroughly, then
lay the asticle upon a table ecovered with
a clean white cloth and saturate it with
a mixture of grain aleohol, three parts,
and other one part. With a clean whisk
work the fluid into every hair and down
to the skin. Then sift into the fur all’
the boracic talcum it will hold, utting
the fur so that the powder reaches the
roots. Then put into a closed box and
leave for three days. Take out the turs,
shake out the powder, removing that
which cannot be so easily disiedged by
brushing with a perfectly clean whisk.
Then put the furs well on the wreng
side to raise the nuap.

Jo press woollen clothes, lay the gar-
ment over a heavy strip of tan linen and
dampen it lightly with a wet sponge,
and the npress with a hot iron. Do not
dampen the article itself.

EVERY PLACE ON
THE WIDE PRAIRIES

Tells of cures made by Dodds
Kidney Pills.

Thos. Griffin, ¢f Peace River Land-
ing, Tells How He Got Rid of Mis
Rheumatism — Hanestly Earned
Papularity. -
Cold Springs. Peace River

Alta., Oct. 10.—(Special.)—Just why

Dodd’s Kidney Pills retain their wonder-

ful popularity is easily shown by a ‘trip

across the prairies. Every town, village
and post office has at least one man or
woman whe is ready to tell of pains re-

lieved and health restored by the t

Canadiap Kidney Remedy. Let Thos.

Griffin, of this place, add his statement

to the hosts aiready published.

growing
finally her speech hecame much atfect-

gnngi.vingherthm. In the course of a
few weeks she was much better, and be-
fore all the pills were gone she was

tom of the trouble since 1 feel justified
in saying the cure is permanent.”

Be sure you get the genuine piila,
which are sold by all medicine deaters or
may be had at 50 ceats a box or six
boxes for $2.50, from The Dr. Wiliams’
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

LATE INVENTIONS.

An electric meter has been invenued
for measuring the flow of steam n
prpes.

Artificial wood for matches made
from straw, has been invented by o
Frenchman,

To a Massachuaetts man has  beem
granted a patent for a neleectric
and reflecter for inspecting the inside lll’
shoes.

In France there has been invented ®
flourless bread-making machine  that
trausforms the while wheat into dough.

A swiveled clamp by which a tunaet
way be fastened ot a bottle to leave
one hand free when liquids are poured
is a Californian’s invention,

The bottom and sides separate and
can be adjusted to any size desired in a
baking pan invented by a Pennsyivan-
ian,

A Darrel-shaped packing case that has
been patented by an llinois man cam
be folded for transpertation when empiy
and used many times.

A Pennsylvanian has equipped  the
bead of a pinno tuning hammer with a
: eatchet so that it will not have to be
lifted from a peg every time 1t 13
turned.

A <California inventor’s wave power
motor consists of a amall truck with a
broad tail. A wave, atriking the tail,
pushes the affair up a trake and a pis-
ton in the head of the truck compresses
air in a cylinder.

DROPPED ALL OTHERS.

“I dropped ail liniments, but Nervi-
line, because 1 found Nerviline the quick-
est to relieve pain,” writes E. S. Bauton
of St. John’s. “If my children are
croupy or sick, Nerviline cures them. 1t
a case of cramps or stomach ache turne
up, Nerviline is ever ready. We use
Nerviline for neuralgia, rheumatism and
all kinds of aches and pains; it’s as goed
as any doctor.” The great Canadian
remedy for the past fifty years has been
Polson’s Nerviline—nothing better made.

CLEAN MONEY AS AN “AD.”

paper
brand-new bills, right off the govern-

with a nearby bank, it always has an
ample supply of bills of all denomina-
tions in the original bands in which they
come from the United States treasury;
also new, bright smelling coins. All the
people in all the dining rooms of the ee-
tablishment might give odd, old, eeited
notes in payment of checks, but all
change would come back to every moth-
er's son in glittering coin and immaecu
late, crinky bills, the old, seciled money
received by the cashier being put aside
for deposit. Tip noticed this the second
or third time he dined in the big hotel;
he never realized what a nest advertise-
ment it was till he heard it spoken of
approvingly in the ecuth and west and
even in

v
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A STRETCHING EXERCISE

It imparts elasticrey.

And it is good for one.

It will lift the vital organs.

It gives strength and poise to the
haodv.

The eclothing must be loose and com-
fortable.

To begin any exercise one must stand
eerct.

The cheat should be high, the head up,
and the chin in.

The body should rest on the baiis of
the feet, not on the heels.

At first it may be enough to breathe
deeply and slowly (mouth closed) stand-
ing thus.
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