The

* ‘A week later Standish was upon the
bigh seas; and it was only when the
sulitudes of the ees pgave him time lo
think, and he found himself pacing the
dark deck alone at might that temptation
first eame upon him. He knew how alen-
der were the means of ¢ommunication
between the husband and wife, how it
was ‘he, and he alone, through whem
those two now communicated, and how
eany it would be ta separate ‘them past
all finding of each other| -, -

Rtronger and stronger grew the temp-
tation, at first vague and robbed of acute
ghnme by remoteness, then clearer and
clearer, until one evening =8 he leaned
over the gide of the ship and watched at
laet the faint, emall lights on the Eng-
ligh shore grow upon fRe dark his honesty
gave way, and the cruel resolution was

. taken.

He landed and made an appointment to

meet Margaret the afternoon afier his
arrival, andi now that hour had come !
Walking slowly down to the hurible quar-
ter of the town where she lolged, the
man could not help neticing the poverty,
even while he was conning & hundred al-
ternative ways af putting his tale before
her, and thug meditating, almest before
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had never scen befors, e guessed how

hopelesa i4 would be to stem that tide,
and after waiting s time rose, and gently
bending over !.he girl, “Good- -bye, Mar-

" garet,” he said, “your grief, I know, will

bear no lhlrmg, mine brooked none for
many days,—good- bye, ‘and t.o-morrow I
will come aguin if you wish jt—

“Oh, yes,” paid Margaret, “go, for to-
day my gorrow is too new to talk about—

"I bardly understand it even now,” mnd
. then, #a he was silenily leaving the room,

peeming to honour her tenrs like ihe
. erafty actor that he was, she weni afier

hin.
go until I have thanked yau.

“And yei,” ahe said, “you must not
Oh, thank

" you,” she sobbed, “thank you & thousana
, times for what you did for him—my hus-

band; °tis the smingle bright t.hought in
-y mmd that Joha had .such a one a»
you beside him when he—when he died.
Thank you from my hesrt for your good-
ness to him—" and then as apeech failed
and the rebellioun tears flooded her eyea
again, she lifted the hand of the betrayer

. to her lips, and kissing it twice, let him

he had decided how the tragedy was to .

come about, Standish found himself at
the door of the house in “hn:h Murgaret
tived.

He had not long to wait, A!most
before the echo of his knock had-died
away there came the patter of feet on

the pasiage within, the door wans opened

and before bim stond Margaret lierself.
She: drew. him inte- the: house, and
breathlesa with impatience, the joy of
heing face to fuce with svimeone who only.
a few werks ago waa fare to face with
the man who had her whole heart in hia
keeping, astrangely mixed even then with
an intangible fear, slie led bin into  the
little dingy pavlour, its quaint siuffinesa
eo different from the great gruy stone
couniry witchen where he ba( last sat
with her, and there upon the table was
her little brown teapot, and twe cups and
half a loaf, but that modest meal was
meaninglesas 1o both of them. It wom
1ows of Barton Muargaret thirsted. for;
she was 50 eager after the first few mo-
ments were over, she could nol under-
stand the slow return. he gave to im-
patient questions, and still more
patient eyes, * How was John t" {he
longing wife gasped out, and Ralph’s
courage was not yet ripe, his heart not
hard en(mgh in the presence of that sweet
girl, and he dared no more fer the mo-,
ment than to drep his eyes and mld.t('r,
“ 0Oh, well enough mmaybe ! 7 then again,
* presently— presently we will come o
him, vt us talk uf ourselves for a min-
ate??

in Ah(' tried, ant as’
manv -titnes the traitor would not meet
the bewildered: enguiry of her ckear eyes
but, talking of commonplaces, put -it off
still o little langer, being coward no less
thau traitor. And gradvally a kind of
+ torpor fell. upen Margaret,. she cepsed
listening. and_sat there with- the colour
Blowly . fa.dm-r from her face until it was
s white ag the eloth under her nerveoua
hands. Had Stundish looked at lier he
would have known she was guessing—the
lie was prospering. but e dared not
glance that way. For'a minute or two
his VIIILE wag th : unly sounrd in the room
-—ihen, al lof a sudden, Margaret Bar-
ton's hnml wag clenched tight wpen his
arin, her i he
started guiitily and turned full upon her
for tha firat fime, she snid with Lervible
calmness,

* He ix not dead, is e ™

An] Standish in the extreme mumnuJ:
of Wa templatiop still lesitaled, | But
the lie was too ensy, t]w Pri ton areat,
too near, he could not resist, and very

slowly and deliberately  he answered,
“Yes 1" .
JE lnekless Margavet  wanted  defails

sy ha:l them ne That clever rague
who knew everything against the nothing
that the girl was aware of, worked him-
auif up to a fine exvellence vf pathos and
sympaihy. e sketehed his Lfe and Bar-
¥ Lasdt fanght
ed, une all but wop, and thea, dropping
his voice, told the Learless wile, of that
last ilness whicl T aever happened,
how Le had novsed that friend in losing
whon, he wiil, lie had lost ene half of

* like that step, he acowled a Jittle to think .

in- |

gol .
Fate, Standish felt that night as he
wulked back to hie lodging, was fighting

on his side; and a new sense of strength -

nerved him to the next step. e did not
of it, yet it had to be taken for to falter
now would bring disaster on him.
fore as soon as he waa locked into his

* room he took pen and paper, and wrate
aix aheets of sympathy te John Barten,
waiting for his bride out in the Ausiral-
ian bush, telling him how he had landed,
had gone directly to the house there
Margiret ladged, and there had heand
te hisa infinite sorrow that the uahappy
wife Tiad died, and had. .been Duried
three weeka before!

In fact SBtandish had -won. t.he fatal
trustfulness of those two whom he had
defrauded of their happiness, could not
stund agaimst his villainy: In a month
he asked Margarct to be his wife, aod
was not down-cast when slie said that
jt was impossible; “love and life seemed
dead within her, she who had been
friendlesa alt her time save for the life-
long love of that one honeat man, wished
now to live friendless but for the com-
panionship of his memory.” That was
no moare than Standish had expected.
He wuited three days then came again
telling ler gently "“no”™ was no answer
for him. He made her see how everything
eountenanced his wish, how their mutual
love for ihe dead man told -towards
it, her poverty, too; ay, and he teld

her what her woeman instinet bad almest -

pucssed, how he bad ecome to ask her

a3 B ‘wife .that evening they et in the _
lazel gavden leng ago, Aml thereat that

lady’s heart was softened, “Oh, poor,
peor Ralph!” she said,” leoking rue-
fully at him with kind sad eyes, “I am
80 ROYTY, ered!”

What could that anhappy woman do?:
and in a -

Standish  was 'hound. to win,
week Barton's faithful aond steadfast
wife had married him! 8he eried for the
.man -ghe ihought dead, upon the altar
wteps, aml she cried plentecusly for hin
again gver the girl taly that came a
year latér. Then she seltled down into
o dull menotony of existence, an episode
of vacant resigngtion. with but one. plea-
aure in it, the little lisping maid, who
grew fairer and taller, and more like her
mother every month, and but one sor-
raw, the memory af that dead man, whn
lived and mourned for her in.turn! For
keventeen  years that  went on, . until
when Margoret was .a vomely woman
still, with just a touwch of white in her
brown hair, like the shine of the honr
frost _.apongst the yellow
leaven in September, Standish dicd sud-
. dlenly, silent, unrepentant, and in. the full

, contentment of his villainy to the end.

» table in

and miyngal.

Tin life, how at Tt Barton bad- dietd, his |

head upon his shoulder, anit with his last
words begging Standish to befriend the
helplesa girl in England. ;. Tt wia - &
melting tale.  Htandish as he told it nine
welled at its honest sound while Mar-
garet punctnated - every sentence with

bitter noha; now it was done thorc sbo -

was—fallen forward upon tha table, her

tangled hair lobae upon her white hundl

sud giving way to much grief as. Rlﬂph
! bl ik

1 PR \

_ workhox.

But the old first.love would not dio,
Tt wan strenger than ever wheun one day
AMargaret cwne home, wul found an en:
velope lying face downwards gppn the
Cher sitting-roow, It did not
attract Ier for n moment, no doubt,
ehe thonght, it contuined seme light
matter of neighbperiiness such ans one
who Kkpow even go few _friends as she
might now aud aguin reecive, yet thoers
was semething sleange about it! It wax
& thin grey cnvelope, like none she lad
seen for many years,.the betrayed wo-
mnon noticed with & start—the exact
Fashion and counterpart of half a dozen
svich that lay tied up with ribbon in ler
Al glere were two writings
on it—-one that of Standish's mlmtur
who had eent it on to her, the other
erabbed and angulay, serdwled across tha
peper ;in. poor, ink; oh, why did ler
heart give such a start to mee thoso
rough letterg—it must be fome new
madnesn, nome new chimers, she gueped

i . .

There. ~
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OVERCOAT DAYS.

.When the ¢old days come on you will need 2n overcoat.
Why not get the beet 7

Chief Brand Clothing. ——

Overcoata”of this make are faithfully inade under ideal
conditiona, in New Zealand, Tho falrics are darable
gooda. of high quality and finish. - The conts are eat by
men who are masters of their craft, There is not a atitel
eocamped in the making.

Chief Brand CIothmg ---—qx

" These Overcoats wenr betier than any others, and lcok
" bettor, Having regard to their exceptionnl qguality, they
are the chenpvuh coats in the market. .

For Comfort with Elegance—

“« CHIEF BRA MND

cheatnnd.

Thatis, _ziycr's

years,

too precious.

and - discouraged.

Sarsapaciila; nol
some other kind, but ““Aver'a?’
This grand old family medicinJ ‘
has stood the test for over sixty L
That's the kind yo
should take. , You cannot affor:'i’
to etpenmont your’ health is

|

You may not now be really it 1
from some well-defined disease, and yet
.you know you are all run down, your: -
. merves are unstrung, and you fe'el_weak

AYE R S Sarsaparllla

take to reniove this fired and exh
feoling.

peint you. Be sure that you get VYAYER'S.

‘is the strongest and best medicine you can,

austed

It brings cheer, hope, courags

As now made, Ayer's Sarsaparilla contains ne alcohol.”
There are many imitatich Sarsapariltas \hat will disap- |’

Frepared by Dr. F. C. Ayer & Cu.. Lowecll, Manss,, U7. 8. A,

When

you ask fov

do nof. take A cheup imitation.
Bl.d.l’ld!\l’dl‘é(‘d atrengih-giving lomi.
© Always have BOVRIL handy.

- BOVRIL is all Lecl and ig a

Mis Majeniy Lths Kiap,
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