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questiune, or to chat over polities, im-
rlm-diulel.\' after you'd heen resl:ut'«‘!."
“lint not a word at keeing me,” an-
awered [Hek. “Not a sign of ple.nure
at our meeting! What does it sll
e
m."'.::].nwmh: thot Miss Selby wan 30
pverwrought that she searcely konew
who you were or \\'.l‘ml had happened.
iemd now——
“l‘.‘l'-l‘lr\:llt‘": Perese.” soid Dick, “She be-
cel splendidiy” )
h":.;l‘l\' .tllrur fellow!™ exclaimed Sylves-
ter. “Naow, is it needful to re!mnd. m‘:
of that? “Helhaved splendidly” doesn
the truth abont .:-[IHH l:irﬂrs;iol
yrely.  She ix the most wabde
.v.\"::r‘nuu} jn  the world.- Why. shg
hadn't lost her merve, evVen lhm.}'g
the fire wus on her as you may SRy
“Yon ndmire her then? . wa
whhat's not the question,” replied
Sylvester. ut if yon want my l_mnes‘{
n'pininn of Miss Brasco, 1 n:::_n wum 1
up in w word, She ik A brick!
“Take care.
1‘::|T|in'ly. 1'm not the person whno
newls o owirning of that sert, hut at
the sme tine, one mnst eXpress theu{-
apininns. Now my honest opinion o
i anco is
‘1]“::‘:\"} :1|1i|e understand.” int(:'rr“';lf—
wd 1Hek, “And T'm ;:_I:ul t"hersn one
man wha's satisfied with hnnw\f..[.fn
hot that pne. T think, after weve
Lween parted all this time, how Madge
has treated me! 1 (‘un;l limlerﬁh_md it.
Am 1 te po away \‘\'lf!‘lﬂlll sesing or
speaking to her aprain?? N
syl walt until fo-mororw anywav.
replied Sylvester, “hefore ‘I_‘hd that.
i the situation.

Convey

Now

Tesides. look at _situat A
vou've never viewed it in its proper
Jight, 1'll swenr. The primary nhject

of onr lives—xyours and mine, my denr
ek --at the present moment, is elnth-
)""l-)ic-‘k cave him a puzzled lank. .
(lothing.” repented the other, T
is vlearly impossible to spenk to or see
pither of the Indies unrer !)resm\t Con-
(difions. aml my proposal is to _vnll in
the assistunee of the landlady; give her
carte hlanche tobuy outfits for 1he.m.I
understand that all thelr belongings
hiave heen burnt, and it's sur Jdnty to
arovide fresh nnes”™

!l;,il‘k threw his purse an the table,
and Sylvester summoned the lnndl_:—uly.
p\pl:\inin,rz- to her whnt was required,
n¢l she undertoak with the greatest
delight the dufy of huying. all that
was neeessary. In an hour or two she
returned with a cab load of packages.
which were tnken to the room where
Madyge and Teresa had rrmaineﬂ_ un-
seen by Anvone but the sympathising
landlady and the chambermald.

['nabie to remain inactive Tick had
gone wandering aimlessly through the
streets. Sylvester preferring tn stay
in Lhe hotel. he said; and when Madge
and her companion emeeged from
their retirement, arrayed in the lateat
T'aris fashions, they found him alone
in the room. Terpsn’s hands were ont-
rtreiched, and he tonk them in his
with a shy manner. answering her
heartfelt thanks wtiheut his accus-
tnmed coolness, Hew heautiful she
lnaked! How different from an ardi-
nary woman's were her smile and
voice, and for a moment or two he
forgot evervthing but these, Then he
turned to Madge, asking the first ques-
tion that necurred ta him, which was
a mere commonplace. They would dine
togrether that evening, and setile what
wns best to be done. he told them.

“You nre anx'ous to return home.
of enurse, Miss Helby,” he said.

“And Teresa goes with me™ she
answered. “Yes, [ am most anxious,
Mr Conrtney, to get back to Marl-
hursi.”

“Naturally, 1 wixh
ami then he riopped to change
Conversation.,

“I'm thinking whether I ought not
to speak 1o you privately,  Miss
RBelby,” he went on, in a thinking
tone. “It's rather an imporiant mat-

Maortimer—-"
the

umlerstand & word
replisd  Madge, “so weo
iuite privately hefore her,
itom

e (Joeun't
of Fnglish”
can talk

unhappy.  You're
Iy, M'es Nelby,™
No! nu!™ kh riedl, her eyes fill-
ingr with tenrs, "Yon wreng e, Mr
: in I who wuffer mont.™
what vou de he con-
i only tu be expected

Iernt your  sevrel,
Misn Selhy, nmib V'moin a porit'an 1n
stxaie thut

vk Mortimer is still one
of  the  most apright,  hononralle
gentlemen  in o this world or oy

olber, that he undd T are in s fuir way
to molve the anvstery of what hap-
pened at Whyteleas Manor, and that

he deserves all your love and help.
H 1t ‘s requisite that I say more, I
will duo se, bul 1 axk you to believe
that I am speaking the truth from my
own knowledge. nnrd that there is no
hindrance to your murrying him. I'm
afraid ['m waying this rather awk-
wardly, but I want to evade using
words that 1 disl’ke., 1 am certain
thut you undersiaml me"

Madpe's hund was on his, and a
ook of the supremest joy came into

her eyes L do believe you,"” she
answered. *I van never, never for-
give myself, It was that which

parted us——that which I feared. Tell
me how I enn undo the past.”
Sylvester looked at hiz watch.
“IVck sail he waould Le here by
seven,” he replied. It wants ten
ninutes to the time, T suggest that
M’sa Hraseo and I leave you alone:
we'll ga into the coffee room. You
see I'm hardly competent to advise
what you ought to de, but I think 1
wantdnt attempt to explain any-
ihing to Dick. Let him guess, if he
pleases, only he's too chivalrous 1o do
thut. Try and believe that you've
never been separated; that you've
never been distant in your manner.”
“Thank you™ Madge nlmuost
whispered the words, and then Hyl-
vester turned to Teresa, speak’ng in
French, of which langnage he was not
1 master, for all that he could make
kimself fairly iotelligible in it. He
waus apt to let his native toongue in-

trwde itself fnto his sentences, aod
this amused Teresa vastly, as they
left Madge alone, Sylvesler heard

Dick’s step pass the cotfee room door,
and enter the room they had just
quitied, and he strelled to the win-
dow, Terexa being beside him.

"I hope we shall see sowcthing
mare of each other, Miss Drasco”
he began, almost terrified at his own
etffroniery.  “You're gong to Kaog-

vith Miss Selby. That's rather
know."”
¢ faee was full of inguiring
nmusement, It made her more beau-
tiful than she was before, thought
Sylvester. Yes this was the sort of
woman with whom a man might fall
in love—just as he had, in. the: guick-
est, most delightful fashion possibie:
But the ditficulties of making love
in a foreign language rather
iroubled him. Mow could he mnake
her uuderstand that he was ready to
die for her sake, ete, ete? As
though love needs any words in any
langusge 1o discover itself! But this
was Sylvester's first and last experi-
cnce of the tender pass'on, and he
wns . naturally somewhat diffident.
Teresa was certainly the most beau-
tiful woman he ‘ever seen. Bick
wus perfectly ‘correct in everything
he had sajd about lher, and if they
had known each oiher a litile longer,
she -bnt  why - should he wait?
Hudn't he waited until he w
thirty, and never seen avione he
eould love 1l mow? Only to muke
love in a forcign tongue -well- they
woulde™ be parted anvaway, and these
thoughls  were  eomrsing  throagh
Sylvester’™s mined as he and  Teresa
stod by the window,

And in the other roam
timer had heen repaid for all his
misery. It was  the same  sweet
Muwdge of okl, wha had thrawn her-
self into his arms, when he entered
the room, the same loving voice ami
happy look that he remembered so
well. Bnt 't was a strange word
shée luud wttered. What had he to for-
give?

“Never to be parted again, Dick.”
she whispered. as she clung to him.
“Never, never again,”

“Darling,” he answer ef, kissing her
tewderiy. “We'll believe that we've
never been separated.  That's the
best thing to do, and though I'm a
peor mun, ['ve got a friend whe'll
elp to set me on my feet. Tf you
only kuew how true and tried n
frivnd Sylvester Couriney has been
to me!™
Ry to us, Dick,” replied Madge,
nel 1 think | do know. Retter than
you know, perhaps.”

Dick Mer-

Nick had given up hia search for
Jurvie Dorman, but he reanlved to call
him to account when they met again,
an they must mooner or later. The
Squire of Whyteleas was not @ man
whn conld efface himmelf like Ban orl-
innry persan, and he would return to
Englind in due courme.  The new
Manor honse was heing nuilt, and My
Dormun tuok the prentest vrest in
e work, it was said, so Dick would
bhide his time. Madge hud told him
ifnite sufficlent to make him resnluie
upon punishing Mr Durman, but in

what way he was too happy at that
mament to decide,

Amid the ruins of the houze in the
Rue des Morts, the eharred body ol
Madame Duval was fouod, and given
buriat. None will ever know, save her
murderer, Jnrvis Dorman, of the crime
committed that night, nor the reason
fur the awful screatn that had roused
Macdge froam her sleep, He had meant
to slay Teresa Hrasco, who had dis-
cuvered his secret, and as ‘Leresa looks
at Sylvester's earnest face she little
thinke how mercifully she had been
preserved. For the four happy people
are on their way home to England,
und all the shadows have flown away.
The tuture will be bright now that
the last dark page has been turmed.
Yet there remaiuned cne other to be
rend, one which neither guessed at,
andad fravght with the greatest mean-
ing of them all,

I'o be concluded,

THE BOARD AND TilE
YVELVET.

A throne,” said Napoleon, “is a
buard covercd with velvet”

Strip the velvet from the throne and
you have nothing left but bare, vulgar
Boards; replace the velvet and you
have the wost coveted symbol of
human power and glory. How easy
the transition, how vast the diifer-
ence! -

There 1s no operation in chemistry
muore sharp and sudden than that in
humau life whereby extremes of feel-
ing follow each other—iears rareiying
into smiles and smiles condensing into
Tears. |

1s happiness, or is Power, 80 poOT a
thing, then, that it drop= into its anti-
thesis at a touch—at a2 breath? Tet
us not be too hasty with our answer,
a3 we may be Wrong. The great
French Emperor was u cynical fellaw,
and right well he loved a throne, even
though it was only an upholstered
board.

And we all love life and its blessings,
even though they are uncertain and
shaky.

Hence, when we hrar a man say,
“1 had wo pleasure in life, and did not
care what became of me,” we are in-
terested to know the reason why.

The person from whom we quote
these words explainus himself thus;

“For over two years,” he tellg us, "1
suffered from loss ef appetite, sleep-
lessness and nervousness. Prior to
May, 1894, T had always been strong
and hearty. At this time [ began to
feel that something had come over me
—T felt so low and wenk. After eating
my fzee would flush and the fvod gave
me great pain across my chest and

at the left side. I had a cutting paln
around the heart, and bad attacks of
palpitation™

I beg ta interrup? our good friend
® moment at this point. The burning
of & barn or a hayrick may make a
bigger blaze than the burning of the
cottage we live In. But the latter
Alarms and excites us most becnuse
we do live in it. On the same principle
a very painful ailment of the hand or
foot may cause little or no mental
anxiety, while a disturbance of the
heart’s action does, for the heart ia
one of the three houses which life re-
sides io, the other two being the brain
and the Jungs. Yet, sa generally hap-
pens in so-cailed heart troubles, the
WOTTYy Waa needleaa, as we shall pre-
sently see,

“For weeka together,” continues the
narrator, “I got no proper sleep, and,
in truth, so bad was this condition
that I dreaded going to bed. My
nerves were thoroughly unstrung and
affected the left side of my face, which
was quite drawn. I suffeted martyr-
dom with facial neuralgia.

“As time went on I grew to be so
low and miserable that I had no pleas-
ure in life, and did not care what be-
came of me. I consulted & doctor, byt
none of his medicines helped me, Bet.
ter and worse, I continued to suffer
until a friend told me about Mother
Seigel's Curative Syrup, and persuaded
me to try it. I got a bottle from Mr
Pulham, Grocer, S8pring Road, and
after taking it a short time I felt it
was doing me good. T slept well and
had less distress after meals. ‘This
tneouraged me to persevere with it,
and graduoally I got stranger, and the
nerve pains wore away. I now enjoy
good health, and bave recommended
this medicine to many of my custom-
ers. You ecan puldish this statement
as you like. (Signed) Harry Wenden,
Hairdresser. 171, Spring Road, St.
John's, Ipswich, July 17th, 1896."

Mr Wenden's explanation of his loss
of life's pleasure is commonplace after
all. And yet hew much more import-
ant than if it were unique or excep-
tional, because the commonplace is the
universal. It is disease, my gentle
reader, that tears the velvet {rom
thrones, that robs the cottager af his
slerp, that makes the baby ery in its
cradle, that etripe the strong man of
his vigour, that wipes the bloom from
the cheeks of fair women, that hurries
humanity to the ehurchyard with bow-
ed heads and bleeding feet. And the
most pitiless ogre of all diseases is the
one from which Me Wenden suffered.
and which Mother Seigel's Syrup cures
-—indigestion, dyspepsia. Even with-
out the velvet, Health ig the hest of
thrones, and this great remedy helps
to keep you seated safely and happily
upon it
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Remarkable Unanimity

of opinion exists as to which is the Corn Flour of the
best quality, Brown & Polson’s  Patent " Brand having
received increasing public support during more than 40
years, until its adoption almost everywhere is an accom-

Brown & Polson’s “Patent” Corn Flour

is more delicate in flavour and goes further than others.
One pound of Brown & Polsen’s Corn Flour will make

pude Thus the cost of the Comn
Flour in a pudding is so small that everyone can afford

The Recognised Best.
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