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«orm lad burst upon him, and, stroange
to my, he wius calmer than he had been
since e had no tragedy to disturb the
even tenor of his life, )

~Here!” and e pluced ler in an arm-

chair, Clet nie po oand get rid of Chet-
wynd. He must be wondering at our ab-
«wnee.” -

But =he clung to him  deaperately:

[ell me, tell me, John, what your trov

What «did you mean by your re-

wnee 1o her 1

Betore he vould reply the door cpened.
dith entered.

CHAPTER XXIIL.

Never was interruption wore Looppur
tune. Tu her father, us it relieved him
of the pressure of his wife's guestion, it
was less unweleowme than to her mother,
hut their child so far had never witness-
vl i oseene between them.  Their married
life had been as heat the ideal as pethaps
it poesilily could. There lLad been tinmes
when slight diffevences had taken place,
Lut these minor things had been known
(o Malith.

Jer mother was the tirst to recover
wer seli-possession, and with a woman’
ingrenuity she saved the situation by ae
centuating it in another direction,

“That young man Barkig has upsct
your failier,” she said.
© Edith coloured.  She
familiurity of the morning, and b
visit 1o the house that evening.

“I don't see why father should be
unnoyed by him,” she rewarked, with
the tone of a question in it. “l consider
it was very rude om his part to detan
papa, when he knew he had a puest.
That young man wants a decided snou,
and he will get one from me the next
time he dures to address me. Iathes,
dear, you are too kind to him.  He 5
a nasty, common person, why is in-
clined to take liberties at the first
opportunity.”

Mrs Langthorne sighed.
will retire now.”

“Bee to your mother, Kdith ™ Mr FREVS
thorne sald, ua she passed out of the
mom, “I will say goud-night to Choet-
wynd for you. Is he still in the draw-
ing-room ¥’

recalled  his
lute

=1 think 1

“Yes,” amd she  balf hesitated; then
without  a  word, she followed her
inuther,

"I um very sorvy, Chetwynd., My

wife care inte the library and she las
hinl to go to bed, she is not at all wel”

The young man was ail concern at
unce. 't trust it is nothing sericus. [t

s 50 very sudden.  Mrs Lungthorne was
=u well a minute ago.” Then he saw
the troubled look upon the othor’s face

amed refrained from sa ing maore.
Gri Chetwynd. I
lave sent 1adith upstairs with her so she
will be well looked arter. You will
bave n whisky and soda before you goy”

He rose at once. “0Oh, no thanks. |
won't detain you, for I think you will
be anxigus to see to Mrs Laugthorne as
well. Can I do anything—I wmean, can
1 go for o doctor?”

“Thanks, po. 1t is nothing wmgre than
a slight fnmtnesla *

“Eb -you will say good-night
me?” he ventured.

“Certainly, Chetwynd.

for

I dor’t think

my duughter will come down again to-
night."

He looted disappointed, but his fuce
brightened for it dawned upon him
that the mother’s indispusition atford-
ed him an excellent excuse for calling
eBgain next duy. .

“And I will nut, wmier the circum-
stances, presa you for an snswer to the
quest 1 put to you in the drawing-room.
I mean in reference to  our enguge-
ment.”

“That is very kind of you. Another
time would perhaps be better.  You
are sure you won't have something be-
fore you go?¥  He wus anxicus tu cut
short this interview. Ele wanted time
to think, to grapple with the sugmestion
that troubled him there and then to
suy: “Yes, marry wy daughter when
vou like*

The two 1men shoos nands, and Mr
Langthorne walked with him: to the

frout door. ile stood on the steps and
aliowed the coel air te beat upon his
hint, tlushed temples.

There was no doubt in bhis mind now
that Barking was determined to play
the game of blackmail. It seemed to
him that his course was to consult a
good Iawyer and act upen his advice.
Then he wondered what the full price
might be that hiz tormentor requiredl.
Langthorne was a rich man. Twenty
thousand peund. or even fifty thousand
would have made ao material difference
to him. It would not mean a single
servant leas, or foregoing one of the
many luxuries le enjoyed, but his com-
mon sense told him that the demands
of ‘he blackmailer, when onece conceded,
prew rather than  diminished. Yet
Barking kad been brought up in poverty;
a e lice £ 1000 would be a fortune

to him. VWould he take it and leave
the conntry? IL was a possible svlu-
tion.

He turned inte the house, a worn.

miserable maun- This had been his
snetnary. Now his wife’s suspicions
were aroused, maybe  his  daughter's
Whitt lies would he hive to tell in order
to put them off the painful subject?

He Litterly repretted that a morniuz
of acute agony had wrung from him =u
tinhappy an admission as he had made,

“And all thixz in less than twenty-fouwr
hours™ he yepeated to himself, as he
sat down in the library. “Awd God onlg
knows  what the next few hoins may
bring”

He taok np the ‘Times”
it down again.

Then he put
There were the rven-

e papers  too. e shucdhdered s he
looked at then, Perhaps  in those
sheets Tay the story of his evime, By
this time the discovery might have becn
made. Theve was no gouarantee of the

truils of Iim
testations as regw
less some relief comes,
me naul’™ he said.

By man, hnwever good e may be.
Las ¥yet a belter man dwelling in him,
which s properly himself, but te whom
he is often, alas! unfaitiful— but  thi-
does not describe Mr Largthorne's cuse.
Hix comseience was his one and sole tri-
bupnl.  He was a man prepured to do
right at all eosts, =0 far as he himself
considered. but his very comscience
bade him pause where it invelved other
people. Teft to himself he wonld have
surreniered und told the tale of his past

cty.  “['n-
will drive

in all itsa bittermess rather than suffer
the indignity of being blackmailed, but
thas thought of his wife and daughter de-
terred him.

“Why cunnot | bear the weight of thia
wlune- why umst my crime presa on
ofhers? he wsked fiercely,  "Is there
no solntion to this*  Am I to drag on
a thisernble existemwn to o dishonuured
graver” Thew  another thowght cune
into his hewdt. “Why wbot end it all?
Oue shot from a revolver—a few drops

"

He rose to his  fect with hisa  heart
beating uickly. The Tw eanld nwt

follow him out into the treat Devond.
His wife and Fdith—they woulll be rivh.
His blackmailer would get nothing, -
am nat afraid of death God, the Judge
of all, knows all, and he is just.”

There wus a medicize cupboard in the
library,  His atfaivs were all in perfoect
order.  There would be the blow of his
death and the co pient serrow.  He
thonght of this as he opened the little
viken euplboanl and took out n bottle
round which wns a HMaming red inbel
“Poison.”

He smiled grimly, asx he hamited it
“Yes, yes." he murmured, thoughtfully.
"l must muke it as ensy for them as [
enn. Better to say T nin sulfering from
=leeplessness.”

He seribbled o note. He wixied to
vonvey the idea of an accident, awl that
tdeath was ecaused by an overdose.  ile
read the letter through ealmly amd noed
didd his approval, That will do”

“Yes, it will be o great sorrow to them
but it saves them from a mueh yreater
one, did they only know. He was sur-
prised at his own calmness now. It
will be regnrded as anollie? case of se-
vere mental struin, with o verdict to cor-
respond.’” he muttered,

“Now for it he said.
ereat secret.”

“Father!

It wus a ter

“Now for the

before he

Lod whisper;

had time to turn round his dawghter had
seized the bottle.  “Father! Father!™
she cauld only rob, while she clung des-
perately to him.

{To be eontinued.)
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Preferential Joe.

g the lighter features of the "EHI-

We new foral, 18 4 seng te the

alr of “Jubn Anderson, My Jo,” which
ol

Il 16 breame populur at electlon thne
It rung thua:—

Joe Clirubettaln, my  jo, Joe,
When we were first nisqueat,

Yoo we o rlalug Kad. Joe,

Ui great reforws jutenf

It new  yow've  turued Conservotive,
And hoxe the Tory Show.

o’ really  gqnite phenomveonl,

A Clhnmberialy, my jo.

Juw Chamberlalny, wy jo,

Jok,
You

ultered svathing worids,

Abont the Land and Clhurch, Joe,
Al rhe wiched Honge of Lords.
on Fduentlou you were wout

To fulminnte but oh!
Youwve swalluwed overy
Jue Chamherlnln,

lessed word,
my Ja,

Jan Uil
Boefore  you
Aud et the

ait, my jo, Joe,
turtied n Hnaider,
Implre on the
You were o smtanuels Free trader
Hut now you're Iln ftor Zollverein.
Protectlonist—Whut, ho!

e My Beddon- Armageddon,
Sfereutial Joe!

Clarke’s World-Famed Blood Mixture.
"L mest searching Hlood Cleanser that
svlouce and medlenl sklll have brought o

|l--m Suffvrers from  Serofulr, Sourvey,
m, Bad Legs, 8klu maud BJ-\nd. Dia-
enses, l'l:n;nles and fores of auy khud nre

salicited to glve It a trlal to test its value,
Thonsatuds of wonderful cures have heen of-
Fectedd by 1t BEottlea 209 cach, sold svery-
wiere, Beware of worthless Lsitatlons oad
substitutes,
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