-

-
4 | g
-,

pap—— -.;;vt-fp-.rﬂltta p iy e

w".‘imtbﬂvt?hh Py gy - - S e e

-

LT Y " me =

!

A Y LW ral

CHAPTER XX.

Mrs. Clayton was stili a rich woman,
although shé did not, of course, possess
more than a, tithe of her husband's in-
come, Still, that was enough to give her
every luxury that she had been accus-
tomed to, and to keep her in a matiner
befitting her station. She couid not pre-
tend any deep sorrow for the loss of a
man who had been cruel, neglectful and
almost brutal to her; but the time she
had been absent from him had in a meas-
ure softened the harshness of the previ-
ous memories, and the sad fate which
had overtaken him forbade in her forgiv-
ing heart the angry remembrance of past
Wrongs.

“Perhaps, aunt,” she said, in a low, re-
gretful voice, “if I had been more for-
bearing and less provoking to him he
might have been different all-thé time.”

Lady Marion looked up from her book.

“It is always right, dear, to think kind-
ly of people who are gone, and I should
feel it wrong to speak against Francis
Clayton now; but I eannot help thinking
that no amount of goodness or gentleness
could have touched a heart so bitter and
eynical as his."”

Mrs. Maxwell declined absolutely to be
present at Winifred’s wedding. As she
was utterly indifferent now to the favor
or disfavor of her relations, she did not
trouble to make any excuse, but content-
ed herself with saying she did not feel
inclined to be one of the party.

“I always disliked the girl, and thought
her intriguante,” she wrote to her moth-
er. “It would be a perfect farce for me
to be present at her marriage. 1 have
not the least sympathy with her success,
although I admit she has played her
cards well.”

The wedding was none the léss happy
or magnificent for Mrs. Maxwell's ab-
sence; everyone pronounced it a very
splendid affair; and this time the sympa-
thies of all were enlisted for the bride
and bridegroom were both young and
handsome and happy. Bir Howard gave
Winifred away, and her husband receiv-
ed her with infinite gladness and tender-
ness. All the farmers and villagers came
round to see Miss Eyre, “that they had
known from a child,” married.

At Hazell Court there were great fes-
tivities; dinners for all the tenants, and
games and fireworks in the evening, and
a real military band from London.

Captain le Marchant was best man, of
course; Ada Fordyce chief bridesmaid,
and Lord Harold Erskine was able to be
prefent without suffering any pangs of
jealousy. He was to be married himself
in a month's time. Madame de Monto-
lien had actually been persuaded to be
present at the wedding.

“When we come back you will always
live with us, dear madame,”’ Winifred
had said.

“Not yet, my love,” the old lady an-
swered. “Young people are best by them-
selves at first. I shall ask Lady Grace
to keep me a little longer; and then, if in
six months or a year's time You care to
have me, I shall rejoice to come to you.”

. “ . “ B B s

The spring had come round again, and
Mr. and Mrs. Hastings were at Hazell
Court. Mrs. Clayton was staying with
them. 8She was herself again now—not
s#o bright and sparkling, perhaps, as in
the old days, but very sweet and good.

8he and Winifred were sitting together
win the green morning room as the twilight
was coming on.

“I think the old Court is decidedly im-
proved by the presence of a mistress,”
said Mrs. Clayton presently. “I always
1hought it charming—now it is perfect.”

Winifred laughed a short, happy laugh,

“Oh, do you really think so? It seems
to me the place ought to have a much
grander mistress than I. Faney a girl
brought up to a simple country life com-
ing to such state and grandeur! [ feel
as if I ought to be like Lady Burleigh,
and, instead of making myself so thor-
oughly at home, to pine away and die,”

“It is a good thing Errol is not here
to hear you, or he would be very angry
at your saying such foolish things, ' If
ever anyone was born with a thorough
appreciation of the pomps and vanities of

the world, it is you, I think. It makes
me laugh when I remember how you used
to preach to me about love in a cottage,
and marrying the man yow loved if he
- had not a shilling.”

“And so I would have married Errol if
he had been as poor as—"

“Be thankful, ma belle, that your love
was not put to such a terrible test.,”

There was silence for a few moments,
and then Mrs, Clayton spoke again, with
a volce that betrayed some agitation:

“Winifred, did you ever know how
much I eared for Col, d"Aguilar?"’

“l knew he cared a great deal for you,
Fee.”

“And you thought because I could not
make up my mind to shdre poverty with
him, that I did not lové him?”’

“Nay, Fee, I would not say that.,”

“Well, then,” ecried Mrs, Clayton, im-
petuously, “I tell you I loved him both
before and after I married Francig Clay-
ton—better after, perhaps, than before.
I may as well confess the whole; I am
not afraid of your repeating it. When I
was 80 miserable we met again in Lon-
don, and it seemed my only comfort to
get his sympathy for my trouble, At
last we parted, with the intention of not
meeting again. I have never seen or heard
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of him since.
away.”

“You think he does not like to seek
you because you are rich as well as
free?’ Winifred suggested,

Mrs. Clayton bent her head,

“And I want you to do something for
me,"” she said, after a pause,

“To ask him here, darling?” said Wini-
fred, gently,

“Yes,” answered Fee, simply.

« “Errol shall write to him at once. 1
know he likes him. [ suppose he is in
England 7’ -
_“I should think so,” and Mrs, Clayton
rose slowly and left the room.

Presently Mr. Hastings came - in.

“Errol!”" said his wife, 5y

“Yes, my pet.”

“I want you to write at once and in-
vite Col. d’Aguilar to come and stay.”

“Do you, dear—why?”’

“Never mind. You are not to ask any
questions. I cannot tell you the reasons
—at all events, not now.”

He went up and kissed her.

*You seem to have an equal opinion of
your husband's powers of divination and
discretion,” he said, laughing.

“Well, Errol, but will you?' pleaded
Winifred. G

“Of course. 1 will do anything you
like,” he answered. *“It is too late to
write to-night.”

“Not if you send the letter over to Hol-
ton, Errol.” .

“What! is it so important as all that?”

“Yes, darling,” she answered coaxingly,
pushing him into'a” chair, and bringing
the writing materials to him.

“Yery well, little tyrants
is he?—what is his address?”

“0, Errol, I can’t tell yon,” cried Wini-
fred, looking blank. “Do you not know ?”

“I don’t, indeed. I believe his regiment
has left Hounslow.”

“Well, cannot you send it to his elub?”

“Yes, I can do that; but you seemed in
such a terrible hurry, and if he is not in
town, the chances are he may not get ft
for days. Perhaps Fee knows.”

“Now, Errol, how should she?"

“l don’t know, darling. I always
thought they were such great friends.”

“Why, they have not met for months
and months.”

“Perhaps they might not like to meet.
then,” said Mr. Hastings, looking up at
lWinltred. and smiling a little malicious-
y.

“Had you not better consult Fee first?”
and then Winifred fairly langhed, but
would not be induced to say anything
more on the subject: However, the let-
ter was duly written and sent, and in
three days' time the answer drrived. Col.
d'Aguilar would havé much pleasure in
spending a few days at the Court, and
Mr. Hastings might expect him the fol-
lowing day.

I can gues why he keeps

But where

o

CHAPTER XXI.

When the Colonel came there was an
embarrassment in his manner towards
Mrs. Clayton; he was grave, kind and
courteous, as though there had been no
more than an ordinary friendship be-
tween them. He was resolved nog to
speak a single word of love to her. He
felt her wealth to be a barrier between
them, and could not bear to say what
was In his heart for her, for fear
any doubt of his great love should come
between them—for fear any base thought
should creep in and see a sordid desire
jin the renewal of his passion for her,

The last few months had been very
painful to him. When he heard of Fran-
cis Clayton's sudden death, a feeling that
he was ashamed of came over him. He
was not glad, not actually glad—nay, he
felt a kind of pity for the man who had
been cut off in the prime of his life, self-
ish and ill-spent though it had been; but
he could not forget that Fee was free,
He felt that she must be the first to hold
communication with him. Would she do
s0? Did she still care for him, and had
she believed truly in the unselfishness
of his renunciation of her?

Mrs. Hastings was by no means satis-
fied with the progress of the affairs. In-
stead of the first natural reserve between
Col. d’'Aguilar and her friend being dissi-
pated it seemed to grow stronger each
day. They avoided, above all things, be-
ing left alone together.. Winifred want-
ed to help them; she felt cértain they car-
ed for each other, and, besides, women
in the first flush of a happy marriage are
always inveterate match makers,

“Errol,” said his wife one day at lunch,
“I want to drive you over to the Maner
this afternoon. I am going to see (ﬁnd-
papa, and he has grown so fond of you
he never likes me to go without you."”

“You forget, dear,” replied Mr. Hast-
ings, “we cannot be so uncourteous as to
leave our guests.”

“How stupid and provoking men are!”
Winifred thought, pettishly. 8he look-
ed up at Col, d"Aguilar pleadingly.

“Yon will excuse him, wil you not?”’

“l was intending to ask permission to
ride over and call on Lord Lancing this
afternoon,” he answered, fabricating a
polite fiction for the occasion.

“And 1 have a headache and do not
care to go out,” said Mrs. Clayton,

“Then we shall go over to the Manor
as you wish, Winifred. Have you order-
ed the ponies?”

“No, pleasé ring the. bell, and say 3
o'clock.”

“I am just going ronnd to the stables,
Will.you come, d'Aguilar? What will
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I“‘!”“ very provoking'

nge and distant to each
¥ do you not let him see you
care for him¥?' v

“I d@o not think he cares for me any
longer,” Mrs, Clayton answered, desponds
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“How @h ‘you be so blind: Fee? You
must know what he feels. Is it not quite

natural that he should hesitate to remind

you of the now that you are rich?’
“But, W d, a woman cannot speak

firet™; R ; :
“Of course you cannot ask him to mar-

ry you, but you can let him see that you

are not ut indifferent to him.” :
Mrs. Clayton made no answer,

“It is so tlresome of him to go out,”
continued fred, presently,
“And de your Intentions, little

match maker,” added Fee, looking up.

When Krrol and his wife had started
Mrs. Clayton took her book to the green-
room and n to read. Col. d’'Aguilar

came to f a letter he had written in

the morning, A sudden thoght crossed

Fee's mind that sent the blood rushing
over neck and brow and made her heart
beat in great throbs.

“Col. d"Aguilar,” she said, with a voice
almost inartigulate with nervousness,

“Yes, Mrs, Clayton,”

“Are you really going out?’

“I am just starting for Holton.”

“Won't you stay with me? I shall be
so dull all alone,”

He hesitated for a moment.

“If you really wish it I will.”

“Of course I wish it or I ghould not
ask,” Fee responded, a little petulantly.

“Then I will go and send the groom
back to the stables.” And he left the
room. -

Mrs, Clayton was excessively uneasy in
her mind. She could not form the least
resolve what ghe should say to hjm when
he returned.

“You will ot thank me for spoiling
your ride,” were her first words to him.

“I would muaeh rather be_here. I only
proposed riding to Holton bécanse I
thought Mrs. Hastings was anxious for

her husband’s eompany.”

“Are they not devoted?' sighed Fee,
“I néver gaw & man fonder of a woman,
I do believe he fancies there is no one
like her—so graceful, so amiable, so
clever.” '
" “That is as it should be, is it not?"
asked Col. d"Aguilar, smiling.

“Of course; He intends her to make
quite an impression this season. He has
taken a mansion for three months and an
opera box, and I know he means her to
have her handsomest carriage and horses
in London. Fancy a woman having all
that and a handsome husband whom she
loves besides!” And there were tears in
Mrs. Clayton's eyes.

“She is very sweet-mannered.
she deserves her happiness.”

“I am sure she does,” responded Mrs.
Clayton, warmly. “She would have mar-
ried him just the same if he had been
poor. She was not like me, Col, d’Agui-
lar,” .

“You forget how differently you were
brought up,” he exclaimed, eager to de-
fend her from ‘amy imputation, even
though it came from her own lips. “Pov-
erty would have been a terrible hardship
to you, who had been used all your life to
luxury.” .

“It is very generous in you to excuse
my selfishness,” Fee said, softly, “since
you suffered by it.  Did you suffer?” she
asked, with a quick alteration of mood.
“Hardly,” she added, with the slightest
tinge of bitterness, “or you would not
have been so ready to give me up.”

It was Col. d"Aguilar's turn to feel hart
and bitter now.

“I1 believe women pever give men credit
for real unselfishnegs,” he said. “A wom-
an hgs more faith in the passion that
sacrifices than in the love that spares
her.”

“Col. d'Aguilar,” said Mrs., Clayton,
with bright tears standing in her eyes, “I
would give the world to know if you left
me because you really loved me.”

“My love could have little worth for
you,” he answered, sadly, “if a doubt
of my motive could have found room in
your heart."”

There came then a long silence between
them, and both looked straight away
from each other, as though they feared
the next words that might be spoken. At
last Mrs. Clayton turned her face toward
the man, whom she loved and esteemed
more now than she had ever done in her
life before. Y

“Ivors,” she said,m a low voice, that
trembled from the deep under-current of
emotion—*"Ivors, do you not know how
hard it is for a woman to ask for a man’s
love?®

He turned quickly toward her.

“My darling! do you think it necessary
to ask for whit I have given you. wholly
and entirely, from thé time I first saw
you? Do I need to tell you that I love
you heart and soul, and that I can never
cease to care for the lttle fairy who first
bewitched me until the day I die?”

(The end.)

I think

———

Influence of Food.
“What do you think of the theory
that food has a potent Influence in de-
termining character? asked Mr.
Smithfield, as he pyt three lumps of
sugar in his coffee,

“] guess it's all ht.,” replied Mr.
Wood, as he sgvered a portion of his
beefsteak. *“It always seems a littlé
cannibalistic to me, when you order
lobster.” :

“Well,” retorted Mr. Smithfield, good
humoredly, *“ lought to have known It
was dangerous to lend you money after
I discovered your fondness for beets.
But, seriously, If there were anything
in the theory, wouldn't It make a man
sheepish to eat mutton?

“It would, and prize fighters ought
to restrict themselves to a diet of
scraps.”—Plttsburg Gagette,
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“Do you make much out of your li-
brary work?"’ asked the inguisitive

person.

“Yes, replied the man who scribbles
occasionally, ‘“‘much more out of it than
1 do in it.

Canada Is Building Railroads.

The number of miles of railroad
completed in the Dominion of Canada
is 18,868, an increase of 574 milea over
the previous year, -

The Inference Obvious.
District Attorney Jerome tells of a
prisoner recently brought to & Harlem
ice station whoee condition was so
uncleanly that he was advised by the
desk sergeant to take a bath.
“What!”’ exclaimed the hobo, indig-
pantly, ‘‘me go into the water?"’
“Certainly; you need it. How long
is it dince you had a bath?"’
The hobo grinned. *‘‘I never was ar-
rested before.”’—New York Times.

" He Knew Onme.

“I bave here,’’ said the industrious
book agent, ‘‘a wolume which is ee-
pecially helpful to business men. I'm
certain it would benefit you if"'— *

“‘Can you mention any businessman
it has benefitted?’’ broke in the skep-
tical one in the office chair.

““‘Sure. There's me, for instance.
I got a big commission.”’—Kansas Oity
Journal.

Woman Qiven Plece of Homor.

“Mrs. James R. Hopley of Bucyrus,
O., is the only woman who has been
given a p a0’ upcn the centennigl pro-
gram comwemorating the 100th anni-
versary of the admission of Obhio to the
union. The theme of her address will
be #‘The Value of Good Women in In-
fluencing Civilization.”” Mre. Hopley
is a former president of the Ohio Fed-
erated Clubs.

Great Demonstration.

“They say when the great pianist
plsyed in this town the veople went
wild,”” remarked the comedian.

““They did the same when I played,””
remarked the young lady who blows
the cornet. '

“Were they demanding that you
come back?’’

"“‘Ne, they were demanding their
inoney back.’’

Not So Warm.

“I say, Miss DeWitt,’’ remarked
young Bapleigh, ‘‘youh wesplendent
beauty sets me bwain on fiah, doncher
know.”’

“Never mind, Mr. Sapleigh,”” re-
plied Miss DeWitt, ‘‘the conflagration
will be too insignificant tc necessitate
the calling out of the fire department.

The Camera's Eccentricities,

“All nature is beautiful,”” said the
enthusiast.

“I ased to think #0,”’ answered the
young man with discolored fingers.
““Bnt since I took up amateur pho-
tography I begin to have my doubts.”
=~ Washington Btar.

Queen Alexandra’s Epigram.

“It is & pity,”” said Queen Alexan-
dra to the late Bishop of London, one
day, ‘‘that women are not as devoted to
the birds in tHe air as they are to the
birds in their hats."’

Relerson Machine Co.
SUCCESSORS TO JOHN POOLE.

Foot of Morrison St., Portland, Oregon.
Parsons Hawkeye. Automatio, Sell Feeding,
Faultless Btump Puller, 100 hamrwn wit
two herses, ‘Buckeye Sawmill Machi
Enn and Boilers. Eli and Btickne
ngines. Write ns when in want o
in machinery line.
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“weak spot,

obtained from Lydia E. Pinkham’s -

vd .:l‘e c;:!lv'.ﬁnp t:h. :é“!ul 2
a dut EY you
tlnnt’lt.

“ 1 suffered for over five years with
troubles,

leasan d.lnn.h.lr,o t e:l:nou:.-
t & great w
Ia’nd at times & faintness would come
over me which no amount of medicine,
diet, or exercise seemed to eorrect.
Your Vegetable Compound found the
however, within a few
weeks —and saved me from an

E

eperation —all my troubles had dis-

appeared, 'and I ‘found myself once
- healthy and well. Woj;'dnfdlto

more
deseribe the real, true grateful f

that is in my heart, and I want to
every sick and suffering sister. Don’t
dally with medicines you know noth-
ing about, but take L E. Pink-
ham'’s Vegetable pound, and

Don’t hesitate to write to Mra,
Pinkham if there is anything
your case which you do

d. She treat
kindness and her ade-
No woman ever re-

ting h he has
oiped  thousands, Jddress Is
Lynn,
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Wln writing to ad vertisers please
mention this paper.
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