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CHAPTER I111.—(Coentinued.)

Farget her! A Jack turned into the
house, after watching the carringe down
the drive, his head and henrt were on
fire with the memory of her last linger-
ing look, and the blood daneed in his fin-
gers as he recalled the warm, clinging
_pressure of her hand at parting.

“I think I must be mad when she Is
near me, for somehow I always manage
to belleve in the possibility of her love
for me when in her presence,” he mut-
tered, remorsefully. “And, if she did
love, what then? Could I throw Ethel
over? My sweet, pure little Ethel, it
would break her heart! 1 must get rid
of this folly. I'll finish Ethel's letter at
once, and send it off by the morning post.
1'Il write a long, loving letter to the poor
little girl; it will do me as muneh good to
write it as it will her to receive it."

This time he commenced with “My
dear Ethel,” and then, before proceeding
further, he made a close examination of
the beautifully executed address and
crest on the paper,

The erest of “Mallyngs"—ns the name
was originally spelled—a tiger's head and
front paws in repose, with the motto,
“Let the sleeping lie,'”" particularly in-
terested him. He had stood for many a
minute during the past week in front
of one of thesa emblems of the family
circle—fierce, ungovernable—and ponder-
ed the probable events that had caused
it to be bestowed on them as their
badge.

“I wonder why she never married?"
he mused. “I wonder if mine is the true
reason, and there really Is soma poor
beggar In the background awaiting her
twenty-fifth birthday? I shall have a
chance of finding out if I accept her in-
vitation for the partridge shooting In
September, for Lord Summers told me
she would be twenty-five In that month.
Qught I, in justice to Bthel, to place my-
self In the way of such temptation?
Bosh! I must he a weak fool indeed if 1
cannot live in the soclety of a beautiful
woman without making an idiot of my-
gelf! Besides if I come and see for myw
self that she is really ‘gone' on some
lucky fellow, it will be the most complete
cure I could find for my own folly."

But Jack knew this to be false rea-
soning; nevertheless he would not listen
to conscience, and, with a gloomy brow
and tightly compressed lips, sat glaring
moodily at the blank sheet of paper be-
fore him.

“Will you take your luncheon In here,
sir? It will seem less lonely than in the
dining room, I think."

Jack looked up in surprise at the]
housekesper.

“I must have been sitting here nearly
three honrs. I don't mind where I lunch,
Mrs. Perkins."

“Then I'll put it In here, sir; it's
brighter and more cheerful than the din-
Ing room.”

Mrs. Perkins walked to a sideboard
and flicked away an imaginary speck of
dust,

“Were you here In Sir Paul's time?"
he asked, more because the old lady
wanted to talk than from any interest he
took in the matter,

“Bless you, sir, I've been a servant in
this house for turned fifty years! I
began as under housemaid at sixteen,
und here I've been ever since; so I'm
what you may ecall an old servant.”

“Of coursa yon remember Miss Mall-
Ing's mother? Bhe must have been a
beautiful woman." I

“Sometimes shie was and sometimes
she wasn't. She was handsome enough
naturally; but she had such an awful
temper that it quite disfigured her at
times, I've known her to sulk about
the house for & month at a time hecause
lier brother, the late Sir Paul, had re-
fused her some trifling thing,. We were
quite relieved when she got married,
and went away on the Continent with
her husband. You see she was many
years younger than her hrothers, Sir
Paul and the present baronet, Bir Geof-
frey, and was a bit spolled in conse
quence—though thers is an old saying
in the family that a Malling's daughter
is alwoys a fiend, asking your pardon
for the word, sir; so it's lueky Miss
Pauline is only n Malling by adoption.”

“Then you think she has eccaped the
falling usual to the ladies of the fam-
fly "

“I should not like to glve an opinion
of my mistress' disposition. It would be
very bad taste on my part, sir, Miss
Malling, during the s&ix years she has
been mistress here, has been everything
one could desire.”

“I beg your pardon,” he said, politely.
“1 did not wisk to betray you into dis-
respect for Miss Malling. My question
was the natural onteome of your remark
as to Milss Malling's being only a Mall-
ing by adoption.”

“I'o be sure, sir; and that takes me
back to what [ was saying. Miss Paul-
fne's mother wns away on the Continent
with her husband directly after they
were married, and ronmed about for
yanrs from one country to another with
him; she never came home agaln, poor
denr] Bhe died when Miss Pauline was
fifteen years old; and then Sir Paul was
anxions to have the child with him In
Tngland, as he had made her his helress,
in consequence of the other brother,
Geoffrey, having married without his
consent. But Major Lufton wounld not
part with his daughter, and refused even
to let her come on a visit; so we none
of us ever saw Miss Pauline until she
eams hers, a grown woman, to take ber

place as mistress of Mallingford."

“l suppose you knew her at once by
her likeness to her mother?'

“Strange to say, we didn't, sir] To be
sure she was very I, for her father had
been dead six months before she heard
a word about being heiress to this prop-
erty, and all that tlme, to keep herself
from starving, had been teaching in some
Spanish convent. But even as she re-
covered her looks we witehed in vain for
something in the volee or the expression
of the face that should remind ns of her
mother. There are the same beautiful
hair and eyes, and there the likeness
ends,"

“Do you say she never knew about
her heiress-ship until after her father's
death

“Yes, sir. She says he would not tell
her because he was afraid she might be
tempted to leave him, 1 believe they
were in dreadful straits sometimes.”

“It must have been a wonderful
change for her when she came here,”

“It was indeed, sir—so great that she
can never to this day bear to recall that
dreadful time, and refuses to talk about
it to any one,

CHAPTER 1V,
Ethel Mallet knelt on a chair, her
bonny face pressing closely against the
window pane. The room being on the
second floor, It was only by so doing
that she could see the steps that led up
to the front door. It was a quarter past
eight, and she was watching anxiously,
as she had done for several mornings
past, for the coming of the postman. She
left her position presently, and bustled
about, putting little finishing touches to
the breakfast table,
“It is hard on poor dear dad to have
to put up with petty Inconveniences,"
she snid, affectjonately, as she lald the
morning newspaper next the roses, and
looked to ses if she could do anything
further to beautify the unlovely lodging
liouse breakfast table. I know the sight
of a stain on the tablecloth takes away
his appetite. With the very next few
shillings I make by my copying I'll buy
a couple of tablecloths, and then we can
have an extra ome without asking Mrs.
Philpott for it and risking black looks
for the rest of the week. Oh, here you
are, papa! 1 thought you were going
to be late—and it is your Kensington
day, too. Ah, there's the postman! 1
wonder if he has a letter for me? Isn't
it strange that Jack has written only
once in a whole week?" =
“Young fellows always find plenty of
occupation in the country; you must not
worry about it, my child.” This remark
was rather uncalled for, as Hthel, the
whole week through, had scrupulously
avolded mentioning the subject of Jack's
neglect, ““The country round Mallingford
is particularly attractive, and I ean quite
understand that Jack is feasting his soul
on its beauties.”
“Oh, papa, do you know Mallingford?
You never said so before!"—and Ethel
was just about to launch out into a
string of questions when her thoughts
were diverted by the appearance of the
servant with the fish for breankfast, and
a letter,
“For me, and from Jack!" she ex-
claimed, breathlessly; but she did not
attempt to read it until she had attended
to every little want of her father's, and
seen him comfortably settled for his
morning glance over the leaders in the
DEWSPAPETS, ;
Then sha took up the letter and bhe-
gan reading it. As she read, the sweet
unticipation of pleasure faded slowly
from her face, and she laid the epistle
down, looking perplexed and troubled.
She went on pretending to eat, filled her
father's cup when he pushed it toward
her, and resolutely kept silence until he
had Iaid down his newspaper and caught
her wistful look.

“Well, what are you waiting to say?’
he asked.

“l don't knbw; Jack has written a
nice, long letter, and yet I am disap-
pointed. I'm never satisfied; am I, dad?
He tells me here that he's very lonely,
and a line or two lower down he says
that Miss Malling, of whom he gave such
a glowing description in his first ‘wote,
has left for London. I know I'm nar-
row minded, but T can't help faneying
that it's more her absence than mine
that makes him lonely. As if I did not
know Jack to be one of the most hon-
orable men In the world! Pleass call me
a few hard names, dad, and make me
ashamed of myself."

But Mr. Mallet did nothing of the sort.

“l think It extremely bad taste on
Jack's part to fill his letters to yon with
descriptions of another woman's beau-
ly.h

“Now, there you are wrong! It's just
that that satisfies me ns to Jack's good
faith, If there was one scrap of unfair-
ness to me in hig admiration.for Miss
Malling he would not write so openly
about it. 1t was only my nonsense abun\
being jealous, you know."

“You nre a veritable little hee, suck-
ing the honey and leaving the polson.
I'll not say one word agninst your hero,
my dear. DBut 1 don't like to hear of
any alight being put upon yon. You
know I don't think him worthy of my
little girl"

“You conceited old dad,” Ethel said,
with a smile, “to think your girl better
than any one else's] Why, Jack Is much
too good for me! KEven you admit he's
clever.”

“Granted. But who Is he? He has a

atralght nose and a good palr of shoul-
ders; but what was his grandfather?
Have you ever psked him?"

¥Papal What an extraordinary ques
tion that would be for me to ask him!
I dare say hig grandfather was us good
4 man as mine,"

“My dear, your grandfather was one
of the oldest conygnoners in Bugland. The
Mallings of Mullingford hold themselvea
among the best people in Rxbridgeshire.”

Ethel looked at her father as if she

feared his regson had given way.
."I dare say you are very astonished.
You Ihll‘ro Always known me as & hards
working drawing master, and of course
coneluded 1 had never been anything
else, "My denr, that Mallingford Park,
of which Juck writes so enthusinstionlly,
s mine by all just laws of succession.
But my elder brother, the lnte owner, cut
me off with a ghilling because 1 annoyed
him about a trifing matter, and left the
whole property to my niece, your cousin,
I'auline Lufton"

“Aud T am eighteen, and this is the
first word I have ever heard of it!"

“Yen, and most likely the last, for it
s & subject 1 don't care to talk nbout,
1 don't think I should have spoken of it
now if T had not felt extremely annoyed
with Jack for his ungentleman-like neg-
lect during the past week, You ave as
well born ma (his cousin of yours of
whom he raves, and I will not allow him
to slight you in any way.”

“Daddy, will you let me manage this
matter myself? You have so surprised
me by what yon have just snld that 1
am almost bewildered, and ean hardly
think of anything else. But I am sure
that I am too self-concelted to let Jnck
really slight me. 1f I thought he want-

ed me to give Lim his freedom I would |

do it at once. I think it would almost
break my heart. but 1 would do it, I
would not bestow myself where I was
lightly thought of."

“Heaven bless my child! I can trust
you to support the family reputation
for self-respect; nnd, Bthel, if you are
writing to Jack to-day, don't touch on
that subject. | have reasonus for not
wishing him to know anything about the
watter until I tell him myself,"

Ethel looked disappointed. She hand-
ed ber father his hat and gloves, and
kissed her hand to him from tle window
as he turned the corner of the street,
aund then went back to her letter. She
read it throngh more than once, her face
wearing a thoughtful expression. Then
she sat down with loosely clasped hands,
thinking over the letter even when she
had returned it to her pocket.

“l am sure of it—hae loves this Misa
Malling! Papa did not call her by that
pame. I forget now what he called ler;
but it was not Malling. I thought my
dislike to parting with Jack was all
nonsensical fancy at the time; hut I
know now It was a real forewarning of
this sorrow. He will never come back
just the same as he went, even If he
gets over this fancy for her. Jack—
dear old Jack—why—why did you speak
of your love for me until you were quite
—quite certain you could never care for
any one else? Oh, Jack, I can't let you
go, dear!”

With & heart-broken little ecry she
threw herself upon the cushion.

CHAPTER V.

Babette's arms and back ached almost
beyond endurance, yet the brush con-
tinued to play over Pauline Malling's
heir as it hung in luxuriant profusion

.down her back. Pauline was deep in

thought, for the Duke of Bennoir had
just sent her the exquisite bunch of
roses she held in her hand, with the lit-
tle note lying open on the table, and she
was making up her mind as to whether
she should accept or reject the offer she
knew he would make when he called by
and by.

“DIid”1 look really well last
Babetta?" she asked.

“Mademoiselle is irresistible when she
chooses,” mormured the French woman,

Miss Malling agnin relapsed into deep
thought.

“If 1 could only be sure of the past
remaining the past, if I were only cer-
tain that ugly facts would not turn up
unexpectedly to face me, I would marry
this poor erenture with a title—I wonld,
if only to save me from myself. Suorely,
after six years of snfety and prosperity, 1
am never going to be such an utter idiot
a8 to risk loss of everything, becnuse this
poor painter is good looking and charm-
ingly eandid. I hate myself for my
wenkness. Only ten days ago I began
this flirtation for my own amusement
and to annoy that big-eyed, pale-faced
child, to give her a few ughappy hours
us a set-off ngalnst the perpetunl anxiety
her mere existence causes me, and, hefore
1 am ecertain that either of these purposes
is accomplished, I wake up to the humil-
inting knowledge that T am caught in my
own trap, that for the first time in my

ife I have fallen in love!

Bhe burst into scornful laughter, so
startling Dabette that the ivory-backed
brush flew out of her hand, and she
stood with round eres and open mouth
regarding her mistress’ face In the glass,

“What is the matter with yon? Why
are you staring at me like that?"

By an effort Babette recovered her
usnal subdued, respectful expression.

“1 feared mademolselle was not well,”
she murmured, apologetically.

“Nonsense! (o on with your brush-
ing, and do not take notice of what does
pot concern you,"

“8he is 1 very cat!"” Babette said, con-
fidentially, to the brush, as she picked it
up.  “I should like to know what wicked-
ness she is plannig now."

“Perhnps it is not to be wonderad at,
after all,” Pauline mused. *“He is so
different from the men one usually meets
—=s0 honestly simple, so bright and true
so sensitively honorable. 1 believe he
would marry that chit in spite of me if
the relense did not come from her. It
ghall! If I eannot have him, she never
ghalll On that one polnt my mind Is
fully made up!"

night,

(Lo be continued.)

Be In Every Home."

UNCLE SAM—%A Remedy That Has
Such Endorsements Should

Election Returns That Interest All Parties.

Made of Ebony.
A Massachusetts gentlemnn met &
colored man who had recently worked
for him, and into whose family, says
the Boston Herald, a girl baby had
come shortly before.
“What have you named her?" asked
Mr. Green, on being todd by the father
of the addition to his family.
“Dat's what we can't 'clde on,'” was
the reply. “I wunts her name Clarn
and my old woman wants it Nettie."
“Well, then,"” suggested Mr, Green,
why don't you eall her Clarinet?”
“I declare, Muarse Green,” sald the
colored man, admiringly, “dat Is pur-
tler dan either of 'em."
Meeting his colored friend several
weeks later, Mr. Green was amused to
bear him say, “We's named her Clarl-
net.”

A King's Punctuality,
All men agree in the abstract that
“punctuality Is the soul of business,"”
but few act up to the maxim with the
strictness of the king of the Belginns.
Wherever or however he may travel,
whether the visit be of business, pleas-
ure or ceremony, he s punctual, not
only to the hour, but to the minute—
it might also be sald to the second.
And yet his majesty 18 never seen to
consult & watch. But his familinrs
know that his habit of passing hils

a device for glancing at a small watch
which he wears fastened to his wrist.
—London Globe.

No Improvement on Nature.
Irate Patient—Here! you told me
these false teeth wonld be just as good
as natural ones, and they hurt me hor-
ribly.
Palnless Dentist—Well, didn't your
natural ones hurt you?—Le Rire.
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should be carried off through the nat-

left to sour and-form uric acid and
other irritating poisons which are ab-
sorbed by the blood, making it thin,
weak and acrid. Then instead of
nourishing the different nerves, mus-
cles, joints and tissues it fills them
with poison to produce the aches,
l)sins and other disagreeable symp-
oms of the disease, Rheumatism
is usually worse in Winter for the
reason that cold and dampness are
exciting causes, The nerves become
ex;itcd and sting with pain, the mus-
cles are sore and. drawn, the joints
swollen and stiff and the sufferer
lives in intense agony; and if the
disease is not checked it often leaves
its victims helpless cripples for life,
Rhenmatism cannot be rubbed away
but it can be driven from the blood
by S. 8. 8. Being a perfect blood
purifier this great remedy soon pro-
duces a complete change in the en-

hand along his flowing beard Is only [

ural avenues of bodily waste, are’

[ Theory of French Walter,
| «"I have a theory about dyspepsla
Cand Indlgestion,” sald the head walter
In a French restaurant, “that I think
ought to be considered by sufferers
| from stomach complaints. 1 belleve
| that much of this class of trouble I8
due to people’s perglstency In eating
rlh? same kind of bread for weeks,
Ilmmt!m and sometimes years, without
a change,

“Now, nohody doea that with any
other kind of food; meat, for Instance,
or vegetables, or frult or othe? des-
sert.  Yet the average man will eat
| the same kind of bread twice or even
[ three times a day and think himself
| wise. The stomach, unless 1t Is of ex-
traordinary constitution, will naturally
| get tired of this monotony and refuse
properly to digest this eternal bread.
Then the bread eater knows he has
dyspepein and starts on a course of
dieting—generally sticking religiously
to the same old bread—that most often
leaves him In worse plight than ever.
“There are many varleties of bread
—opor, rye, whole whent, graham, Boa-
ton brown, aerated, barley, Vienna and
French bread. All of these differ in
| the making and the material, and If,
'the average man would only take a
turn at some of them for a change
| from his regular loaf he would find
himself healthler and happler.,”—New
| York Bun.

Moving Cheese.

“Will you start the cheese thls way,
please?” sald the thin boarder at din.
ner.

“It's not ume for cheese yet,"” sald
the fat bhoarder.
| *“No, but if you start it now it will
probably get here by the time 1'm
i ready for it."—Yonkers Statesman,

RHEUMATISM

'CAN NOT BE RUBBED AWAY

~When the joints are gore and swollen, and the muscles throbbing with the
pain of Rheumatism, relief must be had at once, and it is natural to rub the
affected parts with.liqiments, oils, ete. This treatment does good in a way,
porarily relieving the pain and reducing theinflammation, but has na
effect on the disease itsclf, because Rheumatism is more than skin deep; it
is in the blood and cannot be rubbed away, Rheumatism is brought on by
indigestion, weak kidneys, poor bowel action, stomach troubles and a gen-
eral sluggish condition of the system_  The refuse and waste matters, which

‘While at work for the ¥. 0. & P. R.
in the swampy region, I contracte
Rheumatism and was completely helpe
less for about four months sm{ spent
over 8160.00 with dootors, but got worse
svsrg day, and finally quit them and be-
gan 8.8 I took a fow bottles and
was cured sound and well. My heal
is now splondid, and I welgh 1
pounds. Thereis a lmlyuvins Near ma
who is now taking B. 8. B, for acuta
Rheumatism. For twoé montha she could
not turn herselfin bed, but since begin-

ng your medicine ahout thres weeks
ago has improved rapidly, and is now
able tosit u_lp. 1 can recommend 8, 8. 8,
toall suffering from Rheumutism.

Ulah, N. C. B, 0. LASSITER.

I was orely troubled with Rheumas
tism, ITMI. it, in my knees, legs m‘::
nkles, and any one who has ever h
heumatism knows how exoruciat

:hn.a ptnin “k sind ho‘: lutl in‘hrt:auhwi
atwork. I was tr b
having been bothered with it for tem
yoars, off and on. A lcoal physician ade
vised metouse 8, 8. 8, Ididso. After
taking two bottles I noticed the sore~
ness and pain were groatly reduced. I
oontin the medicine and was thor-
?1:'2&:??%‘ all pliin, -nrenoud namlé in<
v} one. racomm - M
to all Rheumatio luﬂe;ﬂil.'&;;nw o
808 E. Groenbrier 8t.  Mt. Vernon, O,

tire circulation ; the thin, acrid blood is made pure and rich, and as it goes

will not keep you in continual
tism and any medical advice

through the body nourishes and soothes the irritated nerves, eases the throb-
_ bing muscles, and dissolves and carries

| out of thesystem the irritating particles

in the joints which are keeping up the

pain and inflammation, §. 8. S. curey

. Rheumatism permanently, and in addi

. o tion tones up the digestion and stimu.

lates the difierent members of the body

P:UHELY VEGETABLE- to thelr full duty so there is no cause

for another attack. Do not waste time trying to rub Rheumatism away, but
et it out of the blood with 8, 8, 8. so that
n and

be given free,

THE 8WIFT SPEGIFIC CO., ATLANTA, &

e cold and dampness of Winter
ony. Special book on Rheuma.



