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SYNOPSIS CF PREV OUS CHAPTERS. 

CHAPTERS 1 & 11,—Masjor Joselyn Lloyd is a kind 

hearted soldier who wins the Victoria Cross in the 

Afghan War. He meets the author while on a tour 

to Scotland and they become fast friends. Major 

Lloyd propo:es ct 0 to a seaside place call.d 

Battlecombe. While there he moets Ela Lee, and 

learns to love her. One evenivg he invites his 

friend Gordon to accompany him fo his organ 

practice andbe int'oduced to Ela Lee. During 

the recital Ella Lee drops a telegram. Gordon sees 

this, picks it up, and puts it in his pecket. When 

he opens the message it is from a person named 

wJack.,” Gordow wonders it “Jack” is a lover, and 

if his friend has given his love in vain. 

CHA: 11, 1v., & v.~Gordon learns from Joss 

that EAT bas no brother, so concludes that it 

must be & lover. He resolves to ask Ela Lee the 

meaning of the telegram, snd who was the sender. 

He was unconsciously forewarns ber of ris obj et, 

so she explains that **Jack’’ is her sister Nellie. 

Joss tells Gordon that Eila Lee has accepted him 

as her fu'ure husband. Later, Gordonis introduced 

to Nellie, who he finds quite under his sister's in- 

fluence. 

CHAPTERS v. (continued) vi & vir.—Jose, in one 

of his meetings with E Ja Lee, tel 8 her of his form- 

er loves, Molly Morrison snd Cyuothia Singleton. 

He afterwards repeats those love tales to Gordon. 

CHAPTER VIII 

‘A love time . . . . so sadly sweet. 

‘Poor Cynthia,’ contir ued Joce'yn, ‘was 

wild with grief and whined and cried most 

piteously, ever end anon licking Lily's ear 

with her soft warm tongue, : 
¢ *Lily, Lily !' I cried, sitting down beside 

her, ‘what is the met er, love; speak child, 

speak. Have I oflended you ? Tell me, do. 

I am wretched, miserable.’ 

She became calmer a' last, and suffered 

her head to rest for a moment on my shoul: 

der. 
« +] rever knew,’ she sobbed, but with 

¢ i'dlike frankness, ‘what it was to leve till 

1 met you. You love m:too. O, 1 krow 

you do. I know you do. : 
+] do lcve you, Lily, indeed, indeed, 

ycu have guested eright.’ ; 
¢ *It is that which grieves me. It is that 

which brings th s- tears. Itis for you I am 

weeping. Oh, M-jor Lloyd, Ob, Jocelyn, 

I am—engaged. 
¢ ‘Eogaged ?’ 
« “Yes. Oh, yes. I was but a child, a 

baby ; it is two years and more ago. Dat 

I ttought I loved Percy Forter. And we 

plighted our tro h. I—Oh—Jocelyn, 
wish you and I bad never, never met ig 

‘I “desired to know more of this Percy 
Fos‘er, Gordon. Was it any wonder. He 

seemed to hive swept down suddenly cver 
the ocean of my lite, and extinguisked all 
my happiness. 

‘I found that he was a Governmert clerk 
at Hong Kong, but that in six months’ 
time he would return to claim Lily for his 
bride. 

‘Lily was weeping on e more, Lut more 
quietly, more softly now. 

« ‘Dear ctild,’ 1'said, and once more I 

took ber hand. ‘I have formed a re- | 
solve—’ 

¢ *Never to ree me more ?’ 
‘She lcoked up now, and there was sad- 

ness ine xpr: wsibly in those splendid eyes. 

or bill, we even took long rambles away to 

«No. Not that, Lily. Not tht. 
Some men woald deem it right, I dcubt no, | 
to tear themselves at once trom a love that 

never could be theirs. Perbaps I am not 
like o her men. But here in this breast ot 
mine somethir g s; eaks to me and ‘ells me | 
I am strong enough to bear sceing you day | 
after day, and week. after week fcr the tew 

motths more that r miin of my furlough. 
Tells me I can be with you and near you 
without making love ; that I can be to you 
a friend, a very brother heart ard eoul and | 
that I can make all your interes's mine, 
killirg self within my scul, tbat you mey 
be happy and even learn to forget me. 
«0, Lily, 1 contitu>d, with sadress in 

my voice, ‘it is not very long since bere, 
in. this very wood, we read together Bulwer 
Lytton’s sweet story, th: Pilgiixs of the 
Rhine. You will remember it. She, the 
heroine, is pronounced by medical men as 
mcurable. She will cie in a few mon hy’ 
time of phthisis in its gentlest ‘orm, a form 
that makes death itselt seem like a lullaby | 
wooing the docmed ore to softest slumber. 
But thes: few mootbs the hero—broken 
hear:ed though ke be—determines, with 
the permission of the father to sp nd in tke 
company of ths loved one. And you 
know, Lily, they journey s'owly up the 
Rhine. Can you conceive ot a lovetime so 
tadiy sweet ?° 

¢ + No, said Li'y, softly, ‘it is impossible. 
But you r. member, Jocelyn, that when at 
last the heroine dies, and leaves her lover, 
lonely now and broken-hearted, he too 
would have died bad he not turned to work, 
hard wo: k, for relief, and in his case griet 
became the parent or fame.’ 

‘Lily sat up now and was looking into 
my face, acd her coursge tecmedto me 
like the cour ge of an angel.’ 

* *Jocelyn,’ she said ‘I kncw what you 
were going to say, and why you adduced 
the story of these Pilgrims ot the Rh ne 
You have determined to act the part of a 
brave soldier and en honoratle man to- 
wards me, to be my iriend, my counsellor, 
wy brother, yet not to tear ycurselt away 
from me till the very last——O, the part- 
ing will be sad inaeed ! 

*¢It wll be.’ Issid, ‘like the living 
death whose stadow is already hanging 
over me now.’ 

¢ ‘But, Jocelyn, only on one condition 
shall I accept your proposal.’ 

* *You Lave but to rame it.’ 
‘ You are clever— Uncle tells me so. 

You are a painter, a musician, and poet 
You must promise me not to permit thote 
talents to rust. Promise: that when the 
living dea'h falls at last on you and me. 
you will work so thatin jour case al:o 
grief will become th: parent of ‘ame. Do 
you promise me 

I pressed her band to my lips. 
« *S ster, | promi.e, tnd may Heaver 

protect us both ’ 
‘Gordon, I struggl d manfully and bard, 

often with a beasrt that fel'h If breakir g tc 
pp wy «ompert, and I believe I suc 
¢ eded. 

‘Laugh at platoaiz friendship as you may. 
Let men of impure micds dcem such frienc- 
ship twixt man end woman an impossibi.i y. 
in our case it did exi t, pure and :impl-. 
We wande ed about : s betore by woodl:nd 

the reashore spending whole days, and re- 
torning home uaZer the starlight. Dear 
old Colonel Singleton, he was never un- 
easy about Lily when he knew she was with 
me. He knew, I think, that I possessed 
both the courage ard the honor of a true 
toldier, and that as I could trust myself 
so I could be trusted. 

‘Had I told him the story, did you ask 
me ? Yes, Gordon, I thought it was best 

to tell him all. 
‘During our walks our conversations was 

pever about love—th.t is never abou' our 
own lcve. But, strangely enough, she 
frequently contu’ted m2 about household 
affairs and about house-keeping. Just as 
it my knowledge of such matters were of 
any intrivsic value. You see Percy Foster 
was poor. Government clerks are never 
millionaires, and having resolved to carry 
out ter compact, and marry him, the de- 
termined to make him as gcod and thrifty 
a wife gs she postibly could. 

‘T knew Hong Kong by heart, however, 
and I could tell her all about that, and 
even atout how pcop’e lived th: ra. 

‘So passed away months of this happy, 
but yet sad, summer. 

‘Then one morning, when I went down 
to breakfast, I fourd tbat I had got the 
route. My sailing orcers tad come and | 
was con manced to join tbe Mecanee at 
South: mpten fo thwi L* for passage to India 
and my regiment which was going up 
coun'ry. 

‘Oae last mce'ing by the wood. Yes, 
just one, then tte partirg. You mind the 
lines in your beau'r ul song ot ‘Auld Robin 
Gray.” ‘Thev might have been sppled to 
our case. 

‘0, sore did we grcet and mickle did 

we siy. 
‘Just here, Gordon, the curtain drops 

on the story ot my Singleton amour. No, 
it was not sinful. On the contrary, I ttink 
it was sinless. But, my friend, for many, 
many mouths I felt brokenhearted. 
‘You know I bave the Victoria Cross, 

yet seldcm wear it. Shall I tell you why, 
Gord ? tis because I do not think I won 
it fairly. All my deeds of valour that led 
to the Cistin tion were perform:d, I do be- 
lieve, in a kind of devil may-care, or reck- 
less spirit, born of the love I had for Lily 
Avdrew.’ 

‘Jocelyn Lloyd," I cried, ‘hcre let me 
tell you straight, there where ycu sit, that 
I do not beleve it. You are a brave man 
The brave are ever modest. You deserv- 
ed the Cross, and it is almost urf.ir to (he 
world that you do not wear it. Britsin, 
Joss, delights to hcnour and admire her 
bravi st men, and it is but fair and right 
they should wear distinctions. Every 
brave man belcns to the people.’ 

Jocelyn lit another cigar. 
‘Well, Gordon,” he said, ‘I bave pro- 

mised dear love that 1 will wear my uni- 
form, my Cross, and medals on my wedd- 
ing day.’ 

That wedding dsy drew rapidly nigh 
pow. A day ortwo before if, Colonel 
Singleton himself and his two neices, Lily 
Ancrew’s sisters, came to Bat:lecombe to 
sttend it. They stayed at the cosy little 
hotel. 

I was much stru'k with the Colonel's 
quiet but solcierly bearing. He was in- 
deed a most loveable old man, and our 
arquai tapceship begun at Battlecombe 
lasted till th2 day of his death. 

After the wedding, my friend Major 
Lloyd and bis wife were going away on a 
tour to Scotland. 

Strangely enovgh, I thought, Ella had 
expressed a wish to tee the Major's cousin, 
Molly Moi ricoa. 

I did not know at the time how to ac- 
count for this fr.ak of hers. I think I 
krow now, however. 

But Joss, dear, simple fellow, would 
have done stranger things than this to 
plcase *‘dear love,” as he continued to call 
her. 
On the morn'ng of the wedding d y, I 

bad entered Jocelyn's room unanocuaced, 
for [ hb d heard him bustling about. 
He looked somewha’ pale, and just a 

litt'e haggard, instead of happy. 
*Ycu taven't slept much,” I remarked. 
‘No, not a deal, you know.’ he sa’d ‘Joy 

will o:ten keep one awake, w.n'tit? As a 
medicil man and p:ychologist, you, of 
couse know that. ‘But,’ he continued, 
before I could answer, ‘I did sleep some 
hours.’ 
THen mcre abruptly, ‘Are you a believer 

in dreams ?’ 
‘It all d pends, I replied. ‘Bu:the sub- 

ject is too long to discuss row.’ 
‘Because, Gord, I had a tearful dream, 

en it has left a kind of cildness round my 
heart, and a sadness that even the sweet, 
balmly air of this summer morning does 
not unable me to shake off. I was wan- 
dering with Ella over a lovely moorland, 
clad ia heather, purple and crimscn. The 
tky abcv: was blue, and sgainst a flcecy 
cloud the luk sang sweet and clearly. 1 
felt so happy, and Ella's hand was held in 
mine. Suidenly, Gordon, all around us it 
became dark end gloomy. I heard a sh:i-k 
and a voice that was Lily Andrews’ crying, 
‘Swe me! Save me !" Turring round I be- 
teld her on her knees, with outstretch d 
and imploring bande, while above ber, 
knife in hand, stood the towering form of a 
man whom | knew not. I tried to rush to 
her assistance, but a band restrained me. 
It was Ella’s. There was hatred aad dis- 
dain in that look ot bers, and spite acd 
spleen in every intcna ion of her voice, as 
she cried, Let the wretch die! Would you 
dare sive her from ber doom »’ 

*I do not know whether or not the knife 
descended, Gordon, because I awoke in 
frignt. But what Coes it mean?’ 

T Ladhed, tu I fclt uneasy. ‘It means,’ 
[ sid, ‘those extra cigsrs ycu smck d. 
Come, old man, time presscs. Don’t bave 
a clond ¢n your brow on your wedding 
morn.’ 

Music had always a great effect on Joss, 
and I know it so now; w_ile he drets d I 
seated myself beride bis American organ, ! 

and though no great musician I soon su. 
ceeded in banishing all his cares. 
The ladies had alllooked lovely I thought 

at the wedding, especially Nellie, but the 
bride was radiantly beautiful. And Joss 
himself never appeared to me half so hand- 
some, or neirly so noble and young be- 
fore. 

I know that Ella was proud of her hus- 
band, and delighted with the homage her 
own appearance elicited from the good 
people ot B.ttlecombe, who had assembled 
in hundreds to witness the ceremony. 

But during this ceremony a strange th'ng 
occurred that gave me no small concern. 
In one of the darkest corners of the beau: 
tiful old church, and halt hidcea by a pil- 
lar stood a man. He never took his eyes 
off Ella the whole time. I have been used 
to theatricals all my life, and could tell 
at a glance that that tall man was a dis- 
guise, that both bis lair and brown teard 
were false, 

I was probably the only one there who 
could have guessel this. 

I bad noted sometiing else too. 1 
noticed that Ella's eyes just once during 
the ceremony wandered—I am sure by ac- 
cident—in his direction, and that immedi- 
ately after she turned pa'e, and I thought 
was going to faint. 
Whit was the mystery? Our story will 

unravel this. But as I glanced at that tall 
man bebiad the pillar, the words 1 spoke 
almos® aloud to myself were these: ‘Toat 
man is Jak.’ 

CHAPTER IX.— WHAT GAME IS THAT SIREN 

PLAYING?’ 

The marriage ceremony was corc'uded. 
1 glinced hurriedly round. The man was 
still behing the pillar, bat was preparing 
to go. 
My mind wes made up, and hardly w it- 

ing to off: r congratul.tions to the bride 
and bridegroom, | hurried on before irto 
the vestry, whither they would follow. 

But I baa no intention of stayirg here. 
There wis a small private door to it, and 
out of this I slipped, ard in less th:n a 
minute I bad t:ken up my position in the 
church porch, half or almost whelly hidden 
by a crowd of sight-seers. My ob- 
ject was to get a closer view of the dis- 
-guised man, for ke must pass out by this 
coorwsy. 

I was more thin successful, because the 
crowd was so great that although ke tried 
bard to push lis way th-ough, he was for a 
time te ‘becalmed,’” as a sailor would 
say. He was thus within a yard of me, 
and I could study his pbysigenomy or what 
little of it was visible, at my leisure. 
He was ta'l, and that Le was a young 

and handscme man kis disguise did not 
prevent m: from dis ovenirg. lis eyes 
were of the darkest blue, 1 think, that ever 
I have seen in a man. That fact I stored 
in my mind. 

But there was on that finely chiselled 
face the mak of a scar. A round white 
¢pot on the brow right above the left eye- 
brow. Asa medical man koew by the 
sulkine s of the skin over it, as well as by 
its colour, that it was the cicatrix of a 
turn. 

*‘C'ant you push on th're in front? I 
shall lote my tr.ia.’ 

It wis his voice raised somewhat .im- 
periously. 
‘How lucky,’ I thought. ‘Be you who 

you may, if I ever hear that voice again 
I thsll know it.’ 
Soon after he was gone, and I had found 

my way back into the vestry. 
Ella Lloyd, nee Lee, looked at me par- 

rowly. and somehow I felt uneasy benea‘h 
that p'ercing gsz2. 

I would h.ve given a good deal just then 
to have been able to te!l what ber thoughts 
or suspicions were as she looked at me. 
But next minu‘e she was smiling, and as 
beautitul as ever, and the fond way on 
which she le »* upcn my hind J ss, al- 
most made me long to be marri.d myselt. 

Away went Joes and dear love, and a 
day or two atter this I packed my traps 
¢ni went cff back to Berkshire, for Battle- 
combe, which to m= was only just bearable 
when he was th re with honest Cynthia, 
was now (tite insuffe able. 
The journey which seemed so short wher 

coming down appea-ed long indeed re- 
turning, and I believe I smoked far more 
during it than wes g- od for me. 
But tke slowest ot trains gets there at 

least, and in a day or two to engrossed was 
I with my new etory that all the events 
which had occurred at Baittlecombe were 
to me only like doings in a dream. 

Joce'yn, however, bad promised to write 
soon, not stipulating any particular time, 
to that I was really rather pleased than 
otherwise not to receive a letter from bim 
for a whole fortright, Lecause I believed 
he wis too happy to write. 
Ths epistle come at last, hcwever, and 

was just as | h d expected. He begged 
me to forgive him. The time bad gone so 
quickly by, be said, it hardly felt like two 
days siace he had bidden me good bye at 
the little station at Battlecombe. And 
Ells was all bis faccy, bad pzinted ber, ay. 
¢end more. Such be ppiness as his te sad 
he could not have beheved the world Leld 
for any poor mortal here below. 
The letter was a very long one, and al 

together descrip‘ive. The reason be made 
it so long he said was not far to seek He 
was baving all the afternocn to bimselr, 
because Ella aad his cousin Mo'y had 
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gone away over the bills quite by them- 
selves, and would not be back till tea time. 

‘l21a had behaved so nicely to dear 
cousin Molly,” he wrote.. ‘After all I told 
Ella about my coutin and our innocent 
courts" ip, a less noble soul than hers would 
have felt some pangs of jealousy, would 

h ve borne some li‘tle grudge. But not so 
she. It w:s the love of a dear sister she 
was lavishing on Molly, and Molly appear- 
ed so grateful. 

‘0, tate,” he added, ‘rules our destinies 
orf a dear (Gord , and doubtless tor tie 
est. 

It was just at this part of the letter that 
I placed the epistle with gll reveren e on 
my wigwam table, lit a cigar, and begin 
to think. 
‘What game is that s'ren playing? That 

is the question I asked mysclf asl lay back 

in my rock r. 
It will te roted that it was by no means 

over complimentary to Iilla Lloyd. Bat 
wrongly or rightly. I had my suspicions, 

hat she was not so trae or tru htul towards 
dear, simple Joss as he was towards h r. 

«Only time can tell? 
That was the only reply my brains wou'd 

evolve, a/though I burned two cigars cver 

the (question. It was not a very satistactory 
one. 

() iite a month elapsed ere I heard from 

my triend again, and I was beginning to 
ge tvery uneasy indeed. Had snyaccident 
occurred, or worse than even an ordinary 
accident —because to a sersitive man like 
iloyd it might mean the first step down- 

ward that should lead to darkness acd to 

deah—bad anything occurred to mar his 
happiness. 
At last a lc tter did come, and I opened 

it with a strange feeling cf apxiety at my 

heart. which I was unable to account for 

Toey bad left Scotland, and had been 
travelling on the Continent for some time. 

That wis the ir formaticn contained in the 

first p-ge of the letter. Furthermcre, I 

was to expect them home in two weeks” 

time. Two v ry simple statemen's, which 

Jocelyn could have made in one short sen- 
tence. Itaugured no good, thercfore, I 

t ht, that he took six, at least, to give 

me the mformation. Ah! TI could tell, 
even before turning tte leaf, that some- 
thing was coming. Nor was I wrong. 

‘I have had news to give, dearest friend, 
h3 went on, *but I feel ture of your sym- 
pathy. I felt all along tkat my bappine:s 
was too gre.t to last, that the morning of 
my joy was far too bright to continue, and 
that the datk storm must soon arise, snd 
the blue tky of my lite be overcast. But 
to drop the fi juration, Gord, and come cn 

to hlow. Allegory sgain, is i ? Well, 
listen. My letter is a somewhat og one, 
but I am sure you will considerit. It was 
while Ella and [ sat at breaktast one m rn- 
ing in quiet apartments overlooking the 
beautitul Ligo Magziore th t our lett rs 
were brought in. Tbere was a bundle for 
h r. so th t the was so much engrossed for 
a time with her own stare of the corr s- 

ponder ce that she could take little noti:e 
of me. 

‘I belicve my color come and went as I 
perused the foreign letter I now held in my 
band. I had known the baniwriting at 
once, though I bad not seen it for years. 
Oh, Gordon, it was from my sdopted sister 
Lily, and one so hopeless and s:d it 

brought th2 tears into my eyes as I read it: 
‘Her married life has been a failure. 

From almost the first day thereof he had 

been unkind to her. But the unkindness 
soon merged into positive cruelty; her 
existence has been one long struggle with 
poverty, wretchedress and misery, which 

bi herto she bas tried to besr up against 
for sake of her one child, Jocelina—jyou 
note, Gord, that the his given it the name 

tor sake ot olden times. But now her own 
own as well as her child's health is fai'iog, 
snl the best m dical men in Hong Kong 
e'] her that, unless she can be seat home, 
both she and the chld mu:t die. Lily 1s 
proud spirited, and although she bas 
accepted her passage money from her 
ut cle. my dear o'd friend, Colonel Single- 

ton, she has determined not to be a burden 
eitter to him or anyone else. One thng 
is certain, she will nevi r go back to Hong 
Korg nor see her brutal husband more. 
But L-ly was always clever with tbe brush 
as a wat r-coloris’, and she tells me she 
has saved by the sile of her paintings even ; 
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. Here is a Letter, 
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the women who read about Pearline, but ! 

who still keep on washing without it, in that 

name and address, as requested : 
“ Now I will tell you how I came to 

use your PEARLINE. We have taken 
the ‘ Ladies’ Home Journal’ for sev 
eral years. 
every time I picked up my ‘Journal’ to 
read, the first thing I would see was 

/ your advertisement and picture of 
2/11 PEARLINE. I get so tired of iooking at it, 

© that I said I would get a package and try it. The 
result was, when the package was gone I bought another package, and 
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and wearing way. We omit 

Three and a half years ago, 

in Horg Kong quite enough to enable her 
to lvein quiet rooms in some healthful 
London suburb for a year at least. 
‘Then she goes on to ark me a favor 

which, as her adopted brother, I ain bound 
in honor to grant, namely, that ot a few 
introdu tiors to good people in London 
who may help her to work. 

‘Bat oh, Gordon, now comes the terrible 
part of my story. I almost hesitate to tell 
even you. As soon as | read the letter I 
looked across the table at my wite, with a 
smile which wes doub'lees a s2d one. 

* *‘What do you thiok, darling ?' I said 
‘there is a letter from poor M:s. Foster, 
Lily Andrew, you know, that [ told you all 
about. She and her litle girl are coming 
Lome ill, rever to return, for she has left a 
husband who was apparen'ly a brute to her 
from the very commer cement. It is a piti- 
ful story, but you shall read it for yourself. 
I ttink you will agree with me, that I must, 
as har bratter, you know, try to assist ber 
a hit Is. God, darling, has mace vou and 
me so happy that we car spare ali tle sym 
pathy for another.’ 

‘Sh= held out her hand, Gorden, without 
a word or smile, and mechanically, as it 
were, I handed ber the letter. 

‘I watched her throughout ns she read it, 
watcbed her with a heating heart, for as 
she read on and on slowly I could see her 
countenan e charg» more than once. What 
did such charges mean or augur? Oh, I 
could not tell. I only know that I experi 
enced a species of nervous trepi lation I had 
never before known, even in the direct 
presence cf wild beasts or wilder men. 

‘I had not long to wait for tha clim:sx 
She stirted up frcm the table, her eyes— 
those beauti'ul eyes, flashing with an an -er 
that positively s'imulated madness; she 
tore the letter, poor Lily's letter, every line 
of which had be n written ani wrung from 
ber in anguish aad sor:ow, sh2 tore it, I 
say, in two. 

‘The pieces the threw at me—thiok of it, 
Gordon ; O think of my feelings— then the 
left the table and rushed from the room.’ 
CHAPTET X.—THE LLOYDS ‘‘AT HOME.” 

Tae next part «tf my fri'nd’slettcr was 
writ'en two days altcr the last. It began 
abrapt'y, and wes evidentiy penned in griel 
and 1n sad anxiety. 

‘Oh, Gordon,’ it rin, ‘a terribla thought 
bas just occurred to me. Can there pos 
sibly be insanity in my poor wife's family. 
You are a medical man, you are a student 
of psychology, tell me candidly, s‘raight- 
forw. rdly, hike the true tiiend you have 
always been. bave you ever noticed even a 
single syrp‘om, or any method or man- 
per:sm in Ella that you might t rm sus- 
picious ? 
Oh, dear love, dear l:ve, and bas it 

come to this, and so soon, but, Gordon, 
for two whole dsys the has spoken to me 
but once to my almost agonised entreaties 
to her to speak to me, to tell me how I had 
cffenced her, or what I bave done, ske an- 
swered but in three words, ‘(> to her!” 

‘After all, can this be buta rp-cics of 
jealousy pot uncommon in such natures 
such as hers, for you know. Gordon, she 
p-ssesses a good dash ot Italian blood in 
ber veins ? A jealousy born of the great 
love that [ know she besrs me.’ 

‘Poor Joss,’ I could not help saying aloud 
bat I read on. 

‘There are. scientists tell me, three 
species of jealousy, the jealousy of the pre- 
sent or existent o' j:ct, the jealousy that 
broods over the pas’, and that which refers 
to future possibiliti s 

“If it be jealously it would reem to me to 
be a compound of all the three. Retrospec- 
tive j alously, tkey say, is almost, unknown 
in a woman belonging to these islands. Bu* 
may rot a present jealously be fd by the 
pas ? Tell me, G:rd. Pat me right, tor you 
are wiser far than I.” 
Then just as abruptly as the letter began 

did it break cff. 
And while its whole contents and the 

feelings that they had stirred vp we-e still 
fresh wi'hin me, I sat down to reply to i.. 

I endeavored first and foremost to ease 
his mind concerning the possible tant of 
iosanity. I could speak truth'ully when I 
told him that I had seen none of it. Then [ 
came to the jealously. Treat I told bim 
would explain almest everything But he 
must not, I said, let it worry bim Women 
were not made in the same mould as men ; 

: their ways to us were often times inexpli- 
cable. But we must not forget that we are 
the strongest sou's, and that it is a portion 
of our cuty to bear with a woman even 
woen suff ring hon feelings or pa‘sions, 
that appear ‘0 us egregious folly, especially 
if that woman is on2's wi'e. 

‘Depend upon ir, Jocelyn . dear friend,” I 
went on, ‘chat Eila is suffering quite as 
much as you. I counsel you to lrave mat- 
ters ¢s they stand. Be quiet ard kind to 
ker. Do not appear to be too much hurt 
about ter trea'm nt of you, and perbaps— 
mind, I only say perbaps—ste will be the 
ficst to m. ke friends, and m ke up to you 
in affection and kindness for what you a-e 
at present suffe:ing.’ 

‘Bat Joss,” I continued, ‘you appeal to 
me in the double capacity ot triend and 
psychologist, and you desire me to be can- 
did. I would be to you no true friend it I 
were rot candid. Love thea is ever blind, 
you know, at least the little god Cupid is 
supposed to be, though tte pranks he plays 
with bis tiny bow and er.ow, Joss, would 
giv: m: the impression that he saw much 
more than he is surposed to. Well, ‘mon 
emi,’ your wife E'la is undoubtedly ot the 
j alous temje ment, ard psrdon me, but 
as all women bave faults, ron: beingangels 
whi'e in this world, your wite has one fau't, 
or what a man of such kgh honcr ani ver- 

acity as you are, would consider a fault. 
I would not mention it to you if I did not 
know that you will forgive her. Sha pos- 
sesses the jealousy of the retrospective or- 
der—rare enough in English women, though 
common among the daughters of fair Italiv. 
But she may not love you so ¢ xcessively, 
so absordedly, it I ms y fo phrase it, as you 
suppose or &s you love her. If it pains 
you to read this Jocelyn Lloyd, believe me 
it grieves me sorely to write it. But you 
have to come down off your high horse 
some day, all lover-husbands have to, and 
te'ter a fri nd like myeelt ¢hould help you 
to alight than a foe. 3 

‘Peop'e who are so pure-minded, so 
honorable and true as yourself, Joss— you 
know 1 bave to wish to flatter you, you 
are at present but as a subject under my 
mental dissect rg knifz—people like you, 1 
say, are just as apt to ascribe their own 
virtues to others with whom they come in 
contact, as evil-minded people are to be- 
lieve all the world as gross and impure as 
they themselves are. 

In my opinion, Jocelyn, your dear w 
may be a very estimable p rion, and yet 
not possess one-half your serse of honor 
and duty. Coneequently, when you told 
her all about your pist life, and what you 
amusingly termed your ‘smcurs,’ she cculd 
not prevent herselt from j alously imagin 
ing that there mi_ht be something more to 
tell, something that you kept hidden. 

‘Therefore 1 am convinced that her 
friendship for your cousin Molly Morrison 
was all—well, I do not like to use the word 
‘false.’ so must sav was all assumed, as- 
sumed for a purpose. Your cousin would 
be very e:sily moulded clay indeed in the 
hands of a woman of brain and a woman of 
the world like Ella Lloyd, and bsd your 
connection with Molly te n darkened with 
sin instead of pure ard bororable, as I am 
convinced it was, your wife had the power 
to hive made her confess everything. Now, 
do you begin to see what I mean? I have 
put it all as gently as candour weu'd permit 

! me. But hope tor the test, Jocelyn Lloyd. 
| Hope for the b:st, my friend. Believe no 
one in this world to be immaculate, but do 
your duty as you see it, end continue to 
love, honor and respect your wife. 

(To be contiru:d.) 

IN NOVA SCOTIA 
ANOTHER TRIOMPH 

The case of John S. Morgan, of 

Bridgewater. 

PROMINENT BUSINESS MAN. 

His Testimony Right to the Point — 

Cured by Dodd’s Kidney Pills. 

BRIDGEWATER, N. S. Nov. 16. 
(Special) No business man is bet'er or 
more tavorablv known in this part of Nova 
Scotia than Mr. John S. Morgan, tinsmi h 
of this town. For eighteen years he suf- 
tured from one stage to anuther in the pre- 
gress of kidoey diser re, but without help 
until he got bold o' Do ld’s Kidney Pills. 
He tells the story in his nwn words, and 
says :— 3 

‘It commenced with backiche about 
eighteen years ago, with lamene:s and pain 
in my Jimbs.’ 

‘I was uuder the doctors care several 
times, and took several remedies aside 
irom doctors medicine, but gradually cam2 
to be badly crippled up.’ 
“In the autumn of ninety-four I began 

to rua down in flesh and strength rapidly 
uot] 1 was about forty pounds under my 
usual weight.” 

I was then in constant misery from rheu- 
matic pain and a cread of pasting urioe 
which was cf a very dark color and caused 
me the most int. nse misery, 

I resl'z d my danger, but from some- 
thing I read about Dodd's Kidney Pills 1 
made up my mind to use them, and com- 
m¢nced at once.’ 
I bave used twen’y boxes, have regiin- 

ed my weight and [ am now as strong and 
well as «ver before in my lie ” 
*W hen I commenced using Dodd's Kid- 

ney Pills [ was entirely unfit for the duties or 
er jryxents of life and they have saved and 
prolonged it. I trust mo testimony muy 
be the means of doing good to others.” 

INSECT CRIMINALS. 

Brigand Bees Live by Robbery and Vice 

I nce, 

Almost every form and variety of human 
crime is common with insects. Cases cf 
theft are noticed among tecs. Buchner in 
his ‘Physic Life of Animsls,” speaks of the 
thi: vish bees, which in order to save them- 
selves the trouble of working, attack well 
stocked bives in masses, kill the sentinels 
and t'e ‘nhabitants, 10b thc hives aad 
carry off the provisions. After repeated 
enterprises of this description, they acquire 
a tas'e for robbery and violence; they re- 
cruit wkole companies, which get more and 
more numerous ; and finally they form reg- 
ular colonics of brigand bees. 
Bat it is a s Il more curicus fact that 

these brigand bees can be produced artifi- 
cally by giving working bees a mixture of 
honey and brandy to driok. The bees 
soou take a delight in this beverage, which 
hss the same disastrous ¢ffect upon them 
as upon men; ttey become ill-diep:sad 
and irritable, and losse all desire to werk ; 
and finally, when they begin to feel hun- 
gry. they attack and plunder the well-sup- 
hives. 
Th re is one variety of bees—the Sphe- 

codes— which liv_s exclusively upon plun- 
der. According to Marcball, this variety 
is formed of individuals of the Halyates 
species, whose organs of nidification a-e 
cetective, and which have gradually devel- 
oped into a 8 pirate variety, living almost 
exclusively by plunder. 
They may be thus ssid t» be an example 

of innate and organic crimioali'y among 
insec's, and they repre ent what Prof. 
I.ombrosu calls the born crimira's—tht is, 
individuals which are lcd to crime by their 
own organic constitution. 

“QOloroma,” synorymous with perfect 
teeth, swcet breath and rosy gums. 
Druggists—25 cents. 
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