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(CONTINUED FROK Tewrta Paex,)

word. You shall not marry any other man.
: Wl;::.do you meanP Mayla asked faint-
y.

She could make no effort to fly, for her
terror was like a paralyeie, and she knew
that there was the light of madness shining
in the old woman's glittering eyes.

I mean te kill you so that you will be
forever true to him, was the answer; and
powerless to move as she was, faint with
phyeical agony and mental suftaring, May-
Ia could only close her eyes, a prayer npon
h-r lips, as she waited for the end.

A lsugh of triumph rang from the old
wor’.s lips, lsughter which sounded
stra¥gely in that room where the dead man

lay, but the next moment it changed
to a strangled shrick of foiled
rage, for the door of the room
bad been dashed open, and Nsyla knew

that Leonard’s arms were clore clasping
her again.

-

CHAPTER V.

WON AT LAST,

We must go back & few hours—to the
time, in fact, when Sir Myles Frandford
gave utterance to that startiing exclana-
tion—

‘It is the ghost of my dead love! My
wite bas come back to me ‘rom the grave !

Leonard looked at the boronet in amaz-
ment. .

For a moment be almost balieved he had
taken leave ot his senses.

What otherwire, could be the meaning
of those astounding words ?

Sir Mylee, glancing flaetingly at bhis
young relation, divined the thought that
was present in his miad.

*You think me demeanted,’ he said, ‘and
I do not wonder at it. Bat I am sane—ae
sane as you are, Loeonard. That girl is
the very image of my long lost wife. It ie
not she, I know; but my daughier—my
daughter ! I bave no proof that she died.
Can it be—oh, God in Heaven grant it | —
that it is my child whom [ see lying there
before me !'

‘Your dsughbter I' the young man ex-
claimed. ‘Can it indeed be possible ?’

He could scarcely keep his :xcitement in
check.

Mayla, Sir Myles's daughter !

It might ind:ed be so

He remembered the mystery by which
she wae enshrouded.

True, S'mon Maice had told him she
was a child of shame.

Bat what guaraatee had he
daetard bad sp.ken truly ?

It Mayla was indeed Sir Myles' daughter
Maine's hitherto unaccountable determin
ation to make her bis wite was easily to be
acrounted for.

Oace he was her busbsnd,he could make
known her identity and shere the wealth
which would be hers in cons-quence.

The more Lisonard thought about it, the
stronger became hie hope that the barone;t
might be right in thicking Mayla was bie
child.

But something else had to be thought of
at present, and that was the preservation
ot her life.

At all costs she must be saved 1if pos-
eible.

He had {éared, when he bad brought
her to the Manor, that she was dying, and
that fear returned to him now with re
doubled force.

‘A doctor ! a doctor !" be exclaimed, €x-
citedly.

The baronet started, as if from a dream.

*Yes, yes,” he eaid, burriedly, ‘you are
right, L2onard ; a doctor must be sent for
at opce. I must not lose her again—no,
no ! I must not lose her again.’

He seemed intuitively to know that be
was right in his surmise—thst Mayla was,
in very tru'h, bis long-lost dsughter, the
child he bad mourned for years as dead,
though he bad never bad any proot of her
death.

Witkout & momeni’s more delay, a
servant was despatched, post haste, for the
nearest doctor, who was cqually ex
peditious in sccompanying the messeng
er back to the Manor,

A very brief examination of the still ua-
conscious girl ensbled him to assure the
two men who awaited with breathless
srxiety the r sult of his investigations,
that the wou d was by no m2ans & morial
one.

It was carefully dressed, and then May-
1a was consigned to the care of the womsn
servaats, by whom she was conveyed to a
room that had been preparad for her,
wher: she was disrobed and pu! to bed

While she was being undressed, ber
dead mother’s letters came to light, ‘and
were taken downstairs to Sir Myles Frank
fort.

The moment be saw the handwriting, he
uttered a joy!ul < xclimstion,

‘It is the writing ot my wife !" he cried.
‘S:e, Leonard ! This surely isa proot
that Mayla is my clild.

The young man was- almost as ex:ited
as the baronet.

‘R:ad them, read them ! he exclaimed
ieverishly.

But Sir Myles was aiready doing so.

Strong man though ha was, he could not
repress the tears that sprang to his eyes as
he mastercd the contents of those pathetic

epistles.

Without & word he paesad the letters to

sonard.

The young man saw at once that they
left no Coubt as to the identity of the gir!
he go ardently loved.

*Theee sre suffizient proof, to me and to
you, that Mayls is your dsughter, Si
Myles,’ he s21id.  ‘But doubtless there is
gtill further to be obtained, and it will be
as well to have if, in order te make assur-
ance doubly sure in the eyes of others. |
will go at once to the mill, aud wrest fror
that scoundrel, Simon Muine, every shred
of additional evidence he may bave in hi
possession.’

‘ithout waiting for the baronet to uttes
a&ord, be bastened from the reom, and »
few moments later was out in the nigh
speeding towards the miil.

The mist was d spersing now, and tb
moon was beginning to assert Ler away.

that that

By the time he réached the mill-stream,
he could clearly distinguish objacts ior
gome distance around.

As Le neared his destioa‘ion he wae suz-
prised to sae a female form standing on the
bank of the mill stream, alternately wring-
ing ite hande and gestioulating wildly.

02 bhearing bis footsteps the woman eud-
denly turned towards him, end he saw that
it was old Barbara.

There was » leok in her face that for a
moment repelled him.

So ghastly white was it—accentuated as
its pallor was by the light of the moon,
which streamed directly down upon it—
that it looked like the face of Deaath itseif,
while in the eyes there was & gleam that
betokened madness.

For only a moment Leonard paused,
thén he went forward again.
‘You here, Barbara!

‘Why is this P

She did not reply immeadia‘ely,but stood
gazing fixedly at hie face.

Then she rsised her hand, and the q iv-
ering fing r was pointed dicectly at him.

‘I'hou art the man !" the cried shrilly.
‘His blood is on your beau !

Leonard stared at ber in sm:z>ment.

‘What cau you mean P he said. ‘Il am
no murde er !

‘Liar !' the old woman bLissed. ‘Had it
not been for you he would be alive at this
moment.’

‘Ot whom are you speakiog P’ the young
man asked, more am z3d than ever.

O. my boy—ol Simon Maine.
dead, and you are his wurderer.’

‘You must be msc | L onard exclaimed,
and in his own mind he had no doubt of
the truts of his words. ‘I am bhere to sece
your master. Where it he P’

The old woman broke out into & ehri k
of laughter.

‘He 18 there ! He is there !’ she cried,
pointicg cownwards into the swilt flywing
stream. ‘If yoon would interview him, you
must go down there, there, there !

Laovard staried back in horror.

Could 1t be that the old woman spoke
truly—thst Simon Maice had indeecd met
his ¢nd in the chilling embrace of the mill-
stream ?

If 86, that awful fact explained the mad-
pess *which bad eeiz:d ber tor its own, for
he well knew of the dog-like attachment
to the men she had served so long and
taithfully.

He etarted forward impulsively, and in a
moment was stending heside her on the
verge of the stresm.

It wae very deep at this spot, but the
water wae clear as crystal, and the moon,
pow shining with unclouded brilliance, en-
abled bim 1o see down in the depths with
tolerable distinctness.

Aund ar he gazad, it seemad to him that he
could muke out a dak ohject which lookad
horribly ike a humsn form, lying down
there motionless among the weeds.

In a moment bis coat was off.

Another, snd he bad dived into the
depths.

There might still be life in that motion-
leas form, snd villasin though the min was,
he could not let him drown without making
an «ffort to save him.

In a moment he had seizad the body of
Simon Maiae. and, with a mighty effort,
he wrenched it iree of tke clutch of the
entanglisg weeds.

Thten he bore it to the surface, and, with
old Barbara’s aid, got it out upon the
bank.

Every expedient he knew of he employ-
ed to restore animation.

Bat all was io vain, and at length he de-
sisted, convinced that bhis {oe was, indeed,
beyond all earthly help.

‘He is aead,’ h2 said to old Barbara.

She had been watching his ¢xartions
with bated breath.

‘Help me to carry him into the house,’
the young mau added, and she obeyed
like cne in a trance.

The body wae lsid on the sofa in the
best room, and Leonard, possessing him-
self of the dead man's keys, opened the
bureau, and was speedily in poassession of
the adlitionsal proofs ot Mayla’s 1dentity
for which he had come to the mill.

O!d Barbara took no notice of him, but sat
crooning over the body of the man she had
lovad with almost & mo'h r's lova and the
young man silently took his departure and
left ber aloae with her dead.

When bours later, be learnt of Mg:‘.a’g
disappearaice, he guessed at once whither
she had gone, and her motive in going,
aud once more he sped ba k to the mill,
arriviag, a8 wa have se¢m, in the nick ot
time te save Msyla from the vengeance

of the mad woman.
% . * =
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e 18

‘My dearest, we misscd you from the
msoor, and I wae almost ia despyir Why
did you run away from me like that P’

Thoe lovers were together ia the homely
kitc en at the mill, warting for the carriage
which bad bcen summoned to take them
back to the Manor,

In the room civse at hand Simon Maine
was lying desd, hu' save for his presence
they were slone ia the house, for Birbira
had becn taken away, and placed in eate
keeping.

‘I could not stay at the Manor,” Maiyla
anwared brokenly. Have yeu lorgotten
wy promite to Simon P It was one I dared
not break.’

‘It was one which you had no right to
keep,’ Leouard answered resolutely. ‘Bat
his death has cut that Gordian knot for
ever. You will come back to the Manor
now, dear love, for all the barriers which
were between us have been swept away.

‘Oa ! but you torget,” she answered,’
trembling. ‘Tbink ot the diffsrence be-
tween our stations—of the story which
Simon told me of my poor mother’s death
—of my father’s sin—he——'

*My darling, about that T havea gr a
deal to say, lor while you slept last night
[ was making great iuvestigations. Taey
brought me tbose old letters which they
tound in your breast, and Sir Myles an.
[ read them tog:ther, tor, dear one, he
his a rizht to know all that w:s in them
they were written by bis dying wife !

‘How can that be P’ Mayla asked,

antzad. ‘Il do not understand.’

‘In 8 few words, then, the story which
Simon Masine told sbout your fatber bav-
ing been a convict was & pure invention,
fsbricated by Him in or ‘er, I suppose, to
moke you think the gratitude you owed
bim grester than it reaily wss. That your
mother (i:d in poverty, c.st (ff by all her
friende, 1s uafortunstely trus, yet none the
less she was Sir Myles Fraoktord's Jearly-
lov.d wite. From tbe tim» you were a
baby be resolved te marry you and then,
when you were his wifs, to cluim the for-
tune that ought to be ycurs. You eee,
you were right waen you thought ha diJ
not love you'
‘Aad this
Mayls murmured.
ter ol Sir Mylce?’
‘Yes; beyond all doubt. Those letters
which you posesssed wers alons sufli cient
proof, but 1 found still furthur when I
came to the miil last night, and took my-
selt to search that old bureau. Come my
darling, Sir Myles is waiting for you, and
I hear the carriage coming. Tharough all
these yeare his lite has been clouded by
griet and remorse for your mo.lec’s loss,
but you will console him now. Your love
will be all the world to bim. just asit isall
the world to me.’

How she answered him need not be toll
nor how, withia a8 litlle while she tound
berself clasped in her long lost father’s
arms, and regliz:d that a new life of love
snd tendor care had begun for ber.

All this happened bong ago, but the
years which bave elapsed have glided by
in cloudless suosbine.

Tae shidow of sorrow has long since
been banished from Sir Myles’ tace, whils
in ail the land there is no happier woman
than Mayls Franktord, now the lady ot the
stately Manor, who still reme¢mbers ten-
derly the far «ff days when her busband
wooed her as the blue eyed Maid Of The

Mull.

won jerful story is truc?
‘I amreally the dsugh-

Two Difizult Sa‘urday Night Intervi®ws,

The well known Rev. Charles H. Park-
hurast, of New York, makes a point of being
very courteous to newspaper men and is
always williog to be s2en and interviewed .

Ha sets aside one hour each day to be at
home to callers in general; but to new:z-
paper men he is at home at nearly all times
—except on Siaturday night, That night
be devotes to final preparation and thought
for his work of the nex' morning, and his
rule has been never o be at home after six
o'clock on Saturday cvening.

In that pasticalar beis like the late Dr.
Jonn Hall, who wouid nevar allo v himsslt
to be seen on & Saturday night, Dactor
Parkhurst is a Presbyterian, and so was
Doctor Hall—in fact, they jwere the two
most distinguished Presbyterisn ministers
in ths city.

About ten o’ciock on a cartain Saturdsy
night a report cime intoa New York
newspaper offite that some one of Cinad:

ian Presbvterians had taken exception to
passages in a book ot R:v. Jon Watson’s

—Jan Maclaren—and that they evea talked
of forcing the mtter into "regular church
proceedings against Doctor Watson
on account of alleged heresy.

* Goand sea Dctor Hill and Doector
Parkhurst,’ ssid a ci'y editor to a reporter,
“ and get a full talk from them in regard to
ths.

The reporter knew very wall that the
city editor did not expact him to get those
interviews, but was sanliag hinon a * fo:«
lorn hope’ Bit he merely took the assign-
ment without any commsants and went out,

He went first to the house of Doctor
Hall on Fifth Avznus, that baing th: fare
ther of the two from the offi;e. Ha know
that if he sen! up his card he would meraly
receive s message that Doctor [Hall could
not be seen. He dacided therefore that the
Doctor must be made to feel ‘an iaterest
in the information that he (the reporter)
| Wis to give.

The servant who opened the door racoz-
niz3d bim as & newspapar man, and griz-
ned. ‘You know the doctor won't sse
you on Sturday night,’ she said.

‘Just vell Dictor Hall, said the reporter
‘that I have néws for an intended trial for
heresy of Isn Maclaren.’

Ths servaat took the message and in &
few moments the giant form of D)ctor
Hall came burrying down the stair.

‘What’s that about [an Maclaren ? he
cried, :

The reporter told bim, and then Jgof a
good interview from him in regard to it.

Then to D-. Parkhurat’s bouse. Again
the facs of a servant who had frequently
seen the roporter, and again the words,
‘Yow know the Doctor won't see you on
Saturday night.

Bat the newspaper man wrote on his
card: ‘To tell you about a report of an
ictended trial for heresy of Ian Miclaren.’
In a few moments Doctor Parkhursi’s
voice war heard. ‘Come right up bere.
Come right up to my study.’

The naws was told and the second inter-
view gained.

The reporter was back at the newspaper
offive before midnight and walked up to
the city editer’s desk. That tired faced
man looked up.

‘I bave been to see Doctor jHall and
Doctor Parkhurst,” said 3the reporter.
‘Wouldn’t be seen, of course P’ fsaid the
editor.
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‘Got "em both,’ said the reporter.
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comwpletelv ' raced me up, I am just
us vigorous as when » boy asd ycu caanot real.z2
how napp: I am.”

Your method wo ked beauntiully.
Resu ts were  xactiy wha' I weeded, =trength and
vigor h.v: chrmpl tely retarned aad en'a-gement is
cntirely sa‘1s‘actory.”

“whDear 8Sir:
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can tu'hially savi is 4« boon to weak men. [ am
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Tha chief reasan mrt m'n  want to go
to hecv:n whan thay dia is that they know
it will surprise their wif:'s relstives ‘o see
them thera.

The oldar & woman gets the less pstiance
she has with the heroine 12 & novel who
refuses to marry A man with money, simply
becinse she doesn’t lova him.

‘A man hiin’t no beter nur no wuss ¢ z
he is rizh,” smd Uac'e Eni’m.  Day is jist
¢z many miero%4s on 3 one lollah bill ez
day 13 on 1 twaa v,

M:. Mosyito—We'll bave to move
south paefty soon.

Mrs. Mbsqiito—Diar ma, [ muat fl/
‘rouad and cna s tow more bills batora we
leava.

Willia, you coulda’c
this atteendoa. O els
si23p 1ariny tae

M: Brerax— N>
have haari i1 o vl
oaly hoat a* a1zht, thay

The v'ans of the Irish delegstion which
isto eei' tor the United States have bzen
complete ', John Radmond, the Irish parl-

amentar. leader, will be accompanied by
Mssrs, ‘Tc'lugh and Thomas O Dnnel,
v ember of parlisment. They will gail on

‘he White Star line steamer Msj stic from

Queens:- wn, Oct. 24 Michael D.vitt
will join ‘bem »at New York. Mr. Me-
Hugh is +t present undergoing six month’s
imprisor raent 1o Kilmsinham jdil. He wil

be relea-=d O:t. 21. Me O'D)aaal wil
make 2 'resses in Celtic,
Sanda: S:hool Texchir—Now, chillran
what di. Pharoh say to Moses ?
Chilire-n—We don’t know.
Teacher—0a, yes, you do. Hz2 told
Moses 1o go and do something. Now, what
did ha v/ ?
Class— (3> way back ani eit dowa!

Mao —[ woud:r why Ircne can‘t talk

day.
Willie Biaran(Harsiss2atly) —B1: don™t
thay avsr )0 12 thaeir slasp.

Wite (who has been out shopping all
day) —O», dear, bow tired and bungry 1

am! Hubanc—Diln’c vou lave ary
tuncheon o tosnf A plate of scop only.
I dida’t feel that [ could sffurd to bave

Did you fi «dr2e hat you winted P
dreem, John, and

more.
Q1 yes;itisa poriect
it )3t three pounds ten.
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without draggiong in the
! yousg m+n she‘s engaged .
Manel —Force of bibir, 1 sappaia.
siwaye understood she bid to drag bim
i into the engag-ment.

LU i

two minutes

[‘ve

e e —

- SECURITY.

¢cenuine

- Carter’s .
Little Liver Pills.

‘!ﬁust Bear Signature of

Very small and as casy
to take as sugar.

CARTER'S) ron oiziness:
FOR BILIOUSRESS.

FOR YORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSYIPATION.

......

-
Y
.




