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(ConTiNUED From TENTH PAGE.) 

Before starting on his day's work, he 

scribbled a long letter to Efith, telling the 

truth from beginning to end, blaming him- 

selt freely, and imploring her to forgive 

him suffiziently to work with him for the 

recovery of her sister. 
But not even news of this sort could 

rouse Edith Maxwell into independent ac 

tion. 
She took the letter to her uncle, who 

read with darkening face when he saw it 

threatened to disturb the pleasant tenor of 

his existence. 
‘You say this man telegraphed informa- 

tion to your sister’s absence my dear ? he 

ss;4. ‘What reply did you make v 
Edith repeated her carefully thought out 

"message, and was told that it did her great 
credit. 

“This letter may or may not state facts,’ 

the vicar pursued. ‘It may be a net to 

draw you algo into the net of this wicked 

man. Possibly he and that artist, Curtis— 

whom I shrewdly suspect to be the Curtis 

Lockhart mentioned by this Maxwell—are 

boon companions, acting in collusion. Cur- 

tis admired you, 1 think ? My dear neice 

the wickedness of the world is colossal. 

Your sister has been swallowed up in it 

through her own headstrong wilfulness. 

You owe it to us, and to yourself, to cast 

her out of your mind. 
“You cannot touch pitch without being 

defiled. You acted modestly and rightly 

in making this deceiver Maxwell—I regret 

he should bear our name—responsible for 

your unfortunate sister's disappearanc. 

Leave to him the task of finding her. I am 

sure your aunt sgrees with me that this is 

the best advice 1 can give you.’ 

Edith took the advice, because it was 

easier and pleasanter for her to do so than 

to disregard it. 
Her bundred pounds was considerably 

diminished, a good pert ot it having been 

paid away to dressmskers and milliners 

whose work adorned Miss Maxwell's per: 

son and filled her wardrobe to overflowing. 

If she off :nded Uncle John, she must in 

future, earn her own living; a possibility 

tar worse to contemplate than any fate 

tbat might threaten Donsa. 
Besides Edith found it difficult to forgive 

‘Mr. Curtis’ for having fooled her, and for 

preferring Donsa to herself. 
She was inclined to thick that her wilful 

sister had met with nothing more than a 

just remark for her reprebensible show of 

indepence. 
And. it may be, they were all troubling 

themselves for nothing. 
Curtis Lockhart had probably won 

Donsa’s heart, and she had accompamed 
him willingly enough. 
They were very likely married by this 

time and beyond the reach of interference. 

In this way,following in her uncle’s foot- 

steps, Edith quieted ber coascience, and 
continued to tread the ‘primrose path’ 

which bad already proved so much to her 

liking, and when news of Charles Maxwell: 

Grant's path reached the quiet Cornish 

village, and his lawyers communicated to 

Edith the delightful news that she and her 

sister inherited the fortune bequeathed to 

their brother by the late Miss Grant, it 

still made no difference in their attitude 

towards Donsa, though advertisements 

were not inrerted in all the London papers 
for information concerning the missing girl. 

That was what Lockhart had been wait- 

ing for. 
His behaviour to his prisoner had been 

marked by consideration for all her wishes, 

save in the one point of release. 
Donsa had quickly learned how foolish 

she had been to trust him. 
Instead of taking her to the supposed 

residence ot bis mother at St.J ohn’s Wood, 

be had taken advantage of her ignorance 

of London to shut her up in a lonely house 

many miles from town, and to tell her that 

she must stay there until she consented to 

be his wife. 
He told ber plainly why he wished to 

marry ber. 
‘You are being advertised for by Barry 

and Coleman, my own lawyers. You are 

to hear something to your advantage from 

them, which means, of course, that you 

inherit half of your brother's fortune. I 

am in rather hot water pecuniarily, so a 

rich wife will be very welcome.’ 
She saw that pleading and abuse would 

prove eqaally tutile with this man. 

She must meet him on his own ground ; 

and fight him with bis own weapon—deceit ; 

and this she did not hesitate to do. 

Only, she must have time to think out 

her plans; and, to begin with, she must 

not appear to yield too easily, or his sus- 
picions might be aroused. 

‘I shall get away, 1tI can !" she ssid, 

with a determined nod at the wicdow. 

‘Better pot try that way, unless you 

want to break your neck,’ he advised. 

I shall try where I like, and when I like. 

Who lives in that big house over there P’ 

‘Your friend Maxwell's wite, for one. 

It is a private lunatic asylum. In case you 

think of scaling be garden wall, 1 may as 

well tell you that you would only find 

yourselt in the asylum grounds —from 

whizh escape of any sort ie practically im- 

possible. When they are particularly full 

of patients they overflow into this house, 

wbich, by the way, I will give to you for a 

wedding present. It is mine, you know.” 

‘Thank vou; you had better keep 1t. 

Suppose [ consent—which I may think it 

wise to do if I cannot get away—how soon 

could we be married ? This place is going 

to give me the horrors.’ 
‘1 will get a special licence and marry 

you to morrow !' 
“That you will not! Itell you I don’t 

mean to marry you if I can help it, Mr. 

Curtis Lockhart.’ : 

You won't be able to help it,” he eaid 

coolly. ‘Your people have cast you off al- 

ready. Possibly thay did not share your in 

nocent credulity with regard to Maxwell.’ 

An unwise retort sprang to Donsa’s lips 

but she did not utter it. 
Going to the window she began to drum 

on the glass with ber fingers, until she saw 

that it attracted the attention of some of 

the unfortunate inmates of the asylum who 

were taking a walkin the grounds, then 

she turned away with a shudder, and. seat 

ing herselt by the fire took up s book and 
appeared to read. 

Lockhart anxious not to increase her al- 

ready evident dislike of him. took the bint, 

relieved her of his presence. 

an 

CHAPTER VII. 

Had he known that one of the women 

who had stared up st the window where 

Donsa bad momentarily shown herself was 

Mrs Charles Maxwell, he might have been 

inclined to wish be had selected another 

cage for his captive bird. 
store she married Maxwell, Lockhart 

had gone through an ardent flirtation with 
Clara Loden, in which she at least, had 

been in earnest, and she had found it bard 

to forgive him tor having only played at 
being in love with ber. 
They had parted in a manner the reverse 

of {.iendly, and he had been carlul to keep 

out of her way afterwards. 

This partly accounted for bis not having 

come across Maxwell until they met in toe 

restaurant on that eventful day when 

Donsa made the acquaintance of both. 

Donsa retired early during the time of 
her captivity. 
The silence depressed her, country-bred 

though she was; and something else de- 

prassed her, too, and that was the mental 

picture she drew of Charlie Maxwell sitting 

alone in their cosy lodgings, thinking ot 

her ungratiulness in having left him with 

nothing but a word of reproach for his 
kindness to her. 

All her anger againet him had faded. 

As in a flash she seemed to read bis mo 

tives for having acted as he had done, and 

she longed now to thank him for trying to 

save her from Curtis Liockbart. 

Lockhart felt the gloom and silence 

somewhat depressing also. 
He drank heavily to drown reflzction, 

and when one night at the end of the week 

he staggered upstairs tc his room, he was 

in a condition which easily explained what 

followed. 
There was no blind to his window; the 

moon shone brightly, and he did not trou- 

ble to light the candles, being desirous— 

with all the consciousness let: to him— of 

: getting into bed betore he fell into the 

heavy sleep which already made his eye. 

lids droop. 
Bat as he took off his coat he saw some- 

thing which roused him to partial sobriety. 

Standing on the wall at the foot of the 

garden was a4 girl whom he mistook for 

Donsa. 
She was holding by the bough of a large 

tree in the asylum grounds into which she 

appeared about to spring. 
Lockhart’s first thought was to prevent 

her doing so. 
He had a revolver at hand, and he was a 

good shot. 
Surely he was sober enough to disable 

without killing her ? 
He did not pause to think that a fall 

from the high wall might injure her for 

life ; he was not sober enough for common 
sense to control his actions. 
A moment later his revolver spoke 

sharply, and the girl fell into the garden 

belonging to the cottage. 
No one at the asylum appeared to hear 

the shot. 
The old caretaker of the cottage was too 

deaf to be disturbed by it; and Dozsa, 

though roused out of a sound sleep, con- 

cluded the sound must have been part ot a 

dream, and dozed off again, as Lockbart 

st le downstairs and into the garden to 

recover bis wounded prey. 
The shock of the discovery which await- 

ed him sobered him completely. 

It was not Donsa who lay there so omin- 

ously still in the bright moonlight, but 

Charlie Maxwell's unbappy wite ! 
She was quite dead. 
Lackhart’s shot bad missed her by a 

good hali-yard but, started by it, she had 

lost her footing, and had fallen almost on 

ber head. 

Blood trickled from a gash on the right 

temple, where it had it had struck a stone. 

Thoroughly scared at his work, feeling 

himself to be a murderer, and not knowing 

how soon keepers from the Asylum would | 

appear to ascertain the reason of the shot, 

which echoed and re-echoed in bis ears, 

Lockhart flad into the night, and was seen 

no more, until the newspapers acquainted 

him with the fact that his fright and his 

flight had been both unnecessary. 

When the old caretaker brought Donsa 

her breakfast next mormmng, according to 

custom, the girl thought her mind must be 

uchioged ; she mumbled a rambling story 

of a woman escaping from the asylum and 

being dead in the garden, and then went 

on to say that she cou'd not find the mas 

ter anywhere, and his bed had not been 

slept in. 
Ko prove the truth of this joyful pos- 

sibility, Donsa herselt inspected Lockbart’s 

room, and then—scarcely daring to be- 

lieve in her uniooked tor freedom—ran 

downstairs and cut of the house. 

But where to go next. 
Her gaoler might possibly have gone 

only to the asylum and would speecily 
return. 

She dared not turn that way. 
A farmer's cart came rattling down the 

road. 
She asked the driver it he were going 

towards a railroad station, and when be 

said ‘Yes,’ she offered him half a sovereign 

tostake her with him. 
As in a delightful dream, she was jog- 

gled over the rutty roads and lanes, and 

desposited at a small railway station, just 

as 8 train came in sight and slowed down 

‘For London ? she asked, rushing on 

the platiorm. 
‘Yes, miss.’ 

‘Get me a ticket please, third class.’ 

She would not risk going first class for 

fear of being alone. 
Lonliness was a thing to be avoided un- 

til she, was sure she had escaped irom 

Curtis Lockbart’s clutches. 
Still as in a dream, she got out of the 

train at Liverpool street and stepped into 

an omnibus without troubling to fiad out 
where it was going. 
_ Bat Fate was befriending ber that morn 
ing. 
She was teken along the Strand, and by 

chance caught sight of the street where Bar 

ry and Coleman's offices were to be found. 

It was early. Neither of the partners 

had put in an sppearaoce as yt bul when 

they came identification was sasy enough. 

They had obisined Donsa’s sigaature 

from her sister, and quickly satisfied them 
selves that she was the person for whom 

they had advertised. 
But they looked skanse at her, she felt. 

and matters were not improved when she 

told her story. 
Very hesitatingly Mr Barry informed 

her that Mies Edith Maxwell had authoriz 

him to say it would be useless for her to 

thinkot holdinp communication with the 

occupants of Penreach Vicarage. 
‘Do yon mean to say my own sister has 

cast me o7 P’ asked Donsa, with flushing 

eyes and flaming checks. 
Mr Barry was regretfully compelled to 

state that such was indeed the sact. 

Maxwell bad left the office soon after 

noon that day in response to a telegram 

received from the doctor at the asylum, 

intormirg him of his wife's death. 

He felt depressed and weary in mind and 

body, as he returaed to his lonely lodgings 

tor dioner. 
He could not help the thought occurring 

to him that had this happened a month— 

aye, even a week ago—what a difference 

it might have made. 
He sighed as he thought of his lost love 

and wondered how she was faring at the 

hands of ber deceiver. 
Wearily he entered the little garden and 

let himself in. 
Wearily he divested himself of hat and 

overcoat before entering the room which 

had once seemed so home-like to him. 

An then—on the the threshold of that 

room—he stood and drew a long quivering 

breath of keenest joy, for Donea Lerseit 

stood before him with outstretched hands 

«Charlie—oh Charlie! They have all 

cast me off and I have come to you.’ 

Without a word he caugot ber to him 

and fcd bis hungry heart with long delici- 

ous kisses. 
She nestled to him yielding herself glad- 

ly to his tender embrace until she began to 

remember things. 
‘Your wife !' she faltered. 
«She is dead,” he eaid simply, and he 

told her bow it come about. 
Then Dons told her story, being inter- 

rupted a doz>n times by bis exclamations, 

first of indignation against Lockhart, and 

then of relief and joy. 
At ber concluding words he took her in 

his arms again. 
‘I could not feel happy, Charlie, until I 

had asked your forgiveness for my ingrafi- 

tude in leaving you as I did, ant I meant 

to settle down here again as your sister 

without caring what anybody said or 

thought.’ 
‘Instead of which you will settle down as 

my wife, dearest heart. We will go away 

from here to the other side of London, 

where no one will know your story or mine 

and as soon as it is practicable, we will be 

marricd. Can you trust me until then, 

Donsa ? 
«Can I trust you? What a question! 

Don't talk nonsense, Charli! Oaly we 

will, it you please. stay here until our wed- 

ding day; and our landlady shall be my 

chaperon.’ 

Comparatively Easy. 

A benovelent old lady stopped on a street 

corner to wait for her car, and was attrac- 

ted by the bright face of a young Italian, 

who was grinding his organ near by. 

She tound a ten-cent piece in her purse, 

and dropped it into bis hand, well repaid 

by the brilliant smile which a:companied 

bis ‘T’anka’. 

‘It must be real hard to turn that crank 

as steady as you do, and keep such good 

time,’ she said, cordially. 

‘Not so deefizult,’ said the Itilian, 

showing his white teeth in another smile. 

‘You see, madam, I no hava the monka. 

To turna the cranka so steady keepa the 

tims, and watcha the monka, madam, that 

taka the arteest—the true arteest. It ees 

the monka that demands the genius, 

madam!’ 
Tess—Miss Passay is going to Europs 

this summer. 
Jess—Ah, she’s tried every resort in this 

country. I suppose she hopes to cure her 
trouble abroad. 
Tess— Her trouble? Why, what is it ? 

Jess—I suppose you might call it invol- 
untary singularity. 

The Ablest Sailor. 

Lord Charles Beresford, who, it is said, 

is about to resign his post as commander 

ot the Meditterranean station of the 

British navy in order that he may have a 

free band to criticise the government's 

naval and military administration, is 

perhaps the ablest sailor in Great Britain 

without any exception. His record in 

that line is something remarkable for a 

bora peer. Lord Charles, although the 

Marquis of Waterford, and the fourth 

possessor of that high title, has been in the 

navy since he was 13 and has worked his 

way up by sheer merit. He has receive? 

the gold medal of the Royal magn 

Society and of the Liverpool Sao. 

apd Humane Society for baving on three 

occasions jumped overboard to save lives 

at sea. 

We are in receipt of the magazine. 
What to Eat. We knew that before. The 

rouble with us is, where to get it. 
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IS PICKED PURITY 
Strong in Purity. Fragrant in Strength. 
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MONTREAL Axo BOSTON. 

Chat of the : 

Boudoir. 
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FRILLS OF FASHION. 

The embroidered mulls and batiste 

gowns are quite as chic us any of the thin 

gowns, and it is in this material that we 

see the three flounce skirt. The flounces- 

are circular in shape and with the embroid- 

ered edges they are very effective, but not 

¢o popular as trimming which gives the 

longer effect. 

Very chick sre the mull gowns embroid- 

ered with tiny pink rosebuds, with here 

and there black silk dots. To be distinct 

ly modish the embroidery is done to order 

and arranged according to the style of the 

gown. Oae elaborate mode! has three rows 

of lace insertion set in the skirt above a 

lace flounce and the embroidery in {ront of 

the bodice extends sround the back in 

trailing vines, bolero in form, rounding up 

in the back. 

One feature of the dressy, thin gown for 

evening wear at the casino bops is the little 

1sce coat not unlike some of the silk ones 

in shape except that it is quite short in 

front, finished with draped revers of lace 

and no collar. It has the plaited tail just 

the same and is decorated at the waist line 

in the back with two handsoms buttons, 

studded with real j2wels if you can afford 

them. 

‘I'he moet charming thin gowns worn by 

the matron this season are the black fl,w- 

ered musiine made over white t: ff:ta and 

trimmed with the openwork, black mousse: 

line embroidery which forms the fl,unce, 

and the siceves lined only with white chiff 

on and finished with a black Chantilly 

frill over one of white lace. A pretty ides 

for the yoke in these biack musiin gowns 1s 

ali over black Chantily decorated with 

narrow black satin bands, stitcbed on in 

some fancied design. Black and white is 

decidedly the thing this season, both tor 

young women and matrons. Applique 

flounces of colored silk on black mous 

selina makes a very affsctive decoration 

embroidered around the edges and in the 

centres with black. 

Embroidere linen {forms the very smart- 

est morning gown worn at the tashionable 

summer resort, and it may be pink, pale 

blue or green, yet white it the most popu- 

lar. Embroidery around the hem extend 
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ing up nearly to the waist in vertical lines | 

is one form of skirt trimming, especially 

good style in white on white linea. The 

bodice is & blouse with an embroidered 

vest, or a bolsro worn with a thin batiste 

waist. 

One of the yellow brown shades of linen 

is very much iiked because it is so becom 

ing, and 1t 1s emoroidered either in white 

or brown of a darker tint. Gray linens 

trimmed with white bands and white stitch- 

ing are very good style, but lace is not 

too elegant to trim these mornivg gownss 

Bruges aud Irish lace are both beitig' very 

effectively used. Gt 

A simple model for linen’ or mobair is 

shown in the illustration trimmed with 

tucks and stitched bands. An elaborate 

white lawn gown has a bolero with postil- 

lion back and fichu finish, of taffeta glace 

edged with a ruche made of ribbon loops. 

This trims the hem with two rows of 1n- 

sertion set in above, the skirt tucked in 

vertical lines all around. 

A pretty dinner gown of cream chiffon 

shows diagonal tucks, the seams outlined 

with beading through which black velvet 

ribbon is rer 'hiffon plaitings edged with 

a ruche are © ofinish at the hem; sleeves 

and nr « are (rimmed with Cluny lace, 

Another . skit wd: on flowered silk 

pov va © a 2ilk coat is trimmed 

ww 0 ub tan © ol silk in some dark col 

in the flowering. The bands are mado 

double, stitched three times through the 

centre 2nd sewn on the skir. * 
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and they take the ususl form ol rounding 

down in the front and up at the back. This 

is a distinctly novel trimming, as the bands 

are attached to the skirt in the centre only 

leaving the edges free. The coat is of the 

game eilk and the idea is entirely new in 

the way of muslin frocks. 

This mode of using bands is at least a 

change trom the miles of bands seen every- 

where on every kind of a gown, stitched 

down flat on the edges. lt is exemplifi d 

again on a pale blue silk muslio, striped 

between groups of tucks up and down, with 

a double bsnd of white mousseline run 

through the centre with one row of narrow 

black velvet ribbon. 

At first glance our gowns are noi so ms 

terially diff :rent from those of last season, 

but if you confine your attention to details 

you will fiad no end ol novelties. As for 

the frocks designed for special uses, chiffon, 

silk. mousseline and lace are the materials 

most in evidence in the casino ball rooms 

at the various fashionable watering plsces, 

while for the more formal entertainments 

given at private residences more dignifi.d 

gowns of crepe de chine and eolt satin are 

required. 

A conspicuous feature of these ceremon- 

ious gowns is a scart draped about the 

shoulders and falling 11 long ends either in 

front or at the back. Eads of som3 sort, 

falling from the bust or waist line, are a 

| distinctive feature of the latest dressy 
[ gowns, to there are sash:s of soft ribbon 

| sashes of hemstitehed chuff)n and sashes of 
| soft crepe and Louisine silk. 

Strands hingiog trom the bust line are 

| especially effective on a white lace gowa 

in princess form. It is made ovar silk 1a 

the pretty pale green so popular this ees- 

son, and pale green chiffon draped around 

the shoulders in tolds ends ia long scart 

ends caught at the bust with a jabot of 

lace. 

Sash ends may fall from the waist line, 

at the back, in iront, or at the side as you 

tancy,but you will have this little accessory 

in some guise it your dinner and ball 

gowns have the latest touch. 

The prettiest gowns of all are worn at 

intormal dinners and dances where the soft 

thin materials are in order. Taffata 

mousseline in either black or white is one 

of the most popular fabrics, with 

| everything desired in the way of 
lustre. It 1s made up in various 

ways with fine tucks, and lace insertions 

in vertical or horizontal lines, but the late 

est phase in its construction is a foundation 

dress of flowered woite taffeta. This for a 

white mousseline of course, the colors hav- 

ing & very mysterious but pretty effect 

showing through the lace insertions. A 

chiff sn sash is a pretty addiion to this 

gown, but it must be white, and first drap- 

ed around rhe fizure to form the belt. One 

form ot chiffon sash is tied at on~ side mn 

rather short ends which are finished with 

loops of white satin ribboi in varying 

lengths. 

The fashion for ends is seen again on a 
mousseline gown with a narrow black vel. 

vet belt fastened at one side with a rosette 

and many loops and ends. Two rosettes 

at the back each with its bunch of ends 
from another style of sash. 

A feature of the summer gowns which 
becomes more conspicuous as the season 

advances is the collarless neck sometimes 

‘round in shape and again cut outin a V. 
the drapery on the front of the bodice be- 

ing arranged in surplice or fichu form. The 

comfort of this sort of neck, in warm 

weather is obvious: but it has serious dis- 
advantages in its unbecoming effect on 
most women. 

Flowered muslin gowns are often supp—~ 
lemented by soms sort ot fancy silk coat 

either fit:ad or loose, like one showa in 
the ilinst. °* {ois is made of a dull 
«oft vin! sat. °, ‘decorated with ruchcs and 

of rlk muslic of the same color; 

anb black veivel rosettes; but the same 

model ic re pootrily carried out in crepe 

C0 fgeatody Uo oy Mob. Ny Terforets 
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