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MATPTRR XXXIX—WAITING FOR GERARD.
Fwenext mornlng, the 30th of April,
wis o Hne duv. That is, the sun shone
out In Attul gleams betwesen the broken,
fast drifting clouds, sod as 1ts ruys stole
rough the blinds of Muy's room at the
tookery, near Mallennead, she rose,
went to the window, drew up the blind
tried to sheke off the depressing ef-

ata

feots of her bad dreams of the night be-
++1 hope the wind was not so bad at |
pen, '’ she thought, pitifully, for her
mind still ngered on the old days and
the old man who dwelt on ths storm-
washed coast, ‘Poor father,'" she
kep*t thinking softly, recalling bow
vivilly his rogged, weather-heaten
fentures had sppeared to her in her
Jrenm, and how kindly Jobn BSumper’s
vlie eves hud gazed ot his absent cohild,
Thea her thoughts turned tofGllmore—
o *fiernrd ' s she still always called
n—and she Kept musing on his strange
*We should have been far “happler it
sy hud never taken him from Cracside
farm, she reflected, sadly epough;
e would have been (mzl-,-m. with me
then, aud not ashamed of his wife as he
is now. Butl must just try to nake the
tof it, and dresa snd be more like

the ladies he mixes with, 1 snppose. '*

In pursnance of this resolution poor
Mav got out bher Ins new moroing gown
—n delicate soft blue material trimmed
with erenm lave—which sulted well her
fair #kin and light hair, and proceeded
to adorn berself in it in expeotation of
her husbsnd's return. Then, after
breakfast, she went into the rain-washed
varden, the leavea still spungled with
motsture, and selected some pink hya-

pnths to adorn her rooms, placing one
near her own pretty throat, Aflter
ordered luoech—taking care that
18 wers those that Gilmore loved

—and then she waited for him, but she
whited o vaio.

Noon c¢ame, when he had sald he
would be back, and then the afternoon
glided nway, nnd stlll there was no #lgn
of Gilmors, May was not exaotly un-
ensy, becnuse when be went up to town
hie sometimes remalned a few davs, but
to do him justice he always let her

kvow when he was gong to do this
Put when the evening cams, and then
night, aud he wns »till absent, she

gun 1o be very anxlous and afrawd,

Aud the night passed as the day had
tdone, and then the next day, but on the
third day May could bear it no lonzer,
s=he therefore
Gilmore, at his rooms o Pleeadilly, tell-
ing him bhow unpnsy she
baving hear from bim, and ssking him
when he received her lolter to telegraph
nreply toit.

She walted bour after hour for her
telegram, and pone came, She walted
until the Inst post came o and there was |

[

po letter, und then she fell sure that
samething wust have happened to her
husband. Could be be lll—or—and her

tace grew deadiy pale. Could he have
left her for another? He had been
changed of inte May knew well—chnanged
nnd cold—and was this the end of it?

May toriured hertell by these surmisea
nud misernble doubts nil through o sleop-
legs night, and then on the fourth day of
Glimore's absenee, she wrote to Mr.
Whitmore, whose anddress she knew, and
whom she knew also to be o frivnd of
Glmore 's, asking bim If he knew nny-
thing of his whersabouts.

To this letier she recelved A reply in the
shmpe of & telegram from Mr. Widimore,
i the sume day that she sent It to tell
her that ho would e at Maldenhend
early (he next morning. Then auother
eleepless nlebt hnd to be boroe—a night
bBaunted by dire forebodings—and about
twelve o'clock Mr, Whitmore arrlved at
the Rookery, and with trembling foot-
steps May went downsliaire to Lear his
news,

heart ssemed to faint within her, and her I
|
|
[

ilr had wpone tn give her! He bad
neither sesn nor heard of Gilmore, and
could not understand his diseuppearnanes.,

‘Hé¢ went up to town on the night of
the 29th of April,”" ssid May, with
faltering lipa; *‘he said be would be
home oext day—he sald he was golug to
& dance given by some bachelor friend of
his—he loft here In time to cateh the 9
train. "’

‘It would be Escourt’s dance,''in-
terrupted Mr. Whitmore eagerly, ns May
paused; 01 was there, and Escourt told
e Gllmore was expecled, and we won-
dered that he oever cast up, aod the
next morning—""

But pow Mr. Whitmore paused and
hesltated, nnd cast down his eyes.

‘‘“Uh, goon,'' oried May; *‘tell me
ell you know., '’

‘*lam afraid of slarming you—but
ptill, I had Dbetter tell you, 1 think.
Well, the next morning after Escourt’s

unee, I went to Gilmore's rooms in

weendilly, na 1 thought bhe might be in
town, anid I saw the landlord. Gllmore
lind not arrived in town the night belore,
though he had been expected, for ha hud
sent on o portmanteau there during the
day, as he always did when he was com-
jug up for the night. This 1s all 1 kuow,
nud the next thing I heard of him was
when I received your leiter yesterday,''

““Then—then something wmust have
happened to him!*' burst from Muy's
pale lips, and she clasped her hands to-
gpether despairingly.

‘It i very strange, ceriainly: suppose
1 go to the siatlon bere aod lnguire if he
!ul go up to town on the nlzht of the
thoy are sure to kuow oln by sight

thele

**Oh! yes, yes. Ohl please go,
Whitmore. Obu! what shall I do?*’

‘*Don 't distress yoursalf, Mra. May?''
mid Whitmore, kindly: *‘'1 dare say
he'll cust up nil right; he's a thouzht-
less fellow, you know, but he certuinly
should have written. However, I'll go
to the station and loguire,”’

And Mr. Whitmore did go to the
station and Inquire, and the siation-
muster remembered the night of the
20ib ot April perfectly, because It was
the night of the storm, the man sald,

“sAnd do you know Lord Qllmors by
slght?’ " asked Mr, Whitmors.

“40b! yea, #lr, very well Indeed,”’

Mr.

apswered the - slationmasler; ' he
constantly comes &ud haogs about
the bookstalis bore sud gets the
papers sod that sort of thing,

though 1 bave not seen him for a day or
two, when I thiok of it."'
‘‘Asadid bego up to town on the

20lh of April on the 9 o'clock tran?'’
now Inquired Whitmore.

The stationmasier smiled.

‘“Not o the 9, sir, but in the
11 train,'' he snswered, ‘‘and to
tell you the truth I thouzat his lordahip
was i biton, when he yume into the sti-
tion to tuke bia ticket, for he hud 8 queer
wild look asitozetber: ULut, of course,
there is no misiakioeg him on aocount of
lis Heure.??

‘*No, of course nut, and you are quite
Fure he weutl up to town In the 11
troin on that night?*’

**As sure s | am standing here, sir, 1
epoke to hlm mod said what & wild
uight it was, and be answered somewhut
indistinetly, sud thit wis what made me
thiuk be bud taken n drop too mueh '*

A0t bs very odd—he w s expected Bl B

| Hour after

wrate an urgent letter to |

wins ut not |
| will be with you early to-morrow.

| the women.

| wai following him!'" she vried;

dnnve In town that nizht, and e never
apnenred. 1 am reslly beginoiug to be
ufruld something hus happened, **

The stationmusier wus, of vourse, n'l
curiosity sud symuathy,
wilked back o
moody brow and mn unweisy heart. He
wus foroed to tell May what he bad
heard, sod he could not deny that Gil-
wore 8 disappearanve waus, to say the
leust, Loth slarming and mysterious,

She broke into & pussionate Bt of tedrs
when shie beard what he hud o tell ber,
aud seewed overwhelined with griet.

“*Oh! Idresmt that night something
‘‘some-
thiog evil. Oh! Whitmore, what
shall we do?'’

**Well, Ithink the best thing will be
for me to go back to town at once, and
if nothing las besn heard of him at his
rooms or at his clube 1 think the police
ought to be ot once communionted with,
aud a regular search nstituted.**

‘“He—may have been robbed—and—*?
wept May, who was sobbing as if her
heart would break.

‘"We must hope for the best—please
do not distress yoursell so dresdfully,
Mri. May—1 will telegraph to you at onoce
after 1 bave muode the luguiries o
town."?

"*And—the stationmnster was—quite
sure he went by the 11 traln, not by
the 97'*

Quite gure; and he snld he seemed to
have Leen drinkine.  Was be gquite sober
when lie left here?"?

““Quite, quite sober; be would take
nothing at dinner Lut a lidtle caret; 1
noticed he tovk much less than usual, '

““Then, he must hnve besn somewhers
rou know in thls place Irom 9 o’clock

Mr,

until close on 11 when he weut to the
slation. Does he know any of the people
here?'?

“*1 don't think he knows anyone;

sometlmes he govs with vouuz men to the
hotels, but wvery seldom; voung men
who come down from Loudon, '’

‘41 had Lest lnquire here tirst, then,”’
eaid Whitmore; but no one had seeo
Lord Giimore In Maidenbead on the
wight of the 20th of April, until be bhad

zone to Lthe stotion.

Whitmore returned to the Roockery to
tell May this, and then started at once
for towu, leaving the poor young woman
a prey to the most terrible anxiety.
hour she spent pocing her
room with restless footsteps, or golng to
the gateway of the purden looking eagerly
out for the expected telegram from
Whitmore,

1t came sboul 7 o'clock and was very
dishesrtening.,

{*No oue hud seen or heard of him in
town; have communiented with the
police; oue of the luspectors and myselfl

‘CWiirMone, *?

Then, when May read this, she (felt
her cup of woe was full, apd in passion-
ate and broken-hearied oocents she

called on ber father to come to her; nod
the aervants lsteulug to her wild words
knew something dreadful bad happened,
and It bexan to be whispered nbout that
the huuch-bncked young lord had dlaap-
peurdd, nnd muoy strange surmises were
made.

‘*He"s just got tired of bher and ruon
away wilh some one else,’’ suggested

“*He was n wild young fellow, and wns
probally drunk when hs got Into the
truin, wsod some scoundrel has Kpovked
him on the hesd for the sake of his
watch and purse, '’ said the men,

**}e must have been snmewhere from
8 to 11 o 'clowvk, ' snid the police; but the
remarks made no ot any Wiser,

Gilinore bad left the Rookery about &
gquarter to 8 o'clock oo April 29, and
nothing more woould e heard of him
uguin in Muidenbead until he sppeared
at thy station at about live minutes to 11
o'vlock. Where he had been in the in-
terval vo one could 8nd out; after be en-
tersd the truin be wis pever ssell more,

CHAPTERL XL.—JUAN'S BONG.

The next day the London detectives
prrived at Maldenhead, bLut their io-
quiries elloited nothme further. They
questioned May minutely regarding Gli-
more's habitsa, and learned from her
that nearly everv afternoon lately be
had rowed ln his boat alone up the river.

**Did he go on the 29th of April?*’
they asked,

*‘No; but he did the day before—on
the 25th,"" she Aanswered.

‘“Entirely alones?'"

tsAs fur as I Know, yos.'’

*What time did he return on the
28Lh? "’

‘4 Abput 7:80—In time for dinner.**

*And he lived here?’’ wusked one of
the detectives, looklog curiously st the
pretty, though grief-stricken youug wo-
man before bim.

“‘Generally—not alwnays,
May with a suddsn blush.

Hut she vould tell them nothing but
what she had already told Mr, Whit-
moreé. She knew of no acqueintauoes
that be had in Maidenbhead she said, as
the friends be had Lo visit bim always
cnme down from London. Then  they
wont to the boathouse whers Gllmore's
two bosts were Kept. The man in charge
of the boats entirely confirmed Mny'a
sccount regarding Lord Gilmore golng
out to row alone neurly every afternoon
lately. He used to start sabout 3:30
o’clock, the bontkeeper said, and =zen-
erally was back by 7. He did not go on
the 20th of April,

{4Were the bonta ever out that day at
all?'*

‘¢No sir, never,'’ replied the man.

*¢Counld Lord Gilmore bave gone with-
out your knowledge?'*

“*No, he could not; I always keep the
key of the bouthouse, aud go up each
mormug to the Rookery to get his lord-
ship's orders.”

The detectives then decided to row up
the river nnd lpquire at the various vil-
luges and locks if anvihing was koown
of the missing lord. Beveral people up
to a certaln poiut in the river kpew o
voung hunch-bucked mun by sight, who
genernlly was alone fo his boat, and also
generally wore a light bive oloth csp.
But thers was not hing to explam or nc-
oousnt for his mysterious disappearance,
eapecinlly as he bad been seen slnce ho
could posslbly have been on the river.

But us Mr. Whitmore and the detect-
ives wers rowipg down the river after
their valn Inquiries, one of them pomted
out tha little riverside villa where Mad-
amede Costa dwalt, ;

*‘That Spanah-looking fellow waa sit-
ting fishing there-when we went up,'’

'' answered

ing stil wo row in and ask him
it he koows the hunchbmck lord by
aleht?"’

They followed this suggestion, and &
few minutes lnter rowed up to the stook-
ade where Juan was altting, fshing rod
i hand, with his mandolin Iying on one
of the props of the stocknde Leside him.

Junu wsmiled politely as they ap-
pronvhed, Inld down his rod, and went
to the landing stage to receive them.

They nddressed him In Eneiish, but
Jusnu only shook his head, erinned out of
his white testh, and geve them to under-
erand that he knew no English., Then
Mr. Whitmore tried him in French, but
fgain Juun shook his head, and began
to tell themn volubly in Spunish that that

ind Whitmore |
the Rookery, with a |

sald the deteotive, "m Mhum-

inngunge was his noative and only
tongue.
Neither Mr. Whitmore nor the detect- |

Ives understnod Spanish, and therefore
it s2emed bopeless to further guestipg
Juan; Mr. Whitmore poiuted o Juan's
muundolio, sl the lisck-browed,
ewarthy rogue instautly seeepied this as
an invitation to perform belore 'lem.

He took up bis poetiv-look n: instru-
ment, to which long 8nd varied colored
parrow ribbons of deep rich huws were
attached, and haviog fluog the ribbons
over his shoulder, begun to troll forth in
his full melodious volee some love ditty
of his romantic land.

Hls song wns well worth llsteniog to,
and the whole appearaoee of the man
was 50 pleturesque and striking that Mr.
Whitmore consh'sred the performancve
quite worth the shilling which he Hung
nt Junn's feet, who pleked It up, grinoed
and took off his il pointed bhat aond
seemed perfectly an‘lsfied with the ln-
pression he had made.

**He's a line looklog fellow, paid
Whitmore s they rowed agaio Into the
opeis, **but be looks & bit of a scamp; 1
wonder who he belongs to? '’

“‘Probatly tosome Spsn sh merchant
who 1a settled i town,’'’ apswered one
of the detectives; *‘these people take
these small pluces down the river for the
summer months, '’

‘+Most likely,'' answered Whitmore
carelessly, snod then the subijeot was
dropped; and the little river-side villa
where Gerard, Lord Gilmore, had sat so
often of late soon faded from their view,

And all thelr resedrehes aod ngquiries
proved as valo as this row up the river,
Huundreds of people kopew Lord Gllmore
by eight, but no one knew anything
gbout his movements on the 20th of
April, the day he disappeared, except
Mrs. May aod the servants of the Rook
ery, uand the stationmuaster. Nothing
would shiuke the stationmaster In the
stutement whilch he bad made, that he
bnd seen and spoken to Lord Gilmore on
the eveniug of the 23:h of April, ata
few minutes before 11 o'clovk, aad that
he bad seen him enter the train.

YHIf he left in the trailo, theo It is oo
use looking for him at Maidenhead,'’
the deteotive decided, wnuod thersfore
quitted the placve, and a senrch along
the whole line of rallway from Maiden-
head to town was at once instituted,

In the meavwhilse poor May, unable
any longer to endure the misery of her
positio , turped i her loneliness and
wretchedness to the father whom she
had forsaken. To the Intenss surprise
of John Sumwmers, therefore, abouta
forinight after the disappearance of Gil-
more, the rural postman one mornlng
delivered at his house a letisr in his
duogbter's iandwriting.

Jolin's rucged browo face flushed
scariet the moment bis eyes fell upon it,
and then he drew out his horo speciacles
and baving with trembling hands ad-
justed them, began to read the piteous,
Leart-troken words:

"My deareat father: Perhaps vou
will by too mugry with me to read this,
yeot if you koew all the misery and trou-
ble I am ia, I think you would not be, 1
know [ behinved very badly in leaving
you as I dil, but Gerard—my poor, poor
Gerard—eave me no choles. We
were enguged to be morried when
Gerard lett Seariey, and thes when
he becvame Lord Gilmore, he wrote to me
to meet bim io secret, and said he would
keep his promise and murey me, Lut that
our murriege must be kept s secret from
every npe [or the preseut. 1 prayed
very hard to tell you, but he would not
cousent, sud ut [ast I guve In. We were
married in London at o vhurch sll right,
aud theo ot another chureh, because
Gerard had been brought up & Romsa
Catholie. I loved him very dearly, desr
futher, and we were very happy, though
1 fretted about you, and about people
not knowiong that we were married. But
the dreadrul part of msy news le yet to
vome. A fortolght ago—on the 2Uth of
April—Gerard told me lie wus golng up to
London to s dagee which a bachelor friend
of his intended to give on that night, 1
forgot to tell you that be has bought o
house for me down bhere, and that-he
generally lives here, Lut be hos rooms in
London where he stays when he goes
thers., Dear father, he sinrted in time
to go to this dance, and 1 have never
seen or heard of him aguin! ~ All sorts of
cruel thines are snld about bis disappear-
ance bevause people do not know that we
are really marrisd, and some think he
has just rupn away snd left me. Butl
do not think this because e has a good
heart—[ think something dreadful bas
happened to him, asoud [ 8m o utter
misery sbout him, Dear father, will
you forgive me and come to me io my
great, great trouble? 1 will not write
gny more now for 1 am broken down
with grief; but hoping soon to hear from
you und see you, 1lremaln your affection-
nte daughter, Mar."?

John Sumner read thissorrowful letter
twice, nod then snok down on his koees
in solemn heartfelt prayer, It had been
more bitter than death to him, the
thought thsat his child was Liviug a life
of snmme, aod the kuowledge aof her
marriage, swept & greal biack cloud
from his soul. Loog he koelt there,
pouring forth in untutored langusge his
thaukfulness and gratitude; prayiog as
hie had sometimes prayed when lo great
danger on the deep; when the miehty
waves had opened as If to swallow bim
aod his small oraft, and vet He who
made the sea and the wonders thereof
hud brought him safe to shore.

When preseatly he rose from his knees
and began to set his house in order, like
& mao going oo & long journey: settling
all his accounts, and drawing five -
dred pounds from bls bank, soas 1o
funds in hand o belp his daughuer.
And baving made all thess areangements
be lefl Searley without a word of fare-
well or boasting, He knew very well
what had Leen said about May, but it
was not the ldle gossip that had cut bim
to thesoul. He was a God-fearing maun,
with hid face turned heavenwards, and
the thought that his prayers had been
answored, that his cbild had been given
back to him was oo solemn for vaiu
T oot ot e

And two ¥8 later » unhappy
May, who waa beginnlog to recelve cold
looks from those around ber—from thoss
who bad her bread and belonged
to her hmllnlllh:uiu;- uh:d'“ belleved
that the young who protected
her was either dead or bad #ed from her
—1wo days later then after she had writ-
ten to ber father, us she suy ndm:l»

nows she sprang to her feet m listened,

And she heard a tamiliar volce—the
voive of her father—and the next mo-
ment had rushed into the hall sod
clasped him tightly in her arma.

‘'Father! father!'' she oried, with
her cheek agninst bis rugeed cos.

John Sumners was 8 meu of few
words, and for a minute of 0 he did not
gpenk, though his lips quiversd as if
about to do so. Then, with his desp
volce broken with emotiou, be said, sol-
emniv:

**Thank God, my girl; thank God, I
have found thee safe.'’

CHAPTER XLI.—A HAUNTING SHADOW.

Aguiln we must turn to the night of the
29th of April, when, In the darkness und
| the storm, Lord Gllmore disuppeared,
aod was seen po more. The morning
after this npizht Nancy rose pale, op-
| pressed und with the shadow of coming

ill lying heivy on her heart. She was
 afraid to face her busbund —to go
| into Huzh Gifford’s dressing room after
| the tercible mords she had heard bim
mutter in his aleep; and after sesing the
terrible expression of his face as he stole
into his room in the midulght bours,

The nurse came for the c¢hlild sna she
went down to breakfust, snd after wait-
ing till past 10 o'clock, she at last re-
luctanatly, slowly, went up stairs sgam,
and passing through bher own room
rapped ut Hugh Gifford’s door,

Hearing something llke 8 permission to
enter, she went in, only to start back
shovked and terrified. Hugh Gifford
was In Ued, and his face lonked hapgard
sod even ghastly, snd he hud evidently
been drivking heavily,

“sAre you I, Hugh?'’
Nanvy.

“*111}** he answered, with a drunken
lasugh, *‘I've got brain [ever—Ulruin
fever—feel how it burns—its coals on
firel'’

**Shall 1 bathe
Naoey, trembling.

“*No, but reach the brandy—that’s o
good girl; there's uothing like drink; it
drowns, it drowns everyihiog. '’

‘1Oh! dou't tnke any more, Hugh,'’
she prayed,

“'(Give me It; I insist!'’ he shoutsd,
sturting up; but when Nancy weat to the
bottle of brandy which bhad been stand-
Ing in his room she found it was empty,

But he orderea her to riog the bell for
another Lottle, aud went ou drinklug all
day, nud by mght was In 8 raving fever.
But the pale youne wifle who tried to
control him allowed po one else to eoter
his room, and dure not send for & physi-
¢inn, Strsnge words broke from bhis
lips; 8 huunting shadow of horror seemed
ever to pursue him; aud sgain aud aguin
Nuncy listened with a shrinking heart to
the words she hiad heard Inst night.

“‘Pon't do it unless you sre sure he ia
dead: don’'t put him in aiive!*”’

All night Nancy sal upwith him, and
towards moraing he grew very pros-
irate. He then bLecame n little calmer,
and ot Inst fell into a beavy sleep, from
whivh he awoke about 11 o'viock the
vext day—pale, exhausted end wery 11l;
but sober. Ho lay still without speaking
for soms time, aod Nancy noticed that
his eyes fell when they met hers, and
be moved uneasily. Presently he sald:

“‘I've made n tremendous fool of wy-
self, 1 am afraid, Nancy; but some men
gave a swell dinner at the club aud
I drank far more than was good for me,
and have been very near Lrain fever or
delirium tremens [ believe—and I dare-
suy bhave bevn going oo in 8 very ambsard
way.'’

‘i But you are better now,
answered Nancoy, soothingly.

‘4] feel bad enough, I can tell you; I
hope you did not et anvone else see me
make su nss of mysel(?’’

‘1 have been with you sll the time
Hugh—no oue elss, '’

**That's all right then; now I'll try to
get to sleep again, '’

But he did not easily recover, and was
in bed more thun & week sfter the
storiny night of the 29th of Apirl, when
be had returned homs In such & terri le
stnte. All this time Nanoy nursed him,
and gave out io the bousehold that he
wue lnid up with a very severs cold, and
that be could not bear ta be disturbed.
Han usked for the newspapers and hls let-
ters, and one morning before he was
awake, Nuoey haviog carrled up the
moruing papers for him, sat down to
read one of them unti!l pe roused himself
and was ready for his breakfast,

And she had pot read long befors a
puragraph oaught ber eyes, which, ns
she read and re-read it, seomed wbso-
lutely to swim before her,

It was headed *‘The Misiing Lora,?’
and detailed the strange focts that we
already know. How Lord Gilmore had
mysteriously disappeared, and bad been
Inst aeen by the ststloomaster at
Mmdenhead at five minutes before 11
o'clovk on the nightof the 29th of April,

The 20th of Aprill  Nanuvy gusped for
breath, and mentally counted baock the
last seven duys. As she did so a sharp
physical pain darted througzh ber heart,
und she had the greatest dificulty io re-
straining the ory that nearly oscaped ter
whitening lips. That was the oight
Hugh returned in the midanight hours
with the fixed look of horror on his fave;
the night when he had bsgun to drink—
what could It all mesu?

She grow faint aod cold, and grasped
the chair on whioh she was sitting for
support. Noone knew as well as she
did how Hugh Gifford had hated his elder
brother with a desdly hatred that never
grow less, She had Indeed censed to
mention the eldler brother’s name, mas
she saw it was but & vain thing to at-
tempt to reconcile them. And that he
should have disappeared—Gerard—fillel
Nuouvy's heart with the .irest appreben-
sions.

Presently she rose and tottsred from
the rvom, glving onelook of fear, of ter-
ror, nt the face of the sleeping man lying
on the bed, as she went out. She was
quite onmmo and going into ber pret-
Ly dnwinx-mm, the door of which hap-
pened to be open as she passed it, she sat
gown there and covered her fm with
her hands.

Long she sat,the most terrible thomthu
crowding thmuth ber mind. Then =
kind of piteous cry burst from her quiv-
ering lipa.

'*For baby 's sake—for baby's sake,’’
she repeated, rooking herself toand fro.
Yes, for the child 's sake, she was telling
hersall, she must hide o her own heart
the hluuﬂu shadows that ever after
would pursue bher foolsteps. She must
keep her fears midden from Hugh, from
everyone, If Gerard were aead Hugh
wouldmm Lord Gilmors—and Nancy
shudd t the thought.

About half an hour later she heard
Hugh's bell riog, and trembling still in
avery limb abe erept up stairs ud found
bim sitting up in bed, reading the very
paper which had caosed her this terrible
shook .

**Well,"" be said, as she entersd the
m. ;‘llm“k 's mlm about our

y in pa sée—my worth
older Lrother mm awayl'’ A

faltered

it for you?’’' asked

Hugh,*’

“'I saw Gilmore was missing, "n-
swered Nanoy with diffioulty. ;

: m:lgh Gifford gave & harsh, forcad
avgh.

“*Missing with some lady-love, DO
doubt!'' he said, scornfally. 1
beard thers was & girl he liyed with
dowu the river somewbera: no doubt be
bas got tired of her sand has run AWSY-—
he’ll cast up.'?

Nancy ssid nothing more. She movad
about the room and rang for Hugh's
breakfast, and she thoughbt oy the face
of the mupn servant who carried It io that
he had heard the mnews, too, It had
already, lodeed, been dlscussed dowo-
stuirs and freely commented on. If
Gerard, Lord Gilmore, were dead, then
Hugh Gifford was the next heir, they all
said, and they respected the next beir
suveordingly .

There were many versions of course of
the same story, buat the most generslly
believed oue was that the unfortunate
young hunchbacked lord had been in-
toxiwated when bhe entered the train,
and had been murdered for his money
while ina state of semi-insensibility.
What bad becoms of his body no one
cnula tell, but the whole line of rallwsay
was being searched, and it was pro-
posed to offer a large reward for Its re-
COvery.

It paturally was greatiy talked of.
Hugh Gifford had of course been well
known in sooiety as Lord Gilmors, and
the strange events which had deprived
him of the thile were also well known.
it was sirange If it should so soon go
back to him, people sald; therefore Lhe
efforts of the police were followed with
the keenest intersst. Only Hugh Gifford
affected utter indifereuce atout it, and
would shrug his shoulders when it was
meutioned to him.

{‘He will cast up, you wil see,’’ he
snid, wheu he reappeared after his ill-
ness at his clubs, and some of his friends
Legan talking to him of his brother’s
strange disappearance; and he said the
snme to Naney a4t home, the same to his
mother when some rtumor haviog
reached her ears about her eldest sor,
Lady Gilmore wrots to Hogh to make
lugniries.

But during all these dags tho most
wwiserable npxlety hung over Nancy's
heart, and told so visibly on her appear-
guce, that when her old friend, Maj,
Erpe called one afternoon to ses her, he
folt absolutely shovked. She was pale,
with viclet rims round her heavy eyes,
in which there wus s strunge new look of
fear,

‘*Have you been 1lI?"’
with real coucern.

*‘1've not been feeling well;
nervous headaoches,’’ nmwured
withoot looking at his face,

‘1 am &0 sorry; you ought to go down
and atny with Miss Gifford for change at
Goteford. Sbe told me that I was to be
sure to call on you, and also to be sure
to ask to ses your little son."’

4 Poor Jittla baby!'* sald Nancy, with
tremulous lips.

“‘Rioh little baby, I think,'’ smiled
Erne.

Naucy sighed aod Eroe could not un-
derstand bhow even the baby now fmited
epparently to make Naney's heart more
light.

' And this story about your brother-
in-law,'’ he sald presently. **‘How
much of it is true?'® And he poticed
that Naney grew paler as he spoke.

‘1 know nothing but what I have
seen in the papers,’’ she answered,
Vi My—husband was i1l at the time when
Lord Gilmore is said to have disappeared,
and 1 was norsiog him, and we heard
nothing of it for dave—Hugh says he is
sure to cast up neain,'?

“*Yut the police think very serlously of
the case, 1 belleve,’”

4]t certninly does seem most strange.
What does Miss Gilford think about 112"

“t(h, Miss Gifford thinks It ls ooly &
freak—thut Lord Gilmore bas perhaps
run away with some one. '’

‘*Well, we shall know soon, 1 sup-
pose, '’ sald Naucy nsrvously.

‘*Time clears up most of things,'’
answered Erne. **‘Bul you must let me
see her boy ,as Miss Gifford calls your son,
or I dare not face the old lady.*?’

Nuncy emiled and went out of the
room to feteh her baby, and returned
with him in ber arms. A haandsome little
fellow this, who put out hia small hand
andgragped oneof Maj. Eroe's brown fin-
gers, who stooped down und kissed the
little flst,

*'He looks remarkably well;

asked Erne

I Ret
Nancy

Ire ia cer-

tainly a lucky little chapple,’’ said
Erue, smiling,
““Who knows?’' answered Nnancy.

**Who can tell?’’ And she sighed, and
tenderly kissed the baby 'd face.

They were still talking of him, when
another visitor was nunounced, snd to
Naucy 's great surprise Futher Hayward
was usherad into the drawing-room,

The good priest looked wvery serious,
and having sbhaken hands with Nanoy
and Maj, Erne, he asked Nanoy If her
husband was 1in the bouse.

‘*1 have some strange news for him,"’
he said gravely.

‘*Not about—Gerard?’’ asked Nnuy,
with unmistakable agitation,

*‘Yes, sbout Lord Gilmore,’’
swered Father Hayward.

‘*Have—they found him,
most gasped Nanoy.

The prieat shook his head.
‘¢Uunhapplly not—but can I ses Mr, Gif-
ford?"!

With trembling hands Naney rang the
bell, and inquired of the servant if her
busbaod was at home.

The footman thought not, but went to
see, and o few moments later returoed
to the drawing room and sald Mr, Gifford
was out,

“*Then can I speak to you?’" sald the
priest,

**Yes—of course,’’ faltered Nanoy.

Upon this Maj. Erne took Lis leave,
und the nurse was sent for to take the
baby; and Nancy found herself alone
with Father Hayward.

‘*We bad a strange visltor at Wroths-
ley yesterday,'® he began, *‘‘But wul
you not ait down, Mre. Giflord? You have
grown so pale.'’

Then Nanoy sat down, and with &
white face and besting heart listened to
the pricst’s news.
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CHAS. SCHEUBER & CO,
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Saxet Blood Purifier

Is prepared eSpecially for blood -diseases. We
guarantee a speedy and permaneut cure of
Rheumatism, Gout, Old Sores, Ulcers, Pimples,
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Catarrh, Tetter, Enlarged
Glands, Liver and Spleen, Syphilis in all
its stages, Mercurial Affections, Rough, Secaly
Affections of the Skin, and all diseases arising
from an impure condition of the blood. It in-
vigorates and builds up the entire system, caus-
ing a lasting and permanent cure. It is pleas-
ant to take and does not color or damage the
teeth, contains no mercury, arsenic or strych-
nine. Sold by all wholesale and retail druggists,

$1.00 per bottle.

SAXET MEDICINE CO.,

DALILAS, TEXAS.

&W¢ | ORGANS.

&Gne  PTANOS.
¢w Home Sewing Machines.

Also carry all other makes of Machines.
AGENTS WANTED.
‘T,

J. SHUCK,
B8 Houston Street,

ZFORT WORTH,

Wnte for Prices and Cutalogues.

agent for the Celebrated

TEXAS.

I am sale

F

;B ALVEY
GEO. E. MAN

General Hlm[ar
N, Attormey.

Il s, WILLIB Prelh!en!
GRO. EEALY, Vice-President.

Texas Guarantee and Trust Co.,

Of Galveston, Tex., N. E. Cor. Twenty-Second and Strand.

CAPITAL, $1,000,000

BOoARD OF DIRlmoToRns.

R, 8. Willis, Geo. Seellwwon, J. H. Hutchings, A. C. Baker,
J. AoRgue, Gus Reymershoffer, W. H. Binclair, T. W. English,
Geo:ge Sealy, J. A. Robertson, . M. Trueheart, v, Csnnon,
G. H. !ulensmg, J. E, Wallis, AR Bkinner, A. J. Walker,
H. Wiikins, L. Lee, Leon Blum, John Focke,
F. Lammers, Julius Runge, A. R. L&mpheﬂ, E. D. Garratt.

This company is now organired and prepared for business.

To act as BExecutor, Administrator, Guardian, Trustee and Assignee.

To act as surety on Bonds of mdlﬂduala. Fmplovus of Corporations and Firms, and on Bonds
reguired in conrt proceedingn.

To recelve and hold for sccumulation all Trust Funds and Funds of Beneficial and Secret
Socletiea for which special terms will be made.

To negotiste the purchase and sale of corporate and other secorities,

—

WHOLESALBD

Notions, Cutlery and Sporting Goods

aar-Anthorized Texas Agent for Spaiding Base Ball and Athlatis Gooly,
u

Fishing and sh Tackle, hwn Tvtu!k. ot, Hit Bm Agaia,
Blcycles, "I‘rya!clu eloel Goat Carta, Iron Wagons, eto., tn'u:l
every kin oporl. Bend tor illusteated ostaloguas,

209-211 Houston St., Fort Worth, Tex.

CASEY & SWASEY, .

Wines, Liquors and Cigars,

Agents for Anheuser, Lemp and Schlitz Beer
Fort Worth,. Tex.

P. 8.—Quotations on all brands of Kentucky whiskies from stoock
Lere or warehouses in Kentucky furnished upon application.

LIS - ETOTEL

Thllhntelh tbunl.h bl ated, and unde lh nt made the best (n
the u}u mu: ¥ renov. ,l r anawmmm:.p.:u;“u

C. H. Murdock. Manager.

DRUGGISTS AND PHARMACISTS,
814 Main Street, FORT WORTE.
Finest Soda wg- “;-d wy Fruit Syrap

RESONS
7 (e

FOR'.I'.' WOR'I'H. -rmx.




