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Lancewood
CHAPTER XL

“How mad—how worse than mad 1 
am!” he cried. "Dear Heaven, how 
is it to end, this love of mine?”

He saw no end to it but death. Well 
many a man had died for less ; many 
a man had loved his life through, and 
met with reward. His fate was so 
different. “Only let me live, and, 
living, love her!” he would say to 
himself.

He had never betrayed this love of 
his. True, he had made her some ar
dent speeches. He had talked of liv
ing and dying for her, of thinking 
alone of her; but, then, Miss Neslie 
was used to compliments—she was 
accustomed to homage. It was noth
ing new for her to hear that some 
one was willing to die for her. There 
were times when she was inclined to 
think the young secretary presump
tuous—when she thought he was us
ing .words that only those whom she 
considered ■ her equals should use. It 
was but natural, she thought, that he 
should offer her what all the rest of 
the world gave her—praise and hom
age. If any one had said to her that 
her father’s secretary loved her with 
a love that was overpowering in its 
intensity, she would have thought it 
an insult. As it was, she had a kind
ly feeling for him. She placed a cer
tain amount of trust in him. He 
would be faithful to her, she thought, 
if ever she required fidelity. She 
knew that it would be a pleasure to 
him to serve her—no matter in what 
manner—but that he was presump
tuous enough to love her she never 
dreamed.

So he kept his love in his heart, 
and it grew there like a fair flower. 
a queen might have been proud of 
such devotion—it was so deep, so 
genuine, so entire, so utterly unsel
fish; it was the love of an artist for 
liis ideal, of a musician for the most 
cherished offspring of his brain.

He did his best to serve her. When 
the news of Sir Arthur’s marriage 
came, no one felt it more keenly than 
he did. He would a thousand times 
rather have endured pain himself 
than have seen Vivien suffer; and he 
knew that nothing could cause her 
such intensity of pain as this mar
riage.

It was to screen her from Sir Ar
thur’s anger that he had worked so 
hard to prepare for the bride’s com
ing home. He had both sense and 
self-control. He knew that fighting 
against fate was worse than useless 
—if Vivien showed her anger it would 
be all the worse for her. There was 
no course open to her but submis
sion.

"Had I been Sir Arthur,” he said 
to himself over and over again, “I 
would rather have died than have 
contracted this marriage.” Now that 
it was done all contention was use
less.

He never knew whether his love 
gave him most pleasure or most pain. 
There was never a moment in which 
hr dared indulge it. He dare not look 
long at the face he loved so well. If 
he did so, hoping that it was un
noticed, Miss Neglie would say, “Did 
you wish to speak to me, Mr. Dor
man?” She would not admit, even in 
the utmost depths of her heart, the 
faintest idea that her father’s secre
tary presumed to love her.

Once, as she was crossing the 
drawing-room, a flower fell from her 
hair, and he, believing she had not 
seen it, hastened to pick it up. He 
took it in his hand, when she turned 
round with a calm face, and said—

“I will thank you for my flower, 
Mr. Dorman.”

"Will you not let me keep it?" ho 
asked. The proud calm deepened.

“1 beg your pardon,” she said, look-
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ing at him with clear, cold, pitiless 
eyes—“I did not understand.”

And, with those proud eyes gazing 
coldly at Jjgm, he did not dare to re
peat the words. With a low bow ho 
placed the flower in her hand and left 
her.

CHAPTER XII.
“Valerie," said Sir Arthur to his 

wife, “have you no friends whom you 
would like to invite over to England 
for a few weeks—no relatives, ac
quaintances—old school-fellows? I 
should be so pleased for you to do 
so.”

They were sitting round the fir4 in 

the drawing-room at Lancewood, and 
Vivien looked up quickly at Lady 
Leslie’s face as her father asked the 
question—quickly enough to detect 
there an expression of embarrass
ment. Valerie flushed and felt un
comfortable under her scrutinizin'; 
look. Then she turned with a grate
ful smile to Sir Arthur.

“You are always thinking of some
thing or other kind and pleasant for 
me,” she said; “but I really do not 
care to ask any of my-friends here.”

There was a slight inflection in her 
voice, a slight glance in Vivien’s di
rection, which seemed to imply that 
no friend of hers would be very wel
come. Vivien perceived it, but dis 
dained to reply. Sir Arthur contin
ued—

“Lady Smeaton asked me the other 
day when we should see any of mÿ 
charming wife’s friends. She mav 
have thought you had some handsome 
young cousin who would fall in love 
with Dora Smeaton.”

“I should be sorry for him,” said 
Valerie, with a smile; “he would have 
a dreary time of it.”

But Vivien was determined she 
should not, as she usually did, divert 
attention from the subject of conver
sation. She turned to her.

“It seems so strange, Lady Neslie,” 
she said, "that you should have no 
friends or acquaintances of your 
own.”

“I have plenty. but none for whom 
I have any particular affection. In
deed, just as the sun absorbs all less
er lights, so my love for you, Sir Ar
thur, has absorbed all other liking.”

He was touched by the words. Vivi
en saw in them only another proof of 
her wily, deceitful manner.

Then Lady Neslie quitted the room. 
Soon afterward Vivien turned to her 
father.

“Papa,” she said, “I am quite sure 
that your wife is an imposter.” '

He looked up with a horrified face.
“My dear Vivien, what a. cruel thing 

to say.”
“It is true, papa. She has impos

ed upon you. She is not a D’Este. 
She does not even belong to a good 
family. No matter what she may have 
told you, I am sure it is all false. She 
has no friends whom she can invite 
here! Did you ever in your whole 
life meet with a gentlewoman who 
had no friends?”

“You are so terribly hard on her, 
Vivien,” said Sir Arthur, with a 
troubled look. “Why should she have 
called herself D’Este it she had no 
claim to the name? Besides, of what 
use is it to rouse these suspicions 
row?”

“Then,” thought his daughter,

quickly, “he has had some suspicion 
himself!” Aloud she said, “I should 
not speak so to any one except your
self, papa. The truth I am sure .will 
be known some day; it may be long 
first, but it will be known. I should 
not say one word to you but that 1 
bate to see you deceived.”

“It I am deceived,” he replied, “it 
is all my own fault—we must remem
ber tha|. Besides, I do not think you 
have any grounds for your suspic
ions.”

“Then I will say no more about 
them, papa,” said Vivien. The look 
of pain on his comely face distressed 
her; and, as he said very truly, of 
what avail were suspicions now?

Looking at him, Vivien wondered 
if any doubts had arisen in his mind 
—if he was as sure of everything con 
nected with his young wife, as he 
seemed to be—if his happiness was 
as real as lie wished it to be thought. 
She would never know. He was in
dolent, indifferent, careless in many 
respects ; but he could keep such a 
secret well. To the day of his death 
Vivien never knew whether her fa
ther had been satisfied with his mar
riage, or whether, when it it was too 
late, he hafl repented of it.

No friends of Lady Neslie’s were 
invited ,and Christmas came. The 
house was filled with guests. It was 
long since such hospitality had been 
shown at Lancewood ; half the coun
try were invited to the grand Christ
mas ball. It was on that occosion 
that Miss Neslie found that other 
people besides herself had some 
curious ideas about Lady Neslie.

Miladi’s toilet at the ball was some
thing wonderful; it was a beautiful 
creamy silk, with a superb suite of 
diamonds. She had never looked 
more lovely; her bright face was 
flushed with triumph. Things were 
going well with her—she had almost 
entirely eclipsed her rival. She had, 
to all intents and purposes, eclipsed 
Sir Arthur’s daughter—and' she knew 
it-^-on this the night of the ball. She 
saw herself, and not Vivien, the queen 
and center of all—the leader of the 
most brilliant crowd of guests even 
seen at Lancewood. That night she 
told herself her triumph was com
plete—it was to Lady Neslie the 
world paid court, and not to Vivien.

The ball-room was crowded. Lady 
Neslie had herself superintended the 
decorations ,and though some might 
have considered them slightly theat 
rical, they were magnificent. Color
ed lamps shone from the midst of the 
plants and exotics in the conserva
tories. Vivien had suggested several 
little improvements, none of which 
were carried out- Three years before, 
when the Christmas ball was giveil, 
she had had the sole direction of it, 
she had been the queen of the fete. 
She had no rival then. Now Valerie, 
in her superb costume, with the 
brightest of smiles on her fair young 
face, stood by Sir Arthur’s side, bid
ding his guests welcome, receiving 
and paying compliments—radiant, 
graceful, with the full consciousness 
of victory in every gesture and word.

At a distance was Vivien, who had 
once stood by her father’s side. She 
was now merely the daughter of the 
house, not its mistress. She had nev
er felt the difference in her position
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so acutely. She went to the least 
crowded part of the room when the 
first dance was ended, and sat down 
behind a great cluster of tall camé
lias. The gentlemen farmed a little 
group near her; they did not perceive 
her, and Vivien, not wishing to be 
noticed; remained quite silent behind 
the plants.

She was thinking with bitter inten
sity of the change in her position. 
Another dance began, and the gen
tleman to whom she had promised 
it was looking for her; but Vivien did 
not even remember that there was a 
dance—she was busy with her own 
sad thoughts. Presently, she was 
roused by " the mention of Lady Nes
lie’s name; and then she found that 
a waltz was going on, and the gentle
men were criticizing the dancers.

‘People may talk as they will,’ 
said one. “I have watched Lady 
Neslie dance, and I maintain that it 
is after the style of Mabille, not of an 
English ball-room. I have my own 
ideas about that same lady.”

“Where did Sir Arthur meet her’” 
asked another.

“The old story! He saw her at 
some hotel in Paris, fell in love with 
her, and married her. Unless I am 
very much mistaken, I have seen her 
lovely ladyship before.”

“Where?" asked the second speak
er; and Vivieç listened breathlessly 
for an answer.

But she did not hear it—it was 
whispered softly. She saw, however, 
the start of surprise with which it 
was received.

“You do not mean that? You must 
be mistaken!”

"I may be,” was the cautious an
swer; “but I do not think I am. If I 
am right, miladi ought to be one of 
the finest horse-women in England.

“So she is. I heard Sir Arthur say 
so. She rides horses that men shrink 
from mounting.”

“Then I am right. I remembered 
her face when I saw it, though she 
was very young then; but she had the 
same bright laughing expression, the 
same sunshiny look. I may be mis
taken—at least, I should not like Sir 
Arthur to know I had said anything 
about the matter. Rely upon it, he 
knojvs nothing about his wife’s ante
cedents.”

“I shall say nothing—dn fact, what 
you have asserted would be a danger
ous thing to repeat,” replied the oth 
er. “I vote that we say no more 
about the matter. Now that I look 
at her, there is certainly something 
of that kind about her style of danc
ing. How unlike she is in every re
spect to Miss Neslie! I am a great 
admirer of miladi, but I must say 
from my very heart that I am sorry 
for Miss Neslie. Sir Arthur had no 
right to marry again after bringing 
her up as he did. The first time, 
came to the Abbey she was as Lady 
Neslie is now—mistress; and let me 
tell you there was a difference in the 
tone of the entertainments.”

Then another friend joined the lit
tle group, and they went away.

So that was how people spoke of 
Sir Arthur’s wife! Others besides 
herself evidently considered her an 
imposter. What could they have 
meant? What was the whispered 
word she had failed to hear? She 
could remember stories she had read, 
in which low-born adventuresses had, 
by intrigue, gained admittance into 
good society and had married well ; 
but in all the stories the imposter was 
found out at last, her sins were dis
covered, and she was punished for 
them. That was the course of events 
in ^ fiction—what would it be in real 
life? If Valerie Neslie were indeed 
what she suspected, an imposter who 
had deceived her father, would a day 
of reckoning ever come for her? And, 
if it did, what effect would it produce 
on Sir Arthur?

Another little incident occurred 
that confirmed Vivien’s doubts. One 
morning Lady Neslie brought a small 
writing-desk into the library. Sir 
Arthur laughingly asked her if she 
was about to commence letter-writ
ing—she had hitherto been too indo
lent.

Mr. Dorman suggested that she 
should uee the writing-table. Vivien 
looked up, wondering how miladi al
ways contrived to I make such a sen
sation wherever she went and what
ever she did.

Lady Neslie declined all offers of 
help.

(To be Continued.)

1 Mlnmrd’s Liniment Cures Diphtheria.

of Unclaimed Letters Remain
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Alsop, Harry 
Ashman, Miss Alice M.
Andrews, C. R. Hutchings -St. 
Andrews, Samuel, ’

care General Post Office 
Atkinson, Mr.; card 
Astor, Max
Alcock, Wm., Notre Dame St.

B
Bradbury, Mrs. Jas., Military Road 
Barrett, Geo- J.
Baldwin, Miss Minnie,

care General Delivery 
Barnes, Miss Annie M.
Beams, Samuel, Pennywell Road 
Bennett, G. C.
Beams, Tom, Newtown Road 
Benning, Clement J.
Byrne, Jas., Railway Customs Dept. 
Blewett, Geo. H., Flavin’s St. 
Brinston, Miss Emily, Cartfer’s Hill 
Bailey, James, card 
Bishop, Mrs. Samuel, Lime St.
Brown, William
Brothers, Miss Fanny, Gen. Hospital 
Boyle, V., retd.
Blundon, Mrs. Robert, Lime St.
Burt, Mrs. H., Gilbert St.
Bulger, James, Newtown Road 
Butcher, Miss E„ care Post Office 
Budden, George, late Port au Port 
Burns, James 
Butler, Miss Bessie,

care Mrs. Malone, Duckworth St. 
Boone, Mrs. Samuel

c
Caron, Joe
C. K., care General Post Office 
Callahan, Katie 
Clarke, L. B„ card 
Carey, kiss Stella, Prescott St. 
Clements, Wm.
Coleman, Mrs. Walter, Hutchings St. 
Crocker, Miss Marion, Rossiter’s Lane 
Collins, Dianah, Queen’s Road 
Connors, J. W.
Churchill, Matthew, card 
Curtis, John,

care Mrs. Clarke, 36 -----  St.
Curran, Miss Annie, Leslie St.
Collier, Mrs. Elizabeth, Cuddihy St. 
Curran, Annie, card, Leslie St. 
Carew, Miss Stella, Prescott St. 
Clouston, Miss Ethel, Hayward’s Ave.

n
Davey, Wm., late s.s. Clyde 
Daly, John. Water Street 
Driscoll, Edward, Lime Street 
Drodge, Joseph Gower St.
Dunn, Thomas 
Dwyer, M.
Dewley, Annie M„ Gen. Hospital 
Dewley, Miss Annie M.
Dewley, E. J., card 
Dyke, J. W.
Duff, Miss May, Water St.

E
Edwards, Mrs.
Evans, Percy B.
Edwards, Thomas
Edmonson, E., General Hospital
Evans, P. B.
Earle, Miss E„ Queen’s Road

F
Flemming Miss Alice, Garrison Hill 
Froy, T„ late s.s. Meigle •
Fitzpatrick, M. K.
Fitzpatrick, W„ card
Frodshama. John
Forward, Ronald, Pleasant St.

G
Grant, James E.
Grant, Mrs, Jas. Vf.
Gear, J., South Side 
Green, George,

care General Post Office 
Green, Archibald 
Gibson, S., New Gower Street 
Gill, Stewart, card,

Methodist College
Godley, Mrs. Selina,

care General Post Office 
Goss, Miss Eliza 
Goodwin, Nellie, care King,

Queen’s Road

Goldsworthy, Miss Bella,
C. of E. Orphanage 

Gorman, Mrs. Walter, Allandale Rd. 
Gushue, Stewart, King Edward Hotel 
Green, Ann, care Mrs. Lawlor,

Middle Street

Hanüta, Miss, St. John Road 
Hann, Jacob
Haines, Eleazer, Pleasant St.
Hanlin, J., Water St.
Halliday, Mrs. D„ Queen’s St.
Hackett, E. J., Cabot St.
Henderson, Mrs. D.
Hickey, W. J., Lime St.
Higdon, Sarah B„ Cook St.
Hickey, Miss Mary, slip 
Hefford, Mrs.
Hepditch, Otho, Fort Amherst 
Hill, Miss Fannie,

care General Post Office 
Higgins, Mrs., Water St.
Hoddnotte, Miss M., Freshwater Rd. 
Holland, Miss Maud, British W. Co. 
Holman, F. E.
Howe, John, Patrick St.
Hunt, Joe, care General Delivery
Hustin, Kenneth, retd.
Hayward, Allan, Powhr St.
Hallett and Hiscock

I
Irvine, Miss Mary

J
Jackson, H., P. O. Box 803 
Johnson, Mrs. M. G.
Jones, H.

K
Kennedy, Willie 
Kenniel, John
Kelly, Miss Gertie, Patrick St. 
Keough, Miss Agnes Bond St.
Keane, Mrs. Stanley 
Kennedy, Captain W. J.,

care General Post Office 
Keefe, Miss M. Madeline 
Knight. Muriel, card 
Keels, Miss Mary, Signal Hill Road.

L
Laiton, Miss Jessie, Lime St.
Laracy, Mrs. Thomas, Carter’s Hill 
Lamb, .Mrs. Mary. Spencer s St. 
Levitz, S., P. O. Box 185.
Lynch, Mrs. A. D„ Leslie Street

51
Marshall, Ensign, card, Quidi Vidi 
Martin, Miss Annie, Pennywell Road 
Martin, Mrs. Stanley 
March, A.
March, Ebenezer, care Gen. Post Office 
Maynard. Francis
Ma----- , John, Signal Hill Road
Martin, C., P. O. Box 295 
Merry, D.
Mercer, Mark, card 
Miller, Mrs. Eliza, Carter’s Hill 
Milley, Miss 
Miller, È. J.
Mitchell, Mrs. H. G., Gower St. 
Moores, Miss Annie, Maxse St.
Moore, Christy, card. 21 ------ St.
Mitchell, Miss Sarah, Military Rd.
Moo es, Mrs. F., 33 ------ St.
Murray, David, Water St.
Moorey, Mrs. J.
Miller, Miss A., Patrick’s St.
Martin, Mrs. Arthur, 47 ------ Rd.

51c
McKellop, Mrs., retd., Signal Hill Rd. 
McCarthy, Mrs. Edward,

care.Mrs. Kelly 
McCarthy, Miss Martha,

care Mrs. Ed. Ryan, Water St. 
McGillvary, J. M.
McDonald, Mary E„ Power St.
McKellop, Susie, 16 ------ Street
McCarthy, Miss C., Carter’s Hill 
McGillvjtry, J. M.

N
Nelson, O. K.
Neville, Miss Bridget

-care Arthur Walsh. Livingstone St. 
Nicholl, Mrs. Sarah, Pleasant St.

Noel, Miss Tot, Water St.

O
Owen, Miss Mary, card
O’Keefe, Mrs. Philip, 5 -----  St.
Oliver, Miss Janet, Prescott St. 
Osmond, A., care General Post Offlci 
O’Toole, Nicholas, late Victoria 
O’Donnell, Mrs. P. J., Pope St. 
Osmond, Miss Della, care G. P. 0.

Parsons, Miss Essie,
fcare Captain Parsons 

Parsons, Mrs. H„ card, Duckworth St 
Pardy, Miss Alice, Water St.
Parsley, Miss Bridget, LeMarchant Rd 
Peddell, Miss Elizabeth, Hamilton St 
Percy, Mrs. Geo. E., Hamilton St. 
Phelan, Patrick 
Pilley, Wm.
Pritchett, Miss Lucy 
Pink, Andrew E.
Power, Bella, Allandale Road »
Poster, Geo. J.
Power, Bella, King’s Road 
Power, Edward, Nagle’s Hill 
Parsons, Miss Annie 
Penny, Miss G. M„ card,

New Gower St.
Power, Alice

R
Ryan, Const. John, City 
Ryan, J., Queen’s Road 
Reid, Miss Alice, Scott St.
Reid, Miss Gertrude, Victoria St 
Rendell, E., card, P. O. Box 161 
Rogers, Miss L., Sheehan St.
Rogers, Mids Katie Cochrane St. 
Roberts, Gilbert, care S. A. Army 
Rodgers, John, care Gen’l Post Office 
Roberts, Thomas, York St.
Rose, Mrs., care C. of E. Orphanage 
Roberts, George, Allandale Road 
Russell, Mrs. L., Barter’s Hill 
Roberts, E. W„ Fleming St.

Sparkes, Miss Emma, retd.
Scaplin, Mrs., New Gower St.
Skeans, Miss Lilly, Military Road 
Sharpe, Abraham,

care General Post Office 
Saunders, Miss Amy 
Saunders, R„ Flower Hill 
Stephens, A. E. P„

care General Delivery 
Senors, James, Convent Lane 
Spence, Harold C. E.
Stewart. George 
Smith, Miss Violet, Gower St. 
Sticklin, Benjamin, Coronation St. 
Simmons, Isabella, Pennywell Rd. 
Smith, W. F.
Smith, J. Barrett 
Spooner, Max, P. O. Brx 902 
Sullivan, W.

T
Tibbs, Richard,

care Mrs. Bishop, 165 Gower St 
Thomas, Mrs. Lizzie 
Tucker, Wm.,

care Gladys Mayo, Carter’s Hill 
Tucker, Walter 
Tucker, Mrs. Jim, Monroe St.

Vaughan, Miss L., retd., Cochrane St.

W J I
Walsn, Martin, Coronation St.
Walsh, Agnes, 15 ------ St.
Walsh, May, Scott St.
Wakeley, T.
Walkin, Miss Nellie, card 
Walsh, Sarah A., Gower St.
Walters, W. B„ Water St.
Walsh, Laura, card, Casey St.
Weir, Edward. Newtown Rd.
Wells, Wm., Hutchings St.
Winsor, E. J>
Windross, Thos. B.
Wiseman, Miss C.. Casey St.
Winsor, Rov. J. W., Balsam Place.

H. J. B. WOODS, P.M.G.
G. P. O., June 30th, 1915.

Most People
Are now Economizing in the 

matter of Dress.
WE ARE HELPING

the average man to dress as well as 
ever by placing on the market stylish, 
well-made Suits at a saving of at least

ONE-THIRD.
If you are pessimistic, ask any reli
able- dealer for any of the following 
brands:
FITREFORM, TRUEFIT,

AMERICUS, STELENFIT, 
PROGRESS.
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THE FIREMEN
may save your home and belong
ings from utter destruction by the 
flames, but the smoke and water 
will create a great deal of havoc.

FIRE INSURANCE
will make good your damaged pro
perty and supply you with suffi
cient ready funds to replace de-
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60 buns. CHOICE BANANAS, 60 brls. NEW POTATOES.
30 brls. NEW TURNIPS, 70 crates TEXAS ONIONS.

Will have Cabbage—if good enough to forward.
- And to arrive:
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