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CHAPTER XL
A CHARITABLE DEED.

Lord Edgar was the first to turnm,
and saw a yomng man standing close
behind them. He was seedily dresséd
and wore that look of “hard-upish-
ness” which is discernible at a glance.
In a word, he looked half starved.
Even at the first glance a feeling of
pity sprung into Lord Edgar’s heart.

“Revel,” said the man, “is that
you?”

Clifford Revel turned, in his slow,
self-possessed fashion, and eyed him
coldly.

“My name is Revel,” he said, his
keen eyes taking in the appearance of
the man, and his voice hardening
®nsistently.

“I thought so. I—I—thought I was
Don’t you know me?”
was the

Pt mistaken.
“I haven’t that—honor,”

cold, contemptuous reply.
“No?” said the man, in a tone of

disappointment that touched Lord

. Edgar to the core. “And yet we were

great chums at college. My name is
Nagle.”

A cold light of remembrance and
recognition gleamed for a moment in
Clifford Rewvel’s eyes.

“Ah yes!” he said, coolly. “I Deg
your pardon—I remember now.’

“Yes, I am Charlie Nagle,” said tne
man. “Can"I--can you give me 2
minute, Revel?”

Clifford Revel took out his watch
and glanced at it calmly.

“A minute—yes,” he said.

Lord Edgar drew back, but, though
out of earshot, not out of sight, and
he saw the man go through the well-
worn from of button-holing which is
so suggestive of begging. The light
of the cab lamp fell full upon the
two faces—upon the pale, eager, im-
ploring face of the stranger and on
the cold, impassive one of Clifford
Revel. It seemed to Lord Edgar to
grow harder and colder as the face
of the suppliant grew more anxious
»Aand pleading, axid a contemptuous
smile crossed the thin lips ‘as the
man who had given his- name as
Charlie Nagle at last drew out 2 pfece
of paper and wrote on it. »

BEdgar heard him say, with a sigh.
“For Heavens sake, help me, if you
lcan! I am in hard case to-night; 1
am—almost starving, I-—"

Clifford Revel waved him away,
with the same icy, pitiless air.

“Good-night—I am engaged,” he
said; and the man, thus cut short,
started as if he had been stung, and
walked swiftly away.,

Lord Edgar came up, looking after
him.

“Why, who was that poor fellow,
Clif?” he asked.

Clifford Revel laughed heartlessly.

“A fellow who was at college with
me—an improvident scamp, who ap-
pears to have made a mess of it
Come down to begging, it seems.”

“Did you—did you give him  any-
thing?” asked Lord Edgar, in ‘his
blunt fashion.

Clifford Revel shrugged his shoul-
ders,

“My dear Bdgar, what would have
been the use? He would have spent
it at the nearest pub! Don't troutle
yourself about him. Good-night.”

And he got into the hansom.

“Good-night,” said Lord Edgar, but
rather absently; and, shutting - the
doors, he walked away, with rather
a sad look on his face.

The man’s appearance, voice, plead-
ing, despairing gesture, as he turned
away, haunted him; and it was'with
a start that he saw the seedy figure
leaning against the railing of a
house within a few yards of the Al-
bany.

He went up to him and laid his
hand upon his shoulder, and the man
turned without a start, but in the
dull, apathetic manner of a man to
whom nothing is a surprise.

“I beg your pardon,” said Lord Ed-
gar; “I saw you speaking to my
friend just now—"

The man put his hand to his brow,
and nodded, vacantly.

“To Revel? Yes. He and I wer3,”

presumed; you see what I am, what
a difference there is between us,” and
he glanced downward at his seedy
outward man. “I was wrong to do
s0. Prosperity does not acknowledge
misfortune’s claim to friendship.”

Lord Edgar looked at the man, and
then up at the gas-lamp. He was
the most embarrassed of the two.

“I—I am afraid that you are mnot
well," he said, gently,

The man laughed bitterly.

“I believe that I am dying,” he
said. “At any rate, I am very ill.”

“What's the matter?” said Lord Ed-
gar, in his blunt, kindly fashion.

an answer, I think what ails me is
exhaustion from inanition; in other
words, starvation. As I told Revel,
upon whom it did not seem to have
much effect, I am nearly starved to
death. Good-night, sir!”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Lord
Edgar, horror-stricken. “Here—wait!"”
and he seized the man by the arm.
“What do you say? Did you tell him
that?”

“I did, But you see, he didn't be-
lieve it. I suppose he thought I was
intoxicated. But it was the truth. I
don’t think I have taken food for a
day and 4 half, as I am a gentleman.”

“Great Heaven!” exclaimed. Lord

And the Worst is Yet to Come--

Are you aware that an oint-

ment applied to the skin'is

absorbed into the system just
as surcly as medicine that is
swallowed? Itis! You see,
therefore; how necessary it is
we should use a pure gint-
ment; and the purest yon can
get for yourself and your
childreg is Zam-Buk.

Dr. SZott, the great English
analyst, says: “I have analysed
Zam-Buk, and have no hesita-
tion in ccrtifylng its purity.”

There is another reason wh
you should prefer Zam-Buk. t
18 of suchh a refined nature that
{ it can penetrate to the very seat

of skin diseases; whereas ordinary

! ointments, owing to their coarse
ingredients, remaig_on the surface
skin, Skin diseases, like plants,
have their ‘‘roots.”’ Zam-Buk can
ge. .cwr to the very root of the
di mw , kill the germs and thus

; effe~. lasting cures.

! . TiLca is nothing like Zam-Buk §
for endl( ecz~mna, old sores, or
eruptions ; nothmg that can so
quickly draw ou’ the soreness of §
a cut, burn orsca'd, ‘Tryit!

Proof Mrs. A.J. Came.on of §
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sou't _&i< .5  hands w_e com-
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was und.. doctor’s treatment for
some time, but nothing would cure
¢ him.  Then I tried Zam-Buk.

Alter a week’s treatment I noticed

a marked improvement, and pe
. severance with Zam-Buk resulted

in a complete and permanent cure.”’

All druggists and stores 50c. hox or Zam-

Buk Co., Toronto, for pricc. Seamd lec,
stamp for free trial box.
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bitterly, “great friends in college, and and he laid his.strong hand upon the

I presumed to address him—I 3ay|

“Matter? Well, if you insist upon

Edgar. “Here, come to my rooms,”

thin arm.

But the man resisted, feebly.

“No, no!” he said. “I could not.
I should die of shame. I am a gen-
tleman, as I tell you. I was at college
with Revel. Do you think that I em
in a condition to go into a ‘gentle-
man’s rooms? Nop if he had given
me a shilling, I know where I could
have got food apd—" he stopped, and
pressed his hand to his brow.

Lord Edgar plunged his hand into
his pocket and hauled out every coin
it possessed—gold, ‘silver, coppers.

“Here,” he said, in his blunt style,
but not roughly—ah, not roughly!
“Take this, my good fellow. Take it,
for Heaven's ‘sake!”

The man looked at him, as the
money dropped into his hand, with a
dazed wonder. Then he started.

“No, no! Not all this! A shilling
—half a crown—"

“Yes, every penny!” said Lord Rd-

' gar, eagerly. “And, if you’ll come to
| my rooms, I'll give you some more.

Good heavens! a gentleman, and
starving! There, take it, man! What!
one gentleman can’t help another!
Nonsense! Put it in your pocket, ani
if you won’t come home with me—"

The than thrust the money into his
pocket, and grasped the outstretched
hand.

“May Heaven—no! Who am I
that I should bless you! But tell me
your name—tell me, that I mdy re-
member it as the man who aaved me
from starvation—"

“No, no!” said Lord Edgar, his
voice breaking, “never mind that!
Take it as from my friend Revel; he
would have done it if he had had any
money about him, which he hadn’t.
There, for Heaven’s sake, get some
food at omce!” $

The man stared at him; then, witha
sob of gratitude, pressed the out-
stretched hand, and shuffied off into
the darkness.

Lord Edgar looked after,him, pity-
ingly, little dreaming how important
a part this waif of the night would
play in the drama of his own llte.
andthenwentuptohhrooms.

. CHAPTER XIL _
A BATTLE FOR LOVE.

AT twelve o’clock Edith - Drayton

“in the window of the drawing-
‘in Elton Square. 'She had cn
her riding-habit and chlmnqt-pot hat,

‘lnd held her dainty m in  her

Mmmummm
a ride. She had W‘lootﬁm

| beautitul than mhw this morn- |

ing; smbition had fent to her face

| that which the tenderness of hope
lends to other women—e faint, deli-'

cate color, a soft glow. in the dark
eyes that only wanted & touch of
gentleness to make them irresistibla.
Clifford Revel had once told her, with
cynical bitterness, that she would
win anybody to loving her if che
would but show them the -slightest
hope of loving u\xem in return, and
she thought of it now, as she stood
waiting and watching.

She understood Lord Edgar as well
as if she had known him for years.
The clear, transparent nature was as
easily read by her as if 1t had been
an open book; and, while her whole
soul was full of admiration for this
one honorable man whom it had been
her fortune to meet, she, neverthe-
less, determined to take arvantage of
the very qualities which she admired
in him, :

Mrs. Drayton glided nervously into
the room and stood looking at her.

“He hasn’t come, Edith?” she said,
looking up at the clock. “Perhaps he
won’t come, after all.”

Edith Drayton smiled, with serene
confidence.

“Few men break their appoint-
ments with me, mother; Lord Fane
will not be one of them. Besides, he
has promised, and, if I know any-
thing of his nature, a promise is as
sacred with him as an oath. There!”
she broke off ,as Lord Edgar came
into the square on. & workman-like-
looking horse—“there he is. Now,
meother, try not to be mnervous ani
flurried, or you will make him shy
and embarrassed. And, remembor,

don’t have any fear at lunch. Keep
the servants out of the room. Take

your cue by me, my dear.”

“Yes, yes!” assented Mrs. Drayton;
“and the lunch?”

“I have ordered that,” said Edith,
calmly.

Lord Edgar got off his horse, and
stood 'to examine Edith Drayton’s,
while a groom riding his own was
leading it up and downor It did not
please him very much, ‘but he said
nothmg to the man, and went up the
steps, and was ushered into the draw-
ing-room.

Edith Drayton came forward, with
her hand outheld frankly, and, as she
did so, her eyes scanned his stalwart
form, and she thought that she liked
him better in his workman-like riding
suit than she had ever done in his
evening dress,

“] am afraid I am late,” he said.

“Oh, no!"” she cried; only “a few
minutes. I am ready because I know
gentlemen do not like to be kept
waiting.”

Lord Edgar shook hands with Mrs.
Drayton.

“Shall we go now?” said Edith.
“Your horse doesn’t look as -if he
would care to be kept waiting, any
more than his master.”

“Oh, he’d stand all day,” he said,
carelessly “But I don’t know abopt
yours.”

“You don’t like hlm’" she said,
with a smile.

Lord Edgar did not reply. Like all
men who know something about hor-

J ges, he did not care to give an opin-

jion in a hurry.
“We shall see,” he said. “She lodks

rather fine.”

“Is that against her? Must she.

look a dowdy to meetmwith your ap-
proval?” and she smiled.
He looked at her with frank. ai-
miration, and colored.
“I don’t like dowdy women," he
said.
(to be continued.)

‘to any address on receipt of 10 cents

A POPULAR “EASY.TO-MAKE” AND
«conon'rmx-'ro-nn ;

” 2509—This is just the style for sat-
in, crepe, gabardine, foulard, silk or |

seasonable materials. The tunic
blouse is arranged on a simple skirt
foundation, cut in princess style and
80 combining an underwaist for the
blouse. The sleeve may be in wrist
or elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 386,
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure.
Size 38 requires 7% yards of 44-inch
material. The skirt measures about
2 yards at the foot.

A pattern of this illustration mailed

in silver or stamps.
JUST THE MOST COMFORTABLE |

MODEL FOR A HOUSE WORK
DRESS.

2485—The fulness of this dress is
held in at the waistline by elastic or a
drawstring, but it may be gathered un-
der a belt if preferred. The sleeve
may be finished in wrist or elbow
length. The right front is shaped at
the closing. Percale, drill, gingham,
chambray, linens lawn, repp, poplin
and galatea may be used for this
model. "

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42; 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Size 38 requires 73 yardll
of 27-inch material. The dress meas-
ures about 23 yards at the lower
edge.

A pattern of this {Mustration maﬂed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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New Rellel For Constlpatmi

“LES FRUITS"

Physicians agree that
with the modern habits of
living, constipation is like-
ly to be always with us.

for the relief of constipa-
tion is exceedingly unwise
—unwise for two reasons.
% First,a drug constantly
used loses its eﬁ’ect and requires a constantly in-

creased dose. Second, because the constant use |

of any drug is bad anyway.

So the cry is constantly going up from the
constipated, “What can we do?” It will be in-
teresting to a great many to know that an an-
swer has been found in the re-discovery of a
method which was used with great success by

our Forefathers, and in Arabia far back in the |

twelfth century. The food is called “Les Fruits’

because it is composed entirely of figs, dates, |

prunes, raisins and the leaves of each with the
substitution of the Alexandra leaf for the raisin
leaf. The taste is pleasant, if not to say delici-
ous, and the effect is exceedingly satisfactory.
Try it and be convinced.

SOLD ONLY AT

Ellis & Co., Ltd.

203 WATER STREET
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TINWARE.

Milking Pails.
Flour Sifters.

Tea Kettles.

Bread & Cake Boxes.
Patty Pans.

Pie and Cake Pans.
Wash Boilers.

Our Stock

ENAMELWARE.

Double Saucepans.
Pie Dishes. sves
Tea Kettles.
Dish Pans.

- Saucepans (all varieties).
Milk Kettles.
White Water Pails.

Copper Nickel Plated Kettles, Nos. 6, 7, 8, 9.
Steel Fi'ying Pans, Steel Fire Shovels.
Sa.d Iron Handles, Meat Mincers.
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A Hat for |

250 Bags, 100 Ibs.
White T

This price, for
100 Bags Bra
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