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CHAPTBR XXII.
“No, dearie. If I'd refused—and 1 

did try to, God knows!—he’d haye set 
the police on me. And there’s no get­
ting away nowadays without a fair 
start and wonderful luck. He’d only 
to drop a line to Scotland Yard, and 
the hue and cry would have been out; 
every port would have been watched, 
and I should have been lag—caùght 
and sent back to finish my time. No; 
there was no help for it. But I made 
him swear that it was the only job 
he’d expect of me. that he’d let me go 
after it, was done. I was afraid of 
him; but that wasn’t all. As I said. I 
wanted to see my daughter. Why’’— 
his hands clenched and his face 
worked—“I’d have gone through fire 
and water to see you. I did go 
through worse than that; I. risked 
Portland and a life of hell in coming 
back.”

He was silent for a moment or two, 
and sat gazing at the ground moodily, 
almost listlessly; then he lifted his 
great head.

"An’ now I'll go again. I’ll get out 
of the country. And I promise you, 
missie, you shan’t see me any more. 
You’re a great lady now. Was you 
visiting here, at this grand place, 
dearie?” he asked meekly, with a 
kind of wondering awe.

Diana was silent for a*moment. She 
could not bring herself to tell him 
that she was—ah, no, she was not 
now!—had been engaged to marry 
Ix>rd Dalesford.

“Yes." she said, her head bent.
“That’s all right; that's as it should 

be,” he said with grotesque satisfac­
tion. “You’re a lady, every inch of 
you; you take after your mother, 
though, strange to say, you ain’t like 
her in loo.ks. You stay on here, just 
keep on as you’ve been going. There’s 
plenty of money, and if there wasn’t 
I could make some more. I’ve got 
the knack of it.” He Vaised his head 
with a humble kind /of pride. “I’ll 
send you more, ever so much more—”

Diana turned to him with a gesture 
.of despair.

“This money, ah, this money!” 
Suddenly; “Why did you not offer 
some to the man, the wretch who— 
who drove you back to crime?”

Garling shook his head.
“It wouldn’t have been of any use. 

He'd have bled me to death* and 
spent every penny. He’d have want­
ed to know how I got it, have learned 
where I’d been, have dug up the past, 
and found out about you. I’d rather

The 
for a Perfect 
Cup of Coffee

work as his slave for the rest of my 
life than he should do that.”

The simple statement went to Di­
ana’s heart; and she flung up her 
hands before her face, crying:

“Oh, what shall I do, what shall I 
do?”

“Just what I say, missie,” he an­
swered for her. “Go on as you’ve 
been going. No one will .know. I’d 
rather have my tongue cut out—beg 
pardon, dearie; my rough way of 
speaking ain't fit for a lady to hear. 
No, no; don’t you be afraid. I shall 
never ask to see you again—

“But don't you see that—that,” she 
said with suppressed anguish—“that 
my place is by your side? I am your 
daughter; and wherever her father is 
his child should be. I must go with 
you. Yes, I must go with you!

He sprang to his feet, his arms 
outstretched, his rugged face work­
ing; then as, despite herself, she 
shrank back from him with a faint 
cry of terror, he stopped and let his 
arms fall, as he had let them fall 
once before.

“Don’t you think that, Diana,” he 
said quietly ; "I’m an ignorant man 
but I know better what’s due to you 
than that. You come along and live 
with me! Why”—his voice grew 
hoarse—“you couldn’t do it. It 
wouldn’t be right. Why, I might be 
took at any moment When I go* to 
this man that’s got the pull of me 
and tell him I’ve chucked the job—' 
He stopped and shrugged his shoul­
ders, significantly. “No, no! I’ll go 
my way, and you’ll go yours, missie, 
And if you give me a thought once 
and again, why, think of me as if I’d 
really died out there in the wilds. 
Think of me—not as—as you saw me 
last night, not as you see me now, 
but as the honest man as worked hard 
to scrape some money together for 
his little gel, to make a lady of her.

“Ah, don’t you understand?" Diana 
cried with a choking sob. “It is be­
cause you worked for me, because 
you were driven to—to do this for my 
sake, that I cannot leave you.

He waved his hand and smiled 
grimly.

“It ’u’d break your heart,” he said 
with the simpplicity of insight and 
conviction. “You couldn’t stand it 
Every time you looked at me and 
heard me speak—no, no! From this 
moment we're standing here, I want 
to be as good as dead to you. That’s 
just it—dead. As I ought to be'. Why 
I ain’t fit to touch you; me drag you 
down to what I’ve sunk to! No, 
dearie, I’m bad. cruel bad. but I’m 
not as bad as that.”

TJiey stood in silence. During the 
whole^ tragic interview he had been 
listening warily, and his eyes had 
scanned the wood with keen watch­
fulness. Now, as he heard a labor­
er whistling as he skirted the wood 
on his way to work, Garling drew 
himself up and looked at his watch.

fPeople beginning to get about,” he 
said in a low voice. “I must be off. 
I’m going to walk through the lane 
to the junction. I can catch a train 
there. If no one goes to the safe or 
the window, nothing will be discover­
ed till I’m clean out of the country. 
It’s—it’s good-by, dearie. Good-by 
forever.”

Duty called to Diana; but, as if he 
saw in her eyes the struggle that was 
going on within her, he shook his 
head.

“No, no; I go alone. I’m—I’m 
your father, and I tell you that—that 
I won’t have you with me. Good-by!”

His hoarse voice broke as he turn­
ed away, and Diana went to him 
slowly, as if her limbs were leaden.

“Good-by,” she faltered. “If you 
wish—if you-----”

“No,” he said, understanding her. 
“No; I’m not fit to touch you, dearie 
much less kiss you. Think—thinji— 
no, don’t think of me. Try and for­
get!”

He was gone, and Diana sank down 
on the tree, overwhelmed with de­
spair. What should she do? Whither 
should she turn to escape from—her­
self, from the self which had become 
loathsome, degraded?

To gç back to the castle—to Vane— 
was Impôssible. Vane! She could 
think of him now. And the remem­
brance of his love, of his perfect, pas­
sionate love for her, Ms pride In her, 
was a torture almost too great to be 
borne.

He must never know the truth. The 
shame that made every vein in her
body burn ..........................
must never
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think what he would of her, let him 
curse her as the most false, the most 
faithless of women; but he must not 
know how vile a creature he had 
nearly made his wife.

The daughter of a criminal ! To 
think of it, to dwell upon it, meant 
madness. She must find relief in ac 
tion or break down utterly, and so 
reveal the awful truth.

She looked at her watch. An hour, 
an hour of dreadful torture, had been 
spent ; and time—time was so price 
less. She tried to form some plan; 
but her only idea was one of instant 
flight; and, impelled by the terror of 
discovery, by the passionate desire to 
spare the man who loved her, she 
staggered to her feet and went gtd 
dily, uncertainly, through the wood 
toward the railway station.

As she went she tried to piece to­
gether the jumbled, hideous puzzle of 
her fate. She knew now the cause of 
her aunt's nervous apprehension, of 
her agitation when Mr. Fielding's 
first letter had come. She knew now 
why that astute lawyer had, with 
pitying consideration, slurred over 
the story of her father’s career. Those 
remittances, the money that had come 
in the days of their poverty, had come 
from her father. And the vast for­
tune, some of which she had spent so 
lavishly, the immense sum which she 
knew the lawyers were settling upon 
Vane, all, all had come from that 
crime-stained hand, the hand of the 
common thief and burglar.

Her father! Half blinded she made 
her way, fighting, praying, for suffi­
cient strength to carry her into hid­
ing, to some place where she could 
be alone to cower under her shame- 
and ease her broken heart.

There was no passenger at the lit­

tle station; and the porter eyed her 
curiously as he touched bis cap.

She turned away and bit her lip to 
bring back some color to it, and for­
ced a smile, as she said:

“I am going to London on—on sud­
den business. Will you get me a 
ticket, please?”

The man got a ticket, told her that 
the train was overdue, and, looking 
round, asked for the luggage.

She told him that it would follow ; 
and when the train drew up he put 
her in a first-class comppartment, 
shut the door quietly and respectfully 
and stood by the window, in case she 
should have any further use for him.

It seemed to her as if the train 
would never move; but at last it left 
the station, and, leaning back, she 
shut her eyes that she might not see 
the turrets of the castle, the house

which held the man she loved better 
than life itself; the man she was 
leaving forever.

CHAPTER XXIII.
Dalesford happened to breakfast 

alone that morning. Lady Selina al­
ways partook of an apology for that 
meal in bed, and Mabel and ' Bertie 
had scrambled through a hasty re­
past of fish, ham, and eggs, and the 
Scotchest of Scotch marmalade at 
eight o'clock, and had gone oft fish­
ing; fishing, because Lady Selina, 
while laying an embargo" on the two 
young people walking or riding alone 
together, had forgotten to include 
angling!

Dalesford looked wistfully at the 
empty chair beside him as he took up 
his letters, then sighed with a thrill 
of saiisfaction as he reflected that in 
a little while, a few short days, he 
would be entitled to take up his dar­
ling's breakfast, If she desired to have 
it in her ioom. A few short days! He 
looked before him musingly, his heart 
glowing within him at the thought. 
To have the right to be with her al­
ways ; never to part again ; to be able 
to call her whensoever it pleased him, 
to gratify her every wish, to be able 
to say "my wife!”

And he had laughed at matrimony, 
had pitied the amorous husband ! But 
then he had so much greater an ex­
cuse than most men; she was so 
beautiful, so sweet, so altogether to 
be desired. Why, there was not a 
man who did not envy him, not a man 
who knew him who did not consider 
him the luckiest man on earth. His 
pearl among women ! He was glad 
she was resting; but he wondered 
whether she would be late in coming 
down, and he felt particularly lonely.

He had arranged to drive her to a. 
distant part of the estate, to meet the 
factor and discuss with him a pro­
posal to cut down some trees, and he 
was looking forward to a long morn­
ing with his beloved. Not many 
months ago Dplesford would not have 
dreamed of meeting the factor on 
business ; but, as Mabel had said, love 
had wrought a marvelous change in 
him; he had caught from Diana a 
novel and surprising regard for small 
details, and the people on the estate 
were delighted at the interest which 
the young -laird was showing in his 
future property.

When he had finished his breakfast, 
he lit a cigar and went down to the 
stables and ordered a dog-cart with 
Diana’s favorite horse; a dog-cart, 
because it did not necessitate a 
groom ; and he and Diana would be 
alone. He remained at the stables 
looking at the horses and talking to 
the head man, for half-an-hour; as he 
returned to the house he met Janet 
coming down the stairs into the 
smaller hall. She had some lace, 
which she was going to clean, In her 
hands, and she dropped his lordship 
a little morning, curtsy.

“Good morning, Janet,” said Dales- 
ford. “Is your mistress in her room 
still?” ’\

Janet hesitated a moment, then she 
replied directly to the question. It 
was not her place to explain that Di­
ana had been out but had, as Janet 
thought, returned.

“Yes, my lord. She is asleep. That 
is, I knoc.ked at the door and got no 
answer. My mistress did not have 
a very good night-----”

Dalesford looked anxious instantly.
(To be Continued,)
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Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogne Scrap Book of our Pat­
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.
1128!—A CONVENIENT DESIRABLE 

STVtE.

Eltel Fritz, the second son of Kaiser Bill, on the day his elder 
brother got his first uniform, became particularly envious of it, and 
during breakfast he kept on saying that he too wanted a pretty suit 
of clothes. When the Emperor would not listen, the little fellow be­
came obstreperous, shouting, “But I want a uniform.”

To cure him of this, the Emperor sent him in “arrest,” the only 
convenient place at the moment being the large dining-room table, 
under which he was told to crawl. After a time, he was bidden to come 
out again, which he did, but with all his clothes removed excepting 
his under garments.

To the question what he meant by such conduct, he made reply; 
“If I can’t have a uniform, I don’t want any other clothes either.”

There is no disputing the fact there is something fascinating 
about a military uniform, especially if it has just been Dry Cleaned at

UNGAR’S LAUNDRY & DYE WORKS, Halifax.
NICHOLLE, INKPEN & CHAFE, LTD, Agente.
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Ladies’ Dart Fitted Apron.
Who will not appreciate a comfort­

able attractive apron model ? It is 
dart fitted and has side seams, front 
and shoulder seams. It is suitable for 
percale, lawn, cambric, drill, sateen, 
gingham or muslin. The neck is cut 
low and the armsye deep and comfort­
able. In blue and white percale with 
machine stitching for a finish, or 
bound neatly with tape, this model 
will be durable and serviceable. It 
would also be nice in black sateen or 
alpaca, finished with feather stitch­
ing. The Pattern is cut -in 3 sizes 
Small, Medium and I-arge, and re­
quires 3% yards of 36 inch material 
for a Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in sil­
ver or stamps.

1116—A SIMPLE AND BECOMING 
FROCK FOR MOTHER’S GIRL.

Devdqpyonr

touch him. 
her again. Let

A NEW 
AND

•TOTALLY

DIFFERENT

TALCUM
POWDER

Not only softer, smoother, more satisfying 
than any other, but distinguished by -hf 
“True Oriental Odor,” a fragiai,.., „m- 
tible in its subtlety and charm.

•%
fc addition to Ma^atia, we tarry • complete 
toe of Lazeiis Famous Specialties, includlm

Girl’s Dress with or Without Girdle
As here shown Napoleon blue garbo- 

dine serge was used, with soutache 
braid for trimming. Checked suiting 
or plaid woolens could be combined 
wjth green serge, using the plaid for 
collar, cuffs and belt If made of 
wash materials, there are strong ser­
viceable galateas in plain and strip­
ed materials. Devonshire cloth in neat 
checks, per rales in lovely patterns, 
and seersuckers that require no iron­
ing. 1 he dicss shows real “grown 
up” style leatures in its flare collar 

I and smart girdle. The skirt has a 
| lap tuck at the centre back. The Pat­
tern is cut in 4 size’ : 8. 10. 12 and 14 

I years. It requires 4 yards o.’ 40 inch 
\ material for a 14 year size.
! A pattern of this illustration mailed 
^ to any address on reefipt of 10c. m 
! silver or stamps.

The Second Son of the Kaiser.

Gold Filled 
Bar Pins !

We have just opened a new assort­
ment of Fine Quality Gold Filled Bar 
Pins in Plain, Engine Turned, Hand 
Engraved and Stone Set.

Each one of them is perfect in design 
and workmanship and would make an 
ideal offering for a moderate priced 
and beautiful gift.

Prices from

50c. to $2.50.
T. J. DULEY & CO

The Reliable Jewellers.

Quality COUNTS!

We have just opened a splendid assortment of WINTER 
SUITINGS and OVERCOATINGS, the quality and utility of 
which are second 'to none in the city. Let us make your Suit or 
Overcoat, and convince you that we are

l’HE STORE THAT PLEASES.

CHAPLIN, The King af Tailors

No.

GAR-

Size
Address In full: 
Nil me............

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus­
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 
not reach you in less than 15 days. 
Price 10c. eài 1\ in cash, postal note, 
or stamps. Address: Telegram Pat. 
tern Department.
, ■

* * *

BUS
* * * *

USEFUL XMAS GIFT

A Safety ‘Razor,
so cents

complete and package of 3 blades extra. This Razor is no toy 
and givep perfect satisfaction to hundreds of thousands of users 
throughout the U. States and Canada.

The Woods Giant Junior Safety Razor.
Extra Blades, 3 for 10 cents.

ISLEY WOODS,
* * * * *

•»SC

Sole Agent, 140 Water Street (Upstairs).
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