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CHAPTER IX.

For the last two days, since he had

left Margaret, overwhelmed by his
passionate outburst, he had been liv-
ing after his wildest and most reck-
less fashion, and two days. of such
dissipation and sleeplessness, added
to passion, tell even upon such per-
fect physical specimens of humanity
as Blair Leyton.

“Lord Leyton!” she said, at last.

He picked up her sketch-block, but
held it, still lcoking at her.

“I've frightened you,” he said, re-

morsefully; “I—I am a brute. I did |

not know you were here until I
jumped upon that stone, when I was
close upon you.”

Margaret tried to smile.

“It does mnot matter,” she said.
“Give me my block, please,” and she
held out her hand.

He drew a httle nearer, and gave
her the block.

“You are sketching?”’ he said, his
€eyos fixed on her face with a wistful
eagerness.

She inclined her head.

“Yes; I am painting a picture for
the earl.”

“For the earl!” he  repeated dully,
as if her voice, and not the words she
said, were of importance to him.

“Yes; if you wish to see him, you
will find him at home; he has just
left me.”

“Just left you!” he repeated as be-
fore.. “No; I don’t want to see him.”

Margaret raised her eyes and look-
ed at him.

*You have not come down to see
him?” she said with faint surprise.

“No!” he responded. “He wouldn’t

. see me if I had. But I didn’t come to

see him; I came——" then he ' stop-
ped for a second. ‘“Miss Margaret, 1
am 2afraid to tell you why I came.”

“Then don’t tell me,” said Margaret,
trying to’ force a smile. “It sounds
as if you had come for no good pur-
pose, my lord.”

He stood silent for a second, then
he flung himself at her feet, and lean-
!ng on his elbow, looked up at her
with the same eager wistfulness in
his handsome eyes. ;

“Yes, T will tell you,” he said; “I
came to see you!”

“To see me?” said Margaret, ﬂuéh-
ing. Then the straight brows came
together. ‘“Lord .Leyton, you should
rot have said that!” i

“Why should I not?” he demanded,
“if it's true—and it is | true! Miss

. Margaret, I have been the wretched-

est man in London these last two
days.”
“I doubt that,” said Margaret, quiet-
Iy, ard going on with her sketch.
“It’s the truth. If there was a man

- condemned to be hanged, 1'll wager

he wasn’t more wretched than I have
been,”

“Wicked i)‘eople are always wretch-
ed—or should be, my lord,” said Mar-
garet, coolly. i :
“And I am wicked.. Yes, I know,”
he said; “I am the vilest of the vile,
in your eyes. But it isn’t for what
I’ve done in the past that I'm so mis-
erable, it is for what I said to you in
the picture gallery the other morning.
Miss Margaret, I behaved like a brute!
I—I--said words that—that_  have
made me wish I were dead——"

Margaret, interrupting him. *“If you
are sorry there need be no more said
excepting that I forgive you, and will
torget them. 1 knew that you did not
mean them at the time.”

His face crimsoned and his eyes
grew almost fierce.

“Stop!” he said; *“I don’t say that.
I won't. I'm sorry I was r‘ough; I'm
sorry I behaved like a4 bear and blar-
ed and shouted, but I did mean what
i said, and mean it still.”

“I don’t care whether you meant it
or not, it is not of the least comse-
quence, Lord Leyton,” said Margaret,
and she put her pencil in its case, and
closed her sketch-block.

“Wait—do wait!” he exclaimed.
‘Don’t go yet. I have so much to say
to you.‘so much, and I don’t know how
to say it! Miss Margaret, 1 came
down on the chance of seeing you, and
all the way down I prepared a speeck,
but the sight of you so suddenly has
driven it all out of my head, and I can
think of nothing but three'words of
it, and—and those I dare not say.”

“I must go, my lord,” said Margar-
et, trying to speak calmly and indif-
ferently, but feeling her heart begin-
ning to throb and quiver under the
sound of his voice and the passionate
Tegard of his dark eyes.

“Wait—wait five minutes,” he im-
plored. “?:Iiss Margaret, don’t send
me back to London feeling that you
despise me. Don’t do that! I'm bad
enough as it is, but I shall be worse
if you do that.”

Margaret sank down on the stones
again, and listened with her eycs
guarded by their long lashes; but she
still could see his face.

He drew himself a little nearer.

“Miss Margaret, are you a witch?”

“A witch?” she faltered.

“Yes,” he said. “I think you must
be one, for you have bewitched me.”

“Lord Leyton——"

“Am I not bewitched?” he said, hold-
.»g out his hands appealingly; “isn’t
a man bewitched when he can only
think of one thing, day and night, and
can get no rest or sleep from think-
:ng of it? And that is how it is with
me; I can think of nothing but you.”

Meorgaret made a motion to get up,
but he laid his hand on the edge of
ner skirt imploringly.

“That is how it is with me,” he
went on. “I tell you the simple truth.
I—I have ncver felt like it before.
None of the women I ever met made
me fecel like this. What is it you have
done to me to steal the heart out of
my body? for I feel that it is gone—-
gone!” and he touched his breast with
his finger.

Margaret tried to smile, but there
is a tragedy In real passion which,
however wild the language, forbids
laughter, and Lord Leyton’s passion
was real.

“I see your taqe all day, I hear your
voice. I go over every word you said
to me—and some of them were hard
words!—and—and to-day I felf that I
inust get near to you, that I must
come down to Leyton if I died for it.
Do you believe what I say?”’

“I know that I should not listen to
y<u, my lord,” she said, in a. low
voice.

“Why not?” he .said. “It is true.

Miss Margaret, you have stolen my
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Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
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that it was a pleasure to do my house-
work. 1 felt contented and happy, and
now am the picture of health, and am
tempted to return to the stsge. We

on earth.”’—Mrs. H.
mﬁ? ox 85, Killingly, Conn.

heart; what is- there left to me? ¥
have come because I must, and now

i arr here I am no better for 1 feel
that I must tell you more, all that
there is to tell, even if you send me
away. But don’t do that if you can
help it, for Heaven’'s sake don’t do
that!” and she saw that his lips were
guivering. ‘“Margaret, you know
what I would say,” he went on, in the
low. thrilling tones of a young and
strong man’s passion. “I love you!”

Mcorgaret did not start, but a red
flusk rose and covered her.face, then
ieft it pale even to whiteness, and she
sat as if turned to stone.

“I love you! Dear, I love .ym‘x!_" !_1e
rmurmured.. Do you—will you not
believe me?”

She opened her lips, but he put up
his hand.

“No, don’t speak—not yet. I know
what you were going to say. You
were going to say that it is impossij-
ble, that we only met a few days ago,
that we are strangers. Yes, I know
that is what you would say. But it is
of no use to say that. Do you think
people can get to love by knowing
each other a certain number of
months—years? 'Margaret,- I think T
loved you when 1 saw you in the vil-
iage the first time; I know 1 loved
you when you sat by my side in the
garden and let me put the rose in
your dress! Only a few days ago!
Why, it seems years to me—it is
vears! Oh, Margaret, don’t be hard
and cruel, and you can be so hard, so
cruel! See here: I lay all my life at
your feet! It’s a bad lot, I know!
Why, I told you so, didn’t I1? But—
but I’'ll change all that! Yog shall
see! Let me go on loving you; let me
hope that, some day, you’ll try and
love me a little in return, and I'l}
turn over a new leaf! I can never be
worthy of you. Oh, ¥ know that. Why,
where is there a man in all the world
who could be worthy to  touch the
edge of your dress?” and as he spoke
ke raised her skirt to his lips, and far
from touching herself as his lips
were, she seemed to feel them. “But
every day, every hour, if you will Jet
me love you, I'll tell myself that I'm
of some consequen‘cg to someone in
the world, and that will keep me
gtraight! Margaret—" he paused and
crept a little nearer—‘“Margaret, yon
are an angel, and I am a—well, just
the other thing; but I ask you to be;
my guardian angel! Dear, if you knew
hcw I love you! I cannot get your
face from before my eyes;' every

heart! 1 am bewitched, bewitched!
And—and all I can say is, let me
love you all my life, and try and love
me a little!” : ’

Pale, trembling, Margaret listenad,
her:eyes downcast, her hands clasped
tightly in her lap.

It was all so new, so strange, so un-
expected that her heart throbbed and

treaty, seemed to penetrate to er
soul, and with it all a sense of inet-
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“You won’t speak to me?” he said,

with a quick sigh ihat was almost like

a sob. “I see how it is! I am not

fit; yes, I know! And I have offended

you worse than I'did the other morn-

ing. I—I am a fool, and 1 have de-

stroyed my oniy chance! I meant to

be so quiet and——angl gentle with you,

but I can’t teach myself to keep quiet

and soft-spoken when my heart is all

on ﬂx;e,"and I long to glasp you in my
arms and hear you tell me that you
love me! Margaret, my good angel'

Margaret, won't you say one little
word to me? Not to sehd‘ me away,
bat to tell me that, bad as I am, you.
will—well, think a little kindly of
me'”

: He had drawn himself still closer,
50 that his face almost touched the
lace of her sleeves, and she could see
the quiver of his lips under the thick
mustache.’

He -waited a moment, then his head
drooped.

“All right,” he said; “don’t speak.
I see how it is. : Nd. I'd rather you
drin’t speak. I might have knewn
that yvou wouldn’t listen to me, that
you wouldn’t give me any 'kind of
hope. . Good Lord, why should you?
Well, I'll take myself off; I'll get out
of your sight.” :

He had raised himself, but Margar-
‘et’s hand stole out and fell, light as a
feather, on his arm.

He seized it.as a man dying of thirst
in the desert seizes the cup of water
that will save him, and covered it with
hot passionate kisses.

“No, no!” she breathed, trying to
draw it away. “You—you have un-
nerved me, Lord Leyton!”

“Go on!” he said. “I can bear it
better if youy will let me Kkeep your
hand!” and he pressed it to his lips
again. “What are you going to say,
Margaret? Don’t be hard upon me.”

“Hard!—how can I be hard?’ she
faltered, and the tears came thickiy
into - her
anybody be hard, after such—such
things as you have said? But—but—
oh, my lord—isn’t it all a 'mistake?
You—you cannot love——it is impos-
sible!”

swset eyes. “How could

claimed almost triumphantly. “I said
it was impossible! But a starving
mar won't persuade himself that he
isn’t hungry by telling himself that
he had something to eat a week ago.
Margaret, I love you—I do love you!”
and he pressed hLer hand against his
Ireart, which throbbed passionately
under her fingers like an imprisoned
bird. “You know that it is true—do
you not?” &

“I_1 think it is true!” she faltered
in 211 modesty, in all honesty, . but
with a strdnge look in her face; “I
do not know! NoO one has ever spok-
en to me as you have spoken; no one
-—no one!”

“Thank God for it!” he exclaimed.
“I couldn’t bear to think that any
cther man had been before me, Mar-
garct! And will' you try——oh; my
dear. be good to me!—will you try
and love me——" /

She turned her eyes upon him with
a grave, touching appeal which ren-

mairdenly innocence and trustfulness.

“I-—I will try,” she murmured in so
iow a voice that it is wonderful that
he should have heard it.

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time fo time.

1628 — LADIES’ CORSET COVER
AND DRAWERS.

A popular easily and quickly made
corset cover is here shown, which
combines nicely with the comfortable
and equally simple style of drawers.
The models are good for.lawn, batiste,
all-over embroidery, dimity, crepe and
silk. The drawers are cut without
fulness at the waistline, and are
lengthened by a ruiffle that may be of
lace or embroidery or of the same
material as the body portions.

The Pattern for these two desirable
models is cut in 3 ‘sizes: Small, Me-
dium and Large. It requires 31% yards
for a Medium size, in 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or sta_mps.

« A DAINTY NIGHT DRESS.

1645—This pretty model is nice for
lawn, dimity, nainsook, crepe mull
or-flanelette. It is made in square
outline at the meck and with a bell-
shaped sleeve slashed prettily over
the arm. The gown may be made in
loose kimono effect, or shirred at
Empire waistline. :
The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes: Small,
Medium and Large. It requires 5%
yards of 36-inch material for a Med-
ium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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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.
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New Spring HATS
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HENRY BLAIR'S,

The Spring Hats are amongst the first of the
new- arrivals. The new modes are infinitely
varied in shape and style, so that no one need
anticipate the slightest difficulty in selecting a
Hat that is eminently suited to the personality
of the wearer.

Also would like to say that very modestly
priced Millinery will most certainly be a leading
feature of the Spring Season at

HENRY BLAIR'S

JUST ARRIVED
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A splendid variety of Suit-

ings. No two patterns

alike. These goods were

ordered before the big

jump in Woollens and our

Customers

can have the

advantage of
OLD PRICES

Our new style sheets for

Fall and Winter just to

hand.
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Furniture Store.

New Goods Arriving Daily

See our grand display of

~Bamboo, Wicker and Rattan Goods.

A splendid variety of TABLES, CHAIRS, BUFFETS and
CHINA CABINETS in Fumed and Quartered Oak. Everything
for the model home: BEDSTEADS, MATTRESSES & PILLOWS,
BUREAUS, WASHSTANDS and WARDROBES; EXTENSION,
CENTRE, BEDROOM, HALL and PARLOR TABLES, All of the

classiest design. - We invite inspection,

'CALLAHAN, GLASS & Co., Limited,

DUCKWORTH & GOWER STREETS.
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