THE EVENING ¥ELEGRAM,

lHIy”““Ihn

.nl!|””"”

A Child of
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CHAPTER XXIIL

All eyes went to Heroncourt—even |

Maida's; hers rested on his face wiih
an expression not to be described. 1ie
was very white and his brows were
drawn. He put out his hand arild
took hers and held it

full of love ar

firmly, his eyes
1d tenderness, of admira-
tion, even of worship. He had never
“loved her better than at that moment,
she seemed almost divine to him;
and his unworthiness to claim so no-

as his own, weighed

on is quite right,” he

> with every word she

money must be re-

have appealed to me—
ponse.”

glared, and, for

n his professional life,

ound himself for the moment inca-

f speech; then he burst forth |

gry indignation:
“Do yon know what yeu are saying,

you aid and

the | s it not?>—for we must part!

burn strode forward as she had fin-
ished it.

“What is this?” he demanded, tak-
ing up the paper. *“Why—why, are
you aware that by this you have giv-
en up the whole of your fortune to
this man?”

He was almost purple with rage
and indignation, and he was about to
tear the paper across; but Maida took
it gently but swiftly from him, and
held it out to Heroncourt.

His hand closed over it, and he
looked at the lawyer calmly.

“The thing is done, sir,” he said.

A cry arose—it was almost a
scream from Lady Glassbury—Maida
swayed unsteadily and sought a chair
for support, and Heroncourt drew her
arm within his, and, supporting her,
took her from the room.

“Maida! Dearest! What can I say
to you? How can I tell you how I
admire, love, revere you?”

She drew her arm from his, cover-
ed her eyes withh her hands; then her
arms fell to her sides, and she look-
ed at him.

“Good-bye!” broke from her quiv-
ering lips.

“Good-bye?’ he echoed, startled,
and yet with a sharp pang of fore-
boding. “Why good-bye, dearest?”

She held out her hands to him, then
drew them back, drew them from his
swift grasp.

“Because—because it must be
‘Good-bye,”” she faltered, striving to
drive back the sobs, the tears that

blinded her. “It is good-bye forever,

1

CHAPTER XXIII.
“We must part!”
Heroncourt looked at her with ten-
der pity in his eyes. The excitement

of the scene was still strong upon

ng hdy, this poor girl, |

grief, to make over her

fortune to

“I do,” said Heroncourt.

A faint cry like a long-drawn |

breath rose from the listeners.

“Oh, you do!
like me to sit down, m
I, and draw -up a deed of gift this
very moment?”

Heroncourt i[l'::lili"il his head.

I should,” he said.

“Yes!” broke from Maida’s white

M

would!” exclaimed M

1 permit me to tell you, |

vou are talking rank

ind that I decline to have

ich an in

course of my pro-

career

went to him and laid a

houlder.
e, don’t you under-
id, in a low voice. “Ifi
yvou do not do it, if you refuse
ad by her to carry out her wishes,
will get someone else?”
“Then let her!” retorted Mr. Co-
burn. “It's sheer madness. Where is

the man? He was here just now.”

He swept the room with his pince-
nez for the insignificant cause of all
this trouble, but the shrinking little

figure was not to be seen.
“He has gone. I must see him. I

must take counsel’s opinion. I tell
vou frankly, Lord Heroncourt, that I
shall do everything in my power to
top this insane idea of my client;
or, remember, she is my client!”
Maida uttered a faint ery; the col-
v stole to her face and her eyes
glowed. Drawing Carrie with her,
he went to the table, and, while they
all watched her in amazement, she

wrote something on a sheet of fools-

she whispered to Carrie.

‘arrie put her signature—a shaky

I suppose you would |

y partnef and

sane proceed-

to q you; no one shall worry you again to-]

them; naturally he felt confused; and
{ he did not fully take in the meaning
| of her words. He may have thought

itl.\l she was half hysterical with the
jst ess and strain of the ordeal she
| had just gone through.

“Part, dearest,” he said, with some-
thing almost like a smile. “Do you
mean that I must go now?”

“Yes—and forever!” she respond-

hand going up to her lips as if to
steady them. “Ah, don’t you see,
don’t you understand? I have seen, I
have known it ever since I knew the

truth. I knew that all must be over

{
!
[
|
1
1’(:1. with a catch in her voice, her
|
| st
!

‘l.tl\'. en us.”

| His face paled, his brows came
down as was their wont when he was
| angry or much moved.

“Can you know what you are say-
+ing?” he said, in a low voice. “Do
’\uu realise— We will not say any
lvnmu now, dearest. You shall go and
rest. Try and get some sleep. You

‘\ yant to be alone; I will not worry

night. To-morrow I will come and
take you for a drive.”

“Not to-morrow, not ever again,”
she said, again calmly, but with de-
finite sadness. “I know what I am
saying, Byrne; I have been saying it
to myself so often. It is so strange to
me that you do not understand, do
not see. But, no; you are too noble,
too unselfish—"

“Never mind my nobility and un-
selfishness, dearest,” he said, with a
smile that was meant to soothe and
calm her. “Just tell me exactly what
you mean, what is it that is troubling
you, that sweet heart of yours, that
dear little head—I haven’t told you
yet how nobly you have behaved,
how grandly. Such a self-sacrifice as
you—and Carrie, God bless her!—
have made, is one of those things that
make oﬁe think better of poor hu-
manity. I love and revere you for it,
my queen!”

ible signature—and Mr. Co-

“Yes; it has cost a great deal,” she

“We never have coffee at
our house, because I can’t
make good coffee”

Have you ever started right

—with Chase

“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE?

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whob—gtound;pulvulzcd——dlo
fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk. 188

_GHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.
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me to give you up.
discard the title, change my name,

face the inevitable.
me to do so.
I want help so badly,” she sighed,
piteously.

You wonder

1s so delicious.

If you could see the choice
oriental’ fruits and spices
being blended with Pure
Malt Vinegar to make H.P.

you would know.

Just a few drops of
H.P.—it makes the
meal so enjoyable.

said. “Once or twice I was tempted
—when I thought of the cost, of all
that it meant to me—I was tempted—
But I could not have done: otherwise:
you know that. Now I am going to
pay the cost. I have got to say good-
bye, got to part with you.”

Her hands rested on his shoulders
for a moment, but she drew them
away swiftly ere he could take them.
He did not interrupt her, but stood
looking down into her eyes with a
dreadful foreboding.

“Don’t you see, Byrne, that now we
have lost the money, now I am poor
again, we—we can’t be married?”

He started and bit his lip; but still
he said nothing: he knew it was bei-
ter to let her speak from the fulness
of her heart.

“You cannot marry anyone who is
—poor,” she went on, her eyes meet-
ing his with a piteous kind of grav-
ity, her hands clasped tightly. “You
yourself are poor; you want the mon-
ey, you must have it. Oh, I under-
stand it all so well! How often have
I heard it. And I know it is true.
Why, even I see that it is impossible
that you should marry anyone unless
And I am

poor now, and I must give you up—

she were rich, very rich.

Ah, do not look at me so! You know
what it costs me, you know that I
love you, that I shall love you until I
die—but I can never marry you.”
His heart grew cold as ice. Her
very confession of love for him was
evidence of her resolution, of that de-
termination, that power of will, which
characterized her. He began to shake
a little, for his love was as great as
hers, and, being a man, more passion-
ate and less capable of reasoning.
“This is madness, Maida!” broke
from him at last, almost sternly.
“Ah, no! it is not madness,” she
said, with a sigh. “It is sanity, the
sanity of this workaday world. I
should be mad if I did not say what I
say, if I were to falter for one mo-
ment with the truth, with the awful
fact—for it is awful to me—and yet
I have to face it!”
“And I?” he said.
yourself only.”

“You speak for

“Ah, no, no!” she broke in with
piteous entreaty in her voice and her
eyes. “I am thinking of you, and
only of you. I am speaking for both
of us. I know that you would not
have done so—"

“And you are quite right,” he said,
passionately. “Nothing shall induce
I would rather

leave England, or stay and work here
on the estate as a laborer, than re-
sign you!”

The warm blood rushed to her face,

she gripped the bosom of her .black
dress to keep her hands from going
round his neck.

“Ah, it is you who are mad!” she

said. “But you have not had time to
think yet, to face the truth.
not come so suddenly to me.

It has
I have

known it since—since the night my
father died.
to gain courage, to brace myself to

I have had time to think,

You must help
Ah! you will help me?

“I will not help you,” he said. “I

will never give you up. Let all else
go__l’

“All!"' she said. “Oh, don’t you rea-

lise what all that ‘all’ means? To
give up your place in the world—so
high a one—all its privileges, all its
duties and responsibilities.

To leave

your people, to desert them—oh, it

would be like a soldier deserting be-
fore the enemy! Yon could not do
it! - Do you think T would let you, or
that I should be happy if I could
bring myself to let you? Every mo-
ment of the day my happiness would
be turned to gall by the thought that
I had ruined your life, that I had per-
mitted you to sacrifice it for—a wo-
man.” ;
“The woman I love!” he broke out,
almost fiercely. “The woman - who
loves me!”

“Yes, too well to wreck your life.
But I cannot talk more.” She drew
her hand across her brow. “I am so
tired—so tired!”
“To-morrow?” he pleaded, almost
commanded.

She shook her head.

“No, not again, not to-morrow, nor
ever. I could not bear it—do you
not see what it costs me to part with
you once? Could I go on parting
with you? I love you, but I pray that
we may never meet again.”

He uttered an inarticulate cry, and
tried to take her hand; she drew it
away from him at first, then placed
it, with a gesture of renunciation, in
his.

“Our paths separate from now. We
shall both suffer; you only for a
time—I hope and pray: it shall be my
constant prayer. You must try and
forget me—"

“Forget you! My God!” broke from
him.

“Try and think of me as if I had
died,” she said. “Help me to bear
the heavy cross which is laid on me.
I ask you to do this, knowing that
you love me. Look in my eyes,
Byrne, and realise that my resolu-
tion is unbreakable. My love for you
will keep me firm. Your future hap-
piness is dearer to me than life itself,
and nothing, nothing even you can
say, will tempt me to wreck it. Go
now. I—I cannot bear any more. Ah,
go!” -4

“You ask too much,” he - said,
hoarsely. “But I will go now—this
must be torture for you: it is for me,
and I judge you by myself. Go and
rest; but undegstand that I do not
yvield to you; t!{}\t I will not give you
up.” 1

“I know,” she said. “It is I who
give you up—because I must. This
must be our last meeting—I could not
bear to go over it all again—nothing
would make me swerve from my re-
$olution. Good-bye! Ah, you will
go now!”

With something between a groan
and a moan he qrew her towards him
—and crushed her against his breast.
She suffered the passionate caress
suffered it because she knew that it
was the last—and her head sank on
his shoulder and her lips formed a
kiss against the insentient cloth,
while his kisses fell on her face. At
last she gently, but firmly, withdrew
from his arms, and, catching at the

balustrade as she went, ascended the
stairs.

(To be Continued.)
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Wholesale Indents promptly execu-
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit-

ifsh and Continental goods, including
Books and Stationery,

Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries,
China, Earthenware and Glassware,
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories
Drapery, Millinery and Plece Goods,
Fancy Goods and Perfumery,
Hardware, Machinery and Metals,
Jewellery, Plate and Watches,
Photographic and Optical Goods,
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores,
etc., ete.
Commission 21 p.c. to § p.e.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand.
Sample Cases from $50 upwards.
Consignments of Produce Sold oz
Accounnt.

WILLIAM WILSON & SONS

{Sstablished 1814.)

25, Abehurch Lame, London, E.C.
Cable Address- “Amnualra Taonden’

The Newfoundland
Year Book.

This book needs no introduction in
Newfoundland; it is indispensable to
the business man as well as the pri-
vate library. You cannot afford to be
without one. Only 40c.; 2c. extra for

postage.

GARLAND’S Bookstores
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Anmher New Shipment

SO

- Salmon Flies
in Single and Double Hooks, all sizes, comprising :
Silver Doctor, Joék Scott, Dusty Miller, Black Dose,
Duke of Edinburgh, Dashwood Parmach |
Dunkeld Mitchell, Thunder and Lightning,
‘Wilkinson, Black Doctor, Blue Doctor, Fairy
Parson, Clement Belle, Bulldog Butcher.

,:ﬁ, Also a tull line of
Ordinary Trout Flies from 30c. fo $3.60 doz.

e all of the very best quality, and any infor-
mation regardifig the proper one to use will be gladly given.

MARTIN ROYAL STORES HARDWARE GO, Ltd.

(Successors to Martin Hardware Co. & Royal Stores Hardware)
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$8.50 BoY§’ SUITS for $5.3

in all sizes

At the above great reduction we are offering a large
quantity of Boys’ Smart American Suits.

These Suits were originally $6.50 to $8.50 values.
and every Suit is offered at the uniform price of $5.50.
This is an exceptional chance for parents who have
boys aged from 2145 to 10 years. Doesn’t your boy
1eced a new suit?

In snappy belted and semi-military styles, made
with detachable White Pique Collars, these Suits can
be bought in Navy Serge, Black and White Check,
Grey—in several tones, Brown Cloth and Corduroy.

We shall feature an attractive special each week-
end which will make it well worth your while to watch
our advertisements.

Always watch our
Western window,
it corresponds
with our advertise-
ment each week.

EFSTABL/S

Rainbow
Flour

Extraordinarily Good.

Messages Received
Previous te 9 A. M.

ARRANGEMENTS MADE FOR
TRANSFER OF PASSENGERS.
NEW YORK, July 16.
Arrangements have been made to
transfer the passengers of the Kris-
tianiafjord to the Swedish-American
liner Stockholm, which will take
them on board at St. John’s and car-
ry them to their destination, it was
announced by the officials of the
Swedish-American Line. The Stock-
holm left here last February for Swe
den, but was detained at Halifax by
the British authorities and has been
there ever since. It was said tha
arrangemeitts had been made witl
the British Governmerit by which she
can complete the Kristianiafjord's
voyage.

FRENCH WIN POSITIONS.
Grand Headquarters of the French
Army in France, July 16 (Associated
Press.)—A double victory was won
by the French last night among the
clump of hills known as the Moron-
villiers Massif, to the west of Rheims
as a result of well-conceived pl
and brilliantly executed tactics.
German prisoners taken
several hundred, the exact total nof
being computed when the corres-
pondent left the battlefield. Great
significance is attached to the ground
captured, which, although small in
extent, possesses immense
ance, as the ‘Germans, by having it
snatched from them st the only
maining observatories in this region,
and will thus be greatly hindered in
future operations. The 1
consists of five heights, Carnillet,
Mont Blond, Mont Haute, the Casque,
and the Teton. Before to-night's fig
the French held all the crests, but t
saddles between Mont Blond an
Mont Haute and the Casque and the
Teton were occupied by the Germans,
who were able to watch French move-
ments from these points of vantage
The correspondent observed the artil
lery preparation and the actual bat-
tle from a point whence the entire
¢lump could be observed, and the
progress of the troops could be view- |
ed. Unceasingly, hour after hour, the [
guns belched forth shells, but little
noise could be heard on the French

numberec

import-

side in consequence of the direction g
of the wind. All around the ground
was peppered, and the immense clouds
of various colored smoke and crasl
ing of explosives told of the heav
ness of the bombardment Tl
Fra:nv]l knew that fronting them la)
strong German forces, for three di
visions had been recognized, the 19t
Hanoverian, the Tth Prussian and the
23rd. The French infantry attack
at the extremities of the Moronvillier
clump on the two saddles began at
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Due on Thursday, July 12, 17,
from New York:
N. Y. CHICKEN.

N. Y. CORNED BEEF.
FRESH EGGS.
CAL. ORANGES.

BANANAS.
CAL. LEMONS.
CHERRIES.
TABLE PLUMS.
GRAPE FRUIT.
CANTALOUPES.
TOMATOES.
CUCUMBERS.
NEW CABBAGE.
BERMUDA ONIONS.

PURITY
BUTTER,

2 1b. prints
Fresh stock just in.
is cheaper this week.
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Selected Eating Potatoes, 15c.
gallon.

Strawberry Jam, 1 1b. glass.

’\larmalado, 1 Ib. glass.

Blueberries, 15c. tin.

Kingan’s Bacon, 3 1b. pieces, 45¢.
1b.

Pork & Beaus, 3's, 25¢.

Tomatoes, 3’s, 20¢.

Bird‘s lce Cream: Powder, -15¢.

e e

St~ room o

-

Sae

T

ckage. &
1 lb. Corn Flour, 25c. pke.
Shredded Wheat Biscuits, 16c.
package.

NESTLE’S FOOD.
BENGER'S FOOD.
ALLENBURY'S FO0OD.
NEAVE’S FOOD.

.J. EDEN

Duckworth Street and
Rawlins’ Cross.




