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Siella _Mp[ﬂaunt:

The Cruise of the
“ Kingfisher.”
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

Lisle turned his head away for a
moment or two, until he could re-
cover from the blow which Fate had
dealt him. Only an hour ago and he
had been, if not sanguine, at least
hopeful, of winning this beautjful girl
whom he loved, and now there was
no hope left in his breast!

“I—I can walk quite well; I am
not hurt,” she faltered, with downcast
eyes, and that sense of regret almost
amounting to guilt which every true-
hearted woman feels after refusing
the proposal of a good and honorablc
His arm dropped to his side
horse

man.
and he went and cleared the
from the debris and led it - besid.
them. They were silent for a while
then he said:

“l want to say something, Stella—
Miss Mordaunt. It is the last time !
shall refer to—to my laove for- you-
and I would not speak of it again, fo?
1 see that it is quite hopeless.”
said Stelle
“If I hac
guessed! 1

“I am sorry—sorry!”
with something like a sob.
known! But I never
anyone had told me that you—yo:
cared for me, I should not have be-
lieved it; I should have—yes, laugh
ed at them! Oh! don’'t you believ:
Think of it, Lord Lisle! Yo
are an English nobleman, and I am-
only a waif, a nobody, quite beneatl
you.” :

“What has that to do with it?” hec
said, ruefully, and with an uncon-
“You are to me th
most lovely and lovable of women
you are—but I have promised not tc

me?

scious irony.

speak of my feelings again, and I wil

not. I know you too well.”

“You have known me only a fe:
weeks,” said Stella, her misery ai
most swallowed up by her amazemern
at this sudden love of his.

“A few weeks, a few months, a fev
years, it is all one and the same t«
me,” he said, gravely, and with ki
eyes bent on the ground, as if he
could not trust himself to look uponr
her face. “Some love may need tim-
to germinate; mine sprang full-grow;
within the first hour - of my seeing
you; it was love at first sight;  but
Stella, I am breaking my promise!'
What I want o say is that I know
you too well to cherish any hope o
your changing your mind—"

“No, I—I could not chdnge,”
poor Stella, white
troubled.

He nodded, and his lips twitche:
as if with a spasm of physical pain.

sai

her face an

“I am not so foolish as to cherisl
any such hepe,” he said. “But I wan.
to tell you that I will never, by word
or look, remind you of—of my love
for you. You need not be afraid tha:

I shall harass you, that I shall caus:

not because it is
Made in Canada,
but because it is
the equal of coffee
made in any
Quaality
First!

HEADACHE

T miserable feeling
is due to impure
blood resulting from

N winter’s indoor living.
Dyspepsia, Liver Con.:puint.
Jaundice and Constipation come
from impurities in the blood. There’s
one remedy—tried, tested, and found
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you pain by a display of my own dis-
appointment.”

She looked at him through a mist o
sudden tears.

“] know that you will be all that is
kind and considerate, that you could
not be otherwise, Lord Lisle,” ghc
said. “‘Oh, if you knew how bitterly
i1 feel my own unworthiness, that 1
feel ungrateful and hard-hearted and
callous.”

“No, no!” he said, quickly, and with
something like self-reproach. “You
must not say, must not think that!
It was no fault of yours, Stella; you
cannot help being what you are. It is
my Fate!” the cry broke from hiny,
not loudly, but with a mingling of in-
voluntary bitterness and despair
which went straight to Stella’s heart,
and she covered her face with her
hands..

“Now I have made you cry,” he
said, remorsefully. “What a brute,
what a selfish brute I am. Pleas:
lon’t! There isn’t a man in the world
worth your tears, Stella; not one, be
lieve me! And—and for Heaven's
sake, don’t permit yourself to think
that you are in any way to blame,
because you are not, not in the very
least. We won’'t say another
about it, not a word. Are you sure
you are not hurt?’ he broke off sud-
denly and with anxiety; for he fan-
cied she had limped a little as they
climbed the hill.

“No, no!” she said, almost impa-

WOrad

tiently, “I am not in the least hurt
and if T had been I should have de
Look at the damage I have
done in my ignorance!”

She was thinking for the moment
of the ruined dog-cart; but it will be
pardoned Lisle if he applied her
words to his ,own half-broken heart.

“Not a word of self-reproach,
please! he said. “It was all my fault.
Here is the house— Hallo, Cis! Its
all right!” he called out as cheerily
as he could in answer to the alarmed

served it.

question which sprang to Cecilia’s
lips as she came to the door to meei
them:

“Why are you walking, and wher2
is the dog-cart?”

“We’ve had a spill,” he said, forcing
a2 laugh. “Shied at a hare runnirg
across the path; off wheel caught in
trunk of tree, and out we came. I'm
thankful to say Miss Mordaunt is not
hurt, but she has had a shock, and
I'm going to insist upon her taking a
glass of wine before she goes up-
stairs to dress.”

Cecilia was full of tender anxiety
on Stella’s account; but Stella,
though pale, declared that there was
not the least thing the matter with
her. | But her hand shook as she took
the wine from Lisle, and Lady Cecil}a
insisted upon her drinking it quickly
and going upstairs at once to rest.
When Stella had gone, Cecilia

| turned to her brother.

“What has happened?”’ she asked.
with thp quick intuition _ of
strange sympathy which existed be-
tween them.

He did not blink the question.

. “I told her,” he said, simply, “and
she has said ‘No.””

“Cecil!”

‘She stretched out her hand to him

he

‘| as if she shared the pain with which

his heart ached.
“It’s all right, Cis!” he  said, al-
most as if it were she who needed

‘sympathy. “I had no right to think |

1 should win her. All along I have
felt that I was going to fail; just as
I felt that day I rode in the Point
to Point. It is.a strange feeling, and

there is no accounting for it; ,but]

as if I never should!” he added, rue-
fully. . “But, Cis, there is one thing
you and I have got to do.”

“Yes?”’ she asked, sorrowfully. °‘If
there were only somethiné I could do
or say!” 2

“To help me? There isn’t. The
rest is silence, as Hamlet says; but,
Cis, we have to think of her. This—
this refusal must make no difference
between us and Stella; you will not
let it, will you Cis? I rely on you!
I know how she is feeling at this very
moment. She spoke of ingratitude--—
as if it wére her duty to love me be-
cause we had rescued and helped her,
poor girl—and she will feel that she

She will need all your ten-
consideration; and 1
You will b

you, too.
derness and
know she will have it.

ah, but you will for your own, for !
know that you love her, Cis!”

share your disappointment—my poc
Cecil!”

“Then share my care of her!” hc
said, quietly but earnestly. “Per
haps it will be better not to let he
know that I*“have told you. Le
things go on just as usual. I'm no
going to wear the willow; she shal
see that I can bear my fate like ¢
man, and that if I cannot have he
her friendship. Better keep awa;
want to be alone, I fancy. Yes; w.
came a complete spill, and for ths
moment I thought she Wwas hurt; th:
shock made her faint, and—and-—i
was while I held her in my arms tha
I lost control of myself and told her.’
Then, for a moment, he broke down
“Oh, my God!
the rest of my life!” he cried in a low
hoarse vpice.

what shall' I do witl

When Stella had got to her roon
she threw herself down beside th«
bed and hid her face in her hands
Lord Lisle’s declaration had come sc
suddenly, so unexpectedly that sh«
was still confused and unnerved b;
it. But presently she began to realiz:
all'that it meant.
trouble and sorrow to ‘the brothe.
and sister who had rescued and be
friended her; all unwittingly she ha«
returned evil for good; and the ver:
sight of her must ‘be painful not onl;
to Lord Lisle, but to Lady Cecilia.

She rose, her face pale and set, he.
nind possessed of a sudden resolu
tion. It was impossible for her t¢
remain at the Abbey; she must go a
once. Notwithstanding her few week:
of civilisation—or perhaps becaus¢
they were so few—Stella was still th¢
impulsive child of the island;
her old habit of carrying out a resolu
tion at once had been strengthene«
by the influence of Rath, to whom t«
conceive an idea and act on it wer«
as second nature.

She felt as if she could not mee
the sadness in Lord Lisle’s eyes, th¢
pain which would be there and i
Cecilia’s, try as they might to concea
it from her. She had learnt some
thing of love’s anguish—for was she
not separated from Rath?—and sk«
knew that though Lord Lisle had tol
her that he would never address an
other word of love to her, that he.
presence would be a cause of distres:
to him,

“No, I must go!” she said to her:
self; and she paced up and down i1
a tumult of emotion; but presentls
she felt a slight pain in her ankle
and sank into a chair. But it wa:
oniy to rise again and begin to
change her dress for the plain. blue
serge which Lady Cecilia had lent her
on board the “Kingfisher.”

“I must take her clothes. I must
even take the money they have Jent
me,” she said to herself, with a chok-
ing sensation in her throat. “It
would only give them more pain if I
left the house penniless. But some

It is wise to get rid quickly of
ailments of the organs of diges-
tion—of headache, languor, de-
pression of ‘spirits—the troubles

anc

“Yes,” she said in a low voice. i

has brought trouble on me—and o

very gentle with her, for my sake--

love I am willing to be content witl

from her for a little while; she wil.

She had brought

| There! go away and leave me. And
(| be sure you don’t let anyone—pind,
- |anyone!—come to me

sometimes I feel it strongly. o:" day T will pay it back; but I can
course I've had a bad fall, it is a reg- never undo the harm I have wrought, )
ular crumpler; but I shall get over never atone for the pain I have caus-
it, though just at this moment I fee! | ed them. Oh, why couldn’t I gay

‘Yes’? He is good and noble in more
than rank, and—he loves me! But I
could not!”—she stretched out her:
arms to her reflection in the glass—
“I could not!”

" While her trembling fingers were
fastening the dress, there came a
knock at the door, and Susy’s voice
asking is she could come in.
Stella went to the door;
sight of her white face and swollen
eyes—for half unconsciously Stella
had been crying—the girl uttered a
cry of dismay. Stella drew her into
the room and shut the door quickly.

heard that there had been an acci-
dent. Are you hurt?” exclaimed Susy
all in a flutter of anxiety and\alarn:,
for Stella’s sympathy with the giri's
love trouble had won her heart.

“Yes; I upset the dog-cart, and
Lord Lisle and I were turhed out; but
no one is hurt, Susy.”

“Oh, are you sure, miss?
so white.”

“I am quite sure I am not hurt; but

You look

I have been shaken, and I've a bad
headache, Susy, and I don’t think I'll
come down again this evening.”
“No, no, miss,” said Susy, full of
affectionate pity and sympathy. “I'll
tell her ladyship, and I'll bring you
up something. You’ll go to bed at
once, miss, won't you?”
I'm a bad
one to go to bed unless I'm obligeq,

“Yes, perhaps; I'll see.

Susy,” said Stella, colouring, for her
heart reproached her for deceiving
this girl. “You shall bring me up a
cup of tea in—yes, in half an hour's
time.”

“Yes, miss,” assented Susy, eager-
ly; “and you’ll try to go to sleep? I'li
take care you're not disturbed.”

Stella turned away. The girl was,
all unconsciously, helping her in the
plan which was forming in her mind.

the inlaid writing-table—the daintiest
in the house, and chosen for her by
Lord Lisle himself—and hastily wrote
a few lines.

She wrote and re-wrote them; it
was < so ‘difficult, such heart-breaking
work, to say a farewell which should
not seem callous and ungrdteful! But
at last, though unsatisfied with it, she
enclosed the following note in an cn-
velope and addressed it to Lady Ce-
cilia:

“Dear Lady Cecilia,—I am leaving
the Abbey becauée—-ah, decause I
must go! To stay would only make
you and Lord Lisle sad and unhap-
py. I am very wretched, and all the
more so because I cannot tell you
how grateful I am to you for all your
goodness to me. I know you will not
feel sorry for having picked me up
on the sea that day, but just now,
while I am writing this, I could al-
most wish that you had left me to

OR.DeVAN'S FEMALE PILLS 2sip!

medicine for all Female Complaint $5 a bos
r three for $10, at drug stores. Mailed toan:
sddress on receipt of price. THE ScoBELL DruU«
2o., St. Catharines, Ontario.

PHOSPHONOL FOR MEN 25asiy
‘or Nerve ana Brain;increases ‘‘grey matter’

4 Tonic -will buiid you up. $3a box, ortwo fo
15, at drug stores, or by mail on receipt of price
TER SCOBRLL DRUG Co.. §t. Catbarines Ootar-

A

perish. I can only wish you good-
bye with all my love and gratitude.
and I beg and pray that you will let
me go, and will not attempt to follow
me or persuade me to return. I could
not come pack. Tell Lord Lisle—no,
there is no need to tell him; he will
understand that I shall never cease to
think of his goodness and- nobleness
“Stella.”

Susy brought up the tea, just as
Stella” had finished this, as she déent-
ed it, poor and inadequate letter of
farewell.

* “Shall 1 help you undress, miss‘”
asked 'Susy, anxiously. “Let mne
bathe your head with eau-de-Cologne.
I will sit by you, miss, until you go to |
sleep.” !
Stella forqed a laugh, and taking
the girl by the shoulders,
pushed her towards the door. i

“You silly girl!” she said. “I am

‘Jall right, shall . be all right when— -

when I have rested!” Then she al-
most broke down, and half hysterical-
ly drew the girl towards her and
kissed her. “Susy, you are a tender-|
hearted little thing! I don’t wonder
at Tom falling in love with _you.

till the morn-
7 x

FoR

and at

“Oh, miss! what is the matter? I A

Directly shé had gone, Stella went to :
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GROVE HILL BULLETIN

THIS WEEK.
The following Cabbage Plants are now ready for
delivery:

Henderson’s Succession, Early Jersey Wakefield,
Early Stamp, Winningstadt, Charleston Wakefield,
Early Express, Savoy, First Best. :

Price 80c. a hundred; $7 a thousand.
Cauliflower, Early Dwarf, King of Caulifiowers, Purity,
each $1 a hundred.
Brussels Sprouts, $1 a hundred.

J. McNEIL, Waterford Bridge Rd.

 Maysl,6i 'PHONE 247.

Shoes !

MARK
MEANS QUALITY

For Ladies and Gentlemen. Unequalled for Style,
Fit and Wear.

New Ladies’ WHITE HIOUSE SHOE styles just in.
concave heel. - The smart military shoe.

The WHITE HOUSE SHOE for Men—We are now showing
the latest styles in these Shoes. Double wear in each pair.

BUSTER BROWN BLUE RIBBON SHOES for Boys and Girls.

F. SMALLWOOD,

THE HOME OF GOOD SHOES,

P.S.—We attach Live O’Sullivan Rubber Heels to all White
House Shoes for #0 cents.

The new
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‘Black Oats.

\

[~

- To-Day ex “Bruce” and Railroad, at
LOWEST PRICES,
One Carload, 1200 Bushels, P.EL

Black Oats.
F. MeNAMARA, Queen St eet.
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- WHOLESALE DRY GOODS!

We are showing at lowest prices
DRESS CLOTHS, VENETIANS, POPLINS, TWEEDS,
FANCIES and COTTON CASH YMERE,
FRENCH CANVAS, EMBROIDERIES,
SWEATER COATS, LADIES’ UNDERWEAR,
MEN’S NEGLIGEE SHIRTS, HOSIERY,
COTTON BLANKETS and POUND GOODS of all kinds

GARNEAU, Limited.

P. O. Box 36. 104 New Gower St.
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ORGANS !
All stock removed to our new Business Premises, =
282 DUCKV!OB:TH STREET. :

We Can Quote

the same low prices for the same good instruments sold by us
for 20 years:back.

e P S S T R T T R e

W T received a large supply, which
ﬁl‘»l_.t the lower pi'!ep of S0e.

The Home Dressmaker sh;um
a Caialogue Serap Book of our Pat.
tern Cuts. These will be found

useful to refer to from time to time,

B
1326.—A STYLISH COMFORTABLg
MODEL.

| Bathing Suit for Ladies’ and Misse
(With Bloomers and Cap.)

| Poplin, brilliantine, alpaca, serg,
| flannel, taffeta and linen may be ysed
| for this model. The dress is cpt
| with skirt and waist portion in one
and has side extensions forming
| sleeve caps over the arm. The bloom-
ers may be omitted, and equestrian
| tights worn with the suit. The cap,
{ may be of oil silk, cloth, or materisl
| to go with the suit. The Pattern is
| cut in 3 sizes: 14, 16, and 18 years for
| Misses, and in 5 sizes: 36, 38, 40, #
|and 44 inches bust measure for
| Ladies. It will require 45 yards of
{ 36 inch material for a 16 year sin
{ for the suit with bloomers, and 54§
yards for a 36 inch size. The ¢
| will require 3 yard of 27 inch ms
{ terial for either size.

| A pattern of this illustration mail§
{to any address on receipt of 10c. i

| silver or stamps.

1313—A CHARMING WAIST MODEL

|
;.
|

Ladies’ Waist, with or without Bol-
ero, with Sleeve in Either of TW0
Lengths, and with Two Styles of

]‘ Collar.

|

As here shown, brocaded silk Was
used for the bolero, with poplin for
{ the waist and inserts. This style I8
| lovely for other combinations of ma-
terials, and nice for iinen, lawn, voilé
{all over, net and embroidery. It s
| pretty in crepe, with bolero of em"
| broidery or silk.. The Pattern is cut
lin 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and #
{inches bust measure. It requires 2%
yards of 36*inch materials for the
| waist, and 7% yard for the bolero, for
a 36 inch siz ’
{ A pattern $ this illustration mail-
| ed to any address on receipt of 10c. if
| silver or stamps.
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illu#
tration and send with the coupo™

L | carefully filled out. The pattern cad

not reach you in less than 15 dav%
Price 10c. each, in cash, postal nO%
or stamps. Address: Telegram Pat-
tern Department.
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“Prussianism,”

By NORMAN ANGEL.

3] | Author of that most remarkable '0'2

entitled “The Great Illusion,” I8

@ | book on the German military ‘Y'tﬁ

that every thoughtful person

ve Jt
read and read again. We lm“.“.
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2 on the holiday,

'TINNED ME.
All leading bra
including

Lunch Tongue,
Ox Tongue,
Corned . Beef,
Roast Beef,
Boned Chicken,
Collops,

Vienna Sausage.
Oxford Sausage.

‘Beefsteak and Onf{
" Ox Tongue in Gl

Bacon in Glass.

Tinned-Soups, etc.

CIGARS.

Bock, Avec, Vous,
L.a Belleza, and o1
famous Jamaiea.

Everything to make
worry of daily
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