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man from doing his best work.

J. B. ORR COMPANY, Limited, St. John’s,
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New Romeo
and Juliet.

CHAPTER XXX.

IN THE TOILS.

“Come, come, we had enough hard
names last night! If I am a fiend, as
you call it, don’t you be a fool. Why,
my :good &ir, you have got everything
you wanted, and, like & spoilt child,
your are still dissatisfied, and want to
quarrel with'the person who has been
your best friend. What, give up charm-
ing Doris Marlowe! Tut, tut, you
couddn’t do it; now, eould you?”

Percy Levant turned his head aside,
and ‘Sopiething like a groan escaped
his_compressed lips.

“No, you couldn’t. And therefore I
say-that-the sooner the marriage takes
place, and youa have got for your bride
the beautiful young creature with
whom you are so madly in love, the
better. ‘A bird in the hand,’ and ‘There
is many a slip,’ etc. You know the two
old, but exquisitely true, proverbs, I
d&i’esay. Get the marriage over, my
dép.r Percyl”

-:‘;‘You speak cf a marriage, and we
were -engaged only last night!” he
said after & pause. “Do you think she
wn'uld consent? How little you know
her. Perhaps you think”—with a bit-
ter smile—“that she is as madly in
love with me as I am with her!”

Spenser Churchill shook his head.

“No, my dear fellow, I don’t think
anything of the kind. I think I can
understand why Miss Doris has pro-
mised to marry you. But if she doesn’t
love you now, she will do so. Oh, yes,
women love

believe me. with most
comes after marriage!”

A light shone in the dark eyes for a
moment, then faded out again, and
left the handsome face grave a.xid
moody. - 3

“I think she will consent—in fact, I
am sure she will.” He leaned forward
on his elbow, and whispered the en-
suing words insidiously, “She must be
made to!” )

“Made to?”

“Yes. Tut, tut, don’'t look so black.
Moral force, not physical, my dear/r
Percy, is what I mean. Listen to me, ¥
think you will admit that, up to now,
my judgment has been pretty correct,
and that I didn’t start you on a wild-
goose chase that morning in 8Soho,

_Avhen I offered to give you a beautiful

wife and make your fortune. Eh, my

dear Percy? Well, I'll finish what I
began, and here is my little plan. Do
you know Pescia?’

Peréy Levant nodded.

"A"charmlng little place, my dear
Percy. So quiet and secluded, and so
much healthier than Florence. Now,
if I were a medical man I should say
that Miss Doris wanted a change, and
that no place, within even ouy‘dls-
tance, could be more suitable than
Pescia. Though T am not a doctor, 1
think I shall venture to suggest to
Lady Despard tha$ she and Doris go
there for a few weeks.”

Percy Levant listened intently, his
brilliant eyes covered by their long,
dark lashes, so that Spenser Churchill
could not see the expression that
gleamed in them.

“Well, they go to Pescia, and you,
of course, with them. You are there,
say, a fortnight or 3hree weeks, when
1 write to offer you an engagement at
a large salary, in Australia.”

Percy Levant did not move a muscle.

“It is a most tempting offer; but,
alas! poor as you are, you cannot
bring yourself to leave your lady-love
for years, perhaps forever, as the song
says. And what so natural and reason-
able as the suggestion that you should
marry her and take her with you? At
first she will hesite—oh, yes, certain-
ly she will hesitate—but I think"—
with a smile—"I think I do not cver-
estimate your powers of persuasion
when I say that I am convinced you
will overcome her reluctance to so
hasty a marriage. There is a charm-
ing little English church in Pescia—
most charming!—the very church for
a quiet wedding. A quiet wedding,
mark me, my dear Percy! You see!
Come, admit that I am as thoughtful
unctuously. %

“To Australia!” said Percy Levant
in a low voice.

Spenser Churchill made a mocking
gesture.

“Nonsense, my dear fellow! Why
should you go to Australia? On the
day atfer thle wedding you and I will
have a little explanation. I shall have
the happlnélu of telling you whom
you have married, and the extent of
your good fortune; of putting you in
the way of paying me that little bonus
we agreed upon—and then you may go
where you please—London—Paris—
Jericho!”

“I see,” said Percy Levant, slowly.
“It is a clever plan. And you will tell
me nothing until after the marriage?
You will not trust me—"

The gentle philanthropist’s smile
spoke Volumes by way of answer. It
really meant, “Do you take me for a
fool ?”

“Yes, it is a clever plan,” repeated
Percy Levant. : “But, clever as it is, I
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“Yeok I think 0. Do you think Lady
Despard will not suspect that thers
is somethisg wrong whea you dog our
footsteps and follow us about-=”

Mr. Spenser Churchill laughed.-

“But I do not intend to inflict my
presencé Upofi you, my d‘l’ Percy. 1
shall ask dear Lady Despard’s per-
mission to remain here at the villa—
in charge, a8 {t wer¢—~during her ab-
sence. You sée? So that there will be
nothing to be suspicious about.” '

A curious expression, Almost one of
satisfaction, shone for a moment in{
Percy Levant's dark eyes.

“I understand,” he said, quietly.
“Though, not with us you will be near
at hand? And I am to come hers the
day after the wedding?”

“Yes,” sald Spenser Churchill, fod-
ding complacently. “You will come
to me and obtain the key to the
énigma, and I flatter myself, my dear
Percy, that you will, I fear, alas! for
the first time, overwhelm me with
gratitude. Ah! lucky, lucky boy! If I
had the good fortune in early life to
possess such’a friend as I have proved
myself to you, where should I be now,
1 wonder?” and he sighed unctuously.

“In goal, I should say,” retorted
Percy, grimly. Then he added, quickly,
“But I like your plan, and I shall do
my best to carry it out. A3 you say, it
is too late to draw back now—"

“Much too late,” laughed the philan-
thropist, “even if you wished to, which
you do not my dear boy.”

“No, I do not,” he assented, and ho
took a cigar from his case and lit it,
his white, shapely hands trembling
slightly. “I am willing to follow your
instruction; and all I ask is that which
you have consented to: that you keep-
away from Pescia.”

Spenser Churchill nodded acquiesc-
ingly.

“Certainly. I agree with you that the
less I am in evidence the better.”

As he spoke, a footman came across
the lawn with a telegram.

It was from Lord Cecil, and had
been forwarded from Meuriguy's. Mr..
Spenser Churchill took it and opened
it.

It ran:

“The marquis's condition is unalter-
ed.

“Cecil Neville.”

He tore it into minute fragments.

“A request that I will speak at the
annual mecting of the Washerwomen's
Burial Fund next week. You see what
sacrifices I am making in your behalf,
my dear Percy,” he eaid, shaking his
head. “I think I am rather thirsty; it
fs this peculiar air, I suppose. A
\§mall brandy-and-goda, now—will you
join' me, my dear Percy? No?’ and
with a gentle sigh he ambled towards
the house.

Percy Levant dropped down on the
grass and smoked furiously for some-
minutes, then he nuﬁg the cigar from
him as if he were too agitated to
smake,

“Yes, I'll do it—TI'll do it!” he mut-
tered. “Oh, my beautiful angel, for
your sake!”

CHAPTER XXXI !
A POSTPONEMENT.

Someé men take a great deal of kill-
ing.. The Marquis of Stoyle ought, ac-
cording to medical rules and postical:
justice, to have died out of Hand; but
he clung to lifs temaciously, and not
only refused to die, but get better!

In ten days from Spenser Churchill’s
departure, his lordship rallied, and, to
the surprise Gf everyome, including
the doctors, ~ regained  sufficient
strength to enable him to leave his
bed. ‘ :
>ut & great change had taken place
—one of those extraordinary changes
which fle medical science and set all
u- knowledge at naught. The mar-
qu!u had not lost Ms reason, but his
memory.

He was perfectly sane, undenf.ood
evéry word that was said to him, and
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hurriedly, and WAs received by the

yoars, -
said. “You have aitered » great deal

grown very fouch. I suppose you
will econsider the matter. I imagine
you would do as much mischief as a
civiliaft as you will do as a doldier.

though I besr him no goed-will, I will
do my duty by you. Ask the steward
to give you a five-pound note, and—
you may go now, please,” and- Lord
Cecil, dismissed like a school-boy, left
the room, teo embarrassed and con-
founded to utter a word.

“What is to be done?” he said to the
doctors. “Will he remain like this?
1t is terrible—terridle!”

Bir Andrew shook his head.

“It is very extraordinary—very; but
I must remind you, Lord Cecil, that it
might be worse. His lordship is in
possession of all his faculties, and, ex-
cepting this remarkabls loss of mem-
ory, is as sane as you and I. I have
had a long, and, I 'must add, most in-
teresting, conversation with him this
morning, and he talked wlth all his old
brilliance—"

“And bitterness,” said the other fam-
ous doctor, under his breath.

“As to how long this singular lapse
of memory will affect him, I really
cannot say. It is an alt-ogether unus-
ual oase. l{ is very had, my lord, I
admit,"—for Lord Cecil was much
moved by the old man’s condition—
“but, as I say,.it might be worse. His
iord.uhlp’s physical strength is improv-
ing daily, we may say hourly.”

Lord Cecil sighed.

“It is dreadful to hear him talk so
strangely,” he said. “Can nothing be
done, no experiment be tried? Perhaps
if I brought Lady Grace?”’

“Bring her ladyship, hy all means,”
said the doctor. “There-is no knowing
what a familiar face .m:y do.” Yes,
bring her, Lord Ceeil.”

Cecil jumped into a hansom, and re-
turned with Lady QGrace, whom he
took up to the marquis’s chair.

“Here is Grace, sir,” he said.

“Grace? Grace? What Grace?’ de-
manded the old man, with a hard,
keen glance at the beautiful face he
used to know 80 well. “I have not the
honour and pleasure of the young
lady’s acquaintance. Do me the fav-
our to introduce me, if you please.”

“Surely you know me, dear .mar-
quis!” said Lady Grace, bending over
him. 3

The old man took her hand, and
turned it over in his, with a vacant
smile. “Let me see; Peyton calls this
girl of his Grace, doesn’t he? A?e you
Peyton’s daughter?”

“You know I am, my lord!” she
ssid. “You remember my father, your
oldest friend?” :

“Jack Peyton? Oh, yes!” he said,
with his old, caustic smile. “My old-
est and best friend. 'He proved him-

was going to marry. And tho.n I marri-
ed Lucy"—his lips tightened, and
seemed to grow stiff and hard—"and
she ran away, too. I daresay she had
reason. The child was a girl. It ought
te have been a boy, and I hated it be-
cause it was not one. Yes, It ought to
have been a boy, and cut out Cecil
And now Cecil will be the heir. I beg
your pardon, Cecil,” he broke off with
his sardonic smile, “I forggt you were
present. Yes, it was a girl. Someone
teld me that it was dead, and Lucy,
too. No, I don't wear mourning; why
should I1?” with a hard, haughty stare.
et the man who went with her
wéar mourning. 1 daresay he regrets
hop——the fool! He was an pld flame of
hers. Spenser Churchill can tell you
all about him, for he helped me to get
Lucy away from him. Heaven knows

could vonverse with a1l his wonted
acuteness and sardonic cymoism, but
he had forgotten everything exocepting

from. the tabls of his mind, and, as he
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2723—This style is fine for gingham,
seersucker, lawn, percale and calico,
also for sateen, drill and khaki.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: Small
32-34, Medium 36-38, Large 40-42, Ex-
tra Large 44-46, inches bust measure.
Size Medium Wwill require 5% yards

of 27-inch material. This would make
a good service uniform in tan or blue
galatea with pipings of red or white.
A pattern of this illustration malil-
ed to any addrees on receipt of 10
ceuts in silver or stamps.

AN “EASY TO MAKE” APRON

2785,

2785—This model is nice for seer-
suckgr, gingham, lawn, percale, drill
and jean. The body portion is finish-
ed with strap ends that are crossed
over the back and fastened to the front
at the shoulders. In this design, all
waste of material is avoided, and the
garment is cool, comfortable and
practical.

The Pattern 1is cut in 4 sizes:
Small, 32-34; Medium, 36-38; Large,
40-42; and Extra Large, 44 and 46 in-
ches bust measure. Size Medium re-
quires 3% yards of 36-inch material.
A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
ceLts in silver or stamps.
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Gent’s Furmshmgs.

Men s Tweed Caps,

in Smart Makes.

——

Men’s Soft Felt Hats,

at $3.30 each.
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Men's Black and Colour-
"ed Gashmere and Fin-
garmg Hose.

HENRY BLAIR.
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For All Occasions.
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IT SATISFIES,

If your Grocer hasn’t got it.—
He hasn’t got it’s equal.

B

Put up in one pound tins—never in bulk.
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50 Casks

- LUBRICATING OIL,

For Motor Boats. Also,

~1 COD TRAP, about 14 fathoms square,

Q +

b
mf‘

wnh gear, at a low ngure.

1 g i

J J S'l‘ JOHN Duckworlh St.

The Wmsor Rtggmg Works,

Wor -shop: m : Oﬁcp° .
Adehule Street. HWP 26 Water &. West.
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nsurrection at
General Botha
Tribute From J
ing in Russia.

GENERAL BOTHA’S FUNERAL.

RETORIA, SOUTH AFRICA, Aug. 31
(Reuter’s Ottawa Agency.) — Th
uneral of South Africa’s great sold
er-statesman, the late General Boths:
as the occasion of the most momen‘
us demonstration by all classes iz
he history of South Africa, and ip
luded tributes of affection and ad
jration from all parts of the su
ontinent. Special trains brought t
retoria representative public me
ncluding the administrators from a
he Provinces of the Union. The Cap
tol was draped in black and purp
nd all day long the city was a plac
f mourning. The church, wherei
¢ body had laid in state, was Crowc
d to the doors at the funeral servi
y a large congregation and Repre
entatives Stanley and Imperial Se
retary Smith headed the ministers
number of Premier Botha’s politis
| opponents were also among th
congregation. Viscount Buxton,
Governor General, was unable t
each Pretoria in time for the funer
I but his two daughters were Ppr¢
ent.. At the conclusion of the cers
mony the body was removed to th
cemetery along miles of crowde
streets, which were lined by troop
General Smuts delivered an impre
give oration at the graveside. B
said we are all united by a dee
feeling of national loss. Only reccn
ly Botha saw the whole of Euror
torn by wild passions and he retur:
ed to South Africa more than ev
convinced that salvation and healin
would only be found in a new spir
of humanity and in forgiving and fo
getting old differences and wrong
From his grave to-day Botha speal
more eloquently than ever to his pe
ple. His soul lives as a noble powe
and. lofty inspiration. to our YOUE
Commonwealth. From this grave ti
ideal “one land, one people” will gro
ever stronger and greater. With o
exception the great figures of ti
trapsval and free state have all gon
Joubert, Kruger, Fischer, Delara
Steyn, and Schalkburger, and now
is the youngest and in many respec
the ' greatest—Louis Botha; Dew
alone remains, and he is prevent
from attending to-day by illness. U
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