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For Love
ofa Woman :

OR; 4L

New Romeo
and Juliet.

CHAPTER VI
A BUNCH OF VIOLETS.

“I will send it,” she said. “I think
1 know——the Towers, you said, did you
not?”

A sudden inspiration seized him,
and, bending forward, he said, in a
low voice: ;

“If you should walk in the fields to-
morrow morning, you may, you know
—lay it on the bank where you sat
yesterday. Will you do this, Miss
Marlowe? I will fetch it in the after-
noon.”

The beautiful eyes dwelt upon his
face with a deep gravity for a moment,
as if she were wondering what his
object could be in making the request;
then she said, gently:

“Yes; why should I not?” as she
held out her hand. :

“Good-night.”

“Thanks, thanks!” he said, in his
deep, musical voice. “Good-night!
You should be happy to-night, for you
have made so many people miserably
so. I shall dream of Juliet all night.”

She let her hand rest in his for a
moment, then drew it away and he
was gone.

But at that moment it chanced that
a handsomely-appointed carriage came
round the bend of the road,and a lady,
with softly-shimmering  hair and
darkly-brilliant eyes, who was leaning
back in a corner of it, suddenly
caught sight of the fly and the stal-
wart figure standing beside it.

She bent forward eagerly, and her
gecn eyes took in, as the carriage roll-

2 past, not only the expression of
il Neville's face, but the face of
the girl in the fly.

For an instant the
rushed to Lady Grace’'s face; then, as
she sank back again, into her corner,
she laughed—a laugh of cold. insolent

warm blood

contempt.

“Some actress or shop-girl,”
murmured. Then her expression
changed, and she bit her lips théught—
ﬁilly. “And yet he locked terribly in
earnest,” she added. “Shall I take
ﬁim up?’ and her hand went out to
the check-string; then she let it fall,
énd the carriage go on its way. “No;
1 think I'll keep my little discovery to
myself—it may be useful—and let you~
walk home, Lord Cecfiil.”

“she

CHAPTER VII.
A RARE DIAMOND.

When Doris came down from her
room- the next morning, it did no%
seem as if the tremendous excitement

’ -
aof the preceding night had left any

baleful effects. In her soft, white
dress, she still looked more like a
school-girl home the holidays,
than the tragedienne who had, a few
hours ago, moved a vast audience to
tears and wild enthusiasm.
'Bhe came into the room singing, just
as ‘the birds sang under the eaves by
her window, and laughed lightly as
she saw Jeffrey earnestly cver a copy
6[ a local dauy paper.
“Well, have I got a tremendous
slating, Jeffrey?” she said, almost
carelessly.
“Slating!” he replied. “If anything,
if is too laudatory. Read it!” and he
held it out to her.
_“After breakfast. I am so hungry,”
she said, contentedly. “Read it to
me, Jeffrey; all the nicest paragra-
phs,” and she laughed again.
He glanced at Doris under his heavy
brows. ; :
“At any rate, your success has not
made you vain, Doris,” he said, with
grim approval.
“If it should make anyome vain it
should be you—not me, dear,” she said
quietly. “It was you made last night’s
Juliet, good or bad”
“Very well,” he said,  “I'll be vain
for both .of us. Yes, it is a wonder-
fully ' goed critique, and I think the
news of 7oni- success will reach Lon-
don, tgo, There were a couple of
critics from-London in the stalls. I
didn’t. fell you last night, in case it
should make you nervous.”
 She-looked at him - htfully,
| “I don’t think it would have made
much difference,” she ®aid. “I seem-
ed to forget everybody and every-
thing—" ¢
“After the second act,” he put in.

for

“There was a distinet change then.
I noticed it, 2nd I have been puzzling
my brain to account for it. Perhaps
you can explain it.”

She shook ker head, and kept her
eves on her plité.

“No?” Strange. But such inspira-
tions are not uncommon with genius;
and yours is genius, Doris.”

“Don’t frighten me, Jeffrey,” she
said, with a faint smile.

“I have agreed with Brown, the
manager,” he went on, “that you
should play Juliet for a week, and
after that some other of the big char-
acters for a month, and he is to pay
you ten pounds a week.”

Doris looked up, surprised.
pounds per week is a large sum for
merely provincial actresses.
He smiled grimly.

“You think it a great deal?
day or two you wilf get offers from
London of twenty, thirty, forty pounds.
But I am in no hurry. I have not
been in a hurry all through.
you to feel your feet, to feel secure in
all the big parts here in the provinces
before you appear in London. Then
your success will be assured what-
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I want

ever you may undertake.”
“You think of everything, Jeffrey,
she said, gratefully.

“I have nothing else to think of,
nothing else to tell you,” he respond—l
ed, quietly, aimost pathetically. “I
have set my heart upon ycu being as
greaat actress, and”—he paused—“I
think it woald break, if you failerl.i
But there is nc need to spzak of fail-|
ure after last night.” He got up as
he spoke and folded the newspaper. |
“I'm going down to the theatre,” he
said.
away from it.

He was never quite contentec
“You'd better look over
your part this morning. “Take it intn
the open ari as you did the other day.
It seems to succeed.”

“Very well,” she said, obediently.
He put on his hat and the thick in-
verness he wore in all weathers, and
went away, and Doris sat lookiag |
dreamily beofre her.

Then suddenly she got

would take his advice and go into the

up. She

meadows—for the meadows meant tho
open air to her—and as she was going
she would take Cecil Neville’s hand-
kerchief and place it on the ban as he
had requested.

She put on her hat and jacket, and
possibly for the convenience of carry-

ing, thrust tbe handkerchief in thz

bosom of her dress, where it lay hid-
den all the preceding day, and started.

It was a glorious morning, with only
a feather of cloud here and there in
the sky, and the birds sang as if win-
ter were an vnknown season in Eng-
land.

With her stage copy of “Romeo and
Juliet” under her arm, Doris Mar-
lowe, the simple child of Nature, the
famous actress, made her way to the
meadows.

The Barton folks had something
else to do than wander in their mea-
dows, and Doris did not meet a soul;
the great elms, which threw thei*
shadows over the brook, were as soli-
tary as if they had been planted in
Eden. But lonely as the spot was,
Doris peopled it with memories; and
she stood by the brook and recalled
the vision of the powerful figure on
the great horse, as it appeared before
her the moment prior to its being
hurled at her feet.

“How strange that he should have
been at the theatre: last night!” she
thought. “How curious it must bave
seemed to him, seeing me there as
Juliet!
sorry or glad?” ‘

She could not answer the question
but she stood
motionless for a moment or two, re-
calling the words he had spoken as he
stood beside the fly last night.

Then she took the handkerchief
from her bosom, and folding it with
careful neatness, placed it on the

I wonder whether he was

to her satisfaction;

bank where she had sat.
“It is not likely that anyone will
come here before he comes to fetch

it this afternccn,” she said.

Almost before the words were cut of
her lips, a stalwart form leapt the

hedge and stcod before her.

Doris started and her face flushed;

then, pale and composed, she lifted

her eyes to his.

“Well, now!” he said, in huahle ap-
ology, “I seem fated to startle you,
Miss Marlowe. I had no idea you were

here—"

He stopped, awed to silence by her

| silence.

“You said you would come for it in
the afternoon,” she remarked, almost
ccldly.

He coloured.

“Yes I know; but I could not come
I thought—"
said, very

this afternocn, and

“You thought?” she
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JINGLE BOOK TLLUSTRATED IN COLOURS—FREE !

Wrigley’s version of the old Mother Goose Rhymes will prove interesting
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of your own childhood days. You can
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langry?

gravely, her brows drawn together
slightly.

“Well,” he said, as if with an effort,
“I will tell the truth. I thought that
if I came this morning I might meet
you. It was just a chance. Are you

She was silent a moment. Was she
angry? She felt that she ought to be;
and had a suspicion that he, so to
speak, entrapped her into a meeting
with him; and she honestly tried to be
angry:
“It does not matter,” she said, at
last, very coldly. “There is your
handkerchief.”
He picked it up and thrust it into
his pocket. :
“Oh, thank you, thank you!” he
said, gratefully. She turned to go,
with a slight inclination of her head;
but he went on, speaking hurriedly
and so earnestly that she paised, her
head half-turned over her shoulder,
her eyes cast down; an attitude so
full of grace that it almost drove what
he was going to say out of his head.
“I-don’t deserve that you should have
broight it.”
“I don’t think you do,” she assented,
a faint smile curving her lips at hic
ingenuousness.

“I daresay you think it strange that
I didn’t ask you to send it to the
Towers?” he went on. “You know you
would not let me call at your place

for it,” he added, apologetically.
“Why did you not let me send it?

she asked, with faint curiosity.
“Well, I'll tell you,” he said. “Won’t

you sit down and rest. It's warm this

morning, and you have walked far,

perhaps.”

She hesitated a moment, then sat

the preceding day, and Cecil Neville

his heart that he was once again ly-
ii.g at her feet!
He sat down on the bank, as near to

bow towards her.

Towers. The marquis—that's my
uncle, you know—"

“I don’t know,”

her book.

“Of course not,” he assented.
we don’t get on together. He is -not
to put too fine a point on it—about as
disagreeable a person as you'd find ir
two days’ walk. We never have got
on together.
ways hates the fellow who is to come
after him, unless it happens to be his
own son; and I suppose that’s the rea-
son the marquis hates me—"

“Because you are to be the ne:xt
marquis?” she said.

He nodded coolly, and tilted his kat
so that it screened his eyes from the
sun, and permitted him to feast upoun
her beautiful face more completelv,

“Yes, that iz about it; but I'll give
the marquis the credit of hating every-
body all round, himself into the bar-
gain, I daresay; but I fancy he re-
serves a special line of detestation for
his own relatives. Ah! you are smil-
ing,” he broke off, with a short laugh
that sounded so good and frank. “You
are wondering what this has to do
with my disliking you to send the
handkerchief.”

Doris smiled again in assent.

“Well, you see, I thought it might
come into tha marquis’'s possession, or
that he'd hear of it through Lady
Grace—"

She turned her eyes upon his, not
curiously, but with graceful question-
ing.

“That’s a lady—Lord Pyton’s daugh-
ter—who is stopping there” he ex-
plained, “and they might ask que's-
tions, and—bother me about it.”

“Well?” she said, quietly.

He looked down half-hesitatingly,
then met her eyes, which seemd in
their fixed regard to reach to his soul.

“Well, I said that I'd tell you the
whole truth, and I will; and the fact
is I didn't want to be asked questions
about the—the accident yesterday. I
—yes, I'll speak out, though I should
offend you—I wanted to keep it to my-
gelf!”

“To keep it to ourself?’ she repeat-
ed.

A flush came to his tanned face,
and his eyes were raised for a mo-
ment.

“Yes. When a man gets 1 good
thing. Suppose”—he broke off— ‘“a
fellow found a big nugget or a rare
diamond or anything of that sort, he‘
would like to keep it to himself, you'
know.” V-.

She smiled again. )

(To b continued.)

down, almost on the spot she had sat|,

could not hz2lp a wild wish rushing to|.

her as he dared, and leant on his e!-
“You see, I'm only a visitor at the A

she said, with a|,

faint smile, her eyes fixed dreamily on i

“Well, ‘

They say that a man al-|’
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A NEW FROCK FOR MOTHER’S

2873.—This will be very attractive
in linen, repp or chambray, with em-
broidery or braid trimming. It is
good also, for gingham, percale, pop-
lin, silk, gabardine and serge.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10,
12 and 14 years. Size 12 will require
5% yards of 27 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents in silver or stamps.

A PRETTY DRESS FOR MOTHER’S

2835—This model is good for chal-
lie, lawn, dimity, batiste, voile, silk,
linen, percale and other wash goods.
A plaited panel joins the side fronts
of this model, which are cut to form
a pointed yoke over the centre front.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 2, 4,
6 and 8 years Size 6 requires 31
yards of 27 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration
ed to any address on receeipt
cents in silver or stamps.
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Coats,

American Makes, in
Navy and Mole.

These have just arrived
having been considerably de-
Joyed in transit. These Coats
are all wool and are splendid
value at

$23.00 each.

Other late importations
from America and England
include :---

Colored Check and Stripe Dress Silks,
Black Merv and Taffeta Silks,
Georgette Crepes and Silk Crep

Chines. Hats and Hat Shapes.
New Ribbons for Hat Bands.
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Our Stock

ENAMELWARE.

Double Saucepans.
Pie Dishes.

Tea Kettles.

Dish Pans.
Saucepans (all varieties).
M:lk Kettles.

White Water Pails.

IS Complete

TINWARE.
Milking Pails.
Flour Sifters.
Tea Kettles.
Bread & Cake Boxes.
Patty Pans.
Pie and Cake Pans.
Wash Boilers.

Copper Nickel Plated Kettles, Nos. 6, 7, 8, 9.
Steel Frying Pans, Steel Fire Shovels.
Sad Iron Handles, Meat Mincers.

JOHN CLOUSTON'S,

140-2 Duckworth Street, St. John’s.
Phone 406.

LONDON DIRECTORY,

(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World
to communicate direct with English
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides being
& complete commercial guide to Lon-
don and Suburbs, it contains ‘ists of
EXPORT MERCHANTS
with the goods they ship, and the Col-
cnial and Foregn Markets hey sup-
rly; also
PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,
etc., in the principal Provincial Towns
and Industrial Centres of the Unitei
Kingdom. »

Business Cards of Merchants aad
Dealers seeking

BRITISH AGENCIES

can now he printed under each tracs
f» which they are interested at a cost
of $5 for each trade heading. Larger
advertisements from $15 to $60.

A copy of the directory wiil be sent
by post on receipt of postal orders for
£7.50.

The London Directory
Company, Ltd.,

£5. Abchureh Lane, London, E.C. 4.

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES

NINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DIPH.

THERIA

COLDS, Ete.

»

Sir William Creokes Scienti
Lenses

The greatest protection for sensitive eyes known
to the optical world. They eliminate heat rays, which
are the great source of irritation, particularly at
close work under artificial light, such as reading, writ-
ing, etc. The finest Glass made for people who visit
the movies.

Let us explain these truly wonderful .»
Lenses to you. %

1

THE EYESIGHT SPECIALISTS.
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R. H. TRAPNELL, Ltd., §
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|~ No Matter How the Fir}

is Caused
u're $

if you’re not insured, ¥O bt
loser. Take time to see ﬁt
your policies.  We give Y0¥ by
best companies and reasord”s
rates.

PERCIE JOHNSOV.

Insurance Agent.
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