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For Love 
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New Romeo
and Juliet.

CHAPTER XIII.
AN ACCEPTED OFFER.

•Really;” he said, “there is nothing 
1 can thinkr-of asking you to do except
ing to pass the wine, and that does not 
er.tail much sacrifice.”

“I was not jesting, sir,” said Lord 
Neville, gravely. “My offer was made 
in all sincerity.”

“Really? Dear me, I wish I could 
think of something. Ah!” He stopped 
and looked-at Lord Neville’s attentive 
face keenly, sarcastically. “What do 
you say if I ask'you to go over to Ire
land for me?"

Lord Neville’s face grew grave, and 
the marquis leant back and laughs 1 
with grim satisfaction.

“You see! Gratitude’s a very fine 
thing—to talk about!-”

Lord Neville flushed.
“You misunderstand my silence," he T gest that you can write to her.

that after you are gone to-morrow 
morning I shall have ceased to re
member what you have gone about”

“To-morrow morning?” said Lord 
Neville, almost inaudibly. To-morrow 
morning! And his appointment with 
Doris, his interiew with her guardian!

“Yes,” said the maquis, carelessly, 
but shooting a glance, half-scornful, 
half-amused, at the grave face. “If you 
go at all, it must be at once. Someone 
should have started to-night. The man 
will collect the rents in a day or two. 
He should be stopped—or the other 
thing.”

“Yes," said Lord Neville, absently.
Go without seeing Doris! Without 

gaining her guardian’s consent! His 
heart throbbed with a dull ache.

"Yes, of course you see that. The 
early train would enable you to catch 
the Irish mail at Sandstone Junction— 
Ah, I see,” and he laughed mockingly.

Lord Neville looked up inquiringly.
“You want to see Miss Barlow—”
“Marlowe," said Lord Neville.
"Pardon. Marlow. To tell her that 

the wicked uncle has proved less black 
than he is painted."

Lord Neville smiled.
“Is that unnatural?”
“By no means; but permit me to sug-

I mere-
said, quietly. “If you mean by going to ! ly suggest it." 
Ireland for you I’m to take sides with 
the landlords’’—he stopped—“I could 
not join in the oppression of those

Lord Neville rose with a quite air of 
determination.

“What time does the early train start,
poor people, my lord, even to prove my sir?” he said.
own sincerity."

The marquis tcyed with his fruit- 
knife.

“Charmingly put, my dear Cecil; 
quite fit for a political platform. But 
you misunderstand me. I know no
thing of the question, and care less; I 
hate and detest politics; they bore me 
—they always did. All I want is this: 
I am told that my agent is a regime, who 
has made himself rich by grinding 
down the tenants. I am also told that 
he is the most merciful and upright of 
men. I’m rather curious to know— 
well, scarcely curious, perhaps—which 
account is true. Will you go and find 
out. I don’t think ou can call that op
pressing the people.”

Lord Neville looked up with quiet 
eagerness.

“Certainly I will go, sir,” he said.
The marquis inclined his head.
“Mind, I don’t care a brass farthing 

whether you go or refuse; I don’t care 
about anything; and it is very likely

The marquis shrugged his shoulders.
“Parkins will tell you,” he said, care

lessly. “You mean to go, then?”
“Yes,” said Lord Cecil.
The marquis laughed.
“Will you kindly give me that de- 

spatch:box?” he said.
Lord Cecil brought it to him, and the 

marquis took out some papers.
“Here are the papers,” he said, 

languidly. “I haven’t read them all. 
You can bore yourself over them in 
the train. And will you favour me by 
accepting this towards the expenses," 
and he laid a roll of uncounted notes 
on the table.

Cecil took them up and examined 
them.

“There is more than enough here,” 
he said, quietly.

“There is never more than enough 
money,” said the marquis. “If you 
think there is too much, you can dis
tribute the surplus amongst the poor 
people with whom you sympathise.”
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ELLIS & CO.
Limited.

Family Grocers and 
Delicatessen Market,

203 Water Street. 
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Fresh Turkeys.
Choice

Fresh Chicken.

New Cabbage. 
New Turnips.

Tomatoes. 
String Beans. 
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2856—This pretty “Nightie" is nice 

for linen, nainsook, dimity, crossbar 
muslin, crepe, washable satin, cambric, 
batiste of silk. It may be embroid
ered, smocked or decorated with rib-, 
bon.

The Pattern is cut in 6 Sizes:4, 6, 
8, 10, 12 and 14 years. Size 10 re
quires 2% yards of 36 inch material.

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

A NEW PLAY GARMENT.

“Yes, I can do that—and will?”
“As you like. I will say ‘good

night ;’ by the way, I should say ‘good
bye,” for you may be shot,” he added, 
as calmly as if he were saying “It may 
rain.”

“I am not coward enough to be afraid 
of that, or fool enough to think it like
ly,” said Lord Cecil as carelessly.
“Good-night, sir,” and he held the door 
open for him.

As he did so the marquis raised his 
eyelids and shot a glance at the hand
some face; then, with a bow and a cold 
smile passed oat.

Lord Cecil went up to his own 
room, and, lighting a cigar paced up 
and down, thinking deeply.

It was marvellous that the marquis 
should have acted as he had done.
Double his allowance! He would be 
able to marry at once instead of wait
ing. Marry Doris at once! The blood 
beat in a tumult at his heart; then a 
dull weight seemed to fall upon him as 
he remembered his debts. But he 
thrust the incubus from him; some
thing might be done respecting them, 
some arrangement made. At any rate, 
he would have an income large enough 
to marry on, and Doris— He puffed at 
his cigar feiercely, and called up a vis
ion of the lovely face, and tried to 
imagine the expression the deep, dark, 
melting orbs would wear when he told 
her. Then, as he reflected that he 
should not see her on the morrow, he 
sighed.

‘It almost seems as if my darling had 
some presentiment that we should not 
meet,” he said to himself. “What will 
she say when she finds that I am not 
there, and goes to the stone for the 
letter?”

Then he sat down to the table to 
write It. It was not easy for he want
ed to say enough to cover ten pages; 
but at last he wrote a few linee only:

‘My Darling—While you are reading 
this I shall be on my way to Ireland— 
witL my heart in Barton meadows. I 
can’t tell you In a letter al! that has 
happened, only this, that as he him
self put It, the wicked marquis is not ^ 
so bad as be is painted. Doris, when I gone to post hie letter under the stone, 
come back it will be to asl: you to be Tho romance is simply charming! 
my wife—not in a year or two, but soon Charming!”
—soon! I’m a bad hand at writing let-1 (To bo Continued.)

ters, and I could not, if I tried, tell you 
how I love you or how I wish I were 
near you, to see and hear you, my 
beautiful angel!

“Ever yours, CECIL. ___  ,______
P S — I owe m7 uncle something, for ; A DAINTY “BIT” OF LINGERIE, 

he has behaved with unusual kindness, ; 
and this journey to Ireland is the only 
way in which he will let me pay him.
I will tell you all about it when I come 
back.”

He sighed over the unsatisfactory 
epistle and closed it; then reopened the 
letter and caught up his pen to tell her 
of the loss of the ring and ask her to 
look for it; but he hesitated and put 
the letter back in the envelope with 
the sentence unwritten. Then he put 
on his coat and walked to the meadows.
The night was dark, and he had to 
light a match to enable him to find the 
stone beneath the trees; but he found 
it and concealed his letter, and then, 
after standing for a few moments and 
looking round him dreamily, calling up 
the vision of Doris, he turned and made 
his way back to the Towers.

The marquis had gone to bis room, 
as was customary with him; his valet 
exchanged his master’s dress-coat for 
a valvet dressing-grown, and the old 
man lay back in the chair looking at 
the fire with half-closed eyes.

The room was magnificently furnish
ed, but rather a subduced tone, which 
was rendered almost sombre by the 
heavy curtains that screened the win
dow and a greater portion of the walls.

Against the deep purple of the hang
ings the clear, sharp-cut face, with its 
distinct pallor, looked almost like that 
of a dead man’s, and only the steel-like 
glitter of the eyes spoke of the vitality 
which lingered In the body, and burnt 
in the spirit of the most honourable, 
the Marquis of Stoyle.

Presently there came a soft tap at 
the door, and In response to the mar
quis’s “come in," Spenser Churchill en
tered.

If anything, his smooth, innocent 
face looked more benevolent and char
itable than usual, and the smile he bent 
upon the hard, cold face upturned to 
him was like that of a man whose sole 
delight is in doing good to hia fellow- 
men.

“Well?" he said—or rather purred.
The marquis waved his hand to a 

chair, and Spenser Churchill dropped 
softly into it, and leant back, his eyes 
on the ceiling, his fat hands clasped 
on his knee.

“You were right, you spoke nothing 
but the truth. The fool is in earnest.”

“Dear Cecil!" purred Spenser Chur
chill.

“He is so much in love that he bore 
all the insults that I could heap upon 
him— No, I wrong him. He struck 
home once,” and he smiled a strange 
smile.

“And he means to marry her?”
“Yes,” said the marquis, with a cruel 

sneer; “he is even fool enough for 
that."

“Dear Cecil!” murmured Spenser 
Churchill again. “How delightful! how 
refreshing it is, in this practical, stupid 
life, to find—”

“And he will marry her unless this 
scheme of yours answers,” said the 
marquis, breaking in upon the smooth 
voice.

And you doubled his income?”
I did,” said the marquis.
And he will go to Ireland? To

morrow ?”
“He will, to-morrow,” said the mar

quis, watching the sleek, false face.
Now, that’s very good of him,” mur

mured Spenser Churchill. “Very good; 
most charming and nice. To go to 
Ireland on the very day he has arrang
ed a meeting with that beautiful girl.
Now—"

“Is she so beautiful?” asked the mar
quis, who seemed to take the unctuous 
words as meaningless and not worth 
listening to. “I suppose she must be.
He has seen many pretty women, many 
clever ones. What has caught him?
What Is she like?"

Spenser Churchill shot a sidelong 
glance at him.

“The usual thing, my dear marquis,” 
he said, softly. "Just the usual thing.
They make those face-powers wonder
fully well now—wonderfully!"

The marquis smiled grimly.
“The fool, to be caught by a painted 

vixen old enougn—I suppose she is old, 
ehr

Spenser Churchill shrugged his 
shoulders.

“Ah, yes, of course. A young girl 
wouldn’t have had tact to catch him so 
easily. And he hac written to her, I 
suppose?”

“Yes," said Spenser Churchill; “and

New Relief For Constipation,
“LES FRUITS"

Physicians agree that 
with the modern habits of 
living, constipation is like
ly to be always with us. 
They also agree that the 
constant use of any drug 
for the relief of constipa
tion is. exceedingly unwise 
—unwise for two reasons. 
First, a drug constantly 

used loses its effect and requires a constantly in
creased dose. Second, because the constant use 
of any drug is bad anyway.

So the cry is constantly going up from the 
constipated, “What can we do?” It will be in
teresting to a great many to know that an an- Ï 
swer has been found in the re-discovery of a £j 
method which was used with great success by | 
our Forefathers, and in Arabia far back in the u 
twelfth century. The food is called “Les Fruits” 
because it is composed entirely of figs, dates, 
prunes, raisins and the leaves of each with the 
substitution of the Alexandra leaf for the raisin ^ 
leaf. The taste is pleasant- if not to say delici- g! 
ous, and the effect is exceedingly satisfactory.
Try it and be convinced. ^
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2853—This makes an ideal play dress 
for warm weather and could also be 
used for a combination undergarment 
of waist and bloomers, or a bathing 
suit. Drill, khaki, gingham, cambric, 
percale, seersucker, repp and poplin 
are suitable materials.
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LONDON DIRECTORY,

(Published Annually) 
enables traders throughout the World 
to communicate direct with English 

MANUFACTURERS A DEALERS 
in each class of goods. Besides being 
a complete commercial guide to Lon
don and Suburbs, it contains Mats of 

” EXPORT MERCHANTS 
with the goods they ship, and the Col- 
cnial and Foregn Markets they sup
ply ; also

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES 
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants, 
etc., in the principal Provincial Towns 
and Industrial Centres of the Unite! 
Kingdom.

Business Cards of Merchants aid 
Dealers seeking

BRITISH AGENCIES 
can now be printed under each trade 
It which they are interested at a cost 
of $5 for each trade heading. Larger 
advertisements from $15 to $60.

A copy of the directory will be sent 
by post on receipt of postal orders for 
17.50.

The London Director) 
Company, Ltd*

<5. Abchureh Lane. London, E.C. 4.

WARNER’S 
Rust-Proof Corsets!

TUB THEM—
RUB THEM—

SCRUB THEM— 
F, ;7 KEEP THEM
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CLEAN
You can’s hurt

WARNER’S RUST-PROOF ' 
CORSETS.

They have every Quality that 
epells Service—they are light, dur
able and comfortable.

The first feature that a woman ap
preciates in a corset is shape, but the 
shaping must be comfortable.

This you can rely upon through a 
Warner’s Rust-proof. And the fact 
that a corset is impervious to moist
ure is a feature not to overlook.

Price from $2.39 per pair up.

Sole Agents for Newfoundland,

No Matter How the Fire 
is Caused

if you’re not insured, you’re a 
loser. Take time to see about 
your policies. We give you the 
best companies and reasonable 
rates.

PERCE JOHNSON,
Insurance Agent.
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