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The Countess
of Landon.

CHAPTER X1V,
She laughed, with sad
scorn of the title.

“Queen!”
“Anyhow.” he said, “you must not
do it.” He paused a moment, his breath
coming fast, his hand gripping hers;
then hé went on hurriedly, earnestly.
“You are wondering why I should talk
like this to youn—why I said it is my
turn now. I'll tell you: it is because I
love you, Madge.”

She stopped, and he felt her hand
quiver. For one brief moment her eyes
were lifted to his face, then were hid-
den again under their long lashes. She
gaid not a word, but she swayed a lit-
tle away from him and tried to draw
away her hand, but he held it firmly.

“I love you, Madge!” he repeated,
with youth’s hot passion, bending down
to her and looking into her face—into
the downcast eyes. “Are you angry?
You can’t be surprised. How could I
help loving you? Do you kmow how
heautiful you gre, Madge? \‘Jo 1 sup-
pose not. And vou are so gentle and
good and— Yes, I-1ove you, dear, dear
Madge!”

She could not speak; it seemed-to
her that she had lost both sight and
speech, as if they were swept away by
the. ineffable joy which flooded her
soul.

He loved her! This hero, king, god
of hers, actually loved her! She must
bhe dreaming, as she had often dreamed
in the silence of ‘the¢ night. It could not

could not be true. She raised her

angry. Tell me ydu fove me and’ wﬂl
be my wife.”

“Your wife?’ The words left hér
lips unconsciously. “Your wife?” Tﬁe
color flew to her face, then left it pa‘le
again.

“Yes,” he sald, tenderly, passionate-
ly. “Are yol afraid?” :

“Afraid?” she echoed the word.:

“Yes. Do you think I sha’'n’t make a
good husband, that T shall ill-treat

{you?” he laughed, with a passionaté
thrill in his laugh.

“Think, dearest;
think how happy we shall be. My wife!
My Madge! The loveliest, sweefest,
goodest girl in all the world. Speak to

‘me justa litle. I'm a good-for-nothin

scamp, dear, but I'll try and make you
happy. I will, indeed, Madge.”

He drew her to him to press her
against his heart, but she held off hér
hands clasping his arms.

“No, no!” she faltered, the agony of
renouncing her exjuisite bliss trem-
bling in her voice. “You—you forget.
You forget what you are, and what I
am—a—a common gypsy, & vagabond;
while you—Ah, I must not let you for-
get!”

“I forget nothing.\” he said, his face
ﬂushipg, ‘his eyes bent with passionate
love upon her upturned face; her eyes
melting with mingled iove and pain,
hope, trust, and—yes, desp'air. “I know

all you mean, but it amounts to no- |
| pent till his lips touched her hair, and

thing. If I were a king upon a throne,
mstead of beili§ what I.am—an out-
cast disowned py his o%n pepple=—I
should say the same You see, I 'can’t]
help it. A man can't h'elp loving,
Madge; and the man who loved*as I
love you and doesn’t speak out 4s a cur’
and a coward, and doesn’t deserve to
get what he wants. See, dearest? Don't

head and looked round and up at ‘helhold'off from me, Madge, unless”—his

gky, studded with its stars, her lips
apart, a wonderful light in her lovely
eves, and for'a moment or two drank
in the draught of happiness. Then she
seemed to awake, and with a slight
shudder drew her shawl round her so
that it hid her face, and shook her
~1w~mﬁ

“No, no!”™ she panted.

“But it’s yes,” he said, drawing her
nearer to him. “I love you, Madge, I
must have loyed you, I think, for a
TJong time; but I didn’t know it—real-
ize it until to-night when I saw that
man touch you. Dear Madge, won't you
believe me? It’s the truth. Do you love
me, Madge? Won’t you try?”

“No,” she panted, looking to right
and left, as if for some way of escape.
*1 can not—=I—I will not. You don’t
know what you say.”

“Oh, yes, I do,” he responded. “I
know what I'm saying, and I mean it
wvith all my heart and soul. Don't
ghrink away from me, Madge; don’t be
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{ heart, and then I shall know.”.

face paled suddenly—"unless you don’t
care for me.”

Her breath came and went, and she
droppéd her head, that he might not
read in her eyes the love—the all- ab-
sorbing, passionate love that filled her
heart to overflowing.

“In that ecase, Madge,” he said, and
his voice grew husky, “I'll—I'll say
good-bye and clear out of your way;
for I couldn’t stop in the camp and
see you, perhaps—perhaps—falling in
love—with some one else. I couldn’t
do that. Tell me, Madge—speak to me,
dearest, dearest!”

“What shall T do? What shall T do?
broke from her quivering lips. ‘‘Let me
go. Ah, let me go! It is wrong—all
wrong! Must I speak—must I tell you?
Then, then"—she paused as if on the
verge of a great effort, then raised her
eyes to his—*“ I do not love you!” she
faltered.

The next moment she was on his
breast, her face hidden, her whole
trame shaking with sobs. / :

She had tried to do her duty and—
failed.

Royece uttered®a low cry and pressed
her to: him, took her face in his hands
and raiud it, and\ kiued the lovely
eyes and trembllng ‘lips. *

“Madge, Madge!”" .he .. murmured,
brokenly. "M.y< darling! my darling!
And you said you did not love me,
Which is true? Whisper, dearest. No,
give me one kiss—one kiss from you?

‘With her face hlddeﬁ, she slowly put
her arms round his neck and drew his
head down, and then with that surren-
der of self of which enly a girl in the
thy of her first passion can be cap-
able, she put her lips to his.

Behind them were the glare and the

of the fair, chmwom the starry

’ .um

“m couﬁ“hu tm- heart throbbing |!
wildly against Nfs side, her Bresth
turnd Mu Hair, and as he bent to kiss
her now and again and murmnred "I
love you, Madge, my darling, my dear--|

t" .he knew that, though her lips
wm silent, her heart gave back the
refrain.

-AH unconsclduﬂy, occuprled wfth the

{ dreain which 18 the sweetost.to us all,-  ;

they drew nm ‘the camp-ﬂre, and
Mn.dge, waking with a amt, stopped

| shriingly. .

He had tnrned to lud hd‘ away, anq
was drswmg the shawl round her with
the mewly born, protecting: tenﬂerneu
n! passesiion,” ‘when “her mame struck
oq their ears. >

Mochlldcllly they ntoppod and Tist-*
ened absently.

: Neither- of them nt first. rscognized
the voice, but mresently both knew: thAt
it wu Stavi'l

“It. mugt be put an end to," ‘he. was
saying. “D'ye hear, all of you? I say it
must be put an end to. It's Madge's:
tault as well a8 his, buf he's the worst.
Who's ke, that he should bnns dfse
‘grace on us?”’

“Disgrace!” .cried - Mother .Katle.
“Who's going to bring disgrace on-us,
I should like to know?”

“Who?’ he retorted, with an oath,
“This fine gentleman that’s.sneaked in
among us; this Mr. Jack, as you call

5 T'm ‘not "B if the rest of you
are. T tell you she’s clean gone on him.

“l Wasn't some of you there when she

wouldn’t let him go on the platform?
‘Wasn’t that enough to show you what
was happening? I tell you if it ain’t
stopped, that Madge will bring ruin on
herself and disgrace on us all.”

Madge drew herself upright, and her
eyes turned with a flush toward thei
fire; then suddenly the passionate in-
dignation seemed to flicker but, and
she sunk on Royce’s breast, panting
hard.

“Hush, hush, Madge!” he said, |
through his clinched teeth. “What does
it matter what they say? They don’t
know any better. We'll show them™—
he stopped, thought a moment, then

whispered long and hurriedly.

She: started, her breath seemed tog
cease as she lstened, but though with
a kind of shiver she panted, “No, no!”
and hid her face still more completely,
she still clung to him in loving surs
render.

CHAPTER XV.

Two nights after Royce had told
Madge Lee, the gypsy, that he loved
her, and had asked her to be his wife,
there was a dinner-party at Monk
Towers. A dinner-party at the Towers
was an event, It was the principal
house in the country; (the countess
was admittedly the first lady in the
district, and the function was one at
which every person of standing in the
place was proud to assist.

The cook, though not a French chef,
was an admirable artist, the cellars
were famous, and there was a “tone”
—a refined, patrician atmosphere sur-
rounding the event which made it dis-
tinguished and exclusive.

The guests vnumbered twenty, and
were representative. The Harl and
Countess of Balfarras; a \neighborlng

four or five squires and their wives; a
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baronet, his wife and two daughters bl 0

Aot them m ut
Royee, the countess’ stcona son, and
his virtual dismissal trom the army,
and some of thsm who dm not tnov

ﬁ‘
her giving & Mﬂt}b spt st this
time; ~.bnt they wh Wfi
Lliex' quite unders:

i1t 4 Just what m woutd do," uja

no !eeling-—nothlng but pride. 1f Royce
—poor Boy, T rather liked lﬁifg—ﬂl

given & ball. And yet you ‘would t
she must suffer. Such. a d!lgﬂ‘&

young man. They tell me that he does
an - lmmense amount of good in Lon-
_Adon e L

¢ The rector, too wise and umﬁon-
.‘ced to contradlct his good lady, cough-

“rather 1iked” the scape-grace Royce,

liness.

“Exactly at éight o’clock the countess
entered ‘the drawing-room in readiness
“to receive her guests. )

She was dressed in black satiﬁ, wore
priceless lace and a part of the Lan-
don afamonds.

Her handsome face was ajlmost
without a wrinkle, and the dark eyes
shone clear and: moon-like, and,_like
the moon, impassive ané emotionless.

If her favorite son, Royce, had just
been gazetted colonel or general, she
could not have looked more at ease or
haughtily content as she received her
guests, and talked in her slow, mea-
sured tones with one and the other.

* Seymdur appeared on the scene next,
and went about with a smile, sleek
and benevolent, upon his fair face. He |
was dressed with the extremest care,
and yet had ‘contrived to give to his ap-
pearance the air of a man who cares
nothing for his clothes.

(To be continued)

1f your own dealer does ndt keep
Ivory Soap, he is not doing his best
to 'please you. He can get stocks of
Ivory at a moment’s notice from any
jobber or direct from the agents.

Woman Tea- ;

Shop Manager

MADE A FREEMAN OF LONDON.

London, March 8. (A.P.)—Among
the names of England’s most illus-
trious men which are inscribed on
the roll of Freemen of the City of
London now appears that of Miss J,
D. Banbridge, who is only a te@ -gshop
manageress, "

This honor 'has been “eonferred on
Miss “Banbridge because she- has
served as a waitress-and manageress
in London tea-rooms fer thirty-eight
years and because she is known to
everyone who' amounts to anything
in the ecity as the most eflicient,
pleasant and kindly manageress  in
the city. She is a gray-haired, mid-

| dle-aged woman and gave a mother-

ly smile to the Lovd Mayor as she
accepted the usual casket containing
the scroll.

Miss Banbridge has seen many
changks in tea shop life. since she
first Hecame a waitress.

i - ﬁl_ink, the most striking is the
disappearance of the ‘bun and glass
of < milk’ Tunch,” she said, "Girl
elerks now sit down to a sguare meal
of- meat and vegetables at midday.”

A Dainty
Toilet
Accessory
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the rector's wite. “She ha$ no heart, |
committed a murder, she. mli‘h?

her ‘and for the earl! He: nm;mm =
i I am sure; he is such an excellent

ed .discreetly. He had more than }

and rather doubted the earl’s saint-
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State Solmts Help ,
of Elderly Indians

IN BOUNDARY DISPUTE.

Austin, Texas,’March 21. (A.P.)—
In the dimmed memories of nine
aged Indians and Mexicans, last re-
minders of the ” ptoneer west,  the
state of New Mexico has sought the
solution of a boundary dispute with
Texas, involving 20,000 acres of rich
land.

The. line between-the two states
where they meet near the northern
boudary of old Mexico was- estab-
lished along the channel of the Rio
Grande river: in -1850. Since then,
however, the channel of the river
has shifted, carving out of New
Mexico 20,000 acres. of  land and
placing it in Texas, according to
contentions of the former state.

In the days before the fifties, In-
dians and Mexicans . traveled back
and forth from -Mexico to.the United
States, using the trails that followed
the meandering river. . A number ‘ot
these: Indians and :Mexicans, who

were -then boys, are still living and
the state of New Mexico has sought’
their aid to establish the old channel |
of  the river, 'which the state alleges |
is 3,000 feet east of the présent;
chanpel.. Testimony of these men |
has been used in a suit brought byf

| New Mexico, pending in the United

States Supreme Court.

Travelling back along the paths
of memory almost four score years,
the old men have attempted to trace
for the New Mexico engineers the
courgse of the fickle Rio Grande as
it existed 'in 1850. On the banks of
the river these Indians and Mexl-’
cans fished and hunted and follow-l

ed the:trails when going with their
fathers to the frontier settlements.
With true Indian instinct, they knew
each tree, each bend of the river,
each trail through mountain and
forest.

And now they have retraced the
steps of their youth, returning over
the roads where the forgotten trails
once lay, to point out what linger-
ing~recollection still tells them was
the old channel of the shifting
stream.

Many of the old marks by which
they were guided in their travels ‘75
years ago have vanished utterly, but
the unchanging mountains and the
friendly trees remain-as guidea.

In a voluminous brief, just pre-
pared by the state of Texas, it is
contended the evidence offered by
these old men is too vague and un-
certain to establish definitely the
course of the river in. 1850. New
Mexico argues that, taken together
with old surveys and treatieé, this
evidence fixes beyond a doubt the
true river channel.

FEET SORE?
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o g e Tieves inflammation,
soothes and heals,
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