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TRUE LOVE’S PASSION.
CHAPTER XIV.

True Lore’s Passion.
“The earl,” he said, “your father, 

does not like me?”
She was silent, and he sat for a 

moment looking on the ground.
“He has forbidden you to know me 

—speak to me?”
“Yes,” she said, painfully. "I am— 

sorry——Her lips trembled, and she 
could not continue.

“Why?" he said. “Ah, I know! I 
had forgotten—forgive me—the differ
ence between us; but he has not for
gotten. You are the daughter of an
earl, and I------” He broke off, for she
had turned to him at last, a look of en
treaty on her face.

CHAPTER XV.
The Teeth of the Tiger.

“I do not think of that ! ” she said, 
almost inaudlbly.

He rose and stood beside her, all his 
soul in his eyes.

“Ah, how can I help loving you?” he 
exclaimed. “You do not think of 
that! No! And, if—suppose that 
some day I could overcome the earl’s 
dislike to me; suppose some day that 
I could induce him to consent------”

He saw the color rise to her face, 
saw the light glowing in her eyes, and 
the restraint he had put upon himself 
gave way.

"Norah,” he said, in a low voice, “it 
is not for him to dispose of our lives. 
Give me your answer! Will you let 
me love you? Will you try and love 
me in return? Will you be my wife?”

“It is impossible,” she faltered, as 
if the words cost her an almost super
human effort

He stood still, his eyes bent on the 
ground, fighting for self-control, fight
ing down the passion that threatened 
to master him; then he sank down on 
the seat again.

Norah did not dare to look at him, 
and, with a whispered “Good-by,” was 
turning to leave him, when a brush 
slipped from the front of the easel. He 
stooped to pick it up, forgetting his 
injured arm, but Norah bent and got 
it, and was placing it on the easel 
when he caught her hand and looked 
up at her.

“Ah,” he said, "I cannot let you go 
without some word less hard, less 
cruel than that!"

She had withstood his pleading 
voice, though every note of it had 
found an echo in her heart, but she 
could not withstand the touch of his 
hand. As he looked up at her he sav/ 
her face change, a wave of passionate 
tenderness seemed to pass over it, her 
lips quivered, and, with a gesture as 
if she were obeying an irresistible 
impulse, she held out her other hand 
to him, and, seeing that he could not 
take both, she let it fall with the sim
ple eloquence of love upon his arm.

“You love me,” he murmured, 
’•Norah?”

She met his ardent gaze with her 
frank, trustful one, and steadily, 
though her face crimsoned.

“Yes—I love you!” she whispered.
He put his arm round her, and drew 

her toward him, passionately, yet 
reverently.

“My darling, my queen!” his voice 
seemed to sing. “In spite of all, you 
love me! Oh, my darling, if you knev, 
how full of love my heart is, how hap
py------” He broke off, and, raisin;
her hand, kissJI it passionately, ten
derly; then, as her head fell upon his 
shoulder, he pressed his lips to hers.

Norah did not shrink, but her face 
grew pale, for it was the first time 
a kiss of love such as Cyril’s had 
touched her lips, and she trembled,

“Give me one kiss in return!” he 
pleaded, and, after a moment’s pause 
she touched his cheek.

Casper, lying beside them in the 
bracken, watched them sleepily, the 
great trees above them turned the 
gentle breeze into a song of love, the 
sunlight fell upon them like a benedic
tion, and all nature seemed to be 
standing by, witnessing and' approv 
ing the compact of their young and 
loving hearts. To Norah, as she knelt, 
with his arm round Her, her head up 
on his shoulder, earth seemed to have 
become transformed into paradise. 
She had not loved till this moment, she 
had not known what love meant—but 
now!

Cyril was the first to speak, and it 
was almost like sacrilege to break the 
heavenly silence, to snap the spell of 
enchantment which their happiness 
had woven round them.

“Do you know what you have done?” 
he asked her, *ith mock gravity, as 
he kissed the red-gold hair that 
brushed his cheek.

.Norah started slightly, as if awak
ing from a dream, and stroking his 
hpnd with a caressing movement, 
looked up at him with a smile, half 
shy, half grave.

“What is it that I have done?”
“Plighted your troth—you, the Lady 

Norah Arrowdale—to a worthless, 
poverty-stricken artist,” he said, but 
there was the shadow of a smile in his 
eyes, and the tone of his voice was not 
fo solemn as the words.

“Not worthless,” she murmured, her 
eyes bent on his hand.

"Not altogether, if you have found 
something worthy, dearest!” he said. 
“But a poor and struggling man, any
way. And you are not afraid?”

"Afraid!” she echoed.
“Afraid of what the world—the earl 

—will say?”
She raised her, eyes to his.
“Why should I care what the world 

says—and my father------” She stop
ped, but her lovely eyes were full of 
courage. “He may be angry, but he 
cannot separate us.”

The tone in which the words were 
spoken thrilled him, and he kissed her 
reverently.

“My brave darling,” he said, in a 
low voice. “No, no one on earth shall 
separate us now that you have said

Two Cases of Eczema
and How They Were Cured.

Further Proof That Dr. Chase’s Ointment Is
Eczema.

a Positive Cure for Chronic

If you read these letters you will 
find that Dr. Chase’s Ointment is not 
to be classed among ordinary salves 
and ointments.

By actually curing itching, stinging 
eczema in many thousands of cases 
it has stood the most severe test to 
which any ointment can be put.

Mr. J. Brice, Temperance road,
Parry Sound, Ont., writes : "Just a 
line to praise Dr. Chase’s Ointment 
for what it has done for my wife. She 
has been suffering with eczema in her 
head for two years, and has spent no 
end of money with doctors and for 
ointments, which did her no good. She 
had about given up hope of ever be
ing cured, when someone told her to 
try Dr. Chase’s Ointment. By the use 
of this Ointment the trouble has left 
her entirely, so we have unbounded 
faith in it. I have told several people 
about the Ointment.”

Mrs. W. G. Dowden, Greenspond, --------- - — —
Benavleta Bay, Nfid., writes; “I sut-1 Ltd., Toronto.

fered with eczema on my hands, and 
for eighteen months was so bad that I 
could not use a needle to sew or do 
anything. I could scarcely dress my
self. Though I had lots- of salves 
from doctors, I could never get much 
benefit from them. Then I sent for a 
sample of Dr. Chase’s Ointment, and 
found it very different in action. It 
was not long before my hands began 
to heal, and four 60c. boxes made them 
well. I cannot praise Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment too highly, and frequently 
give some to others to get them using 
it, for I know that it will cure.”

In the home Dr. Chase’s Ointment 
is of almost daily usefulness, for by 
relieving chafing and irritation of the 
skin it prevents eczema and similar 
itching skin diseases. Applied to all 
cuts and wounds, it prevents blood 
poisoning and heals the skin. Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment, 60 cents a box, all 

!ers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,

you love me. No one! As for the 
earl!”—he paused a moment, as if he 
were struggling with a desire to say 
something and were keeping it back— 
“well, even he may in time give his 
consent. Listen, dearest ; I am a poor 
and struggling artist now, but I may 
win the good fight, may win a name 
which, though it will never be worth} 
your acceptance, may make me seem 
less unworthy in your father’s eyes.”

She listened with an interest, a de
lightful feeling that hie life belonged 
to her, the feeling which brings •' so 
great a joy to the heart of the -woman 
who has just received the avowal of 
her lover’s love. The slightest, most 
trivial thing in his life would be hers 
to share with him now!

“Yes, you will be famous,” she mur
mured, with sweet confidence, and 
again her tone thrilled through him.

“Tell me so often enough,” he rs- 
sponded, “and I shall be, Norah, now 
that I have won your love, now1 that 
it is for you I work”—he drew the let
ter from Jack Wesley from his pocket 
and gave it to her—"see, dearest, here 
is the beginning. I cared very little 
about it before to-day, but now I wel 
come it It is an earnest of the sue 
cess that your love will bring me.’

Norah read the short note, and 
told her something of the man who 
had written it.

“The best friend a man ever had,1 
he said, warmly; “and he will rejoice 
in my joy.”

“Your friend,” she murmured. “He 
shall be mine, too, if he will. I shall 
love him for your sake, Cyril.”

He heard the name from her lips 
for the first time, though she had call 
ed him by it in her thoughts often 
enough.

‘Dear old Jack,” he said. "Yes, he 
will be glad. And, Norah, you have 
no regrets ; you will not mind when 
your great friends tell you that you 
have thrown yourself away? That you 
a peer’s daughter, have acted unwise 
ly in loving an artist?”

He looked into her eyes with 
strange earnestness, and with tlv 
same shadow of a smile upon his 
handsome face.

Norah touched his hand with her 
lips as she thought how great, how 
noble, how altogether perfect he was 
to her.

No one will say that who knows 
you,” she said, simply. “And those 
who do not—ah, why do you ask me 
You know, you know!”

Yes, I know,” he echoed, with : 

long breath of delight and joy; “and 
the knowledge makes my happiness all 
the greater. I have won you without 
the aid of a title, or wealth, or fame. 
Norah, you cannot guess, not even 
you, how sweet the knowledge is to 
me!” and he threw back his head as 
if he found some mysterious satisfac 
tion in the thought. Some day, when 
you and I are together in the world 
and you are surrounded by men of 
title, your equals in rank, I shall say 
to myself: ‘She might have chosen 
from-among these, but she chose me, 
untitled, poor, unknown.’ ”

Norah g?zed at him thoughtfully.
“I have never 'thought of these 

things,” she said. “I care nothing for 
rank. Why, it 'is only a short time 
ago that I knew I was the daughter of 
an earl, and”—she smiled—"the know
ledge has not made me any the hap
pier. It would have made no differ
ence to me if you had been noble—I 
mean, titled, if—if I had not loved 
you.” She breathed the last wordà al
most inaudibly.

Then you would leave the Court 
and be my wife, and live with me in 
some little cottage and be content?” 
he asked, fervently, holding her face 
in his hands with a tender caress.

Content!” she Echoed, softly. "Is 
tliat the word?”

I "I may try you some day, dearest;

Iaud yet——” He paused, and she re
garded him, waiting for him to finish. 
But he did not; instead, he seemed 
to thrust the thought from him, what
ever it was. “No,” he said, “let me 
enjoy the delight of feeling that you 
love me for myself alone ; that your 
love is strong enough to make a sac
rifice for me.”

"What sacrifice can I make for 
you?” she said, slowly, as If she would 
have liked to have it in her power to 
do so.

He was silent for a moment, as it 
thinking deeply ; then he said: 

“Norah!”
She turned her eyes upon him with 

that rapt devotion which is love’s 
sign.

“Will you think it strange if I ask 
you to keep our engagement a secret 
for the present?”

She did not remove her eyes from 
his face. v

"I will do everything you wish,” she 
said, simply. “Whatever you wish 
will be good to me, Cyril! Why should 
we tell any one?” She stopped as she 
remembered her father.

“See, dearest,” he said, “I ought to 
go to the earl this evening and tell 
him all, but I know what would fol
low. He would refuse to give you to 
me—and little wonder !—and would 
forbid me to see you.”

Her face went pale, and her hand 
closed upon his as if to protest against 
the mere suggestion of such a terrible 
calamity.

“He would say that I had taken ad
vantage of your ignorance of the 
world, and won your heart before you 
had a chance of seeing other men 
more worthy than I am. And what 
could I say? Dearest, it is so true! 
Now, let me tell you all that is in my 
mind.”

“Tell me everything,” she said, in a 
low voice, pressing his hand.

Cyril returned the pressure loviug-

“You have read what my good friend 
says, nearest,” he went on; “the little 
picture is a success. But there are 
others ready, and those—well, I am 
hoping great things for them. I should 
like to go to the earl and say: T am 
all unworthy of your daughter;
claim to be no more than an artist, 
but I have made good that claim 
and------’ ”

“Y’es, we will wait,” she broke in, 
softly. “How clearly you see things, 
Cyril,” and she beamed upon him 
proudly. ’‘My father will consent 
then.”

Cyril’s face did not reflect her con
fidence.

“Well, dearest,” he said, “If he 
should not?”

With downcast eyes she slid her arm 
round his neck and rested her head 
on his shoulder.

“Nothing shall separate us ! ” she 
murmured.

Surely if the gentle wind among the 
leaves echoed their former love vows, 
it echoed this tender, resolute de
claration of hers; but it found no 
echo in the heart of Guildford Berton, 
who, cowering behind a huge oak, lis
tened to every word. He stood close 
up against the tree, one hand thrust 
behind him, the other stretched up 
and grasping a branch with a convul
sive, painful clutch. His face was 
white, and his lips so tightly com
pressed that he seemed scarcely to 
breathe.

(To be continued.)

DID YOU KNOW RILEY?
James Whitcomb Riley, of whom 

Mary E. Wilkins Freeman said :
“One might as well try to make a 

home attractive without flowçrs as 
without the grace of James Whit
comb Riley’s verses.”

Of whom Booth Tarkington said:
“He was the first and the foremost 

distinctively American poet and at the 
time of his death he was the greatest 
American."

And of whom a Poet has sung:
The world was gettin’ dreary, there 

was too much sigh an’ frown 
In this vale o’ moral strivin’, so God 

sent Jim Riley down.
An’ He said: “Go there an’ cheer ’em 

in your good old fashioned way 
With your songs of tender Sweetness, 

but don’t make your plans to stay 
Coz you’re needed up jn Heaven, I am 

tendin’ you to men *
Just to help ’em with your music, but 

I’ll want you back again."
An’ Riley came, an’ mortals heard the 

music of his voice
An’ they caught his songs o’beauty an’ 

they started to rejoice; 1 . 1
An’ they leaned on him in sorrow, an’ 

they shared with him their joys 
An’ they walked with him the path

ways that .they knew when they 
were boys.

But the Heavenly angel missed him, 
missed his tender, gentle knack 

Of making people happy, an’ they 
wanted Riley back.

Here are Jus Poems:—
Biley Child Rhymes—-A collection of 

the favorite child-rhymes, including 
"Little Orphant Annie,” etc.

Riley Love Lyrics — The favorite 
passionate and tender love poems, in
cluding “An Old Sweetheart of Mine, 
etc.

Biley Farm Rhymes—The many 
poems by Mr. Riley in which is mir
rored his love of the great outdoors.

Riley Songs o’ Cheer—A collection 
of the favorites of Mr. Riley’s poems 
of gladness, content and consolation.

Riley Songs of Summer—The love
liest and best-beloved poems about 
summer and the out-door summer 
land.

Riley Songs of Home—A collection 
of the best-loved songs, sounding the 
note of fireside joy, and homely phil
osophy.

Riley Songs of Friendship—Half 
hundred poems here—including favor
ites that voice in homely fashion the 
poet’s greetings. ,

Seven volumes of them, selling at 
76c. each, 2c. extra if mailed. Never 
before published at less than $1.25 
per copy. There are only five copies 
of each to be had. If you want to get 
yours you will need to act promptly.

DICKS & CO., Limited.
Biggest, Brightest, Busiest and Best 

Book, Stationery and Fancy Goods 
Store in Nfld.

Only a limited sup: 
ply of the incom

parable
HOUSE OF LORDS

Scotch
Whisky

left.
Book your order now 

and save regret.

J. C. BAIRD.
Water Street.

Everyday Etiquette.
“I was introduced to a very nice 

young man last winter and he has ask
ed permission to walk home with me 
from the office several times. What 
should I do,” Inquired Edith.

Give him an Invitation to call at 
your home but if he does not, I should 
be very careful about carrying the ac
quaintance any further,” replied her 
older sister.

DODDS 7

Electric
Flashlights

Spare
BatterièS and Bulbs

Just arrived at

BLAIR’S.
Our goods are the top notch as 

regards quality. Flashlights and 
Batteries * are in the Reliable 
“ Beacon ” make, and Bulbs are 
the Famous “Tungsten” Bulbs 
which are long lived themselves 
and give longer life to the bat
tery.

HENRY BLAIR.
-—-------------------------

HEY! THERE,
your premises are afire. Are you pre
pared for such an emergency? That’s 
our question, and which refers to in
surance.
WKEN BURNING IT’S TOO LATE 

TO INSURE.
Now is the time. Give us your or

der and we will write you a policy at 
once.
OUR STRONG COMPANIES GIÎ- 

AMPLE SECURITY.

PERCHE JOHNSON,
 Insurance Agent.

Fall and 
Winter 
Suitings and
Overcoatings
made in the

MAUNDER
Style.

If you can’t find what 
you want come here. 
Our Serges are guaran
teed dyes, and very 
reasonable in price.

Samples, style sheets 
and measuring forms 
sent to any address.

It will pay you to buj
er pri

to be seen in 1A I I

See the values 
where. These were cfliit 
Prices are as follows

$3.20, 3.4!
7.1

Cotton Blankets.
We are now sliw 
large and conAle 
Cotton or FlAce 
very suitable | si 
range, accordi 
quality, from

90 ets. to $3 59fc*

Eiderdown Quilts.
Specially daintji 
designs at value! 
day’s prices ; rarQe|f|

$4 00, $6 20, $7.0

Crib Blankets, G<

novlO.14,16,18,21,24

TAILOR and CLOTHIER,
281 and 283 Duckworth Street, St. John’s, Nfld.
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Batteries !
We have just received a fresh : 

supply of Batteries and Bulbs 
for Electric Pocket Lamps and 
Torches ; also a new stock of 
Lamps and Torches complete ; I 
all sizes. Bring along your lamp | \ 
now and get it fitted with a fresh 
Battery.

Garrett Byrne, ■
Bookseller * Stationer.

Purity Milk,
St. Charles Cream, 

and King Apples.
Just Arrived*!

Carload Purity Milk and Saint 
Charles Cream,

350 Brarrels “King Apples”
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