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self, he has acarcelyna friend In ..the 
world," said Spenser Churchill, sip
ping his tea and sîgMng. “I am 
counting so much on yeur and: Lady 
Despard’s sympathy, my" dear Miss 
Marlowe! A word of,-encouragement 
from such kind hearts-as yours will 
go far to console him' for the cruel 
disappointments he has. endured. Ah! 
he is going to sing, I, see. Now you 
will see if I spoke.too highly of his 

f ;voice and abilities.”

For Love 
oi a Woman;

OR,

New Romeo 
z and Juliet.

CHAPTER XXI.
AN ART PATRON.

“Well, my dear Percy, what do you 
think of my dear young ward?"

Percy Levant raised his head and 
looked at him with a curious expres
sion.

"Give me some wine,” he said; then, 
after he had drank a glass, he demand
ed, almost sternly, “Why did you not 
tell me?"

"Tell you what?" asked Mr. Spen
ser Churchill, with a chuckle. "I told 
you she was a charming young lady

"And you wished me to think that 
yin lied in saying so,” retorted the 
Sther. “Why did you not tell me that 
she was as beautiful as—she is?"

Spenser Churchill chuckled again.
"My dear Percy, I thought that a 

little surprise would not come amiss. 
If I had told you that she was pretty

"Pretty!"
"Well, beautiful—lovely—you wouh? 

not have believed me!"
“No, I should not,” he said, curtly. 

"Don’t say any more. I want to think! 
Great Heaven! she is like a dream! 
Stop! Don’t talk, I say. I’m not equal 
to any of your smooth platitudes at 
present. Let me be in peace!"

Mr. Spenser Churchill laughed soft

ly.
"Certainly, certainly, my dear 

Percy," he said. “Yes, I can under
stand your astonishment. This claret 
is very fine—”

"No more!" said Percy, rising and 
taking a step or two across the room, 
with his arms behind his head bent 
upon his breast again. "Let us go to 
them."

“I’m quite ready," said Spenser 
Churchill, smiling with intense enjoy
ment.

They went into the draw’ing-room.

Lady Despard was turning over the 
music, Doris was seated at the tea- 
table.

"I am trying to find something for 
you to play, Mr. Levant,” she said. 
“We are so eager ,to hear you play— 
Miss Marlowe and I."

He bowed, and his glance caught 
Doris’s; but she only smiled.

“Will you not play or sing?” he ask
ed.

“Oh, no,” she said; "I should be 
afraid."

“Of me? It is I who should fear, for 
I know from your conversation that 
I shall have a musician for a critic

"No," she said, quietly; "I am not 
a musician. You will have some tea 
presently?" and she raised her eyes 
to his with the calm politeness of per
fect self-possession and good-breed
ing.

CHAPTER XXII.

TWO SONG BIRDS.
Percy Levant bowed and went to 

the piano, and Mr. Spenser Churchill 
walked across the drawing-room and 
took a seat immediately beside Doris.

“I hope you like my young friend?" 
he said, in his softest voice, and 
glancing affectionately towards him 
as he stood by the piano talking to 
Lady Despard.

“I have seen so little of him," said 
Doris; “but he is very agreeable."

"Yes. Ah, my poor Percy!” he sigh
ed. "Poor boy! He has suffered so 
much—so much! There should be 
sympathy between you two, my dear 
young lady, for he has known what 
it is to lose his dearest. I should 
move your heart if I were to tell you 
what sorrow and treble have fallen 
to my poor young friend’s lot, and win 
your admiration and esteem fdr him if 
I recounted the many difficulties he 
has had to encounter. It has been a 
hard world for him—a hard life—poor 
fellow! I do so hope you and Lady 
Despard will like him."

Doris remained silent; hut the soft
ly spoken words had something of the 
effect their speaker intended, and she 
looked towards the young man with 
increased interest.

“I think, with the exception,.»)! my-

And the Worst is Yet to Come
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j’ercy Levant was certainly going 
to Sing, but he seemed somehow loth 
to begin. For a few minutes his fin
gers strayed over thei keys irresolute
ly, then he struck a chord.and com
menced.

He had chçsen not an elaborate 
specimen of the flowery school, but 
a simple Brittany ballad, and he sang 
it exquisitely. Doris, as she listened 
to the long-drawn notes that seemed 
to float on eider wings through the 
room, felt a singular sensation at her 
heart. It was as it this stranger had 
defined the trouble of her young life, 
and had put * it into- music. With 
tightly compressed lips she sat fight
ing hack the tears that threatened to 
flood her eyes, her hands closely 
clasped in her lap, her eyes fixed on 
the ground, unconscious that Mr. 
Spenser Churchill’s eyes were covertly 
fixed on her with a keen watchful
ness.

The last notes of the song died 
away, and Lady Despard’s soft, lan
guid voice poured out her praise.

"Oh! but that is very, very beauti
ful, Mr. Levant; and you have a love
ly voice ! How kind of you to come 
and sing to us! And I am so greatful 
to Mr. Churchill for bringing you! 
You must sing again—must he not, 
Doris?”

He had risen and bowed to Lady 
Despard; but his dark eyes looked be
yond her, and sought Doris’s face.

Her lips trembled, but she forced a 
smile. Taking it as a request, he re
turned to the piano and sang again.

Lady Despard was in raptures; but 
he prevented her asking for another 
song by going across to Doris.

"Lady Despard -will not play; will 
you?" he said. “You ar<p not afraid 
now?”

“Yes, more than afraid," she said, 
with â smile.

“Will you sing with me? Here is a 
duet,” he said, quitely, his eyes down
cast.

“Do, dear!” said Lady Despard. 
"Miss Marlowe sings like a profession-* 
al. Mr. Levant.”

Doris rose reluctantly, and he led 
her to the piano.

Mr. Spenser went and sat beside 
Lady Despard, and began to talk to 
her in an earnest but softly persuasive 
tone. The two voices at the piano 
rose and f-’l in harmony, and seemed 
to act as ah accompaniment to his.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” said Lady De
spard. “Their singing together is 
simply delicious!”

“And if your ladyship assents to my 
proposal, they can sing together as 
often as you please!” he murmured, 
insinuatingly.

She laughed and nodded.
“That’s true. Oh, yes, just/as you 

like. I’m sure he is most interesting, 
and such a perfect gentleman!"

“Ah, yes,” said Mr. Spenser Church
ill. “I would not have brought him 
to you if he had been anything less. 
And it is settled, then?"

“Yes," nodded her ladyship.
He rose at once and looked at his 

•watch.
“I will make all arrangements," he 

said, in a low voice. “Say nothing to 
him to-night."

The two men said good-night, and 
Percy Levant found himself outside, 
his brain in a whirl, his heart beating 
wildly.

“Well, may one ask your highness 
what you think of my ward now?” said 
Spenser Churchill, softly.

Percy Levant thrust his hands In 
his pockets.

“Has she been 111, or Is It trouble 
that makes her look like that?” he 
asked, in a grave, thoughtful tone.

"Trouble," said Spenser Churchill. 
“Poor girl! Yes, she has been ill, too; 
but she is better, and the change will 
completely set her up, I hope.”

“Changer
“Yes," he purred. “She and Lady 

Despard go to Italy next week," and 
he smiled as he struck the blow and 
saw Percy wince.

“To Italy next week!” He turned 
upon him. “What are you scheming? 
What are you doing? Why did you 
take me to see her to-night, if— Do 
you think I am made of stone; that, 
like yourself, I’ve no hea^t? To Italÿ!"

“Yes,” murmured Spenser Church
ill, “and I have arranged that you

shall go with them—”
Percy Levant started again, and, 

stopping, confronted him with a pale, 
eager face.

“What?"
“Yes, exactly! You are to go with 

them as—what shall we say?—friend
ly cavalier, courier, what you will— 
anything will serve as an excuse. 
What do you say? Perhaps, after all, 
you regret your bargain! It so, say 
so, and IT, release you.”

Percy Levant caught him by the 
shoulder and held him In a savage 
grip.

“You—you devil!” he said, fiercely, 
almost wldly. “You know that I can
not! If I had not seen her I might 
have had the strength; but now—"

He withdrew his hand, and, almost 
thrusting the other man away from 
him, strode on.

CHAPTER XXIII.
A SAD HOME-COMING.

Lord Cecil Neville was a man of 
his word. He had pledged himself to 
remain in Ireland until the mission 
he had undertaken was completed, 
and he meant keeping his word, 
though his life depended on it. And 
it seemed to him that more than his 
life, his happiness, hung in the bal
ance. He had written again and again 
to Doris, and had received no ans
wer to any one of his letters. That 
they had reached her was evident from 
the fact that none were rtcurned 
through the post to him. To all his 
passionate attempts for an explana
tion of her silence not one word came 
from her.

Life had gone fairly smoothly for 
Viscount Neville up to this, and his 
hot, impetuous nature—inherited from 
his mother’s side of the family—found 
it difficult to endure the suspense. 
Many men would have broken their 
word and returned post-haste to Eng
land and Barton, but a pledge was a 
solemn thing to Cecil Neville, and, 
like a soldier on duty, he stuck to his 
post.

It is not necessary to speak in de
tail of what he accomplished in Ire
land, but this much may be said: that 
he found the people in the right and 
the agent in the wrong, and that that 
agent had a bad time of it. It may be 
added that Lord Neville succeeded in 
a few short weeks in winning more 
hearts among the marquis's tenants 
than all the Stoyles for centuries had 
been able to do, and that before many 
days had passed “the young lord,” as 
he was called, was regarded as a 
friend and protector, and many a 
faltering voice called down a blessing 
on his head, and implored him to re
main in “the old country.” The Irish 
are a warm-hearted people, quick to 
resent an injury, but equally quick 
in their gratitude for a benefit. This 
handsome young nobleman, who had 
relieved them from their oppressor 
and done his best to better their hard 
lot, received his reward in the shape 
of an affectionate gratitude which he 
should remember and cherish all his 
life through.

The absentee landlord, the man who 
screws the last penny from the tenant, 
and spends it in Paris or London, has 
been the curse of the country; and it 
was because Lord Neville saw this, 
and owned it freely, that the people 
trusted him.

Often, when he had returned from 
a day’s inspection of the estate, and 
had relieved the oppressed, he wond
ered what the marquis would say when 
he heard what his ambassador had 
done! Often when, tortured by an 
anxiety respecting Doris’s silence, he 
spent the night pacing up and down 
his room, he vowed that when they 
were married they would come and 
live among these people, who had wel
comed him so readily, and so grate, 
fully recognised his efforts on their 
behalf.

But for the constant hard work, the 
incessant travelling, Lord Neville 
would have suffered more than he 
did; for, as the days wore on and no 
news of Doris reached him, he began 
to imagine all sorts of terrible things. 
One- night he dreamed that she was 
dead, and woke trembling and shak 
tog, halt-persuaded that he had heard 
her voice calling to him.

All day her Image haunted him, and 
he found himself pulling up his horse, 
and sitting staring vacantly before 
him, recalling her last words, her shy, 
passionate kiss; and then he would 
dash forward and try and persuade 
himself that his letters had, in some 
way, miscarried, and that all would 
be well.

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion
Plates.

A SMART SUMMER COSTUME.

2876.—This design is good for rajah 
silk or shanting, for pongee, poplin, 
taffeta, satin, linen or gingham. The 
blouse is separate from the skirt, 
v/hich may be of lining under the 
tunic portion.

The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust meas
ure. Size 38 requires 6% yards cf 
36 inch material. Width of skirt at 
lower edge is about 1% yards.

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

A VERY SEASONABLE
TUME.

PLAY COS-
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2877..—Here is just the dress and 
hat for warm summer days. This 
outfit may be made of khaki, lawn, 
percale, linen, cotton, corduroy, pique, 
drill, gingham or chambray. Smock
ing may replace the gathers at the 
waistline; the shoulder straps may be 
of ribbon.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 2, 3, 
4, 5 and 6 years. Size 4 will require 
% yard of 27 inch material for the 
hat, and 2% yards for the dress.

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

No.

Size

Address In fell:—«

Name

Tinned Fruits
Pineapple (Sliced). 
Pineapple (Grated). 
Peaches (Whole). 
Peaches (Sliced). 
Cherries (White).

Apricots (Whole). 
Apricots (Sliced). 
Egg Plums. j 
Strawberries. 
Cherries (Black).

APPLES in Gallon tins.
DRINKS.

Rose’s Lime Juice. 
Rose’s L. J. Cordial. 
Lemonade Powder.

Welsh’s G. Juice. 
Apple Cider. 
Orangeade Powder.

Schweppe’s Non-Alcoholic Wines,
’ *< Lemonade, Soda Water, Ginger Beer.

Newman’s Port Reviver,aTonic.
Fort Reviver is composed of the finest concentrated 

Fruit Juices, is non-alcoholic, contains wonderful for
tifying and reviving properties and is strongly recom
mended for those wishing to retain health and strength.

BOWRING Bros., Limited,
GROCERY DEPARTMENT.
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You’ll Forget You Have Them On 
Until It’s Time To Take Them Off

WE are speaking now of Keds—the perfected 
rubber-soled canvas shoes that are so over
whelmingly popular with everybody.

More appropriate summer shoes you never saw. 
Men work in/ them—women dress-up in them — 
children play in them. ,9

Long-wearing, springy, buoyant rubber soles ?nd 
specially woven canvas tops—real foot freedom that 
you will appreciate most when the sun is high over
head and everything warm becomes unbearable. Keds 
are especially fine for the seashore and outdoor shorts.

For Men and Boys In
White & Brown Canvas Boots,

Heavy Rubber Sole and Heel,
$3.20, $3.50 to $3.70.

Parker and Monroe, Ltd.
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European Agency.
Wholesale Indents promptly execu

ted at lowest cash prices for All Brit
ish and Continental goods. Including; 

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather, 
nhemicsls and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China. Earthenware and Glassware 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories, 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Sample Cases from $50 upwards. 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metal,

Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen's Stores,

> etc., etc.
Commission 2)4 px. to 3 p.e. 
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Consignments of Produce Sold 01 

Account
(Established 1314.) 

fS Abfhnrrh Lan», London, E.C, 
CeMe Address; “Annuaire, Lee.*

Wili am Wilson 4 Sons

Our Stock is Complete
ENAMELWARE.

v

Double Saucepans. 
Pie Dishes.
Tea Kettles. 1 
Dish Pans.
Saucepans (al1 varieties).

Milk Kettles.
White Water Pails.

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

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DIS
TEMPER

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. . , P. O. Box 1243.

Forty Years in the public 
Service—the Evening Telegram


