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CHAPTER XXXIV.

“I, TOO, AM FREf 
Doris went slowly In the direction 

Percy Levant had taken; but she did 
net see him. ^nd presently, losing her
self In her thoughts, she wandered 
across the lawn which stretched be
tween the Inn enfl the high-road, and, 
leaning against'the low wall, gave her
self to brooding over the confession 
which the marquis had made—If con ■ üng hlg ant.g t-.rop to hie side, he said
fession it could he called !

Presently she was starried by the 
sound of wheels coming down the 
steep road to her Tight, and a few 
minutes afterwards she saw a travel
ing carriage pull up at the door of the 
inn, amidst a great bustle and con
fusion, the stamping of horses’ hoofs, 
the click of changing harness, and 
tSo shouting of outriders.

Then she heard voices asking and 
answering questions, and amongst 
theip the l^n;""'d's suave tones, beg
ging «brneor. 3 :travellers, presum
ably—to amir and rest themselves 
while the hoysc» were fed.

Doris listened in an absent kind of 
fashion, in which the noises and voices 
came to her like those in a dream, 
until, suddenly looking up, she saw 
the moon had risen above tbe tree 
tops, and she turned to go back to the 
arbour in which Lady Despard was 
doubtless sleeping the sleep of the 
just. As she did sq, she heard a-slow 
step at her side, and glancing In Its 
direction, saw a tall figure coming to
wards her with a pjow and listless 
step. She was drawing back into the 
shadow of the shruhq to let him pass 
without seeing her, when suddenly 
the moon smiled from behind a cloud, 
and poured its light full on his face, 
and she saw that it was Lord Cecil 
Neville!

Tes. it was his face, but how alter
ed! Pale and haggard It looked, ao if 
as many years as minutes had passed 
ever It since she saw it last In all its 
bright, fresh youth fulness, and it was 
the shock caused by this change in the 
beloved face, as much as the sudden

appearance which kept her rooted to 
the spot

She could not have moved if her life 
had depended on it, and he was almost 
upon her before he noticed her. Then, 
raising hie hat he murmured :

“Pardon, senorita,” and was going 
on, when, looking more closely at her, 
he uttered an exclamation, and stood, 
like herself stock-still. '

For a space in which one could 
count twenty, these two stood looking 
,ato each other’s eyes speechless, then 
he said:

“Doris!” and stretching out his 
arms, made a step towards her.

For a second the desire to sink up
on his breast was terrible ; but she 
fought against it and shrank back.

The colour which had rushed to his 
face as he spoke her name died away 
at her gesture r.f repudiation, and let-

in a constrained voice:
“Miss Marlowe! Am I dreamingÎ 

Doris, is it you?"
“Yes, It is I,” she said, almost in- 

audlbly, her heart beating so loudly 
in her ears as almost to drown her 
voice.

“You! You!’’ he repeated, looking 
round as if he could not believe tho 
evidence of his senses. "You—and 
here! Good heavens! I thought I was 
dreaming!" he muttered. “I—I thought 
you were— When did you come here 7”

He broke off as it he scarcely knew 
what he was saying; his eyes devour
ing her face with the expression In 
them which might shine in the eyes 
of a man who, dying of thirst, sees 
the limpid stream—Just beyond his 
reach.

I—I came here—to Italy—some 
months ago, my lord,” she said, and 
her voice sounded strange and hollow.

"Some months, some months?” he 
repeated, putting Ms hard to his head 
and pushing thé hair from hier fore
head—a trick which Doris remember
ed with a vividness which was like a 
stab.

“Why, how cou’.d that be? You 
could not get back from Australia— 
and yet—yes, I suppose so!”

She started and looked at him. and 
vas about to exclaim, "Australia? I 
have never been there, my lord!” 
when she thought it Letter to remain 
silent, remembering the marquis’s 
story.

“You—you did not stay long,” 1>*> 
said. "Were you—are you happy V 
he asked, abruptly.
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She turned her head sway, her lips 
quivering at the dull accents of pain 
in his voice.

“Few mortals are happy, ay low!,” 
she replied, in a low voice.

He waved his hand impatiently
"For Heaven’s sake, don’t address 

me as if we were etrangers !" he broke 
out “It is a farce in which I find it 
Impossible to play! Doris’’—he stup
ed and drew nearer to her—“are you 
so hard of heart, or so light of mem
ory, that you can forget, absolutely 
forget all that passed between us— 
you and I? Have you forgotten Barton 
meadows? the day I fell off the horse 
at your feet? the day I told you that 
I loved you, and asked you to be my 
wife? the day you promised to be my 
wife?”

She shrank back against the wall, 
and put her bands against it as if to 
sustain her and keep her from falling.

"Have you clean forgotten?" he de
manded, bitterly.

“I have tried to foget," she panted. 
“Oh. Heaven!" he exclaimed, with 

suppressed passion; “and they say wo
men have hearts—they boast that wo
men are gentle and merciful! Yon 
tried to forget; and, of coarse, you 
succeeded ! What I”—he drew near to 
her and looked longingly at her pale 
face, all the lovelier for its pallor and 
the intense light shinning iqf the 
beautiful eyes, the tremour on the 
perfectly curved lips—“while I have 
thought of you day by day, night by 
night! I swear that there is not a 
night to which I have not dreamed of 
you, in which you have not stood be
side me to mock me with those eyes 
of yours, to murmur tbs vows which 
fell so readily from those sweet lips. 
Great heavens! how cruel, how merci
less even the best of you can be!”

In the fury of his agony It almost 
seemed as if he were about to strike 
her with his upraised hand, and Doris 
felt a wild thrill run through her as 
the- conviction that he still loved her 
forced Itself upon her.

“He loves me still! He loves me 
still!” she almost cried aloud.

"Yes, the best of you,” he repeated, 
dully, like a man whose senses are 
half-numbed with pain. “For I count
ed you the best, and—Heaven help 
me!—I still count you so! Doris—I 
don’t know by what «âme I should 
call you, but till I die you will be 
’Dorie’ to me—Doris, why did you de
ceive me? I have lain awake at nights 
trying to answer that question. I ask 
you to tell me now, now that all is 
over between us—•” And he bit his 
lips till the blood came, as he gazed 
at the lovely, downcast face. “All la 
over, and we are miles apart—worlds 
apart,” and he stifled a groan, "and 
you can tell me safely. Why did you 
treat me as you did? Was It simply 
deviltry, coquetry—what? What fun, 
amusement was there to it? They said 
you were practising your profession 
upon me; that - Ï was a mere block, 
which you were acting—always acting 
—up to. Was that true?”

She made no reply, but stood statue- 
like, her hands pressed against the 
rough wall, her heart beating to dull, 
heavy throbs which seemed to stifle 
her. ,

“Was it true? It so, then you were 
the wickedest the cruellest woman 
God ever made!” he said, fiercely. 
“There are some women whose trade 
it is—professed flirts—to fool and be
tray men; but they carry the sign of 
their trade on faces and voices, and 
we men are aware of them. But you
you, with that Innocent face, of yours, 
with that sweet girlish voice of yours, 
with those eyes Whose truth a man 
might stake his soul upon—” He stop
ped, and gazed at her as if his soul 
were slipping from him. “Why don’t 
you answer me?" he broke off, almost 
savagely.

Her dry Ups quivered, a longing so 
intense as to be almost irresistible as
sailed her; the desire to exclaim "I 
did not deceive you; I did love you; I 
still love you. No treachery of mine 
parted us!” but she remembered the 
promise she had made to Percy Lev
ant the promise renewed only that 
morning; remembered that he—-Lord 
Cecil—was either already married or 
pledged to marry Lady Grace, and she 
remained silent.

He drew a long breath and shrug- 
fled his shoulders.

"You can’t answer. I suppose it was 
merely for amusement that you led 
me on to loving you, merely for 
amusement that you promised to he 
my wife, and still merely for amuse
ment—broke my heart!”

She turned. They say the worm will 
turn If trodden on too persistently.

"Was It only a broken heart you of-
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fered to Lady Grace, my lord?” ehe 
said. ,

The moment after she had spoken 
the words she would have recalled 
them, for she saw by the sudden pal
lor of his face, the quiver of his lips, 
how much they had cost him.

“I see,” ho said, to a low voice; 
"you seek to excuse yourself of un
faithfulness by accusing me!”

“No, no,” she breathed; but he went 
on, disregarding her.

“Yes. I am engaged to Lady Grace! 
It is quite true. All the world knows 
It” with a suppressed bitterness ; "but 
I flld not ask her to be my wife until 
you had—Jilted me! Jilted! It to too 
llghl a word. Men use it as a jest. But 
you did not Jilt, you deserted and be
trayed me!”

"I—I!” she panted.
"Yea!” he said, passionately. “You 

wilted until I had left England—left 
England to please and conciliate my 
uncle—and then, disregarding my 
letters, my appeals to your love and 
your honour, you coldly—like a finish
ed coquette!—oast me off with a few 
cold words. Good heavens! I cannot 
recall it without feeling the old pain, 
the old madness!” He broke off. "Oh, 
Dorto! you have broken other hearts 
than mine, I daresay ; but you never 
broke one that loved yon half as dear 
ly, half as truly, as mine did! I would 
have staked my life, my honour, on 
your truthfulness. I would have up. 
held it in the face of tbe whole world, 
and”—with a bitter smile—“should 
have been rightly laughed at for my 
pfljips! Doris, the treachery that was 
sp*t to you was death to me! Look 
at me!” he drew nearer to her and 
folded his arms. “That day I lay with 
toy head to your lap I was a young 
man, with all a young man’s keen de
sire for life and belief in happiness! 
I feel like an old man now. bereft of 
all hope, haunted by the memory of 
your deceit. This is your work. Be 
proud of it, if you can!”

She hid her face in her hands, lest 
it should tell him too much; and he 
mistook the gesture and attitude for a 
confession of her guilt, and it moved 
him to a softer mood.

‘I—I beg your pardon,” he stam
mered. “Don’t—for Heaven’s sake— 
don’t cry! That wont do any good. 
I’m awfully sorry I should have blar
ed out what I felt. Its—its all past and 
gone now. Of course, you are marri
ed?”

Her lips formed the word “no,” 
though it was not audible.

(To be Continued.)

HOW « YOUNG 
PIRL SUFFERED

And Was Restored te Health By 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 

Compound—Told By 
tier Mother.

Brooklyn, N. 1 ■
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com

pound enough for what 
It has done for my 
daughter. She was 
16 years of age, very 
sickly and pale and she 
had to stay borne from 
school most of the time. 
She suffered agonies 
from backache and 
dizziness and was with
out appetite. Feethree 
months ehe was under 
the doctor’s care and 
got no better, always 
complaining about her 
back and side aching so 
I didn't knew what to 
do. I read in the papers 
about your wonderful 
medicine so I made ep 
my mind to try it. She 

-. has taken five bottles 
of Lydia B. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 
pound and doesn’t complain any more 
With her back and side aching. She has 
gained to weight and feels much better. 
I recommend Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound to ail mothers and 
daughters. "—Mrs. M. Finohb, 616 
Mercy Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.

For specie! advice in regard to such 
ailments write to Lydia E. Pinkbam 
Medicine Co., Lynn, Mas*.

When you want somethin* In 
l hyrry for tea. go to ELLI!
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JUST THE DRESS FOR THE GROW
ING GIRL.

m i

2940—Serge, gabardine, velvet, cor
duroy, taffeta, voile, crepe de chine 
and all wash fabrics are good for this 
style. The blouse is made to slip 
over the head. The Skirt is a two 
piece model.

This Pattern is cut In 4 Sizes: 8, 
10, 12 and 14 years. Size 10 will re
quire 4% yards of 30 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. to 
silver or lc. and 2c. stamps.

A SMART GOWN FOR A SLENDER 
FIGURE.

2963—This ie a good style for serge, 
taffeta, satin velvet, gabardine or 
tricotine. Braid or embroidery will 
be a good decoration for this style.

The Pattern is cut in 3 Sizes: 16, 
18 and 20 years. Size 18 will require 
5% yards of 36 Inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or lc. or 2c. stamps.

No.
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Address In full:—

Name

LONDON DIHECT0RY,
(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 lists of 

EXPORT MERCHANTS 
with the goods they ship, and the Cel- 
entai and Forego 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 undy each trade 
In which they are Interested at a cost 
of 86 tor each trade heading. Larger 
advertisements from 816 to fflO.

A copy of the directory will be mat 
by post on receipt of postal orders for 
•7.6*.

The London Directory
Abclinrch Lane.
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SKIRTS.
We have a quantity of fine Linen 

Skirts, stylishly made up with pockets 
and pearl button trimming. They are just 

the thing to wear to save your finer and 
more expensive clothes, and they are 
washable. Come and see them.

ONLY $1.50.

WYLAN BROS,
Wholesale.

th.fr.tf.
314 WATER ST. Retail.
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PIPE,
PIPE

STOVE
STOVE 

ELBOWS,
STOVE PIPE 

DAiMPERS.
Wholesale only

The Direct Agencies, Ltd
mayl7,tt.

NOTICE!

P. J. SHEA,

From a recent Magazine we have copied the follow
ing. We only need to add, Papers to suit all require
ments can be had at our Store.

1. Thou shalt heed the call of Plain quiet wall pa
pers and white woodwork wherever such is possible.

2. Thou shalt lighten dark rooms by the use of 
light-hued, yellow-tinted wall paper, that suggests the 
blessed sunshine.

3. Thou shalt see that thy walls and thine own per
sonality are not to forward, but modestly retiring.

4. Thou shalt use no large-patterned wall papers 
against which to hang thy pictures. The one will kill 
the other.

5. >Thou shalt have no centerpiece or cornerpieces 
upon thy ceiling, but only a very nearly plain expanse 
of light color.

6. Thou shalt have thy fill of bright tints, and deli
cate designs for bedrooms and boudoirs, but for draw
ing-rooms, dining-rooms, libraries and halls, thou shalt 
be compelled to use less frivolous papers.

7. Thou shalt, when the ceiling is not too high, run 
the paper of the side wall up to the ceiling, putting the 
border just below the angle.

8. Thou shalt not panel the walls of a small room, 
except it be above a mantelpiece, a sideboard or a book
case,Vhere a bit of tapestry, a mirror or a picture may 
be held in place by strips of moulding.

9. Thou shalt use attention-compelling cut out bor
ders, or conventionally designed strips for divisions 
between walls and ceiling.

10. Thou shalt remember at all times that thy wall 
paper is but a background against which to show thy 
pictures, thy furniture, and thy friends.
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In Stock :

We personally attend to the sale of Codfish, Cod 00. 
Salmon, Herring, etc. Will guarantee the highest 
market price with the most satisfactory results. Re
turns on ah shipments made promptly. Consignments 
solicited.

Broker & Commission Merchant.
OOeet 314 Water Street .Wharf j Clift's Cove.
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