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TRUE LOVE’S PASSI8K.

CHAPTER XVIIL 
A Strange Story.

“Any fool can be an earl, Jack,” be 
went on, “but it isn’t everybody who 
can write a good book or even paint 
a decent picture. There’s my senti
ments, and though I’m sorry I de
ceived you, I don’t think you’ll be hard 
upon me.”

He stopped opposite his friend and 
held out his hand, looking down upon 
him with the frank smile that was full 
of a grateful tenderness.

Jack grunted, but took the hand. 
“Well, I suppose it’s more your mis

fortune than your fault, your being a 
viscount,” he said; “and I’ll say I’ll 
try to forgive you and get used to it; 
tut the artist game’s played out now, 
I imagine. You’ll go down to the Earl 
What’s-his-name, and, striking an at
titude, exclaim, ‘Behold your nephew, 
the viscount! I come to claim my 
cousin for my bride!”

Cyril’s face softened, and a rapt 
look came into his eyes, the look of a 
man when he hears the word “bride”

• and calls up the vision of his beloved 
but shook his head.

“No, Jack, not that. I didn’t tell 
you that until the other day I had 
never seen the earl.”

“No!”
“No. My father—his brother—and 

he quarreled years ago. I don’t think 
it was my father’s fault, because the 
earl somehow has managed to quar
rel with all his relatives. Why, his 
own wife—” He stopped. “You should 
see him, Jack. He’s like a Lord Ches
terfield made out of steel, and beauti
fully burnished.”

He drew himself up and fingered an/ 
imaginary eyeglass, and looked so 
like the earl that Jack, though he had 
net seen his lordship, smiled.

“How such a sweet, angelic creature 
as Norah can be his daughter—”

Jack smiled again.
"But she must take after her mo

ther, poor woman. Jack, her father 
had kept her from him until the other 
day. Isn’t he an amiable, tender
hearted party?”

There was silence for a moment, 
then Jack Wesley asked :

“And what do you mean to do, my 
lord?” -* *-■***-&

"Punch your head If you call me 
•my lord’ again, for one thing,” said

Cyril, promptly; then his face grew 
paie. “I mean to follow out my plan, 
Jack. I wooed my darling as plain 
Cyril Berne, the artist, and I mean to 
win her as such.”

"That’s rot!" remarked Jack, quiet-

'No,” said Cyril, firmly. "If I went 
down and declared myself and asked 
for Norah”—what music he made of 
the name!—"my amiable uncle would 
show me the door with his most eleg
ant smile, and shut my darling in her 
room. I know him! There is no love 
lost between us, and he'd take delight 
in kicking me out No! I’ll stick to 
my work, Jack. I'll paint this picture 
for Lord Newell, and if it makes a hit 
I’ll present myself at Santleigh Court 
as Cyril Burne, and—”

“Get kicked a little harder,” finish
ed Jack, cynically, "and then—'

Cyril’s jpee flushed.
“Why, then I will say to my darling, 

‘Ncrah, wiH you still forget the differ
ence between us, and leave all this for 
a little cottagi

“And cold shoulder of mutton. And 
she’ll say----- ”

"Yes!” exclaimed Cyril, his eyes 
glowing brightly with his trust and 
faith in the girl he loved.

Jack Wesley tilted his chair on its 
hind legs and smiled.

“It’s pretty, very,” he said, cynical
ly. “It sounds like a popular poem, or 
the scene from a play; but, mark my 
words, young ’un, you will come to 
grief. Something or, somebody will 
put a spoke in your wheel, and while 
you are fooling artiund, playing'at be
ing an artist and talking of your cot
tage by the stream, you will lose your 
beautiful Lady Norah.”

Cyril laughed—actually laughed.
“Lose her!” he said; "ah. Jack, you 

don’t know her. Wait until you’ve 
seen her, talked to her, listened to her, 
watched the smile on her face, the 
light In her dear eyes. You’ll .realize 
then how firm and true, how staunch 
she is, my angel!

Jack Wesley shrugged his shoul
ders.

Lord preserve me from this mad 
ness they call love!” he muttered. 
“But I’ve said my say. The words of 
wisdom have been uttered, and, as 
usual, have been scoffed at So, young 
man, you must go your own Colney 
Hatch way. Though”—he paused, and 
a kindly light shone in his earnest 
eyes—“I’m idiot enough to feel a little 
proud of you----- ”

“Jack!”
"Yes, I’m proud of you. I thought 

when you sprang your vlscountship 
upon me that there was an end of 
work for you, an end of an honest,
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Thousands of people normally healthy 
in every other respect, are annoyed with 
a persistent hanging-on bronchial cough 
year after year, disturbing their sleep 
and making life disagreeable. Its so 
needless—there’s an old home-made 
remedy that will end such a cough 
easily and quickly.

Get from any druggist "2% ounces of 
Pinex" (50 cents worth), pour it into a 
16-oz. bottle and fill the bottle with plain

r nulated sugar syrup. Begin taking 
at once. Gradually but surely you 
will notice the phlegm thin out ana then 
disappear altogether, thus ending a 

cough that you never thought would end. 
It also promptly loosens a dry or tight 
cough, stops the troublesome throat 
tickle, soothes the irritated membranes 
that line the throat and bronchial tubes, 
and relief comes almost immediately. 
A day’s use will usually break up an or
dinary throat or chest cold, and for 
bronchitis, croup, whooping cough and 
bronchial asthma there is nothing 
better. It tastes pleasant and keeps 
perfectly.Pinex is a most valuable concentrated 
compound of genuine Norway pine ex
tract, combined with guaiacol and is 
used by millions of people every year 
for throat and chest colds with splendid 
results. 4 ,, , •

1 To avoid disappointment, ask your 
druggist for “2% ounces of Pinex” with 
fullaireetions and don’t accept anything 
else. A guarantee of abapldte satisfac
tion or money promptly refunded goes 
with this preparation. The Pinex Co., 
Toronto, Ont.

understand, and to say

self-respecting career. Yes, Cyril ; 
though you are a tool for not taking 
my advice, I think all the better of you 
for declining it; and to prove it, I’ll 
agree to forget that you are a lord, 
and treat you as if you were a respect
able man.”

Cyril laughed and shook him to and 
fro.

“Good old Jack!” he exclaimed, 
"I’d no idea you disliked a lord so 
much.”

"OH, I like ’em well enough—at a 
distance,” said Jack Wesley, grimly. 
"But how to business. If you mean 
all you say, the sooner you see Lord 
Newall’s man and arrange about this 
picture, the better.”

"Yes,” assented Cyril, promptly. 
"I’ll look him up at once, and then 
and then I’ll start for Brittany. But 
I must run down to Santleigh first, 
old man ; I’ve got to get my traps and 
—and,” he blushed ingeniously.

Jack Wesley laughed.

Child Was Nervous,
Irritable, Tired Out.

L She Had Ho Appetite, and Her Complection Was Pale and Sallow,

How many parents realize the strain 
which going to school means to the 
child who is naturally nervous and of 
delicate health?

You see them come from the schools 
daily with pale faces, many wearing 
glasses, and looking tired and worn. 
At. home they are Irritable, do not 
Bleep well at nights, and are upset by 
a little extra excitement.

If they are to grow to healthy man
hood and womanhood their systems 
must have attention now. Such treat
ment as Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food does 
wonders for children! in this condi
tion. We are constantly receiving let
ters from grateful parents telling 
what the Nerve Food has done for 
their children. This one is a fair

Mrs. Stephen Hartman, Italy Cross, 
rg Co., N.S., writes “My 

sister at eleven years of age be-

llfeless and drowsy and her com
plexion grew pale and sallow. Finally 
she had to keep her bed and have 
somebody with her all the time. She 
was afraid of everything, would get 
excited and tremble till the bed would 
shake. As she seemed to be getting 
worse under the doctor’s treatment, 
mother decided to try Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food. After she had used about 
four boxes, improvement was notice
able and it was wonderful to see how 
much brighter and stronger she grew 
week by week. She used ten boxes al
together and they cured her. She got 
fat and rosy and went to school every 
day with an ambition that she never 
seemed to have before. I do not hesi
tate to recommend Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food to anyonei, for It was Indeed won
derful what It did for her.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50c. a box, 
nervous, irritable and seemed all 6 for 52.60, all dealers, or Edmanson, 
out. She bad no appetite, was 1 Bates & Co., Ltd., Toronto.
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“Oh, I 
‘good-by.’ ”

"Oh, and I’ve promised to go to a 
flare-up at a great friend of Norah’s,” 
said Cyril, remembering Lady Fern- 
dale’s Invitation for Wednesday week.

“All right,” said Jack, “off With you 
now, then. I’ve wasted, quite enough 
time upon you this morning.”

Cyril laughingly made for the door, 
when a knock came, and Jack, already 
bending over his papers, called out, 
“Come in!”

Cyril stepped aside, the door open
ed, and a man entered. Cyril had nev
er seen him before, and he looked at 
him with some curiosity. He was an 
elderly man, with a weather-beaten 
face and iron-gray hair, thick set and 
muscular; and his figure and the old 
and patched peajacket he wore gave 
him the appearance of a sea captain 
down on his luck, or a bargee, or per
haps a discharged coastguardsman.

Cyril—artist like—thought he would 
make a capital model for a figure in 
a "ship piece,” when the man, glan 
cing at him from under a pair of shag 
gy brows, stopped short.

“Beg pardon," he said, in a rough 
voice. “Didn’t know you weren 
alone.”

“All right, Furlong,” said Jack, 
friend of mine, Mr. Cyril Burne. Wait 
a moment, Cyril, before you go,” he 
added.

Cyril walked to the window and 
looked out at the quiet thoroughfare, 
and the elderly man in the peajacket 
took a roll of paper from his pocket 
and laid it on the table.

Jack opened it and looked It over. 
“All right, Furlong,” he said, with 

a nod, and he took out some silver 
coins and handed them to the man 
who took them and gruffly growled his 
thanks.

Any more?” he asked.
Yes,” said Jack, and he took some 

papers from his desk and gave them 
to him. "Get them done as soon as 
you can. Can you let me have them 
back to-morrow?”

Furlong examined the papers.
“The day after,” he said, shortly. 
Jack nodded.
"Very well, the day after, then. Did 

you find anything very wrong in the 
last lot?”

“No. There are no leopards in that 
part of the world.”

Cyril stared, and Jack laughed.
“Oh, I didn’t know. I’ll be more 

careful In my zoology another time.”
“You can’t know everything,” re

marked the man, curtly.
“I beg your pardon, Furlong,” re

torted Jack, gravely, “an author does 
know everything. He’s bound to; once 
he admits he doesn’t, he can throw 
up the sponge.”

The man smiled, glanced round the 
room, and at Cyril, and with a nod, 
walked out.

‘Who on earth was that, Jack?” 
asked Cyril.

An old fellow I picked up the other 
day,” replied Jack Wesley. “He says 
his name Is Furlong, and that he has 
been a mate on board a trading ship, a 
planter’s foreman in Ceylon, a fur 
trader In Hudson’s Bay territory, and 
several other things of a like or un
like character; I found him sitting on 
the doorstep the other night, and as 
he seemed hard up, I hunted out some 
work for him. Poor beggar, he was

regularly stranded; but,” with a cyn
ical smile, “he will probably turn out 
a duke in disguise.”

Cyril laughed.
“That’s one on me, old man, I sup

pose. Poor old chap. But what does 
he do for you? What were those pa
pers he brought ?”

‘Well, It’s strange—that is. If any
thing is strange in. this rummies; of 
all rummy worlds—but . Furlong, 
rough as ho looks, appears to have 
been decently educated. Anyhow, he 
writes a goo denough hand for copy
ing, and so , I give him my awful 
scrawl to turn Into legible calli- 
giaphy.”

‘But what was that about leop
ards?’ said Cyril, with an amused 
smile.

Jack Wesley laughed.
“Oh, Ï make mistakes sometimes; 

-put animals and flowers and all sorts 
of things in countries where they don’t 
live or grow; and Furlong, who 
seems to have been In every quarter 
of the globe, spots the mistakes and 
sets me right.”

"Well, of all the curious experien
ces,” exclaimed Cyril. “Why, who 
would guess that that rough-looking 
codger could set the great and learned 
Mr. John Wesley right in anything.”

“Yes, curious, .Isn’t it?” assented 
Jack, “but appearances are deceitful. 
Who, for instance, would suppose that
Mr. Cyril Burne was----- ”

‘Now, Jack, shut up! I say, your 
friend has a remarkably striking ex
terior. Do you think he’d mind sitting 
to me as a model?”

T should say he wouldn’t have the 
slightest objection,” said Jack, “to 
earning^ money In that or any other 
way, honest or dishonest. Oh, yes, 
he’d sit for a model well. You might 
call him ‘The Returned Convict’ 

“What,” said Cyril, “do you think—” 
"No, no," said Jack, quickly, 

don’t know anything about him, and 
have no reason to suppose that he was 
ever In Botany Bay. As I say, he will 
probably turn out to be a duke instead 
of a ticket-of-leave man.”

The old fellow Jias a furtive way 
of looking about him,” said Cyril, up
on whom Mr. Furlong seemed to have 
made an impression.

“I dare say. So would you have if 
you had gone through half he says he 
has,” remarked Jack. “But about 
Newall. You won’t leave London until 
you have seen him'and settled some
thing definite ? He is a slippery eus 
tamer, and is worth sticking to.”

“All right,” assented Cyril, "I mean 
business, Jack, and will stick to his 
lordship tike wax.”

Jack* grinned.
“How surprised he would look if you 

sent in your card—your proper one,
I mean!’ he said.

Cyril laughed and then frowned. 
“That’s a secret which I have only 

shared with you, Jack," he said, rather 
gravely.

Confound you, yes, and I wish 
you’d kept it to yourself,” growled 
Jack. “There, be off, now. “What 
with you and that old ruffian, my 
morning’s nearly gone.”

Cyril went off laughing, and strode 
up the Strand with a light step and a 
lighter heart, thinking of his picture 
and of his sweetheart. What was she 
doing now? he wondered. Wandering 
in the park, and—and thinking of him 
as he was thinking of her? Asking 
herself where he had gone, and why 
tie had not sent her a message?

You shall not wait long, my dar
ling!” he murmured ; “a few hours 
more!” and he strode on. But man 
proposes, and Providence disposes, 
and the hours that stretched between 
Norah and him were many, instead of 
tgw.

(To be Continued.)
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consider an 0X0 cube In 
a cup of hot milk to be as nice as 1 
v 7~/ ' Chicken Broth.

It is a food of great value to restoring 
strength to invalids and convalescents. À 

and in maintaining vitality.
Tins 15c. and 36c.

Pear’s Annual,
A collection of Current Christmas Art and Literature. The Annual is accompanied by

Three Superb 
Presentation Plates

of supreme beauty and Interest, together with a four page Supplement in colours by John Hassall, 
R. I„ humorously Illustrating “An Old-fashioned Christinas”, with verses by James Burnley.
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[hat Shall 1 Send M3 
Soldier Boy For 

Christmas?
turned Officer Makes Suggestion od 
luitable Gifts—“Candles" and “Caul 
ies” Two Things the Men in till 

^Trenches Like—Avoid Sending
Heavy Gifts—Matches and Smoke
Always Welcome.
What shall I send to the brave 

v 10 is representing me in the trend] 
ei in Northern France, fighting v; 
if ally for justice and liberty again]
t e Hun?

This is a question that ought to 
ai itating the mind of every person 
ci untry to-day. Nearly every fanii 
hi s its representative on active s- 
vffce, and those who have not ai 
f lends, or perhaps chums of the li 
v lose name is now inscribed on t] 
rf il lof honor.

What to send is a difficult questii 
t( answer satisfactorily, for conditii 
E e so entirely different over there 
t e trenches to what they are at ho:
< le at home cannot realize what 
1 cans to be on active service, a 
i am all those comforts which go 
1 &ke Christmas the one great teas 
t e year.

: What is one thing most needed | 
jf lq soldier? The question was pu

!
i iofficer who has but recently co( 
l<*k from the front. And the 
tr^r he gave was “Candles, “s 
ism candles and yet more candi- 
He said. It was surprising and 
Questioner thought for a moment 

officer was joking. But he was 
7 Y ou know the parody, ‘In my IRi 
vit home in the trench’ he said. W< 
uèt consider yourself there. You 

i n the front line trench or in the si 
iiirt trench, and when your spellj 

: Inty is done you crawl into a mi;
, ible little dug-out. What is it 

want more than anything? Light.
; haven’t got electric switches to tl 
i oil, you want to write a letter hoi 
or read the one that you have ji 
Received from your loved ones. C; 
you imagine what a blessing a cam 
wquld be to you?”

And so candles ivas put down slo 
on the list the reporter was com 
ing. The officer noticed the hésita ti- 

..so he discharged another broadsi- 
“Why, man, there are lots of tiling 
soldier can do with a candle. He cl 
cut it into three pieces, light them a 
boil his mess tin on the top of th 

le can boil water and make his tl 
offee or cocoa, he can put a soup t;

Jet or a vegetable tablet in his mess 
ith his bully beef, and make a. r 

:ling fine stew, and a score of otl

why the discriminât 
“Gems”—Because hi**1! 
end to end.

“Gem” Cigarette 
matured leaf of the 
many merits rank ea 
smoke. Don’t takç i H


