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CHAPTER XXX.

“Desmond March!” she bit her lip
to keep back the cry.

“Desmond March,” he said. “How
did you find out that he had written
to me? Mr. Fielding—— Ab,
Clever fellow, Desmond! Nice cous-
fn! I didn’t think he’d go as far as
this. And yvet“—he sighed—“he’'s a
bad lot, Diana. But you have told no
one?’ he asked with a touch of anx-
jety. “No, no, of course not!”

She shook her head. “No—I—I
vaited until I had seen you. I will
do as you wish.”

“Yes,” he said with-a smile.
this time on, dearest. Diana, why did
you leave me?”

“Because—— Hush!” she faltered.
“There is not time, and—and I must
not excite you.”

“All right,” he said easily. “I can
wait. It’s enough for me that you
have come back to me. How long the
time has been! All right, nurse,” he
said with a smile, as she came up to
them looking significantly at her
watch. “Give me another minute.
This young lady is going to marry me
when you've turned me out warranted
sound.”

The blood rushed to Diana'’s face,
and she fought with the mingled joy
and misery in her heart; the joy of
listening to his voice, of seeing his
face; the misery that rose ffom the
thought that she would soon hear and
see him for the last time.

Something in his voice, at it hesi-
tated and broke, touched the nurse,
and, even while shaking her head, she
drew back. He tried to rise on his
elbow, but Diana stretched out her
hand and laid it on his breast. He
winced, then smiled up at her.

“Pll get up, right up, if you don’t
kiss me,” he said, with a touch of fev-
er in his eyes.

“What could she do? She bent and
slowly let her lips touch his, her eyes
streaming with tears. The nurse re-
turned to the bedside with a stern
resolve in her face.

“You must go now,” she said. “I
can’t let you stay another minute, not
one single moment!”

Diana, dropping her veil té hide her
face, touched the nurse’s hand grate-
fully and went out. As she was pas-
sing along the corridor she saw an
old man approaching, leaning on the
arm of a young girl. Diana drew
back and slipped into a ward, and
waited, trembling, until they had gone
on, for she had recognized in them
the earl and Mabel.

Immediztely Vane  was sirong
enough the detective was at his bed-
side; but he was surprised, and not a
little disappointed to find that his
lordship could render him very little
assistance toward the arrest of the
assassin who had attacked him. It
seemed that Lord Dalesford had na
capacity for description, and mno very
clear idea of the kind of man his as-
sailant was..

As he got better—but how slowly

yes!

“From

scarcely speaking, but every now and
then turning his pathetic eyes on
Vane, as if to.assure himself of the
improvement in his condition. And
Mabel, though she was not so silent
and told him the news with charac-
teristic comments, lcoked at him
with a vague questioning in her
glance. But Vane held his tongue. It
was not yet time to speak.

Lady Selina came f{requently; but
ber chief desire was to get Vane ‘to
the house in Grosvenor Square, “to
be nursed,” as she put it, emphatic-
ally, ignoring the fact that he was be-
ing nursed with that absolute devo-
tion and skill which can only be ex-
perienced at a hospital, with its staff
of famous surgeons, and its band of
self-sacrificing women, whose unsel-
fish lives shine out like stars in this
murky, selfish world of ours.

Of course Bertie came; and always
came when Mabel was unaccompan-
ied, and as invariably expressed sur-
prise at seeing her. Vane would lie
back and listen to them as they tried
to hide their love-making under a
mask of quarreling and arguing, a
mask so palpably transparent that it
made even the nurse laugh.

Diana’s visits were carefully tim-
ed, so that she should not meet the

others. As Vane got stronger, her
manner gradually changed. With her
joy in his recovery was mingled the
sadness of the coming parting; it was
like a dark shadow on the happiness
of the last few fleeting weeks.

“I am going to get up to-morrow,
dearest.”

“If you are good,” said the nurse
sternly. “I mean if you will sit still
and not insist upon walking about.”

“Avaunt, tyrant!” retorted Vane.
“Do you know, Di, that if she had her
wicked will she’d keep me here for
I'm afraid she’s
Oh, nurse,

the next six months.
fallen in love with me.
think of that other poor young man
who trusts you so entirely. Oh, yes,
nurse, I love you very much; but, you
see, I'm engaged, like yourself, so
that, alas! it can’t be.”

The nurse laughed. “Lord Dales-
ford is the most impudent patient I
have ever had,” she said to Diana. “I
don’t envy you.”

Diana tried to smile, but the tears
came into her eyes as she turned her
head away. Should she tell him to-
day, tell him that she was not fit to
be his wife, that though she was not
the daughter of a convict, she was
his niece; had lived on his money;
was contaminated by his relation-
ship? Not to-day. Let her have one
more day. Her plans were made, her
resolution irrevocable.

He felt her trembling more than
usual at their parting that afternoon,
and he looked with Iloving scrutiny
into her eyes. But she slipped from
his arms and left him without a word.

Some time later that same day the
nurse came into the room and, after
a moment or two of watchful silence
said:

“There is another visitor, Lord
Dalesford. It is a man—he will not
give his name—who says he wishes to
see you on a matter of the greatest
importance. I have been down to the
hall to see him, and I think from his
manner it is business of importance.
Will you see him for a few minutes
only, if I let him come up?*

“Let ’em all come!” said Vane

cheerfully; another day or two and
he would be out and able to “look af-

ter” Diana. Never again would he
lose sight of her. It was of this he
was thinking.

The nurse went down, and present-
ly returned and ushered in the visit-
or.

“A quarter of an hour,” she said, as
she closed the door on them. X

That night Diana, bending’ over
Mrs. Burton, kissed her and said, in a
low but firm voice:

“Mother, we are leaving England
the day after to-morrow. I have not
told you before because—I was afraid
of Mr. Fielding, of—of every one. But

away from him. The earl would sit|.
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“l understand, Diana,” she faltered

meekly. “I shall be ready.”

CHAPTER XXXI.

Diana worked at her typewriting
that night and early the next morn-
ing; for her money was running short
and she had refused to accept any
from Bourne.

But every now and then she looked
up and gave her misery a breathing
space; it was so hard fto give up
Vane, now that she had seen him
again, had spent so many hours be-
side him—hours in which her love
hadi been intensified by its very hope-
lessness.

She finished her batch of work and
posted it on her way to the hospital.
Vane was dressed, and his hat and
coat lay on a chair, as if he were go-
ing out.

“Yes, dearest, they are going to
throw me out!” he said with a laugh,
as he drew her to him and seated
himself beside her.
will be here directly,
go——"

She drew away from him and look-
ed at him piteously.

“Not—not I, Vane!” she murmured.
“I—I have come to say good-by. But
I—I have something to tell you, some-
thing I must tell you before we part.
You—you will be good to me, Vane,
you will not try to keep me—make it
harder to part from you?”

“Oh, T'll be good to you,” he said
gravely, but with the smile, the ten-
der smile, of loving confidence still
in his eyes. - “What is this you are
going to tell me?”

“The reason why I went away, why
we must say good-by forever,” she
faltered, bravely trying to keep the
tears from her eyes and voice.

“No need, Diana; I know,” he said
very quietly.

She started and looked at him.

" “You know?”

“Yes. I had a visitor after you left
vesterday. His name is Benjamin
Bourne.”

Diana shrank back with a little
cry; but Vane took her hand and held
it tightly.

“He—he has been here—he has told
you?” she panted.

“Yes; everything. Diana,

“The carriage
and we will

if any-
thing could make me love you better
than 1 do—which isn’t possible—the
knowledge of all you have gone
through would do so. And you could
think—dream—of leaving me -again?
Oh, my dear, how eould you?”

She looked at him with wonder and
surprise.

“But—but I must!” she said in a
low voice. “Vane, do you think I—
love you?”

“I know it,” he responded, “and the
knowledge makes me the happiest and
proudest of men, dearest.”

“I should love you very little if 1
consented to drag you down to my
depths,” she said with a catch in her
voice.

“What depths?” he asked calmly.

“I—I—am related, I belong to that
man.  Ah, I must not speak, think,
unkindly of him! He was generous to
me, Vane. I must not forget that!”

“You're not "likely to. And why
should you?” he asked as coolly as
before. “Benjamin Bourne is a very
good sort of man. By George! he’s a
man to admire; a2 man who went back

‘he progressed!—visifors came more | no one must try to stop me. We must | on his past and trod it underfoot. Not

frequently. Tho earl;!and Mabel lived

g0; we must!”
Mrs. Burbon inclined her heul.
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he made for the girl he thought hll
daughter.”

She went white. “You—you don’t
konw, Vane, that—that 1 found him
at Glenaskel—trying to steal—"
“The diamonds? Oh, yes. He told
me the whole story. I think he kept
nothing back. ©Perhaps you don’t
know that he was driven back to the
old path, to play the burglar, by my
fine cousin, Desmond March. Yes;
Desmond had a hold on him and used
him—as Desmond March would use
a man in - his - power, unmercifully,
ruthlessly. Poor Bourne! I took to
him. I could sympathize. His child—
his real child—that poor girl! Des-
mond March again! There is a bad
reckoning to be made up between the
two men. I hope”—his face and
voice grew grave and apprehensive—
“they may not meet. Bourne is leav-
ing England—forever. Oh, he's a fine
fellow. And how he must have suffer-
ed!”

Diana regarded him with wide-
open eyes. y

“A—a convict!” she said in a whis-
per.

Vane nodded coolly. “I know. But
what has that to do with you and me,
dearest?”

She was silent with amazement.

“He turns Out to be .not your fa-
ther; but even if he had been, I
shouldn’t bave given you up. But we
won’t discuss it,” he broke off as the
nurse entered the room.

“Carriage \vaiting,' nurse? Right.
Don’t look so mighty glad to get rid
of me. I may come back, you know.
You see”—with a glance at Diana—
“I’ve been so happy here; happier
than I've been for weeks past.”

“I hope you will take care of your-
self, Lord Dalesford,” said the nurse.
“You must not take a chill, or do too
much for some time. You have been
a very good patient—at least”—
checking herself, with a smile—“as
good as could be expected
man. Yes; také care of yourself.”

for a

is a
save me the
I'm going to be taken care
life.
and

“Thanks, very much; but here
young lady who will
trouble.
of for the rest of my natural
Good-by, nurse.
thank you.”

Nor did Diana try; but she went
back quickly and kissed the devoted
nurse; and there were tears
eyes of both women.

Dalesford found that he was not so
strong on his pins—as he put it—as
he expected; and he had to lean on
Diana's arm; or said he was obliged
to do so.

The carriage was waiting, and the
footman and coachman touched their
hats respectfully and eagerly, and re-
garded their young master with anx-
ious and curious eyes.

As the carriage drove off Diana
seemed to awake to the fact that she
was being carried away.

I won't try

in the

“Where are we going?” she asked in
a low voice, as they sat hand in hand;
for how could she refuse to let him
have ‘her hand when he had only just
come through the valley of the shad-
ow of death, and was still weak?

“Home,” he said. “The guvnor and
Mabel were at the hospital. just be-
fore you came; and I tqd them that
I should bring you home to lunch.”

“Oh, Vane, Vane!” she breathed
with a long, wistful sigh and a shake
of her head.

‘:You should have seen the guvnor’s
face. He is not given ' to shouting,
as you know. Mabel did that for bim.
She screeched so that the nurse came
running in and chucked them both
out!”

“And—and the earl? Oh, surely—
surely, he will not be glad to see me,
me!”

(To be Continued.)
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careful cd out. The pattern eanm
not reach you in less than

The Home Dressmaker should kecp
a Catalogue Serap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts, These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time,

1121.—A NEW SKIRT WITH TUNIC
AND GIRDLE. :
Ladies’ Skirt, With or Without Tunie
and Girdle,

This style shows a tunic with plaits
at the sides, and a girdle with froat
and back edges lapped. The style is
fine for remodelling and if the plaited
portions are made of conirasting ma-
terial together with girdle and under-
skirt, the effect will be very stylish.
One could have serge and plaid wool-
len with the plaid for contrast. Or if
made of cashmere, crepe or albatross,
the underskirt and. girdle with plaits
could be of charmeuse or satin. The
design is also good for velveteen, |
broad cloth, duvetyn, wool mixtures |
and novelty weaves. The Pattern is |
cut in 5 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 inches |
waist measure. It requires 2% |
yards of 36 inch material for the
skirt, and 4 5-8 yards for tunic and |
girdle for a 24 inch size. The Skirt |
measures about 2 yards at the foot. |

A pattern of this illustration mall-
ed to any addréss on receipt of 10c
in silver or stamps.

1134-1133—A SMART GOWN I"OR'
HOME, CALLING OR BUSINESS

Novelty suiting in blue and white
plaid with threads of green is here
becomingly developed, with blue taf-
feta for vest, collar, cuff and pocket
trimmings. The skirt is a splendid
model with its simple lines, and the
pockets are a convenient and practi-
cal style feature. Broad cloth, voile,
velvet or corduroy are also appro-
priate for tfis model. It is composed
of Ladies’ Waist Pattern, 1134, cut in
6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inch-
es bust measure, and Ladies’ Skirt
Pattern, 11323, cut in 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26,
28, 30 and 32 inches waist measure.
It requires 5% yards of 44 inch ma-
terial for a 36 inch size. The Skirt
measures about 2% yards zat the
foot.

This illvstration czlls. for -TWO
separate patterns which will be mail-
ed to any address ou receipt of 1fc.
FCR EACH  pettern in  silver or
stamps. !
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N.B.—Be sure to cut outtboﬂhn-
with the coupon, |

15 days.
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Pound Tweeds

and

COLOURED POUND SATEENS

NOW ON HAND.

A Splendid Lot

The Tweeds are Dark Colours, and inter-
spersed are some Black and Navy Serges and
Cheviots. 2

Price, 70 cts. Ib. Only

The Sateens are Extra Special Quality and
the colours are fine; so these will be useful for
a large variety of purposes.

Henry Blair

CﬂlLDREN S SHOES !

We have ( 'dren’s Shoes that
are worth brriro!

They are werth hwwing be-
cause they are ~~nd. d rable,
comfortable, good looking Shoes!

All the “pinchy” parts, so of-
ten found in Children’s Shoes,
have been left out!

Every pair of our Children’s
Shoes is guaranteed to give per-
fect satisfaction!

The best of Dull, Bright or
Tan Leathers. Button or Lace
style. Low heels or half heels.

BOYS’ SHOES
$1.40, $1.50, $2.00 to $3.50.
GIRLS’ SHOES

$1.30, $1.50, $2.0 to $3.20.
$1.30, $1.50, $2.00 to $3.20.

We prefer to do the Fitting!

Parker & Monroe, Ltd.,

THE SHOE MEN.

iRISTMAS 1914

Once more the Christmas season has rolled
around. We therefore wish to solicit the in-
spection of our Christmas ‘Goods, too numerous
to mention individually the articles we have
suitable for Xmas presents. Therefore we in-
vite the public to come and mspect for them-
selves and be convmeed that t we have Ve one ( of the

- best assortments ever shown i in Newfoundland.




