CELT R S A A VAR R S 0 ML L AL BIEER L MRS R4 .

BREESER RS TEE MRS BRI A ST AR B i 22030484 A IR RIS Ehat 4t

T8
i3

1§l it

FREE RUNNING

TablecSalt

It never cakes in any weather. ‘Regal’
is zlways at your service—running free.

The Canadian Salt Co., Limited

The
Handy Little

Spout LetsThe
Salt Run Qut.

for Love
of aWoman;

OR, .
New Romeo
and Juliet.

CHAPTER XI
LOVE'S SUBTLE SPELL.

“Do not say that,” she said, in a low
voice, almost inaudiable indeed.

“You are ¢ beautiful as an angel,
and as clever. Why you are famous al-
ready! And I'—he laughed, with self-
scorn—“I'm jist an ordinary fool of

a fellow. Of course there is no hope

for me, and vet somehow I felt that;

I must tell you. You won't laugh. 1

know.

foolish, and that we meet

mustn’t

again, and touached her arm reverently :
—*“and you'll send me away and-—and |

. |
—perhaps forget all about me in a]

week or While 1—well’—he

pushed the short, crisp hair from his

.

brow with ampatient gesture—"well, 1]

No!” he said,
shall never

shall get over’it in time.

simply, ed 5
forget the other day when 1 opened my
eyes and saw you bending over me, or

passionately,

those next tw)> nights when I looked
at you in the theatre! I shall never
forget nor cease to love you! I know
it as surely as I stand here!”

He rose 2nd thrust his hands in bis

his
the hungry

hard,
her with

handsome face set eyes
dwelling upon
look of the man who loves and yet
does not hope.

“And now I've told you,” he said,
with a short breath, “and now I sup-
pose Lord Neville,
hope you will be happy and—'" Iis

and he knelt beside her

it’'s ‘gcod-bye,
vcice broke,
and caught her hand. “Miss Marlowe
— Doris — if — if there is the slight-
the
least bit nf hope in the world, give it

est chance for me, if there is

to me! I'm—I'm like a man pleading

for his life: TFor his life? For more
than that—hiz happiness.”

He drew back from her in a feint of
leaving her, and her small, soft hands
ciosed upon him.

1

“No, no
He asked feor no more.

all unrebuiksd this time.

“My darling! my beautiful!”. he mur-
mured. “Oh, Doris! is st true—can it
be true? Teil me, dearest; I can’t be-
lieve it o:herwise, Tell me, do you

lov me just 2 little?” -.nd he looked

—————

You'll tell me that I'm very!

{and I!” he laughed witha
pockets, and looked down at her, his |

iyou belong to me!
I:

With a cry of |
joy he drew her to him and kifssed her

into her nowncast eyes us if he woild
read her soul.

She put her hand upon his arm and
raised her eves to his slowly, and let
them rest tnere.

“Yes,’ she sunid, as if tne effort cost
! her much, “I co love you!”

A linnet, perched upon a branch of
thke tree above them, burst into song;
;a lamb, that had been regarding the=m
curiously, drow near and bleated, the
brook babbicdi over the
Nature in its Lhappy springlike seemad
'to take up the harmony of these two
{ souls bound in love's subtle spell, and
to find voice; but they were silent,

stones; all

At last he npoke.

“It is 1ike a dream!” le said, re-
;moving his eyes from her face for a
fmoment and lcoking like 2 man awak-
’izlg from glecp. “Like a diream! Tell
;mc once mcre. Doris; just once more!”
“Is it so cifficult to beliave? Well,
I then I love you!” :#2 murmured, and

a smile—the first fruit of love—
beamed from her eyes.

“Difficult to believe!” he =aid. “Well,
I should think so! Great Heavens!
what on eaiti do you see in me {9
love?”

“Quite eunough,” she said, the smile
growing surnier, as she looked at his
Landsome face and ardent eyes.

“It's woncerful!” he said. “Just
look at the difference betwoeen us; you,
so beautiful, o clever, such a genius;
oh I know! Why, you w.ll be fam-
ous—are famous already, I daresay—
self-scorn.
“It is wonderful!” and he drew her
hand to his lips and kissed it.

*Isn’t it?’ she said, slowly, with lov-
ing mockery.
he asseverated. “Sim-

And to think that

YN it ig”
ply wonderfal!
You—you—you!”
and his eyes flazhed upon her lovely,
“By Jove! I shall
wake up presently, and find it really
only a dream.”

She started, and would have with-

betwitching iace.

idrawn her hand if it had not been

so tightly clasped in his.
“It is only a Cream,” she murmured,
“Only a drgam?”’ he repeated.

“Yes,” she¢/ sajid. “A—a—very plea-

{ sant dream—"

“Thank -youl"

“But a dream still, Lord Neville—"

Y name is Cecil, I'd have you to
know!”

“Lord Cecil—"

“Cecil without the
please.”

‘lord,’ - # you
“It is only a dream!
wake now!

ten!”

We
I—and you—have forgo:-

must

“Forgotten what, dearest?” he said.

-

And the Worst is Yet to Come—
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| “Forgotten who you are, and what
Iam"

seating himaelf beside her and steal-
ing his arm round her waist.

“] am an actress, and you are a
viscount,” he said.

“I believe I am,” he said, smiling-
ly. ‘“But, all the same, you are angel!
Every moment I expect to see you
spread your wings and fly from me.”

“So I shall directly,” she said, with
2 smile that was half-sorrowful. “I
am an actress—cne of the people. Ona
who has no status, no standing in ths
Yoa
will be a marquis some day, will you

world; and you are a nobleman,

not?”

“I daresay,” he assented, carelessly,
trying to decide she
more beautiful, grave or smiling.

“There is a gulf between you and
me, Lord Neville.”

“Cecil, if you please.”

“A gulf—"

“Which love can stride across,” ho
said. “That is, if you are going to
draw up a list of comparisons, As it
there couid bc any comparison be-

whether was

tween Doris Marlowe, the great act-
ress, and Cecil Neville, the stupid
dragon!”

“And future marquis,” sher said.
“Ah, I know, Yes, there’s a gulf.”

“Look here, Doris,” he said, taking
rer hand, which she had withdrawao,
and kissing ezch finger scparately,
“don’t

marquis.

talk nonsense. I'm a future
All right.

“You cannot.”

I don't deny it.”

“Just so—I cannot. 3ut ’m net a

marquis at present. I'm simply Cecil
Neville.
confound him!—the

me retire.

I'm not aven a dragon, for—
marquis made
I'm §imply nothing, while

you—you!"”"—he emphasized the pro-

{ gila
noun by raising one edge of her dress

and kissing it—“you are a great ana
famous actress—"

“And outside the pale of society,
she said with sudden wisdom.

“what do
car=d very

“Society!” he exclaimed,

b

I care for that! I never

much for it. At thls moment [ care
less. You are society enough for me!"*

No woman could have been othes-
wise than touched by his devotion. She
allowed him to retain her hand.

“If you only knew what a sacrifice
he
presently yon

ycu are making, my
“Why,

will appear in London,

darling!”
said, smilingly.
and will finl
the world at your feet; and they will
all be in love with you, peascnts—
only there are no peasants in Loa-
don—and peers! I
would have an frow a duke.
Think of that! And you have pled-

ged your truth to a simple vizcounyt!"

daresay you

offer

“lI am satisfied,” she said, with a

smile.

“And precious little you have to be
satisfied witii!” he said, “for I am a
poor kind cf viscount. I am entirely
at the mercy of the great marquis—
tke Marquis of Stoyle. He forced me
had
chance, and he keeps me on starva-
Ch! you had better
have waited and hooked your duke,
Doris!”

to leave the army, when I a

tion allowance.

She laughed softly, but the laugh
was rather a grave one.

“What will the marquis say?” shu
asked, looking at him, with her brows
drawn, her lovely eyes half-curious.
Lord Neville smiled.

“He will be sure to say something
disagreeable; b¢ always does.”

“But tell mme,” she insisted, gently.
“Or shall I tell you?”

«“You couldn't,” he said. “That beau-
tiful face of yours couldn’t manage
to look like tke marquis’s hard, stony
cne; and certainly your voice that is
just like music—"

“Shall T get up and curtsey?” she
put in, with a faint smil.e

“You needn’t. It's no compliment,
No, you couldn’'t harden your voice t2
anything approaching the
steely, icy tones.”

“No?” she said, absently; then sud-
dcnly she sat upright, and her faca

inarquis’s

“You are an angel!” he remarkeq,
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3

the dramatic
Ulough they were, which amazed him,
but the face, the voice.
““Why, Doris,” he said, at last, “you
have seen, you know:the marquis?”
She shook her head as her counten-

ance resumed its. own girlish fresh-

1 words,
]
"

ness.and beauty.
“No,”, she said,

never seen him.”
“No? Well, of all the extraordinary

1t was my esteemad uncle

gently. “I have

likenesses!
the marquis—making an allowance ior
the difference in age and tiue rest—-
to a point!”

“You forget that I am an actress,”
she said, with a little sigh. 1t was
easy enough, as easy to guass what
he—what anyone in his position—
: and heir

“would say to his nephew
when he toid him what he proposed
doing. It is something like what he
would say, is it not?”

“It was a wonderful imitation of the
marquis’s expression and the way of
telking—wonderful, darling; but I
don’t think he would have said so
much. But there!
can it make what he says or thinks,
eh, Doris?” he broke off.

“But will i* make no difference?”
she asked, leaning fof'“'ard, her hands
clasped on her knees, her eyes fixad
the “I Kknew
a sacrifice—let me
know how What dil-

ference will it make?” and shte looked

what difference

dreamily on ground.
there must be

great a one.

at him.

Lord Neville frowned slightly as he
thought of the speech his uncle had
addressed to him after dinner on his
first night at the Towers, and she
saw the frown and sighed.

“The sacrifice would be greater
even than I thought,” she said.

I—yes, I am so ignorant o

“Ta
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is not so?
the world. [ know nothing about if,

c¢xcepting what I have learnt {rom:
Looks and plays—"

“Don’t say another-word!” he brok»
in almost grimly in his earncstness.
“Every word you say makes me ash-
Do you think I set apything in
The

ke
He may curse or bless me,
All

the same—I mention it for your sake,

amed!
the scales against your love?

miarquis may say and do what
pleases.
and it won’t make any differcnce.

and not my cwn, you seem so afraicd,
my darling—he can’'t rob me of the
'title; if he could I
render it rather than lose you.

and would sur-
Lose
'

you he exclaimed, with his short

laugh. “Look here, Doris, ['d rather
be your huspand and—and sweep a

{crossing, than marry anothor woman
:and be the future King of England.
iThat sounds rather high and lofty,
Idoesn’t it? But I'm rather bad at ex-
pressing myseif; and it’s as near &=
I can get to my meaning.”

“It is near enough,” she said, with
'a smile, her heart giving a little leap
"at his ardent, manly avowal. :

“And that’s ¢nough of the marquis,”
he said. “We’ve forgotten puite as
important a person, it seems to me.
Your guardian, Dorist!”

She started slightly.

(To be Continued.)
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tors said it was

grew set and cold and her eyes hard-
ened with a disdainful hauteur.
Cecil!” she seid, and her vpice was
stern and cuttingly scornfu!, ‘‘so you
have made up your mind to marry—
what is it?—a dairymaid—no, pardon,
me!—an actress! An actress, a social
paria, a person one pay's One’s money
to sce upon the stage, to make us
laugh for an hour or two, but with;
whom one would rather nut be seen!
walking in the public streets; and
you propose to marry this—this girl?
Well, do so; but remember that in
marrying her you cut youreslf off
from me and the world in which you
belong, and that you sink into the
mud from which she sprang, and ar2
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Scrofula

Would my few lines help some suf-
ferer from skin diseage? A year ago
I was a fright, you could not put a
pin on my whole body. I was tor-
mented beyond words. I could not
sleep. I tried several doctors. They

said it was scrofula. Then Mrs.

; Ryder, of Brookvale said, “Try D.D.D.

It helped me and I think it will help
you.” I used two sample bottles and
three dollar hottles. I have seen no
sores or pimples for five months,
thanks to your wonderful D.D.D.

- JOHN M. CLARK.
Brookvale, N, B., Canada.

Remarkable results have been ac-
complished by D.D.L. in healing all
forms of skin trouble from pimples’
and blackheads tc severe cases of
eczema. It should reach your case
too. Ask your druggist about it.
Your money back unless the first
bottle relieves.

utterly ruined, a social suicide!”

Lord Neville sat and stared at her.ij

1080

Totion for Skin Disease

Fashion
Plates.

A SIMPLE DRESS.

2871.—Here is a model for which
any of the pretty wash materials of
this season, will be appropriate. It
is also good for gabardine, serge, flan-
nelette, and velvet. The right front
cverlaps the left to the cloging, at the
side.

The Pattern is cut in 4 Sizes:2,4,6
and 8 years. Size 4 requires 2
vards of 36 inch material.

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

4
2

GIRL’S DRESS AND SUN BONNET

2860—Here is a comfortable “warm
weather outfit” which will please any
little girl who likes to play or work
cul in the sunshine. Gingham, per-
cale, seersucker, linen, drill, pique, or
poplin could be used for both the bon-
net and dress. With bloomers under
this dress, petticoats may Be dispen-
sed with.

The Pattern is cut in 5 Sizes: 2, 3,
4, 5 and 6 years. Size 4 requires 215
yvards of 36 inch material for the
dress and 3, yard for the bonnet.

A pattern of this illustration mail-

cents in silver or stamps.
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Address in full:—
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LONDON DIREGTORY,

(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World
to communicate direct with Engllish
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods.
g complete commercial guide ‘o Lon-
don and Suburbs, it contains ‘ists of
EXPORT MERCHANTS

with the goods they ship, and the Cal-
cnial and Foregn Markets they sup-
rly; also

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES

of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,
etc,, in the principal Provincial Towns
and Industrial Centres of the Unitel
Kingdom.

Business Cards of Merchants 114
Dealers seeking i

BRITISE AGENCIES

can now ho printed under each trada
ir whick they are intereste¢ ut a cost
of $t for each trade heading. Larger
advertisements from §1& to $60.

A copy of the directory will be sent
by post on receipt of postal orders for
£7.50. ;

~ Company, Ltd.,

20, Abchure” Lane, London. E.C. 4,

-

ed to any address on receipt of ‘0/

Besides being !

The London Directory,
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New Relief For Consfipation,

“LES FRUITS”

Physicians agree that
with the modern habits of
living, constipation is lik
ly to be always with u
They also agree that f
constant use of any drug
for the relief of constip
tion is exceedingly unwise
—unwise for two reas

Q.
C
S,
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of any drug is bad anyway.

So the cry is constantly going up from
constipated, “What can we do?” It will b
teresting to a great-many to know that an
swer has been found in the re-discovery o
method which was used with great success
our Forefathers, and in Arabia far back in tha
twelfth century. Tie food is called “Les Fruits”
because it is composed entirely of figs, ¢
prunes, raistrs and the leaves of each with
substitution of the Alexandra leaf for the rai
leaf. The taste is pleasant. if not to say d
ous, and the effect is exceedingly satisfact
Try it and be convinced.

SOLD ONLY AT

Ellis & Co., Lid.

203 WATER STREET.
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Sir William Creokes Scienii
Lenses

The greatest protection for sensitive eyes
to the optical world. They eliminate heat rays, whi
are the great source of irritation,

1-
n

CEETAN
particularly
close work under artificial light, such as reading, wri
ing, etc.
the movies.
Lensges to you.

R. H. TRAPNELL, Lid.,

THE EYESIGHT SPECIALISTS.

The finest Glass made for people who visit
Let us explain. these truly wonderful
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Lighter Und

At Lightest P

MEN’S BALBRIGGAN SHIRTS and
ERS, all sizes .. .. .

MEN’S SUPERIOR BALBRIGGAN S
and DRAWERS. Very special
B .. 8

MEN’S NEW-KNIT NATURAL CA
SHIRTS and DRAWERS, at $2.35
and $4.00 each.

MEN’S STANTIELD NATURAL CASHMEKE
COMBINATIONS, at $4.00 and $8.00.
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In BoysS’ Lighter Underwe
WE SHOW

BOYS’ NATURAL BALBRIGGAN SH
at 55c¢. each.

BOYS’ STANFIELD NATURAL CASH
SHIRTS and DRAWERS.

CHILDREN’S STANFIELD NATURAL
CASHMERE COMBINATIONS & SLEEY-
IMG SUITS.
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