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SNOW white, fineand
absolutely pure.
Runs freely, be the
weather wet or dry.
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CHAPTER XIV.
A BROKEN TRYST.

«J--] have been busy,” he said. “Old
papers and—and letters. Where have
you bheen, and what have you been do-
ing?”’

He did not Mok at her or he would
have seen the colour which suffused

her face and noticed the suddenly

downcast eyes.
“I have been to the meadows, Jef-
I—I want to tell you

-
¢

frey.
thing.’
“Yes,” he said, tying the letters to-

some- i

the next town on important busines
for the manager.

“I shall be back to-night,” he said,
in his quick, stern voice; “in time to
take you home, as usual,” and he

| touched her forehead with his lips.
| “You will be sure to be back to-
fnight, Jeffrey?”’ she said, clinging to:

fhim for a moment.

; “Yes, yes,” he said, hurriedly. “If
|anything should prevent me—" He
‘put his hand to his breast thoughtful-‘
i1y, and his heavy brows knitted with
;a troubled expression; then ne seem-
|ed to shake it off. “But I shall be\
iback. If by any chance I should lose
éthe train—"

§ ®heftrey!”

# “I said by any chance only, and it is
| not likely; but if I should, I will
?come by the first in the morning. Mrs.
| Parkhouse, the dresser, will see you
| home if I am not here. Good bye, my

[child! Play your best to-night! I

TowersA with a yearning gesture, mur-
muring:

“My love! my love!”

The morning broke, not brightly
and sunnily, but in fitful gleams
glancing through shower clouds; and
when she came down-stairs she found
a yellow telegram envelope beside her
plate.

It was from Jeffrey, saying that the
merest chance he had spoken of had
occurred, and that he had been de-
tained the night, but that he would
catchh the eleven o’clock train, and
asking her to meet him.

Her face brightened as she read it.
Yes, she would meet him, and as they
walked through the woods from the
station, she would tell him of her
strange meeting with Lord Neville
and all that had sprung from it, and
then they both could go and meet
Cecil by the brook.

She hurried through a mere
tence of a breakfast, and putting on
her hat and jacket, set out.

The sky had cleared somewhat, and
the sun, shining through the npaces

pre-

fof blue, touched the green leaves with

a dazzling sheen.

As she went towards the meadow,
her heart beating with an anticipatory
joy, her mind was hard at work.

Perhaps, after all, Jeffrey would not
so much mind her giving up the stage
and the career for which he had so
carefully prepared her. It was her
happiness he had been seeking—only
her happiness; and when he learnt
that it was bound up in her love for
Cecil Neville, he would not refuse his
consent or throw any obstacle ‘n the
way.

Looking at it in this hopeful fash-

Terribie Weep-
ing Eczema

For the year 1909, I suffered with
weeping eczema on my hands which
caused me very much;pain and worry
for I could not use my hands for but
very few things. I tried many reme-
dies ‘but they all failed to give me
any relief and I was obliged to give
up my work and came south at the
same time continuing to use any
preparation recommended to me, but
my hands continued to get worse un-
til I was told to try D.D.D. Prescrip-
tion, also soap, which I at once did
an<. the first two or three applica-
tions gave me the greatest relief and
when I had used but half a dollar
bottle my hands were healed. I am
indeed very thankful for your splen-
did prescription and may its fame
spread world wide, is the wish of,

MRS. E. HAYES.

22 Sunset St., Hamilton, Ont.

Ask your druggist and he will tell
you what D.D.D. Prescription has ac-
complished in your own neighborhood.
Your money back unless the first
bottle relieves you.
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“I—T -can’t read!” she murmured,
piteously. “I can’t read it!” Her hands
closed tightly on the thick, smooth
sheet of note-paper, and she set her
teeth hard. “I must be mad; yes, that

Let me wait a moment. Now!”
with

is it!
And she bent forward,
knitted brows, read it out word by
werd, slowly, painfully, like a child
reading a repugnant task.

“Dear Miss Marlowe—For 1 feel
that I dare not call you by the name
engraven on my heart, and yet I must,
though it is for the last time. Dear,
dear Doris! I am the most wretched
and miserable of men! And yesterday
I was the happiest! Doris, I have seen
my uncle and told him all, and he has
all qugstion,

and,

proved to me, beyond

gether in a bundle, and rolling up a ‘am working for you. Stone by stone

couple of yellow, time-stained papers. |I am building up the edifice of your

“What it is? What is the time? I—I | fame—"
have been sitting here so long that? He stopped, pressed her shoulder

I've forgotten.” He looked at his old- ! with his thin hand, and was gone.

ion, she reached a spot where the that it is impossible for me to make
foot-path branched in two directions— you mine. I can’t tell you all that
one led to the brook, the other to the passed between us; I scarcely know

railway-station. what I am writing; but the dreadful

fashioned watch, and rising hastily,
put the bundle of letiers in a box that
“It is time for the
1 shall

stood on the table.

rehearsal. Are you ready?

‘not be a moment.’

“Yes, 1 am quite ready; but there
is plenty of time, Jeffrey, and I want
to tell you—have you forgotten those
papers?  Are you not going to lock
them up with the others?” and she

pointed to them.

i
He snatched them up almost jeal-;

ously.

“No, no,” he said. “I keéep them—

here!” and he placed them with a|

nervous carefulness in a pocket wita-
in the breast of his waistcoat. “I—I
meant to 'show you to-day, Doris. I
have, been going to show them to you
for’—he sighed—*“years. But  I've
put it off from day to day, from year
to year. They belong to you, and you
shall have them—to-morrow, say to-
morrow.”

Doris started slightly. It was to-
morrow that Lord Neville was coming
to see Jeffrey. Perhaps he would
give them to Lord Neville.

“How well you look this morning,”
he said, suddenly, his eyes resting for
a moment upon her lovely face with
their old keenness. “Those meadows,
as you call them, must be wonderfully
healthy, Where is my hat?”

She got it for him, and as she gave
it to him she let her hand fall lightly
upon_ his arm.

“And don’t you want to hear what
I have to tell you, Jeffrey?”

“Eh?’ he said. ‘“What is it? No-

thing very important, I suppose? A

new bonnet you’ve seen in the Barton |

milliner’s? Well, you can buy -it!
You can buy all the bonnets in the
if you like!” awnd ke
“No more pinching

window now,
chuckled grihxly.
and sc¢raping—though we'll be care-
ful stil—eh, Doris? We'll be care-
ful! Hard-earned money’s too preci-
ous to be squandered. Buy your bon-
net, Doris, by all
along!” and he was across the rocm
and out of the door before she could

means. Come

' summon up courage to stop him.

She would tell him after rehearsal,
she thought, with a sigh; but afier
rehearsal he came hurrying to her to
tell her that he had arrangéd to go to

Doris felt a strange sense of lone-
It was the first
many

iliness fall upon her.
{time he had left her for so
hours that his absence oppressed her
| for a moment or two with a sense of
'helplessness. Then suddenly there
flashed upon her the remembrance of
‘Cecil and his love, and the oppression
‘ vanished. How could she be helpless
iwhile he was so near to love and pro-
x tect her?

Was it strange that her feet should
wander from the straight road lome,
to the brook in the meadows? Was
it strange that she should linger on
the spot made sacred to her by her
love until the last moment; so ihat she
she left herself barely time to dress
and reach the theatre?

“Perhaps I sﬁall see him to-night,”
jshe thoug}.lt; “perhaps he will come

'

. to the cab and say one word, just one
: word!”

And when she came on, her beauti-
iful eyes wandered over the crowded

I1’1011565 with an eagerness waich she

lcould scarcely conceal.

' But he was not there; and he did
inot come during the whole evening.
lShe felt that she should know if he
'were in the theatre, though she should
‘not be able to see him, and she knew
'even before she left the stage-door to
fgo to the cab that she should not sece |
'him, and Jeffrey had not come back!
i “You feel tired to-night, Miss Mar-i,
ilowe?” said Mrs. Parkhouse, as Doris |
leant back in the cab and drew her
cloak round her. ‘Shall I come home
and stay with you to-night? I dare-
say you feel lonely without Mr. Jef-
frey.”

But Doris would not let her do that.

“I am tired,” she said, “and I fecl
rather lonely; but Mr. Jeffrey would
laugh at me for being so nervous.
No, you shall not stay.”

She sat up into the night looking at
the stars from the window, which she
threw open, for the air was balmy
with the breath of the coming sum-
mer; and she tried to realise all that
had happened to her, all that was go-
ing to happen to her. 4

to the brook wistfully; perhaps Cecil
was already waiting for her. Consult-
ing her tiny watch—a present from
Jeffrey--she saw that there was just
time to go rcund by the way of the
brook, and, with a heightened colour
and eager eyes she took the patn that
led thither.
“After all,”
she reached the bank andlookedround

she murmured, when

upon the unbroken solitude, “I might
have waited. He is not here. I dare-

! say he has not finished his breakfast

yet; and yet, if he knew that I was
here—"

She sat down on the bank and gazed |
dreamily about her. The brook babbl-
ing at her feet; the branches of the
trees waving solemnly above . her
head; the very air seemed eloquent |

of the lover who had stolen her heart

She stopped and glanced at the path fact remains that by making you my

wife I should work you nothing but
wretchedness and misery. Don’t ask
me to tell you anything more.
not. Try and forget me, Doris.
not, and never can be, worth a single
thought of yours. I know what you
will think, and the knowledge only
You will think

prosperity

I can-
I am

adds to my misery.
that I value my worldly
above your love; but I swear it is not
so. I would willingly resign every-
thing—rank, money, position — for
our sake; but there are other reasons.
Forgive and forget me, Doris—or, if
you still think of me, remember me
himself dead.

as one who wishes

Good-bye, and forever.

CECIL NEVILLE.
“] return your ring. I dare :aot
kept it having lost you.”

Thrice she read it slowly, carefuily,

and absorbed her life,and she fell into
the big, round stone at the foot of the
tree, and a smile broke over her face. '

“What a foolish, romantic girl he
must have thought me,” she murmur- |
ed; ‘“as if he would let anything pre-
vent him coming!”

As she spoke she rbse, and, almost
mechanically, knelt down and turned
the stone over.

Then, with a start, she woke, for
there lay a white envelope.

She took it up and gazed at it, turn-
ing it over and over, a dull, heavy dis-
appointment weighing upon her, and
examined the address and the elabor-
ate crest stamped on the back.

“Then it was not so romantic or
foolish,” she murmured, sorrowfully.
“He is not coming!”

She sank down upon the bank and
looked before her with a vacant air,
unopened. “Not
It was like

the envelope still
coming! Not coming!”
the announcement of some terrible
calamity.

Then suddenly hope sprang into her
bosom.

“He has written to tell me why he
{ cannot come,” she said to herself, and
| the colour rushed back into her face.
“Yes, that is it! He has been pre-
vented—his uncle, the marquis!

It was not of the title and rank
that were to be hers she thought, but
of Cecil’s love, and she stretched her
long, white arms out towards Barton

Enormous as the sale already is,
it would be ten-fold greater, were

doubting Souls
BLACK -

NATURAL GREEN — or MIXE

BALND & CO.

ADA

to try it. e
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.Something has prevented him, and he
,has just written to tell me when he
! can come and when I shall see him.”
~ She tore the envelope open, and
somthing fell upon the grass. She
leant forward and picked it up. It
was the old, pearl-silver ring she had
given to him!

She looked at it, turning
with a vague aching sense of disap-
pointment and trouble.

“My ring!” she murmured, “my ring
New, what does this mean?’ Then
her face brightened. “Ah, yes, he has
sent it to remind me of yesterday.

Eagerly she opened the letter, and
her lovely eyec seemd tc devour it;
but as she read they grew.dim and
hazy, and she swept her hand across

it over

"ST. JOHN'S

as if she were trying to learn it by

heart; then she rose, and, white s

the stones washed by the brook, stood

gazing at th‘e broken and hastily

scrawled lines.

“Good-bye, and forever!” she mur-
mured. “Good-bye, and forever!”

A wild laugh forced itself from her
lips, and she dropped down on the

blow.
(to be continued.)

Order of the Bath.

The quaint title of this well known
institution has become so familiar
that it has ceased to arouse much
curiosity.

Many people even take it that the
Order has some connection with the
city of Bath.

Originally, however, a Knight of
the Bath was literally knighted in his
bath. The bath was placed under a
canopy in one of the upper chambers
in the Tower of London, and, after
the knight-designate was in his bath
and had well washed himself, the
King came in, and, dipping his finger
in the water, made a cross on his
back, and, bidding him be good and
true and brave, appointed him a
Knight of the Bath.

It was after this ceremony that he
donned a hermit's garb and watched
his arms all night, as is so finely por-
trayed "in “The Vigil” in the Tate
Gallery.

SPEAKING FROM
EXPERIENCE

THE DOCTOR: AN yec. restiess and
. Powdc- and hewill soonbe ail right
¢

bank as if she had been felled by a.

feverish. Give him a Steedman's ’

Fashion
Plates.

A PRACTICAL, COMFORTABLE
SUIT FOR THE SMALL BOY.

2883.—Galatea, gingham, seersucker,
linen, khaki, and drill are good for this.
As here shown, striped and plain gal-
atea were combined. Serge, corduroy,
cr khaki could be used for the trous-
ers, and cambric, percale or gingham,
for the blouse.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 2, 3,
4, 5 and-6 years. Size 4 requires 2%
yards of 44 inch material.

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

A SIMPLE DRESS FOR MOTHER’S

2776.—This is Jjust .the style for
wash fabrics, and for serge, voile, repp
and poplin. The sleeve may be finished
i wrist or elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 2, 4, 6
and 8 years. Size 6 requires 2%
vards of 27-inch material.

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

(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World
to communicate direct with English
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides being
;a complete commercial guide to Lon-
' don and Suburbs, it contains ‘ists of
EXPORT MERCHANTS

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

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,
etc., in the principal Provinclal Towns
and Industrial Centres of the Unitei
Kingdom. :

Business Cards of Merchants aad
Dealers seeking

BRITISH AGENCIES

can now he printed under each trads
in which they are interested ut a cost
of $5 for each trade heading. Larger
ndvertisements from $§15 to $60.

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

,The London Directory

Company, Lid.,

€5. Abchurcl Lane, Londen, E.C. 4.

them with an impatiert gesture.
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HEINZE STARTING AND LIGHTING
SYSTEMS FOR FORDS.

THE ONLY RELIABLE AND BUILT-IN STARTER
MADE.

I have been using one on my own car for the past
twelve months, both summer and winter, and can hon-
estly say it has never failed me once. You have splen-
did bright lights for driving, dimmers for passing other
cars, fitted with lock so you can leave car safely and no
person can monkey with lights or starter. Having
thoroughly tested the above and _found it absolutely
satisfactory, I can now offer it to the public with =
guarantee of satisfaction.

INSPECTION INVITED.

PARSONS, The Auto Man,
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ST OES

FOR HOME WEARING
and True Comfort

The home woman wants com-
fortable and good-looking

shoes., We have provided for
2 her needs. = Shoes of refined”
style and perfect comfort here.

Style 1724,

Price, $8.50.

IN
BLACK
KD
ONLY.

In Soft Viei Kid Laced,

Turn Outersole, Cushion Insole,
New Spool Heel.

PARKER & MONROE, Ltd., The Shee Men
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WYLAN BROS.

Wholesale. 314 WATER ST. Retail.

£~ now rapidly acquiring their well deserved
name as being an up-to-date, reliable establish-
ment, where one can transact thelr business
with the utmost confidence, knowing that the
greatest satisfaction and service will be g“
them.

Whether it be a man’s collar or a TLadies'
Dress, the very lowest market prices are
charged and the best values given.

We are fully living up to our motto: “Treat
our customers courteously and give them the
best of values.”

IT WILL \BE TO YOUR ADVANTAGE TO
DEAL WITH US.

may29,th,fr.tf.
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Forty Years in the Public
Service, the Evening Telegram
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