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Lord Somerton's Ally.

. CHAPTER IX.

| “You will hardly believe that it is
ppossible for a strong man to be so
temotional as I am, Miss Sterne,” he
vsald; “but though I love the perfume
©f sweet mignonette, it always awak-
rens within me memories which are
¢painful.”

' It was a weak explanation, but Bl-
yiie thought that she partly understood,
iand some day he would tell her all.

A moment’s pause, then he went on,
Pin a matter-of-fact, business tome:

“I did not receive your letter until
Ethis’ morning, Miss Sterne, therefore
Wt was impossible for me to come to
PBlairwood yesterday. I trust that Sir
WJohn is sufficiently recovered to see
tme?”’

“Mr. Ernscliffé, my father is by this
#ime probably many miles out at sea,
“He left Blairwood yesterday morning,
{much earlier than necessary, for the
fpurpose of avoiding you.”

The artist;Jooked bitterly disappoint-

led, ;

“What folly! What blind folly!” he
}sald, angrily. “What wrong have 1
jcommitted that he should cherish this
Funreasonable -hatred against. me?”

“Not against you, Mr. Ernscliffe,” Bl-
jsie remarked, quickly, “but against my
jcousin, Noel Campbell.” ;

“Yes—yes! I forgot. For the moment
T regarded it - as & ‘personal matter.
[Miss Sterne, I have heard a little of
tyour father’s past—I and Noel Camp-
tbell, and it Is in my—our powe'_l"\vt_o-
help him clear up much that is now
ja mystery—much that is heiping to
jconsume him with remorse.”

“Is it anything that you can tell me,
iMr. Ernscliffe?” she asked.

“No,” he said, “it is not. My labor
Ihas been in vain, and I must leave haére
iforever!”

Forever! How awful the words
|sounded! It seemed like the /knell of
doom in Hisie’s heart, and she shiver-
jed as though with cold. ;

“And you, Miss Sterne,” he contin-
lued. “What do-you think of this cousin
jof yours—Noel Campbell?”

He asked the question:'se-.abruptly
fthat she started a little. :

“I am scarcely qualified to judge,’;
jshe gaid, “but if he is papa’s enemy,
tjthen he is mine also. I have no wish
|to see him or to hear anything of him
juntil papa is satisfied that he has mis-
|judged him. He is your friend, there-
fore you know more of him than it is
Jikely that I shall ever know.”

"Yés,’-‘ he replied, bitterly; “I know

perhaps too Wigh of him! Tet me
speak truthfiully concérning  Noel
Canipbell, Miss; Sterne. Let me shield
him no longer. Ho 185 coward—a
cruel, selfish coward. He is oiié of the
most contemptible among his kind!”

Tisfe gased at him in wonderment.

“Mr. Ernscliffe, you surprise me af-
tér your assurances of a week since
that the character of my cousin had
been mistaken. I have no wish now
ever to hear of him again even, and am
disposed to feel pleased that papa has
evaded you as his ambassador.”

In some way she felt miserably dis-
appointed at having 1o say these words,
and added, to break the awkward sil-
ence:<

“Will you not ¢ome to the house
now? Lady Helena will-be wondering
what has become of me, and you must
be fatigued after your long journey
this morning.”

“No,” he said, bitterly, “it must be
good-bye forever! I have no further
excuse for remaining here. My brief
vision of happiness almost unmanned
me, and I became weak as & child, Let
me Bay good-bye, Miss Sterme—good-
bye forever! Let ‘e clasp your lily
fingers—Ilet me press oné kiss on your
brow!” i

Before Hisie could refuse him even
had she desired, he had brushed her

forehead with hid moustached lips and
was gone!

CHAPTER X.

In a moment Colin Ernseéliffe was
lost to view, and the branches through
which he had broken fell back in their
places. Nothing conld be heard but the
crashing of dried underwood; then all
became still, and Elsie Sterene sat
like oné who had received a violent
blow. ;

What an extraordinary man the ar-
tist was! What had possessed him to
talk and act in so strange a manner?

He was gone, and when Hisie real-
ized it a feeling of desclation filled her
heart. He was gone, and the baleful
black eyes of Lord Somerton appeared
to dance before her eéverywhere.

Obliviots of time and place she sat,
and her one thought was, “He is gone!
My king among men, gone forever!”

Ths sonorous notes of the luncheon
bell were borsie to her ears on the
sighing summer’ wind, and Ehe rose
Nstiessly from the rustié * séat,- her
brain dased 88 with s fhillion Sounds
that had no nreaning.

All at once there was the rush of
hasty feet, and her senses becane alert
again, & thril} of ;html'lhot through
her heart, and shé prepared to fy. It
must be Lord évillerton. He had dls-
covered even this retreat, and her flesh
began to quiver under the horror of
his pasilish eyes! S s

e branches that guarded
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but flesh; and flesh is weak! I have

come back to ask your forgiveness-=to |

explain.”

She was ) .
tedf-dimmed eyes, and his first im-
pulse was to snatch her to him, and

looking st him new with | 8Te

‘tell her of the great love that was his | »

| master. Conquering his emotion, hé

continued : i

*“Miss Sterné, I oodld not leave
Blairwood Park untfl I had séef Lord
Somerton; I could not go away or he
might eall me & coward. You heard my
promise to meet him?”

“Yes, I heard your promise to meet
him,” repeated Biste, unsteadily, “and
I wish'that you Bad not made the pro-
mise. I hate and fear that man!”

“I am glad to hear you m that. 1
shall kBow how.to deal with him. Now,
I wish you to tell me plainly upon
what footing he remains at Blairwood
Park, now that Sir, John” has gone
away. Is he your guest or Lady
Helena's ¥’

“I hardly know how to define 1t,”
Bisie replied. “Papa told me not to
offend him, but I am mistress here
during his absence,” she added, proud-
ly. “1 am mistress of Blairwood, and
Lord Somerton shall be given to un-
derstand that his presence is obnoxi-
ous. Now that you are here, Mr.
Ernscliffe, I feel brave enough to tell
him so.”

He paused, irresolute, then whisper-
ed; .

“Your forgiveness for the almost un-
pardonable liberty I was gullty of?”

Hisie blushed hotly, and her eyes
drooped, saying: i

“There is nothing to forgive”

“Not my. presumption tor.dmnl to
kiss you, Miss Sterne? Oh, Hisie! Hi-
siel 1 was mad for one brief moment!
My passion was my master, I have
drifted into waters that are too deep
and too strong for me, and my life’s
mission must end here!™

He took off his hat and flung back.
his tawny locks as he gased upward
at the blue skies.

“It must end here, for I love.you,
Elsie—love you with all my _boetic,
flery nature—love you with a love as
quenchless as the sun above us! I
knew it when I left you here a week
ago, and fought against it in vain. By
day and by night has your sweet face
been before me, & guardian angel beck-
oning me from the pit of despire!”

He seized her hand, and rained kiss-
es upon it, and, though bewildered by
his flerés rhapsody, Bisie knew that
she was strangely, shyly happy.

“You do not repulse me,” he went
on, softly. “You love me, perhaps, even
as I lové you? Our souls spoke {o each
other long ago. It is'the mystéry of
sympathy, the silver Hnk, the sifken
tie. Shall 1 curse the moment when I
first set foot in Blairwood, or acsount
it the epoch of my salvation?”

He 1ooked into her eyes and saw his
answer there. He kissed her lips and
héard her falter his name in accehts
sweeter - than the ripplings of fairy
““Colin, you have dbeen my hero for
years and years! I knew that my hero
had tomé when you looked at me on
that first tateful night! You will be my
king for evermore! Yoti cam do 1o
wrong in my sight. My love is all con-
flding” - 5

The sweetest hour that they had
ever known went by on golden wings.
Neither ¢ould thitk or talk of anything
but the wondrous power of fove. A
few. short days since they had not
drfeamed of each other's existence, and
now nothing but death could separate
them. &

A1t 18 too early to m#ke our love
knowa, Riste,” Colin said. “The woo-
ing has been 8o short, the world will
open its éyés and ears, and I have rea-

sltcidate them. Did the ladies really

faint, or did they merely simulsts
this accomplishment? In any (case
there seems to be little doubt, that,
a8 compared with thelr modern sis-
ters they were, gemeraily speaking,
& feeble folk.”

Referring to the “green sickness”
Which thus afflicted women id other
days and was a form of anasmia,
known ecientifically as ohlorosis, the

Times says: “'It now appesrs that |
Chlorosis must be added to the already

considerable list of vanishing diseas-
e8.” 'The paper points ot that the
decline of ochlorosis  mynehronises
with the growth of athleticism among
women.

“Women has adoptéd a healthier
form of life and has been granted
facilities for exeércise which were not
enjoyed by Her sisters at earller
périods,” the Timeés continues; “dn
consequiénce hef health has improved
and her allments have become less se-
vére and less frequent. This jconsti-
tutes a strong argument in favor of
‘the playing of games by girls.”

An Honours School -
- : in Geograpliy

LONDON.—Ceography has assamed
& rapidly increasing importance in
connection with commérce and scie
ence in recent years and now there is
an homors school for geography in
Manchester University. Geography

> -

ranks accordingly with other subjects
in which one may specialite in  the.

faculty of arts and possibly graduate

i When you want to make foods especially rich and

_fine-fl
don’t you?
They’re

enrichers becausé they contain

expensive you kngw[:

avored you put in plenty of cream or butter,

but they're great
ots of butter fat.

Now you can get m:/k that is rich in butter fat,
milk that must give finer results in your cooking but
.which i8 inexpensive to use.

The|

are featuring it—Libby’s Milk. Every

grocers :
'16-02. can of it contains 734 teaspoons of pure butteér

«The milk that good cooks use’

~ Good cooks everywhere are using this milk. So many
of them, in fact, that in certain localities nearly -
everyone callg it “the milk that good cooks use”.

It isn’t ordinary canned milk, of course, nor is it.

fat!

milk fro

m O

ary cows.

.. There are, as you know, certain sections of thié'»'
country which are famous for their dairy ‘froducg, 5

pasture lands where grass grows thick an
watered valleys and wooded hills give grate

en in-
shade. -

Cows naturdlly produce their richest milk whefe
nature and man combine to help them, as in these

favored sections.

And you know, too, that certain kinds of cows guLc_ .

with honors, and for those unfvérsits/ '

Students who do not wish to speci
ize in the subject thepe are courses of
instruction ih geography in conneéc-
tion with the courses for the. ordinary.
degree of B.A, For the needs of com-
merce students the unmiversity au-
thorities have provided & special one-
yéar course in geography.

Emphasis is placed by the pros-
pectus of the new school 6n the com-
mercial value of its courses in geog-
raphy. It states that there is a steady
recognition that in these days it is ad-
visable to send out into foreign flslds,
either as traders, adminfstrators or
missionaries, only those who have the
geographical knowledge of the fégion
or whose training permits them
Teadily to acqiiire it. Busifiess hotides
with foreign ~connections, ‘following
the Tead of the United States and Ger-
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TONIC

you can’t beat:

STAFFORD'S |

It is the proper-thing
- to- build uppthg“

Great appetite enlivens

i
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!

ig be satd until T heve | |

_sponsibility should, in

many, are finding that it is éssential
that those who occupy posts of re-
addition to;
their tochunical knowledge, - have a!
sound knowledge of the area with
which they do business and to which,
periodically, it is desirable to send
répresentatives.

New Westminster, B.C., (Canadian
Pross). Oct. 13.—Glen, & beautiful
brown and whita collie believed to be
the only dog serving a life sentence in
a penitentiary, is getting old. His
friends do not think it will be long
now before he gains his freedom in

‘the only way in which he caf get it—

by death., Though sentenced to a life
term, Glen has rises to the position I

death by the polics magistrate who
the case, but W. A Patehell,

n & guard at the Provincial Peni-

: v pleaded for the dog’s

, being 1eduéed to life impris-
ment, Not long afterwards Mr. Pat-
| was. advanced to the past of

¢ _penitentiary. Recently

| granted, the !/
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gicher milk than others.

The m'il‘l<that_ r

A

'humbler clu;es are seized . while
| walking in the streets and rusheéd off

to concentration camps, many never
being ‘' seem again. Ostensibly they
are commandeered for transport work

but it -is believed most of them are.

put into the -fighting line. The. lat«

est order of Dr. Sun Yat Sen’s Gov-}:
ernment 1§ for the impreéssment of!

1,600 of these men. . Protests . are

being made in the native neéwspapers:|

i

against this interference with - the+
liberty of the subject. The action.of | M
the Government s defended.on the|:
ground that this is not the first time | §
that nations have impressed peoﬁldr i
for service when the state is threat- { M

ened;’ but opponents declare . that
such conscription is usually carried.
out along systematic lines, by oalling
up persons of certain ages for ser-
vice, and not by seizing them in the
streets.

by
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condenseries in the heatt of thes

we get, tor Libby’s Milk, the finest

fid, m sm selected herds.

sthing to it; we simply evaporate more

Moisture from it, making it double gich.

Fit in air-tight cans and steriligejenps
and pure no matter w @;

Nl

' milk méans rz'c_)zé)- c@ipg 4 2

if Libby’s Milk from yousrgeater todag.
38 and sauces, in cakes, breadstuffs and
inything you've been making with other
dat new richness, what delightful flavor
‘your cooking.

@ndsof other women you’ll make Libby’s.
Booking milk when once you Have sean
frice it makes: ‘You know #¥ whywt &
if ere;xg:e—7% teaspoons j butter
an of it.

&

ite for free recipe folder

jflonally fine recipes have been sent us by

#ho use Libby’s Milk. Some of them
inted in a convenient folder, a copy of
gglad to send you free. Write today,,

M¢Neill & Libby ¥
h Street, St. So!_ms, N.F.
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