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$ CHAPTER YX‘L.
m\' THE HEART SPEAKS.

:Uzey come back to the room talk-
Ing: together, and Jcanae dees her
dm as hostess hy huntin: out the
players. The count goes to 2 distant
mble and is about to enter inte a con-
ve‘sation with the members, when
.Teaame drops her bougquet. It is so pal-
pa:bly a sign—for Jeanne is a bad con-
spifator—that the four watchers start
and. look at Clarence. But all they see
foi':thei,r pains is that admirably-
dressed youth approach the. count,
axii_: lead him to a card-table.

*I'm an indifferent player, count,”
he says, be forbearing.”

r{ow the count would rather play
with an indifferent player, and seats
himself, all smiles, and the compan-
iof: finds herself also caught.

Jeanne looks around. If she could
blit: get Vane to 'sing, her scheme
“ould be complete. But Vane does
not ging now; she‘has not asked him
to:ging since—since——

Thinking only of Hal, she goes
across to Lady Lucelle.

“Will you ~ sing that duet from
‘Martha,” with Lord Ferndale, Lady
Lucelle?”

Iady Lucelle looks up softly.

‘_‘Will Lord Ferndale sing?”

“If you ask him,” says Jeanne, sim-
VY

“rady Ferndale wishes us to sing
our-duet, Lord Ferndale,” says Lady
Lucelle, looking over her shoulder
wiflk a smile.

Vane bows, and without a
ledds ker to a piano.

Jeanne looks after them for a mo-
meﬁi with a sudden’ pang; she has
saerificed herself, sister-like, and
none can tell how bitter in her ears
is the sound of that soft, silky voice
mingling with her husband’ s.

She goes across to Hal, lurking be-

word

hing the curtain, u‘ tnl iln wni
hér fan.
“Well,” she saps, “and . m' have]

sullenly and ungw. of course.

“Stupid boy! Do you think the count
or that woman would have let you
say more than ten words to her? And
now, if you go out into the hall and
around to the further end of the»m
—out of ‘sight of the count’s table—

Tl bring ber to you, atid you cas talk
for a quarter of an Bour. There}”

« *“Jeanne, you—you are a bﬂok."
{ whispers poor Hal.

“Hush!” seys Jeanme, “don’t go
just yet; they are watching us.”

Then she wanders.from one to an-
cther, and at last, in & sesmingly aim-
loss way, arrives at the princess, who
is sitting talking-to Mr. Bell like an
cld friend; most people learns, very
quickly, to regard Bell & an old
friend.

“Princess,” says artful Junno “are
you an admirer of the fashionsble art
—needlework? There is a banner
screen-in the recess; come and look
at it. Mr, Bell, I know you are an au-
thority, will you come, too?’

Arttul Jeande! The two watches,
all ears, hear her agk Bell, and their
suspicious are allayed”

Quite as ‘unsuspicious, Verons
arises and takes Mr. Bell's arm; ar-
rived at the recess, Jeanne displays
her banner.

“What do you think of it? They tell
me it ig very admirable and quite in
the new style; sunflowers and sage-
green birds; I never saw a sage-green
bird, excepting a linnet, but—o0h,
here’s Hal!” she saye, innocently, as
that young gentleman appears at a
door leading from the conservatory
into the recess. “Hal knows more
about birds and beasts, and fishes,
too, than all of us put to;gﬂur, I
be bound. Hal, come and tell us what
you think of my new screen.”

Hal comes forward, and stares at
the screen,

“Oh, confounded ugly'" he
candidly.

“Oh, I'm shocked!” says Jeanne,
laughing. “So is Mr, Bell; in fact, we
won’t stop to hear such heresy, Can
we, Mr. Bell?” and Bell, all uncon-
scious, finds himself led away.

The princess looks after them, and
is about to follow, when Hal, still
staring at the screen, says:

“Do you admire this sort of thing,
princess?”

“Not much,” says Vergna. “I like
things that are natural, and these
fhodern antique sunfidwers and green
birds are mot, are th\ey."

“Come and see,” sayy Hal, throwing
open the glass door of the conserva-
tory. “Here are some products of na-
ture—ferns, and fish, and the birds of
the air stuffed; they were alive once,
and so are natural.”

The princess looks around huyrried-
1y.

“Where has your sister mo"’
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“Jeanne?’ says Hal. “She is¢ clon
at hand. Are you afraid of me, prin-
cess?’

She looks at him with a - sudden,
confiding smile.

“Afraid—no!” she says, and she en-
ters te conservatory. “How beauti-
tul!” she adds, looking around, “and
how musical is that fountain!”

““There i & seat there, let us Bit
down; it is too hot in that room, and
the noise of the shuffie of the cards
is maddening” says Hal, Dushing his
short curls from his forehead, and so
Jeaving the scar very plainly shewiag,

“It is because you ara restless”
says Verona, smiling up at him. “Do
you know that I have not been =0
happy for a long time:as I am to-
pight! Every one is so kind and—and
natural, free—unrestrained. And your
sister, she is so kind to me!”

“Why shouldn’t people be natural
and kind?" says Hal, warmly. “You--
y0u &re a princess—a great lady! You
ought to do.as you like"”

- Verona oks down, and then up at
him, with a smile at once sad aad
amused.

“I am not s great lady,” she says,
“and I have never done as I have lik-

“But you are going to' do as yom
like new, aren’t you?” gays poor Hal,
his lips quivering; “you are going to
marry the count?”

“Yes,” says Vert;ua, looking away
with drooped eyelids.

“And that's of your own {ree will?”
 “Of my free will—yes,” she says,
almost inaudibly. “The count is an
old friend of papa's, and has been as-
gociated with him in so many things.
1 have known him since——"

“Since you were in your cradle—I
can just believe that,” says Hal, be-
tween his teeth, “and he wasn't over-
young then. And when did you fall in
love with him?” he asks,.in his blunt
fashion,

“Fall—in—love?”’ echoes the prin-
ceps, looking around, pale and start-
led.

“When did the count fall fn love
with you first, then?’ asks Hal,

“I—I1 do not know,” says the prin-
cess, trembling.

“When you were in your cradle,
perhaps,” says Hal, bitterly. “And—
do you think 'you will be happy when
you have married the count?”’ he adds,
bending toward her and clasping her
hands tightly, for the simple reason
that if he does not he feels he must
throw them around the small, grace-
ful, ylelgi-ng figure; “do you think you
will be happy?”’

Verona looks at him with a half-
frightened glance.

“Happy?” she_says; “no. I do not
think—I try not to—what is the-use?
But why do you talk to me so?’ and
she looks up at him—for he is stand-
ing pow—with an anxieus, sorrowful
expression in her dark eyes. “What
can I do? What can I say? I have nev-
er theught of all this—until—until
lately. Do not let me speak of it—'

“But,” says Hal, his broad chest
heaving, “I must! Princess, we look
at this sort of thing in England, al-~
though too much of it gbes on there,
with different eyes—I am looking at
the future—at your future. It is no
business of mine, you might say, but
it is business of mine because—be-
cause I am your friend!"”

“My friend! Yes!” says poor Ver-
ona, catching at it like a drowning
man at a straw, “You are my friend!”

Hal turns away, and wipes the pers-
piration from his forehead.

“Not” he says, “that word won't do:

on while you are in the greatest dan-
ger, while you are dying, and says:
‘What a pity’ I am not a friemd in
-that sense, princess. I don’t speak to
you, and I know I ounght not, that I
have no right to do so! But how can
1 help it? Princess—Verona—I am the
most miserable
look on at-—at
ultma iadumpowerlmtom»it,

vlnt}lnmm Verona”—and ‘he

| puts one brown paw on the ‘seat be-
¥ WW.MMMMHN
mad! I love you."{

.

'Hal bursts out with his. confessiod
] u-tu*tavumw.m
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A friend means some one who lgoks'
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,ﬁﬂnh away from him. :
“Pﬂnoeu—vml" says  Hal,

is true I ought not to have said it
‘but \jt is true, and I couldn’t help it.

1

thln!othwmuehdmuu I .am 80
mr,uMmtnln!nm,uup-

| ing to marry this count—old enough
to be your father. Aﬂlﬂue—ﬂ"

one ‘can see—you aré not happy. How
should you be?—and how can I help

dear Verona—don’t shrink away like
this—I know it is wrong, and that I
ought not 1o have said it; but how
could I help it? You are so beautiful,
and I love you so! Look at me—only
look, at me. Don’t turn your head
away! I'll go away at once, forever,
if_you say the word--I will indeed! I
will never come near you again; I'll
go to England-—I'll go to the dev—!
1 mean I'll dc anything, say anything,
if you will only look around mnd fore
give me!” 4

Hal is only a boy-rknows 10 more
of the art of eloquent speaking tham
a crow; but not the most soul-stir-

trembling under his passionate voice,
than do the blunt, honest words move
Verona. ;

She trembles under every word,
avery letter vibrates with ® 'sudden,
esctatic joy. If she were to die the
rnext moment—she has und., she has
loved,

Pale and quivering, she turns. her
eves—Italian eyes, full of yearning,
wistful love—on his.

“I am so sorry—so sorry!” she says.
Then she catches his hands and gras
them, feels them lovingly, llngeringly
“Oh, why disl I ever see you; why did
vou ever speak to me, if it was all to
end in this? I am sorry—sorry—
sorry!”

“Hush, for Heaven's sake, hush!”
says Hal, brokenly, as she covers her
face with her hands, and sobs, '‘Don't
think of it—forget it—I'm mnohody.
Oh, Heaven! den’t cry or I shall go
mad. There, I'll go——" and he moves
two inches away; but her small hands
stay him. il

“Verona,” he murmurs, “I can't un-
say what I have said. It is true, I love
you, I love you! But I won't per-
secute you, and make ybu unhappy.
Say the word ‘Go,’ and I will go; and
~—and—try and forget you! I shan’t
do that, I know! But I will go if you
send me away.”

The little hands close on his strong
arm. ]

“Qr,” he says, “I will gtay and--
and save you. I can I know I can do
it, for anything is possible to such
love as mine. Only say—no, I will no*
ask you!—yes, I will! Only say, ‘Hal,
I love you!' Say that. Never mind what
happens afierward; sey that. Oh, my
darling say that!”

She looks around at him, and, bend-
ing like 2n over-weighted 'pasejon-
flower, droops on his broad breast.

“I—love you!”™ she murmurs.

Hal catches her te him in an em-
b{ace which huyrts her, and which is
all the more delightfyl en that ac-
count, and presses his lips to her hair,
her eyes, her lips themselves,

“Verona! My darling! And 1 love
you—oh, I love you with all my heart!
And—and—don’t tremble—I'll find &
way to make you my own. How beauti-
ful you are! And yon love me—me,
such a rough, uncultured wretch, not
fit to be pamed in .the same breath
with such a delicate, pure, lovely
flower as you are! Oh, my darling,
my darling! I—ah!”

He breaks off suddenly, for a sha-
dow falls across them as they stand
closely embraced, and the short, erect
figure of the oount appears among the
ferns,

Hal starts upright as a dart as Ver-
ona springs away from him and sinks
into.a chair; ypright as a dart, and
gitite ready to seize the count by the
throat, and throttle him there and
then, to piteh him out on the- ter-
race, whichner his excellency might
prefer.

But the ;count comes forward, his
yellow face wrinkled with the swutv
est and moat courteous of smiles.

“AR!"' he says, amiably, “I thought
I should find your highness among
the ferns. You, too, Mr. Bertram. You
admire nature; I alsp am a worghiper
at her shrine. Nothing charms me so
much as her -manifold marvels, A de-
lightful conservatory, truly! Princess,
if you are quite ready, the carriage
is announced.”

And with & bow which is as polish-
ed ds a Chesterfield’s, he takes her
upon his arm, and carries her off.

iR Z dontinued.)

though T know, which you don't—| |

‘kneeling on tie geat and leaning mr,
‘her. “Don’t—don’t shrink from me! It}

ring .oration could move the girl,|

‘And I do mnm-—yu. 1 love you
vnhmnylnntqdnul And T am|
 wretched, miserable, mad, when I

speaking? And, princess—Verons, | o
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| LOW PRICES.

That Store Can Tell You
About ’Em, it
Has 'Em.,

COTTONS.

Superior Quality White
Shirtings, 36 ins. wide,
only 30c., 33c. and
35¢. yard.

White EnglisK. Long-
cloth, 40 inches wide,
. was 70¢c., now 50c. yd.

Grey Calicoes, 36 inches
wide, only 20c., 23c,
and 30c. yard.

Superior Quality Fleeced
Calicoes, only 45c., 50c.
55¢. and 60c, yard.

English Check Ging-
hams, Last year’s
price 70c., mow 43¢
vard. . :

Striped Flannelettes only
23¢. yard.

White Dress and Blouse

- Voiles. = Last year’s
price 75c,, now b50c.
yard.

UNDERWEAR.

Ladies’ White Fleeced
Vests and Knickers
only 75c. garment.

Ladies’ White Fleeced
Corsgt Covers only 85¢
each,

Ladies’ White ‘Stanfield
Combinations. Were
$4.50, now $3.00.

Ladies’ Cream Cash-
mere Stanfield Combi-
nations Bargain at
only $5.50.

Men’s - Jaeger Flesced
Shirts and Drawers,
“all sizes, only $1.25

ent. ;

Some of these ranged as

high as $2.00 garment,

but we have made all

qualities one range now.
N

. 3

With arriv‘als of New Goods we are able to
make New Prices, and regarding any goods in
stock we are adjusting prices of them to lowest

market quotatlons.

You get a square deal here on prlces, and
having kept on our full staff, we can give you
the very best service and attention.
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~Anold stove is wasteful, and no longer does
its duty. It is false economy to keep it with coa]
80 higu, more especially when we are offering
sore of our brand new

Cooking Stoves and
- Ranges

AT DISCOUNT OF

25 per cent.

(ONE QUARTER OFF).
%&>Now is the time to secare a real
BARGAIN.

JOHN CLOUSTON,

140-2 Duckworth Street,
P. 0. Box 1243. "Phone 406.
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NOTICE !

We have the onl Lense Grlndmg Plant in New-
foundland and are siowmg in our window the process
of grinding lenses from the rough blank to the finished
lense. °

Why wait weeks for your glasses when you can
have them made by us, at the shortest notice. This
plant is at your service. We can duplicate any lense

you may require,

R. H. TRAPNELL, Ltd

Jewellers and Opticians.

“Long Rubbers”

For the whole family,

Walking conditions to-
day and for a lot of oth-
er days to come make it
absolutely impossible to
have warm and dry feet
unless you are fitted out
with Long Rubbers. Our
large stocks of

RUBBER
FOOTWEAR

comprising Long Rub-
bers suitable for every
member of the family,
at lowest city prices, are
at your disposal.
Remember, our stocks
are all: “first ~ quality”;
no seconds ‘or rejects.
None but the best in
stock. -

May we help you to
keep your feet dn

Parker & Monroe, le.
The Shoe Men.
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HARDY SHOVELs,

MADE IN SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND.
We offer prompt, delivery, m.b Liverpool. Get our prices.

Wm. Heap & Co., Ltd.,

mnmwn NEWEOUNDLAND.
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