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CHAPTER XXXIV.
'There is such deep sadness, such 

complete confession of weakness and 
error, such regret for the mistake 
that he has made, that the tender 
heart of the girl is touched.

"No, no!” she pants, “I shall not 
forget. Do not ask me. Do you 
think I am made of wood, of stone 
that I would forget?"

“I know,” he says, “now that it is 
too late, that I have misjudged and 
wronged you. If y (Sit kill not forget, 
at least, Dulcie, you will ptomigelme 
to forgive! Think of one who loved 
you as dearly as it was possible for 
man to love, but whose jealous nature 
led him to misunderstand the light, 
unshackled willfulness of a young, 
inexperienced girl. Think of me as 
one who looks back upon the past 
with”sorrow and regret, and upon the 
futhre with only one hope—that the 
girl whom he loved so deeply and 
passionately may know nothing but 
joy' and happiness."

It is a long speech for Hugh the 
silent, but he needs must say it; it is 
the last word she will hear from him 
on this side of the great river, and he 
says it with infinite ‘tenderness and 
earnestness. Then he holds out his 
hand.

“Good-bye,” he says—"good-bye, 
Dulcie! I may call you so for the 
last time?”

A faint thrill runs through her; 
her heart is wrung at his sorrow and 
loneliness. She forgets her own hap
piness, forgets herself, forgets even 
Archie, and she holds out her hands 
to him with a sob.

“Oh, Hugh!” she murmurs, broken
ly, with a little catch in her sweet 
voice, “must it be? Must you go?”

Deal not hardly with her. Be mer
ciful, you who have gone with us 
through the changing scenes of this 
little comedy. Do not designate her 
as ficle and treacherous. Her heart is 
still Archie’s, and her faith and 
honor bright and intact, but—ah, that 
but!—only those who have loved and 
lost, and have met the lost loved one 
to say good'-bye forever can know 
what she feels now, can understand 
her. To those who cannot under
stand her, I who tell her story have 
nothing to say.

“Oh, Hugh, must you go?”

The words, infinitely tender and 
pitiful, float on the night air, and go 
straight to the man’s soul. In an in
stant his blood tears through his

veins, and his heart leaps with a wild 
bound of mad hope.

A wild, mad hope the words rouse 
in his heart, but to the heart of an
other man who, all unseen and un
heard, has come to a standstill within 
hearing, they go straight as a dagger 
thrust. It is Archie returning in hot 
haste from the stable, all unsuspect
ing and eager to rejoin his goddess, 
and he comes just in time to hear 
'what sounds to him as a confession 
of her love for Hugh.

For a moment he stands paralyzed 
and turned to stone, to a statue, with 
a wrung and agonized heart, then 
vith a groan he staggers away and 
inks on to a stone in the lane that 

he may hear no more.
“Dulcie!” Hugh murmurs, hoarsely. 
"Don’t go, Hugh!” she pleads, the 

ears running down her cheeks. “I—I 
cannot bear it! I cannot forget 
Heaven help me! I cannot. You will 
lot go? To leave home, and friends, 
tnd those you love because one wret- 
hed, miserable girl has been false to 

,;ou! No, no! You will not go!”
"Dulcie!” he breathes, hotly, fierce- 

y, "what is that you say? Am 
dreaming or mad? Is—is it not too 
iate? Do you still—oh, Heaven!
Don’t tempt me to plead for myself! 
Don’t wake the old passion in me! 
Do not tempt me! Yet—Dulcie, tell 
me. Do you—ah, Dulcie!—do you 
still love me?”

At the words her brain reels, a mist 
teems to come between her and him, 
ind she puts out her hands blindly, 
ike one benumbed.
“Speak!” he murmurs, fiercely, and 

ie holds her hands tightly. “Tell 
me! It. is not too late*—no, not too 
late! Look, Dulcie, it is I—Hugh ! 
The Hugh who loved and still loves 
you with all his heart and soul! 
Speak, Dulcie, my darling—my lost 
love!"

With a cry site rouses and tears her 
hands from his grasp.

“No; no.” she murmurs, putting her 
hands to her ears and staring at him 
wildly. “It is not you, not my Hugh 
who comes to tempt me to break my 
faith, and fling truth and honor to 
the winds! It is some—some—devi! 
in his shape! Go, go! I will not—I
will not listen! I will not speak------"

“Hush! hush!” he says, suddenly, 
calmed with a deadly calm. “I—I 
understand. Heaven forgive me! It 
is too late. Dulcie, forgive me! I 
mistook pity for reawakened love! 
Forgive me! Good-bye! Good-bye! 
Will you touch my hand—once, but 
ever so lightly, that I may know you 
forgive me?” and lie holds out his 
hand.

She puts hers hesitatingly, almost 
shudderingly, into it.

"Good-bye,” she murmurs, hoarsely, 
■good-bye!”

He leans over lier hand as a devo
tee might lean over the hand of his 
patron saint, and with the lingering 
look of a man who sees his greatest 
treasure sinking, fading from his 
sight, he turns and leaves her, and 
she, drawing her cloak around her, 
speeds up the lane as one who flees 
from some awful peril which threat
ens to overwhelm and destroy her.

With bent head and knitted brows, 
with pale, haggard face, like that of 
a man who has received his death 
warrant, Hugh strides down the lane, 
so absorbed in his bitter reflections 
that when a voice rises from the dim
ness, calling him to stop, he scarcely 
heeds; then, as the word is repeated 
he pulls up and looks to the direction 
whence the voice came.

A man is sitting on a stone, and he 
rises as the other stops and confronts 
him.

Hugh draws nearer, then he starts. 
“Archie!” he says, hoarsely.
“Yes, it is I,” says Archie, and he

A ‘‘sameness 
enjoyable

» that is modi 
_w _ _ the daily, un
varying goodness of a cup of 
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE. 
It never fails to greet you with
that same exquisite fragrance, amber 
clearness and delightful flavour, 
that win people with the firdt cup.
In %, 1 and 'i pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also 

fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk. is*
' CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

luts his hand to his brow with a 
.tunned, dazed gesture. "Wait a mo
ment, will you?” and he sinks on to 
the stone, trembling and overcome ; 
hut he struggles against the weakness 
and rises again, the cold sweat stand
ing upon his forehead, his hands 
trembling.

“Yes, it is I,- Hugh,” he says, and 
itis voice is sad, unsteady, and thick.
‘I—we know each other, Hugh, and 
—and you will not think that I would 
play the part of an eavesdropper.”

Hugh starts, and puts up his hand, 
but Archie stops him quietly.

"Don’t speak. Let me say what 1 
have to say. Hear me patiently. 
Don’t think that I am going to re
proach you. I shall not. Whether it 
was a true man’s part to come down 
here------”

“I did not know,” says Hugh, al
most inaudibly, but solemnly and j . 
earnestly. "I swear to you, Archie,

fiercely. "I heard enough. If it were 
only two words—a single sentence—-I 
heard her heart speak ; and I know— 
that she loves you still!”

Hugh wipes the perspiiation from 
l.is brow, and looks at hint with wild 
! aggard eyes.

"Is it so?"
"No matter what else she said to 

you. Those words I heard, coming 
: .om her heart of hearts, surprised 
•ito speaking the truth, told me 

-/liât I feared was true; that the past 
till held her, and that she could nev 
r be mine. If you think,” he goes
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as man to man, that I did not' know 
that—that she was here. We met by 
sheer accident.” - ,

“I believe you,” says Archie, sim
ply. "We have never lied to each 
other, you and I, and it is not likely 
that we shall begin to-night. I be
lieve you when you say that you did
not expect to meet her,' but------” and
lie groans, "Heaven help me, you 
have met!” ■

“I-------•

“Wait; hear me out. You have 
met,” he says, “and—and—all is. 
changed. I do not blame you; a man; 
who once loved her must love her 
while life lasts, let happen what may.
I do not blame her —Heaven forbid! , 
No! I always doubted whether my 
happiness—such perfect, unnatural 
happiness as mine, could last. More,
I always feared—it was a presenti
ment, I suppose—that—that her 
heart was not wholly mine; that the 
past, the accursed past—bear with 
me, Hugh—still dwelt in her remem
brance and held her, as it were, in 
thrall.”

He pauses, and his hand goes tremb
ling to his pale, dry lips.

“If—if"—he goes on, with an ef
fort—“if time had been given me, if 
we had once been married, and she 
my very own, I do not doubt—I have 
never doubted—that I could make, ay, 
make her forget the past, and—you! 
But”—with a heavy sigh—"it was not 
to be. Try as she would, and she did 
try, Heaven bless her! to love me, it 
wanted but a sight of you, a word 
from you lips to teach her how ut
terly useless it was to forget you and 
turn to me."

“Stop! stop!” cries Hugh, hoarsely.
“You have misunderstood------”

"No,” he retorts, with a bitter 
smile, that is perhaps more sad than 
bitter. “I know her too well to mis
understand her. There is not a tone 
in her voice that I do not know—not 
a look in her sweet face that I cannot 
read. No, it is not I who misunder
stand her!”

There is almost a taunt in the 
voice, but Hugh does not resent it; he 
l ows his head upon his. breast in si
lence and in penitence. He did mis
understand her to his cost.

“I could never misunderstand her, 
because I love her. And now what 
remains to be done? BefoA me my 
path lies plain and clear. Before her 
happiness everything must give way. 
My love and my wishes are nothing— 
mere chaff blown aside by the wind. 
Hugh—though I curse the day you 
met her—though I know as surely as 
I stand here that I should have made 
heh happy but for you—I yield her to 
you.”

“Stop!” exclaims Hugh, at last. 
“You shall hear me! I say that you 
have thoroughly misunderstood. You 
tell me that you have overheard us; 
then you have only heard part of our 
conversation.”

n, with sudden fierceness, almost 
hreatening, "that I yield her too 
eadily, remember that it is not for 
our sake. If it were any other man 
,s worthy of hcr, I would do it. As 

! for you, I wish that you had died, or 
| hat I had, before you met her. But 

or her happiness, I could kill you 
where you stand. When I think of all 
; hat I have borne"—his voice falters, 
and he moistens his lips—“when I 
:ook back and remember how long I 
have loved her, before that accursed 
light when I—fool that ,1 was—met 
•on in Rome, and persuaded you to 

meet her! when I look back and re
member what I have suffered, and all 
for nothing—for nothing, save the 
bitterness of yielding her to you- 
voujd crush the life out of both of 
. is!"

Then, as Hugh,.stands silent and 
motionless, Ills ' voice ' breaks into 
eometliing'like'a soit: ■ ■ “•

“Forgve me,” he says, hoarsely, 
am almost mad to-night. After all 
it was not your fault. She would 
have loved you if I had not been on 
the scene. But”—fiercely—“it was
lour fault thatir Itiving once gained 
her love, you let it go—cast it from 
you like the swine casts aside the 
pearls!”

“Go on,” murmurs Hugh, “do not 
./pare me. I was a weak fool. No 
words of yours can sting me more 
sharply than my own conscience. I 
was a mad, weak fool ! ”

“Yes,” retorts Archie, bitterly, “and 
the fool who left her comes hack and 
takes her from the man whose love 
has been constant and unchanging 
It is the way Fate mocks us. There 
you have borne with me; it is the 
last harsh word I will lise to you. 
You can well bear them, setting them 
against all that I am giving yon 

(To be Continued.)

"I DON’T SUFFER 
ANY MORE”

“Feel Like a New Person,” 
says Mrs. Hamilton.

'‘Idonet-care,"-almost!

New Castle, Ind.—“From the time 
I was eleven years oldiontil I was seven

teen I suffered each 
month so I-had to be 
in bed. I had head
ache, backache and 
such pains I would 
cramp double every 
month. I did not 
know what it was 
to'be easy a minute.'. 
My health was all 
run down and the 
doctors did not do 
me any good. A 

neighbor told my mother about Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound and 
I took it, and now I feel like a new 
person. I don’t suffer any more and I 
am regular every month. ’’—Mrs. Hazel 
Hamilton, 822 South 15th St 

When a remedy has lived for forty 
years, steadily growing in popularity 
and influence, and thousands upon 
thousands of women declare they owe 
their health to it is it not reasona
ble to believe that it is an article of 
great merit?

If yon want special advice write 
to Lydia E. PinkMam Medicine 
Co. (confidential), Lynn, Mass. 
Yonr letter will be opened, read 
and answered by a
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PEARS’ ANNUAL, 1917.
LITERARY AND ARTISTIC! ATTRACTIONS.

Stories by Eden Phillpots, “Taffrail,” Mark Allerton, George Birm
ingham, J. E. Buckrose.
THREE PRESENTATION PLATES—

1. There’s more than one style of beauty. A superb mezzo-graVure.
2. Lady Hamilton as “Diana”, in colours, after Romney.
3. Courting Trouble. Character study, in colours.

Together with a four-page Supplement in colours, with verses by James 
Burnley. The whole production enclosed in a handsome cover designed 
by Joseph Simpson, R.A.

ONLY 35 CENTS. Add 4 Cents if by Mail.
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SPECIAL ITEMS!
This week we are showing a special assortment of

WHITE LACE CERTAIN NET, at 20, 22, 25, 30, 40 & 45 cts. yd. 
HALF BLIND LACE, at 15c., 20c. and 28 cents yard.
VELVETEEN, 22 in. wide, 85c. yard, in Navy, Cardinal, Tan, 

Black, Green.

GOOD VALUE IN tD 111
Side Combs, Back Combs and Hair Slides, i

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - g

A. & S. RODGER’S, |

Just Received

A NEW SHIPMENT OF
MORRIS & CO’S. EXTRA CHOICE

SUGAR HONEY-CURED

HAMS & BACON.

Harvey & Co., Ltd.

Household Notes.
Fresh fish have eyes bright and full, 

gills red and fins that stand up and 
the flesh is firm to the touch.

To make a cake light, add a few 
drops of glycerine in the proportion 
of a teaspoonful to a pound of flour.

New gas mantles if immersed in 
vinegar and hung up to dry will give 

more brilliant light and last longer. 
Carbolic acid is powerless as a dis

infectant unless diluted with at least 
twenty times its bulk of cold water.

If white kid gloves are rubbed gent
ly with bread crumbs after each wear
ing, they will keep clean much long
er.

If you add a few thin slices of white 
soap to the water before putting flow
ers into it they will keep longer.

Add a little lemon juice to water in 
which peaches are dropped before 
cooking. The fruit is not so apt to 
discolor.

To keep pies and pastry flaky, do 
not put them away until they are en
tirely cold, and never put them in the 

j refrigerator.
‘ Excellent shortcakes may be made, 
■ with-biscuit cnist and raspberry

jam. Gooseberry jam also is a good 
filling.

If eggs and grated cheese arc added 
jo some of the simple cream soups 
one has an excellent substitute tor 
meat.

: A spoonful of flou-r Added to thé 
grease in which eggs’are fried will 
prevent them from breaking or stick
ing to the pan.

In the household where children are 
it should be the rule to use sugar only 
with other foods and at the close of 
a meal.

Salt put on a cloth saturated with 
kerosene will clean the enameled 
bathtub. Afterward rinse the tub 
with warm, soapy water.

Kitchen tables if washed with vin
egar before being scrubbed will be 
very white. The vinegar removes the 
stains from the wood.

To clean brass trays, sprinkle with 
coarse salt, cover with sufficient 
vinegar to wet the salt, rub thorough
ly and polish with leather.

By u»ing-: Vitiuous colors to mark 
clothing,: eaoh' child having its own 
color, much time j may be saved In 
sorting and putting away clothing. —

Curious Walking Feat.
The most curious walking feat in 

Scotland dates back to a former cen
tury, when Sir Andrew Leith Hay and 
Lord Kennedy did a great walk for a 
bet of £4,600. Hay said lie could 
walk from Blair Hall in Kincardine
shire to Inverness in less time than 
Kennedy.

They started off that very night at 
Nine o’clock, in their evening clothes, 
with their shoes and silk stockings. 
Sir Andrew took the coach road via 
Huntly and Elgin. Lord Kennedy, 
with Captain Ross as umpire, went 
straight across the Grampians in 
pouring rain. They walked all that 
night, all next day, and the follow
ing night Lord Kennedy got to Inver
ness at six o’clock in the morning of 
the third day, and won his bet by four 
hours.—Tit-Bits.

Make your Xmas Greeting a 
personal one. Your Photograph 
will add individuality to your 
message of thoughtfulness and 
good-will. J, C. PARSONS, Bank' 
of Montreal BtiUdm^J-neviTjl
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