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Bettera Peasant

i makes a move toward the drawing-

Than a Peer.

C HAPTER \\VIII
IN DEEP WATERS.

He is like a faithful and attached
dog, whose whole being is fixed upon
his master—or his mistress—and who
waits anxicusly, and yet not obtru-
sively, for a word from her.

No one notices this, and yet—yes,
one person does, and he is “Old Bell.”

HMalf an Lour after the ladies have
left for the drawing-room, Hal puts
his head around the door of that a-
partment, and having with great dif-
ficulty attracted Jeanne's attention,
beckons her mysteriously.

““‘Well, what is it?” she says, coming
out to him; “have you had enough
wine? where are the others?”

“Stilt at it—not at the wine,” says
Hal, “but—the cackle. That member
of Parliament you brought with you
has gct ’em on to politics, and they
seem likely to go on worrying that
subject till midnight. If there's any-
sing 1 hate its politics >

“But you shouldn’t run away and
®ave them,” says Jeanne, laughing.

“Would you have me to fly to the
drink?” dema Hal. with mock
severity. “Seriously, if I stayed there
I should have been driven to drown
my sense of hearing in the red port,
and besides, I want a pipe.”

“Well, I haven't got one
pocket!” interrupts Jeanne.

“Don’t be impertinent, miss, or I'll
leave vou; and you'll be sorry when
I tell yvou that I've got the key of the
round tower, that it’'s a splendiferous
night—a new moon—and that I'm go-
ing up there to smoke.”

“To the moon!”

nds

in my

“To ‘he tower, stupid! and you may
come with me, if you like.”

Jpaune laughs—but wistfully.

“And leave them all?” and she
room, brilliant with its lights, which
are reflected by the diamonds in her
hair. “It’s not to be done, you audaci-
ous boy! You forget that I'm the
hostess!”

“Come ou,” says Hal; “they won't
miss vou, you're too small.”

“Tall as you are!”

“Besides, the men will be coming
in dicectly, and then for certain the
women won't care whether you are
therc or at Jericho. Come along, for
just a few minutes!”

Jecnne cast another wistful glance,
hesitates, and is lost.

“You're a bad boy, Hal,” she says,
“leading me into mischief the very
first night. Come on, then. Where’s a
shaw!, or something? This will do—{
don’t know whose it is. Now, then,
quick!” )

And, with her old, light-hearted
Jaugh, she springs up the stairs—the
old Jeanne of Newton Regis.

“Come down,” says Hal;
the wrong way.”

Ancé he leads her by a smaller stone
staircase to the tower.

“that’s

“It’s a long way up,” says Jea?ﬁe,
putting laughingly, for she has taken
two steps at a time. “But how lovely!
What a height! Noew, Hal, be the
showman, and tell me what are all
the nlaces I can see. Begin at the
church; and fdon’t blow atl the smoke
this way—they will think I have been
having a pipe, and a strong one, too.”

Ha! does as he is told, in every way,
and they pass around the tower.

“Cocd boy.” says Jeanne. “But you
have left out that large white place—
the most important of all.”

“Oh, so I have,” says Hal, with
feigned carelessness. “That’s the Villa
Verona.”
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“Italian!” says Jeanne. “Who lives
ther-? They must ‘be our mearest
neiglibors.”

“QYy, only an Italian gentleman—
Prince Vercna.” "

“Only a prince!” laughs Jeanne.
“What delightfully repashlican indif-
ference to a title—only a prince! And
is he married, and has he any sons?”’
“No,” says Hal “I'll have another
pipe.”
“Lives there all alone in that big
place?’ says Jeanne. “Poor fellow!”
“THere's a daughter,” says Hgl.
“Yeu said——"
“There were no sons,” says Hal,
dogged!ly, “nor are there. There is on-
ly one child, the Princess Verona.”

He says it too carelessly; Jeanne,
woman-like, grows instantly curious.

“A princess! Have you seén her,
Hal? What is she like?”

“I've seen her,” says Hal,
over the battlement.

“How old is she? Is she pretty?”

“She? About your age—oh, young-
er; about my age, I suppose. Pretty?”’
and his caution is overwhelmed by
his feelings. “Pretty isn’t the name for
her; she's perfectly lovely. Her eyes
are as dark, and,” no, don't think
they're black—with long lashes that
sweep her cheek—and her hair—you
know that picture which Vane showed
us of the Italian girl whom he saw
at Naples? Well, that is what the
princess is like! And fancy, Jeanne!
she lives all alone with the old man,
her father, who burns a lamp in day-
light, and sits day and night poring
over conspiracies and plots, alone
with him and a wooden-faced doll as
her companion!#And she—the prin-
cess. I mean—is like—like—like a
flower, all life and brightness, except-
ing sometimes, and there she is shut
up like a beautiful wild bird in a
cage'"” 4

He stops, for, lookng around—he
has been staring at the villa during
this half-unconscious rhapsody—he
sees Jeanne's eyes fixed on him with
a ha'f-laughing, half-serious expres-
sion.

“Well,”” he says,
ing at?”

She is silent for a moment, and al-
80 looks at the villa.

“Hal, how often have you met the
princoess?”

“Six times,” he says, promptly.

“You have remembered and kept
account of every time; you have re-
membered her eyes so intensely that
you know they are not black—though
so dark. Oh, Hal, you foolish boy!”

“What do you mean?”’ he demands,
with a heightened color.

“Ha!, you are in love with her!”
says Jeanne, with a smile.

He looks at her with a
curious anl earnest gaze.

“Am I?’ he says. ™o you think
s0?”’

Then he turns to the battlements
with his face away from her.

“I haven't told you all,”” he says.

leaning

“what are you star-

gravely

be married. To a Count Milkoff.”

“O%, Hal!”" she murmurs.

“To Count Mikoff,” he goes on, as
if he would not spare himself a single
pang. “A Russian nobleman, a iman
old enough to be her father, grand-
father! with a manner like a French
polish. and a face like creased parch-
men*.”

“Oh, Hal'” she murmurs again, and
her soft arm creeps around his neck.
“My poor boy! Can nothing be done?
Is there no way——"

®No, nothing,” he says. “I—who's
this!”" and he turns his white, work-
ing face, as a step sounds behind
them. “I—there is some one coming,
keep them off me for a moment.”

It is Clarence Lane.

“Ars you there, Lady Ferndale?”
he asks.

“Yes,” says Jeanne.
come up here?”

“Found my way by
says, with significance. “You left the
door cpen, and I climbed on the
chance. Instinct is right, you see, as
usual.”’

Jeanne laughs. She is still think-
ing of her poor boy’s white face and
broken voice.

“Yes, isn’t this a beautiful view?”
and she leads him away from Hal,

It is dangerous to rely on the
chaperonage of a brother, doubly
dangerous to rely on him when he is
in love. Hai. thinking only of himself,
utterly oblivious of the impfopriety
of leaving Jeanne and Clarence alone
on the top of the tower, sees the door
before him and escapes.

Five minutes afterward, down in
the drawing-room, a song is wanted,
and Vane looks around for Jeanne.
“Where is'Lady Ferndale?” he asks.
" Lady Lucelle is sitting near, toy-
ing with a besique box. She looks up
—she has noticed Jeanne’s absence,
but she has bided her time. Hal, hear-
ing the question, looks up also.
“Jeanne,” he says, rousing. “Oh, by
Jove! I left her on the tower——"
“Lord Lane has the music in
charg:,” says Lady Lucelle, softly.
“Let us ask him—why, where has he
gone?” and she looks around the reom.
“Lane—oh, I left' him with Jean-
ne,” says Hal, carelessly.
Vane's face growa suddenly hard.
“Shall we play besique?’ he says,
turning to Lady Lucelle,
“Thanks, I should like it. I hope,”
she says, with amiable anxiety, “Jean-
ne won’t catch cold!” 2
But Vane has recovered himself.
“Lane will take care of that, mo
doubt.” he says, in measured accents.
“Ob, here they are!” saye Lady Lu-
celle, as Jeanne, closely followed by
Clare.nce, entered. J

“How did you'

instinct,” he
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“The Princess Verona is engaged to
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} “Why, Hal,” says Jeanne, quite .un-
embarrassed, with a laugh, even,
“how well you gave us the slip. We
have been around and around the
tower, thinking you were playing
hide-and-seek.”

But Hal does not smile. He remem-
bers that look on Vane's face, and is
not zctor enough to conceal his
anxiety.

“I--1I thought you were coming
down,” he says, and instantly, by the
smile that flits across the countess’
face, and thc hard look on Vane's,
thought he had better not have spok-
en. -

“We want a song, Lady Ferndale,”
says Lord Lane, at her elbow. “Will
vou sing that duet with me?” he adds,
in a iow voice.

Jeanne . is about to refuse, but
glances at the card table and the two
figures so apparently absorbed in
their gzame and themselves, and, with-
out a word, puts her hand on Clar-
ence's ready arm.

It is some hours later, and Hal is
smoking a cigarette at the open win-
dow of his bedroom overlooking the
Villa Verona—the major-domo had
allotted this room to the member of
Parliament, but Hal had begged hard
for it until he got it for himself. There
are sti'l distant sounds in the castle,
and cuddenly one comes near him in
the form of a knock at the door.

“Come in!” he says, and stares, as
Bell, in a gray dressing-grown down
to his heels, presents himself.

“Hallo!” says Hal; “thought you
were asleep hours ago!”

“No, I—I don't feel sleepy,” says
Bell, “and I happened to open my
window—my room is on the same cor-
ridor as yours—and smelling tobac-
co. I thought it might be you. Why
don’t rou go to bed, Hal?”

“What ingratitude!” says Hal. “If
I'd been in bed, you'd have no one to
cackle to.”

“I don’t want to talk,” says Bell,
citting down on the bed and blinking
at the broad back between him and
the night.

READYMADE
SENSA—TI(IN !
Ten Days’ Sale

THE BALANCE OF OUR STOCK OF

Men’s and Boys’
Winter Overcoats &
Mackinaws
AT HALF PRIGE.

MEN’S MACKINAWS.

Regular $20.00 for .. .. ..
MEN'S OVERCOATS.

All Woollen Makes.

Regular $20.00 for .. .. ..
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All Woollen ~Iakes.
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..$12.00

.$14.00

“What's
well ?”

“Yes, I'm quite well—oh, yes,” says
Bell, “but I can’'t sleep. I'm afraid,”
oand he lavghs, but with a nervous
kind of mirth, - “that the castle’s
haunted. At least I feel—"

He pauses.

“The premonitory symptoms of in-
digesticn, I should say,” says Hal.

“Hal, don’t laugh at me,” says Bell,
with sudden earnestness. “I'm very—
very uncomfortable; I've got what
people call a presentiment! It's very
foolish, I know, but I feel as if some-
thing were going to happen—I can’t
tell what; it is of no use to ask me.
Hal. there's something wrong in—in
ell this. I'm sure of it. Others may
not notice it but I—well my eyes are
sharp where her We]fare is concern-
ed.”

“Hers? Whose?”
looking around.

“Jeanne’s—your
Bell.
_ Then, made cautious by the pro-
longed stare which Hal favors him
with, he rises, and nervously picks up
his candle
“But don’t let us say any more to-
night. As you say, I may have indiges-
tion coming on.”
And he laughs uneasily.
“Coming ecn!” says Hal, pitching
his cigarette away; “you’ve got it,
You mean. There, go to bed, old boy;
and here, lake a glass of Maraschino
—I've got some here.”
“No--no,” says Bell,
Good-aight, my dear
night.”
“Good-night,” says Hal. “What a
pity it is you don’t smoke, Bell. A pipe |
or a cigarette would take all this]
nonsense out of you,”
“I tried it, Hal,” says Bell, shaking
his head, “but it made me sick.”
(To be continued.)
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“I'm going.
Hal—good- |

M& YARMOUTH, N.S. Al

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $33.00 for .. .. .. .

MEN'S OV ERCOATS

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $35.00 for .. .. .. .

BOYS’ OVERCOATS
from.. .. .. .. ..$7.75 each upwards

Tlis tremendom reduction reallv does give
yeu GOODS AT PRE-WAR PRICES and far
cheaer than we expect to be able to offer you
the same goods next year. But as we believe
tk~» Readymade Business in Newfoundland is at
the moment overdone, we have decided to re-
du:2 in this Department as regards our Busi-
ness and we have taken a step that we know
wil! reduce -*ock quickly.
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Wood and Metal
WOrking Machinery.

MACHINE SHOP:
Lathes, Shapers, Drill Presses, Etc., Etc.
WOOD WORKING SHOP:
Cambination Woodworking Machines,
. Band Saws, Planers, Molders’ Matchers,
Morticers, Etc., Etc.

C. a. HUBLEY

. Ma: ufacturers’ Agent and Consulting Engineer, _
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St. John’s, Newfoundland.
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CUTLERY!

In Stock:
100 dozen Sheath Knijves,
20 dozen Bait Knives,

100 (}0zeﬁ Splitters,
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300 dozen Pocket Knives,
50 dozen English Razors.
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Cooking Stoves and
 Ranges

AT DISCOUNT OF

25 ver cent.

(ONE QUARTER OFF).
w&Now is the time to secure a real
BAR GAIN.

P. 0. Box 1243.
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JOHN CLOUSTON,

140-2 Duckworth Street,

~

A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from
a splendid variety of
British Woollens, cut by
an up-to-date system
from the latest fashions,
moulded and made to
your shape by expert
workers, costs you no
mere than the ordinary
hand-me-down. We al-
ways keep our stocks
complete and you are
assured a good selection.
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rates.
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