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CHAPTER XVIII.
She broke off, and he saw her eyes 

glisten with sudden tears ; and he 
drew her out of the glitter and shim
mer of the ballroom into one of the 
anterooms, closed the door, and took 
her to his breast.

"God give me the luck to keep you 
always as happy, my angel and my 
love!” he whispered passionately.

* • * » »
The light streamed through the win

dows before the ball was over; but at 
last the house-party stood in the hall 
listening to the last carriage as it 
rolled away.

“And now to bed, my child!” said 
the earl to Diana. “Vane, go with her 
to the corridor, and see that Mabel 
does not lure her to her room for a 
gossip. She must rest, rest! Good
night, my dear.”

As he kissed her^ the diamonds in 
her hair flashed in his eyes, and he 
said:

“The diamonds, my dear; better give 
them to me to lock up for you. You’ll 
want them for Lady Brandon’s dance 
on Wednesday; after that, I’ll send 
them to the bank.”

Laughing and blushing, Diana, aided 
by Vane’s caressing fingers, took off 
the jewels, and the earl collected them 
in a heap and bore them off to the 
safe in the small room adjoining his 
own.

• * * * * *

On the Monday after the day of the 
balli Desmond March was sitting over 
the pretense of a breakfast. The cov
ers from the dishes had not been re
moved, and the toast he broke ab
sently fell untasted from his fingers. 
They were trembling, his lips were 
ashen and drawn, and there were 
black shadows under his sunken eyes. 
His run of luck had broken down, and 
once more he was in the depths of de
spair. Beside his plate lay a scatter
ed heap of letters, all of them de
mands, some of them threatening de
mands, for money. As he looked round 
the room with aching eyes—he had 
drunk heavily at the “supper club" on 
the preceding night—he remembered 
that the rent was overdue, and reflect
ed that in a short time he would be 
homeless as well as penniless.

For the first time for weeks he 
thought of the patient, loving 
■woman, whose faith he had 
betrayed, whose pitiful sav
ings he had taken and squandered. To 
go to her now—no, not even he was 
equal to that. There was nothing but 
flight. But where to fly? Where? 
Absently, he picked up one of the pa
pers which lay on the table; it hap
pened to be a society journal, and as 
he turned the leaves wearily his eye

caught an account of the great ball at
Glenaskel. His face flushed and grew
bitter as he read the successful effort 
of a reporter still dazed by the splen
dor he had witnessed from a corner

of the music-gallery.
Desmond March set his teeth upon

the oath that broke from him. And 
all this—Glenaskel, Wrayborough, and 
how much more—might have been his. 
Diamonds—this girl of his cousin’s, 
DaleSford’s, must have been smother
ed with them. Great heavens, and he, 
the next heir, was stone-broke, a de
faulter, an outcast. Diamonds! Why 
a quarter of the sum they would fetch 
would tide him over his difficulties. 
And this girl was flaunting them, 
would lose them, very likely—he flung 
the paper from him and groaned.

His valet, to whom, of course, wa
ges were due, knocked at the door and 
entered.

“The—er—person to see you, sir.” 
Desmond March stared at him.
“Eh? Oh, tell him to go to——” 

Suddenly his face flushed, and he 
caught his breath. “Wait!” he called, 
as thé valet was leaving the room. “I 
think I’ll see him.”

A moment or two later the valet 
ushered in Garling. The short, square 
figure, the rugged, heavily lined face, 
looked strangely out of place in the 
luxurious room, and the man stood 
awkwardly leaning on, his thick stick 
and regarding, in silence, the aristo
cratic, pallid face of Desmond March 
with a mixture of deference and defi
ance, of apprehension and dislike.

“So you’ve turned up as usual,” 
said Desmond March, leaning back 
and looking at Garling, under half- 
closed eyes. “It’s as well you did; 
for I happen to want you.”

“To want me?” said Garling, in his 
peculiar, husky voice. “Wbat can you 
want with me? See here, Mr. March, 
I’ve come to tell you that this—this 
game can’t go on. I’m tired of it. 
You took me by surprise the other 
night, and I caved in before I’d had 
time to turn round. Every Monday 
I’ve been here to—to report myself”— 
his rugged face grew red and bis 
mouth hard and set—“but I don’t 
mean to do so again. I’m—I’m dif
ferent to what you take me for.”

Desmond March nodded toward the 
door.

“You can go. My man will follow 
you and give you in charge to the 
first policeman he meets. Or you can 
stay and undertake a job. I’ve got 
one for you. Which is it to be? 
Right,” as the man, white to the lips, 
ground his teeth and remained stand
ing. “Now, lock the door. Come 
here, sit down, and listen.”

Garling took the chair and kept his 
eyes on March, as the slave eyes his 
master, whip in hand; and in slow, 
measured accents Desmond March set 
him his task.

In the middle of the recital Gar
ling sprang to his feet, his eyes 
glowing, his teeth set.

“No, no!” he exclaimed hoarsely. 
“I won’t do it! I can’t! I’ve left that 
kind of work! For God’s sake, say no
more! I’ll be no man’s slave; I-----”
he shuddered. “I’ve had enough of 
convict life.”

Desmond March leaned back and 
toyed with a paper cutter ; but kept 
his eyes on his man.

“Oh, yes, you’ll do it,” he said. 
“Where’s the risk to you—the Iron
monger, you know! But risk, or no 
risk, you’ll do it. You’ll take a com
mission, of course, and you can clear 
off when the job’s done; for I shall
have done with you for good and all. 

Hesitate, you—you convict, and, by 
God! I’ll send you back to Portland!”

With a groan, Garling sank into his 
chair. Then he sprang up and paced 
up and down with heavy, dragging
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setps, his head bent, his brows knit; 
and Desmond March leaned back and 
watched him with a feigned calm that 
concealed a deep anxiety.

At last Garling stopped before his 
tyrant, and, glowering down at him, 
said hoarsely :

“If I do this—job, it’s the last, you 
say? You’ll have done with me—will 
let me go? You swear it? Swear it! 
He laughed a laugh that sounded like 
the snarl of a dog. “You’d swear 
anything, you—you fine gentleman, 
know. But, mind! you're driving me 
harder than you think! I’ll do it; 
but—it’s the last; unless it’s the kind 
of job”—he lopked at Desmond March 
with a sudden ferocity—“that I’ll 
swing for!”

CHAPTER XIX.
It was noon on the morning follow 

ing Lady Brandon’s dance when Di
ana awoke to find Mabel sitting beside 
her bed, regarding - her with a smile 
that was wistful as well as affection 
ate.

“Oh, I’m late; you’re dressed. Ma 
bel!” Diana exclaimed guiltily. "What 
is the time? So late? How long have 
you been sitting here? Is it anything 
you want, dear?”

“I've been here for the last half 
hour,” replied Mabel. “I did want 
something, but I’ve forgotten what it 
is now. How beautiful you look when 
you’re asleep, Diana! You’ve been 
smiling for the last five minutes 
What were you dreaming of?”

Diana thought a moment, then 
blushed and shook her head.

“Dreams are silly things,” she an 
swered evasively.

“Yes; they’re silly enough even 
when they’re happy,” admitted Ma 
bel; “because they’re only dreams 
you see, and they mayn’t come true 
But yours are all safe enough,” she 
added, with a mischievous smile and 
nod. “I’ll ring for your tea. Oh, you 
mustn’t think of getting up yet, for 
Vane has given me strict orders to 
see that you breakfast in bed.”

“I’ve never done such a thing in my 
life that I can remember,” urged Di 
ana; but Mabel shook her head de
cisively.

"Them's my orders, miss; and I’m 
just old enough to know that it's bet
ter to obey ’em when Vane gives 
them. And here’s the tray. Are you 
hungry?”

“Starving,” said Diana, sitting up 
and flinging her long, tail of hair over 
her shoulders. “Is Vane down?”

"Down! Hours ago. Oh,"he’s quite 
the Industrious Apprentice now, since 
a certain young lady took him in hand 
and reformed him, He was up be
fore the breakfast bell rang, seeing to 

the program for* the day. He slaves 
at it as if he were a Cook's excursion
ist guide. Vane, who, last year, was 
the laziest man that ever drew 
breath! And that reminds me of 
what I wanted. It’s that troublesome 
boy, Bertie.”

"What has he been doing . now?” 
asked Diana, with a smile, and a lov
ing, whimsical glance at the pretty 
girlish face, as its owner, having 
seated herself on the bed, was snug
gling against Diana and somewhat 
hampering her fork hand.

"Oh, nothing; it’s what he wants to 
do . He wants me to ride over with 
him to the Holy Well.”

“Aqd you’re going to do so, of 
course?”

“Well—I was ; but Aunt Selina has 
suddenly discovered that I ought not 
to. She says I spend all my time 
with him—so absurd! I'm sure I 
don’t! And she says she won’t have 
me scampering about in country lanes 
with a young mam; as if Bertie were 
< young man!”

s scarcely an old one,” said Di- 
And you want me to come with 
suppoee, to play chaperon?”

Mabel nodded and grinned. “Yes;

i it, dear. You and Vane, of
course. I thought—that is, Bertie
thought—that we might get some 
lunch at the inn by the well and 
make a day of it. It would be awful
ly jolly—just us four. And we 
wouldn’t interfere with you and Vane, 
you know. You could ride ever so far
behind-----" She wound up by giving
Diana a hug, and, having got her way, 
ran off to inform her fellow conspir
ator of the success of their little .plan 
for getting so many hoflrs together.

Diana came down in her habit and 
found Vane patiently waiting for her 
in the hall. He looked up as she 
came down ' the stairs, and his eyes 
greeted her with mute admiration 

“You beautiful angel ! ” he whisper
ed, almost audibly; and he scarcely 
waited until the butler had discreetly 
withdrawn before he took her in his 
arms and lifted her ofl the last few 
steps. “I spend most of my time try
ing to decide in what dress you look 
most lovely, Diana. This morning 
I’m inclined to put my money on 
habit; but I know that to-night 
shall plunge on an evening frock 
How well, how bright you look, my 
star! Yes; that’s it—you are my star 
dearest. Without you my life would 
be black as-----”

“Now. when you two have quite 
done—don’t let me hurry you,” said 
Mabel, from the door, with exagger 
a ted politeness, “but the horses have 
been waiting for hours, and Bertie 
says he thinks you must have mis 
taken this for a moonlight ride.”

“This girl will be the death of me, 
declared Dalesford, with mock de
spair. “Come on, then. But look 
here, Mabel, no larks ; no giving us 
the slip with that fellow boy of 
yours. I have just been listening to 
of youth with a lifetime of love before 
linquencies of Lady Mabel Lashwood. 
And I’ve promised to keep an eye on 
you, young lady.”

"PooJal"’ retorted Mabel contempt
uously. “You’ve only one pair of 
eyes, and you can’t keep them off 
your young woman. Besides, as if I 
couldn’t take care of myself!”

The four young people started, talk
ing and laughing with the joyousness 
o fyouth with a lifetime of love before 
them; and presently, as Mabel had 
shrewdly foreseen, she and Bertie 
had left the other couple far behind, 
and were quarreling and flirting with 
a charming absence of restraint.

Dalesford seemed even happier 
than usual that morning, and before 
they had ridden a mile Diana learned 
the cause.

(To be continued.)
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Fashion Plates.

The 'Home Dressmaker should keep 
Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat- 

tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

1118.—SOME NEW STYLES- FOB 
THE LITTLE ONES.

f

A Pretty Cap, and a Becoming Bonnet
For the cap, embroidered lawn 

batiste or linen would serve, >r silk, 
cloth, velvet or corduroy. For the 
bonnet, black velvet • was selected, 
with facing of white mull shirred to 
the brim. This style is good for 
faille silk, for messaline, crepe- de 
chine, for velvet, or corduroy. The 
Patterns are cut in 2 sizes for Child
ren 1 to 2, and 3 to 4 years. It re
quires 5-8 yard of 24 inch material for 
either style.

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

MA55AÎTA
A NEW 

AND
TOTALLY

DIFFERENT

TALCUM
POWDER

Not only softer, smoother, more satisfying 
than any other, but distinguished by tbr 
•‘True Orientai Odor,” a fragrance inimi 
table in its subtlety and charm.

n

h addition to Mulatto, w cany o commit 
Une of hazell's Famous Specialties, iiuMdini 
the most exquisite Perfumes, delightful Toils 
Waters superb Creams, and Powders of un
questionable excellence

At all Druggists, St John’s, Nfld.

EUROPEAN
AGENCY.

Wholesale Indents promptly ezecu 
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit
ish and Continental goods, Including 

Books and Stationery.
Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories, 
Drapery, Millinery and ■ Piece Goods. 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metals, 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stoves, 

etc., etc.
Commission 2% p.c. to 6 ».«.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Sample Cases from $60 upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Sold on 

Account .
WILLIAM WILSON & SONS

(Eat&biMud 1814.)
*’*•** —

112». — A JAUNTY TOP GARMENT 
FOB THE YOUNG MISS.

UZ5

Girls’ Coat With or Without (’ape.
Blue chinchilla, black velvet or 

brown broad cloth could be used for 
this style, with braid binding or 
trimming for a finish. . Double faced 
cloaking or novelty weaves in zibel
ine, plaids and other cloakings are 
equally appropriate. The cape may 
be omitted. The fronts are lapped at 
the closing, and the garment is 
loose fitting and in sack shape. The 
Pattern is cut In 4 sizes: 8, 10, 12 and 
14 years. It requires 4% yards of 
44 inch material for a 14 year size.

A pattern of this Illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

No.

Size..................

Address in full:-

/-

N.B.—Be sure’ to cut, out the illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully 1.11: d out. The pattern cun 
not reach you in less than 15 days. 
Price 16c. each, in cash, postal note, 
or -stamps. Address: Telegram Pat. 
tcru Department.

New Books !

“Stanfield” 
WML UNDERWEAR,

AT

Henry Blair’s,
FOB WINTRY WEATHER STANFIELD’S WOOL UNDERWEAR 

IS A GOOD INSURANCE POLICY.

We have now a complete range of this celebrated Under
wear which we are selling at very lowest prices. Buy now whilst 
all sizes are in stock.

Range of sizes—Shirts, 34 to 44 inches.
Range of sizes—Drawers, 32 to 42 inches.

Men’s Stanfield Unshrinkable Ribbed Heavy Wool Shirts and 
Drawers, Green Label, from $1.00 per garment. Prices ac
cording to sizes.

Men’s Red and Blue Label Stanfield Underwear in the same as
sortment of sizes.

Men’s Stanfield Black Label Underwear, all wool and extra 
heavy weight. _ - /

Ladies’ Stanfield Vests and Drawers from 80c. to $1.60, according 
to size and quality. Sizes stocked, 3, 4, 5, 6 and 7.

Ladies’ Fine Wool Stanfield Combinations, sizes 3, 4, 5, Prices
$2.7», $2.90, $3.15. ,

Ladies’ Spun Silk Combinations (Job), only a few left at $3.25.
A Special Job Line Ladies’ Stanfield Drawers, assorted sizes. 

Worth $1.25 to $1.50. Clearing at 75c. a garment.
Lot Ladies’ Fine White English Cashmere Vests, long and short 

sleeves (Job), at 95c. and $1.10 each.
Ladies’ White Cashmere Combinations, winter weight, English 

made, $3.20 each.
WEAR ONLY WOOL UNDERWEAR AND KEEP IN 

GOOD HEALTH.

Henry Blair
nov20,-eod,tf
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Something that will enable you to

Headquarters for
Potatoes, Oats., etc.

Ex S.S. “ Morwenna” and “ Cap© Breton,”

5000 bags P.E I. Potatoes.
3000 bags Black Oats.
Also, Hay, Straw and Cheese.

Our new Blanket Cloth in Red and Navy is the newest thing 
for Winter Coats. It possesses the advantages of being fash
ionable, warm, light in weight, and it will wear well. You can 
make a Coat for yourself or your little girl at half the cost of 
a Readymade Coat.

_Prict’ : $1.80 yard, Warm and Light.
Robert Templeton.
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The War Thai Was Foretold, 5c,
War Alhum—Heroes of the War (Por

traits) 6 iii set fin iikv. Sets i 
anj 2 IV» >u sale 

l*ird Kitchener—Hiati r> of Ills Life 
f 50c.

A A 0. Guide to the War. 30c. 
Gemmo Atrocities. I.eQueux 80a.
The Great War in Parts. 18c. part,
’Lit War'ut >he Narlt.n* 16c.
“h. i.-fe of l.urd K .lob oner. 6j. 
lei Itoyal Highness LeQu.ux, 60c. 

Night Watches, W. W. Jacobs, 60c. 
Facing Fearful Odde, Joseph Hock

ing, 60c.
The Càmpolgn Round Liege, 30c.
The Six Rubies, by J. M. Forman, 60c. 
The Silent Captain by May Wynne, 60c. 
A Silent Witness by R. A. Fri 

60c.
Latest War Maps, 20c and 30c.

reeman,

for sale.
=S)

Schooner, 281ns., 5 yrs.old,
well found and in first-class order.

Motor Sehr., about 15 tons,
complete in every detail, with Mietz Engine.

She is just the boat for fishermen.
We would sell the above at very low prices.

A. H. MURRAY, St. John’s.
■■ ■ J. i"
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