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- CHAPTER XLIX.

THE END OF

The deep, slmost grand, intensity
he threw into the last word caused
her to start and-echo it faintly.

“Ay, death," he. repeated, sinking
oh ‘one knee apd taking her hand,
while he pierced her eyes with a gagze
at onge imploring and commanding—
“ay, death; for I will not live without
you. Look at me, Lucille, and doubt
it not! Hven now our brave fellows
are marching on to Rome. They will
take it—they must—nay, they shalll
But some will fall martyred for the
cause, and Reginald Dartmouth shall
be on the death-roll if the woman he
loves will' not give him the right to
share her. heart with Italy. Licille, I
ask but oﬂe wdx‘d—‘Yes' or ‘No’, I ask
it as a man balancing ’twixt life and
death. Whisper ‘Yes,’ and I Jay down
my life, my love, at your feet. Whis-
per ‘No,’ and I start for Rome, to lay
both with the death around her wallu

For a moment she looked round, as
if to escape from the mesh he had so
dexterously wound round her.

Thoughts flashed like lightning
through Her perplexed and bewilder-
ed brain. - :

He spoke truly, or never yet was
Yan true.

“Could ghe by saying “No” condemn
the man #0 die who had done so much
for Italy? Could she send him hélp-
less and mad to die at the gates of
the city He had been instrumental in
plucking from the hands of the spoil-
ers? ‘& .

He loved her passionately; what
was she that she should ruin his life?

“Spetk;upeak, Lucille; speak!”
he implored, breaking into these
thoughts and scattering them to the
winds. “Speak—is it life or death?”

A tronbled shade passed over her
face, but with an effort the beautiful
woman gathered strength and, re-
pressing a shudder that at the mo-
ment threatened to quiver through
her whole tra.me,‘murmnred, broken-
ly:

“Live—if your -life is in my keep-
ing!”

“In an instant he ha.d covered her
hands with kisses, ~and the next
caught her to his breast.

CHAPTER L.
* A CHILD OF'NO NAME.
This in the pame of- Heaven I promise
here,
The which, if:He e plcased, I shall
perform ~SHAKESPEARE.
The last dance had ‘been . danced;
the string and brass instruments

iwere still; the footfalls on the polish-

ed, inlaid floor of the “great saloon

had all died Iaway, the 'lights were
“Being quickly cxtmxuubed by the

TIE SEASON.
wearied retainers, and the
had retired to rest.

It was dark now in the saloon; but
the light on the terrace, for the moon
was high upin the heavens and poured
a stream of light upon the great stone
gteps and mansion -and balustrades,
throwing heavy shadows of the )a.tter
upen the squares of granite and stoe,
and tracing with a deft pencil upon
the gleaming walls of the new Hall
the ivy leaves that would round the
stone pillare. -

It was all still—not a veice save
that of the nightingale to be heard;
but occasionally the slow foot-fall of
a dark figure pacing the broad stone
walk with thoughtful mien yet im-
patient eyes fixed on the low French
window of the small ante-chamber
broke the silence and renmdered it ‘yet
more solemn.

At last, when the slow step had
changed to an impatiently rapid one,
the- window - was quietly opened, and
the figure of a woman stepped onto
the walk, Reginald Dartmouth—for it
was ‘he—sprang forward with a loud
cry and caught the‘hand clasping the
shawl.

“Lucille—at last! - How long the
minutes have seemed! What has Swept
yoh! But, no; rathel how gracious,
how sweet of you to come!” and in
the tenderest manner he led her to one
of the stone Seats, lhr/owlng over it
his capacious cloak.and wrapping it
round her with anxious solicitude.

But the countess, with a gesture of
entreaty, thrust it aside and, turning
her face to the moon, which revealed
it to be white and st.ringely moved,
murmured:

“Pardon me! I am hot—stifling—I

dancers

“Lucille, be calm!” exclaimed Reg-
{nald Dartmouth, sinking on 143 knee
at her side and grasping her hand,
which at one moment burned as if
with fire and at another struck like
ce. “Lucille, what have you to fear?
1 am here—I wonld die for you if need
were.”

She turned to him with a gesture al-
most t'lerce in its intensity.

“Fear? I fear nothing save shame!”

He started and sprang to his feet.

“Shame?” he repeated, hoarsely—
“shame? Laucille, spotless Lucille,
speaks of shame?” S

“Ay, shame!” she repeated, with
sudden calmness, looking at his white
face fearlessly. “But not of my mak-
ing. You asked me to-night for my
love. T could not give it, and would
not plify falsely. You asked me for
my secret. You wrung the promise of
its revelation from me, and again I

the ‘day when fate _threw me across |

1 your path! Look It me,” ghe continr
ed, rising and m le asi

and uprearing herself with the air « |

‘a pr!nocn. "Whm do you think roil 3

mqn
He preued his band to his brow—
the change in her from a cold, pas-

'prlvod him almost of speech.’ |
. "Whom? Am I dreaming; Lueille?”

He bowed his pend
= ICY" ”

hy title and by law of Rome, but in
reality a child of no name but that of
shame!” :

He breathed more freély, and lean-
ed against the balcony, wiping the
perspiration from his face. ¢

“What mean you? he breathed.

“Listen; she said, sinking into the
seat again with a shudder. “My mo-
ther wad a ballet dancer at the Ro-
man Opera Honse; Count Vitzarelf
loved and betrayed her!”

Reginald Dartmouth sprang to his
feet, but with a. gesture of command
the beautiful woman went on coldly,
almost sternly:

“Of that unholy union were two
children. I was the eldest—two only,
for my mother woke one night to the
senge of her jnfamy and her shame,
oend, crying on the Virgin for mercy,
‘fisd from the palace. She fled, taking
with her the two evidences of her
crime—myself and my sister.”

She paused before f.he last words
and seemed to struggle with soine
fearful emotion; then, before Regin-
ald Dartmouth could speak, continu-
ed:

“The count, my father, who leved
her as well as so bad a man could,
sought her far and wide, but unsuc-
cesefully; then, as a last resource,
tried to make the children
of the woman he had ruined Ilegi-
timate. Legitimate! As if Heaven it-
self could wipe away our shame!”

“Thank Heaven!” murmured Regin-
ald “Dartmouth.

But as If she did not hear him, the
unnatural voice went on: 3

“My mother, hearing nothing,
knowing nothing of this, fled still,
reached France and there, wearied
and wayworn, sickened of a deadly
fever. Oh, Heaven, can I forget. that
night? We had taken refuge in a
brick-maker’s deserted hut, my sister
and I kneeling beside the damp straw
upon which our meother lay, crying
upon her for one last word, one last
command, It came. Taking my arm
she raised herself and, placing my
sister’s hand in mine, bid me, if I
would hope to meet her in the world
to which she was speeding, to watch
her, guard her, keep her, and—oh,
Heaven, to snatch her, even by death,
from the chance of such a fate as had
fallen upon ‘her mother! I promised;
nay, swore to do so, and with my oath
ringing in her ears my mother died.”

For a few moments there followed
a deathly silence; then, in a strained
voice and speaking as if with Jiffi-
culty, Lucille, Countess Vitzarelli,
went on:

“We buried our mother, and, hand
in hand, journeyed on alone. We live;l
by such chance charity as fell to us
from the passers-by. When that failed
I learned to dance, and danced in the
street for the bread ‘that could not be
bought for tears. My sister—she whom
I had sworn to guard—was never
from my sight. We were known
through all the villagés of France as
the twins, and so lived until one fatal
day we reached Paris. There we part-
€d, Oh, do not speak! Let me go on
or.I shall die! We were -parted. I had
gone to buy bread. My sister, tired
of walkivg beside the door, ctrayed
from my sight. I lost her. For weeks
I sought for her through the. cruel
city, and at last learned that rire had

{ gone, fied=—lured by soma black heart

to the shame I had sworn to guard
her from. Then, when the news reach-
‘ed me, I swore to know no peace, {0
know' no love ull I Zound her and
avenged her. I went to Rome, found
my féther, was m‘ty him and de-|

| tained to play a “hoilow part =t court;

| but, for years, with my oath repeated |-
daily, wat forted u{' relinquish tue

sionless woman to this creature of}
fire and passion bewildered and des|

i,"en, Baish ft—Countess Vitzarelli!” |

‘na., I g8y no—Countess Vitsarelli]

‘clinched her hand to her
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‘net!start! It was but my couniry,
Italy. I gave mysell to the cause and
forgot——oh, Heaven forgive me—my
aister!

“But it was but for a time. Sudden-
Iy the old desire sprang to life and the
oath grew upon me. Lately the re-
membrance of my mother’s and our
shame has become more vivid, and
now”—and as she spoke she rose and
bosom—
“and' now 1 am filled with one desire,
that of avenging my gister's shame
and death'"

Reginald Dartmouth pressed his
band to his brow and looked slowly
round. <

“Lucille,” he said hoarsely, “but
that I see your face and hear your
voice I should deem this but a dream.
Lueille, I know now what stands be-
tween you and my love, and here,
with Heaven’s light upon us hoth, I
take your oath as mine,”

She started and held out her hand.

He seized it and pressed.it to his
lips.

“Laucille, I take this as my gage.
Give me some clew, and I will win
yonr l_ove by giving you your revenge.”

She gazed at him for a moment,
then uhk upon a seat.

“You love me still?” she said, with
bewildered astonishment.

“Still—ten thousand times more!”
he replied, his passion heightening by
this new phase of her  beauty. “I
love you still. gnd wﬂlnwin your love
or die in the attempt. Lucille, give me
sgme clew, TelL m¥e your sister’s
name.” '” 3 £g
“Ng use—no use. I will do more—

show you her face, as when last I saw
it. Here against my bosom I have
worn it as a reminder—alas; for how
long forgotten!—of my oath. See”—
and she thrust her hand into the
bosom of her dress. But suddenly she
sprang to her feet white and trem-
bling, a'n/d her hands dropped to her
gide. “Oh, Heaven, it is gone!”

“Gone?”’ he echoed.

“Yes,
countess, sinking onto the
covering her face with her hands.
“Gone! It has never been from against
I have

the
seat and

gone—lost!” repeated

my heart since we parted.
worn it night and day.”

“It is in the ball-room—you have
dropped it to-night,” he said, quickly.

“Let us go at once—at once!” she
cried, feverishly.

He drew her arm within his, and,
wrapping the cloak round her, walk-
ed toward the window.

Before they could reach it
ever, a shadow crossed their path,
and, starting, Reginald Dartmouth
turned his head and saw the slim

how-

.| figure of John Stanfield coming slowly

toward them.

With a dark frown he waited until
he cune up, and said, sternly:

'Whit brings you her, sirrah?”

'!‘he.blue spectacles were raised to
his face, still white and agitated, and
in the slow, monotonous voice, still
without the least expressiom, said:

“I have just returned from London,
sir, and heaﬂng voices on the terrace
feared they might be—"

“You may go; all is safe,” said Reg-
inald PDartmouth, impatiently.

And the slouching figure, with a

formal bow, turned and walked slow- ,
s nqt‘tnming round until the,

Iy a
windo
then,
back

closed ' behind them;
th a §ddden swiftness, he ran
} few paces, stooped and picked

up a small,’ glittering trinket, and,
ou waiting to glance at it. van’

aywﬂla steps in the direction
cl hic Oﬂ Toom.
S (T be continued.} -
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l"ashion .
Plates.

FOR THE LITTLE MISS.

Pattern 3269 is illustrated here. ‘it
is cut in 4 Sizes: 4, 6, 8 and 10 yea.rl.
A 6 year size will require 3% yardl
of 86 inch material,

Whitz voile is here shown, trimmsd
with “Val” imsertion and ribboned
beading. This model is attraotive for
poplin, wash silks, taffeta, gingham,
linen, Aimity, swiss and orgaundie,
The flounce on the skirt may be omit~
ted.

to any address on raceipl of 15 cunts
in silver or stamps. :

A PRACTICAL OUTFIT.

2789—Here is a choice combination
for a set of Short Clothes. It com-
prises a pretty dress that is excellent
for lawn, batiste, voile, mainsook and
crepe, a petticoat which is comfortable
and easy to develop, and simple draw-
ers. The undergarments may be of
lawn, cambric, or nainsook.

The Pattern is cut in 5

0s., 1, 2, 8 and 4 years.
require for Drawers, 1 yards;
Petticoat, 17% yards; ‘for Dress,
yards of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of“15 cents
in silver or stamps.

Sizes: 8,
Size 2 will
for
2%
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Address in full:—
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vance in price of paper, Wages, gtc..f
we are compelled to advance the price
of patterns to 15c. each. |

A pattern of this illustration mailed |
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Kohler &'“C_ phell
~ Pianos and Piayers
"Gulbransen

- Player Pianos.

If it’s a Musical Instrument write us.
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,qu,ician’s Supply Co.

(Royal Stores Furniture)
DUCKWORTH STREET.
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~ Immediate Delivery!

roR¥eteet your spring trade by-placing your

NOTE:—Owing te the continual ad- |/

JUST IN:
A, New Number of

SPARE MOMENTS.

Interesting reading
for everybody.

Price 50c.
Postage 2¢. -
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Forest Fires!

The Attention of the Public is called to
the following provisions of the
FOREST FIRE ACT:

1.—Any person who sets out, makey or starts a
FIRE for any purpose whatever, between the Fifteenth
Day of April and the First Day of December, in or near
woods, or without selecting a place free from dry trees,
underbrush or other inflammable material in whi
make or start such FIRE, or fails to remove all such
dry wood, brushwood or inflammable material within a
distance of ten feet from such fire in every direction,
or fails to completely extinguish the same befoic leav-
ing. :

2.—Throws or Drops any Burning Match,
a Plpe, nghted Cigar or any other burning sul

Ashes of

3.—Or fails to totally extinguish any camy
foré bresking camp, shall be liable to a Penalty
less than $50 nor more than $400, or imprisonment for

of not

I a period-of twelve months.

ALEXANDER CAMPBELL,

jly5,81,m,th Minister of Agriculture & }Mines

-
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at.onge for the following popular goods:
MEN’S SERGE SUITS—Asstd. prices.

_MEN’S T"/EED SUITS—Asstd.
“MEN’S WORSTED SUITQ—AMI ;
‘MEN’S TROUSERS—Agstd: prices.
MEN’S TRENCH COATS.

Customers report making. quick
“Vietory Brand” Clothing on. account
good fit and finish of<the-garments.

WHOLESALE ONLY.

SAdlCs

Manufacturmg“Co., Ltd.

259-261 Duckworth Street.
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