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Used for making I!
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Ing, disinfecting and for over
500 other purposes.

{ pardon, you are dying to tell me all
-} about that latest goddess.
| times have you been in love, Cyril?”

'] you left Santleigh, and I spoke the

TRUE LOVES PASSON

CHAPTER XVII.
An Astounding Declaration.

Cyril stopped suddenly.

“Newall wants you to paint this
other picture and make it a compan-
ion to ‘The Silver Stream,’ and he in-
tends calling it ‘The Golden Sands.’
Original idea, isn’t it?” and he laughed
cynically. “But it’s the sort of thing
the public like. And he means to ex-
hibit them in that new gallery he and
his fellow cranks—I beg his pardon,
connoisseurs—are getting up. See?”’

‘Yes.”

“I'm glad you do. A word from
Newall, the mere fact that he - has
taken you in hand and bought your
pictures, will make you. Cyril Burne
will be the artist of the coming seas-
on, and- ” He laughed.

Cyril came over to him and put his
hands on the broad shoulders.

“Jack,” he said, quietlv enough, but
with a tremor in his vole., “it is you
who have worked this.”

Jack Wesley coloured and fidgeted.
“Bah!” he said, “I—I merely suggest-
ed it to Newall.”

“I knew it!” said Cyril. “And what
must you think of me when you see
me hesitating? But, Jack—no, I'm not
going to thank you! Sit still—but,
Jack, if you knew all!”

Jack Wesley stretched for his pipe
and lit it.

“Go on,” he said, resignedly. *“It
was Disraeli who said that ‘adventures
were to the adventurous,’” and I never
knew a man more adventurous than
yourself. What have you been doing
now?” {

“Jack,” said Cyril, coloring a little,
but speaking almost grévely, “I've
seen her.” :

“Allow me to remark, my dear Cy-
ril, that ‘her’ is rather indefinite. Oh,
I beg your pardon; I remember! You

“are alluding to the young lady whom
you saw going in at the park gates at
Santleigh, and whose voice you mis-
took for mine on the terrace that
night. George! it's a mercy we
weren’t shot. I expect I shall find my-
self landed some day with six months’
hard labor as a penalty for being in
bad company, yours, to wit. But the
young lady. You've seen: her, you
say? I supposé you have hung about
the ducal—was the swell a duke or an
oafl? Oh, I rehember, an earl, Lord

.A-rowdale—-l wyp&e you hve !a!n'

in wait for the lady, or did yon,men

| ode her in the troubadour fashion?|'® ]
| You would make a capital troubadour, | &
| Cyril. I often think that the stage has{ &
| 16st an ornament in you; yours is fust

‘the figure for the typical melodramatiz
 lover, and your voice—but I beg your

How many

Cyril knew that a deep interest un-
derlay all this banter and bore it good
humoredly.

“Yes, you are right, Jack,” he said;
“f am in love. I told you so'the night

truth.”

He got up ;nd resumed his: pacing.
and Jack Wesley threw him’ the tec-
bacco pouch. :

“Have the goodness to smoke,” he
said, “then you'll sit down, perhaps. I
%on't wish to appear inhospitable, but

should like to remark that my car-
pets won't stand much of that prom-
enading.”

Cyril lit his pipe and threw himself
inte a chair.

“Jack, 'you may laugh at me” he
said. “I fought hard against it after
you left, but it was no use. I went
into the woods the next day to work—
honestly—but I thought of her all the
time, and lo and behold! she came.”

“Mesmeric  influence,” muttered
Jack Wesley, cynically.

Before she appeared, a fellow, a Mr.
Berton, had ridden up and warned me
cff, none too pleasantly, for trespass-
ing, and we were in the middle of a
row. I think he wanted to striké me
badly; he’s got a bad temper, poor
man! She appeared——"

“Like an angel with a harp and an
olive branch, typical of the peace-
maker? Go on; I'll use it for my next
story.”

“The man went and—and I got! her
—Heaven knows how!—to stop. I—I
put the dog she had with her into the
sketch, and—we talked.”

“The dog and you?”

“Jack, I cannot describe her.”

“Good Heavens, my dear fellow,
don’t attempt it!” ejaculated Jack,
with mach alarm,

“She is the most beautiful girl I
ever saw; there is nothing in the Gal-
lery that would do her justice. But if
she were as plain as

“As a Dutch woman,” put in Jack.

“I-should love her as dearly. If you
only knew her! But you will some
day, soon, I hope, and you will love
her for her own sake and mine, too.”

“Well, go on.”

“I—I might never have had another
chance of seeing her, but luck was on
my side. She was coming from a visit
late at night, and an accident happen-
ed- ”

“And you were there and saved
hLer,” put in Jack, with a forced smile
of amusement covering his interest.
“Admirable! Quite a 'scene in a melo-
dx;ama. Were you much hurt? I no-
ticed you carried your. arm ’rather
stifly.’ It isn’t a cork one, is it?”

“I walked home with her ‘to the
Court,” went on Cyril, taking no no-
tice of Jack's running commentary,
“and—and—yes, I told her that I lov-
ed her!”

Jack Wesley stared at him.

“Yes, most certainly the stage has
lost a good deal,” he muttered. “You
told her?”

“Yes,” said Cyril, his face flushed,
his ey'es glowing, and he seemed
scarcely conscious of Jack’s presence.
“We met in the glade the next‘ day,
and I "  He got up and laid both
hands on Jack’s shoulders and looked
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down at him. “Jack, she loves me!
She has promised to be my wife!”

Jack Wesley's face grew grave.

“Isn’t this rather serious, my dear
fellow?” he said, quietly.

“It is serious; it is the most serious
thing that has ever happened to me,”
replied Cyril. “It has changed my
whole life! Ah, if 1 could only get
you to understand how happy I am!”

“Perhaps I do 'understand. And
now, may I ask who the young .lady
is? The governess at the Court, or
who?”

Cyirl stared at him.

“Do you mean to say you don’t
know?” he demanded.

“How should I? Remember that 1
left the night of your first fit of mad-
ness and knew nothing. Is it the
governess, or some young girl visiting
at the Court?”

“It is the Earl's daughter, Lady
Norah Arrowdale,” said Cyril.

Jack Wesley took his pipe out of his
mouth and looked at Cyril gravely.

“Lord Arrowdale’s daughter?’ he
said, slowly. “And—and may I ask,
without being impertinently curious,
what the Right Honorable the Earl of
Arrowdale says to this pretty ro-
mance?”

Cyril’s face grew as grave as his
friend’s. :

“Well,” he said, “he has said noth-
ing at present; he does not know of
our engagement.” :

Jack Wesley’s face flushed, and he
looked hard at the ground.

“You have not  told him—been to
him?” he said, strangely.

“No,” said Cyril. “Let me tell you
all, Jack. I think—I am sure theat
Norah. is rather afraid of her father.
She knows so little of him, you see.
Why, she had not seen him until that
night I saw her drive through the
gates.
their separation which is too long to
tell now. But she is almost a stranger
to him, and we—well, we both shrank
from telling him until I had made a
success. Then I could go to him with
greater courage. I should still be just
an artist, but there is a difference be-
tween the unkonwn painter and the
successful one. Art is noble in all its
forms and grades, but——"

“I understand,” said Jack Wesley,
and his voice sounded strangely cold.
“And yet yom decline Lord Newall’s
offer; you will not go to Brittany?”
~Cyril looked at him. He had never
héard his friend address him in this
tcne before.

“No, I'don’t decline, I accept. But
if you had ever loved as I love, Jack,
you would understand what a couple
of months’ separation from the wo-
man you love means,” and his hand-
some face flushed. “Of course I will
‘accept, and with gratitude to you and
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“Don’t ask me,” and Jack  Wesley.
got up n.nd. tmlg to his table, bpun
to pull the ‘papers a.bont. :

“But I insist,” saild Cyrll earnestly.
_“Juk, you and I hvo never spoken a
cross word to each other yet; .ther?
has never been a breath ' of coldness
between us until now. What is.1t?”

“Don’t insist,” asked Jack, with a
pained look. “Let us talk of some-
thing else.”

“But I do insist. I could not rest
until I knew what I had done, and—"

“Well, if you will have it,” said
Jack, as if driven to bay, “I think you
have acted—well, not as I should have
expected you to act, Cyril.”

“I? What have I done?” demanded
C‘vril

* Jack Wesley flung pis pipe on to the
table.

“In plain words, Cyril, you have al-
lowed yourself to drift into a course
unworthy of you. You have permitted
your feelings to sweep away those
barriers which every honorable man
should place between him and an un-
worthy deed. Tell me—don’t speak
yet—but just tell me what you would
bhave said to me if I, the struggling,
unknown writer, had won the love of
a girl so far above me as a peer'’s
daughter would be, and had, having
won that love, induced her to plight
her troth to me, her tathér being kept
in ignorance?”

Cyril’s face flushed,
pale,

“She is, as you- say, quite unsophis-
ticated, knows little or nothing of the
world. Loves you! Of course, she
does. I can understand that; there is
nothing marvelous in it. But that very
love of bers should have made you
careful of her. Do you think her fa-
ther, the earl, will not say that you
have taken advantage of her ignor-
ance of the world—his world? Do
vou think he will not point out ta you
—cast it into your teeth—that she is
what she is, and that you are only a
poor devil of a painter?”

With tightly compressed lips and
face pale and troubled, Cyril looked
down at him.

“Jack,” he said, low voice,
“your heart is pnre gold. I might
have known what you would have
thought, have guessed what you would
have the honesty and the candor to
say. But”—he drew a long breath—
"thhnk God,'I can say, ‘Jack, you have
wronged me.’ "

Jack Wesley glanced at the hand-
scme face and shook his head.

“How have I wronged you?’” he
said. “I am judging you by your own
confession, I don’t say that you could
help loving this peer’s daughter; 1
dare say not. I say that I think it on-
ly natural she should have given youn
ker heart; but—why, lad,” and his
face was full of grief, “if any one had
told me that you—you—had ag:ted 80,
I would have given him the lie.”
Cyril took two or three turns up and
down the room. His face was strange-
1y troubled, but there was no trace of
shame or remorse in it.

“You are very hard on me, Jack,” he
said, in a low voice.

“Am I? Put it down to my regard
for you,” responded Jack Wesley.
“You are the only man in all the
world I care to call ‘friend,’ and that
heing so, I am as careful of your hon-
or ag I am of my own. Confound the
women! They blind even such a4 man
as you to a sense of right and wrong.
Can’t you see it, can’t you see it?” he
demanded, with outstretched hands.
“Put yourself in the place of this old
man; think what you would say if you
learned that a man had been enjoying

stolen interviews with your daughter,
and that he had induced her to plight
her troth to him, amd then—mark this

well—when the young man chose, he
came to you and told you—an earl!-——

that he was only a poor devil of a
‘painter?”

“Well?” said Cyril, biting his lip
and looking, not at his friend’s noble,
earnest fa:ca, but at the opposite wall,
with a strange look of doubt and inde-
cision. : o
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Knight.”
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ent personalities, great men,
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of whose friendship is our fi
bition. ‘Such a one was A
O’'Brien.

From the date of the form
the Newfoundland Regiment,
O’Brien’s influence was marke
He was a power for good. E
Shighest to the lowest we all
that here, in very truth, was
Ndture’s noblemen. When ¢t
tember gales blew our ca
smithereens at Pleasantville,
known him to take a number
toa his own comfortable tent
sought refuge from the stor:
corner there was. In the b
at Salisbury Plain it was 1
same. On many a cold, W
more than one man had to tl
for an extra blanket of whic
deprived himself. When il
rains turned our encampme
quagmire and made life a m
man and beast, O'Brien wot
his spare time in seeing 14
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“Then I am happy.”
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