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Arrowdale—I suppose you have lain 
In wait for the lady, or did you seren
ade her in the troubadour fashion? 
You would make a capital troubadour, 
Cyril. I often think that the stage hai 
lost an ornament in you; yours is Just 
the figure for the typical melodramatic 
lover, and your voice—but I beg your 
pardon, you are dying to tell me all 
about that latest goddess. How many 
times have you been in love, Cyril?”

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

“Yes, you are right, Jack,” he said; 
“I am in love. I told you so1 the night 
you left Santleigh, and I spoke the 
truth."

He got up and resumed his pacing, 
and Jack Wesley threw him' the to
bacco pouch.

“Have the goodness to smoke,” he 
said, “then you'll sit down, perhaps. I 
don’t wish to appear inhospitable, but 
T should like to remark that my car
pets won’t stand much of that prom
enading.”

Cyril lit his pipe and threw himself 
into 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

with me about something. What is
it?”

“Don’t ask me,” and Jack Wesley 
got up and, turning to his table, began 
to pull the papers about.

"But I insist,” said Cyril, earnestly. 
‘•Jack, you and I have never spoken a 
cross word to each other yet; there 
has never been a breath of coldness 
between us until now. What is-it?”

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

“But X 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 
Cyril. ,

Jack Wesley flung £is 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- 
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yet—but just tell me what you would 
have 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 
lier troth to me, her father being kept 
in ignorance?”

Cyril’s face flushed, then turned

TRUE LOVE’S PASSION
“Mesmeric influence,” muttered 

Jack Wesley, cynically.
Before she appeared, a fellow, a Mr. 

Bcrton, had ridden up and warned me 
eft, none too pleasantly, for trespass
ing, and we were in the middle of a 
row. I think he wanted to strike me 
badly; he’s got a bad temper, poor 
man! She appeared----- ”

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 he 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, quietly enough, but 
with a tremor in his vok>„, “it is you 
who have worked this.”

Jack Wesley coloured and fidgeted. 
“Bah!” he said, “I—X 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?” 1

"Jack,” said Cyril, coloring a little, 
but speaking almost gravely, “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 1 shall find my
self landed some day with six months’ 
hard labor as a penalty for being in 
had company, yours, to wit. But the 
young lady. You’ve seen her, you 
say? I suppose you have hung about 
the ducal—was the swell a duke or an 
carl? Oh, I remember, an earl, Lord

Capt. Augustus 0replied Cyril. “It has changed my 
whole life! Ah, if I 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 

know?” he demanded.
"How should I? Remember 

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 tie 
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 that 
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 
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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 much 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-
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were there and saved“And you
her,” put in Jack, with a forced smile 
of amusement covering his interest 
“Admirable! Quite a scene in a melo
drama. Were you much hurt? I no
ticed you carried your arm ' rather 
stiffly. 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 ^tie stage has 

lost a good deal,” he muttered. “You 
told her?”

"Yes,” said Cyril, his face flushed, 
his eyes 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

S. MILLEY
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 you decline Lord Newall’s 
offer; you will not go to Brittany?”

Cyril looked at him. He had never 
heard hie friend address him in this 
tone 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- 

'Of course I will
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Two Cases Which Prove the Extraordinary Healing Power of Dr. Chase’s
Ointment. 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 face, hut at the opposite wall, 
with a strange look of doubt and inde
cision.

(To be continued.)

some face flushed, 
accept, and with gratitude to you and 

it means both
Mrs. W. W. Oliver, Pott George, An

napolis Co., N.S., writes: “I am going 
to tell you my experience with Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment. There was a spot 
came on my face something like a 
mole, but it kept getting worse, and 
several doctors whom I consulted 
said it was cancer, and that it would 
have to be cut or buttled out. I in
tended having this done, but changed 
my mind when my brother recom
mended Dr. Chase’s Ointment. Before 
I had finished one box of the ointment 
this skin trouble had gone, and has 

since, I cannot

The use of Dr. Chase's Ointment is 
wonderfully satisfactory because you 
can actually see the results accom
plished. It is surprising what change 
can be brought' about in a single 
night by this great healing ointment.

Mr. George Beavis, 119 James street, 
Peterboro, Ont., writes : “As a deal
ing ointment, I consider Dr. Chase's 
the best obtainable. I had a large 
running sore on my leg, and although 
I had tried all the prescriptions of 
two doctors I was unabld to get any 
relief from the pain or to get the sore 
healed. One day my druggist handed 
me a sample box of Dr. Chase’s Oint
ment, and I used it with such good re-

to him. As you say, 
money and fame. Why, it is just that 
tor which I was waiting! I will go to 
Brittany, and then with my position 
assured, I can go to the earl and ask 
him to give me my darling.”

Jack Wesley was silent
“Aren’t you going to give me one 

word of congratulation, /Jack?” asked 
Cyril, in a low voice.

“I congratulate you,” said Jack 
Wesley.

Cyril drew his chair nearer apd 
looked into Jack’s downcast face.
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not bothered tie . ____ ,
praise Dr. Chase’s Ointment too much, 
and you are at liberty to publish this 
letter."

If you have never used Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment send a two-cent stamp for a 
sample box, and mention this paper. 
Price sixty cents a box, all dealers, or 
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limited Tor-

that I which we are selling at $8.50 
per ton at the Gas Works, or ‘SEALa fair

I, and I am glad to be able to
$9.20 per ton sent home, 
in your order now. _ST._J
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