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SYNOPSIS or PRECEDING ;red Indian in the face of self-re-

CHAPTERS—Guy Hartleigh leaves
England to find his long lost cousin
in San I'rancisco. Maula Carring-
ford, an actress in that city, is pes-
tered by  genteel loafers amongst
whom is Caryl Wilton who proposes

pnd is rejected. She learns the
gtory of her mother's 'I:n::tr‘a:,?nl_ by
Bir Richard Hartleigh. Sir Rich-

prd's child, Constance, whom Guy is
geeking, dies, and Maida im-
personates her and 1S tak-
en to Ilartleigh Hall, where she be-
comes the idol of the household. A
fete i3 given in her honor at Vyner
Castle during which il :5 suggested
that she take part in some amateur
theatricals. Mildred Thorpe, an un-
employed Amevican girl in London
is exhausted by her fruitless ellorts
10 obtain work., After securing 2n-
gagement as country chucch organ-
ist she is nbout to faint when she 13
mssisted by Carl Wilton who is :-"-.’Ll'lltfh
assisted Dby Caryl Wilton who 18
struck by her likeness to Maida Car-
ringford. Ile visits the Duke of Bel-
daire at whose seat the amateur act-
ors are disconcerted by the loss of
Lheir Romeo. He is persuaded to act
ns substitute.

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.

They stood aside with a movement
of curiosity. The tall, graceful fig-
ure in its magnificent costuine came
in, carrying his domino and mask in
his hand, and looking around with a
nonchalant, ecasy grace, so natural
to him. IHe was certainly another
who showed neither appreliension nor
NErvousiess.

“Come on,’”’ said Lord Algy in his
pentle voice, now tremulous with ex-
citement, ‘I want to introduce you
to Juliet.”

At this moment Guy came into the
room and announced that oll was
ready.

““We are ready, too,”" ‘answered
Lord Algy. “Where is Miss IHart-
leigh?™

“*TThere..”

““0Ol1, Constance, let me introduce
my friend who has so kindly con-
sented to come to the reecue and
save us all from failure. Mr. Caryl

Wilton, Miss Constance Ilartleigh.’

She was still talking to the Mer-
cutio, and turned gracefully with
gsome light remark upon her lips.

They were all looking at her, and
they all, without exception
mask slip from the hand that went
with a quick movement to the heav-
ing bosom, as the face, a moment
ago so smilingly, so girlishly serene,
turned a deathly white, from which
the dark eyes gleamed as might those
of a doe at bay.

A certain expression as of ineredu-

lous horror, dimly defined, passed
over the white face, and she stood
silently starving at the man before

her, who had not yet taken the trou-
ble to lift his languid eyes.

But the silence, the stillness arous-
ed him, and he coolly lifted his eyes
to ascertain the reason. Witha well-
bred slowness, far enough removed
from insolence, yet all indifierence,
e let his eyes run from the little
sntlin slippers to ihe frozen lace.

With a start he made a half ster
backward, and his dark face turned
white underncath the rouge. Mo-
ments are ages sometimes; and this
was one of the times, The two
stood regarding each other for a mo-
ment in silence: then, as summer

clouds flit over the sky, there chased |

across her face a look as of a hunted

animal—of dread and of defiance.
And then the actress was herself
again; and had itaken up her part.

Her only glance, and that a
pne, was of keen inquiry.

Caryl had been the first to recover
himself, and, as if he had recad and
understood each flashing glance of
the other, had answered it. His
first expression had been one of fierce
exultation, his next huad been one of
doubt, and then had succeeded a
calm cold sinile of cowmposure and
waiting.

As long as it had itaken to record
this mecting, it had taken but a mo-
ment. for it to take place, and ere
any one there io wilness it had fully
pealized that anything was niss,
Caryl Wilton had bowed low, and in
his most natural tone had said:

“T am  afraid I have kept you
waiting, Miss Hartleigh—an unpar-
donable sin  behind the scenes, I
dare not hope for forgiveness, though
T am filled with remorse.””

With n mechanical smile her cyes
fell upon his, and she inciined her
head, struggling for the wvoice which
would not come. Then, with an ei-
fort not the less strenuous tihat no
one was cognizant of it, she said:

““TI do not think you have kept us
waiting. It is very much better late
than never in such a case.”

Her wvoice, though low, was
stendy as his own, and her eyes met
his unflinchingly. And this was all,
only two polite, conversational sen-
tences, while the heart of each throb-
bed wildly =ader the strain of a sud-
den recognition. And if the out-
ward eve of each was cold and stea-
dy, the inward eve was none the less
foverish with the far away visions of
anaother theatre far distant, where a
Romeo had stood one night before a
Jul'rt; of a lonely house and of o
passionate declaration of love.

WWhat of t' e boasted stoicism of the

ns

straint such as this?

With his white flingers plaving with
apparent carelessness with the jewel-
ed handle of his sword, stood a man
who had suddenly, without a hint of
warning, come¢ upon the woman
whose face had haunted him for
woeary wecks, and whom he had long-
ed to see as only such a man could
long; stood carelessly waiting and
talking, his heart on fire, his brain
recling with astonishment, delight,
wonder,

And almost touching him, erect
and composed, with her delicate lips

curved in a faint, sweet smile, stood
a Eirl face to face with the detector
of her crime, face to face with one
who must either be a passionate lov-
er or a deadly foe. And before her
wns a task sufficient to try the
sirongest to the uttermost—a task
requiring all the delicate fire of gen-
ius, all the calmm composure of train-
cd talent.

How was it possible that she
could go through it with this man—
this relentless pursuer, watching her
every word and looking for some sign
of weakness?

Realize it!
scribe it.

“Well," said Lord Algy in a com-
monplace tone that seemed all out
of tune with the passions hidden in
those two Dbreasts, '‘are you ready?’’

Caryl Wilton glanced at’ the face
opposite him, and then, in his most
indolent ione, answered:

“Oh, yes; but give me a drop of
champarne to drive away thoe ner-
vousness of an amateur. My knees
are trembling. ™

“You look {frightened,”” said Lord
Aley, laughing. ““But. here is the
champagne,”’” and he handed him a
glass,

Caryl took it and appeared as 1i
about to drink it, when a sudden
thought scemed to strike him, and
he olfered it to Maida. She shook
her head with a smiling negative,
but he did not take back his hand.

Words cannot even de-

gaw the

vailed |

' vousness,
I
I

| any other part she may play.”

He still held the glass before her,
and bowing courtecusly, said, In a
tone audible to every one:

““Take the advice, Miss Hartleigh,
of one who has had the misfortune
to go through this sort of thing se-
veral times, whereas you, probably,
have never had a taste of amateur
theatricals before. You would be
wise to take a glass of champagne.”™

Only Lord Algy notices the change
which has come over the whilom in-
dolent man. The indiffcrent drawl
has gone from his wvoice., the dark-
gray eves flash with a new fire, and
Lhere is something imperative in the
poise of his head.

Maida hesitated a moment and then
took the glass. Ilid he know that
her throat was parched and burning,
that her heart was beating so that
it took all her strength to speak?
what did he mean? Was he covering
| threat under his proffer of aid?
| Was he merely playing with his wic-
tim? Or was he trying Lo encourage
her?
| She drank ihe wine slowly in or-
[ﬂc-:' to colleet her forces as well as

jtn profit by the ligquid reifreshment.
|

Her eyes sought his face and studied
it.

It was a face handsome enough at
all timdés, but made particularly so
now by the long, flowing hair, which
sel. it off in a Titian-like modeling.
i There was no weakness in it, and
| though it was inscrutable even to
| her sharpened eyes, she seemed to
feel that it held her fate with a con-
| seious power. Should she defy him,
deny him, or yicld to him? Neither.
' She would be woman-like and wait.
And if fight she must, then, woman-
like again, she would fight to the
' last gasp.
| "*Another glass?’’ he asked polite-
| lv, as she took the empty glass from

her lips and held it out to him.

| ''No more, thank vou,”” she an-
| swered, as calmly as he.
| ‘“‘Better be persuaded. Tt will not

¥

| hurt you.’
“No more."”
““Will yvou not drink wourself?’’ de-

| manded Lord Algy, sceing that he
| was about to put the glass down,
1 “Oh, I was forgetting. My ner-

you see,’”’ and he held out
the glass to Lord Algy to be filled.

And when the glass was filled he
' raised it to his lirs, and, with a
smile which only Maida could under-
stand, said, carelessly.:

““If it were not bad manners to
propose a toast to a lady at such a
time, I would drink this to 1Aliss
Hartleigh’'s success in Juliet—or in
He
the wine. ‘“‘Now I am ready
Romeo to his death.
concern  Miss Hartleigh;

drank
to do poor
Have no

| should vour lines fail you, you may

rely on me, for I have played the
part quite recently.”” He leaned a
little nearer, so that only she could
catch his words, and went on, with
a licht smile:
you that the last time I played it
was with a professional aetress 1in

America. Her name was Maida Car-
ringford. You must have heard of
lier, though I know you have never

seen her, for shé was killed on the

overland route during a stage rob-
Lll:l':.,-'_”

“Hush!"" eaid Lord Algy. “*All
ready, now. Take your ©rlaces f{for

the first set.

“*T don't mind telling |

CIIAPTER XIV.

The curtain and there was n
delighted ripple of applause at the
beautiful scene disclosed; another
and still another, as each actor made
his appearance.

OS2,

Then Romeo, with moody, ab-
stracted step, entered. At sight of
the tall, richly dressed figure there
was a loud welcome—then a little

buzz and hum of surprise.

“Why—why,'’" said the duke, ‘"that
is not Manville! Who can it be?"

‘Tt is—no, it isn't—yes, it is. Why
it is Caryl Wilton!'' whispered her
rrace.

YIh?' muttered Sir Ilichard, lean-
ing forward. His only interest in
the matter was its bearing on his
daughter. If it was anything to af-
fect her he was anxious to Kknow.
‘“Who is it? Caryl Wilton? Wouldn't
know him. Where is Manville, then?
1 hope he will do as well.”

“‘As well?"" echoed the duke. "1
should think so. Manville was a
rood Romeo to look at, but Wilton
is pood to look at, and By
Jove! listen to him! He has the
nerve of a professional. I didn’t
know he was here. 1'll wager Algy
is delighted.”’

If Algy was, so was the audience.
They had been well enough satisfied

to get a handsome Romeo, but here
they had the looks and much more
besides.

Composed and self-possessed, Caryl
Wiltone plaved as if he was earning
hie daily bread. Letter-perfect, ac-
tion perfect, but rather like an ad-
mirable machine than a real Romeo.
He was playving mechanically, for
there ran constantly through his
brain the query, How comes Maida
Carringford te be Constance Hart-
leigh?

He went off to a hearty round of
applause, and Lord Algy caught him
by the hand and thanked him eager-
ly for having donc so well.

‘‘“T see vou have forgiven me,
fellow,’’ he said. ‘‘How well
did it!"’

“Did I?’' asked Caryl as a peculiar
smile passed over his face.

He looked around for Maida, but
she was not to be scen. She had re-
tired to her rooin. Dut  presently
she came out, and when he looked at
her he saw that she had fought the
battle with herself and had conguer-
ed. A calin smile was on her face,
and her eyes rested on Caryl Wilton
as unconecernedly as if she had never
been aught but Constance Hartleigh.

“‘ITave I been called?’” she asked of
liim.

““Not yet,”” he answered; “‘they are
shifting the scene. Will you not take
a seat?’’

She declined with a slight gesture,
and stood looking past him toward
the wings, and his eyes watched her
wilh only half-concealed earnestness.

They were standing thus when Guy,
covered with perspiration, came
suddenly upon them. A puzzled ex-
pression flashed over his face, and he
dropped into a chair, looking at
Maida with admiring, wistful eyes.

“*All ready?’’ he asked. ‘‘Now for
vour boasted courage, Constance.
Are you sure you iecel calm?"

““Quite,’”’ she answered, but she did
not look at him. Her eyes were full
on Carvl Wilton. ''I have courage
enough to ecarry it through. Of that
I am confident."”

And Caryl Wilton, looking straight
back into her eves, saw a gleam there
which told him that she was prepar-
ed to hold the position in which he
had found her.

i B a e e
said.

Guy turned to him with a sort of

old
you

conflident of it,”" he

apologetic smile, and said, in his
frank way:
““We have not been introduced. 1

am Guy Hartleigh, and stage car-
penter, at your service. 1 want to
congratulate you on your perforn-
ance. I never saw a professional do
it as well."’

‘T suppose I may thank you for
the compliment without fear of being
understood as believing it,”” replied
Caryl, with his careless sinile.

““Oh, but I meant it literally."

Caryl bowed with an air that
might be construed any way but as
one of acceptance.

**Juliet! the nurse! Lady
let!' shouted the call-boy.

With a composed glance around,
Maida moved away, followed by the
other characters. suy looked after
her for a moment, and then turncd
to find Caryl also gazing after her.
And he was struck by the singular
expression on his face.

Capu-

“By the way,”” he said abruptly,
““l ave vou met my cousin—Miss
Hartleigh, vou know—before, Mr.

Wilton?"’

Caryl turned a cocl, composed, ab-
sent gaze on the frank, handsome
face of his questioner, and, without
the least show of consciousness, an-
swered:

T have mnot had the pleasure of
meeting Miss Hartleigh before to-
night. Why do you ask?"’

Guyv hesitated a moment.

“T fancied—I don't know. either—
that vou seemed to recognize her.
IFoolish, of course, but I had the no-
tion."

Caryl watched him narrowly to sce
if there was any hidden meaning, but
the honesty and openness of Guy
was unimpeachable, and he answered,
slowly!

“‘One does not meet such beauty as
Miss Hartleirch's every day, and, to
confess the truth, 1 was startled by
Lo

Guyv colored and looked curiously
at (_:1LI:'_"-'1- He did not seemi the man
to be startled by anything, but it
waos not Guy's way to harbor suspi-
cion without more than good cause,
and so he now dismissed the subject
from his mind for the time.

Morecover, there came a diversion

which, anvhow, would have N‘.’r-t:tllfll-
l1y driven the thought from his brain,

== . mwE

““Say, why don’t you wear yer hair
in a psyche knot? Yer too old fer
plaits."’

B

and that was a sudden and prolonged
burst of applause from the audience.
Guy jumped to his feet and cried en-
thusiastically:

“She is on. Listen to them!™

Caryl laid his hand upon the back
of a chair and turned to listen.

“‘It is an ovation,'" he said. "1
wonder if it is for the beauty or for
the acting."’

It was for the beauty, for as yet
she had not said a word. The cos-
tumer’s art will render even a plain
person fair look upon; there i1s a

wonderful magic in pearl powder,
rouge and India ink. Imagine
then Maida's loveliness, heightened

bv their aid, her exquisite form set
off by the close-fitting costume of
satin and pearls, the whole set in a
boautiful picture and moving to soft
music. They were astounded and
looked from one to the other in am-
azement. Was this young creature
with the girlish, almost childish face,
with the happy., innocent smile on
her half-parted lips, and deep, trans-
Jlucent eves, the reserved, silent Con-
stance Ha I‘Lll_'."i.glh who had come
among them like a wvision, none

knew whence.

Sir Richard, pale and agitated, as|

much by her beauty as by the noise,
half arose ifrom his seat, then sank
back and looked at her with his
trembling hand shading his eyes,
which were moist with tears of lov-
ing pride, :

“‘Hush, hush!’’ said twenly voices,
and at once there fell a silence of ex-
pectation.

Most of them there had met and
talked with Constance Hartleigh, :imrl
thev now listened to hear her voice,
but they listened for what was not
to come, Constance Hartleigh no
longer stood there. hT;LiLifL‘Lqﬂl‘l‘lilgﬂ
ford had sunk her identity into that
of Juliet, and those who sat there
heard fall from the cherry lips only
the artless prattle of the child-wo-
man of old Florence.

It was Juliet herself who stood
there, Juliet who spoke; and she had
not uttered a half dozen words ere
all had forgotten that she was any=
thing else. The audience =at spell-
bound.

But there was still a further sur-
prise in store for them. Presently
{here came the meeting bhetween
Romeo and Juliet. TIor an lnsyaut.
Maida grew cold and merged into
the Constance Hartleigh they ‘atll
knew, but, as if Caryl Wilton's spirit
had caught the fire from hers, his

acting was quite different from that
in the first act, when he had been
alone. It was all intense, earnest,

passionate, now.

And so it went on, she cold and he
passionate, until her nature could
stand it no longer, and the actress
ontce more conguered the Womal.
Then there came such acting as none
in that audience had ever  secn OF
hoped to sec. Romeo and Juliet 1n
the body seemed to be before t:'l'l:EII‘L
talking and moving about, instinect
with the life great Shakespeare had
given them.

To be Continued.

&
PROMISED NOT TO MENTION IT.

A well-known clergyman tells of
driving along a country road one
winter's night, when just :11‘+eu{l of
him he noted a woman walking.

Drawing up his horse, he asked the
woman if he could give her a lift.
The woman got in and they drove
along for some distance.

When he had set her down at her
own gate she thanked him, ;u1nl 1hr:
politely answered: Don't mention 1t‘.

No, 1 won't, said the maticr-ol-
fact lady in an obliging tonec.

PUNISHMENT IN ADVANCE.

Mother—Johnnie, I am going Lo
whip you for taking that piece of
Pie. _

Johnnie—All right, maw; whip me
real hard: there's another piece left.

—

AT THE ZOO.

Johnnie — Look at the elephant
moving his great big lins, mamnia.

Mamma—Those are his ears, dear,
What use has an elephant for fins?

Johhiny—Huh! I guess he can u&::?
them when his head swims, cal t he?

HIS REAL REASON.
Diftkins—I tell you T hate to think

of mv wife going away on a vVaci-
tion. :
Bilkins—I dare say Yyou will be

lonely, old man. : . .
Biffkins—It isn't that, but she al-

ways mowed our lawi.

——

PROOT.

Diggs — There gocs a newly mar-

ried couple.
Dagags—How do you know? |
lii;ft_;y—l gaw him give h_f-r a $5 bill
to buy some chocolates with.

NO JOY IN LIFE.

S0 SAY THE SUFFERERS FROM
CHRONIC DYSPEPSIA.,

———

A Trouble That Makes the Life
of Its Victims Almost Unbear-
able—Causes Headaches, Heart
Palpitation, Dizziness, a Feel-
ing of Weariness, and a Diss
taste for Food.

From “"L’'Avenir du Nord,” St. Jer-
pme, Que,

Sullerers from dyspepsia or bad di-
gestion are numerous in this coun-
try. Almost daily one hears some
one complaining of the tortures
caused them by this malady and it is
no uncommon thing to hear a suf-
ferer say ‘'I wish I was dead.'”" And
no wonder, the suflering caused by
bad digestion cannot be imagined by
anvone who has not sufiered fi'om it.
The wvictim is a constant sufierer
from headaches, heart burn, heart
palpitation, and nausea. He has a
bad taste in the mouth, is unable to
obtain restful sleep and has always
a feeling of weariness and depression,
But there is a sure cure for this
trouble and it is found in the great-
est of all known medicines—Dr. Wil-
liams® Pink Pills for Pale People.

Among those who have been cured
of this distressing malady by Dr.
Williams®' Pink Pills is Mr. Alfred
Chasbot, a well known farmer liv-
ing near St. Jerome, Que. To a re-
porter of "L'Avenir du Nord,'" Mr.
Chasbot told the following story of
his illness and subsequent cure:—

“For three yvears I was an almost
continual sufferer from the tortures
of bad digestion. After eating I felt
as if some heavy weight was press-
ing against my chest. I was racked
with wviolent headaches; my temper
became irritable; my appetite uncer-
tain; my nerves were a wreck and I
was always troubled with a feeling
of weariness., I was able to do very
little work and sometlimes none at
all. Although I tried many reme-
dies I was unsuccessiul in my search
for a cure until a friend advised me
to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. Any
doubts I may have had as to the
merits of these pills were soon dis-

S

pelled, for T had not been taking
| them long before I noticed an im-
| provement in my condition. I con-
tinued 1he wuse of the pills some

weeks when I considered myself fully
leured. © To-day I am as well as I
ever was in myv life, and would
strongly advise all similar sufferers
to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills and
I am sure that they will find them
as beneficinl as I have.

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cure by
going to the root of the disease.
They make new, rich, red blood,

strengthen the nerves and thus tone
up the whole system. Sold by all
dealers in medicine or sent by 111ai‘1.
post paid, at 50 cents a box or SIX

boxes for $2.50 by addressing the
Dr. Williams®' Medicine Co., DBrocks
ville, Ont.
4
MISTAKEN.
Did vou say those folks who hat
just moved into the neighborhoo@

were socialists? asked the woman
who was leaning over the back fence.

Yes. answercd the next door neigh-
bor. _

Well, T suppose you sce by ths
time that you are mistaken. We
have had four socials since they mov-
ed in and they haven’t been al one

of them.

AN INDUCEMENT.

Dot vas a perfeck fit, said Mc:ses
Cohenstein, the clothier, as he pinch-
ed up the customer's coat 1n the

baclk. :
It secems to be too loose said
customer doubtfully.
Vell, said Mr. Cohenstein enthus-
iastically, but see now much extry
goods you get for de same munny!

the

CLIMATIC COURAGE.

The Chinaman, remarked the Or-
ientalist, is one of the meekest, most
seli-efiancing people in the world,

Oh, I don't know, answered the
friend who is always doubtiul. The
Chinaman is the only person 1 k.‘mf“
of in this hot weather who isnt

afraid to go out in public 1n hig
pajamas.
TOO DUSY.
Unecle Joshua—I s'pose sence yef

son John got back frum collig he'®
: i | lig |
helpin® ¥’ considerable on th' far m 7

Ebenezer—Naw, John jes' Im_in't-
oot time; he's too plague bizzy
£5 " a : - : 5
swingin' dumbells an' =mokin’ cig

gEyrel is.

SWEET REVENGE.

Nebb—You must like to hear that
dreadful grind organ, since you pay
the man to play under your window
cvery day. ‘

vobh—No, I don’t like it any more
than that zirl over the way who 19

takine vocal lessons,

SUPERFLUOUS.

Summer DBoarder—You didn't men-
{ion having so many mosquitoes.

Uncle Exra—No, 1 knowed it
wasn’'t no use, cuz you'd find thet
out soon as y' got here.

ALL ALIKIE.
Farmer IDunk—How's your new

hired man, Ezry?

Farmer Hornbeak—Jest like ali the
rost of ‘em I've ever had—so lazy
i that he gits tired restin’,




