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C H A P T E R VII.—Continued. 

On St. Mark's Eve. 
Now was the time to make uae of the 

flip of paper which destiny had put into 
her hands. The telegram had come to 
her on {he day before the important date, 
therefore she had time enough left still 
to carry out the plan of campaign form
ing -in her mind. In half an hour after 
receiving it (a half hour which was one 
of the bitterest of her life) she had wired 
to the one most interested, after herself. 

"Have Important news for you. Must 
see you personally. Telegraph instantly 
you receive this that uncle is worse and 
I am wanted at home Immediately. Will 
leave here after receiving your wire, at 
1:14. Meet train Victoria," 

The wished for answer came without 
delay. The news of the departure was 
broken to the hostess, Vivien saying that 
It would be better, as her uncle seemed so 
poorly, not to return for the present, but 
to consider the visit ended. He maid 
could stay and pack, following her by a 
later train, while she herself would take 
the first she could catch. This happened 
to be the 3:14, as Vivien had anticipated. 

So far, her plans worked very well. 
Her* uncle and her host and hostess at 
Bed Down hall were scarcely acquainted, 
therefore she need not fear that the lat
ter would discover her deception. Be
sides, her uncle really was suffering from 
a severe cold. Had he been much worse 
•he would not have given up her pleasure 
to nurse him. But then, that was a de-
tan, and the effect upon other people's 
minds would be the same. 

She was rather anxious lest she might 
see some one she knew in the train, 
*orae one who would be inconveniently 
observant at Victoria. But her fears 
proved unnecessary. So far as she could 
nee, not even the most casual acquaint
ance witnessed the meeting between her 
end the man she had bidden to come. 

"We must have a talk," she said. "L<et 
us take a four-wheeled cab and drive 

about for an hour in some part of town 
where nobody lives.—that is, nobody who 
could possibly know me." 

Her heart was beating fast, for much 
depended upon her ability as a diplomat
ist during the conversation about to take 
place. Yet she could hardly wait to be
gin upon the lines she had mentally laid 
down for herself. 

"What will you do for me If I can gSt 
you the missing paper?" she asked 
abruptly, the moment that the cab door 
had closed upon them. 

"Oh, you want to bargain with me?" 
questioned her companion. "Is that safe?" 

"Why not? I don't want to defy you. 
I am anxious to play into your hands if 
you will into mine. Neither of us 1B the 
sort of person to give something for noth
ing." 

"Well, you ask what I will do for you. 
I will go on keeping your secret. I will 
let you marry this Breakspear—if that is 
what you want—and hold my peace." 

"You swore to do that for what I did 
the other day, besides the payments I 
always make when I can." 

"Yes, when you can. But you admit 
that they have been Irregular, are likely to 
be irregular in the future?" 

" 'Till my uncle dies. Mind, X don't 
share the opinion of the world. I know 
his mind, and I am sure that, tho he will 
leave me something, I shall not be his 
heiress. Whatever he leaves me, tho, Is 
for you." 

"You say that because you think If I 
believed you would inherit all the old 
man's money I wouldn't let you go." 

"In one way you could never keep me. 
I would rather die than' that, and you 
know you could gain n'^bing by goading 
me too far. But about the paper. If, by 
a supreme effort, I can obtain it for you 
from him, will you pay me by confiding 
wholly In me?" 

"What do you mean?" 
"My life is in your hands, so long as 

you do not make it valueless that I am 
willing to throw it away. Put yours into 

,mme. How could I harm you if I knew 
the whole truth about the black port
manteau and the Maltese cross? I should 
never dare to betray you, whatever the 
secret might be, for I am too completely 
in your power; we both know that. Tell 
me who is the girl In the photograph I 
saw on his table that night. Tell me 
what is the hold you have over her? Is 
it, by chance, of the same sort that binds 
me to you?" 

The man smiled grimly. "Don't yov 
wish it were? But it is not. I will teh 
you as much as that." 

"This paper that you have" lost—this 
appointment which you hope will put you 
in possession of jewels worth many thou
sands of pounds—is it with her?" 

"Yes, it is with her. Now are you sat
isfied?" 

"No, not half. T want more, much more. 
If I can get you the paper in time for 
you to keep that appointment, will you 
take me with you—O, I don't want to be 
seen or to Interfere in any way. I only 
want to see her, to know what she is 
like, and to know what she has done that 
you are able to hold her in the hollow of 
your hand." 

"I have told you that you must get me 
the paper in any case." 

"And I tell you now that much of the 
old Inducement to obey has gone. I am 
losing him. And unless I can regain what 
I have lost I am beginning to realize that 
nothing matters greatly. Remember, tho 
I get you the paper, he will have seen it. 
Probably it is too late to keep him from 
going to the place appointed If he has 
half a normal man's curiosity. He will 
see her. Already he Is in love with her 
photograph. Now do you nderstajnd? I 
want to know what I have to fight against 
and how to fight. Help me to that and 
I will help you in every way in my power. 
There may be more ways than you can 
see now. Give me her secret and I am 
with you heart and soul in this under
taking, while as for the paper you want, 
let come what will to me, you shall have 
it within the hour. What's your an
swer—yes or no?" 

"Yes," said Eagle-face, 

C H A P T E R V I I I . 

Not Like Other Girls. 
There were uneasy dreams for Break

spear of being moved when he wished to 
be still; of frightful jolting over rough 
roads; of voices that talked and had no 
faces; then of red-hot probing pangs 
which gnawed their way to hiB vitals; 
and at last he awoke, spent and worn, 
to find himself lying in a room strange as 
surroundings in another world, yet sweet
ly familiar as the toys of childhood dis
covered in a hiding place forgotten thru 
long years. 

That low, deep-set window like an eye 
under a white overhanging forehead. In 
some other state of existence he must 

have lain in a bed, as now, looking thru 
suoh a window that framed a picture 
of brown foreground and blue, hUly dis
tance like waves of the sea in a storm. 

He began dazedly to wdnder if he were 
not still a child who had been only dream
ing the events of manhood—dreaming the 
years which were still unborn In the fu
ture. By-and-bye, that" blaok oak door 
in the white wall would open, and some
body would come in to call"him from his 
bed. Who would the somebody be? Why, 
Nurse Varcoe, of course. They were to 
go for a picnic together to-day, he and 
she, to Satan's Tor. Queer that he 
seemed already to have been there, and 
gone thru some strange experience which 
hovered like a ghost just outside his 
memory; but this impression was part of 
the dream of manhood in which there 
were battles, and glimpses of many coun
tries, and visions of a woman's beauti
ful face—a very different face from Nurse 
Varcoe's, and he seemed to have been 
searching for it a long, long time. 

So far had Breakspear gone—and to 
reach this point he had taken scarcely a 
minute counting by seconds, tho he 
fancied he had been waking-and -wonder
ing for an hour—when the door, whioh 
he had been vaguely watching, did open, 
and in a flash the years he had forgotten 
were given back to him, up to the last 
moment of consciousness. 

Something else was given to him also 
—the realization of an ardent wish; for 
the figure in the doorway was not that 
of the stout, elderly, apple-cheeked 
woman, whom his fancy had brought back 
alylve across the broken bridge of years. 
It was that of a young girl, dressed in 
a simple white gown which seemed a part 
of her personality, and her face was the 
glorified face of his Lady of the Lilies. 

Instinctively Breakspear strove to rise, 
but a sudden pain and the unwonted con
sciousness of weakness pressed him back 
upon the pillow. 

"It is you6" he heard himself exclaim, 
too late to control the exclamation. 

The girl came to him with light foot
falls as soundless as if she walked on 
flowers Instead of an uncarpeted floor. 
She bent over him with kind, beautiful 
dark eyes, and a copper glory of hair 
lighted from the window behind her into 
a flaming crown. 

Jim could not yet believe his eyes; nor 
his ears when she spoke to- him. It must 
be that he was dreaming of her, and he 
said so, tho she seemed human, and even 
made him drink greedily from a cup 
whioh she had brought. 

"You have been dreaming for a few 
hours," she answered, spftly. "Now, at 
last, you are awake." • 

"But you," he persisted. "That it 
should be you, of all others, who comes 
to me!" 

The girl looked startled. "I?" she 
echoed. "You are dremning a little still. 

perhaps, for we are strangers, 
saw me before." 

Jim Breakspear still had the primitive 
candor of his dreams and his physical 
weakness upon him. "I have seen you— 
nothing but you for days—weeks, per
haps," he said, "for time is all confused 
for me now. You are my Lady of the 
Lilies." -

A bright color rushed to the girl's face. 
"I don't know what you mean," she 

answered. "But it doesn't matter. Don't 
try to think. „ You had an accident, 
and " , <„' 

"I was shot," Jim calmly finished the 
sentence when she hesitated. "I remem
ber it very well now, tho after that " 

"Don't!" she cried, putting up a warn
ing hand. "Don't try yet to remember 
after that. I will tell you all that you 
need to know. After the accident I hap
pened to—to learn that you had been hurt, 
and we brought you here, to take care 
of you and make you well. The farmer's 
sister and I will nurse you back to 
strength again, and there is a doctor in 
the house—at least, a man who has stud
ied to be a surgeon, and he is clever. I 
do not think you need fear to trust your
self to him. The farmer will bring any 
medicines that may be necessary here 
from the nearest village " 

"Where is 'here'?' abruptly asked 
Breakspear. "I seem to know this room, 
so well. I seem to have lain, long ago, in 
a bed placed exactly like this, looking 
out thru that window." 

For an Instant the girl left his question 
unanswered, as if she were debating 
whether to be frank or evasive. Then she 
chose frankness, according to her nature, 
not the custom, to which circumstance 
held her a slave. 

" 'Here' is a place called New-Take 
Farm," she said. "It is on Dartmoor." 

"New-Take Farm!" repeated Break
spear. "A strange thing, indeed. Then it 
wasn't another state of existence. I vis
ited at New-Take Farm when I was a 
child. This must have been the very 
room where I slept—it is so familiar. And 
I shall know my way downstairs, and all 
about the house—I'm sure I shall. Isn't 
there an old ruined wing that was partly 
burned down when this was a manor 
house, and never repaired? Of course 
there Is! I wanted to explore it then, 
but my nurse wouldn't let me—said it 
wasn't safe. Now, perhaps you " 

He stopped suddenly, for the girl's face 
had gone white and red. She bit her lip, 
and her eyes, having darted at him one 
questioning, half-reproachful look, were 
turned away. 

"Have I said anything wrong?" Break-
speak asked. 

"No," said the girl. "Only-^that wing 
is no safer now than It was then. It—it 
is rather ruinous. The farmer with whom 
we lodge does not like people to go there. 
And you must be very obedient if you are 
to be well again soon. It is quite true, 

as your memory tells you, that you were 
shot, but—but it was an accident, in a 
way; at least, it was a mistake, tho 
cannot explain " 

A flash of enlightenment lit up Jim's . 
handsome face. "You need not," he 
broke in. "If it was a mistake, it was 
because the man who shot me thought 
that I was Borne one else, whom he wished 
to kill—who deserved killing, most likely, 
if it was the man I think." 

The girl was very pale now. "You 
should not talk of these things," she said. 
"You will excite yourself and bring on 
fever, perhaps, Just when you are doing 
so well. The man who made the mistake 
is very, very sorry for it now. He is the 
doctor of whom I spoke, and he does not 
wish for your death. He has done all for 
you he could—extracted the bullet, and 
dressed the wound—and he sat up with 
you last night " 

"I have been here for a night, then!" 
exclaimed Breakspear. 

"Yes. It is early morning now. When 
we first brought you to the house, you 
were delirious; but Mi—but the doctor 
gave you a sleeping draught when it was 
safe to do so, and you slept all night. He 
thinks that, tho you are weak because 
you have lost a great deal of blood, you 
are not hurt seriously, thank heaven. In 
a few days you will be almost well, if—" 

"I feel almost well now." cried Jim. 
And it was true, for this sweet Moorland 
Princess seemed to have brought healing 
in her presence. He even imagined that 
he could feel his strength flowing back to 
him thru his veins, as if there were a 
tonic in his blood. "Oh, believe me, it 
will do me no harm to talk with you— 
rather the contrary. There are so many 
questions I long to ask." 

"About yourself?" she faltered, a look 
of anxiety dawning again on her face. 

"Partly. I want to begin again about 
that mistake—which I forgive a thousand 
times over, if that's any satisfaction to 
the one who made it. If he thought I 
was—" 

Jim stopped suddenly, for he had just 
remembered with a shock that the man 
of whom he was about to speak with 
bitter contempt had sworn himself this 
girl's father. He was burning to know 
the truth of this statement, and there was 
no patience for waiting left in him. 

"You said 'we,' when you spoke of liv
ing here at New-Take Farm," he began 
again, stammering. "Don't think me im
pertinent if I ask; you have been so good 
to me, that I—" 

"If you think we have been good to you, 
ask nothing," the girl broke in. "^"But we 
have not been good. We have nearly 
killed you. There is no goodness in trying 
to atone." 

"I would gladly have gone down nearer 
to death than I have," said Jim, "for the 
sake of being where I am now. Besides, 
it was my own fault that the mistake 
came to be made. I recognize that, and 
I didn't mind running a risk or two, be-

Tho Wonderful Kidney, Liver and 
Bladder Bemedy. 

Sample Bottle Sent Free by Mall. 

Swamp-Root, disoovered by. the eminenti 
kidney and bladder specialist, promptly 
cures kidney, liver, bladder and uric acid* 
troubles. 

Some of the early symptoms at weak; 
kidneys are pain or dull ache in the baok* 
rheumatism, dizziness, headache, nerrpvuH 
ness, catarrh of the bladder, gravel o* 
calculi, bloating, sailow complexion, puffy 
or dark circles under the eyes, suppresJ 
slon of urine, or compelled to pass wateB 
often day and night. 

The mild and extraordinary effect of the 
world-famous kidney remedy, Dr. Kilmer's 
Swamp-Boot, is soon realized. It stands, 
the highest for its wonderful cures of the 
most distressing eases. If you need a 
medicine you should have the best. 

Swamp-Root is not recommended for 
everything, but if you have kidney, llverj 
bladder or .urio acid trouble, you will find• 
it just the remedy you need. 

Sold by druggists in fifty-cent and one < 
dollar sizes. You may have a sample bot
tle of Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root and a 
pamphlet that tells all about it, including 
many thousands, of letters received from 
rufCerers cured, both sent free by mail* 
Write Dr. Kilmer & Co., Bingham ton, 
N. Y., and please be sure to mention that, 
you read this generous offer in The Min
neapolis Dally Journal. Don't make any; 
mistake, but remember the name. Swamp-. 
Root, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, and the 
address, Binghamton, N. Y., on every) 
bottle. 
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cause—but perhaps you will let me tell 
you frankly the whole story of how I 
came to be at Satan's Tor yesterday. I 
owe you that, now I am under your roof; 
Indeed, your guest. Will you listen?" 

"I think I ought not to let you talk so 
much," said Maya, not understanding his 
words, yet wishing to understand, and' 
shivering as she remembered just how 
near death he had been—nearer, she 
hoped, that he would ever come to know. -

"It does me good. I shall be better when 
I have it off my mind," urged Jim, still 
hardly daring to believe that this vision 
existed outside his brain. Then, begin
ning by the mention of his own name, he 
went on with the story of his adventures 
since the luggage sale at Victoria Station, 
only leaving out such details as were con
nected with Vivien Oakley. 

(To be continued to-morrow.) 
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Carey's Magnesia Cement Roofing, 
The only roofing material that grows 
better with age. Try it. W. 8, Nott 
Company. Both phones, 878. 

Wednesday Furor=MeiTs Clothes: Hats: Underwear: 
v I 

Easily, Indisputably, 
Deservedly the Best. INGTON CLOTHES 

Conducted along the same broad, lib
eral lines that have made the Glass 
Block a household word for dependa
bility, combined with economy. 

<T3f « ! 

Kensington Suits and Overcoats Cost a trifle more than ordinary ready-
to-wear clothes, because they are better. 
quality and better made. Every gar

ment is cut singly and put together by hahd> and the patterns are exclusively our own. The best merchant tailor can give no 
newer styles, no finer workmanship, no better fit, nor will they hold their shape longer, and the cost is nearly double the Kensing
ton Suits at $18.00, $20.00, $22.50, $25.00, $27.50 to $55.00. Overcoats—$22.50, $25.00, $27.50, $30.00, $35.00, $40.00 to $55.00. 

Our Special Suits and Over
coats Come in a 

Magnificent* Assortment,. 
Newest fabrics, patterned after our finer 
garments; the fit is perfect, made to hold 
their shape till worn out, and the qualities 
and values the best you will find anywhere 
at these prices. Our special suits at 

$10 $12.50 $15 $18 

Men's Hats and Caps—all the styles are 
shown here, both in derby and soft hats; 
plenty of daylight to see the quality, lots of 
mirrors to see the styles ancf how they be
come you; and the price is the last consid
eration—always the lowest. Our 
special hat in derby and soft... 
Our standard hate in derby and 

Our durable hats, both Derby 

Stetson's 

$3.00 
$2.50 
$2.00 

Hats. . . . $3.50 Large assortm't Caps, 
50c 75c $1 to S3 

Our Special Overcoats— 

$10 $12.50 $15 $18 $20 
Rain Coats and Top Coats, extra values, 
elegant garments, at— 

$10 $15 $20 $22.50 $25 $27.50 
Single Trousers for men and young men— 
elegant worsted tweeds, cheviots, cord
uroys, in fact, every fabric for dress, bus
iness or work, perfect in fit, priced the 
lowest, at— 
$1.95 $2.50 $2.98 $3.50 $3.98 $4.95 to $10.00 
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MEN'S UNDERWEAR D0 YQU
 NEED SHIRTS, NECKWEAR, SOX, OR ANY ARTICLE PERTAINING TO 

•flsUll ^ v iw&niWfcf to MFM,q FIXINOg? W E H A V E THEM—PROPER STYLES, PROPERLY PRICED. 
75c for Men's fine 

• **** natural wool shirt 
and drawers; broken line 
of sizes; actual value 
$1.00. 

C I l i f t for Men's fine 
T I • U v and soft heavy 
camel's hair undershirts 
or drawers; an excellent 
quality. 

CM A f l *or -Mten's *ine an<* 
tflaUU soft medium weight, 
^ natural wool under
shirts or drawers, all seams twin 
needle finished. Best values, in 
the twin cities. 

£ * | P A for men's e x t r a 
*h L y U quality heavy soft 
^ wool undershirts or 
drawers, heavy sateen band on 
drawers, co iors natural or 
camel's hair. 

£ p O C fo r m e n ' s 
<4lsW«b«J heavy ribbed 
blue wool union suits, 
superior quality. 
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Attractions in the Suit- and Cloak Room=2d Fl %l% 
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Exclusive Modes—Moderate Prices. 

W 
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We are now prepared to show the most elaborate and extensive collection of 
beautiful ideas in Ladies' Costumes, Tailor-Made Suits, Coats, Skirts, Ladies' 

d Misses' Suits, Junior Suits and Misses' and Children's Coats and Dresses ever shown q™L_ t t Ct^/%i/ile fr%w XATnAnaeAaw 
the* Northwest. Come when the stocks are the largest and best. At popular prices. I IKJSe o p e C l u l S IO% W eOneSQaV* M 
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New Man ri Tailored * Suits,;; - dress and 
walking styles, long and short ef
fects, tight fitting and blouse^front 
styles. Over twenty different "Styles 
to select from— gj$i 
Special, 
at 

4V 
unerent jsuyies 

$16.50 

New Man Tailored Suits, in a variety of the.* 
lastest dress and walking styles, cheviots, 
zibelines, Scotch mixed cloths and fancy 
men's wear cloths, the greatest selection of 
long and short Jacket effects ever shown, over 
f?om t o . . !?k .C?; : ; ,$22.50and $ 2 5 . 0 0 

*?' Five hundred new stylish Walking Skirts, 
^made of finest quality Melton Cloths, Scotch 
f mixtures and men's wear cloths, every one 
* perfectly tailored, graceful in hang and finish, 

styles made to our special order and not to 
b^ound elsewhere, $ 6 . 5 0 and $ 7 . 5 0 

f ^ V > ^ S % ^ * ^ , ^ # > » 8 r a , v ^ - - . . M * , » » » « . . «*>,<.. 
The finest collection of Misses man tailored 
Junior Suits, sizes 14,16 and 18 years, suitable 
for the misses or small lady, ever shown in 
the Northwest, exclusive styles, nothing like 
them to be found in the Twin Cities. See them, 

$12.50, $16.50, $18.50, $20 

j - " 
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