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Literature. 
  

  

All's Well That Ends Well, 

  

*“Then you won't come with me, May?” 
“Don’t put it so disagreeably,” Lady 

Haworth says, coaxingly. “It is not 
that I won't, you know, Fred, but mere- 

ly that I do not feel inclined to go to 
Lady Lechmore's with you. 1 have a 

bad headache.” 

*‘So you had the last evening we were 
“invited to Lechmore House!” 

““Ah, but that was a real headache!” 

May answers, naively; *‘but—-=" 
~~ “The one from which you are suffering 
to-night is evidently ordered for the oc- 

casion!” : 

“Not quite,” May says, forcing a smile. 
“I really shall have a headache if you 
speak to me again in that tone.” 

But Sir Frederick does not seem much 

inclined for bardinage; there is a heavy 
frown on the handsome face, and a look 

«of pain in his dark gray eyes, which make 
his young wife's voice falter when she ad- 
dresses him, and the little hand she lays’ 

upon his arm is unsteady. 
“Don’t be vexed, my darling!” she 

whispers, softly. ‘‘It is not worth-while. 

It will be a very stupid party, Fred, and 
I should be bared! Make any excuse for 

ame you like, as you think you ought to 
go, and I will stay up for you, and we 
can have a chat when you come back—— 
What! still cross, dear?’ sLe adds, trying 

to speak gaily. ; - 

“I thing I have some reason, May!” he 

answers, gravely. *‘This is the second 

time that you have refused to accompany" 

me to Lechmore House, and Lady Lech- 

more may justly be annoyed at your : 

absence.” ah 

#*But really meant to go, Fred. I 

should like to have gone with you,” she 
said, earnestly, ‘‘but——" 

~ *““Surely your head is not so bad that it 
need prevent you spending an hour at 
Lechmore House. You can go in that 
dress, cannot you?” 

Lady Haworth glances down ,at her 
pretty dinner-dress with a smile. 

‘Not exactly,” she says, carelessly. 

“But that need not matter, for I am not 

going, Fred.” 

“You have qaite made up your mind?’ 

he said, coldly, shaking off her hand with 

a little anger. “You will not come?’ 
“I do not quite see that I am bound to 

make a martyr of myself to please Lady 

Lechmore,” Lady Haworth answers, pet- 

tishly. 
‘“ It is not to please Lady Lechmore,” 

he says, quickly; “‘it is to please me? 
Come, little wife, be reasonable,” he adds, 

taking her into his strong arms. “Go 

and dress, if you think it necessary, but 
indeed you look pretty enough for any- 

thing as you are.” 

“Don’t insist Fred,” she said, wistful- 

ly; “I do not like to refuse you, but in- 

deed,” resting her head wearily upon his 

shoulder, “I do not feel up to it tonight, 
and you know that I never cared for.Lady 
Lechmore.” 

“Nonsense!” Sir Frederic’s patience is 
evidently coming to an end, and his voice 

is sufficiently sharp to startle May con- 
siderably. “I insist upon your going! 
Your headache is but a pretext, and it is 

one which wiil not satisfy me! If you 
have any other motive for refusing to ac- 

company me, say so frankly. I can ex- 
cuse anything but a deception!” 

Every shade of color faded from Lady 

Haworth's cheeks and lips. Never dur- 
ing the two years and a half of their wed- 

ded life had her husband spoken to her in 
that tone, and never has she seen that 
angry glitter in his eyes when they are 

turned upon her. 
Startled and greatly moved, she turns 

almost mechanically to the door and 
makes a few steps toward it, but she is 

trembling so violently that she is obliged 
to stop midway and catch at the back of 
a chair for support. 

But Sir Frederic cannot see the pallor 
of her face, for her back is turned toward 

him, and he misinterprets the movement. 

“Did you understand that I ordered 
you to go?’ he says, sternly. 

“Yes,” she replies, very quietly. 
“And you will go?” 

“No.” 

‘The little monosyllable is the only 
word she can force her lips to utter, and 
during the silence which follows it seems 

as if the beating of “her own heart were 

the only sound she heard.” 
“No!” he repeats, slowly. Then with- 

out softening his stern voice, he adds, 

“‘What am I to conclude from this, May? 

Do you consider yourself free from the 

vows you made at your marriage?’ 

“Fred!” 
The name breaks from the pale, parted 

lips like a cry of pain, and she runs to- 

ward him, holding out her hands in earn- 

est entreaty. 

“Fred, my dearest, don’t be angry! 

Forgive me for disobeying you, but I can- 

not—I cannot go to-night;” 

*“This is childish!” Sir Frederick says, 

impatiently. *‘You must have some 

reason for such a persistent refusal. 
May,” he continues, harshly, laying his 
hand upon her shoulder, “Are you de- 
ceiving me? You know that 1 can for- 
give anything but that. Have you any 
special reason for staying at home to- 
night?’ 

time to speak, she goes on, half petulant- 
ly, half pleadingly, ‘How is it possible 

for me to go now? You have made me so 

nervous that I feel quite hysterical, and I 

should only break down altegether if you 
drag me into a hot room to smile and 
chatter to people for whom 1 don't care a 

jot!” 

“Another excuse,” he says, haughtily, 

another glance at the fair, agitated face, 

he leaves the room, and in two minutes 

age wheels driving rapidly away. 

~Heavy-hearted as her little ladyship 

feels, she does not follow her first inclina- 

tion and throw herself upon a sofa to find 
relief in a good fit of crying. Two great 

hot tears well up in the pretty eyes and 

‘roll down the pale cheek, but no more 

fall. : 

May resolutely chokes back her emo- 
tion, and puts-back her pocket-handker- 
chief with an air of decision. 

“It is our first quarrel,” she says, 

softly, “and it will not be difficult to win 

my pardon whén he comes home. He 
will forgive me anything—anything,” she 

breaks off; and the smile dies away— 
“anything bu* deceit,” she resumes again 

in a moment. “And he must never 

know. Oh, if I only had had cour- 
‘age to tell him at the time? If I had had 
courage what it would have saved me! 

What anxiety—what terror—what humi- 

liation!” 
She began to pace rapidly up and down 
the pretty drawing-room, clasping and 
unclasping her hands in her agitation; 

while the color comes and goes in her 

beautiful, earnest face. 

““And T was so sorry, so very sorry to 

vex him,” she goes on in a moment, 

speaking half aloud in her restless agita- 

tion. “‘1 was so grieved . to see ‘the pain 

as well as anger on his face. My dar- 

ling! He is always so good to me, and so 

patient with me. But after this evening 
I will never vex him again. There will 

be no need. I shall be safe then.” 

Even as she speaks a little timepiece on 
a mantel near her chimes out ten silvery 

strokes, and Lady Haworth starts vio- 
lently at the sound; then shivers and 
glances round the room as if she is afraid 

that there is some unknown presence 
watching her. 

seems to pass away, for she laughs a lit- 
tle —not a very musical laugh, nor a very 

merry one—and taking out a letter from 
the pocket of her dress, she reads it at- 
tentively. 

‘‘Half-past ten o'clock,” she says, me- 
ditatively. ‘In the grounds. It was 

just a little unreasonable of him; he might 

have let me send if by post: but, however 

it will only be for a few minutes. and 

then I shall be free. Ah! how bitterly I 
have repented my disobedience! How 

wrong it was of me—how very, very 

wrong!” : : 
Once more the sweet lips begin to quiv- 

er, but once more Lady Haworth con. 

quers her emotion; and crossing over to 
the mantlepiece, holds the letter to the 

flame of the candle until it is reduced to 
ashes, then she goes over to the French 

window, and opening it, looks out into 

the quiet grounds. 

It is a fine summer night, with a dark 

blue starlight sky, and a soft, flower- 

scented breeze moving among the plants 
in the flower-gardens and the trees in the 

shrubbery. 

All is very still and quiet both in the 

grounds and in the house. 

hold were lingering over their supper, and 
there was no one to wonder why her lady- 

ship was leaving the house alone at that 
| time of night, looking, too, so pale and 
nervous as she passed out of the drawing 
room into the quiet starlit night. 

# ¥* * » “ 

Lady Lechmore’s drawing rooms pre. 
sent a gay and animated appearance when 
Sir Frederick Haworth eaters them, but 

he is far too preoccupied and unhappy to 

take much heed of their brilliancy; and 

the look of pain had deepened in his gray 
eyes when, having excused his wife to his 
hostess, who received the excuses with 

smiling concern and the slightest uplift- 

ing of her delicately-penciled eyebrows, 
he mingles with the guests who throng 

the gaily lighted salons. 

It is the first serious disagreement he 

has had with his wife during their marri- 

ed life, and he feels it keenly, all the 

more because he cannot help suspecting 

that she must have had come reason for 

refusing to accompany him other than the 

headache which was her ostensible ex- 
cuse. - 

She is generally so umseltish, so self- 
denying, so heedless of her own wishes, 

but so careful to meet his in every way, 

that it seems strange beyond all things to 

think that she would thwart him in this 

matter, which, though it was trifling in 
itself, had been magnified by the earnest- 
ness of his desire that she should go with 
him. 

Strive as he may, he cannot forget that 

unlucky quarrel. He had lost his tem- 
per, certainly, but he had had good reas- 
on. 

She had seemed well enough all through 
dinner—a little pale perhaps; but then 

she was often pale, and had mever been 

of the dairy-maid order of beauty. And 
it was only when he had mentioned Lady 
Lechmore’s soiree that she had complain- 

as he turns away from her, and without 

after May hears the sounds of the carri- 

For a moment only, then her terror 

The house- 

“There isa moment's pause, dufing 
which May Haworth's sweet eyes go swirt- 
ly in one earnest appeal to her husband’s 
face, which is grave, and stern and harsh. 

“No,” she replies; then, before he has 

ed of a headache. Bhe had started a lit- 

tle, he remembered, and had seemed con- 

fused. Oh, surely there was some mys- 

tery! 

And yet May is so good, and true, and   

          

sweet! It seems base indeed to suspect 

her even for a moment. She loves him 

deeply and truly, and she has always 

proved her love for him by her care and 

tenderness. 

And then his thoughts go back to the 

past, tothe first time he had seen her at 

her father’s house, when his heart had 

seemed to pass from his own keeping in- 

to hers, and he had felt that there could 

be no happiness in his future life if she 

did not share it; and as he thinks thus 

the bitterness of his anger against her 
dies away, and his heart softens toward 
her; and if she were anywhere near him 

then he would have told liér that he was 
in the wrong to insist on her obedience in 

such a trifle, and he would win her for- 

giveness—dear, gentle heart! —easily. 
What is she doing now? he wonders, 

dreamily, listening to the music and 
keeping up a desultory conversation be- 
tween the pieces and songs with a pretty 

little dark-eyed woman, who is think- 
ing that Sir Frederick, handsome as he 

is, is a very uninteresting companion. Is 
she grieving at his harsh words and ab- 

rupt departure? 1s she fretting at the 
misunderstanding? How big and beau- 
tiful her eyes looked with the tears stand- 

ing in them. It is a long, long time since 

he saw tears in her eyes, he thinks, and 

a resolve follows the thought, a resolve 

that he will never again bring them there 

if he can help it—his pretty, gentle, lov- 
ing wife! At any rate, he need keep her 

no longer in pain or distress —he will go 

home at once, and they will make up 

their difference and enjoy that reconcilia- 

tion which the poet calls ‘“‘the feast of 

love!” 

Just as he is making his way toward 
the door, having exchanged a few words 

of farewell with his host, and begging 

him to excuse such an early departure to 

her ladyship, someone atthe piano be- 
gins to sing. The voice is a.beautiful one 

—a tenor of surpassing sweetness, and 

very highly cultivated, and its beauty 

tempts Sir Francis to wait for the song. 
Standing near the door he listens at- 

tentively, and the words, familiar as they 

are, strike him, and bring a pain to. his 
heart—a strange undefinable ache: 

“In love, if love be love, if love be ours, 
Faith and unfaith can ne'er be equal 

powers; 
Unfaith in aught is want of faith in all. 

“It is the little rift within the lute 
That by-and-by will make the music 

mute, 

And ever widening, slowly silence all. 

“The little rift within the lover's lute, 
Or little pitted speck in garner’d fruit, 

That rotting mward slowly moulders 
all. 

“It is not worth the keeping—Ilet it go; 
But shall it? Answer, darling, answer 

no. 
And trust me not at-all or all in all.” 

The song ceases, the rich, soft notes 

die away, and with the words still linger- 

ing in his ears, Sir Frederick leaves the 

brilliant throng. 

There is no delay in finding the broug- 

ham, and Sir Frederick throws himself 

back upon the cushions, and gives the or- 

der “Home,” with some pleasure at the 
‘| surprise he will give May by his early re- 

turn, and a feeling of almost boyish ex- 

ultatiom at the thought of the, reconcilia- 

tion. 4 
Ten minutes suffice to bring him home; 

the carriage is driven round to the stables, 
and Sir Frederick, instead of entering by 
the hall-door, which the footman holds 

open so obsequiously, goes round through 
the flower-garden to the drawing-room 

window, anxious to render the surprise 
more complete. 

But instead of surprising, there is a 

surprise in store for him! The window is 
open, and the drawing-room is untenant- 

ed. 

The waxlights burning softly in the 
pretty room show that Lady Haworth 
has not retired to rest, but Sir Frederick 

glances around in vain expectation of see- 
ing the graceful, slender figure, and the 

fair face of his young wife. 

He enters the room, slowly, a sense of 

disappointment creeping over him as a 

nearer inspection proves it to be empty, 
and he stands for a moment or two won- 
dering a little. 

Perhaps she has gone up te the nursery 
for a few minutes, he thinks presently, 

to see the little son of whom she is so 
proud and fond; and he throws himself 
into the chair in which she had been sit- 
ting, and waits with as much patience as 
he can muster for her reappearance. 

Five minutes pass away, then ten, and 

Sir Frederic’'s small amount of patience 
is exhausted. 

He goes up to the nursery, but little 
Fred is fast asleep, and the nurse tells 
him that her ladyship has not been up- 
stairs that evening. Neither is she in 
her own rooms, for he looks in her bou- 
doir and in her dressing-room, then re- 
turns rather disconsolately to the draw- 
ing-room. 

He has hardly been in the room five 
seconds, when the open window makes 
him start and laugh slightly, 

“Of course she is gone out into the 
grounds for a breath of fresh air,” he 
says, half aloud. ‘“‘Imprudent girl! 1 
daresay she has not even put a shawl 

» 
. on 

He crosses the room, and steps out on 
to the terrace leading down to the flower- 
garden and pleasance. There is no one 
in sight, and he strolls on, wondering 
where May can have concealed herself. 

Probably she wanted to give him a sur-   prise as he had wished to astonish her, 

  

and hearing the carriage, had darted 
away. 

He goes on slowly, when suddenly, 

as he turns into a covered walk leading to 
the shrubbery, he catches sight of two 
figures standing at the end. 

There is not sufficient light to distin- 
guish their features, but he sees that they 
are of opposite sexes, and that the wo- 

man wears a trailing white gown such as 

his wife had worn that evening, and that 
the man is enveloped in a large cloak, 
which is thrown around him in a quaint 
foreign fashion. 

Sir Frederic's heart seems to stand 
still in a sudden fear; then it begins to 

beat furiously, and for a moment he can- 

not move; then he walks rapidly towards 
them. 

He sees that two faces are turned to- 
wards him in swift, startled surprise, and 
that something—a small parcel or a letter 

—is passed from one hand to the other;   then the man rushes away, and is lost in 
the thick darkness of the shrubbery; and 
Sir Frederic hurries forward, his passage | 

is;harred by his wife, who, white and 
trembling and terribly agitated, throws 
herself upon his breast, clinging to him 
with unsteady, clasping hands, and utter- 
ing little cries of terror and entreaty. 

(To Be Continued.) 
  

Absent Mindedness. 

“Charlie Youngpop’s bady is beginning 
to talk now.” 

“Has Charlie begn boring you with 
stories about it?” 

“No, but I sat near kim at the lunch- 
counter to-day and I heard him say ab- 
sent-mindedly to the waiter girl, "Dim 
me a jinky water please.” ”’ 
  
  

AGENTS WANTED—FOR “THE 
Life and Achievements of Admiral 
Dewey,” the world’s greatest naval hero. 
By Murat Halstead, the life-long friend 
and admirer of the nation’s idol. Biggest 
and best book; over 500 pages, 8x10 in- 
ches; nearly 100 pages halftone illustra- 
tions. Only $1.50. Evnormous demand. 
Big Commissions. Outfit free. Chance 
of a lifetime. Write quick. The Domin- 
ion Company, 3rd Floor Caxton Bldg., 
Chicago.   

Gentlemen's 

$5.00 
: Watches. 

Our line of Gentlemen's 
Watches at $5.00 will 
attract probable buyers. 

The Movements are 
Waltham, stem winding 
and setting. 
Every Watch is guar- 

anteed agood timekeeper 
Sent by Mail post paid on receip 

of price. Your money back if on-ex 
g amination ‘Watch is not satisfactory 

  
0N \ 

L. L. SHARPE, 
- WATCHMAKER AND OPTICTAN, 

25 King Street, St. John, N. B. 
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IRST, and properly, in making a choice of reading for the home you sclect your own home paper. 
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However zoo] may 

be the reading of other papers, there is none that comes home so closely to you as your local weekiy., Ji isto futher 

increase this interest by adding to our lists that the following liberal proposition is made. to subscribers. We have ‘weg 

careful to form combinations only where we knew we were tonching safe ground and could thoroughly recommend the 

publications offered. Read carefully every word of this ofier for it means a savii 
= 2 
1g of money to you. 
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A GREAT METROPOLITAN 

WE are pleased to announce that we have been able to 

make most extraordinarily liberal arrangements 

with the publishers of one of the greatest of Canadian 

dailies—The Montreal Daily Herald. 

The Herald has achieved a well-deserved reputation for 

the remarkable value it gives its readers. 

the family. 
women of Canada. To the farmer and 

appeals through its accurate market reports and business 
columns. To the young men, through the attention it 

bestows on clean, manly sport. To the lover of fiction, 
through the excellent stories appearing 
columns. To the politician, through the 
ate tone of its editorial expressions. 
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Dominion Every 

  
pieces in no time. 

1,000 recipes, bound substantially in 

wrompt attention, 

most enterprising newspapers in the Dominion, and in 

thousands of home circles is welcomed on account of the 
great interest it manifests in subjects of special interest to 

It is admittedly the favorite daily of the 

The only reason which prompted the publishers of The 
Herald to make us the offer, which enables us to club the 

two papers at the extraordinarily low price given below, is 
their desire to immediately introduce the Daily Herald in 
large numbers in this neighborhood. The offer they now | 
make will hold good for a limited time only. : 

It should be mentioned that subscribers to The Herald 

during the next few months will enjoy to the full the 
opportunity which that paper is offering to all readers to 

gecure valuable books at merely nominal figures. 

A Copy for 
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read through the entire recipe and make calc 

  

OUR BIG OFFER 
an Ideal Local Paper, every week, from the present date 
to January 1, 190L.......... SEE —— 

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD, One Year ...... as 

Tae Dominion Cooxk Book, over 300 pages and more than 

ode cerscemeaaneee $1 00 

  

DAILY 

| 

oy AE ‘ 
LK Sod BRA J » 

      

  
It is one of the 

  
business man, it 

regularly in its 
calm and moder- 

        

-
—
—
—
 

  

  
  

  

IF the best sense of the term this is an Ideal Cook Dook—ideal in being 8 

  
dients called for by the recipe, 

  

        

3 00 

white elcloth-... 1 QO 

$5 00 
  

Wisdom suggests taking advantage of this ofler quickly. If you are now a subseri 
has not yet expired, by taking advantage oi our big offer promptly, your subseri 
expiry. Everything will go to you at once. The Herald, during the closing 

you are in town, or, if more convenient, sit down now and write a letter, enclosing amo 

Address all communications to 

practical book—a book which the housewife will want to keep constamly 
by her side and ean depend on, because of the simplicity and reliability of 
every recipe. Starting with a chapter on soups, naturally the first course, 

{| throughout its three hundred pages and over there are to be found more than 
1,000 recipes, winding up with an excellent chapter on sick room cookery 
Following the cookery section there is a department entitled * The Doctor,” 
in which are recipes selected from eminent acthorities, and which will be 
found invaluable where the doctor is not readily available. 
numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a list of 

The recipes are 
the ingre- 

rendering it unnecessary for the housewif 
ulation of what is wanted. Size of page is 5 1 ie 

handsome oilcloth covers. 1t would be a mistake to confuse this book with any paper-bound.cook book that 
inches by 8 inches, bound in 

would go to 

  

ber to either jpaper, and vour time 
pteon wll be extended one year from date of 

: # : months of 1899, will ; 
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book is mailed to you promptly on at of 4 will inake some wonderfully 

; rder, and com i 
Thanksgiving Day, and later Christmas and New Year’s, you want this book beside you. "$50 Void Fes oul Drop into the office the first time 

ant, and everything will have our 

The Cases are Solid 
Nickel and are dustproof 

Jas. A. Stewart,   Gagetown, N B


