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MY LAST CHANCE. 

I was nearly at the end of my meagre 

resources, and growing desperate, de- 

spairing, and, I fear, en occasions, suici- 

dal. 

Every day for weeks I had fruitlessly 
studies the advertisement columns, an- 
swering those requiring ladies’ help, 
mothers’ help, governesses, even to that 

of the nursery, though, as some say, a 

fortune had heen expended on my educa- 
tion. 

The truth was, I was almost penniless, 
without a soul to help me, and I was 
ready to accept absolutely anything rather 

than starve. : 

As a final effort, after much considera- 

tion, I sold my last piece of jewellery, 

save a brooch, and with a portion of the 
money—the whole was not twenty shil- 
lings—hazarded another advertisement. 

“It’s a forlorn hope,” I thought, ina 
very slough of despondency. *‘‘It is only 

throwing good money after bad, and 

money I sorely need. I shall not have 
one answer. Ineverdo. Still, ‘Nothing 

venture, nothing have.” It will only 

hasten the final catastrophe by a day or 
two.” 

So my advertisement appeared. 
quite true what Pope says: 

Itis 

“Hope springs eternal in the human 
breast.” 

I told myself about once every half 

hour that I didn’t hope; but I did. I 
could not help it, and felt I could almost 
have jumped out of my shoes when, a 

few minutes after I had heard the post- 
man’s knock the next morning, my land- 
lady pushed a letter under my door. 

I literally pounced upon it. Yes, it 
was an answer to my advertisement. My 
heart in my mouth, or feeling so, 1 tore 

off the envelope, and read ‘‘Gordon 
Square” —that sounded well—*‘London. 
Mrs. Octavius Smythe would like to see 
F. H., whose advertisement she has just 
perused. Mrs. Smythe will be at home 
and see F. H. between six and seven to- 
morrow evening.” 

London! I was living at Gomshall, 

where my last engagement had been. 
The return fare, third-class, was four 

shillings. 1 thought of my poor little 

hoard, and, taking it from my purse, ar- 

ranged it on the table. 

“It’s a lot to spend upon a chance” I 
reflected. “‘I wish Mrs. Octavius Smythe 

had been a little more definite, that is, 

explanatory, also a little mere thoughtful 
in respect to time. Between six and 
seven! If I'm delayed at all, I shall only 

catch the last train. But the money! 
Were it twice as much I must not miss a 
<hance. There.” 

Putting back the silver into my purse, 

I consulted the time-table. I fear, dur- 

ing the interval, 1 often began to reckon 
my chickens before they were hatched; 

such as concerning whether my engage- 

ment would be nice, and my new home 
pleasant. My new home—for I carried 
it about with me, baving neither kith nor 
kin that I knew of to care for or to care 

for me. 

I had been so very near despair that 
this little blink of hope quite excited me, 
and my pulse was beating at nearly 
double its normal rate, when I knocked 
at Number , Gordon Square. 

The door was opened by a hybrid, that 
i8 half footman, half groom, who regard- 
«d me somewhat superciliously, which in- 
creased when he learned my business. 

“Could I call again? Mrs. Smythe 
was not at home. She had gone to a 
matinee.” 

At that moment I hated Mrs. Smythe. 
What did she mean by telling me she 
would be at home, and not keeping her 
word? Of course I would call again. 

Very indignant, I walked about for 
half an hour, then returned. The foot- 
man showed me into a room where I wait- 
ed nearly three quarters of an hour, Mrs. 
Smythe being engaged in dressing for 
dinner. 

At last she appeared, tall, stout, as 
supercilious as-her footman. She requir- 
ed a governess for her two children, aged 
four and tive. She loaded me with ques- 
ticns; was socry I had not acquired my 
French in Paris, my German in Germany, 
and that T was not a R. A. M., and was I 
ajle to cut out and renovote dresses? 

Finally, she informed me she would 
think over it, and if she decided to try 
me, she would write. I took my leave 
sick at heart, ss well aware as Mrs. 

Smythe herself that she had no intention 
of writing. Some tears would force their 
way despite my effort at control. My 
Journey, the expense, all useless! 

“Ah,” T half sobbed, *‘if she only knew 
the thin line between me and absolute 
want. Pshaw!” bitterly, ‘the knowledge 
would only make a woman like that de- 
spise, not pity me.” 

A clock told me I had ample time to 
walk to the station, and though tired 
from sad heart weariness, I determined 
to save the omnibus fare. 

“All my eggs are smashed, my milk 
spilt,” I thought, hurrying on, absorbed 
by my own troubles, when suddenly 1 
found myself amidst a rush of people. 
For a moment, as they swirled round the 
corner, they bore me along with them; 
but I managed to force my way to the 
railings and let. them pass. There had 
been a fight, and the police were taking 
the men to the station. Very soon the 
street was clear, and I hurried on, If 

  

a
 

lost the train there was no other. 
It wanted yet ten minutes to the hour 

when I entered the station, and put my 
hand in my pocket for my purse wherein 
was my ticket. 

My purse had gone! 
The first moment I believed it, the 

next I didn’t. It was impossible. The 
terror of what its loss meant to me made 
me say it couldn't be. 

But it was. Here were my handker- 
chief, my keys; but purse there was none. 
When I had been surrounded by that 
surging crowd it must have been stolen. 
I felt indignant, humiliated at being made 
a victim, 

Then the real horror of my position 
broke upon me. How was I to get home? 

ticket, had, of course, gone with my 

purse? I was literally without a penny, 

without a friend who could assist me, 

alone in London. 

For a moment I could do nothing. I 

felt too sick and dazed even to think. 
Then what must I do—what could 1? 
Whom could I ask where all were alike 

strangers? Who would lend me the 

money? ‘Would they believe I had lost 

the purse? I had not a card, not even an 
addressed envelope to prove who I was, 
and assure them the loan would be re- 
turned. I felt ready to cry, but by an 
effort restrained my tears, and, the book- 

ing office being at the moment empty, de- 
termined to try the booking clerk. 

“Where for?’ he asked, sharply, asI 

appeared at the pidgeon-hole, and, before 
I had half got through my nervous, hesi- 
tating recital of my position, coolly walk- 
ed away and began casting up figures in a 
ledger. 

Oh, what was I to do? 
try the ticket-collector. 

*‘Lost your purse, eh? Stolen! Don’t 
you know anyone to borrow from in Lon- 

don? That's bad. Please stand aside.” 
A train had come in, the people were 

crowding down the stairs. I had to move. 

I drew into a retired corner, then raised 

my eyes to the clock. = Oh, Heaven! It 
did not want five minutes to the starting 
of the last train. If I missed it what was 
I to do? 

Do! What could I do? Treble the 
money then could not take me home. I 

should have to wader about the streets 

until morning—the London streets. 

What hotel would take me in without 

payment? Who would run the risk of a 

stranger's forwarding the sum afterwards, 

if it were lent? 

I began to feel faint, hysterical; and 
my terror, no doubt, showed on my white 

face, as I stood leaning against the wall 

in that retired corner, when I became 

aware, like one awakening from a dream, 

of somebody speaking to me. It wasa 
young man, handsome, pleasant-looking, 

and respectably dressed, though his 

clothes were not of the newest. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said, raising 
his hat, his voice low and musical; “pray 
believe I mean no impertinence in ad- 
dressing you, but you seem in some 
trouble. If I can be of any service, please 
do let me be?” 

I think I must have looked very pite- 
ous; I know my eyes were brimming with 
tears, as I raised them to his tace. What 

a pleasant, kind face it was. I did not 
hesitate an instant in answering him, and 
explaining my position, 

““Ah, London is a very bad place,” he 
smiled. *‘Its thieves could almost steal 
one’s head without one’s knowing it. 
Have you far to go?” 

I told him. 

“Will you permit me to assist you?’ he 
asked. ‘‘Remember, it might be my own 
case.” 

What could I do but thank him, tell 
him the amount, third-class, and promise 
to enclose it to him immediately I reach- 
ed home? He did not give me the money. 
He was too much of a gentleman to do 
that. He went and got me a ticket—not 
a third but a second. Gratefully I re- 
ceived it, and asked, in a tremor of de- 
light, where I was to send back what I 
owed him. 

“There is no haste about that,” he 
smiled; then, as he perceived me draw 
back: “I beg your pardon, Stanley Gre- 
ville, Newman Street, Oxford Street.” 

As he raised his hat in farewell, these 
words, spoken fervently, leaped from my 
lips: 

‘“Heaven bless you; you have been, sir, 
a friend indeed. If ever you are in such 
need as I was, may you find as kind and 
generous assistance as I have.” 

The expression of his face abruptly 
changed; it became grave to earnestness, 

and he said, impressively: 
“Thank you—thank you, very much. 

Ah, that is your train.” 

The ticket-collector had shouted it out. 
I could not wait. I ran up the steps as 
the train stopped. 

All the way home as we rushed through 
the darkness, and through the night, I 
could do nothing but think of Stanley 
Greville’s face.  [t was a strange support 
to me, and produced a sensation of eom- 
fort that dominated my gloomy reflec- 
tions upon my really now penniless condi- 
tion. 

I would, I must 

Next morning, I was wondering from 
whom I could borrow the money to send 
to Newman Street, when another letter 
was pushed beneath my door. Was it 
a second answer to my advertisement? 
No, for on the blue, oblong envelope, my 
name was in full. I broke off the en- 
velope, and, as I looked at the contents, 
uttered a loud cry. 

“Madame” (it ran),   “We beg to inform you that, as the 

How was I to pay my fare, for my return | 

next-of-kin to Samuel Bridby, who died 
recently in Australia, intestate, you are 
the inheritor, of his wealth, about two 
thousand a year in shares and property. 
If you will favor us with an early call, we 
shall have the pleasure of explaining 
more fully. 

“Your obedient servants, 

Cropp, TENNES & SHAM.” 

Inheritor to two thousand a year! The 

inheritor to my mother’s cousin, Bridby, 

who had run away years ago to Australia, 

and never been heard off! How the next 

half-hour passed, I dou't quite know. I 
believe I fainted, or lost my reasoa, for 

of it I remember nothing. 

* * * * * 

“Now, this room, my. boudoir, I re- 
quire to be panelled, and with hand- 
painted scenes of English scenery.” 

Two years had elapsed since my acces- 
sion to Samuel Bridby’s money. I had 

just purchased a charming house in old 
Kensington, and was informing Mr. 

Lampton, the art furnisher, what I wish- 

ed done. 
“Six months ago, I knew the very man 

for that,” replied my companion. “A 

clever young artist, a good, noble, hard- 
working fellow; yet fate seemed ever 

against him. Try as he would—as he 
did, he never got on, while heaps of mere 
daubers did. I fancy it almost, at last, 

broke his heart, or his spirit, which is 

about the same thing.” 

“Why not give him this panelling to 
do?’ T asked. 

“I wish I could, madam,’ replied Mr. 
Lampton; *‘but for six months I've quite 
lost sight of him. I heard once that he 

had been desperately ill. I sent round 

to Newman Street, to inquire, and word 
was brought back that poor Greville had 
left there three months previously.” 

“Greville!” I ejaculated. ‘Not Stan- 
ley Greville?” 

“That’s the man, madam. 

him?” 

*‘He once, though a stranger,” I an- 

swered, my heart beating and throbbing 
most foolishly, ‘‘did me a great service, 

one I shall never forget. Mr. Lampton, 

I would give I know not what to find 
him —to be of service to him. Is itnot 
possible you could assist me? You say— 

nay, from the manner you speak—I am 
sure you are his friend.” 

“I am, indeed, madam!” he ejaculated, 

fervently. He was a dark, brisk, impulsive 

little man. *‘‘And trust me, I'll not leave 

a stone unturned that may help you.” 

But all the stones, metaphoricaliy turn- 
ed, brought no news of Stanley Greville, 

of whom, from the night of our acquaint- 
ance, | had thought constantly. 

You know 

see him again, and a feeling, a whisper, 

like a still, small voice, had ever come to 

me that I should, and—well, let me con- 

fess it—that thought or belief had made 

me happier than the possession of my 
wealth. 

But the menths had sped by without a 

sign, until Mr. Lampton had mentioned 

him. 

How many more months were now to 
glide on without a sign, for all our efforts 
failed, leading to no result, save failure; 

and known to myself alone, like Clara 

Vere de Vere, though from a different 
cause, 

‘I pined among my halls and towers, 
The languid light of my (poor) eyes 
(Were) wearied of the rolling hours.” 

Another year, yet no news of Stanley 

Greville, when one day about dusk, I was 

ing of him, as I was ever doing. That 
part of the park seemed deserted, save 

for inyself, when I became aware of a 
man sitting upon a seat I was approach- 

ing—a shabby man, with that air of hope- 

less despair and dejection, the outcome 
too often of want, one sees so often. Yet 

there was something more than pity that 

attracted my attention in this case. My 
inner self was conscious, by its keener, 
subtler essence, of that which my grosser 
outer self was not. 

But suddenly he arose, and a quick 

electric thrill ran through me. 

He hurried swiftly on, as one who has 
arrived at a sudden resolve, and I, per- 
plexed, what to do, followed, full of 
much joy, for I knew I had found Stanley 
Greville at last! 

Through the shadows under the trees 
he went, I scarcely able to keep near him. 
Where was he going? I must speak be- 
fore he left the park. What was this? A 
gleam, a sudden shine of pale light be- 
fore him —the gleam of water. 

It was to that he was hastening. 1 
knew, then, the truth. 

with fear; a weight felt on my limbs. 
But as he reached the fatal edge my 
strength came, and with a ery I ran for- 
ward, and with both hands clasped his 
arm, clingivg to him. 

No, no!” I cried. “No, no; not that, 
Stanley Greville. Be a man, fight and 
live. Oh! Heaven! not that!” 

He looked down at me, startled, and I 
saw how thin, pale and haggard he was. 
He knew we, even in the dusk, for he 
exclaimed: 

“Is it you? How did you come here?’ 
He did not speak as if years had divid- 

ed us, but as though we had parted but 
yesterday. Had I been in bis thoughts, 
as he in mine? 

“Heaven and gratitude sent me,” 1 
answered, hysterically, *‘I think, to save 
you. What you contemplated doing was 
through despair. Ah!I know what that 
is. But you need despair no longer.   

Over and over I had almost prayed to | 

hastening home through the park, think- 

My heart stood paralyzed with terror, 

There is work to be done. Mr. Lampton 
—you know him?—he has work for you. 
Oh! for months we have been seeking 
you.” 

“We!” he repeated. 
“Yes. Mr. Lampton told me all, and 

I am no longer poor. Oh, yes, there is 
much for you to do, and you shall make 
a name yet.” 

“How good and kind you are,” he said, 
fervently. 

*I have but taken a leaf from your 
book,” I laughed. 

“Ah! you do uot know.” 

“I know,” I answered now, gravely, 
“‘that no one has a right to give up hope. 
At the eleventh hour, when all appears 
darkest, the silver lining of our black 
cloud will show. It was so with me. It 
shall be so with you. Come with me; 
trust me. I will prove it.” 

He seemed half bewildered, but came 
with me as I bade, and I have kept my 
word. Of those English landscapes in 
my boudoir Stanley Greville was the 
painter; now he is their master—and 
mine!   

Little Tompkins (on his dignity)— 
Marie, I've been a good husband to you 
all these years, have been patient and 
have put up with every humiliation, but 
fiercely the worm has turred at last. 
You shall not have my son’s trousers cut 
down for me. 
  

Sunday School Teaclier—Jchnny, who 
was Paul? 
Johnnie—He’s de feller wit’ de funny 

bunch of whiskers dat’s t'rowiy’ a bluff at 
de English. 
  

Cook's Fonetrating Flasters. 

  
  

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. Enormous demand. 
Big Commissions. Outfit free. Chance 
of a lifetime. Write quick. The Domin- 
ion Company, 3rd Floor Caxton Bldg., 
Chicago. 
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Gentlemen's 
$5.00 
Watches. 

Our line of Gentlemen's 
Watches at $5.00 wilt 3 
attract probable buyers. 
The Cases are Solid 

Nickel and are dustproof 
The Movements are 

Waltham, stem winding 
and setting. 
Every Watch is guar: 

anteed agood timekeeper 
Sent by Mail post paid on receip 

Your money back if on ex 

  

L. L. SHARPE, 
WATCHMAKER AND OPTICIAN, 

King Street, St. John, N. B. 
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be the reading of other papers, there is none that comes home go closely to vou as your local weeiiy. 

increase this interest by adding to our lists thas the following liberal proposition is made to snhzeribors, 
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IYontreal Paily 
A GREAT METROFOLITAN 

E 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 ior 

the remarkable value it gives its readers. It is one of the 
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 
women of Canada. To the farmer and business man, it 

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 regularly in its 
To the politician, through the calm and moder- 

the family. 

columns. 

ate tone of its editorial expressions. 

oe... x 

Dominion Every 

  

  

pieces in no time. 

orompt attention.   
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 tine 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 

Cook Book | 

read through the entire recipe and make calculation of what is wanted. Size of page is 5 
handsome oilcloth covers. It would be a mistake to confuse this book with any paper 
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P the best sense of the term this is an Ideal Cook Book—ideal in being a 
practical book—a book which the housewife will want to keep constamly 

by her side and can 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 seleeted from eminent anthorities, and which will be 
found invaluable where the doctor is not readily available. The recipes aro 
numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a list of the ingre- 
dients called for by the recipe, rendering it unnecessary for the housewife to 
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THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD, One Year ..........cceeeee. 3 00 AN 

Tre DomiNtox Cook Book, over 300 pages and more than f \ 
1,000 recipes, bound substantially in white eilcloth-... 100 

$5 00 < 

Address all communications to 

Jas, A. Stewart, 

your subscription vw 

inches by 8 inches, bound in 
-bound cook book that would £0 to 
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Wisdom suggests taking advantage of this offer quickly. If you are now a sub 
bas not yet expired, by taking advantage of our big offer promptly, 
expiry. Everything will go to you at once. The Herald, during the closing 
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book is mailed to you promptly on 
Thanksgiving Day, and later Christmas and New Year's, you want this boo 
you are in town, or, if more convenieat, sit down now and write a letter, 

scriber to either [paper, and vour time ill be extended one vear from date of 
months of 1399, will make 

receipt of order, and coming along Fair Time and k bewide you. Drop into the office the first time enclosing amount, and everything will have our 
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