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WANTED—A TITLE.

“But, my dear madam

“Enough Mr. Hargreaves, I have given
you my decision; kindly be satisfied with it,
and, if you please, don’t ‘dear madam’ me
again.”

And Mrs. Morris, the kind-hearted, but
ambitious widow of a wealthy Chicago pork-
packer, raised her lorgnette to her eyes, and
surveyed the presumptuous ‘‘Britisher,”
who, on a three months’ acquaintanceship,
had d=red to ask her daughter’s hand.

Charley Hargreaves had met Mabel Morris
and, of necessity, her portly mother, on
board the Campania, bound for Kngland.
Mabel was exceedingly pretiy, and evidences
were r. 4 lacking that she also was, or would
be in e, wealthy. Consequently it was
only natural that Mr. Hargreaves should
make himself agreeable and useful to both
mother and daughter. The many little ser-
vices which he was able to render her on
board had made him azceptable, for the time
being, to Mrs. Morris, and his soft words,
pleasing manuners, handsome face, and fine
physique found him much favor in Mabel’s
pretty eyes.

The acquaintanceship begun on board the
Cam@¥ihia, Hargreaves was clever enough to
renew in London; but, though Mabel’s greet-
ing and apparent pleasure on seeing their
travelling companion again was cordial to the
utmost degree, Mrs. Morris was by no means
warm or demonstrative when Charley called
op her at the Hotel Cecil. Truth to tell, Mrs,
Morris, from a regular and religious perusal
of the American society papers, had become
thoroughly imbued with the idea that a duke,
or, at least,a real lord was easy of acquisition
to a smart Chicago woman with a pretty
daughter and a generous banking balance.
She had, therefore, made up her mind that
Mabel was to reject all proposals until the
desired “‘title” was offered. Hargreaves
was, she considered, a very charming young
man, and had she a second daughter to be-
stow, she would have no objection to culti-
vating him, but she had but one, and, after
all, Hargreaves was only a commoner, and
commoners in Chicago were to be had in
hundreds every day.

In spite of the frigid reception given to
him by Mrs. Morris, Hargreaves continued
to, see and meet them frequently.. Mrs,
Morris was much annoyed at the Britisher’s
persistency, but her natural kindness of
heart added to the lingering hope that he
might be an nobleman in disguise deterred
her from cutting him outright. He, how-
ever, was making the best possible use of his
time and opportunities, with the result that
three months after the Campania had de-
posited her living freight at Southampton, he
had asked of Mabel a certain momentaus
question, and had been answered in the
affirmative.

The mother’s consent 1s a highly necessary
formality,and Charley Hargreaves now stands
before Mrs. John Henry Morris in her
private reception room at the hotel, rejected
as a son-in-law.

Her quaint “‘Don’t dear madam me, sir,”
amused him in spite of the blow she had just
administered to his hopes, and he smiled
feebly. ’

“Pardon me, Mrs. Morris,” he said; *‘I
am sorry I do not meet with more favor in
your eyes. I presume you do not wish me
to call here again ?”

“No, Mr. Hargreaves. Good-day.”

Charley had secured Mabel's consent—
that to his mind was the most important
thing—as he walked slowly down the marble
steps of the grand staircase he swore softly
to himself that no pork-packer’s widow in
the universe would or could prevent him
marrying Mabel Morris. He did not despair
of ultimately winuing over the old lady, and
he determined to put his knowledge of her
little idiosyncrasies to the best advantage.
He was well aware of her hankering after
E d’s old nobility, and when he was not
erghged in elaborate researches into his own
pedigree in the hope that some remote poss-
ibility of its succeeding to a title existed, he
was racking his brain to devise some plan by
which he could turn Mrs. Morris’ weakness
to his especial account.

To him the axionm ‘‘All's fair in love,
etc.,” held good beyond question of doubt,
and it must be confessel that he had suc-
ceeded ig bringing Mabel round to his be-
lief tB¥ a little mild fraud played on Mrs.
Morris grould, if it advanced their courtship,
be perfectly justifiable. Thus, although it
was Hargreaves himself who had elicited
from Mrs. Morris her fiat that he was not to
call on her again—he had done so because he
knew it to be inevitable— he took the oppor-
tunity every afternoon of seeing Miss Morris
in the Grand Salon whew her mother was up-
stairs enjoying her daily siesta and dreaming
of the horde of son-in-law dukes and earls.

Mrs. Morris' ostensible object in visiting
and remairing in London so long was to once
and for al! thoroughly ‘‘do” Europe, that
pilgrimage as sacred to the rich American as
that to Mecca is to the Mohammedan,though
as has been explained before, her real in-
tention was to make her daughter ‘‘my
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lady,” and so score distinctly over the rest
of Chicago millionaire society.

The morning on which her last, or what
she hoped to have been her last, interview
with Hargreaves took place, she had received
invitations from the greatest function in the
the social life of the American colony in Lon-
don—the Ambassador’s annual garden party
and ball.

During the time that elapsed between the
receipt of the tickets and the date of the ball
Mrs. Morris saw nothing of Mr. Hargreaves.
Not so her daughter, for she, with that per-
sonal freedom which is every American girl’s
right, met her lover nearly every day. They
put their heads together more than once to
evolve some means by which Charley could
climb back into favor with Mrs. Morris and
ultimately secure her consent.

Unfortunately time was slipping by, and
so far their only hope was a wicked plan
devised by Hargreaves,by which Mrs. Morris
was to be given to understand that if Charley
was not a noble in his own right at least he
was an intimate of most of the British peer-
age. They fondly hoped that the widow,
failing to find a lord, and Mabel determined
that fail she should, would open her eyes
and perceive the great personal merits poss-
essed by Charlay Hargreaves.

The day of the great ball arrived; the Am-
hassador’s garden was resplendent in colors,
red, white, blue and purple draperies bright-
ened the scene everywhere. KEveryone who
was anyone was there; the commerce kings
of the New World rubbed shoulders with
the diplomats and courtiers of the Old, and
the graceful vivaciousness of the American
girl mingled 1n harmonious contrast with the
dignified stateliness of English womanhood.

Mrs. and Miss Morris had come accom-
panied by friends, and immediately on their
arrival looked about for possible acquaint-
ances from distant Chicago. None, however,
appeared, so when Mabel suggested a turn
on the lawn her mother instantly agreed.
Accordingly they betook themselves out of
the crush, and for some moments strolled
leisurely up and down. Suddenly Mabel
drew her mother’s attention to the approach-
ing form of Charley Hargreaves.

*‘Say mommy!” she whispered in her ear,
“‘here comes Mr. Hargreaves and some
friends. Now, don’t cut him.”

Mrs. Morris was already feeling bored, and
the prospect of Hargreaves entertaining com-
pany was not to be lightly thrust aside;
in any case, her kindly nature did not
keenly relish snubbing anybody. Hargreaves
and his friends passed close to where Mabel
and her mother were standing, and, raising
their hats, bowed politely in response to the
ladies’ nod of recognition. Returning that
way they found Mrs. Morris directly in their
path. When Haagreaves drew near she ex-
tended her hand cordially.

‘“‘How d’yo do. Mr. Hargreaves? Didn't
expect to have the pleasure of meeting you
here.”

“Glad you think it a pleasure, Mrs. Mor-
ris,” rephied Hargreaves, ‘‘and how are you,
Miss Morris?”

Salutations having been exchanged, Har-
greaver asked, and was granted, permission
to introduce his friead.

Lord Broadfield —Mrs. Morris, Miss Morris.

Poor Mrs. Morris’ heart beat with joy, and
as she gave her hand to the young nobleman
she mentally upbraided herself for her pre-
vious slighting of Charles Hargreaves.

Lord Broadfield proved himself a most de-
lightful companion, and very soon Mrs. Mor-
ris was engrosed in his entertaining conver-
sation, so much so that she was practically
oblivious to the fact that Hargraves and
Mabel had moved some yards away, and
were chatting vivaciously. Mrs. Morris was
mentally determining how best to ‘“‘fix” her
new acquaintance when she was recalled by
the voice of Hargreaves.

“By Jove, Broadfield, isn't that Balyfin?
—over there to the left?”

*“Yes, so it is,” answered Broadfield, and
they both nodded to a fashionably-dressed
young man, who immediately approached.

“Let us take pity on him,” said Har-
greaves, turning to Mrs. Morris, *‘he seems
to be alone.”

‘““Viscount Ballyfin—son of the Earl of
Ballintuber,” murmured Hargraves, by way
of introduction.

Mrs. Morris beamed proudly; only the
publicity of the place prevented her falling
on Charley’s neck,so great was her gratitude.

*‘Anybody with you, Ballyfin?” asked Har-
greaves.

“Only Edgetown: he’s in the buffet, I think.
He's leaving here in a few minutes, as he’s
dining with Lady Dowamouth in the even-
ing.” '

The psarty moved about together, and the
best possible good feeling prevailed. Lord
Broadfield and the heir of Ballintubber earl-
dom made themselves particularly agreeable
to Mrs. Morris, whilst Hargreaves and Ma-
bel were excellently well pleased with every-
thing in general and with themselves. Bally-
fin was his friend Jack Donelly of the Stock
Exchange, and that Broadfield was really
Tom Armstrong, also of the Stock Exchange.
Mabel was much shocked at the deception,
but in the end he induced her to smile at it.

For two all-too-short hours Mrs. Morris
enjoyed the charming society of the two En-
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And chilly airs of autumn are striking us, and you will be wanting a new fall dress soon.
We have just received a large consignment of Ladies’ Heavy Dress Goods in
Plain and Mixed Wool. These are the Very Newest things on the market, and

the prices are away down.

Fancy Braids, Boloras, and Expuisite Trim-

mings of all kinds, Including Flouncing Silks.

TO ARRIVE:

Several cases of Ladies’ Jackets in the Newest Shades and Pat:-

terns.

These goods are made in Germany and are such as are sure to meet with the

approval of every woman who likes beautiful things to wear.

These new goods wil

positively be sold only

to cover cost.

6. W. VANWART, KING ST.

WOODSTOCK.

glish nobleman introduced to her by Har-
greaves. Her gratitude to him was unbound-
ed, and almost instinctively she wondered
how best she could reward him if she succeed-
ed in taking a title back to Chicago.
Unfortunately most things come to an end
in due course. Broadfield and Ballyfin an-
nounced that much to their regret they were
compelled to take their departure. . They
had, however, accepted invitations to call on
Mrs. Morris and her daughter at their hotel.
Hargreaves still remained with the ladies,
and both he and Mabel were delighted to
observe that Mrs. Morris’ manner towards
him had improved very considerably. She
complimented him on his friends and ex-

pressed the opinion that they were very| °

charming fellows. -

““Charming, indeed,” said Hargreaves,
‘““they’re wonderfully fine fellows, everyone
thinks highly of them. They're lucky fel-
lows, too—engaged to the two prettiest girls
of the season.”

Hargreaves watched with a malicious
twinkle in his eye what the eftect of this an-
nouncement would be. Mrs. Morris’ face
fell sadly. Her hopes that the beautiful
schemes forming in her mind to be thus so
rudely dashed to the ground! She gave Har-
greaves a look of ludicrous dismay, and all
she could ejaculate was a surprised *‘Oh!”
Her heart was heavy at this rebuff in her
title-hunting campaign, and her first impulse
was to pack up immediately and return to
the Windy City.

Hargreaves felt sorry when he looked at
the dismal face of Mrs. Morris he feared
that he had almost overdone his part.

‘I’'m afraid the heat has affected you, Mrs.
Morris, - you are not looking quite well; may
I get you something at the buffet?” he asked.

*No, thank you, I'm feeling quite well,”
she replied, and the coldness in her tones
was very preceptible. Immediately after-
wards Mrs. Morris, addressing Mabel, sug-
gested that they should go on the oalcony
and watch the people in the garden from
there. Hargreaves found three chairs in a
cool shaded corner, and they installed them-
seives very comfortably. They had been
there some time when suddenly there was a
cry from the people in the garden, and
many hands were pointed at the balcony.
At the back from out of the window black
smoke was rising in a dense volume, and
now and then a long tongue of flame shot

up, and running along the flimsy bunting |.

enveloped the pillars. Instantly those on
the balcony made a panic-stricken rush to-
wards the narrow staircase leading to the
ground. The attendants made vain attempts
to regulate the crush and to control the
gathering flames. Down the poles in front
men scrambled for safety, and shrieking
women trampled on one another in a mad
flight from the smoke and fire.

Hargreaves and his companions in the
corner furthest from the stairs and windows
were in a most dangerous position. Escape
by the front was for the ladies impossible,
but Hargreaves had earlier in the day used
his eyes, and he alone was calm. He whis-
pered in Mabel's ear: ‘‘Be brave, Mabel;
wait for me here, and when your mother is
safe I will come for you. Wait—and thexe

is no danger.”
He hurried Mrs. Morris, who was too

frightened to move for herself, not towards
the struggling crowd, but round by a narrow
passageway towards the gable side, where he
had noticed a long ladder standing against
the wall, left there, apparentiy, by the men
who had fixed the bunting. When he placed
Mrs. Morris on the ladder she descended
rapidly to the ground, and in an instant he
was back to where he had left Mabel. Tak-
ing her in his arms, he rushed through the
flames that were then closing it on the cor-
ner, and in less than two minutes’ all three
were safely on the ground.

The frightened ladies’ first desire was to,
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themselves

% Such erowds of people patronize Porter )
& Gibson’s Tailoring Establishment—

want clothes made in the latest style
want to select from the largest stock

want the best value for their money.
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of English and

want to be sure of receiving gentlemanly attendance. : :

r owant x$47.
and other reasons. I

Because
They want good-fitting clothes.
They
They
: Canadian Goods.
They
They want moderate prices.
They
They want the privilege

of knowing what they

BETTER THAN A BANK

After July 1st, 97, the Government Saving Banks of the
Dominion will reduce the rate of Interest on deposits to 3
per c.—You can get an Endowment Policy in the

Confederation Life Association,

which will net you more than 3 per c. besides carrying Life
Insurance with it and the non-forfeiture provisions of the
Policy admit of paid-up and extended Insurance after twe
years and a Cash Value or a loan after 5 vears.

D. F. MERRITT, Agent.

G. W. PARKER, Gen. Agent.

G. A. TAYLOR, Merchants’ Bank, Special Agent.
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return with as little delay as possible to their
hotel. Hargreaves having accompanied them
he then made his way to his own chambers,
there to remedy his singed hair and replace
his burned clothes.

Next morning when Hargreaves called to
inquire after the ladies he was met by Mabel,
who joyfully told him that her mother was
anxiously awaiting his arrival, ‘“Go in,” she

1 saad, ‘‘and see her alcpne.”

" Charley did so, and immediately entered
the reception-room. Mrs. Morris, looking
none the worse for gr previous day’s excit-
ing adventure, came forward, an1 taking him
by the hand, said, ‘‘You've real grit, young
man. even if you ain’t a lord, and if you want
to be my son-in-law—well, I'm satisfied.”

WEAK NERVES.

Nerve weakness accompanies heart trouble
—Dboth are curable by Milburn’s Heart and
Nerve Pills, the successful tonic and invigor-
ator. Those who use them praise them.
Here 1s one. ‘‘My nerves were completely
uastrung,’ says Mrs. H. Church, Caledonia,

*‘and palpitation, loss of memory and
reath troubled me greatly.

"shortness o

Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills were bene-
fictal from the first, and removed Ell‘uese
hey

troubles in a remarkable short time.
made me feel better in every way.”

Are You Going to Dye? :

Successful Dyeing_ Can Only be Done
With Diamond Dyes.

Thousands dye this month. The vast ma-
jority make the work profitablé and pleasamt
while others are confronted with disappoint-
ment, despair and ruin.

The happy and snccessful dyers are those
who always use the Diamond Dyes that pre-
duee the brightest, fastest and most lasting
colors The discoatented and unhappy ones
are the few that use the common and crude
package and soap grease eyes, giving muddy
and blotchy colors.

If you desire to make your costumes,
dresses, capes, jackets, blouses, etc., look
like. new garments, buy some fashionable
dark color of the Diamond Dyes, and yow
will be astonished with the results. Now is
the time to look out the men’s and boys’
light colored and faded clothing and make
ready for another season’s wear. Fast Dia-
mond Black, Seal Brown, Indigo or Nawy
Blue will give magnificent shades on all
garments. [nsist upon your dealer givimg
you the Diamond Dyes every time you buy;
then, and only then, is success assured.

-

*‘Isn’t that a very slow horse of yours?”
“Well, he isn’t much for speed, but he easily
frightened, ana runs away a goon deal; so he
gets there just the same.”




