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**Quite in the traditional strain!” purred
Lady Pendower meditatively. ‘‘And then
you, in the gooduess of your heart, took the
poor lonely girl up, Conme?”’

“*She could not live_ alone.
acquaintance and eventually brought her to
town with us. She and Augustus are already
the greatest of friends!” added Lady Harten-
den casually.

Lady Jane laughed. Lord Augustus Cre-
lorne was Lord Hartenden’s only son, and,
although only three-and-twenty, was already
an adept at the art of spending money with-
out getting any adequate retura for it.

**She has some fifteen thousand a year!”
continued Lady Hartenden, throwing of all
disguise. It's a chance of a lifetime for him,
and he's abominably careless about it. Look
at him now!”

At that moment the young gentleman in
question, having surrendered Miss Aynsley
to her new partner, was making a swift escape
to the smoking-room. The girl glanced at
his retreating figure with a smile then turned
to the man at her side. He was about thir-
ty-five and good-looking in an intellectual
way. :

“‘Shall we go to the conservatory?” she ask-
ed impulsively. *‘I have such a lot to talk
sbout. .

She took his arm and he led her out of the
ballroom. In the conservatory they found
some secluded sests.

He surveyed her critically. Her dress was
an exquisite creation, and round her neck
was a doub's row of magnificent pearls.

“Well?” sheasked smilingly.

*I was thinking of a little grey dress,” he
said simply.

She laughed, and then shut her eyes.

*‘I see the grey dress, too!” she said. *‘A
fountain pen also—a lovely cozy book-lined
room and a tall man in a velveteen couat,
striding about restlessly and thundering out
articles at seventy words a minute!”

She turned to him laughingly.

“It was a lovely two years!” she cried. ‘I
shall never forget them! Oh, you must tell
me everything now—remember, I never had
an opportunity of saying ‘‘good bye” to all.
How 18 dear old Mrs. Channer, and have you
got a new amanuensis?”

““Mrs. Channer is as dear as ever and a
little older—she betrays the same feverish
desire ‘‘to tidy up” my study, and she fre-
duently talks of you.” He paused. *‘And
I have a nv\msnuensis. but I don’t think
we'll talk 6f him. Yousee I was spoilt in
the first instance,” he added with a smile.

She colored with pleasure.

*““The very first opportunity Iget I am
going to visit you and see Mrs. Channer!”
she exclaimed.

‘1 shouldn’t—really,” he said slowly.

She gave him a searching look. ¢

**You don’t want me to come,” she said di-
rectly.

The mad wto wrote had a mo nentary
struggle with himself.

“No,” he said, at length, then he forced a
laugh. *‘You see it is all different now—
Lady Hartenden had somewhat fixed ideas
as to where the lice should be drawn, and I
rather fancy Evedon Place and the middle-
aged author came beyond the radius.”

The girl looked at him steady for a moment.

**Yes—perhaps they do!” she said quietly.

Presently they returned to the ball-room,
and he anuounced his intention of going.

It's ‘good-bye forever,” then?’ she said
mischievously as she held out her hand.
Oh, by the way,” she added quickly, **which
day will you be away from your house, this
week—-really out.”

“I'm going into the country Wednesday.

I made her

!

“Oh, dear Mrs. Channer, please don’t be
»tiff and unueceseary!” she said pathetically.
“I'm only Rosa Aynsley still, and 1've come
to have tea with you.”

The old lady's face lighted up and she re-
covered herself. And next moment Rosa had
leaned forward and imprinted a kiss on the
zood-uatured homely features.

Therc Channy, dear, let’s go and talk of
old times!

And they did. Presently they went up
together to the study, and the girl gave a
little cry of delight as she sat down in her old
place by the table.

*‘It was the happiest time in all my life,
Chnuny dear!” she exclaimed.

Mr= Channer wrung her hands.

“Oh, why did you come into all that
money’” she cried, piteously, “It just spoiled
everything!”

*‘Spoiled what, Channy?”

“Oh, if vou had only kept the same he
would have asked you to marry him, and
perhaps you would have said ‘yes,” and made
himm happy- Now he’s fair miserable!” she
whimpered.

The girl had started to her feet.

*‘He doesn’t love me, Channy,” she cried,
breathlessly. *‘Qnuick, tell me, how do you
know?"”

Mrs. Channer was seized with a sudden
hesitation. Rosa went to her and put her
arms round her.

**Yes, Channy, dear, you must! Dearest
Channy, you will,” she cried, pleadingly.

Mrs. Channer succumbled. She crossed to
a big desk and tried the roll-top. It yielded
and she pushed it up.

*It was the day after he heard the news,
and he had gone out. I jnst looked in here,
and the desk was in terrible state; dust and
papers o
‘“Yes, yes!” put in Rosa impatiently.
*‘And you tidied up, Chanuny? Please go
**Well, I was just dusting the sides, when
in one of the pigeon holes I saw an envelope
addressed to you; it was open, and, of course,
I've never did such a thing before—but—"'

The good creature paused in undecided
fashion, then suddenly dived her hand into
one of the compartments and pulled out an
envelope,

“I don’t care!” she said defiantly.

"

on

“It's a

& letter written to you, just before he got

yours, telling him of your good fortune. He
didn’t send ' it off, but wrote another—he
keeps the first one still to look at, I think.
Ob my dear, I hope I haven't done wrong!”
she finished with sudden misgiving as Rosa
took it from her, and, with a quick impulsive
movement, pulled the letter out and opened
it.

As she read the lines a deep flush spread |-

over her cheeks, and her lip trembled. She
gave a little low laugh and, feeling in her
pocket, produced the formal note Wyndham
had left for her. She went to the desk and
slipped it in the pigeon-hole; then, pulling
down the top, faced the bewildered house-
keeper. ‘“‘Yes, Channy, you've done very
wrong—been extremely careless!” she cried
gaily. *‘You've made a terrible mistake, and
given me the first letter instead of the second!
You'll have to abide by the consequences!”

Two days later, Wyadham was busy at
work, when there was a tap at the door and
Mrs. Chaaner appeared. She came to an-
nounce a lady that had called, and was in the
dining room; she wouvld not detain the author
more than a few minutes, and would not send
her name in.

Considerably mystified, he went down to
interview her. As he opened the door and
recognized his visitor he gave a slight start.

“Your letter was of s0 embarassing & na-
ture—I thought 1t would better, perhaps,
to answer it in person,” she began.

He looked at her in amazement. There
was a mischievous look in her eyes that told
of surprises. She produced a letter and held
it out to him.

““Tne one in which you asked me to be
your wife, you know,” she explained calmly.

{ away.
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Heu tock the sheet of paper and stared at
in blank astomshment. Then his gazs trave
elled to her face, and their syes met. He
saw her mouth quiver as she turned her head

*‘My answer is yes,” she sxaid quietly,

His eyes lighted up suideuly; he tried to
control himself.

“‘But there is some mistake!” he cried.
*‘This was written before the wonderful thing
happened to you! I didn’t send it because I
saw it was impossible. Your new position—
the marriage with Lord Crelorne 2

She smiled openly.

**Lord Augustus!” she said reproachfully.
“Did you really think that?”

She had risen from her seat, and they were
facing each other. With a little movement
she took the letter from his hand.

“I'm afraid I shall hit you rather heavily
in the breach of promise action!” she said
gravely. I've been most shamefully deceiv-
el.” .

There was a pacse; then he laughed, and,
as the girl heard it & soft light came inte her
eyes.

**Oh, my dearest!” he cried stepping for-
ward.

Presently she raised her head and smiled
at him happily.

**What was the use of being absolutely my
own wistress if I couldn’t marry the man I
love?’ she wispered.

“No good whatever!” he agreed, with a
sigh of utter content.”—Gilbert Dayle.
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is sent direct to the diseased

s by the Improved Blower,

eals the ulcers, clears the air
passages, stops droppings in the
throat and tly cures
Catarrh and Hay Fever. Blower
free. All dealers, or Dr. A. W. Chase
Medicine Co., Toronto and Buffalo.

Basis of Iv’ollteneu.

A stout hostess, who was entertaining a
large company one eveuinz, rurned to a group
of young men standing near her chair and
smilingly asked: **May [ troubls one of you
young gentleman for a vlass of water from
the pitcher on the tahle?”

Several of the young men hurried to comply
with-the request. One, who was particularly
active, succeeded in reaching the table first.
As he handed the glass of water to the host-
ess, she complimented him.

“*Oh, that’s nothing,” he said- *‘I am used
to it. I got into many a circus and menagerie
when I was a boy by carrying water for the
elephant.”

The Retor; Courteous.

Two stately dames (=0 runs report)
From rival cities chanced to meet ;
Fifth Avenue the home of one,
The other came from Beacon Street.

The latter lady looked upon
The former as a parvenne,

Nor took the slightest pains to mask
Her supercilious point of view,

She condescendingly let fall,

Thinking an upstart thus to shame,
That sundry of her ancestors

To Plymouth in the *“Mayflower” came.

‘“Indeed !” the other #aid : “I thought—
I may be wrong—1 won’t insixt—
But, somehow, my impression was
The ‘Mayflower had no steerage list.”
—Percy F. Bicknell.
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The Quickest Acting and Easiest Running Rotary Washer

made.

Every machine warranted to give Perfect Sati-faction.

W. F. Dibblee & Son,

Woodstock and Centreville.

should they need painting it

work.

Woollen Mill.

hear from me again.

Words in season:
next week.”

You'd Best Believe

That it is a good thing to keet your carriages well |
ed, and as the time draws near when you will be again
using them, it would be well to look them over, and

come and see McKenzie. One job from me will conviuee
you that you have struck: the right man, both in the qual
ity of the job and the price, which is the lowest for good
Shop at Hull & Glidden’s, next to

Come and see me.

JOHN McKENZIE.

I have heard advertisers say, “Read my advt
I say, “Read mine this week.”

yaint -

would be a good idea to

Yours until you

PUNGS
and Other Things.

Many Styles in Light
and Heavy Pungs.

Great Variety of Trim-
mings in all the La-
test Patterns and De-
signs. |

Material and Workmanship superior
to anything offered in town.

Knee Sleds,
Bob Sleds,
Long Sleds,
Neck Yokes,
Spread Chains.

HORSE SHOEING

Done by two Expert Professionals

It is a pleasure to us to show you our goods:

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE (0.

Main Street, South Side of Bridge.

BIRCH LOGS
WANTED.

We want red-hearted yellow birch
logs any length, and 8, 9 and 10
inches at the top end. Must be per-
fectly sound and suitable for making
wagon hubs. For this quality we will

pay
$12.50 per Thousand,

delivered at our factory.

Imperial Packing Co’y,

Limited.

Woodstock, N. B.
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Queen Street Studio

is open with

Great
Bargains in
Photographs

Call round.

E. M. CAMPBELL,

Operator and Manager,

e




