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Men  Jumped excitedly
seats and < heered; ladies clapped their
hands and waved their handkerchiefs.

Another instant more and the gal-
lant 1nilk-white pony swept bravely
ahead again fully a yard in advance
of all the rest, and amid the pro-
longed cheers of the spectators hore
its lovely, breathless burden triummph-
antly up to the judges’ stand.

upon the

The little flower-girl, who had
vainly endeavored to dispose of her
rosebuds, was immediately hbesicged
by anxious young nien, who bhought
every rosebud she had at a dollar
apiece to wear in the lapels of their
coats.

Percy Fielding was fairly = beside
himself with delight.

Little Rosebud had lest her can,
and the wind blew her flaxen curls
about her glowing face, forming a
beautiful picture as she sat so de-
murely upon her milk-white pony.

The judge highly complimented her,

voicing the sentiments of all the
peorle as he handed down the beau-
tiful silver, gold-lined cup and a
wreath of roses which he dexterous-
ly slipped upon her head.

Maud
death.

“I shall never forgive
she muttered, ‘mnever!”

She did not notice the
who stood almost beside her
hat pulled over his face, or even
dream he had heard the threat her
revengelul lips had uttered.

With a deadly purpose flashing in
her black eyes she rode quiatly
around to Little Rosebud’s side.

Most of the ‘crowd was pressing
cagerly toward the entrance gate.
She saw she was uite unobserved,
and reaching suddenly forward, she
gave the milk-white pony a sharp,

Arden’s. face was as white as
her, for this,””

stranger,
, With his

unexpected blow with her riding-
whip.

The pony reared and plunged, mad-
dened with the stinging blow, and

the next instant Little Rosebud was
dashed headlong from the saddle

Quick as a {flash, Percy Fielding
sprung to her rescue, catching her as
she fell.

For one brief, mad,
instant the fair head
against his beating heart, and he
passionately closed his arms around
the little creature he had so miracu-
lously saved froin instant death.

The terrified, childish blue eyes
were swiftly raised to the fathomless,
beautiful dark eyes gazing soulfully
down into her own.

Rosebud had not fainted, ‘she was
only dazed, bewildered, ‘and she
struggled to free herself from Percy’s
passionate embrace. ’

In an instant Maud was
her.

%0Oh, dear,”
distress,

intoxicating
was pillowed

beside

she cried, in apparent
“‘is Little Rosebud hurt? It
was all my fault, I dropped my
whip, and it scared her pony.”’

Percy’s eyes flashed ominously up-
der his broad-brimmed hat. He never
would have believed that Maud Ay-
den couid so deliberately utter a lie.
He had seen her aim the treacheroug
blow.

“Don’t feel badly, Maudy dear!’’
cried sweet, forgiving Little RRose-
bud, tossing her flaxen curls back
from her face. ‘It was only an ac-
cident, you couldn’t help it, you
know; I'm_all right now.”’

Somebody helped her to mount her,
pony.

“I'm much obliged to wou,
saving me,’” she said,
ly back toward Percy.

sir, for
looking sweet-
“And 1':n sure

papa would like to thank you too.
I'm Judge Arden's daughter.’”’
Percy bowed profoundly, = without

raising his hat, however, for he knew
that Maud’s eyes were at that mo-
ment upon him.

The next moment Maud and
bud surrounded by a score or more
of merry chattering girls and admir-
ing lovers, wete galloping swiftly to-
ward home. 4

On the wide stone porch Maud and

Rose-

Little Rosebud parted. Maud to go
quickly up to her mother with the
unwelzome news, while Little Rose-

bud, gathering her
her, arm, danced joyously in the di-
rection of her father’s library, with
the wreath still crowning her bonny
flaxen curls, and the silver cup in her
little white hands.

The library door
and she peeped in.

riding-habit over

was slightly ajar
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Revenge:
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“The Heiress of Cameron Hall,” Etc., Etc. 3
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]>|(l(lll;.1 a chair for her.
“I guess 1'll come in

i onriiy

L Ore——y

and ' wait,’”’

she replied, dancing playfully in. “‘I
don’t like that chair, 1'l1l1 take this
one, Mr. Joe,”” she said, throwing

herself carelessly down on a cushion-
ed seat opposite him.

‘“She is like the rest of her sex,
thought poor Joe, sighing. ““She will
choose in life that which promises
her the most luxury and ease.”’

“See, I have gained the prize, Mr.
Secretary; don’t you see it in my
hand? Isn’t it lovely? Why don't
you congratulate me?”’

She held the cup out toward
and her little fingers touched
hand as he took it from her,” and
dropped on the floor at her feet.

“Oh, how awkward you are grow-
ing Mr. Joe!"” she cried, quickly, re-
covering her prize. “1I shall not
trust you with it again. I'll come
back when papa comes,”” she said,
dancing toward the door.

There was no more reading
day for the judge's secretary. A
pretty flower-like dimpled face
crowned with silky flaxen curls danc-
ed before him on the page. He closed

'y

him,
his
it

that

yall. don't want

J'm not hungry. 1
|

pany teai.
! .‘\n.x n’t I hring you up some nice
| toast, then, and a glass of milk?”’
asked the maid, who was greatly at-
tathed to little Miscsie Rosebud, as
she called her.

‘““You .can bring me
some nice strawberries,
you want to, but I couldn’t
toast.”

A few minutes later
peared sobbing at the door

‘““She wouldn’t let me bring ’em to
vou, ‘Miss Rosebud,”’ she said, nod-
ding her head toward her step-mo-
ther's apartments: ‘‘she met me with
the tray and made me carry it back
to. the kitchen again. She said if
tyou did not want to come down to
yvour meals you could stay up here
and starve, for all she cared.”’

““Never mind, Susette,”” cried Rose-
hud, with flashing eyes. 41’11 go
down to the garden and pick some
strawberries for myeself,”” and, like a
flash, she bounded down the steps,
rushing blindly forth to her fate.

the milk and
Susette, if
eat

Susette
again.

CHAPTER XIIy
Little Rosebud’'s eycs were
with indignant tears.

"“If papa had been home,
not have dared to treat me so,” she
cried out, as she buried her pretty
face among the luscious, growing
herries, which were not more crim-
son than her own flushed cheeks and
ripe red lips. "‘Oh, dear, how 1 wish
papa and I could go away from here
this very night, and never come back
again—never!"’

“Excuse me,
tage of your
call,”” said
beside her.
home?”’

Rosebud started to her feet with a
crimson, dismayed face, the glowing
berries she held in her hands scatter-

I have taken advan-
kind permission to
a deep, thrilling voice
“Is Judge Arden at

his book in despair, wondering why [ed in all directions.

the room had suddenly seemed to ' A handsome young man stood lean-
grow so dark and dreary, although , ing ~with careless grace, hat in
the sunshine lay in thick golden bars | hand, against the garden gate. The

on the moss-green carpet.

Meanwhile, Little Rosebud bound-
ed quickly up the broad stairway to
her own room, which was directly
across the hall from Maud's.

“I don’t know, and I'm sure 1
don’t care where the horrid little
thing is now, most probably parad-
ing the cup and her victory, and my
defeat, down in the servants’ hall,”’
she heard Maud say. And she knew
they were talking of her.

“1 foresee no end of trouble. with
that girl,”’ she heard her step-moth-
er say, fretfully: ‘‘All my persua-
sions have failed utterly in trying to
get the judge to send her off some-
where—to hoarding-school, visiting,
anywhere to get her away from The
Willows until you are safely mar-
ried.””

“I never will he able to make a
good match as long as she is
around,’”’ declared Maud. ‘““We must
get rid of her before Percy Fielding
comes. He is very much in love
with me, and worth half a million.”’

““He has not seen Rose-
hed yet,”” said  Mrs, Arden,
shaking  her head thoughtfully.
“Young men’s hearts are fickle as the
wind—liable to change with every
pretty face they see. It is natural,
my dear. Depend upon it, she shall
not see him if I can help it.””

‘I hate her! yes, hate her!’”’ groan-
ed Maud. ‘‘I don’t see what made
you ever marry a widower who had
a rlaugh(cr when you had one of your
own.

““Judge Arden's wealth, my dear,”’
replied her mother, coolly. ‘“Heaven
knows what would have become of
us but for that: we might have been
beggars.”’

“What good will it do us when she
becomes of age or marries?  We will
be beggars then, anyhow. My only
hope seems to be in marrying some
wealthy man before cither of those
events transpires. If 1 should marry
rich,”’ she went on, exultantly,
“wouldn’t I queen it over that Rose-
bud Arden with her pink-and-white
baby face! I will show her what I
will do when I marry Percy Field-
ing.

‘‘“She may never live to see that
day,”” said her mother, significantly.
“Young girls have been known to
die suddenly; and if she should, the
judge would leave all- his wealth to
me, and what is mine is yours, dau-
ghter.”

Both mother and daughter laughed
a harsh little laugh that was not
pleasant to hear.

““So they think I am liable to die,
do they?’’ thought innocent Little
Ressbud, with a jolly laugh, little
dreaming the terrible undec-current
of meaning their words heid. “1'm
sure 1 don’t look much like a sick
girl, Percy Fielding—what a pretty.
romantic name—I wonder who he is?
I wonder if he is as handsome &S
that young man who saved me to-

day? Tlidn't he have splendid eyes,
though!'’
The pink carnation flush dyed her

flower-like face as she thought of the
handsowme, graceful stranger; and
she wondered, too, if he really would

red-gold rays of the setting sun fell
upon his boyish handsome face, and
caressed the dark, waving curls that
were pushed . back from his broad
white braow.

an’
back

got— 4 Tclégram "an hour ago,
went away. He ain’t comin’
for a week, he said.”’

‘“‘Papa gone away!’ echoed
bud. Then, I won’t come

Rose-
down at
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A Remarkable Record.

Chamberlain’s Cough Rem:d 7 has a re-
markable record. It has been in use for
over thirty years, during wbick time
wany millien. bottles have bean eold
and used. Iv bas long been the stand-
ard ard main relisnce in the treat-
ment of croup in thousawds of
homes, yet daring all this time po ca‘e
hes ever been reporied to the manofac-
turers in which it failed to effect 8 core
When given as soon as the child ba-omes
hoarse' or evea 83 s)on a8 the croupy
cough appears, it will prevent the attack.
It ie pleesanot to take, many children like
it. It containg no opium or other barm-
fol substance and mav be given as con-

filently t> a baby as aa adalt., For sila
by all draggiete.
The D micin parliament will be

prorogued ou Saturday,

When i41a Sertchman like a doakey
When he stands on Lis baoks and braee,

THIN PECOPYLE

want to get fat and fat people
want to , get. thin—human
nature. If you are fat don't
take Scott’s Emulsion. It
will make you gain flesh. If
you are thin Scott’s Emul-
sion is just what you need.

It is one of the-greatest
flesh producers known. Not
temporary gains but healthy,
solid flesh that will fill out
the body where it is needed.

There’s nothing better than
Scott’'s Emulsion for weak-
| ness and wasting.

Scott’s Emulsion is a food-
medicine; not a stimulant;
not a mere “extract” or so-
called “ wine ” of cod liver oil.

any

ap-.

filled’

she would'’

Never
Before

In the history of range build-
ing has the public been offered
a Steel Range so complete in
every detail, and yet o low
in price, as is herewith pres-
ented in the

, Oxford
Chancellor ]

Handsome in appearance, constructed of thie very best
material, mounted by the most skilled labor, they cannot
tail to g1ve complete satisfaction.

JAS. 'S. NEILL, |

HARDW ARENM.AIT. i

James F. VanBuskirk’s
- SHOW ROOMS -

Phoenix Square,

Fredericton;

Where can be found Ladies’ Seal, Ukram Lamb, Astrachan, Greenland
Seal and Coon Jackets, Fur Lined Coats, Collars, Ties and Muffs of
leading styles and qnalities. Gent's Beaver, Coon, Wallaby, Bear, Dog,
Wombat and Fur Lined Coats.

Sleigh Robes

In all the most fashionable Kinds

Musk Ox, Cape Buffalo, Assinaboine and Goat.
Black Robes, :

All of the above can be biught at low prices and on easy terms.

The biggest stock of Fur Goods ever shown by any one concern in
Fredericton, all of which are fully guaranteed.

KT All orders by mail will receive prompt attention.

Also a full line of

Gun Repairing.
We make a specialty of repah-ing Firearms of all kinds.

BURTT'S BICYCLE HOSPITAL,

ey Everything for YWheelmen.

WM. C. BURTT, The Bicycle Mechanic, - Queen $t., F'ton, N, B.

s Fine Tailoring.

Our Stock isnow complete in all the leading makes in

Overcoatings,

Suitings and

Trouserings.
LMPERIAL ‘ GEO. S. STANGER,

V
Merchant Tallor.
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In my window as you pass and
the choice lot of

They are just the thing fok a busi e
suit and only cost 15 or 17 dollar
Once wear these goods: for busi
and you will never be Sutleﬁed
any other goods. I have alsoins
some fine Scotch and English Twi
for Fall wear.

“‘Oh, Mr. Joe, isn’t papa in?"”’ she|cyver come to. The Wiilows for her 1 r 1
cried, disappointedly. MR S ki It contains t.he \\rholc.e ox! per-
.{\nsu[_h Hart, L'he judge’s secre- At that moment, a pretty jittle fect]y cmu151ﬁed, \\'hlch 1S the
tary, jumped to his feet, throwing | maii tapped at the door, announc- 2 >
aside the hook he was reading with |jne tea. On]y way of preserving its
something like a blush on his hon- AT sKall“not come. didwn st vet -1
cs‘t,“nmnly face. \ Biigitte, ! iaho daids ST  SoliE: to valuable propcrtlcs.
S l‘“]l\ n\()l in now, but [111'(‘X1’("'t- wait for papa.’’ We'll send you a sample [ree upon request,
& B0 Gvery, moment. S WOt o “The jedge, yer pa, won't come SCOTT & BOWNE, Toronto, Ontarie.
home to supra™ Miss Resgobud Lo
e 4 o e

Nothing is more grateful to

aweary manorwoman than
a good cup of Tea.

Try
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