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( CONTINUED).

cAnd you came to tell me this?"”
I cried, placing both my hands heart-
jlv into his; ‘‘just to tell me . you
are sorry for me? How good of
vou, Mr. Ilower! Do vyou know
‘Vnm's is the first disinterested sym-
.pnthy in my troubles anybody has
given me yet?"’ and the tears so long
driven back into my heart welled up
suddenly into my eyes.

«Well, I mmustn't let you think I
am quite disinterested. either, Miss
Clifford,”’ said my Vvisitor, somewhat
hesitatingly. W hewt fect ISyt hiatt—
that, Miss Clifford—oh, Fredal’'—
suddenly lifting his eyes in honest
carnestness to iy face—‘'surely
must know that I love youl’’

““Oh, I am so sorry!”’ I murmur-
ed.

“Why should
cried, -cagerly—having once
the ‘ice, Charley apparently found no
difficulty in procecding—"“Why are
you sorry, if I can make you happy?
1 have heard that your.engagelnent
with Mr. Curtis is at an end—and no
wonder, for you never foxed: Tiny. =
know—and now  ‘you are free, and
vou are also in trouble, and have no
ore helonging to you, (= (6 vacam 9 1)
pretty well off, Freda, and can
ford to give you .a comfortable home.
T would leave the army: and I know
T could make you happy, ii you will
let, me try——’

“Stop, stop! not so fast!’” T cried,
interrupting thke category of his
hopes and intentions: “iwait one in-

you

you, be (oo v el g
brokei

al-

ute, Mr. Flower. if you know that
my engagement with e - Oartis s us

broken off, you do not perhaps know
that there is a dreadiul slander about
me that 3

Lt syes; L doy e interrupted,
quickly: ‘‘don’t say anything inote
about that. I have had a letter

from Mrs. Featherstone, telling
the whole 'story at great length.”

«“She wrote to yvou?’’ I exclaimed,
in horror-struck tones.

«“Yes—the shefiend!”” and Charley
Flower ground his teeth and his fists
together, as though he would like to
murder her.

me

“And in the face of her letter ¥ou
are here asking me to marry you,
Mr. Flower?”?

“Do you suppose I believe one

word of what that woman says? It’s
all a tissue of lies from beginning to
ond. You don’t suppose a woman like
that could make me believe any harm
of you, do you? And it is just be-
cause of her spiteful letter that I
have come to you now, SO soon,
without waiting any longer after
vour poor father’s death; just be-
cause I see how lonely and friend-
less you must be, darling, to be at
the mercy of that woman’s evil
tongue, and how much you need
some one to silence all such calumny
against you, and to fight your bat-
tles for. you.”’

“Oh! Charley, how good you are!
Iow I wish I could love you as you
deserve!”” And then I burst into a
flood of tears.

In a minute the young fellow was
knceling by my side, stroking my
hands and my hair, and soothing me
by every fond and loving word.

But I pushed him back firmly but
gently.

“No, no, Charley,”” I said through
my tears, “I must not let you waste
any more love upon me, my poor
buy. I don’t know how I can ever
thank you and bless you for all your
goodness and your love to mwe. If I
hat not ivved any omne clse I
have loved you—out of sheer grati-
tude. But alas! I can give yvou hack
nothing but tears and blessings—ior
I have no love to give you—it has
all been given away long ago.”’

He rose from his kneeling position
at my side, and walked two or three
times the length of the room wnd
back before he answgred e, and
then he stopped suddenly in front of
me with a very white face.

“Will you tell me the truth about
this, Freda?’' he asked, gently.

I nodded.

“It is Mark Thistleby—the man
who was at Eddington the night of
the ball—whom you love, is it not?”’

must

“Yes,”” I answered softly under my
breath; whilst a hot hlush coveied
my downcast face, at the thought of
how much shame and how little
pride there could be for me now in
the avowal of my love.

There was a little pause, and then

Charley spoke
ly and sternly:
“rell the

again; this time cold-

me truth, then—has he

behaved badly to you? Ilas he treat- |
by |

ed you like a blackguard? for
heaven if he has——"’

“Oh, no, no!—a thousand
no!'’ I cried, looking up
suddenly, as he stood
picture of

times,

at him

aNngrv avenging voung

before me, ani

love. “What can make Ydu  Whifk
such a thing? He has been every-
thing that is good to me always. He
is the noblest of men; but—but, alas!
we can never be happy. e is no
way to blame; but——-"

And my voice faltered.

““Hush, my darling; say no more.
Do you suppose 1 want to cross-

question you, or to wring your sec-
rets from you? It is enough that I
know that no one has behaved badly
to my darling.”’

And then he suddenly bent over me
and took me in his arms.

“I will not hother you any long-
er,”” he said somewhat brokenly.
‘“‘though I love you very dearly, T
will ‘never trouble you again, only
give me one kiss, before 1 go, from
your sweet lips!™

Dear. noble-hearted Charley Flow-
er! I think that even Mark would
have forgiven me that I granted him
his last request; that I put up my
arms suddenly round his meck, and
gazed into the honest blue eyes that
were dimmed with tears, and put up
my face for his parting Kiss.

“Good-bye,”” he said, huskily, turn-
ing away suddenly to the degr. UL
ever you want a friend, Freda, do
not forget that you have one in me
—and God bless you.”

Before I could answer he was gone.
and with him seemed to go at once
all the sunshine and the light which
his unexpected entrance had hrought
into my lonely and desolate life.

And yet I was happicer for that
visit—happier to think that one
more honest heart in this desolate

world loved me, and was true to me,
than I had known of.

Poor. Charley Flower! It was not
so very long afterwards that he was
drowned in a dreadful collision be-
tween two ships in the Channel—
bravely devoting his own life to sav-
ing those of the perishing women and
children about him. When I read of
his noble death in the papers—a hero
in his last hours—I wept tears of
heartfelt sorrow over his sad yvet
glorious cnd, and felt proud to think
that such a man had once loved
Freda Clifford. ’

e

CHAPTER XXI.

Russell Square, on a foggy win-
ter’s morning, is not a particularly
cheering spot, yvet there it was that
I stood, looking out of the drawing-
room window of one of the houses
on the north side of the square, one
day about two months after my
father’s death.

The square was filled with opaque
vellow fog, through which the bare
trees in the garden looked gaunt
and weird; a fine drizzle was falling,
and a few passers-by hurried along
under umbrellas. I stood leaning
against the window frame, with
some open letters in my hand, and
looked miserabky and hopelessly out.

My Aunt.Selina came bustling into
with her new black silk

the room,

dress all crisp and fresh, and her
cap-ribbons fiying out behind her.
She looked rosy and comfortably
well-to-do. She stooped down and

stirred the fire into a cheerful blaze.

““Any news, Freda?’’ she said to me;
but before I could answer her, Uncle
Carr, who was stone deaf, and never
heard ordinary conversation inter-
rupted her and claimed her attention.
He was secated in a low arm-chair,
drawn well up to the fire, and had
been awaiting her reappearance from
the lower regions impatiently.

“What have you ordered for dinner,
Sclina?” Next to eating his dinner,
hearing about what he was going to
eat, was Uncle Carr’s chief solace
during the twenty-four hours.

“Sole 4du gratin, mutton cutlets,
oyster patties; and roast pheasants,””
shouted Aunt Seclina.

“Eh?’’ and up went the ear trump-
et. Aunt Sclina repeated the menu
down it.

‘“No soup?’ inquired her husband
in an aggrieved voice.,

“Oh, yes; hare soup.”’

“Tlave you got the port for it, my
dear? and what sauce for the cut-
lets?’’

Being satisfied upon these two all-:

important. points, Uncle Carr subsid-

ed into himself, nodding his head,
l and giving vent to low chucklings
of pleasure at intervals—indicative,

probably, of the delights of.anticipa~
tion which he was expericncing.

T{er husband’s curiosity béing ap-
peased, AMrs. Carr turned again to
ne.

“Any
she
some letters.’

“No,” 1 answered glancing down
at the papers inmy hand: ‘“‘there is
nothing new. The lady in Hamp-
{ shire is suited with a governess, and
| the one in South Kensington has
gone back to the music-tcacher
taught her little girls last

news this morning, Freda?'’
again. “I see you have

asked

Yyear.

who |

fuverytning rails througn! 2

with a sigh.

sive of disapprobation.

“And to think  that Yyou might
have been living on ten thousand a-
year now, if you had chosen!’’ she
said, nngril;\',' as she drew forth an

enorinolis bundle of kaitting—a coun-
hazaar—and sctiled

tarpakef fdofid o
herself down to it.

“And probably as aiscrable as J;
ant now!’”” I answered, with a very

sad smile.

‘“T've no patience with such senti-
mental  rubbish!’”  exclaimed my
atnt. “‘And pray what do you think |
of doing now?”’

“Well, " 1 said, doubtfully, ‘“there’s
an advertisement in The Times for
a hookkeener in an hotel wanted.”

“Impossible!’’ cried Aunt Selina ;
“pray remember that you have got
relations, Freda. 1 am not going to i

|

allow you to disgrace your family.
Why on ecarth don’t you sit down |
and write to Mr. Curtis!? ’
“And ask him to take me bhack, i
|

aunt? No, thank you! I think that
wotld be disgracing niysell and
family far more than if T were
SWoep @ crossing.’”’

““What nonscnse you' talkf
needn’t put it in that way.
were just to say to him that
could not. get any occupation and
were in want of money, he would
write off by return post and propose
to you again—sec if he wouldn’t. I
am sure vou had much better hum-
ble your pride a little than starve.”

“I am not starving, aunt—thanks
to vou,’” T answered, smiling pleas-
antly: for when one is eating a per-

my |
to

You
If you
vou

son's bread, one feels bound to be
as grateful as one can for the gift,
however grudgingly- it may be be-
stowed.

“You would be if it wasn’t for

me,’”’ is Aunt Selina’a ungracious re-
ioinder.
I: sighed and walked wearily
across the room towards the door. |
“Where are you off to now?’’ ask- i
»d my aunt, looking up sharply from I
|

her work.

YT thougit * L “would go’out; * 1
riight go to that office again and }
hear of semcthing new,’”” I answerced
listlessly, #as, I left the room; Aunt
Selina launching: forth more invec-
{ives against my “ingratitude’” and
my ‘‘obstinacy’ after me as I sent.

In truth, I had no object in going
out at all, unless it was to get out
of reach of my aunt’s revilings, and
out of the sight of her well-furnish-
ed, warm-carpeted house, where 18
felt choked and stifled, as though I
had no business thera.

- [TO BE CONTINUED.] w

Be not a dreamer of dreams, but a
doer of deeds.

Dystentery canses the death of more
people than ematl pox and yellow fever
combined. Ir 1 dreszded more
birtie. It requires prompt and effective |
ireatment. Ciaroberiain’s Colie, Coolera
and D arrhoea Remedy has beep used in
nina epidemice ot dyglentery in the
United States with perfect succeee, and
hag cared the most malignant cases, both
of c¢hillren and adultz, and uoder the
moss trving conditions. Every hougehold
ghonld hase a bo'tle at hand, Gt it to-
dav. I- inay save a life. Sold by ail
drugeists,

than a

Demosthenes.
Demosthenes took poison which for
years he had carried ‘about with him
In a pen. He was disgusted at the
ickleness and folly of the Athenians.

'FIVE MINUTES
AFTER
APPLYING

Dr. Agnew’s GCatarrnal
Powder you feel the
improvement.

Aunt Sclina gave a grunt expres- |,
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Pandora Range

Hot-air Flues.

Oven.

SRR

If the hot air flues insa range are not properly con-
structed, much of the heat from the fire-box will be wasted
up the chimney, and the oven will not bake uniformly.

Flues in the “Pandora” range have been given special — [&
y‘j attention, and are so contructed that all the heat travels ”,
3 AR g A

around the oven twice and passes directly under ali the pot &
holes before escaping up the chimney.

—

Result is the oven bakes uniformly at top, bottom and
sides, and with very little fuel

T
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R Every feature in the Pandora has been given the same 3
careful attention as the flues and all combine to make a i

o

perfect working and economical range.
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Bookiet free.

£ Sold by all enterprising deailers.

McClarys

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B.
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efore

In the history of range build-
ing has the public been offered
2 Steel Range so complete in
every detail, and yet co low
in price, as is herewith pres-
SER0 ented in the

g% :\";" = /OXfOFd
Y Chancellor

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

JAS, S INELIE L

TT. ARDTA A REDN AN,

un =Re Paliring.
‘We make a specialty of repairing Firearms of all kinds.

BURTT'S BICYCLE HOSPITAL,

G Everything for W heelmen.,

M. C. BURTT, The Bicycle Mechanic, - Queen St,, F'ton, N, B.
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Finmne Tailoring.

Our Stock is now complete in all the leading makes in

Overcoatings,
Suitings and

@ Trouserings.

gy MPERIAL | GEO. 8. STANGER,

H Merchant Tallor.
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At oncc the new vitality that
comes from proper breathing is felt.
The cure is begun.

This is not a cheap remedy, but
| Ba inexpensive cure. Remedies are

but remedies.. If a CURE is what
you desire, it is waiting for you.

You just drop the tube into the
Powder, blow it into the nostrils,
and begin to get well at ONCE.

W. ERrNEST LEWIS, of West Flamboro,
Quchuc, states :— ‘] have been troubled with
Catarrh for several years. It impaired the hear-
| ing of my right ear, I used Dr. Agnew's

Catarrhal Powder and in a week found a
\ marked improvement. 1 took three bottles and
l could hear as well as ever,”

Dr. Agnew’s Heart Cure
Feeds the nerves and the blood. It is LIFE in

medicinal form, It transforms the weak and
SRy g
sickly into the well and healthy. It tones all the

HAVE A LLOOK!

In my window as you pass and see
the choice lot of

HEWSON TWEEDS

§ e ' They are just the thing for a business
2)/////‘2 ff’@) suit and only cost 15 or 17; dollars.

Once wear these goods for business
and you will never be satisfied with
any other goods. I have also in stock
some fine Scotch and English Tweeds
for Fall wear.

| vital organs, It's the cure for you.

For e by W. H Carte=

TAS. R. HOWIE, 2{0 (Queen St

assured,

I By its use peace
andcontentment
in the family are

A combination of pure
Indian and Ceylon Teas
Imported and blended by

HARRY W. deFOREST,

St. John, N. B.



