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fort of sell-control refrained from

“Think Freda!’’ turning to e, | saying so, and we bade cach other
¥ five francs! It cost me £3 to have | good-night.

it mended in London, and it is the The next morning, on coming down

handsomest lace flounce T possess!
Did you go to the old curiosity shop

at Lyons, Mark, last time you came

through?”’ ‘
“No; I had not time. Do you re-
member, DBella, the first time we

went there, and how angry poor old
Jem was with us for wasting our
money on that ‘trashy tin plate’ as
he .called my beautiful Limoges ena-
mel?’’

And so on, and so on, through half

a dozen more reminiscences of  their
foreign travels together.
I began to feel very much out of

it. Decidedly I had wasted my Span-
ish lace and my indignation togeth-
er upon this utterly impassive man,
who simply appeared to ignore my
existence.

I yvawned and began looking ahout
at the pictures on the walls, with oll
of which I was perfectly familiar, in
inde-

a futile attempt to create an
pendent line of amusement for my-
self.

I began to think I nced not have

announced my engaged position with
so much precipitation. Captain This-
tleby did not scem inclined to  pay
me even the ordinary civilities of so-

ciety. Perhaps, I mused, he does
not care for tall girls, with reddish
hair and gray eyes. Perhaps he pre-

fers piquante little blondes, like Bel-
la, with pink checks and round blue
bhaby cyes. Perhaps—and here  he
looks up and catches e staring at
him, which sends my own eyes back
to my apricot jelly and the color
hotly up into my tell-tale cheeks.

After ‘dinner it is mueh the same
thing. I go to the piano at DBella’s
desire, and she further requests her
brother-in-law to come and turn my
music over.

Iie excuses himself.

“TI am very stupid at that sort of
work,”” he says, without a sign of
rising from the comfortable arm-
chair in which he has ensconced him-
self. “‘T should be sure to make a
mess of it. I think  Miss Clifford
would rather be without me.”’

I think so too; but as it would not
be civil to say so, I merely remark
that T never require anybody to turn
over the pages of my music.

“What will you sing, Freda?’’ ask-

ed Bella. ‘“What sort of songs do
you like, Mark?"”’
“T don’t think songs are much in

my line,”” answers this extremely dis-
agreeable man. ‘‘You know I was
never sentimental, and T don’t un-
derstand music. Young ladies’ songs

—engaged young ladies’ songs—are
all very sweel—roses, Cupids, true-
lover’s knots, ctc.—are they not,

Miss Clifford?”’

“Not all,”” I answered, feeling vie-
jous; and straightway I sat down
and began to sing that well-known
quaint old English ditty:

“Once I loved a maiden fair,
But she did deceive me.’’

I put into it all the vigor of which
I was capable, and the bitter animus

which I concentrated into the last
line of the song surprised even my-
seif.
‘“Now I do abhor thee.””
I sang almost murderously.
I was surprised to. hecar a low

laugh behind me, and to find that
Captain Thistleby was standing by
tha piano. . 3

I felt myself properly snubbed, and
; -
took refuge behind my novel, leaving

to Bella the sole entertainment of
her guest for the rest of the even-

ing.
“So  you did beautify yoursclf,
Miss Freda,’”” said Della, as we stood,

flat candlestick in hand, at our hed-
room doors. “I could hardly hold
my tongue, I was so amazed when

you came in. I nearly told WMark
about the blue gauze then and there,
only I was so afraid of your an-
ger.”’

I am very glad you did not.

“You made yourscll look extremely
captivating, Freda.”’

“I assure you I had not the least
wish; that is to say, I putiiits {oh
with quite another motive—for quite

a different reason from what you
suppose,”” I stammered, somewhat
confusedly.

“Oh, T darcsay! Well, how do you
like him?”’

““Who~~Captain Thistleby? Not . at
adlE

‘“Not like him!”’ cried Jella, in
genuine amazeinent, staring blankly
Fo 48 Nag VP

“I think him—well, never mind
whet L think of "him, ‘after. sall, T
have not spoken ' above a dozen
vords to him, recollect.””

“No; that is true.. Ah, well,  you

will like him better to-vrorrose..’

I

usual, I was. sur-
prised to find Bella® arrayed in her
bonnet and cloak, with her gloves,
and traveling-bag on the table be-
side her, ecating toast and poached
eggs Wwith breathless haste, whilst
Captain Thistleby was pouring out
her tea, and otherwise waiting upon
her.

“Why, Bella!” I exclaimed.

“Oh, my darling child! What will
you say to me? I am obliged to go
up to town for the day—your last
day, too! I am so dreadfully sorry.’

For one minute I was almost in-
clined to accuse her of inventing this
scheme on purpose to leave me alone
with ' her brother-in-law; but her
pretty face was full of concern as she

rather later that

held out a letter for me to read. It
was from her lawyer. I glanced
hurriedly through it, without much

understanding it; but this much T did
see, that there was some solicitor
who was to be met by he in town
and some paper which she must sign,
after having conferred with him, in

order to eflect a pending sale ot
some of her property, of which I
had heard ‘Ther speak. There was

evidently no foul play about it.
““Make haste, Bella, or we shall be
too late,”’ said Captain Thistleby;

and at his words I perceived, with
a gasp of relief, that he was going
up with her. Indeed, when T came

to think of it,what else whould he
do?

“I am so distressed, Ireda, dear!
Your very last day and all! What
will you do to amuse yourself?”

“Oh; I shall do very well. I have
my sketch of the boat-house to fin-
ish: I shall go and do that after
breakfast; it’s a lovely day, I shall
not be at all dull. Don’t make
yourself unhappy about me, dear.’”

‘“‘Here is the fly — come along!’’
cried ‘Captain Thistleby.

Bella hugged me as if she were go-
ing to South America, jumped into
the fly, followed by her brother-in-
law, and they drove off.

Left to my own devices, I leisurely
finished my breakfast, and then, tak-

ing my shady straw hat and my
drawing materials, T sauntered
down through the garden on to the
heach.

There was a flight of stone steps
from the terrace leading to the
shore, and in the triangular bit of
shadow which they cast upon the
beach I installed myseclf with my
back against the garden wall.

An old Dboat-house lower down
formed the principal object of my
sketch: behind . were red cliffs, and

long lines of white sands and dark
rocks stretching out to the blue sea
beyond. The picture, if somewhat
tame, was nevertheless a well-ar-
ranged bit of IEnglish coast scenery,
and afforded full scope for an art-
18tis fancys

To-day it is at its best. The dis-
tance is all hazy gold, the sky is
flecked with soft white clouds, the
sea 1s gently ruffled into a hundred
varied lights and shades, and the
boat-house stands out in richest sep-
ia against the delicate tints of the
background.

It was deliciously pegceful.. and

I nhave not done you justice. You
evidently understand the passion of
hatred perfectly, Miss Clifford,”” he
said with a mocking bow.

gquiet; and I began To cn]oy Mmysvit
exceedingly. The only sounds that
broke the silence were the monoto-
nous swish of the little waves upon
the shore and the occasional cry of
a scabird sailing by on big white
wings.

I had been working steadily at my
sketch for about twenty minutes,
when I was suddenly startled by
some one coming down the steps be-
hind me.

It was Captain Thistleby.

“Well, I have seen Bella off,”" he
said, cheerily; ‘‘such a shave it was!
I thought she would have missed the
train—it was actually moving—she
had no time to take her ticket.”’

“But I thought you were going
tool. I exclaimed, with, I fear, a
very uncomplimentary dismay in my
voice and face. ) {

“What, up to London

in August

~ with such a day as this at Scaclifi?

! No, thank you, not I! But  E am
sorry to disappoint you, Miss Clif-
ford,” he added, looking very much
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amused.

I muttered some unintelligible dis-
claimer, and wents on with  my
sketch.

“Do you mind my finishing my ci-
gar herc?”’

SQh;: not
politeness.
smoke.”’
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 HANDICAPPED.

The man who started to run a race in
chains and fetters would be visibly hand-
icapped. No one would expect him to
succeed. The man who runs the race of
life when his
digestive and nu-
tritive organs are
diseased is equally
handicapped. In
the ome case his
strength is over-
weighted, in the
other it is under-
mined. Success
demands above
sl else a sound
stomach.

Doctor Picrce’s
Golden Medical
Discovery cures
diseases of the
stomach and other
organs of diges-
tion and nutrition.
When this is done
food is perfectly
digested and a&-
similated and the
body receives strength in the only way
in which strength can be given—by tlie
nutrition derived from digested and as-
similated food.

«The praise I would like to give your ‘ Golden
Medical Discovery’® I cannot utter in words or
describe with pen.” writes James B. Ambrose,
Esq., of 1205% Mifflin Street. Hunnpgdm), PR
«] was taken with what our physicians here
said was indigestion. I doctored with the best
around here and found no relief. I wrote to
you and you sent me a question blank to fill out,
and I did so, and you then advised me to use
Dr. Pierce’'s Golden Medical Discovery. I took
three bottles and I felt so good that I stopped,
being cured. I have no symptoms of gastric
trouble or indigestion now.”

Accept no substitute for © Golden Med-
ical Discovery.” There is nothing *just
as good.”

Dr. Pierce’s Common Sense Medical
Adviser, sent f7ee on receipt of stamps
to cover expense of customs and mailing
only. Send 3I one-cent stamps for the
book in paper covers, or 50 stamips for
the cloth-bound volume. Address Dr.
R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

““What, does the 1dol of your
dreams indulge in tobacco?’’

“Who?”’ I exclaimed, bewildered.
‘“What do you mean?”’

“Why, you did not tell me his
name. The gentleman to whom you
are engaged to be married.’’

A vision of George Curtis—stout,
middle-aged gray-whiskered — snufl-
box, gold-rimmed spectacles, and all
—flashed across my mind’s eye, and
the idea of his being called the ‘‘idol

of my dreams’’ was so intensely com-
ic that I burst out laughing.

““Good heavens, how ludicrous!’”” I
cried. “Mr. Curtis is his ‘name,
and if you had seen him—— But I
wasn’t thinking of him, I was think-
ing of my father.”

“Oh!"”’ and my companion puffed
awav. at his cigar in silence.

Iié had thrown himseX on his back
on the beach beside me, but a-little
lower down, so that I could not
sce his face; his arms were thrown
up under his head, and he had tilted
his hat over his nose, to shade bis
eyes.. He seemed to me to have
every intention of going to sleep. I
devoutly hoped he would.

‘“Yes,”’ he said, presently,
ing the cigar from his mouth and
contemplating its smouldering end
with close attention, ‘‘yes, our friend

remov-

Bella: thought you would be very
dull alone, so she has left me the
charming task of entertaining you

until eight o’'clock this evening.”’

““I am exceedingly sorry you should
have thought it nccessary to stop
here on my account,” I said, coldly.

He laughed slightly, but answered
not.

“I am mnever' dull, T
and I am quite able
myself.”

Still no answer. I was more nettl=
ed by his silence than by his words.
Nothing aggravates a woman so hor-
ribly as§ an antagonist who won't
speak. I wanted to fight, and my
enemy would not even exert himself
to tuke up his weapons. A few 1min-
utes ensued, and then I burst forth
agwressivalv:

assure
to

you;
entertain

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Some men are known by the com-
pary -they are unable to get intn.

Very Remarkable Cure of Diarrboea,

‘*About six years ago for the first time
' o my life. I bad a sudden and eevers
attack of diarrbcea,” eays Mrs. Alice
iMiller, of Morgan, Texas. ‘I got tempor-
ary relief, but it came back again and
|again, and for six loog years I have
"guffered more misery and agony than I
can tell. It was worat than death, My
husband spent hundreds of dcllars for
, physicians’ presciiptions and treatment
without avail. Fioally we moved to
;Bosque county, our present home, and
one day I happened to esee an advertise
i meot of Chawberlain’s Colie, Cnelera and
D arrl a Remedy with a testimonial of
[a man who bad teen cured by it. The
| cage wae 8O Bililar to my own that I con-
icluded to try the remedy. The reeult
| was wonderful. 1 could bhardly realiz»
,that I was well again, or believe it cculd
i be so after having snffered so long, bal
that one bottle of medicine, costiog but o
few cents, cured me.”” For gale by all
drogzgists.
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"\ Tn the history of range build-
ing has the public been offere

S > 2 > a Steel Range so complete i
N e every detail, and yet so low
e in price, as is herewith pres-
' OINN - & : ented in the :
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Handsome in appearance, constructed of the very best
material, mounted by the most skilled labor, they ¢annot
tail to give complete satisfaction. )

JAS. S. NEILL,
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WALTER A WOOD

- MOWERS -

Have you seen the 1903 WALTER A. WOOD MOWER with latest
improvements ? This is without doubt “ The King of Mowers,” being
strongest, easiest operated and most durable Mower in the world.

LOW PRICES. TERMS EASY.

Also a full line of repairs for Brantford, Buckeve, Toronto, Deering,
McCormack and Wood Mowers at very low prices, as well as repairs for
Ithica and Tyes’ Rakes. : '
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Don’t fail to give me acell and save 20 Pper cent. on your
investment. :

K25 The cheapest and most reliable House in the business.

James F. VanBuskirk,

FLPIPSL PP,
Fine Tailoring.@

Our Stock is now complete in all the leading makes in

b
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Overcoatings,

Suitings and

Trouserings.
IHNﬁELl‘"M , GEO. 8. STANGER,

@ Merchant Tallor.
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The NEW MORROW is certainly the best.

CPR ( The Smith’s Two Roller and Berkey are

IN P NG SEAT POQT the best. We attach these toxlywheel.

g7 A few Second-hand Wheels left. ' :

WM. C. BURTT, The Bicycle Mechanic, - Queen St,, F'ton, N. B.

HAVE A LOOK!

In my window as you pass and see

the choice lot, of
2N

HEWSON TWEEDS

They are just the thing for a business
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.

Y/

)
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R. HOWIE, 210 Quesn 5.

The best is the
cheapest and you
cannot afford to

use any other.

i$S THE BEST

Six grades, at 25, 30, 55, 40, 50
and 60 cts. a pound,

BN IIarry W. deForest,
St. John, N. B.




