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A HAPPENING 
AT THE BALL. 

BY MAARTIN MAARTINS. 

The big rooms were full of music 

and movement, of many mingling 

neriumes and overheated air. It was 

the usual unwholesome, but not 
un- 

pleasing atmosphere of a big 20s) 

tainment at a big house in a very 

big city. Everything was big; and 

biggest of all, even bigger than the 

rooms, was the crowd. 

Afiectation was there, and official 

boredom, and dead, done world 

weariness, and also youth, good 

looks, bright girl vanity, the vast 

happiness of utter seli-contentment, 

complete satisfaction at some twenty 

or thereabouts, with one’s self, one’s 

appearance, one’s clothes. 

Of the many who could show cause 

for such seli-approval none stood out 

more prominently than Margaret. 

Yet none seemed less conscious of the 

notice a pretty girl always willingly 

attracts. Throughout her success in 
society she has retained that simpli- 

city of manner, I believe, by those 
who can distinguish, it is considered 

her principal charm. 
I cannot distinguish it. To me she 

has always been all charm. 
She was talking to Maxwell that 

evening, when I saw her—to Maxwell 

the South African millionaire. Two 
or three paces behind them, in an ir- 
regular hali-circle, waited the usual 

little crowd of her admirers, moodily 

looking on. 
The next waltz was mine, and I 

went up and claimed it. Maxwell, 

fell back with a scowl. He is not 
accustomed to anybody getting in 
his way. > 
“My turn next,”’ he said, and 

threw into his accent a great deal of 
extra meaning. ; 

“Is Nellie here?’ asked Margaret, 
as we glided away. 
“No; she went to the opera. 

is coming on later.’” A 
‘“Alone?’* 
““Sclater is with her.’” : 
We took half a dozen steps before 

Margaret rejoined: 
“Why didn’t you go 

wife;mGuy?’ su 
~ And half a dozen more before I an- 
- swered laughing lightly: 

‘‘Because she preferred to go with 
Sclater.’’ 
Margaret dropped the subject with 
the same manifest little effort with 
which she had raised it. A thought- 
ful frown settled on her exquisite 
brow. 

“Nobody knows my step as you 
do,”” she said; “I wish I could al- 
ways waltz with you.” 
‘“And not with Mr. Maxwell?” 
“Never with Mr. Maxwell.” 
“My dear cousin, I hope we shall 

waltz together at many a hall yet, 
for many a year.’’ 

“T—I am not go sure.’’ 
“Why? Are you going to marry 

* somebody who will carry you off to 
fadia?’> 
“Don’t talk nonsense. I am going 

to marry nobody. But father was 
talking this evening, very seriously, 

She 

with your 

of definitely giving up London and 
retiring into Inverness-shire for 
good.” 
“He has said that sort of thing 

ever since I can remember.” 
“Yes, but this evening he seemed 

quite in earnest.’’ 
“More bills, or worse, duns, 

usual.’ 
“You may laugh’ — 
“Indeed. T am quite serious!’”’ 
“But Guy, it is a horrible thing to 

bE poor .* 
“Do you think I have forgotten? 

Only three years ago I was a great 
deal poorer than your father.” 
She was silent again. Then she 

said: “Somehow, I believe this time 
it is quite serious. I shall have to 
go and milk cows in the wilds of 
Inverness.” RP 
“Happy cows!” 
“You are quite mistaken,’”” she an- 

swered demurely. |. “Unintelligent 
milking disagrees = with cows. But 
even were it not so, they would 
know I was cross. I hate Inverness- 
shire. I am always cross up there.” 

“You malign yourself. Ever since 
you were a baby you have been con- 
tented to do what you believed to be 
your duty. And so now you are go- 
ing to dance—cheerfully—with Mr. 
Maxwell,” | 
Half way through the next dance, 

which IT was lounging out by a door- 
way, she suddenly stood before me. 
Her face had gone white. 
“Can you spare me five minutes’ 

conversation?’’ she said. 
I should have laughed at the form- 

al words had her manner not be- 
trayed the extremest agitation. 
“I am always at your service, as 

you know,”” I replied; and I led the 
way circumspectly into a little side 
room, or alcove, with a good deal of 
greenery. Margaret dropped my arm 
and sank down on a settee, against 
a background of palms. 
“Mr. Maxwell has asked me to be 

his wife!”’ she gasped. 

than 

» 

“That sort of thing will happen to 
a charming woman,” I answered 
gravely. 
“Oh Guy, talk sense for once! 

Talk sense!”’” There was such a 
heartrendering note in her voice 

t IT changed my whole manner at 
once. 

“My dear Meg, whatever's the 
matter, The man has asked vou 
to be his wife. Well, you can ac- 
cept him, if you like, or refuse him 

there's an end to 2. 
No, no! That is nc the end, 

not the end!’z 

ld have taken her hand, but wou 

| she h stily withdrew it. ; 

] i died | id. ‘we. are cousins. 

[we ntimate friends ever 

since V e¢ babies. You must be 
more ¢ What's the row?’ 

She «1 ( The lighter words 

seemed to steady her nerves, She 

opened her lips to speak. “If you 
don’t want the fellow refuse him, 
and there's an end,”” I interposed 

simultaneously. But she said: 

“He has given me to understand 

that I cannot refuse him.” 

expecting all my 
at last, unless’’— 
“Unless you consent to 

Maxwell?’ 
Het did. mot "say: that’: shes ob- 

jected. eagerly. ‘He: did not sey it? 

“But he implied it?’ 
She sank back. “I understood 

toi’be 50.77 

I waited and thought it out, and 

life long, is come: 

he Mrs, 

it 

gave her ‘time. Yet my question, 

when it came, was the one # that 

would always have turned -upper- 
most. 

“Do you want to marry this Max- 
well, Meg?’ 

_ Shi hesitated, faltered. 
te marry nobody,’’ she said. 

“Sa |] have sometimeq presumed, 

judging irom your attitude through 
thes: thre: seasons. Are you sure, 
—florgiv: in; venturing on a subject 
1 hav: always carefully avoided, but 

“I want 

nov yo grant me permission—are 

you sur: yous attitude is a sensible 
one?’ 
“You mean because 1 have refused 

people?’”’ 

“You have refused half a dozen, to 
my knowledge, some of whom I, a 
humble person like myself, would 

most certainly have accepted.” 
“You!’’ she spoke quickly, a little 

bitterly.” “It is pretty of you to say 
shat.” 3 
“Well, then, refuse Mr. Maxwell. 

He is the richest offer you will ever 
get. Every girl ..in these rooms 
would jump at him.’ 
“My father—youy forgot about 

father.” Fos 
‘By ng means. But even you, Meg, 

must’ not marry to please your 
father.” 

“‘t do not think it ig merely a mat- 
ter ol pleasing. As 1 understand the 
matter, it i? a question of salvation 
or ruin.’ 
“Hush! 

I will”’— : 
“How cau 1 be calm? Father, no 

matter what he may say, could not 
live away from London. He mopes 
fit te die, at the old place in Inver- 
ness-shire.. And yet the place is nice 
enough’ —— 
“1 know, dear, I know. It is he 

wha grows cross there, not you. You 
would be happy anywhere’ — 
“Not cross, Guy. He is never 

cross. Don’t say that. But his 
health is so bad, and the winds”’—— 
‘‘Margaret—excuse my interrupting 

you—but ] know Maxwell; I—I think 
you must have mistook. I can’t im- 
agind his wanting to influence in 
the way you describe. It don’t look 
like him.’" ; 

~Why not?” she quiried nervously. 
1 gazed down at the point of my 

shoe. “Well, you see, he’s a business 
man, I answered awkwardly, “‘and it 
doesn’t look to me like good busi- 
ness. It isn’t the way to get a wife 
this knife-at-your-throat manner— 
and he'll want the hest wife that 
money can buy.’’ 

my 

Calm yoursell, I beg you. 

“Then he ‘wouldnft have come to 
me,’ 

I turned my slow gaze full upon 
her. Our eyes met. 

1 did not speak, for I could not. 
Her long lashes sank. 

J Ehere His no shuery NF said at 
last. “You can take time to con- 
sider.” | 
“No, that would be useless.’ 
“Da you mean that vou da slike 

him?** 
“Oh, no! Not more than uather 

men. I—I rather like him. I lke 
him very well, as men go.” 
“You are hard on men.’’ 
“No, by no means. Only, I do not 

want to. marry—I don’t care about 
marrying, Guy.” 
“You  intendes to 

maid?" 

“I don’t know. T don't think I 
care about marrying, Guy. Her man- 

remain an old 

ne: wai agitated, she half hid her 
face . behind her fan. She shrank 
away as if she was anxious to es- 
cape from me, after having called me 
to her aid. 
There came to me a sudden intui-' 

tion ol what I ought to do. I rose 

from my place beside her. 

“) will seek out Maxwell and ask 
what he really meant,”” I said. She 
did not attempt to restrain me, but 
before she could have done so I was 
gone. 

I found Maxwell irritably quaffing 
hampagne at the buffet. He smiled 
in a painfully careless manner as I 
(approached. | 
“You won’t mind my talking about 

my uncle's aflairs?’’ I asked straight 
away. . 

| “Why not say your .cousin’s *at 
once?” he replied. | 

[ laughed frankly into his face. ! 
“Sc much the better,”” I said. ‘Let 
ut call things exactly as they are. 
1 like that.” 

‘“‘By all means.”’ 

“You have made my cousin an of- 
fer of marriage.’’ 

“I have. You are the last man 
who has a right to object to that.” 
“What de you mean?’ I exclaimed, 

annoyed. 

“Let us speak of things exactly as 

| the are,” he replied. He set down 
this “But we have no need to 
| en dded, walking away. 
| 1. ‘“She believes you 

you would ruin her 

y accepted you.” 
in the full light of 

0 : 

father unle 

“What folly!” 

“Father is mixed up it appears, in 
some South African speculations of * 
his. The ruin we have always been 

a Chest that Came in 
the Mayflower 

Is sure to attract the attention of every 
New England woman and with pride in 
her heart she 

and well preserved. This is due to the 
fact that it has received prompt attention 
when any signs of weakening were shown. 
So the woman of to-day may keep her 

strength and preserve her good looks if 
she gives immediate attention to the first 
symptoms of any womanly weakness. 
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription prompt- 

ly cures disease and restores strength to 
all women who are weakened by any 
womanly disease and are run down by 
maternal and household cares, 

B50 rR women 
WHO CANNOT BE CURED. 

Backed up by over a third of a century 
of remarkable and uniform cures. a record 
such as no other remedy for the diseases 
and weaknesses peculiar to women ever 
attained, the proprietors and makers of Dr, 
Pierce’s Favorite Prescription now feel 
fully warranted in offering to pay $500 in 
legal money of the United States, for any 
case of Leucorrhea, Female Weakness, Pro- 
lapsus, or Falling of Womb which they 
cannot cure. All they ask is a fair and 
reasonable trial of their means of cure. 
WORLD’S DISPENSARY MEDICAL ASSO-- 

CIATION, Proprietors, Buffalo, N. Y. 
Miss Stella Johnson, of 28 Brady St., Dayton, 

Ohio, writes : “I was troubled with severe pains 
every month when I wrote to you for advice. 
After following your directions, I am happy to 
say that after five years of untold suffering I 
have not had any pains since first using your 
‘ Favorite Prescription.’ I thank God and Dr. 
R. V. Pierce for the health I now enjoy. I shall 
urge other women who suffer as I did to use 
your medicine.” : 

Take Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets instead 
of any other laxative. 

a dozen candles in a corner. 
bronzed face grew brown. 
“I never said anything’ 

kind!’ he cried. 
“1 know you did not. That's why 

I came.” 
His manner toward me changed. 
“1 told her that her father’s af- 

fairs were in a bad way.”’ he said, 
genially. ‘So mueh she must surely 
have known’'—— 
“Since her birth,”” I put in. 
‘“‘And 1 told her that as far as 

his South African affairs were con- 
cerned, 1 could probably be instru- 
mental in staving offi an impending 
crash.” 
“That sounds like what she told 

me.”’ 

‘‘There’s na connection between the 
two matters,”” ha answered, stiffen- 
ing. ‘““Your uncle came to me this 
morning in despair. I have promised 
to help him, whatever occurs.”’ 

“All the same the comtination 
givei you an unfair advantage over 
the girl,”” 1 protested, irritably. 

EES Hh fi hi ISS hp, “Go back,” he 
said, weighing each word, ‘“‘and tell 
he: 1 have just received other ad- 
vices irom Johannesburg. Her father 
can sell out at par. Will she under- 
stand that?” he added, with a wry 

His 

of the 

Smile. 
1 would have thrust out my hand, 

but drew it back with a man’s dread 
oi melodrama. ‘‘Oh, hang it!”’ he 
said, hastily, ‘‘although 1 have made 
my money in South Africa, you may 
still give me credit for a decent in- 
stinct here and there.” As he said 
so, he gave me the clear outline of 
hiy shoulder; and 1, realizing that 
ou? interview was over, pushed back 
through the brilliant crowd to the 
quiet corner, where 1 still found Mar- 
garet. A young man had been talk- 
ing to her. She sent him away as I 
approached, 

“You are quite mistaken,”” I said. 
“You have altogether misunderstood 
him." Thy South African imbroglio 
ii coming right of itself, Your father 
can sel] at par.” 
Sh4 caught her breath and, as I 

again took the wacant seat by her 
side, she drew away the white clouds 
ol her dress. 
“And now,” I continued, 

hold of my courage 
my voice, ‘‘what are you going to 
do? Here ig this offer of marriage, 
fres and untrammeled—a ‘yes’ or a 
no’9 

“Leave me,”” she said. 
““And let somg fellow come up and 

talli nonsense?’ 
(Concluded tomorrow.) 

laying 
and steadying 

A NOTED HORSEMAN'S EXPERIENCH 

Mr. Actonie Wendling, owner oj 
Deveras 211-3, and proprietor of the 

Clifton House, Brockville, says no lini- 

ment compares with + Nerviline for 

general use around the stsble. For 

straing, epraicg, swellings, internal paine 

and especially for affections of the whirl 
bone Nerviline is wuaoequalled. Mr. 

Wendling believes Nervillins is indie- 
pensable ag a horee liniment ; it has 

stren:th, pepetratiug power and worke 

thoroughly. Every horse and stock 

owner should vs2 Nerviline, Sold by 
| all’ droggists at 25c¢. a bottle, 

Does it pay a rosebud to open ite petals 

and fling ite beanty to the world ? 

Does it pay to push one’s horizon 

farther out in order to get a wider outlook 

a clearer vision? 

Does it pay to open a little wider the 

door of a narrow life ? 

Monkey Brand Soap cleans kitchen uten. 
ils, steel, iron and tinware, knives and 

forks, and all kinds of cutlery. 8c i Then he 
L} 

marvels that it is so strong 

By some slick and talkative agent, who dumps a steel 
range at your door and tries to persuade you to buy it—at 
a BIG PRICE and on LONG TIME notes. 

The Oxford 

Is the Steel Range with a repntation of durability, efficiency 
and economy. The Oxford Chancellor is not sold by agents, 
and when you buy the Oxford Chancellor you do not have 
to pay an agent's salary. commission and expenses, etc. 

JAMES S. NEILL, 
Hardware Merchant, Fredericton, N, B. 

New Wall 
———— 

Have just received their complete stock of Wall Papers, both 

Canadian 
; AIT D . 

Which will be sold low, wholesale or retail. (all and see them. 

McMurray & Co. 
4 REI AT ABOUT YOUR 

ring and S ummer Suit? 
I is time now for you to order 

your new Spring and Summer Suit, 
and you are almost sure to find some- 
thing to please you in the fine stock of 

English and 

Canadian Suitings 

~ 

I am showing for this season, and you 
will be sure to find prices right and 

; get satisfaction if} you have your 
5 clothes made here. 

JAS. R. HOWTE, 150 Queen St 

A Wedding in the Family 

THEN GET YOUR 

W. H. IRVINE, M.D., 
Physician”and Surgeon. 

DR. F. W. BARBOUR, 
SURGEON DENTIST, 

Special” attentionfgiven to’Eye, Ear, Nose 

gino President and Prizeman Beston Dental 
College Class 1891. Registered by Mass. State 
Board of Legislation. Facilities and experi 
ence in all branches of Dentistry. Special 
IRE given to saving aching or abscessed 
eth. 

155 KING STREET! 

(Adjacent;Methodist Parsonage). 

Telephonef3s0 A Young lady in’attendances 

on’t be Deceived 

ow 

Chancellor 

1 

McMURRAY & CO 73 

INVITATIONS —= 5 
PRINTED AT Ng 

TEE IEERALD OFFICE. 

At Home Cards, 

Dance Programmes, I 

Visiting Cards, etc., etc. 

are specialties with mas. Come to 

The Herald Office. 
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