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money ooeans of it. To have en-
ough for a carriage and a pair, aad

@ house in lLondon, to have a dozen
boxes of kid Elu\rc Jouvin's very
bect, laid aside to choose from when
) liked. To be able to give dinner
pa s and have Exglish pines and
e idding, and a big footma be
i every other chair, and-
n disgustingly rich.”
Crash, crash, on the piano.
Greta, 1 am sorry to say it, but
1 am the most worldly person in the
Upited Kingdon I to be
any
cri « i g- That's ‘the
v in our position
i ax hing 10 get
L y They « 4 beg and to steal
are afra There is only one
we can do,” she adds, ber
ely head on one side, her fngers

picking out

the notes daintily
‘What's that asks Greta, who
has been only hall listex

) money !
"Wanted xL}' husband, looks
and age of no consequence. The ad
iser is young, amiable and dom
cated, she does not squint.
ne with less than hali-a-mill
applv.” How's that vmpire *"*

The coliee miss,’’ savs the

on the lawr
give Jack a call,

1
lorne

She finishes the march, strums out
n bar or two ol a song, with one fin
ger, then rises and, going to the win-

dow, calls out a loud,
“J-a-ack ™

Tinging  voice

Hallo ! cried Jack's voice n
Jesponse.
‘C-ofdiee!”

‘Briug it out here—there's a good
;.rl " come back, promptly

*‘Come and j-e-t-c-h it! is the

rompt retort.

<My dear Lorrie,” remoustrates
Greta, ‘“‘you are giving Lord
dale a fine idea of our family
ners.”

““Who cares what ideas he gets. 1i
Lord Kendale doesn’t like our man-
.ert be is periectly at liberty to-—"

1 beg your pardom,”” says Lord
Guy, who has arrived at ibe door
Just ip time to bear the incomplete
seatence, *‘I’ve come for the cofiee.’’

“Ob ! Has Jack broken his leg "

“No, but he has a bat, and
i= busy securiag it in handkerchief

—=s0 1 came.”

"Oh pray don’t }rouble Lord Kes-
Bale, the servant——""

Lorrie recoils and utters a dismal,

Ca dear '

*“I'm sorry; it was my lault I
wasn't Jooking where | was going.
It doesn’t matter in the slightest.
It can’t"—with a laugh—‘‘spoil my
clothes ™

She looks at him under ber hall-
closed, haughty lids. The look which
a spoiled child, who is the youngest
daughter and a beauty, is permitted
1o wear.

‘Your clothes !
mv dress !

So little cofice remains that it is
cely worth taking, but Lord Guy
rting under the rebufl, carries the
to the wall, where Jack is se-

1 was thinking of

Let me look,
I hope you haven't burt it'
Bring it to the light ! Give the
handkerchie! to me; you'll Jet it go,
i know you will; you are so clumsy !
Give it to me, when I tell you'!
There—] told you so ! for between
them the handkerchie! gets opened
and—exit the bat !

““Thought you'd do it,”” says Jack

“J—1 dido’t di it, it was you ! Do
you think that you could catch n-
other

“I don’t know; but 1 do know
1I'io going to try,"” says Jack lazily.
*Hallo, is this all the cofiee.”’

““The rest is down the fromt
mew dress’’

I'm very sorry !"” savs Lord Guy

“Do you think—'' approaching ber
as umidly as only a six-foot man can
approach a young and beautiful girl,
“do you think I could wipe it off ¥’
and be produces his bandkerchiei he
was seekmg appealingly

that

of my

““No use ! 1t doesn’t matter. Col-~
fee is considered good for white
cashmere.”

‘1 hope it will wash !"" be says,
solemuly.

““Oh, yes, and as it shrinks to half
ils normal size, it will come in mice-
iv for one ol the Sunday-school chil-
dren."

“What rot ! Don’t pay any atten-
tion to her, Guy ! Sbhe is only do-
ing it for aggravatiom ! Shll we go
in and get somme more cofiee

Lord Guy looks wistiully ;t the
white figure, which has sauntered
down to the garden.

Shall we have 2 stroll round first?”

Lorzie | round, but does not
tome to a t'lhihnotenconr-
t&m. ht Lord Guy gains her side.

“What you have,
Miss Dolors " he says, tamely.

“Yn it's well says,
curtly.

“And—and the view, very prett
the view is 1" he says, muly
what an  idiot he is to be

able to find mﬁhg better to say

, oo ! U

garden pretty, I don't
know what you'd say of Mel-
- you know it ?"

one 7
oooun he is coachman,
, and

some-
ve oonmy. be

a guarter of one 1"

comes and drops soup and sauce and
poons down our backs, which he calls
waiting at table.’

“If we had known you were coming
we should bave had him to-night We
don't olten gel a viscounl 10  G.l-
wer "’

1 don't know why vou ‘should chaff

me sa unmerciiuily, Miss Dolores
he says, ruefuliy

*The Meifords have three footmen
to wait al table; they have a butler
also. They are unmensely rich

Are they * ’

“Yes, immensely ' They are very
nice peaple You ought to Know
them

‘Ought 1% he says “Thea 1
will’

‘De Ther will be very glad w0
know vou \sk Jack to imtroduce
you !

“I—1 will,” he says, weakly

“You can spiil cofiee over Diana's

dress and it won't matter m the
least, she’ll he much obliged w0 vou
because it wiil give her an excuse for
geiting a new one
Is that Miss Meliord’s name?’’ he
SaVs
‘Yes, do vou admire it
Not much "
It is a vern name
o like I"'——-
what vou are

t like Dolores bet-
Much obliged,”” and she drops
grave curtesy Shall 1 tell
vhat M!ss Diana is like

w please

all and 1au witl Very

extremely graceful anuc
hike—like—

7" he suggests
1i she were only
a grand duch

carries herseii

Oh, dear me, I've dropped o

> you mean this

L perhaps yvou we
as—as a reminder
evening, Miss Dolores."'
opens her lips,

le shows her pret

as she puts the flower in her dress
‘How pleasant it must have b?v:
for you to need somelling 10 keep

in your memory,”” sh€é says swee
and then, havimg demolished and
verized him, and reduced him to
ter annihilation she trips uzb'A)
t him, w0 lbe drawing-room
Lord Guv stands in the warm night
air with a dazed fecling as if he had
just been awakened from a dream,
then, shaking himself, Le goes back

10 find Jack '
When they go into the drawing-
0 ogether, the rector, bland and

g and Greta are alone
My sister has gone 10 bed

“We shall be very glad to see you
at any time, Lord Kendale. Pray
not stand on ceremony says
rector, with his courtly bow
smil i rd Guy presently
b down the road
Carshal Finds himself

we say, beczuse he is in such 2 men-
tal whirl that, his actions are purely
mechanical

As be rides along,
takes off his t as a man does

very slowly, be
who

has been ot wisely but too
well as  happened to bim ?
bours ago be was as sane and care-
lessly happy as a = blessed with
buoyant Lealth and 2 remarkably
good temper could be. And now !
\h—. his heart is beatl with a

ineasy throb, thé blood is

in his veins; a girl's face
fore his horse's b--ad and
voice, low and clear and
musical as a linnet’s, is singing A
his ears

He told Jack that he had
been in love in his life

never
was

never ''gone on women
And it was true. Ever since he
bad come from Eton he could re-

member seeing beautiful women, ac-
complished women, girls with beauly
and grace enough to set up a peer=ss
and not one of them had ever linger-
ed in his fancy beyond a couple of
hours.

And now bere was this girl, a mere
schoolgirl, with a pair of dark eves,
who peraxsu—d in haunting him. He
went over evervthing she had sud to
bim, sbe had not thrown him a eivil
word. Civil word! She had teen
downright rude—had taken hersell o
to bed without waiting to wish Frim
gooa-mght !

A bit of a girl, with dark and long
lashes, with manners which wculd
have gi\'cn his titled and exquisite re-
lations a fit!

And yet he could not get her out
of his head ! Her very name rang
in his ears—'‘Dolores, Lorrie !

What had happened to him ? Was

be bewitched ? Was it the fact that
his lips had touched her face that
had worked the charm ?

He asked himself this with almost
a belief in the superuatural, and was
s0 absorbed that woke to find the
mare at a standstill, comfortably
picking a bit of grass by the way-
side.

“0Oh, come, you know,” he said,

aloud. “Guy my dear boy, you have
got a tile Joose ! Pull yousell to-
gether ' -

And, Mmgptlﬁe mare’s bridle, be
pur her into a op.

But fast as he went the face rose
before him, the voice rang in his ears

yOu the girl’'s name echoed in his beart—

“Dolores, Lorrie !"*
Hot and excited, be rode into the
barrack yard.
on an upturned wheelbarrow,
forward rubbm‘ his sense of sight
back into then took the bridle with
one hand, and handed his master a
card with the other.
““What is it, Rawlings "’
“Gentleman called; Jeft, card, cap-
Lord Guy went u
took the card to 1
lhe name was “‘Mr.

Wlth s start, he dropped the card

mour Mel-

- e o e —— s ——————— T VU U

on the table and gazed at it,
stinctively his
breast and he
his father

“Oh, lor'!
forgottea '
to-night !

Then with a frown and an ejacula-
tion that was not remarkable for its
piety, he flung the card into the card
basket, and throwing himsell into a
card, seized a pipe

‘Dolores ' Lotrie '

“I look to you, my dear Guy, to
raise the family name from the mire
and mud of poverty into which it has
sunk, and 1 know that 1 shall not

and in-
hapnd went to  his
took out the letter of

I had forgotten—quite
1 am clean off my head

look n vain. It is your duty, my
deay Guy, and 1 place my trust in
you '

This is what his father had writ-
ten, and it was true ! It was true!
Every man has his duty, and it was
his to——marry money !

Dolores ' Dolores !
CHAPTER 11
About the time Lorrie was read

ing Jack a lecture in the churchyard,
Miss Diana Melford was reclining on
a couch in the drawing-room of Mr
Melford's house, the Pines Now, i
any one imagines that the drawing
was resplendent with gold and

barbaric colors, the sooner he dis-
ses his mind the better It was
nothing of the kind
1t was a large room, and expensive

ecorated and furnished The

a subdued color, the
true aesthetic sty
ol exquisite taste

s there were, were
be best masters
a guinea an inch;

as no difierence in
drawing-room of
pat of her Grace the
excepling, per-
ervihing was rather
fresher than at Omnium

styie between the
> Pines an
chess of O

haps that

um's,
wwer and

\lrm

rd had - had

have been plen

r, because sel
like plenty of
Mr. Meliord be
that is to sayv,
down a plank
He
was
nav
most
their
the fourth in the
means of exist ence
.\o(} an exceplion o0
spend mo
and me

barrow

in
to be foreman
learned to read an
v fluke found
tor's office
bad a daughter
ther good-look
maiden at
Xtraordinary a vir-
i r and those about
her amm nke ..:.mr:—h»ok a fancy to
Mr. Meliord, and ran away with ham
The fatber, who was a Frenchman,
having cursed his daughter in  the
most apprmrd fashion, washed his

ue—for

hinds of them; but he drank and
he died. Mr. Melford thereupon bor-
rowed some monev and stepped into

his place
I nothing
that it is
t was
luck. He
a new line,
struck upor
truckload b
whateyer Bath ston
ead of being wor
Meliord ‘made

thirty

began to
have as
liked Thou-
and down the coun-
beck and nod. He

as he

wias not

He was worth a
bundred thousand pounds. He want-
ed 1o be 2 millionaire.. Why, he
couldn’t have told, because he didn't
know he wanted the million all

the s One day. while traveling
down the Great South Northern he
heard two gentlemen whispering to-

gether. They took mo notice of him
because he looked, as he lay back in
the corner oi Lhe carriage, so re-
markably heavy and stupid. They
vere talking about Belgium, and the
words, *“iron rails’’ were whispered

Mr. Meliord, who was not by any
means as stupid as he looked, got
out at the next station, went down
to Middlesboro and purchased 30
many thousand tons of iron rails,
which at that time were cheap. Two
days after he sent in an estimate to
Belgium and—got the comtract, mnot
only for the rails but the railway.
And he made up his million

The moral of the story is—Never
whisper monetary secrets in a rail-
way carriage beiore a third party.

Mr. Meliord became therefrom a
famous man. He.went into Parlia-
ment, figured as a director of great
city companies, was a justice of the
péace and a conservator.

But with all his wealth and his
fame he remained the same heavy-
eyed, stupid-looking map as the Sam-

uel Meiford who had wheeled a bar-
row and shovelled clay in the rail-
way cuttings; his hands were huge

and red sull, and his back bent by
*he years of trundling a barrow up
and down.

Mrs. Meliord had died soon aiter
the million was made,” but there were
a son and daughter—Seymour and
Diana X

For these two the millionaire con-
sidered nothing too good. The son
had been brought up in the lap of
luxury. Like most men who have had
no education. Mr. Melford attached
the most extraordinary importance
to it, and Seymour and Diana had
been provided with the best and the
most expensive masters. Seymour
had been sent to Eton and to Ox-
ford; Diana had received her sduca-
tion first at an aristocrafic boarding
school, and then from the mowt cist-
ly and celebrated tutors alvoney
could procure.

Money was literally no object so”

far as they were concerned,
lavished ‘it upon them with an Gpeén

mlus roomund hand.

As for himself, he was a man of
the simplest taste. He d
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dinner, and he would have slept
soundly on a plank But for his
childrea nothing could be too good
“My boy sh:ﬂ a gentleman and
my gal a lady " \n had said, and if
money could make themn respectively
lady and gentleman, :ncn there was
no reason why thet should not be
Certainiy  Diana \l'n.xnl looked a
Jady as she lay full length upon the
couch at the Pimes. Lorrie Lati
mer's description of her was not  a
bad one, but it did not go far en
ough. Diana was fair, but the faix
ness was of a marvelous deseription
Her skin was like ivory, colored by
a master hand. There was not a
freckle upon her face, not a blemish

upon the white neck and shoulders,
and the dark eyebrows only seemed
to make the clearness of her skin
more lovely

Her eyes were blue, but at times
they deepened almos: into violet, her

hauds were not particularly small—
Mr. Meliord's were the size of a
shoulder of mutton—but they were
very shapely, and as white as milk
As she lay on the uch she looked
like an Ariadne, soft, fair, white,
sleek and sleepy, and no one, looking
at her, would ever have guessed that
behind the soft blue cves was a brain

as keen and acute as that of a stock

broker

It was she who had furnished the
house, chosen the yrations, and
arringed the sober-tinted hangings,
and it was she who decided that the

servants—there was an army of them
—should wear a dark, almost sombre

livery, instead of ti ple or Dblue
which her father w ve selected

In a word as she lay there, she
looked utterly sleep and indifierent
and careless, but was in reality as

sharp and alert as the tiger who lies
in the. jungle with his eVes closed,
and to all appearances asleep, but
who is quite ready to spring up at
the slightest stirring of the under
growth, and—earn supper

Beside her, aimost hidden by the
foids of 'her soft summer robe, lay
irke’s Peerage, and she was about
take it up again, wh the clock
the mantel sheli the hour,

and before its chi ad quite ceas
ed the door open and a footman,
in subduéd tomes, announced ‘“‘Mr
Seymour. ™’

Diana turned her head as a thin

voung man entered the room
He was her opposite in everv par-

ticular. She was he was dark,
so dark that there was almost a
swarthy tinge in his complexion., She

was tall for a w he was Yery
little above the middle height, \and
while she was, outwardly, indolent
and supine, he wiry and ener-
getic And vet, as he came acrass
the broad room, there gyas a faigt
resemblance between !ﬁn‘ for he
moved with the soft tread which one

likens that of the cat, and his
as he bent over her and laid
which was small and white

was stealthy and catlike
“Well, Seymour haye got

yYou
back, then ?’’ L
‘“Yes, yes."ts
‘‘And fatber ?"’
“Father ? The House is stll sit-
ting. I left him in London'

*“You want your dinner, I  sup-

mer * No. A
me—I

mere nothing
dined in town

i satisfy
Any news ?"
What news should there
I went to church vesterday and
to-day. What news have

News !

e out

vou got "’

He went to the fireplace, though
there was no fire, and seemed to
want to warm himself

Not much. They will not
father a baronet.”

‘No M

*““No. 1 Jearned that much. It ap-
pears that they have made too many
baronets lately, and they must hold
their hands.™

make

Then you will not be Sir
mour Meliord. Accept my
pathy.”"

“Thanks,”’ he said

“And where have vou been this
last week

‘“In good quarters. I have been

staving at Latcham Court
Earl of Latcham.”

with the

‘How did you get there ?*’  she
asked

“Through the governor The earl
is in Queer sireet. Hard up ! All

the estates that are available mort
gaged to the neck.”

““Father has been lending him
money ?'’

“Yes,"” he replied; ‘‘a great deal "

There was silence for a moment,
during - which she spread her skirts

over the ‘‘Peerage”
Iy covered it

““And then *"’ she said

“The ear! has a son, Visvount Ken
dale

“Yes 7"

“He is in the army. Like his fa-
ther, a spendthriit. He will inherit
the titie, but il he does not take
care, little else.”

‘Did you see him "'

““No, he was on service. Diana, do
we understand each other "’

“I think so,” she said, with a soft
smile.

and so complete-

*“1 think so too. You and I have
only one object, one purpose in life—
1o get on, to rise. We are rich, we

have money. There is no reason why
I should not_die an earl, and you a
countess—at least. Our father was
a navvy.” He glanced at the door
and shrugged his shoulders as  he
pronounced the word. ‘‘But {here is
no reason why you and I should re-
main the son and daughter of a nav-
vy no reason why we shouldn’t rise
to be—what we like !"’

““Tell me about this earl 2"  she
said.

“Father has lent him money. Itis
a big sum, irom all l can gather. He
must pay it, or—""

““And the son, the viscount ?"’

‘s here at Carshal Barracks. He
is a captain. Called Viscount Ken-
dane he will be the Earl of Latch-

“Wcll g
“I called on Viscount Kendale to-
day. To-morrow or the next day he
will be here; the rest’’—he stretched
3ul. h:)s hands—*'the r'ut 1 leave, my
ear mnn w ; g2

ER IV.
It is the moming alter Lord Guy's

and he Visit, and breakfast = time, Jack is
outside on the lawn, doing some-
thing with a rod, and whist-
ling “The Va " in a loud = and
not altogeth . Gre-
ta is i that is not the

that a steak—very much und
and a glus of porter an exeellent

wotd—gmﬁu nbout the room, seeing

that everything is on the table
should be there

that
The rector is puat-
ting the inal touches to his toilet
and will come down presently, look-
ing like g piece of rare old china or
antique lace—delicate, refined, old-
worldish

Lotrie has not vet been seen, but

for last half hour since she
splashed into her cold bath, a fleod
of light-hearted melody has - floated

down the old oak stairs, denoting
|h.n she is awake and dn-ﬂ\m(

‘Jack, the bell has rung

All right. 1 say, look here. Gre-
ta! Who has heen fooling about
with my fishing tackle * Here are

2ll my flies turned topsy-turvy, and
thie lines entangled It is en
ough to make a man swear ' 1
there is one thing I like to keep to
mysell it is my fly book. Now, who
can have been at it *

“I think Lorrie went to it to get a

pair of" scissors says Greta, re
luctantly

“My - fiy scissors of course ' 1
missed 'em directly, and Lorrie,

equally, of course. Upon my word,
it's too bad ! Look here, Greta, ifl
I get hold of her workbasket I'll—
I'll chuck it in the river ' My fiy
scissors indeed ' I'll give Lorrie a
a git of my mind—"

‘Don't be rash—don't be too gen
erous, Jack ' called out a voice
from a window above his head *“You
haven't got too much mind to spare
vou know."

And at the same instant a
brush, thrown with an accurate
knocks Jack's cap off

He drops the rod and hurls back
the brush, which misses the - lovely
face looking down at him. but breaks
the window mstead

“‘Look herg, Lorrie, once for ali, 1
won't have you messing about my fly
book. It's the only thing 1 care for

“It’s the only

hair
aim

book vou care for,
quite trué, Who wants to touch your
wretched fiybook * Why don't vou
keep vour scissors in another place ?
A, Greta ' the top of the morning
to you! Breakiast ready ! I'm as
hungry as a hunter, though Jack bas
been whistling, and as everybody
knows who has suffered from that
infliction, Jack's whistling is enough
to take anybody's appetite away
Did vou ever notice, that whenever a
man feels particularly comiortable,

he always sings or whistles. ‘The
Vagabond "

“Do come down. | wish you two
wouldn't be so—so wild. That's tha
tHird pane of- glass this week, and it
makes papa so angry !'"’

ireta, | am compelled to contra-
dict you; papa is never angry No
man, however given to vaunting, can
say-that he has ever seen the Rever-
end Reginaid Latimer anger. Griev

cd—deeply
dignified, he can be,
but angry—no !

‘Is 1t ? Then I'll come
once, pig should be eaten warm

But, notwithstanding she stops to
wirow an empty match box at Jack
before she Aurns irom the window and
runs, or rather leaps down the few
broad stairs.

*] wish that it were pomhle for
vou to perform your morning toilet
without cuite so much noise, Lorrie
What with vour singingat the top of
your voice upstairs, and Jack's
whistling below in the garden, one
begings the dav in a kind of whirl. 1
am aware tbat I should be accus
tomed to the”—he hesitates—** hul
labaloo; but my nerves are mot of
the strongest, and at my timeé ol life
one is one desirous of beginning the
day 10—to put it politely—loud mu
sie

“At vour time of life
sie. I regard you as a voung man !
And as to my singing, 1 must sing
n the morning—or die ! You pay
your money amd vou take vour ('h\)'.
ce. As to Jack, I admit that his
whistling .is too intolerable Some-
body ought to sew his mouti up
till u\u- o'clock Any letters,
Greta

Greta empties the postbag and
sorts the contents. There are a num-
ber of circulars and blue envelopes
for the rector, there is scarcely auny
necessity ior him to open his let

grieved; dignified—awiully
and often is;

down at

' Why, pup

ters, they are all applications for
mouney, some purely formal, others
appealing, all pressing, and he pus

hes them aside wi
*“Nothing for me ?

a sigh
There's one for

you, Greta ! What is it ?" demands
Lmne impatiently.

“Dear me how nice of them ! she
Says

It is indeed,’
nice ! "Bul  what is
are ‘them ¥’

“It is from Diana Melford’’ says

says Lorrie, “‘Very
nice’ and who

Greta, “‘and she wants us, all of us
to0 dine there the day alter to-mor
row.”

The rector looks up from his ezg

cheerfully. He likes a good dinner,
and at the Pines one is sure of getl
ting it

“The day after to-morrow,'” re

peated Greta. * ‘Will you and your
sister and your father and brother—

“And your aunts, and your cousins
and your nicees.'' murmurs Lorrie

“Come and dine with us on Wed
nesday at hali-past seven” We shall
be quite alone, unless my brother can
persuade Lord Kendale to join us
My brother is at home.’ "

At the mention of Lord Kendale's
name, Lorrie, who has been aborbed
in balancing her fruit knife upon the
edge of the coffee cup, lets the former
drop with a clash and clatter that
made the rector jump.

“How very kind. Her brother is
at home. He must have come last
night. What do you say, papa ?"’

“1 should like it very mueh, my
dear ! The Meliords are excellent
people, and their eook has a way of

doing anchovies on toast that re
minds me of my club days. Yes,
certainly accept, my dear !"’

‘“Very well. She says all of us. 1|
don't know—Lorrie, You tried on
that lilac  grenadine of mine, you
could wear that. I don't care to
g0 "

“I'm not going !"’ she says, em-
phatically T

*‘Oh, but that's nonsense,” rejoins
Greta quickly. “‘There is no earthly
reason—""

““Then there must be a heavenly
one, for | don't mean going. There
are quite enough for one dinner
party !  Hesides, I don't want to
go."

“My dear Lorrie, the number of
guests'is a matter which may be

leit, with periect seremity, to the
mviter.”
“1 don't care, pupsie,

I'm not go
mg. Do you want my

reasons "

‘‘Silence for Miss Dolores Lati
mer's reasons. Good job she didn't
say reason."’

“Boys should be seen and = not
heard. My reasons for not going
are: firstly—because 1 hate dinner
parties; secondly—because 1 think

three of a family are quite enough at
one table, and, thirdly, because I
don’t mean to go !"

“I wish you'd go instead of me,
said Greta,» ‘“‘that dress of mine
would suit vou admirably. "

“Say no more; when a woman will
she will, yvou may depend on't; but
when she won't she won't, and
there's an end on't. 1 suppose there
is no one here who is prepared to
deny that 1 am a woman ?”

“If Lorrie has made up her mind
you hd letlet accept for us three,
m

“And ‘hal, on earth will you do

with youseli all alone ?"" demands
Jack.
“Do? I'l arrange vour fly book,

dear boy."'

“Thanks ' I'm going to lock wup

that fiv book of mine. I'm not such
a fool as 1 look.”

“‘Really ' What a load vou have
iifted from my heart ! I was just
going to advise pupsie to put you in
a lunatic asylum, on the strength of
your physiognomy alone, Jack "'

The rectyr goes off to his study to

read the papers, and Jack marches
out to his fishing red
“Why won’t you go, Lorrie ? You

know I don't care
grenadine, with
which I can make,
mirably. "
‘“Thanks !

about it, and that
a little alteration
will suit you ad

But I don’t care about
it. It is not in my way Fancy a
dinner party with only Diana ' Mel
ford and her brother; the one hall as-
lecp like a fine tabby cat, and the
other paying endless compliments
No, thank you ! Better a dinner of
herbs than the stalled ox of the Mel
tords in such company.'

“But you forgot Lord Kendale !"
savs Greta
*Oh, no, I don't, but his probable

presence only makes it worse. 1 had

—————————————— ———————————————— . ——" S —"

CRIPPLE FRO
RHEUMATIS

NOW IN PERFECT
THANKS TO “FRUIT-A-

VAXCOUVER, B.C., Feb. 1st. 1910,

“I am well acquainted with a man,
kunown to
"

tbhousands in Vancouver,
| New Westminster, who for
yeur was practically a crlgﬂl;
from Rbeumatism. He was 50 trow
with the disease that he found it difficalt
to even turn over in bed. His heart
appeared so weak that he could hardly
fwilk up stairs

Last June, he received a sample of
“Fruit-a-tives' He used them and
dates his recovery from that time.
To-day, lhere is no man in Vancouver
enjoving better health.

Ilc was building a house this fall and
shingled a good part of the roof in a
driving rain, without suffering any bad
effects”, JOHN B. LACY.

Mr. E. E. Mills, (assistant postmaster
at Xnowlion, Que.,) also writes :

“I honestly believe that ' Fruit-a-tives"”
is the greatest Rheumatism cure in the
world". Try it yoursell.

s0¢. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size, 25¢.
At dealers,or trom Fruit-a-tives Limited,
Ottawa,

quite enough of him yesterday. No,
Greta, I'd rather stay at home You
shall go. You'll look very pretty in
that lilac grenadine and be a credit
to the iamily And I'I1 stay Wt
home , and—and—practice my SOongs '
I can how! so much better when 1
am .Alnnr and kngw that no one i3
sufering.’

As to attéempt to persuade Lorce
when her mind is made up is like
deavoring to move Plymouth K«
Gireta says nd morg

The lilac grepadine, which has done
duty so many times, is got out, and
Lorrie herself brightens it up with
new ribbons and iresh lace.

““As vou will represent the female
portion of the Pmily, Greta, 1 should
like you to look nice,” she _says,
patronizingly. ‘1 suppose Diana will
wear a costume by Worth and all
the Melford diamonds;, mind you, tell
me exactly what she looks like !
shall expect a full, true and particu-
lar account, and 1 shall remain awake
to hear it. You might, too, bring
the menu with you ljd ask yvou to
slip any particularly nice dainty in-
to your pocket and bring that, but
vou'd be sure to blush and hmk guil

ty if vou attempted it, and so
won't."
Not only does she assist Greta In

her toilet, but she condescends, just
before starting, to overlook Jaeck's;
standing before him with her head on
one side and h:: s':vaexely critical  ex-
nudol on
“'41s it necessary—I simply ask for
information—but it is absolutely mne-
cessary, my dear Jack, that you
should wear the bow of your necktie
under your left ear? And wouldn't
it be as well il you put both gloves
on instead of leaving one lobster— 1
bez pardon ! band uncovered like a
danger signal ?”’

“Oh, bother !
sance !'"’

“Now go and enjoy yourselves and
don't eat too much.”

“You haven't told me what I'm to
sav when they ask me why vou have-
n't come.”

“They won't ask, they'll be too
busy thinking of what there are go-
ing to have for dinner.'

“Suppose Tord Guy asks ?”’
Grela

“He'll be the last to think of it
He looks too greedy. but il he
should, 'you can say that I haven't
got over that headache 1 caught
while T was asleep in the church-
vard,"” and with this Parthian shot
she runs in

Don't be a nul-

says

.

BORN.

LORENTZ —~In Berlin, On Thursday,
Feb. 9th, to Mr. and Mrs. Norman
Lorentz, 48 Pinke St. a son.

Which is Your Choice ?

Sloppy, leaky wooden troughs, ®am
or clearn, durable Concrete ?

Wooden drinking troughs are about
as reliable as the weather.

They are short-lived and require re-
placing every few years—not to mention
continual patching to keep them in repair.

The best of wood cannot withstand,

for long, constant dampness and soaking.
Its tendency to rapid decay soon shows

itself in leaks and
‘ water around trough.

of Concrete.

Contrast with this the durability,
cleanliness and well-ordered appearance

of .Concrete.

iries
Tanks
Foundations
Fence Posts
Feeding Floors
Gutters

The dampness which ded?oyl lumber
only intensifies the strength and hardness

Youcan impair a wooden trough with
comparatively little use; but it takes a -

powerful explosive to put a Concrete water
tank out of business.

is your choice—expense-producing Wood,
or money-saving Concrete?

We'd be glad to send a copy of our
book, “What the Farmer Can Do With
Cornicrele,”—Free—if you'll ask for it.
It tells the many uses of Concrete in plain,
:unple language—tells how to make

Canada Cement Co.

51.60 National n-n Ballding, Moutreal |

Which

Hens' Nests Stables
Hitching Posts  Stairs
Horse Blocke  Stalls
Houses Steps
Root Caliars Froup
ellars roughs
Silos Waiks
Shelter Walls Well Curbs )

stagnant pools of

.

WEDNESDAY, FE

Erns
S

THURSDAY CLOTH!
FOR MEN AN

Men s black Melton
imported English mat«
30 oz. weights, and p
47 inch chesterfield o«
collars, are hand fillec
twilled Italian body lis
44 inch chest.  Reguale
and $18, umln\ lmr;

Highsgrade-suils of
and Scotch effect, twee
and olive mixtures. s
terns, coats cul in thn

breasted  sack  shape
length lapels. These »
hand-tailored, 3
ular $20 and 222, Thurs
bargain

Youth suits. (long !

weight English tweeds
brown and grey neat
brested coats, nicely ta
linings and trimmings,
chest.  Regular S7.00 i

Thursday h:m'niu

100 pair trousers stro
Canadian cloth in da

mings sizes 32 lu
ular $2.00 and $2.25. T
day Bug-n

Youth's ('ullw,'r ulste
woolicheviots in black
breasted with convert
muditary style, buttonin

e
Ongina
::‘:l.’(::; powd

they are of the best p

and are sold on their |

your t

Be sure and give us

mal T

66 Q UEE

Impe

For |

Diarnes, Calen
New Year's
School

THE LUIH
BOGK

PPequegnat
87 Frederick St..

i
HEAR YE !, HEAR Y

s The most acceptable
husband’s Sunday smg
of our Paanctellas at

“LEMB

THE CIGAR
NEXT DOOR WALI

AT 0
Ounm nd 0hoint

HAWHTEI
Weber Chambics, S

#oor, King St




