. iAlack that I did not speak -before!

- furb myself,” mademoiselle laughed oat
4 in relief.

wsilence him.”

* sieur, while there is yet time.”

—
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Mayenne’s Ward

UCAS sprang up.
L “You have himm? Where?
“Yes, I have him,” Mayenne
unswered with his tantalzing slowness.
“Alive?”
“I suppose so.

him.
for him. He is in the oratory there.”
“Diable!
if a quiek doubt of Mayenne’s good faith
to him struck his mind.
“Certainly -not,” Mayenne answered.

“The door is bolted; he might be in the

street for all he can hear. The wall
was built for that.”
“What will you do with him, mon-
sieur ?"” - A ;
“We'll haye him ont,” said Mayenne.
Lucas, needing no second bidding,
hastened down the room. 3
“All' this while mademoiselle, on the
floor at my feet, had neither _stirred
nor whispered, as rigid as the statued
Virgin herself. But now she dose and
for ‘one moment laid her ‘hand on my
shoulder with an' éncouraging pat; the
next: she flung the door wide just as
Lucas reached the threshold.
He recoiled as from a ghost.
“Lorance!” he gasped, “Lorance!”
“Nom de dieu!” came Mayenne’s
shout from the back of the room.
“What! Lorance!” )
* He caught uppthe candelabrum and
strode over to us. i
Mademoiselle stepped out into the
¢ouncil-room, I hanging back on the
other side of the sill. She was as white
as linen, but she lifted her head proudly.
She had not the courage that knows no
fear, but she had the courage that rises
to the need. Crouching on the oratory
floor she had been in a panic lest they
find her. But in the moment of discov-
ery she faced them: unflinching.
~*You' spying here, Lorance!”  May-
enne stormed at her.

-“I did not come here to apy, mon-|

sieur,” she answered.. “I was here first,
as you See. Your presence was as un-
looked for-by me as mine by you.”

His next accusation brought the blood
in scarlet flags to her pale cheeks; she
made no answer, but burned him with
her indignant eyes. ;

“Mordien, monsieur!” TLucas cried.
“This is Mlle. de Montluc.”

“Then why did you come?”’ demanded

gyenne. b e :

“Because I had done harm to the lad
and was sorry,” she said. - “You defend
“me now, Paul, but you did not hesitate
to make a tool of me in-your cowardly
schemes.” g 2 ¥

““It was kindly meant, mademoiselle,”
Lucas retorted. ‘‘Since I shall kill -M.
‘le Comte de Mar in any case, I thought
it would pleasure you to have a word
with him first.” e 5

T think it did not need the look she

' gave him to make him regret the speech:
‘This Lucas was an_extraordinary ‘com-
pound of shrewdness and recklessness,
one separating from the other -like oi
and vinegar in a sloven’s salad. He,
could plan and toil and wait, to an end,
with skill ‘and fortitide and patience:
but He could not govern his own gusty
tempers. - Pt T

“You have been crying, TLorance,”
Mayenne said in a softer tone,

“For my sins, monsieur,” she answer-
ed quickly. “I am grieved most bitterly
to have been the means of bringing this

-lad into danger. Since Paul cozened
me into doing what I did not under-
stand, and pince this is not the man youn
wanted but onmly his servant, will you
not let him go free?” .

%
“Why, my pretty Lorance, I did not

mean to harm him,” Mayenne protested,
smiling. “I had him flogged for his in-
solence to you; I thought you would
thank ‘me for it.”

“I am  never
monsieur.”

“Then why not speak? A word from
you and it had stopped.”

She flushed red for very shame;

“I was ' afraid—I knew you were
vexed with me;” she faltered. “Oh, I
have done ill!” She turned to me,
silently imploring forgiveness, There
was no need' to ask. - ? ;

““Then you will let him go, monsieur?

glad® over a flogging,

Thank you, my cousin!”

“Of what did you suspect me? The
boy was whipped for a bit of imperti-
ngncs to you; I had no cause against

M.y heart leaped up; at the same
time I scorned myself for a craven-that
¥’had been overcome by groundless ter-

T
“Then I have been a goose so to dis-

“You do well to rebuke me,
cousin. I shall’ never meddle in your
mffairs again.” ¥ 3

(. “That will be wise of you,” May-
jenne returned. “For I did mean to let
ithe boy go. " But since you have opened
his door and let - him hear what he
mhould not, I haye no choice but to

. “Monsienr!” she gasped, cowering as
¥rom a blow.

““Aye,” he said, quietly. = “I would
have let him go.. But you have made it
impossible.” ; ;

Never have I seen so piteous a sight
as her face of misery. Had my hands
been free, Mayenne had been startled
to find a knife in his heart.

“Never mind, mademoiselle,” I cried
to her. “You came and wept over me,
and that is worth dying for.” 3

“Monsieur,” she cried, recovering her-
“self after the first instant of consterna-
tion, ‘‘you are degrading the greatest
noble in the land! You, the head of the
house of Lorraine, the.chief of the
Lesague, the. commander of the allied
armies,  debase yourself in stoqping to
take vengearnce on a stable-boy.”

It is no question of vengeance; it is
a question of safety,” he answered im-
‘patiently. Yeét I marvelled that' he an-
swered at all, since’ absolute power is
not obliged to give an account of itself.

“Is your estate then so tottering that
a stable-boy can overturn it? In that
case be advised. Go hang yourself mon-

He flushed with anger, and this time
he offered no justification. He ad-
Yanced on the girl. with . outsiretched

“Mademoiselle, it is not my habit to
take. advice from the damsels of my
household. Nor do I admit them to my
council-room. Permit me then to con-
duct you to the staircase.” : ;

‘She rezreated toward the threshold
where I stood, still covering me as with
a shield.

He had his flogging,
but I told them I was not done with
I thought we might have a use

Listening?” cried Lucas, as

he Helmet of

.

7 .

“Your hand, madenioiselle.”

She did not yield it to  him, but held
out both hands, clasped in appeal.

“‘Mousieur, you have always been my
loving kinsman. I have always tried to
do your pleasure. I thought you meant
harm to the boy-because he was a ser-
vant to M. de Mar, and I knew that M.
de St.' Quentin, at least. had gone over
to the other side. I did not know what
you would do with him, and I could not
rest in my bed because it was through
me he came here.. Ménsieur, if I was
‘foolish’ and - frightened and indiscreet,
do ‘not
doing.”

Mayenne was still holding out
hand for her. °

“I wish you sweet dreams, my .cousin

Lorance.”

till ‘she stood against. the
“will you not let the boy go?”

quickly.
‘Now, there is my: little -cousin ‘Lorance,

1 have made her cry her eyes ‘blind

over my cruelty. Her_ﬂf{q_t_hm",

and I 'have made her miserable. I am

punish the 'lad for my wrong-

his

“Monsieur,” .she eried, shrinking back
door-jamb,

“How will you look ' tomorrow,” he
said “with his unchanged smile, “if you
lose all vour sleep tonight, my pretty
| Lorance?” : : *

“A reproach to you,”” she answered
“You- will mark  my- white
cheeks and red eyes,-and. you will say,

my good ally Montlue’s. daughter, and

dring,
gave her to me to guard and cherish,
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“Pardieu, you think them angels,
these St. Quentins.” " - :

“I think them brave and honest gen-
tlemen, as I think you, Cousin Charles.”

“That sounds ill on the lips that have
but now called me villain and murder-
er,” Mayenne returned.

“I have not called you that, mon-
sieur; I said yom had been saved from
the guilt' of mufrder, and I knew one
day you would be glad.”

He kept silence, eyeing her in a puz-
zled way. After a moment she went

on.
“Cousin Charles, it is our lot to live
in such days of blood and turmoil that
we kiow not any other way to do but
injure and kill. I.think you are more
harassed and troubled. than any man
in France. You have Henry of Na-
varre and the Huguenots and half ‘the
provinces to fight jn the field, and your
own League to combat at home. You
quarreling ‘factions, " must . strive  "and
The leaders work ‘each for his own end;
each against the other and against you;
and the truth is not in one of them, and
their pledges are ropes of straw. They
intrigue and rebel:and betray till you
know not which;way to turn, and you
curse the day that made you head of
the League.”
“I .do ‘curse Henri:

the -day

must make favor with each of a dozen’

strive to placate and loyalize them -all.]

was.

=
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“You speak -hard 'worgds, ‘mademoi-
selle;”” Lucas returned, keeping his tem-
per with a stern effort. “You forget that
we live in France in war-time, and not
in the kingdom of heaven. I was toil-
‘ing for more than my own revenges. I
was working at your, cousin Mayenne's
commands, to aid our holy: eause, for
the preservation :of the Catholic Church
and the Catholic kingdom of France.”

“Your conversion is sudden, then;
only an hour ago you were working for
nothing and no one but Paul de Lor-
raine.” , .

“Come, come, Lorance,” Mayénne in-
terposed, his caution setting him ever on
tite side of compromige. “Pauyl is no
worse than the rest of us. He hatés his
enémies, and so do we -all: he works
against them to the best of his power,
and so do we all. They are Kingsmen,
we are Leaguers;’ they. fight for their
side, and we fight for. ours. If we plot
against them; they ‘plet against us; we
murder lest we be murdered. We can-
not scruple over.our means. . Nom . de
dieu, mademoiselle; avhat do you expect?
Civil war is not a daneing school.”

“Mademoiselle is -right,” Lucas said
humbly, refusing any defence. *““We
have*been using cowardly means, wea-
-pons ‘unwerthy of Christian gentlemen.
‘And =T, at least, cannot plead . M. le
.Duc’s; excuse that T was blindéd in my
zeal - forétlie Cause. For I know’ and

killed,” Mayenne' said- saberly. And

you-know there is but ome cause-with

Loyl

¥
7

I tell you | did not mean to kill the Horse-boy.

sorry. I wish I had not done it.’”
“Mndemoiselle," the duke repeated,
“will you get to your bed?”’ \
She did not stir, but, fixifig him with
her brilliant eyes, went on as if think-
ing aloud. ’ i ’
“I'remember when I was a. tiny maid
of five or six, and you and your brother
Guise (whom God rest!) would come to
our house. You would ask my father to
send for me as you sat over your wine,
and I would run in to kiss you and be
fed comfits -from your pockets. I
thought you the handsomest and gal-
lantest' gentleman in France, as indeed
you were.” =

“You were the prettiest little ereature

ever was,” Mayenne said -abruptly;

“And my-little heart wasbdrating with
love and admiration of you,” she re-
turned. - “When I first could lisp, I
Jearned to pray for my cousin Henri
and my cousin Charles. I have never
forgotten th?m one mnight in all these
years. - ‘God i

and
prosper Charles ‘de Mayenne.” But you
make it hard for me to 'ask it for my
cousin Charles.” :

- “This is a ‘great. coil over
boy,” Mayenne said eurtly..
“Life is as dear to a horse-boy as.to
M. le Duc de Mayenne.”] .

“F tell you I did not mean to kill the
boy,” Mayenne said. *“With the door
shut he could hear nothing. I meant to
question him and let him go. But you
have 'seen fit to meddle in what is no
maid’s business, mademoiselle. © You
have unlocked the door and let him lis-
ten to my .concerns. ' .Dead men, made-
moiselle, tell no tales.” %
“M. de Mayenue,”‘ she said, “I cannot
see that you need trouble for the tales
of boys—you, the lord of half France.
But if. you must needs fear his tongue,
why, even then you should set him free.
He is but a serving-boy sent here with a
message. It is a wanton murder to take
his" life; it is like killing a child.” ’
““He is not so harmless as you would
lead one to suppose, mademoiselle,” the
duke retorted. ‘‘Since you have been
eavesdropping, you have heard how he
upset your cousin Paul’s arrangements.”
“For that you should be thankful to
him, monsieur. He has saved you the
stain of a cowardly crime.” .

“Mordieu!” Mayenne exclaimed, “who
foully murdered my .brother?™

“The Valeis.” : ;

“And his henchman, St. Quentin.”
*“Not s0,” she cried. ‘‘He was here
in Paris when it happened. He was
revolted at the deed.”- i L RGT
#Did they teach you that at the con-
vent?” =

“No, but it is true. M, de St. Quen-

a horse-

“Wonsieur, you are very cmd‘to'xha"

tin. warned my cousin Henri .not to go

‘to Blois,”

receive and bless the soulih#id heard his own lips describe his plot
of Henri de Guise; ‘God guard

; S :
that is true, Lorance. --But I am head
of .the League, and I must do my: all to
lead it to: success.”

“But not 'by. the path of shame!” she
cried quickly. ‘ “Success never yet lay
that “way. Henri de Valois slew. our
\I?enﬂ-i, and see how God dealt with
im!”- . T

He Jooked at her fixedly; I - think he
heeded her words less’ than her shining
earnest eyes. And he said at last:

*Well, you shall have your boy, Lor-
ance.” 3

“Ah, monsieur!)’ i

With -tears dimming. the ‘brightness of
those sweet eyes she dropped. on her
knees before him, kissing his hand.

Luecas, since his one unlucky out-
burst, had said’ never a.word, but stood
looking on with a ruefulness of visage
that it warmed the cockles of my heart
to " see. ¥
* Certes, he was im no very pleasant
corner, this dear M. Paul, His mistress

against the St. Quentins; there. was no
possibility of lying himself clear of it.
Out of his own mouth he was convicted
of spycraft, treachery and cowardly
murder. And in the Hotél de Lorraine,
as in the Hotel:de St. Quentin, his be-
trayal had come about through me. 1T
wds unwitting agent in both cases: but
that did not'make him love me the more.
Could eyes slay, I had fallen of the
glance he shot me over mademoiselle’s
bowed head; but when she rose he said
to her: k5

“Mademoiselle, the boy is as much
my prisoner as M. le Duc's, since I got
him here.” But T, too, freely give him
up to you.” 3

She swept him & curtsey, silently,
without looking at him: He made an
eager pace nearer her.

“Lorance,” he cried in a low, rapid
voice, “I see I am out of your. graces:
Now, by Our Lady, what's life worth
to me if you will not take me back
again? I admit I have tried to ruin the
Conmte de Mar. Is that any marvel,
since he is my rival wigh you? Last
March, when I was hiding here and
watehed from my window, the gay M.
de Mar come alrily in, day after day,
to see and make love to you, was it any
marvel that I swore to bring his proud
head to the dust?”

Now she turned to him. and met his
gaze squarely. : i

“The means you employed was the
marvel,” she.said. “If you did not ap-
prove of his visits, you had only to tell
him so. He had bheen ready to defend
to you 'his: right to make them. But
you ‘never showed him™ your face; of
course,’ had you, you could not have be-
come his father’s housemate and Judas.

‘Oh, 1 blushto know that te Shme blood

runs-in your veins and mife!

i

nie. . I went to kill -St.»Quentin because
I was promised you for'it, as I ‘'would
ha»je gone to kill -the Pope himself.
This is my excuse; I.did it to win yeu.
There is no crime in God's calendar 1
would not commit for that.”

He had possessed himself = of ‘hér
h'al;d and was bending oven her, bura-
ing her with his hot eves. Mass of lies
as the man was, in this last senfence I

knew he spoke the truth.

Shie (strove ‘to" free herself from him |

with none of the flattered pride in his
declaration which he had perhaps looked
for. . Instead,, she eyed him ‘with posi-
tive fear,’ as if she saw no way of
escape from his,rampant desire. -

“I wish rather you would vractice a
little virtue to win me,” she said.

“So I will, if you ask it,” he returned,
unabashed. “Lorance, T love’ you 8o
there is no depth to which I could not
stoop to: gain you. “There is no height
to which I cannot rise. There is no
shame so bitter; ne-danger so “awful,
that I -would not face it for you. Nor
iy there any sacrifice. I, will not make to
gain your good will, -I hate M. de Mar
abqve any living man because you have
smiled on him; but I-will let him go for
your sake. I swear to you before the
figure of our Blessed Lady there that I
will drop all enmity to Efienne de Mar,
From ‘this time forward I will, neither

‘move against him nor. cause others to

move against him in" any shape or man-
ner, so help me God!”

He dropped her hand to kiss the cross
of his sword. She retreated from him,
ler face very pale, her breast heaving.

“You make it hard for ‘me to Know
w]}gn you are speaking the truth,”’ she
said.

“May the lightning strike me if I am
lying!” Lucas- cried. May my tongue
rot at the root if ever I lie to you, Lor-
ance!” : !

“Then I am very grateful and glad,”
Is;l_xe said gravely, and again curtsied to

im, :

“Yes, I give you my word for that,
too, .Lorance,” Mayenne added. “I have
no quarrel with young Mar. His father
has stirred up more trouble for me than
any dozen of Huguenots; I have my
score to settle with ‘St. Quentin. But I
have no quarrel with the son. I will
not molest him.” .. ;

“Grand’'merci, monsieur,” ' she gaid,
sweeping her another of her graceful
obesiances. 5

“Understand me,. mademoiselle,” May-.
enne went on. “I pardon him, but not
that he may be anything to you. That
time is past. The St. Quenting are
Navarre’s men now, and our enemies.
For your sake I will let Mar alone; but
if he come near you ‘again, I will erdsh

him ‘as I would & buzzing fiy.”

| at'least, monsieur,”
'3 Lif ‘not merrily. ;
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“That I understand, monsieur,” she
answered in a low tone. :“While I live
under your roof, I shall not be treacher-
ous to you. I am a Ligueuse and he is
a . Kingsman, and there can be nothing
between us.. There shall' be nothing,
mensieur. I°do not swear it, as Paul
needs, because I have never lied to
you.” . :

She did not onee look at Tucas, yet
I think she saw him wince under her
stab. The Duke °of Mayenne was
right; not even Mlle. de Montlue- loved
her enemies. bic

“You are a good girl, Lorance,” May-
enne said.

“Will you let the boy go now, Cousin
Charles?” she asked. ;

“Yes, I will let your boy go,” he made
answer. “But if T do this for you, I
shall“expect you heénceforth to do my
bidding.” - ;

“You have-
cousin.” i " ;

“Aye, so you are." And there is small
need to look; so Friday-faced about it.
If I have denied you one lover;- I will
give you another just as good.”

“Am I Friday-faced?” she said, sum-
moning up a smile. Then my locks be-
lie, me. For since you free this poor
boy whom I was like to have ruined, I
take a grateful and happy heart to bed.”

“Aye, and you must stay happy.
Pardieu, what does it matter whether
your husband have “yellow hair or
Jbrown? My brother Henri'was for: get-
ting himself in a monastery .because
die could not have his Marget.. Yet in
lpss than a year he is.as merry-.as a
“fiddler with the Duchess Katharine.”’

" “You have made me happy, “tonight
she answered gefitly,

”

called me a good girl,

‘. {Tt is the most foolish . act of  my
Jife,” Mayenne answered.” “But’it is for

: ‘you, Lorance.” If ill comes' to me'by ity

‘yours is the credit.” &
" “You can swear him to silenc
‘sieur,” shé ‘cried quickly. U
. “What use? He would  not: - keep
silence.” - s ¢

,‘ri_mn-

o BRI < viri]l’ if I ask it,”” she returned.

flinging me a_look of bright eonfidenee
that made-the blood dance in my veins.
But Mayenne laughed. .

as-long as:I -have, you will
yourself, Lorance.” 3
Thus it happened that I .was not
wseen and heard in_ the house of Kor-
raine. G
+ Mdrenne took out his dagger.
“What I do I do thoroughly. "I said
I'd set you fres. Free you shall be.”
Mademoiselie sprang forward with
pleading hand.
“Let me cut
L.Charles.”

the _cords, Cousin

of a lifetime ,pmmpting.,.,l‘;imr against
the putting of a 'weapon in any one's
hand. Then, ashamed of the suspicion,
which' indeed ‘was 'not of her, he yielded

glaficd earhielit. béséeching: lbving:* 1
could not begin tp read-all she meant
ing her deep gurtsey, before. the duke. ;. .
“Monsieur, I shall never cease to love
you for this, ‘And now I thank you for.
your long patience,, and bid you gapd-‘,4
night.” i ¥ S
"~ With a bare inelination .of the head
to.Lucas, she turped to go. But May-
enne bade her pause.: ;
“Do. I get but a.curtsey for m-,
tesy? No ‘warmer thanks, Lorance? ;
He held out his arms to her, and .she:
let him kiss-Poth hef cheeks. . . . |
“I will conduct yeu to the staircase;
mademoiselle,” he eaid, and taking her
hand with statelyipoliteness ‘led her
from the room. The light seemed to go
from it with the gleam of her. yellow
gown.
~

ur-

(T'o be’ continued,)

Gin Pills Will Cure Your
- Sick Kidneys

OR MONEY REFUNDED, '

Don’t you want to be rid of that'nag-

ing, biting, torturing pain acréss the
Eck and through the kidaeys? Don’t
you want to sleep through the night
without being disturbed by the sick kid-
neys? Don’t you want to feel well and |
be well? - Here's the way :

“I suffered from pain and stiffness ir
the back: Sharp pains would catch me
unexpectedly, which were sometimes so-
scvere as to fpmduc'e fainting” spells.
Rheumatism followed, and the sharp

to the bed for several mionths.

are gone now, and I have not had a re-
turn of the old trouble since. And Gin
Pilis gave me the first painless passage of i
urine I have had in two years. 23
‘‘ROBT. DERRAUGH, Winnipeg, Man.”
Vonu can’t honestly doubt Gin Pills af-
ter such testimony as this. ~ Gin- Pills
hold out certain relief from pain, They:
are sold with an ironclad guarantee to
cure or refund your money. .50c 8 box—
6 boxes for$2.50. Atall druggists. We
will send you a trial box-free if you will
send us your name and address and say
the paper in which you read this. Put
down the paper—get & post card--and
write us'-now before you forgetit. The
Bole Drug Co., Winnipeg,-Man. i

@ “SILVER PLATE THAT WEARS”

A Mark of Quality

. that distinguishes'good silver plate
from the common kind, that l;:to-
tects the buyer, x}themde mark

-On Spoons, Forks, Knives, etc. , this
trade mark stands for quality un-
questioned and beauty unsurpassed.
. In buying Tea Sets, Candelabra, "
Trays, etc., ask for the goods of
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Millinery and Dry Goods Importer, Douglas St.

Bargainsthis Month

Ladies’ - Volle Dress Skirts, from..... S
Gage ‘Bros.” White Embroldered Hats, from, each ....

~DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING

Having a Iarge"staﬁ' of competent dressmakers, we can turn
% out work at short notice. *

$000000000000000000000006 00000000000000000800500,,,
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WASH SILKS
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, “When you havé lived in-the world |
‘Dot flatter 3

bound to silence concerning what I had |

‘He recoiled a bare second, the habit |
thie "kniife ahd she’ cut ‘my bonds. " She |
looked straight into my eyes,” with a|

by it. The next moment she was mak-|

pains were so severe that-I had to take|
Istartedt -
to take Gin Pills, and in five days I was”|
up and around the ‘house. . My pains|

i

LAKESIDS HOTBL.
(Cowlehan Lake)

1ZOUE . LEM
A (Dtncan Statlon.);

HOYEL &

; bl o pmce BRO'.Pr’pﬁdOr- 0
LAKESIDEHOTEL COWICHAN LAKE
Thé popular tourist resort” ofﬂnncouver Island. Excélleh&: Fly
_ " Tihing, Boating Lawn Tennis.

.. |Spesial Réturn Tickets issued by the'C.P.R.,.$5.—good for 15 days

‘K a$t S Stag 'ﬁﬁl_;ﬂ‘le -above l\‘I:N:;;'mla.r uresol:'t?

fickets for salt at .4 N.Ry.Office good for 15 days §5.00

" Under New Management
. . A.SLATER, PROP.

’A FINE DRIVE FROM THE CITY, %
minutes by E. & N.; high class hotel; every
“ comfort; ~lunch'and . dinner ‘a. specialty.
WINES, LIQUORS, ete., of the best. Good
Stabliog. -

yillows, e

River, B.C.

for'the best FISHING.{n the province, TROUT AND BI3 SALMON. Guides
and boats on hand; -. new hotel; excell ent accommeodation. - For particulars
write to THULIN BROS., Lund, B. €. - o i 2

s

v

THE COWICHAN BAY HOTEL
Yo COWICHAN BAY; B.C. =~
Good Fishing & Boating, First-class Accommodation
: * Boats for Hire. * C. WISE, -Proprietor.

: E ‘ '.POI_NT COMFORT' MAYNE ISLAND HOTEL

retty Summor Resort.
Fishing Boats: Free.

Bathing, Boating and Flshing; _Lovely Rates. $1.00per day, Children, Half Price
Waiks and Drives; Sea Breeze; ua "PER C. P. R. or IROQUOIS.

on the Ocean’s Highway. Take C. P, R
or Iroquols steamers.  E. Maude, Mayne, . 'vw NGAYZER Prop
i ” penen 4 L0 ’ h

IUROPEAN PraAN, Roou ONTL.Y 'AMERICAN - PLAN, Roos- AND BOARD
80c., ~Ee., and $1.00 per Gaz i 8125 and §:1.50 per day

MODERN AND UP-TO-DATE IN EVERY PARTICULAR

THE QUEEN’S HOTEL

"Wm. BAYLIS, Pmprvi'ahri
VICTORIA B. C. . Adjeining C.P. R. and E. & N. Railway Depst.
P. 0. B>s5

'MERIDEN: BRITA €0.

Tel. 512. Bus Absolutely Fras. Buhs Fras t> Gua

THE CHAIRMA

The thick glass panel d
door bore the modest sigh
Emmet, Lawyer.”” Mis@
stood by the broad . wind|
outer room, looking idly§
the roofs of the passing

/in Washington street, a

below. )
= The door to .the inner
wide open. Miss Prescott ;
ered out five minutes befd
it had occured to her th§
business of the interview:
the Children’s Playground
really done. That had ody
to the secretary of the H
nue Social Settlements

to the chairman of the 8
mittee on Cities. Still t
in there. As for Emme
had not got to he a Vo
him whenever this tall
was concerned.

I wish that Electric Co
pill were well out of the
was saying, with preoccup
ness: If he 16oked worried
fleeting an expression that
tary could not Dbe sure.
back at once to his confi
ner. ‘“‘But I mean that i
I'm sending a man to wa
now.’’

She was smiling at him
vaguely.

‘“Well, T shall go to
Tuesday—I hope it will ga
She' looked down and br
neatly gloved fingers along
of the desk.

As: a kind of discove
found her in that small,
action,, inexpressibly femin

“It’s pretty hard for
there,”’ he said—so person
therc was a little commot
Secrctary’s pulse.

“*Yes; sometimes it’s pre
and not always quite plca
some of the people. But"
—*%a good many- things
hard.”

The chairman stepped o

“No! Don't go;down the
he said abruptly. “‘There’
It's just getting your bill
my committec. ITeave it
want to do something!’’

“But I've engaged to go
tested, nervously, steadil
down. ‘“‘Mrs. Randall ¢
ought to.”’

“No!’’ he repeated. ““I
ter than Mrs. Randall. If
leave it to me, I'll beat
The committee shan’t repo
all!’’ 3 1

‘‘Oh, if .it's a ‘question’ d
death, of course 1 surrendd
laughed, - ‘too, .in. the. sam@
way.” “If you think that’s)
added, rather humbly, for:t

Rl t, and

youf I wen'tyfoy
said tremulously, under hi
and ‘they igot to the door

Returning to the inner rg
ushering the  two ladies
closing the door behind h
kept assuring himself, amig
less turmoil in his mind, §
ing whatever had happened
found: himself; gripping the
low bookease in his tw
hands, as though he were
coerce it into acknowledg
nothing had happened. He
ing of himsflf in odd, di
pieces.

When the Clarion publish
-timate of city candidates
Legislature, this paragrapl
under -his name and Senatd
trict: o

“DP?mocrat. Age 27. Bor
County. Lawyer. An unkn
tity. Well educated; good
But owes his nomination ‘#
Gallagher. Has = some
fricnds,’ who 'say he is b
his sponsors. Looks dubiof

It 'looked dubious to Em
sclf just then. He had tol
that he belicved in practica
He - thought he had never
fellow. But therc had qeen
carelessness, a certain
liberalness, in his politics.
ly, there was this aflair off
tric bil: It came back to’
kind of lump. Also, she ¢4
to him- just as she had st

“beside © the desk. It scemeq
that a - wise and just H
might well personally prew
presence from coming any
to affairs that looked sa
and he made a little praye
or to the Providence; or
the effect that, if she wo
in,he would get himself all
cleaned up and be worthy ¢

1t looked rather more tha
to Mr. Gordon Prescott; py
the Conmsolidated Light & Pd
pany.

He was explaining it to t|
the smoking room after di
this gang in the City Cou
a peper concern that they
Metropolitan Electric Comy
passed an ordinance for
when they couldn’t sell out
to-the South Side Illuming
pany, they turned it over
Gallagher.. He got some nf
built a shed that he calls
station on the west side,

some wires, and pretended
the electric lighting busin
my company and the South
luminating got around to
where ‘we're willing to go
ther, to consolidate. We
$200,000 a year'by it, and
88 good and cheap a servig
Public. The lawyers look
and find that there’ll have
little amendment to the St
Poration law. They fix up|
endment and introduce it
Senate. Then it's referred
Committee. on Cities, inst
the Committee on Corpor
it should be, and we find
Johnny Gallagher owns tha
tee, body, boots and breed
We've got to make terms



