DANONS FOR THE BRIDR

Or, a Proposal by Proxy

—

CHAPTEX VIII.—(Cont’d)

., Bhe expected t the terraced
,lulk above tim jiver would be the
lace of meeting, because remotest
rom interruptéon. The way which
led directly thither was a narrow
one, but she could slip aside among
the shrubs if she heard ascendinq
steps. But no such steps came up
to meet her, and the broad walk
was empty from end to end, in
shade as well as in light.

Disappointment mingled with her

anger. To be drawn out on a false
. soent—that was worse than all;
_and at a time when she should have
been enjoying her well-earned rest,
the guperiority of her better gown,
the ‘savoury supper served to her
apart. And that supper was doubt-
lgu growing cold, for it would be
like Betty. to forget to cover it.

Where™ éould the mistress have

gonei Oould she be possibly quit-

ting her home, as Madeline Field-

g did before her? But no, the

housekeeper felt sure that would

not be. It was not in the new mis-
t#osg!s fature to put from her ad-
vantage and dignity, though she
might hanker after the tasting of
stolen sweets. If not on the river
terrace, where! And' ‘then the
garden-house came into Hartopp’s
mind, though it was less private,
ing near the often-used gate
which led out into the park.

Bhe must try the garden-house;
and now came the effort of the up-
ward climb, difficult, for Hartopp’'s
wind had grown shorter and short-
or with added years. Shame that
the need for this should be, shame
on the hussy and her lover for lead-
ing an honest woman such a dance,
as well as the greater shame of
the domestic treason. 8he was
forced to wait a while till the la-
bored breathing became tranquil,
as those pants would have betray-
ed her. But here at last was tne
shelter, and voices, yes, voices,
within.

If Mrs. Hartopp had been taxed
with deafness she would indignantly
have denied the charge, but now
she acknowledged to herself that
she was hard of hearing. She laid
her ear against the boanded side of
the garden-house, crouching close
to the chinks. Yes, there were
voices, and one of them was Mrs.
Swayne’s; but, try as she might,
all that ‘reached her was an occa-
sional word, a fragment here and
there. They were speaking low, of
course, which was like their sly-
ness; but, despite her preposses-
sion so to believe, the conversation
did not sound like that of a lov-
ors’ meeting. ~ These two people
were plainly angry, there was some
matter of contention between them,
of urgency on one side and denial
on the other. Mrs. Swayne was
one of the speakers; but the other,
who did most of the talking, some-
how did not sound like the secre-
tary, Mr. May.

As she could not overhear, safe
hidden at the back, she must run
the greater risk and try to see. She
drew the grey shawl closer over
hor cap; it was shadow tint and
not likely to attract notice, though
a white face looked out from it with
hard, eager eyes. She would
creep round to the glass side and
look in. The panes were newly
washed and would be clear enough,
for the gardener’s boy was busy
there only on Saturday.

The moon still shone into the
shelter. Another cloud was rising,
but the moment of its veiling had
not come. Those cross-bars of light
and shadow were still upon the
floor, and there were the two fig-
ures confronted, Mrs. Swayne and
May ; certainly it must be May,
though in a different dress from
any she had seen him wear. Could

he have adopted it as a disguise,
and was he urging the mistress to
elope with him? If so, erect and
defiant, she was plainly disinclined
to go; and these two were on vast-
ly different terms from the terms
of tho morning, when she had wit-
nessed that embrace, that kiss!

It was intensely annoying that
her ears were not keen enough to
assist her eyes. But now Mrs.
Bwayne was moving nearer to the
opening. At last it would be pos-
gible to hear.

T will think of it,”’ she was say-
fng, “‘but'I do not trust you. How
can | tell, when I have given a'l!.
that you will not come again with
the same demand, next month, next
year? I had better face the worst
mow, and them you will be dis-
armed.”’

““Ay, think of it,”’ exclaimed the
man behind, but this remoter voice
was indistinet to Mrs Hartopp.
“"Are these advantages that you
enjoy not worth the purchase, even
if only for a time! I shall be gone
—a hundred things may happen—
sickness—death. My absence was
long before; it may long again.
But you must not lnger over de-
eiding. I will give you another
da;

He advanced as she left the cover
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of the roof; his last words were
audible. The. housekeeper shrank
away behind a laurel, fearful of
discovery; and there came a fur-
ther alarm. The wicket from the
park swung open, a quick, firm
step approached ; Gower, for it was
he, the bridegroom of the morrow,
passed on his way to Dulcie, whist-
ling a snatch tune.

Probably the interview had
reached its natural close. Mrs.
Swayne glided into the shadow and
was lost; Vincy drew back, and,
when the way was clear, betook
himself through that same wicket
back to his waiting motor. Har-
topp returned to her own quarters,
breathless and perplexed, to find
her delayed supper well-nigh cold,
though duly covered by Betty. Her
appetite for it was not great, de-
spite the exertion of the-last half
hour; she. was lost in considera-
tion, even-while scooping up clot-
ted gravy and cold potatoes, and
pouring out (with a head) from her
modest jug of ale.

Bhe had made a discovery, that
was certain. Something was. on
foot that hadn’t ought to be—we
will here borrow her own expres-
sion. But she was driven to doubt
whether it was of the simple sort
which had been her first suspicion,
and she hardly knew what com-
plexion to put on the affair when
she went to tell Colonel Swayne.

CHAPTER IX

The man who whistles is supposed
to be of good cheer, and who should
be cheery if not, a bridegroom
hastening to sofajr a bride?! But
despite that stave of indiffereat
music, it may be douted whether
Gower forgot the black void which
yawned behind him in the past; its
suggested dread was present even
when Dulcie came down to the
library and he received her with a
kiss. The lamp was lit, hanging
from the ceiling, and there was a
vacant settee ; but the room did not
suggest comfort. It was crowded
from end to end with the display
of bridal gifts; objects of art, of
household use or useless fancy,
silver, china, and bijouterie, each
with its accompanying ticket; and
altogether transformed from the
comfortable shabby apartment,
known and loved of every day,
which had witnessed other meet-
ings between these two.

““Well,”” said Gower interroga-
tively, the first greeting being
over, ‘I suppcse Margaret is here,
and you are happy?’

““I have just left her upstairs.
We had supper in my sitting-room,
we two by ourselves. Yes, it is
nice to have her; she is just the
same old dear. I wanted to bring
her to see you, but she said that
would do to-morrow. ‘She seemed
to think you wanted only me.’”’

‘““Margaret has the gift of divina-
tion among her other perfections.
I shall be glad to see her to-mor-
row, but to-night I did want only
you. For I must not stay longer
than five minutes.”

“Five minutes!’'—with a pout.

“‘Five minutes, or thereabouts.
They keep early hours, I fancy, at
the Vicarage, and I promised
Hungerford I would not be long
away. So you and Maragaret have
been supping tete-a-tete? And,
I'll wager, talking all the time, one
against the other. Which of you
two, after three years, had the most
to say?’

“T believe I talked most,”” said
Duleie meditatively, arching her
delicate eyebrows. ‘“You see, I
had so much to tell her, about——"’

““About me?”’

“Well, yes, about you. And
Grendon—and—things in general.”

““And those innumerable dresses
Stephens is packing in the boxes
which are to go away?”’

“It is all very well to laugh, but
dressds are important. You would
not like me to be dowdy. But I
don’t think I have said much to
Margaret about the dresses. And
she had something to tell me—
something astonishing, and unex-
pected, and said.”

““Sad! Then my guess won't
do. I thought she might be going
to marry some French fellow.”

“I'll tell you if you like, but you
must keep the secret. Papa doesn’t
know it yet; nobody knows about
it. So vou must not tell.”

“T will be absolutely discreet. I
sropose it is the Frenchman. And
he has no money, or is bound to
ask his ‘'mamma, according to the
C:de Napoleon.”

‘Margaret said he
lish.”

“Well, English or French, I am
right that it is an engagement.
And I suppose there is an obstacle,
ar you say it is not only astonish-
irz but sad. Perhaps we might
help to smooth it away; you and I,
Dulcie? I am sure you will turn
out an inveterate little match-
maker. I feel it coming on.’’

But Dulcie did not smile whea ha
rallied her; she shook her head.

was Eng-

“I cannot do anything to make
this match, and you cannot either,
for it is made already. Margaret
is married. - And the sad part of it

| |is, her husband has gone away.”

fiA'a’ ! Where?’

‘“She does not know; she is not
certain if he is alive. She thinks
he may not want to come  back.
But that is impossible. Not want
to come back to Margaret! If you
saw her, you would say so too. I
could cry about it, only you know
it would be unlucky if I cried to-
night.’’

‘““You must not cry, lucky or un-
lucky. Get her to come to us at
Grendon, and then wé will see
what can be done.”

‘‘Can anything be done when a
person goes away?’ Dulcie ap-
peared doubtful of her lover’s pow-
er to help, not of his will.

‘“‘Yes, a great deal can be done.
The detective police are better in
France than in England—"’

‘““George, how can you! Fancy
sonding a policeman after one’s
husband 1”’

““Or we could put an advertise-
ment in the papers.” He said it
without thinking, and then wiaced
as he recollected how a certain ad-
vertisement had inquired for
George Cullen, and the circum-
stances urndéer which ke ‘had beén

found. He could not get away
from the yoid ; every incident turn-
ed him back to it; the most trival
remark converted itself into a fing-
er pointing. But it did not occur
to him to comnect it with . Mar
garet's loss.

‘““We will think of some way, and
find the real, original Sherlock
Holmes, if you are shocked at a
policeman. But now, Dulcie, real-
ly, time is short, and I have some-
thing for you in my pocket.”’

““Qeorge’! Not the necklace? I
thought it would never have been
ready.”’

‘‘Exactly so, the necklace. I am
told it is ready only by an extra-
ordinary effort; but that is aleg-
end always trotted out if a thiong
is wanted by a fixed date. I hope
you will like it. I don’t under-
stand these things, but is seems to
me they have done it rather well.”’

A considerable amount of value
may be compressed into small com-
ppass. The cases Gower took from
his pocket were neither of them
large ones; not large: enough to
make a too counspicuous bulge
under a coat. The necklace was
a mere string of single stones, but
the central gems were large ones,
and the whole line held under the
light seemed to be on fire with bril-
liance. When the second case was
opened, Dulcie cried out in sur-
prise.

‘““George !
For me ! Ard what pearls

““I thought you would like pearls
better than coloured stones. There
had to be centres, you see, for the
devices ; and the riviere. You real-
ly like it? Why, don’t you see,
these are the sprays. They fix to-
gether and make this thing; seee
the screw attachments at the back.
Undo these, and the shape falls a-
part into the separate brooches,
which you can fasten where you
please.”’

It was hardly necessary to ask
if Dulcie liked it, her face was suf-
ficient answer. He had filled up
the measure of her delight, and the

diamonds were a last glittering

Why, it is a tiara.
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j pinnacle added to the summit of

her triumph. And Dulcie was
sweet when she was placed, when
the ways of life were smooth for
her. Her little feet were made to
walk on velvet, not to stumble a-
mong thorns. She could be good
when she had all she wanted; it
was a nursery saving of her, and
had grown up still to be a truth.
She meant to be good now, keep-
ing faith of wifehood, and loving
Gower back again for his affection
and his gifts. And if she set love
and gifts on the same lgvel, as a
child might, do we hold the child to
blame ? It is only that its under-
standing is not grown. ‘‘Oh!”
she said, and ‘“oh!”’ again, and the
exclamations were expressive eu-
ough, even in their detachment.

“T must go now, little woman.
As it is, I have overstayed my
time. You will keep a safe
thought of me, together with the
trinkets. And now, my darling,
good-night.”’

(To be continued.)
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USES OF SALT.

A pinch of s=alt on the tongue,
followed by a drink of cold water,
will cure sick headache.

It hardens the gums and makes
the teeth white.

By adding a little salt to the
water, cut flowers may be kept
fresh much longer.

By using very fine, dry salt as
one would snuff for colds, hay
fover may be relieved.

A shallow teaspoonful of salt
dissolved in a cupful of hot water
will relieve dyspepsia and indiges-
tion.

Strong salt water will revive an
unconscious person quicker than
brandy or whisky.

Salt and pineapple juice will
cure mild cases of gastritis.

Salt added to water in which

ocolored dresses are washed will
orevent fading.

LETTERS OF
A SON IN THE MAKING
TO HIS DAD.

—By REX MoEVOY

e

NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO, O

HEAD %% ACHE

Stop it 1n 30 minutes, without any harm to any part of your system, by taking i O
“NA-DRU-CO” Headache Walers “;isise |

¥ CANADA LIMITED, M EAL. 27
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[Mr. McEvoy will write for
this paper a s:ries of letters
from the west. They will
appear from time to time un-
der the above heading, and
will give a picture of tho
great Canadian west from
the standpoint of a youny
Ontario man going out there
to make hisway. These let-
ters should be full of inte.est
for every Ontario father.]

Heron Bay, Ont., Aug. 9th.
My Dear Father,—

Perhaps it would be well to ex-
plain the shakiness of my hand-
writing before going any further in
this letter. Although everybody in
our car is in excellent spirits, we
are all sober. The fact is, however,
that in spite of the little movable
table which the porter has fitted
up for me, the motion of the car
occasionally makes my writing ra-
ther shaky. They are great little
tables that fit into the side of the
car near the windows and they are
supported at the other end on one
leg. They come in useful for all
sorts of things. We use them as
dining tables, and just now an old
man and his three sons just across
the aisle are‘playing a game of
cards on their little table. They
are going out to take up some cf
the irrigated lands of Alberta which
are watered by the C .P. R. irri-
gation canal. I got acquainted
with them through mother not put-
ting a cup in my valise when she
packed the grub for me to eat on
the trip. I borrowed a cup from
them and traded two bananas for
a cup of coffee and some dried
beef. They are a fine jolly crowd
in this car, and there is all sorts
of fun all the time, especially at
meal times.

I am mighty glad already that
we decided I should come out
west thif summer, even if I don’t
stop here. Why, I never realized
before what a big place Ontario
is. Of course, that big map of the
Dominion hanging on the school-
house wall, showed that the Prov-
ince was some size, but here I liave
been travelling along for pretty
near twenty-four hours, and we
have to go over fourteen hours
more before we get to Manitoba.
We cross the boundary at Rennie,
just 1161 miles from the Union Sta-
tion, Toronto, where you saw me
off when I climbed up into this car
in the Canadian Pacific train for
Vancouver.

Do you know, Dad, for all they
talk of the West, we have a gcod
line of country in" Ontario. We
didn’t see much of Muskoka, as we
passed through there at night, but
I woke at Muskoka station and
raised the blind at my window and
saw the trunks of the nearest trees
looking ghostly in the electric
lights of the station. Behind them
was black mystery. Of course, I
couldn’t see much, but it looked as
though the folks that go there for
their holidays ought to get a
pretty good change from the cities.
At breakfast time, on the first
morning of our trip, we were in
the Sudbury district, and it’s some-
thing to make
chests, and feel proud to think that
the richest nickel and eopper de-
posits in the whole world are right
here in Ontario. Moose Mountain
Range is close here, too—the great-
est known iron range in Canada.
This ought to be a great inanufac-
turing district some day.

There is not much timber round
the line just near Sudbury. The
trees die when they get to be six
or nine inches through. Poplar
trees grow about twenty feet high
and then they die, and everywhere
you can see these young trees cov-
ered with dead, shrivelled leaves.
Low bushes give the only touch of
green to be seen, and everywhere
there are rocks of all kinds, sizes
and shapes. There are rocks that
you could play duck on the rock
with, and others that are bigger
than our barn at home, with all
sizes in between. It must have
been a tremendous job putting the
railroad through here.
like railroad building

was what '

never finished. Every little while
we pass a gang of  men who are
busy doing something to the track.
They build culverts of concrete
sections and turn streamsthrough
them, then they fill in solid all
round them, so that a number of
little bridges have been done away
with. Long trestles have been
filled in the same way with solid
banks in some, places thirty or
forty feet high. The line crosses
deep valleys on thes high banks,
and if there is a stream in the bot-
tom of it, the railway may cut a
new channel for it through the
solid rock. I would like to see how

us throw out our |

It seems| K

mother says woman’s work is—it’s| |§

they managed to get over this

country in the days when ‘they

used to go to Winnipeg by ex-cart.

I saw my first real live Indian
to-day. There are lots of lakes all
through this country, you are
hardly ever out of sight of water
in this part of Ontario, and just
as we passed one lake I caught
sight of an Indian tepee on an is-
land, with a squaw bending over a
fire. There was a birch-bark canoe
—the geuuine thing—drawn out of
the water and lying upside down,
close to the tepee. You go for
miles and miles in the train with-
out seeing anybody, and then you
may come on a little clearing with
a l‘xttle bit of a wooden house, un-
painted and looking more like a
box with windows than a house.
But there may be a flag-pole along-
side, where the Union Jack is run
up on holidays. The children who
run out of these cabins and wave
at the train, as it goes by, seem
quite glad to see someone, even if
it's only to shout ‘‘howdy,’”’ as the
train rushes by

We passed a grave to-day, where,
I suppose, some settler is buried.
It was all alone in a small cleared
space among the trees and bushes.
It ‘looked awfully lonely in that
wilderness, but there must have
been someone to think kindly of
the man who is taking his last rest
there, for a wooden picket fence
had been built round the grave,
and a weather-worn wooden cross
stood at its head.

8ay, Dad, I do wish you could
have been with me this last half
bhour. We have just come into
view of Lake Buperior. All day
we have been rolling along be-
tween fairly high hills. Just as
the shadows of evening were com-
ing on we turned down the valley
of a river, and suddenly came in
full view of the wide expanse of
Lake Superior. It was grand. The
lake was a bright blue, far out to
the horizon, where a blue moun-
tainous island loomed up. In
shore, a hundred feet or so below
us, the waves were dashing in
snowy breakers on the rocks. All
about the lake were high, rolling
hills, their wooded sides bathed in
the mellow ruddy light of sunset.
The track here winds in and out
around the hills, and sometimes
goes through tunnels, while at
other times it runs along a precipit-
ous wall, at the foot of which the
waves constantly dash.

For some reason, the view of
those great hills, and the mighty
lake in the sunset light made me
think of us singing ‘““‘Abide With
Me’’ in the church home,
especially that verse:

at

"Swift -to its close ebbs out life’s
little day ;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories
pass away ;
Change and decay in all around 1
see; :
O Thou, Who changest not, abide
with me."”’

Perhaps it was the thought that
the waves of this lake were dash-
ing about that distant island, and
at the feet of those hills, for un-
told centuries without change, that
made me think of the hymn. It
was a sort of glimpse of ~ternity.

We are ruanning on with con-
stantly changing views f the lake,
which is disappearing in the gath-
ering night. It is immense. i
would sort of like to hear the hum|
of the separator at home now, and
I can imagine that you are about)
hitching up Nellie to go to the|
post office. ‘Well, I must say good-
bye now as the porter is beginning
to make up the beds. Tell mother
I will write to her.

Your loving son,
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UPSET HIM.
Hub (angrily)—‘“What! Thirty-
five dollars for that new hat? You
told me hats could be bought from

$4 up.”’ L
Wifey—‘‘Yes, dear, this is one of

the ‘ups.””’
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WAR AND BRITISH CREDIT.

Moor War Increased Debt Eight
Hursired Million Dollars.

Xm 2800 the debt of Great Bri-
taip stood at the lowest point since
the Mapoleonic wars, and for four
years Government bonds bearl.nl‘
two and three-quarter per cent in-
terest had sold at a premium aver-
aging about ten per cent. Then
came the Boer War, increasing the
debt by eight hundred million dol-
lars and making the total nearly®
four billions. ‘“This,”’ the editox
of the Economist recently observ-
ed, ‘“was the highest point since
1867; so that the national savings
of thirty-six years of peace were
swept away by national borrowings
during three years of war.”” And
in April, 1903, interest on consols
was reduced to two . and a half
per cent. i

For a good while consols have
been selling at a discount of about
twenty per cent., and in the middle
of July they dropped to seventy-
eight and a quarter—the lowesb
price in eighty years. The drop
was attributed ' to apprehensiom -
over the Morocco situation——whioh;
naturally raises a question asvto
what would become of consols if
there were a real war scare. f

Money cannot be had at two andi
a half per cent. because there are.
too many competitors for the
world’s savings. The relative pric-|
es of British two and a half per
cents and French three per cents
suggests that investors do not like
a very low-rate bond, even at a
discount.

The more important point is that
about a year of actual fighting with
a handful of Boers caused Britain’s
debt to increase three-fourths as
much as twelve years of fighting
with Napoleon at the height of his
power. That suggests the colossal
destructiveness of modern warfare..
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GET POWER.

The Supply Comes From Food.

If we get power from food why
not strive to get all the power we,
can. That is only possible by use
of skilfully selected food that ex-
actly fits the requirements of the
body.

PooRfuel makes a poor fire and
a poor!fire is not a good steam
producer. I

‘“From not knowing how to select
the right food to fit my needs, I
suffered grievously for a long time
from stomach troubles,”’ writes &
lady from a little town in Missouri.'

““It seemed as if I would ncver
be able to find out the sort of food
that was best for me. Hardly any-
thing that I could eat would stay
on my stomach. Every attempt
gave me heartburn and filled my
stomach with gas. I got thinner
and thinner until I literally became
a living skeleton and in time was
compelled to keep to my bed.

‘““A few months ago I was per-
suaded to try Graps-Nuts food,:
and it had such good effect from
the very beginning that I have
kept up its use ever since. I was
surprised at the ease with which T
digested it. It proved to be jusb'
what I needed. )

““All my unpleasant symptoms,

I the heartburn, the inflated feeling

which gave me so much pain dis-
appeared. My weight grsdually'
increased from 98 to 116 pounds,
my figure rounded out, my strength
came back, and I am now zble te
do my housework and enjoy it.
Grape-Nuts food did it.”’ Name
given by Postum Co., Battle Creek,
Mich.

A ten days’ trial will show any-,
one some facts about food.

Read the little book, ‘“The Road
to Wellville,”” in pkgs. “There's
a reason.”’

Ever read the abov:auttar? A new one

appears from time me. The
genuine, true, and full of human Intynr:srz

It is easier to accept a position
than it is to hold a job.

“THE BEST HO

ST YR CAXEENE

ME PRESERVES”

Ask your grocer for Redpath

The Canada Sugar Rofini

These are made by rightly ¢ombining luscious fresh fruith with

EXTRA GRANULATED SUQGAR

The best results are then assured.

knows then that you want the best.

Estabhlished in 1864 by John Redpath.

Extra Granulated SBugar: He

ng Co., Limited, Montreal
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