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Dilemma

The Picnic
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CHAPTER XLVIL

“Am I intruding?”’ he sneered. “Is
this & mistake of your footman?”’

“No, sir,” replied the earl, steraly.
“I wish to inform you that your plots
have failed—that you are powerless
to injure a single person whom you
have threatened—-that you are an im-
postor and a thief. But for your un-

fortunate son here, Cecil Collins, ;_

would have you arrested forthwith.”

“H'm!” sneered Collims. “What of
Edgar Emden?”

“Here?’ said Edgat;, in a deep
goice. He rose and faced the steward,
with fierce, accusing glances.

“God!” gasped the baffied schemer.
“It is he!”

“And I am Lord Herbert Stanhope,”
answered the barrister. ““It was for-
tunate that the nurse—who i8 within
a few minutes’ call—it was fortunate
for me. I say, that she-cared for me,
and spent upon me -the hush-money
you paid her.”

Collins was livid, and foam gather-
ed upon his lips. <

“Go!” commanded -my lord, “and
never let me hear of you, or see you,
again! We have traced your.birth
and career in the most minute man-
ner. You have no claims upon me.
But I forgive you!”

He gave his son one savage glance
and tottered away. They saw him
cross the lawn, and disappear among
the trees beyond, and he was never
heard of again. He vanishér as com-
pletely as though he had been utterly

effaced from the earth.
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It was impossible to keep the whole
story a secret, but after all it was but
& nine days’ wonder. Lord Herbert
Stanhope was installed in his proper
piace without any legal aid. His
mother’s heart had warmed toward
him from the first, and at last she had
a son!
i+ It did not surprise anybody that the
new Lord Stanhope paid court to Miss
Ada Craythorne, but it did surprise
people that he made a companion of
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the reposed lordling. - Net only that—
he had settled a comfortable annuity
upon Cecil Collins, and it was rumor-
| ed that when Lord Stanhope led Ada
Crayihorne to the altar, Cecil Collins
would take the patient. and loving
Flossfé for his wite, and that the Earl
of Swinford had settled upon her an
income of two thousand pounds per
annum! ' Bvery word of this was trué.
And another item concerned Lady
Marcia Howard and an 6ld lover. If
anything, this created more curiosity
than the others, for they had been

married quietly in London, and were

away on the Continent! The old
lovers had = quite -outstripped the
young ones!
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“Gladys,” sald Sir Charles, one
bright May morning, “let us walk in
the woods; the violets are out, and I
love their perfume beécause. it car-
ries me back to the happy day when
I first beheld you at the flower bazaar.
Do you remember the pansies 1 gave
to you then?” o

“Remember them, darling? Can I
ever forget?’ She looked at him, the
light of an eternal love shining-in her
beautiful eyes. “I have them still,

!ud they are deurer to me than all

elge.! ~

“Heg:-.__ M bir;ls ahgin(. How}«

sweet “thé o01d notes seem. It is all
joy—joy—ijoy! Gladys, do you not
think that we are the happiest beings
in the whole world?”

“I am sure of it, my love, and soon
we shall be one in the sight of God
and man.” She blushed a little and
clung to him trustingly. “And Aunt
Marcia is hurrying back to be at our
wedding. Only another short week. It
is not good of her? Everybody seems
to wish us joy, everybody pays us
homage.”

“And where 8o worthy a queen?”
smiled Sir Charles, pressing a fond
kiss upon het lips. *“Oh, how glad I
shall be when it is all over, and I have
you to myself forevermore.”

They wandered into the sunlight,
and the earl put down his riornifiz
paper to watch théem, a happy smile
upon his face, a smile of sweet con-
tent. They wandered away into the
garde‘n, ‘hand in ‘hand, fearless of the
tuture, which opened before them full
of love’'s golden promise, the light of
heaven’s smile encireling “all thelr
way,

THE END.
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“Then talk less: of yourasit for the
tuture,” cried Lady <

Glyftarde, impati-
‘ently. *No girl would tolefate & lover ||
whose conversation begi.n and’ onduf 4
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“I often thinl, mo\hor.\' sald !tr .

Fulke, gravely, “that she v;u aever
1on an ord!mry man. She wants a
hero of some ngt"

“Be a hero yourself themn,” zﬁfqu
his mother, “It is easy enough.” But
even she laughed at the tro'ubiod look
that ¢ame over his handsome face.

“I really do not know how to'be a
hero. If anybody’s child fell into the
water, I would try to rescus it, or, if
& house wers on fire, I would do my
best to save the occupants. That is all
the heroes in books ever do.”

“Be a hero out of a book, Fulke!
You have plenty of courage and spirit;
do something to distinguish yourself.
I am-sure I am right about Lady Iris,
she will love some one quite out of the
common groove. Think how many men
have admired her—men who are all
alike, The first one who hhs'a marked
individually will be the one she will
love—remember my words!”

Sir Fulke bent his handsome head.

“1 aggure you, ‘mother,:I am equal
to anything in the way of héroism, if
you could only suggest to me what to
do.”

“From my knowledge of her,” said
Lady Clyftarde, “I-feel certain that she
will néver marry unless she forms
some romantic attachment; and I see
no one more capable of inspiring one
than you, Faulke.”

“I quits agree with you, mother,” he
replied, with such simple earnestness
that she laugheti in spite of herself,
“The worst of it is that nothing heroic
ever comes in my way. If her horse
ran away with her, I would rish my
life to.save hers. But then it never
does run away; and if it did the groom
would be there to share  the glory.
“That is nonsense, Fulke; while wo-
men live and men love there will al-
ways be heroes.”

For the femaindér-of that day Sir
Fulke puzzled himself as to what kind
of heroism he- should cultivate, and
how he should show it.

No such’ ‘peaceful thoughts occupied
his rival’s mind. John Bardon had been
seized by the fever of love in its flerc-
est form; it drove him beside himself.
There were times when he spent the
whole day In riding along the high-
roads and lanes, hoping to meet Lady
Iris. At times fate ‘'was kind'to him;
and in the distance he—would sec the
perfect figure and exquisite face. Lle
had not always the courage to go and
meet her. hen his heart failed him, he
‘would watch her until'she was out of
sight, hating himself for his cowar-
dice, orying out with feverish lips thaz
he was a coward and a simpleton,
loathing himself because he did nct
ride up boldly to-her and foree a:smile
of welcome from Ner.

When  his courage was high, and the
desperate- fever urged him ‘om, he
would galipp at!full speed, and :then

{pull up hurriedly, as though he 'had

‘TJust seen her. Sometimes, after weary

LADY IRIS
MISTAKE;

—— 0P thO i

|Hero of f ‘Surata’

CHAPTER V.
“I'do nof suppose-that Miss Violet
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hours of watching, he would win a

smile for his pains, or it might be a
few careless kindly words; and, when
that appened, he would ride off like
one bewildered. A kind word from her
‘would make him happy for hours.-He
had a thousand fauits; he was of a
eou-se undisciplined namre but he

‘Iloved Lady Iris Fayne with his whole

burt. and her power over ‘him mjght
or might not make a good man of him.

(To be contimued.)
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‘Proverbthtland.

A proverd was deﬂl.d ar one oo-
casion as the wisdom of many and
the wit of one. The folldwing wise
and  witty sayings are common &g
proverbs in various countries:—

Habits are at first- cobwebs, at last
cables.

Things don’t turn up.
be turhed up.

Economy is the easy chair of old
age. -

The promised land is - the 'land
where one is not—English.

Lock your door and keep your
neighbours hopnest.

Please yoursélf and -you'll plouo
somebody.—Scottish.

Live in my heart-and pay no rent.

Never gcald your lips with another
man’s porridge.—Igish.

Opportunities, like eggs;, come one
at a time.

All the world's a camera—Ilook

They must.

| pleasant; please.

There are two sides to -every ques-
tion—the-wrong side and our side.

Keep your eyes wide open before
marriage; half shut afterwards.

If you can’t push, pull; if you can't
pull, please get out of the way.—
Ameriean.

‘He that stirs poison will taste it.

Ask the opinion of an-:older one
and a younger one than thyself, and
return to thine own opinion-—Hgypt-
ian.

Money is round and rolls easily:
Roumanian.

It is better for a woman to marry
the man who loves her than to mate
with the man she loves.

You are master of the unspoken
word; the spoken word 18 the master
of you, &

‘He who knows not thnt ‘he ¥nows|’
not is a fool—shun him. He Who
knows that he knows not is wise—
teach hint.

The heart that loves {s -always
young. ‘

Wisdom is made up of ten parts,
nine of which are silence,  and the
tenth is brevity of language.—

Arabie and Talmud,

It fate throws & kanife at you there
are two ways of catching it—by the
blade and by the handle.

In buying horses and in taking a
wife shut your eyes tight and com-
mend yourself to God.

He who offends writes on sand he
who is offénded on marble.—Orieatal,
Tuscan, and Italian.

Begin in other people’'s way so as
‘to end by having your own way.

‘Woman is like your shadow; follow
her, she flies; fiy from her, she fol-
lows.—Spanish /

Pinch yourself and know how others
feel.—Japanese.

Patience, and the mulberry leat
.becomes a silk gown.

Never employ a boy if you mspoet :
him, and if you employ him don't sus-|:

pect him ~Chinese, *

If .there are worms in the’ earth,{

need one dig them up?—Malay. :

It 18 .a matter of indifference
whether a man marries or does not
marry, for in either case he will re«
gret it—Greek.

Forgive thyself nothing;
much.—~German.

He who takes the chutl by thc hud
takes the mother by the hurt.»—-
Panish.

If everyone ulll you m are dnmk
go to bed—even it you are Moctlx
sober.—Corsiean. -

Ask the young pcoplo, they kno'
everythlng. :

For a web begun God sends the
thread.
 Life is an onfon whick one peell
m‘ ")'x

It is not enough for a man to Kknow
how _to ride; hmnnmvmh

othm

Send the Boys’ and Girls’
here for School Boots.

~ Foot-form Boots. Skuffer

Boots, Heavy Soled Boots
Eight Sole Boots, Double

wear in each pair, from

$2.80 up according to

size.
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Only $3. 75 the pair

double wearsin each pair,

LADIES BOOTS

- oy

only $4.75.
Black Laced Boots,

75 $4.00&

Boots for $5 00,
s 6. 00, 6. 50

~
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gain sales.
There are only two good women . !l
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W2 ha—e just received a nice assortm
are showing some new pieces in this ve
lar line. Those wishing to add to the
tion will profit by giving us a call,

H. TRAPNELL,

Jewellers and Opticians.

. “Camp” ct'eammg hot nget the
mmmum of pleasure, leom'

: md satisfaction at the mini-
‘ mum of cost, time and trouble

?‘fn—y «CAMP’ to-day!
shply ‘Camp'—boiling water—sugar and
wilk to m—muﬂpl
e Qf‘sm«;
% PATERSON & SONS,
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by buying your Boots from us.
| prompt attention.

/O0OD, The Home - of Gond Shaes

220 Water Street
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Rolled Oats, Corn Flakes, Puffed Rice,
Cream of Wheat, Grape Nats.
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(ur ChoiceBlendofTéas, cannof e excelled
“Take home a pound to-da agd be;,gspvj;\ced.”

HOEKENCECEO

; 2tz Dfitous.
Cherries, Sliced l*éﬁ%?%é,

Pears, Raspberries,. Slrawhemes
Sliced Hawaiian Pineapple, G. Gage,

Plams, Fruit Salad, in glass.

6. WASHINGTON'S COFFEE

No trouble—made in the cup at the table.

BOWRING BROTHERS 0
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