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“He bhas not been bere this after-

noon?”

“No,” answered Sir John, closing the

door behind him,

“And you have not heard anything

from him?”

“Not & word. As you know, I am

not fortunate enough to be fully in his
confidence.”

Lady Cantourne glanced round the

room as if looking for some object
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BRIDE ROSES FOR JUNE WEDDINGS.

BOUQUETS MADE ¥
in the Latest and most Artistic Style.

H. S. CRUIKSHANK.
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Marble and Granite.
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New lettering and carving ma~a ner
run by compressed air.
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ASSIGNEE'S NOTIGE.

TAKE NOTICE that Frank
Hachey of the Parish of Rogersville
in the County of Northumberland
and Province of New Brunswick,
Merchant, pursuaut to the provisions
of Chapter 141 of the Consolidated
Statutes of New Bruuswick entituled
““An Act Respecting Assigaments and
Preferences by Insclvent Persons”
did on the SECOND day of Novem-
ber instant make a general Assign
ment, for the benefit of his creditors
to the undersigned, John O’Brien, of
Nelson, in the said County of North-
umberland, High Sheriff of the said
County; uod also that a meeting of

the Creditors of the said Frank
Hachey will be held at the office of
E. P. WILLISTON, E.q., in the

Town of Newcastle on FRIDA Y the
FIFTEENTH dayof November, A
D. 1907, at three o'clock in the a: ter-
noon, for the appointment of In.
spectors and giviag of directions with
reference to the disposal of the estate
and the transaction of such other
bnsiness as shall legally come before
the meeting.

And NOTICE is further given that
all creditors are required to file their
claims, duly proven, with the said
assignee within three months from
thedate of this notice, unlesz furth
time be allowed by a Judge of vhe
Supreme or County Court and that
all claims not filed within tne tim«
limited or such further time, if any
as msy be allowed by aony such
Judge, shall be wholly barred of any
right to share in the proceeds of said
estate and that said Assignee shall be
at liberty to distribute the procecds
of the estate as if any claims not filed
a8 aforesaid did not exist, but without
prejudice to the liubility of the debtor
therefor.

Dated at Nelson aforesaid thiy
SIXTH day of Novomber A, D.
1907.

JOHY O,BRTEYN,
High Sheriff of the County of
Xormumberl-m-l. .\ul“ "oy
v +No. ¢ ~3wm,

“John, you know something abous this!”

upon which to fix her attention. It
was a characteristic movement which
he knew, although he had only seen
it once or twice before. It indicated
that if there was an end to Lady Can-
tourne’s wit she had almost reached
that undesirable bourn.

“He has broken off his engagement,”
she sald, looking her companion very
straight in the face, “now—at the elev-
enth hour. Do you know anything
about it?”

Bhe came closer to him, looking up
from her compact little five-feet-two
with discerning eyes.

“John!” she exclaimed.

She came still nearer and laid her
gloved hands upon his sleeve,

“John, you know something about
this!”

“I should like to know more,” he
sald suavely. “I am afrald—Millicent
will be inconvenienced.”

Lady Cantourne looked keenly at
bhim for a moment. Physically she al-
most stood on tiptoe, mentally she did
it without disguise. Then she turned
away and sat on a chair which had
always been set apart for her.

“It is a question,” she sald gravely,
“whether any one has a right to pun-
ish a woman so severely.”

The corner of 8ir Jobn's
twitched.

“l would rather punish her than
have Jack punished for the rest of his
life,”

“Et moi?” she snapped impatiently.

“Ah"” — with a gesture learned In
some foreign court—"“I can only ask
your forgiveness, I can only remind
you that she Is not your daughter—if
she were she would be a different wo-
man—while he is my son.”

Lady Cantourne nodded as if to In-
dicate that he need explain no more.

“How did you do It?" she asked
quietly.

“I did not do it. I merely suggested
to Guy Oscard that he should call on

you. Millicent and her flance—the
other—were alone In the Arawing room

when we arrived. Thinking that I
might be de trop, I withdrew and left
the young people to settle it among
themselves, which they have apparent-
ly done! I am, like yourself, a great
advocate for allowing young people
to settle things among themselves.
They are also welcome to thelr enjoy-
ment of the consequences so far ‘as
| am concerned,”

“But Mlllicent was never engaged
to Guy Oscard.”

“Did she tell you so?" asked Bir
John, with a queer smile.

“Yes."

“And you belleved her?”

“Of course—and you?”

Sir John smiled his courtliest smile.
+ “I always belleve a lady,” he an-
swered, ‘before her face. Guy
Oscard gave it out in Africa that he
was engaged to be married and he
even ‘declared that he was
bhome to be married. Jack did the
same in every respect, Unfortunately
there was only one fond heart walting
for the couple of them at home. That
s why 1 thought It expedient to give
the youug people an oppertunity of
settling 1t between theinselves.™

The smile loft his worn old face
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bappy
when—when we were younger. I do
not blame you now. I never blamed
you. But the debt is there. You know

ought to have opposed it strongly in-
stead of letting it take its course. You
are right; you always have been right,
John. There is a sort of consolation
In the thought. I like it. I like to
think that you were always right and
that it was I who was wrong. It con-
firms my respect for you. We shall
get over this somehow.”

“The young lady,” suggested BSir
John, “will get over it after the man-
ner of her kind. She will marry some
one else, let us hope, before ber wed-
ding dress goes out of fashion.”

“Millicent will bave to get over it as
she may. Her feelings need )|
be taken into consideration.”

Lady Cantourne made a little move-
ment toward the door. There was
much to see to! much of that women’s
work which makes weddings the wild,
confused ceremonies that they are.

“I am afraid,” sald Bir John, “that
[ never thought of taking them into
consideration. As you know, I hardly
considered yours. I hope I have not
overdrawn that reserve.”

He had crossed the room as he spoke
to open the door for her. His fingers
were on the hardle, but he did not turn
it, awaiting her answer. She did not
look at him, but passed him toward
the shaded lamp, with that desire to
fix her attention upon some inanimate
object which he knew of old.

“The reserve,” she answered, “will
stand more than that. It has accumu-
lated, with compound interest. But I
deny the debt of which you spoke just
now. There is no debt. I have pald it,
year by year, day by day. For each
one of those fifty years of unhappiness
1 have paid a year of regret.”

He opened the door and passed out
into the brilliantly lighted passage and
down the stalrs, where the servants
were waiting to open the door and help
her to her carriage.

Sir Jobn did not go downstalrs with
her,

Later on he dined In his usual soli-
tary grandeur. He was as carefully
dressed as ever. The discipline of his
household, like the. discipline under
which he held bimself, was unrelaxed.

“What wine is this,” he asked, when
he had tasted the port.

“Yellow seal, sir,” replied the butler
confidently,

Sir John sipped again.

“It is a new bin,” be sald.

“Yes, sir. First bottle of the lower
bin, sir.” !

A

Batisfaction. He was pleased to have
proved to himself and to the “damned

in the library, that he was still a young
man in himself, with senses and taste
unimpaired. But his hand was at the
small of his back as he returned to the
library. .

He was not at all sure about Jack;
dld not know whether to expect him or
not. . Jack did not always do what one
might have expected him to do under
glven circumstances. And Sir John
rather liked him for it. Perhaps it
was that small taint of heredity which
was in blood, and makes it thicker than
water,

“Nothing like blood, sir,” he was in
the habit of saying, “in horses, dogs
and men.” And thereafter he usually
threw back his shoulders.

The good blood that ran in his veius
was astir tonight. The Incidents of the
day had aroused bim from the peace-
-fulness that lies under a welght of
years (we have to lift the years one by
one and lay them aside before we find
it), and Sir John Meredith would have
sat very upright In his chair were it
not for that carplng pain in his back.

He waited for an hour with his eyes
almost continually ou the clock, hut

Jack nevér came, Then bLe rang thwe
bell. ! T A
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Lady Cantourne had said:
“You never change you mind, John,”
And

the man who has striven for it if his
will be strong.

Sir John rather liked the letter. It
could only have been written by a
son of his—admitting nothing, not even
defeat. But he was disappointed. He
bad hoped that Jack would come—that
some sort of a reconcillation would be
patched up. And somehow the disap-
pointment affected him physically. It
a him in the back and In-
tei ed the pain there. It made him
feel weak and unlike himself. He
rang the bell.

“Go round,” he sald to the butler,
“to Dr. Damer and ask him to call in
during the evening If he has time.”

The butler busied himself with the
coffee tray, hesitating, desirous of
gaining time.

are not feeling i11,” he said nervously.
“IN, sir!” cried Bir John. “Hang it,
no; do I look il1? Just obey my orders,
if you please.”
. » L L] - . -

My Dear Jack—At the risk of being
considered an Interfering old woman, I
write to ask you whether you are not
soon coming to England again. As you
aro aware, your father and I knew each
other as children. We have known each
other ever since—we are now almost the

reason for troubling you with this com-
munication is that during the last six
months I have noticed a very painful
change in your father. He
‘very old. He has no one but servants

about him. You know his manner; it is
difficult for any one to approach him,
even for me. If you could come

by accident—I think that you will never
regret it in after life. I need not sug-
gest discretion as to this letter. Your af-
fectionate friend,

CAROLINE CANTOURNE,

Jack Meredith read this letter in the
coffee room of the hotel of the Four

Sir John nodded with an air of self |

butler,” who bhad caught him napping |

Seasons in Wiesbaden. It was a lovely
| morning; the sun shone down through

the trees of the Friedrichstrasse upon
| that spotless pavement, of which the
| stricken wot. The fresh breeze came

bowling down from the Taunus moun-

talns all balsamic and Invigorating., It
? picked up the odors of the syringa and
| flowering currant in the Kurgarten and
threw Itself in at the open window of
the coffee room of the bhotel of the Four
Seasons.

Jack Meredith was restless. Such
odors as are borne on the morning
breeze are apt to make those men rest-
less who have not all that they want,
And Is not their name legion? The
morning breeze is to the strong the
moonlight of the sentimental That
which makes one vaguely yearn incites
the other to get up and take. \

By the train leaving Wiesbaden for
Cologne, “over Malnz.,” as the guilde
book hath it, Jack Meredith left for
England, In which country he had not
set foot for fifteen months, Guy Oscard
was in Cashmere. The simiacine was
almost forgotten as a nine days' won-
der except by those who ‘llve by the
llls of mankind. Millicent Chyne bad
degenerated Into a restiess "Soclety
hack. With great skill she had posed
as a martyr, Bhe had allowed Jt to be
understeed that she, baving remalined
faithful to Jack Meredith through his
time of adversity, had been heartlessly
thrown over when fortune smiled upen
him and there was a chance of
making a more brilllant match, Wi
& chivalry which was not without &
keen shaft of irony father and son al-
lowed this story to pass uncontradicted,
Perhaps a few belleved it. Perhaps
they Lad fopeseen the future. It Moy

“Anything wrong, sir? I hope you |
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“Shall 1 put some coals ont” asked Jack.

Ihis is & sine qua non. The woman
with a past has no future,

The short March day was closing la
over London with that murky sugges-
tion of hopelessness affected by metro-
politan eventide when Jack Meredith
presented himself at the door of his
father’s house.

In his reception by the servants there
was a subtle suggestion of expectation
which was fiot lost on his keen mind.
There is no patience like that of ex-
pectation in an old heart. Jack Mere-
dith felt vaguely that he bad been ex-
pected thus, daily, for many months
past.

He was shown into the library, and
the tall form standing there on the
hearth rug had not the outline for
which he bad looked. The battle be-
tween old age and stubborn will Is
Jong. But old age wins. It never
raises the slege. It starves the garri-
son out. BSir John Meredith’s head
seemed to have shrunk. The wig did
not fit at the Dack. His clothes, al-
ways bearing the suggestion of empti-
ness, seemed to hang on ancient given

lished. The clothes were old. The
fateful doctrine of not worth while bad
set in.

Father and son shook hands, and Sir
John walked feebly to the stiff backed
chair, where he sat down in shame-
faced silence. He was ashamed of his
infirmities. His was the instinct of the
dog that goes away into some hidden
corner to die.

“l am glad to see you,” he sald, us-

farther back in his chalr,

There was a little pause. The fire
was getting low. It fell together with
a feeble, crumbling sound.

“8Shall I put some coals on?” asked
Jack.

A simple question, if you will, but it
was asked by the son in such a tone
of qulet, fillal submission that a whole
volyme could not contain all that it
said to the old man's proud, unbending
heart.

“Yes, my boy, do.”

And the last six years were wiped
away like evil writing from a slate,

There was no explanation. These
two men were not of those who ex-
plain themselves and In the warmth of
explanation say things which they do
not fully mean. The opinions that
each bad held during the years they
had left behind bhad perhaps been
modified on both sides, but neither
sought detalls of the modification,
They knew each’ other now, and each
respected the Indomitable will of the
other.

They 1inquired after each other's
bealth, They spoke of events of a
common interest. Trifles of everyday
occurrence seemed to contaln absorb-
Ing detalls, But It Is the everyday
occurrence that makes the life, It
was the putting on of the coals that
reconciled these two men.

“Let me see,” sald B!r John, “you
gave up your rooms before you left’
England, did you not?”"

“Yes."

This is the pail that
takes the place of a
bakery of your own.

When you open the
pail, the biscuits are
as fresh and crisp as at
the door of the ovens.

There is dainty
eating for every meal,
in one of these popu-~

It's blend&l.

Manitoba Spring Wheat Flour

is rich in gluten—takes« up water

readily—stands wp in the oven.

Ontario Fall Vheat is not so

strong but makes ideal cake
f and pastry

Beaver Flour

is & blend of Magichs Srring, Wheat
in ]hnst the right proportions of
each to make the most whole-
some, most nutritious bread—
the whitest, lightest cake and
Pastry-~and yield the MOST of
each to the barrel.

AT ALL GROCERS.

Dealers, write on all
:‘“h.“ ;ee';b.rc‘:g:c egnin- and
eres . H. Ta; Limit
Chatham, Ont. v é od,
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If you ore subject to
Bronchitis

ret a bottle of “SPRUCINE" now.
At the first sign of your old trouble
takea teaspoonful of ‘SPRUCINE'}
every three hours for a tew days,
and that will be the end ot the
Bronchitis, “SPRUCINE '’ will not
only ward off thaggtack — but will §;
s0 strengthen tiE Promchial tubes i
and lungs that you will Le less
liable to further trouble,

“SPRUCINE”

25¢ a bottle.. At all druggiste’,
THE WINGATE CH ‘7 ICAL GO,, LimITee
MONTRIAL y

Jack drew forward his chair and put
his feet out toward the fire. It was
marvelous how thoroughly at home he
seemed to be.

“Then,” continued 8ir John, “where
is your luggage?”

“I left It at the club,”

“Send along for It. Your room is—er
~quite ready for you. Ishall be glad if
you will make use of it as long as you
like. You will be free to come and go
as If you were In your own house.”

Jack nodded with a strange twisted
little gmile, as If he were suffering from
cramp in the It was cramp-—at
the heart. e

“Thanks,” he sald. “I should lke
nothing better. Shall I ring?"
“If vou please.”
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SCOTCH
MARINE
BOILER.

Length 10 ft.,
Diameter, 8 ft., 6 in,
Built under government
inspection, :
For sale by
I. NATHESON & c0., LYD.,

New "Gla’gow. N. s. "'
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