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. ¢he few months we have been in Eng-

|

‘. of dmminx,"
. mpeak lightly, “and sometimes I actual-
' ly have nightmares, so that I am being
. ignominionsly sent away, to recover what
i the doctor calls—tone!”

* mess, Sir Ralph observed, now that the

_*[3y Deneath Her eyes: -and-before-te left

. from harrowing dreams, which sometimes
" gook the form of yawning oubliettes,
' gometimes of lost souls wailing for ever

. peaceful little place on the Italian Rivi

. fond, whers she will regain her usual bal-

. '@ome too,” Mrs. Grey answered with a
. gharpness very foreign to her; “she
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Store closes evenings at 6 o’clock.

UNION CLOTHING CO.

26-28 Chariotte Street, -
Old Y. M. C. A. Building.

Great Trouser Demand

S2ems to be without doubt py the great many pairs that left our

store Saturday. :

which we are selling for .

OUR GREAT $3.00 VALUE $ l .9 8 p:ir |

Greatest trouser value ever offered in the city. Come |

while the selection is large and
them all this week at $1.98
trouser opportunity.

Finest New Spring Suits

1 'for men, youths, boys and children in the city. All the latest

prevailing styles, and our prices

Don’t
now 98c. each.

fu-iet our $1.25 New Spring Soft Bosom Shirts are

Saturdays 11 p. m,

ST. JOHN, N. B,,
ALEX. CORBET, Manager.

price is small. We will sell
a pair. Don't miss this great

are positively the lowest.
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Boys’ Knee Pants, ages 5 to 14, at 48c. a pair up.
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{Continued.) '
“Ah! we owe a debt of gratitude to that
gentleman,” said Sir Ralph; “he first
¢ s on your grandfather’s track, Miss
olly, and even without poor Mrs. Beds-
wworth’s confession we might, thanks to
Paddy Hume, have got upon the right
track. And now 1 want you to promise me
ghat you will .come and stay with us at
Maillard at once in your'mew role as one
of the Conneljgdlescendants.’
Molly laughed brightly.
#f wish I could accept your invitation,”
ghe said, “but Mrs. Grey insists upon
#aking me abroad for a time. She thinks

“I think,” the little widow interrupted,
#)Mally has been through so muc¢h during

that I want to get her away for a
until some of the things that have
bappened have faded from her mind.”
“I have developed a ridiculous habit
Molly said, trying to

Though -she spoke with apparent light-

flush had left her face, how white and
tired it looked, and what dark pencillings

them Mrs. Grey explained to him that
since Mrs. Bedsworth’s death Molly had
guffered both from sleepless nights and

and crying in vain for forgiveness.
“She has had a terrible strain,” Mrs.
QGrey said, “and I mean to take her to a

era, a place of which I am particularly

ence and her normal healthiness of

mind.”

“And Lady Bangley?’ asked Sir Ralph;
#does she go with you?”

“No—I am not going to allow her to

o
minds Molly of everything I want her tc
forget, and she is a silly, shallow girl,
wwhose own feelings were non-existent. She

BY L. G. MOBERLY.

would be miserable in' the little place
to which. we are going, and I am urgingi
her to find a congenial friend to go with
her to Cannes.” .

This advice Stella was only too ready
to take. Long before Christmas she be-
came weary of the quiet life of the Man-
or House, and inwardly sighed . for the
more varied and exciting existence to
which she was accustomed. The country
bored her to extinction. She was more
than half-afraid of her godmother, Mrs.
Grey, whom she suspected of secretly
laughing at her, and in her own mind
she called Molly too “strenuous,” and too
much interested in the serious aspects of
life to be a wholly congenial friend for
her, now that her first grief and shock
at her mother’s death had passed away.

So that it came about early in Febru-
ary Stella, and a companion more after
her own heart, left England for Cannes:
whilst a few days later Molly and Mps.

Leaf-green crepe was used for the model
of the gown pictured, the badice and skirt
being trimmed by insertions of silk lace
dyed the same color. The bottom of the
skirt was finished by two bands of tucks,
the material being shirred from under each

anda Hume, the heiress, still talked broad
cockney. His friend etared. ;
“Uockney? Misg Miranda Hume?” h
queried; “my good fellow, how long have
you been absent from the haunts of civil-
ization? Miss Hume i no more of a cock-
ney than you arve. She is—oh! well,” he
checked himself, and laughed, glancing
with amusement at Dayrell’s puzzled face,
“you will see what she is like when you
meet her. So far she/has been very little
in town. I dare say we ehall see a good
deal of her next season.”
“I should think she would prefer the
country,” was Alan’s caiwless answer;
“she x’l,aut feel such a fish out of water in

Grey travelled to their secluded retreat | town

high up amongst the olive gardens that
clothe the mountain sides of a tiny place
on the eastern side of Genoa.

CHAPTER XXI.

Alan Dayrell had arrived in England a
fortnight or so .after the occurrences at
Maillard Hall which had brought in their
train such a strange series of consequenc-
es; but he had shrunk equally from call-
ing upon Mrs. Bedsworth, or from going
to Smiley. Then vague rumors reached
him of Mrs. Bedsworth’s serious mental
condition, and mingled with them came
reports of Stella’s probable second mar
riage, all of which tended to make the
young man increasingly disinclined to look
up his old friends. As for Smiley and
the Manor House, he shrugged his should-
ers at the bare idea of visiting Miss Humne,
of whom he still cherished a half-scornful,
half-amused recollection. He was scarce-
ly even sufficiently interested in her to
wonder whether she had improved or de-
veloped since his last chance meeting with
her in her own grounds; but the remem-
brance of the quaint figure in the short
pink gown and pink sun bonnet, that as-|
sorted so 11l with her flaming locks, still
had the power to call a smile of amuse-
ment to his face; and hs once ‘went so

“Oh! must she?” His friend’s eyes twin-
kled humourously.

“Why, of coyrse she must,” Dayrell an-
swered with some irritation, “she was' al-
ways hopelessly out of it when Mrs. Beds-
worth firet took her up.”

“Ah!” was the reply, whose significant
tone was mot lost upon the listener.
““Mrs. Grey has had cherge of Misg Hume
since then; and—well—l fancy slie has
taught her a little worldly wisdom. But
you will see when you meet ber. Perhaps
—you will not know her again!”

“Not know her again? Pooh, my dear
chap, what do you take me for?”’ Alan
laughed. “Why, 1 can see her in my
mind’s eye as plainly as possible—just as
I saw her last—pink sun bonnet and all.
I remember her perfectly.”

‘“You evidently have a splendid memory,
said his friend, a slow emile spreading
over his face; ‘“‘you musn't expect to see
Miss Hume in a pink sun bonnet, though;
she doesn’t go in for them now.” with
which parting shaft Alan’s friend left
him.

After spending two years in a elimate
where the sun may be said to shine “all
the time,” Dayrell found the climate of his

far as to ask a friend whether Miss Mir-

native land and its grey skies so trying
that, when he had been a few months in
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GOWN OF LEAF-GREEN SILK CREPE,

insertion of lace. The high girdle apd the
folds outlining the deep-pointed yoke were
of satin matching the material in shade.
The yoke and undersleeves were of oream-
color chantilly, the cuffs of the sleeves be-
ing trimmed by folds of satin and small
bows of the same.

England his yearning for sunlight and blue
skies became so acute that they eould ne
longer be resisted. His work in the Anti-
podes had prospered fairly well, and
though he was in.np semse of the words
a rich man, he was so far removed from
poverty as to be able to plan a journey to
the south; and on & eertain misty, chilly
day in February, he set. sail from South-
ampton to Genoa, as being the cheapest'
and pleasantest method of getting aver the
journey. A natural dislike for big hotels
and crowds of smart folks led him to seek
out secluded places and quiet villages in
the mountains; and roving from ome to
the other of these, he finally found him-
self, towards the begining of March, in-
stalled in the tiny hotel at Ruta, The

small white village, is perched upon the |

summit of a steep hill whose sunny slopes
bask in the full rays of the southern sun.
The hillside is clethed with,olive trees
from its crown to. its far-away base that
is washed by the bjue waters of the Medi-
terranean, and the wiew over the wide ex-
panse of glittering waters, and round the
soft line of grey cgast and mountains, is

one of the most superb in the whole of
the Riviera. Railways are far away from

Ruta; you must reach it in a carriage and
pair, if yon wish to get there at all; and
when you have arrived there you feel that
you are indeed remote from all the turmoil
and rush of the busy outside world.

In front of you, to the south and west,
lies the Mediterranean, and if you walk
only a few yards up from the village, you
can feast your eyes upen mountain behind
mountain, olive clad, pine clad, grey and
bare, melting into the blue sky that is the
sky of Italy.

On the evening of his arrival Alan sat
at the window of his primitive little room,
looking out across the hotel garden and
over the tops of the soft grey olive trees
to the radiant blue of the sea. In the
west, behind the.capes and mountains of
the .shore that stretched away to Geneoa,
a golden sun was sinking into a bed of

-y

It is highly important that these organs
ghould properly perform their funotions.

When they don’t, what lameness of the
sidle and back, what yellowness of the skin,
what constipation, bad taste in the mouth,
sick headache, pimples and blotches, and
loss of courage, fall the story.

The great alterative and tonic

Hood’sSarsaparilla
le-mnmmudtonp/h
proper performance of thair functions, and
cures all thelr ordinary ailments. Takes it.
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golden - clouds, the hush of evening lay
over land and sea, a hush broken only by
the clear insistent note of a bird’s call
that floated up from the garden. From
the garden too there drifted into his win-
dow the fragrance of roses and wallflow-
ers, and Alan leant far out to drink in the
delicious odours of spring. A bed of wall-
flowers, russet and orange, bordered the
path that ran down the steep slope to-
wards the olive garden into which the
hotel grounds were merged; farther on
was a bed of purple pansies lifting their
fairy faces to the sky; and in one corner
stood a little pagoila, over which grew a
tangled profusion of banksia roses and

_wistaria, whose delicate perfume seemed

to mingle with and permeate all the other
scents of the garden. \

Whilst Alan leant out, dreamily looking
first @t the flowers in the garden, then at
the yellowing sky in the west, he sudden-

{ ly started violently, and uttered a sharp
| cxclamation, as a girl stepped out from

the pergola of wistaria and roses, and
moved slowly towards the house. She was
dressed in white, and, like the generality
of his sex, Alan eould not have given any
information about that gown, excepting
that it fell about the tall girlish figure in
wonderfully graceful folds, and that white
seemed the only possible color to be worn
with hair that shone in the rays of the
setting sun like living gold. Her face was

| a little uplifted, looking towards the sun-

sef, and Alan could clearly see the deli-
cate moulding of her features, the bright
soft brown of her eyes, ‘the clear whiteness
of her skin.

“By Jove,” he murmured under his
breath; “by Jove, I never thought there
would be anybody like that here,” and
with a precipitation exceedingly unlike his
dreaminess of a memeft before, he hur-
riedly left his room and found his way
down to the garden, where the lovely
stranger in white still stood watching the
gorgeous pageant in the west.

MILBURN’S

HEART=NERVE
PILLS

For Weak People Having Heart
or Nerve Troubles.

SYMPTOMS

8 tc%:l ot the Hs-rt, :

ki ts, Di pells, Smothering

Foel ﬁﬂh‘!ﬂm—d th, Bluish Color

of the Lips, Pain in the mn of the Heart,

Thin Watery Blood, Cold and Feet,

Nervousness, Sleeplessness. otc.,

If yon have any of these symptoms
MILBURN'S HEART AND NERVE
PILLS

will g the whole nyuun into heelthy

action, and gi 'b‘,'foru.bdvigoruy:
strefigthen-

rs We , Ont.,

writes: ‘I write to let you know what

5oudlilb‘rn'l Heart and Nerve Pills have
one for me.

For over three years I suffered with pains
under left breast and my nerves were
wmmple:ymnw;:g‘ﬂl 1 badtt.‘}'uo

> i ore )
first bex ﬂmlhnIl 1 felt much better and now
I am oured.”

Prioe 50 cents per box or three boxes for
$1.25 at all dealers or will be mailed direct
on receipt of price by The T. Milburn Co.,
Limited, Toronto, Oat.

There are reports that James Lowell,
M. P. P, will not again be a candidate
for either municipal or provincial honors.
Mr, Lowell is eaid to have about deter-
mined to move west.

). J. STEWART

The Halifax Herald, of February 28,
publishes a number of appreciative refer-
ences from friends of the late J. J. Stew-
art, editor of the Halifax Mail and presid-
ent of the Herald Publishing Co. Among

others are the following from three well
known New Brunswickers:

S. D. SCOTT.

Since I became associated . with Mr.
Stewart on The Herald staff in 1882, our
comradeship has been so eclose and inti-
mate that it is difficult for me at this
hour to speak of him in other relations.
He was splendidly generous and true-heart-
ed .in his friendships, and supremely loyal
to his associates. No more upright or
high-minded man was ever known to me.
With strong and well reasoned convictions
he never lacked ‘the courage to stand by
them, whether they were opposed by his
adversaries or his allies. As a political
journalist and advisor in party counsels,
Mr. Stewart was devoted to his cause and
comrades, but- never -sacrificed his prin-
ciples or his independence in serious mat-
ters, Having original ideas and enjoying
the confidenge. of his leaders, he was able |
to exercise a strong and wholesome in-
fluenee in his party.

Mr. Stewart seemed to me to be com-
pletely. unselfish and singularly modest in
respect to his own claims, always willing
that others should get the rewards and
glory, ever ready to contribute more than
his share of the sacrifice. Without uni-
versity training, Mr. Stewart had long ago
gained, by wide and varied reading of the
best literature, that broad and liberal cul
ture which most deserves the name of
seholarship—best of all he had in a super-
lative degree ‘‘the brave old wisdom of sin-
cerity,” .

When Mr. Stewart threw himself heart-
ily into a newspaper discussion, he was
one of the most powerful editorial writers
that Canada has known in my time. He
was always a hard fighter when the battle
was on, but never then or at any time in-
tentionally unfair or unjust, and he was
always free from personal bitterness.
Hence among his strongest political oppon-
ents one has always heard in private con-
versation the most kindly reference to the
editor of The Herald, and today the pub-
lic men of both parties at the capital, who
have known Mr. Stewart, give general 'and
evidently heartfelt expression to their
SOTTOW.

DR. JAMES HANNAY

The news of the death of J. J. Stewart
came to me as a great shock for I have
had the privilege of his friendship for
many years and there never was a truer
friend. There never was a man more sin-
cere in his character, more simple in his
life or less spoiled by prosperity. .I-Iia
strong convictions on political subjects
never interfered with his friendships, al-
though his business required him daily to
act the part of critic of the governient
and public men. In all the relations of life
he was most exemplary, kind and affec-
tionate in his disposition. Only those who
have enjoyed the hospitality of his home
could know the depth of tenderness that
was in him. Full of public spirit as a citi-
zen, and always ready to promote every
worthy enterprise, he enjoyed the confid-
ence of his fellow men to a remarkable
extent, and might, if so disposed, have re-
ceived the highest honors they could be-
stow on him. His services to the cause of
historical research as one of the members
of the Nova Scotia Historical Society can
never be over-estimated, and it was main-
ly due to his efforts that the splendid
collection of portraits of eminent Nova
Scotians now in the government house was
got together. Halifax may well lament
the loss of so good a citizen and all his
friends will ‘feel that his death has left a
void that cannot ve filled.

DR. DAVID ALLISON

My personal acquaintance with Mr.
Stewart dates back to the time when, in
the sixties, he was a boy attending the
county academy at Amherst. By the will
of Dr. Akine, he and I were associated in
the trusteeship of Dr. Akins’ historical
collections, and my last conversation with
him & few months ago had reference to
some duties devolving on us in that re-
gard. This gives me an opportunity of
referring to Mr. Stewart’s great interest
in all matters connected with early pro-
vincial history. His knowledge on these
points was wide and acourate. He was one
of the founders of the Nova Scotia His-
torical Jociety, and a very influential pro-

‘| moter of its objects. Anything like inti<

macy in our relations grew out of kin-
dred tasks in this direction: Mr. Stewart's
carcer as a journalist might well be made
the subject of extended comment. It 18
easy to he great when all one’s opponents
are nobodies. It is no mean tribute to Mr.
Stewart’s ability as a journalist that he:
won distinction in a sphere which brought:
him into competition with such editorial
writers as Mr. Livingston and Mr. Elder
of the St. John Telegraph, and Mr. Field-:
ing of the Halifax Chronicle.

Doping a Cold
Doesn’t Cure It

The average cough mixture doesn’t cure
a cold—it ‘‘dopes” it, or, in other !
temporarily holds it déwn, and bottle: af-
ter bottle must: be taken before a’cure 18-
effected. : 2

Meantime you must suffer, and your,
poor stomach be burdened by the indi-
question that invariably follows- continual-
dosing with cough syrups. :

If your bowels were kept open and the

eliminating organs stimulated your cold” ¢

would soon disappear.

Dr. Hamilton found that his Mandrake
and Butternut Pills were more valuable
in colds than any cough cure.

While you sleep at night they enliven
the kidneys, liver and bowels, and thereby
carry off the cold and all its evil effects.

Instead of deadening the stomach like
cough cures, Dr. Hamilton’s Pills afford
this organ the greatest assistance by. giv-
ing it tone, strength and healthy action.

One or two pills is sufficient.

Take them just before retiring.

Next morning you feel like new.

Tne cold is broken up, your system re-
gulated and cleansed and no time lost.

The use of Dr. Hamilton's Pills for
colds, coughs and rheumatic ill§ is popu-
lar because; efficient. Get some today, 28e-
per box or five boxes for $1.00, at all
dealers, and refuse a substitute.
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season is apt to over-tax her
strength and blight the budding
beauty of her wamanhood. The
prudent we of

Wilson’s
Invalids’
Port

quickly offsets
the ill effects
of the rush of

' gaiety, the irre-
wearing social
strain.

It induces
sound sleep—
makes rich, pure
blood—brings
back the youth-
fulblush topallid
cheeks—gives
old and young
the soft grace of
perfect health,
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