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(‘HAPTER XXXI.
THE .GAME OF LIFE.

~At the mention of the count, Ver-
oma’s face falls again.

“+Yes, we will go down,” she says,
with a very different sigh this time.

Jeanne and the princess go down
{h® tront staircase and into the small-

er—drawing-room, but the count has

ngt returned.
“Phe fact is that they are quite de-

lighted with him in the billiard-room.
Dbes not some one say that your well-
bred Russian is the most polished
gentleman civilization has produced?
THe count’s manner is perfect; just
as-ho charmed Hal at the hotel, so he
charms Nugent and the rest of them
in the billiard-room. He can play—is
there any game -of skill which a Rus-
sian cannot play?—and they find that
he .can not only play, but play well.
Wiiﬂo Vercue. is pouring her new. and
strange confidence into Jeanne’'s sym-
pathetic bosom, the count is winning
half-scvereigns with the most charm-
ing skii}; Le is the life and soul of the
party, full of anecdotes and courtly !
stories, which he tells even when he

is making the most brilliant shots, ;

his-face wrinkled into a smile all the
while. Oh, 2 most charming man!
And as he likes winning half-sov-
ereigns better than anything else in
life, he is in no hurry to return and
lock after lds beautiful betrothed. It

was a lucky chance which led Jeanne |

ta. think of the billiard- room——perhapq
it: wa.\ instinct.
“Not come back yet!” says Jeanne.
“Let us!go out into the grounds.”
No sooner have they descended from
the terrace, and gone down the first

';reer aller of lines, than they come

updn a solitary figure, seated on &
;eat which commands a view of the
T\Efﬁ(ipr‘.l drive. He is smoking a cigar-
ette, and ic apparently watching most
r.aéerl}'. 3
‘Tt is Her. With a sudden, vivid
'-t‘?mson mantling over his browa
face, he jumps up, and, flinging away
?1{5 cigarette, comes toward them wita
am exclamation of surprise.
?%%’\'hy, Hai!” says Jeanne, ‘‘are you
c8@mposing a poem?”’ ‘
“™ow did you come?’ says Hal,
hgﬁimg Verona’s hand and taking no
néfece ~f Jeanne. “I've been watching
Ire: drive.” he says, innocently; then
h&Tsteps as Verona blushes.
7> came up the sidewalk under

ne_ trees,” she explains.

“"That's how I missed you then,” re-
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marks Hal, raively. “How kind of you
to come. And where’s—"

“The count?’ says Jeanne, demure-
ly. “He 1s in the billiard-room. The
princess and I are going to walk
around to the south gardens; you
may come, if you like.”

I am afraid Hal wouldn't have wait-
ed for any permission. They go on
some littie way talking common-
places, the princess very shy, Hal
very eager and shy, too. Then gradu-
ally Jeanne lags behind, stopping to
pick some ficwer by the way, and Hal
draws a liftle closer, and says, in a
low voice: :

“] haven’'t seen you lately, princess
—haven’t you been for your usual
drive?”

She i~oks around timidly, and drops
her eyes from' his eager, wistfui ones.

“Nc,” she says, softly.

“Nor by the stream?”’ says Hal.
“Haté you been ilI?”

“N¢ I am never ill,” she answers,

“Have I—kave I offended you?”
asks Hol

“Dffended me!” she echoes, raising
her glorious eyes Wwith a world ~ of
wonder and innocent reproach. *“Oh,
no—no’! why should you think so?”

“] didn’t know,” says Hal, anxious-
ly. “You—you seemed to avoid me. I
fearad that I had perhaps said or done
something.” —~
{ “Oh, no! how should you?” she in-
| terrupts, witk unconscious naivete.

How could he offend her, or do, or
any, anything wrong!

“I have not avoided you! Why
should 1? But the count—"

Hal turns his head aside, and sets
his teeth hard at that hated title.

“The count thinks that I ought not
to ride alonc, or §o out; and—and
were you much hurt by your fall?”
and she looks around at his forehead
anxicusly.

“Hurt? Not a bit,” says Hal; “it
did me good!”

“I can sce the mark of the cut now,”
she said, regretfully; “I-was so sorry,
and—aud I would have run to inguire,
but—--"

“But they wouldn't let you—I un-
derstand,” says Hal, so savagely that
he frightens her, and instantly tries
to réassure her by adding: “But there
{ wWas -ne occasion; I was all right; a
{ good tumble does me good, as a rule.
And my sister, Jeanne, how do you
like Ler?”

“I—love her!” says Veroma, with a
warm <lush; “I have never seen any
one like her! so beautiful and gentle-
hearted. Oh, I think you are 10 be en-
vied, and her husband, * great mar-
quis,” as they call him, t be a
very, very Lappy man!” \ ;

“Vane?’ says Hal, looking er-|
puzzled. “Oh, yes; he is very hfppy,
; I dare say; we don’t see much of him;
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“Perhaps.” says the princess, rather
gadly, and looking around for Jean-
ne; “I mus¢ be going now—the count.”

Jeanne comes up and meets Hal's
eager, imploring glance.

“The princess is not going, Jeanne,
surely.

“No,” says Jeanne, confidently; “the
princess and the count will stay to
dinner, will you not, your highness?”

Verona starts, and looks up with a
sudden flush of pleasure at Jeanne.

“It 1 may,” she says. “I should be
so pleased. ut,” she adds, putting her
hand on Jeanne's arm, imploringly,
“you must not call me ‘princess’ or
‘your highness.’ I do not like it—from
you. Would you be so kind as to call
me Verona?t”

Jeanne takes the tiny hand, and
draws her toward her,

“May 1? 1 will, then—sometimes!”

And she kisses her.

Hal’s feelings, as he witnesses this,
are more essily imagined than des-
cribed; but he conceals them by vig-
orously picking some flowers, and,
making a beuquet—the clumsiest that
ever was made, prebably—hands them
to het.

“Witl you take them?” he asks.

Verona takes them with a blush as
vivid a3 his own.

“You've got flowers in your own
garden a thousand times better than
these, Hal tells me,” says Jeanne.

“But I would like to have these,”
says the princess.

And she looks at her rough posy as
though it weré the most beautiful
collection of rare exotics in the world.

They get back to the drawing-room,
and there is the count, all smiles and
polish, talking to Nugent, and the
member of Parliament. He looks up
as the ihree young people enter—how
young they all look against his wrink-
les—and his keen eyes rg¢st on the
princess’ face, but he greets Hal a3
if he were the dearest friend he pos-
sessed.

“You and the princess will dine
with us to-night, count?” says Jean-
ne. “The prince never "leaves home,
or I would include him.”

“Most delighted,” murmurs the
count. “but——" And he looks at his
faultiess morning coat.

“Oh, there is plenty of time to make
your toilet” says Jeanne. “And will
you pleage beg Senora Titella to ac-
company you?” '

The count bows. It is an artful
stroke of Jeanne’s, and throws off
suspicion.

“Thanks,” he says. “We will return
at once; :f you are ready, princess.”

And with a multitude of bows and
with courtly grace, he bears off ’ys
beauuful prize.

““Wha: a splendid fellow,” says
Nugent—-“most amusing man I've met
for years. Can’t he play, too! Lane, I
thought you were a good hand at pool,
but the count could give you long
odds. But ien’t he rather old, eh? T
suppose not, though.”

“0ld!” says Hal, savagely, “he’s as
old as Methuselah!”

And he goes out, muttering.

Nugent lcoks after him, and emits
a low whistle, but it is apparently
Jost on Clarence, for he_ is hending
low over Jeanne, and talkinz eara-
estly in his rapt, absorbed manner.
Nugent icoks at his watch.

“We'l bhetter all get into civilized
clothing,” he says, but as Lane ap-
parently doesn’t hear him, he saun-
ters out aicne, and goes to his room.
It is in thé¢ same corridor as Vane'’s
studio, and as he passes, seeing the
door ajar, he pushes it open and looks
in.

Vane-is scated at a table with writ-
ing materials, but evidently not writ-
ing, for he is leaning back with his
kand shading hs eyes.

Something about the figur~ sitting
there so solitary, so silent, sc des-
pondent, gives Charlie—he is Vane's
oldest friend—a sudden chill.

“Asleep, man?”’ se says, cheerily.

Vane starts and looks’ round.

“No,” he says. “Is that yon, Char-
lie? Come in.”

“What are you doing—writinz?’

“No,” says Vane, with\a smile, and
with an effort at cheerfulness; ‘no, I
was. enjoving a think.”

“Ratler given to that, lately, aren’t
you, old man?”’ says Charlie, laying
his hand on the broad shoulder.
“How's the work getting on? Wtat,
not commenced yet? I thought you'd
finished it, you have shut ydurs:If up

| here so much.”

Vane swiles, and stares at the can-
vas musingly.

“No, I'm notin the himor for work,
Charlie,” he®says; “it séems to go

against the grain.'I don’t know why, |}

but I can’t work: lately.”

Chariio takes him by the ‘shoulders,
and turns the bandsome face to the
light.

“Vane. old mun "“he says, “you are
out of sorts. Youdon't look the thing,
What's the -matter? Confound it, you
ought to be th,@sppiest man in crea-
tion. You h&ve got everything a man
can wmt—nieney, one of the oldest
titles, the nuqr r;qnhu. and the love-

'| liest young: ”ture for a wife! Oh,

hang it. old mn, what’s the matter?
Is it one of the old black fits?”
Vue mﬂ- bmeﬂy.
0," ha 7S, “1 haven’t had one
mlee -a!nae t&, y'of my marriage.”
“*“No, I ‘m vﬂg such
8 sweet girl as. Jnlme you? sidel”,
says Charlic. “Vane,” he goes oﬂwﬁn

amddmmviw,“youuldtoeome'

to.me :n ail your old troubles; uot
o oo R e
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“California Syrup of Fig's"‘
- Child’s Best Laxative

Accept “California” Syrup of Figs
only—Ilook for the name OCalifornia
on the. package, then you are sure
your child is having the best, and
most harmless physic for the. little
stomach, liver and bowels. Children
love itg fruity taste. Full directions
on each bottle. You must say “Calis
fornia.”

that I've half the brain you have, but

somehow I used to try and help you.
Is there anything wrong now? Can I
help yqu. I'd do anythmg—but there,
you koow that!”

Vane paced up and down the room,
pulling Wt Lis mustache, then he stop-
ped and held out his hand.

“No, Charlie,” he says, “you can’t
do anything for me; no man alive can.
Where is Jeanne?” he asks, suddenly.

“Jeanne? I left her in the drawing-
room {alking to Clarence.

Vane starts slightly—not so slight-
ly but Chariie sees it.

“Good Heaven, Vane!” he says, hot-
ly, “vou don’t mean to say——"

“What?” demands Vane, with a pale,
anxious face.

“That you are fool enough—yes,
fool enough—to be jealous of—of any-
body.

“Why don’t you say of Clarence
Lane?" says Vane, with a reckless
smile.

“Well, of Clarence, or of anyhody
else,” rays Charlie, energetically.
“You can’t be so blind—wfy, anybody
can sce with half an eye that Jeanne
thinks ct nobody else but you—is de-
voted to you, and, besides, I'd stake
my life, my honor, on her -single-
mindedncss and absolute truth—Fd

Vane looks at him sadly.

“You go too fast, Charlie,” he say3,
in a low vcice. “Defense is not need-
ed when there is no accusation——"

“I beg your pardon, old man,” says
Nugent, wiping his forehead. “I’ve
taken a liberty, I know, but it’s im-
possibl: to be in the same house with
that wife cof yours and not to—to—-
well, to love her.”

Vane holds out his hand—it fs hot
and dry.

“I know it,” he says. “Adl excepting
Clarence, eh? You see, you can an-
swer for Jeanne, but will you answer
for him**

“For Clarence? He’s an ass!” says
Charlie, hotly. “Good Heaven, why
don’t you send him away—a word
will do it?”

“And It the world say.I was afraid
of hia and-—my wife?” says Vane,
smiling“Vitterly,

Clarlie begins to pace up and down
now, and Vane leans against the
mantelpiece, watching him absently.

(Tc be continued.)

““The Little
Nurse for
Lirtle Ills**

' soothes and softens chap-

mugheud hands;

cracked lfpl “stops colds
—almost over-night.

| Meritholatum |

heals gently and sooth-
ingly as well as quickl
and is perfectly safe u{l'
harmless to the skin.
Antiseptic, o0,
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“~" ExS.S. Gaspe, Feb. 21st.

. 'N™°Y LAID CANADIAN EGGS, $1.00 per dog,
P. E. I. PARSNIPS, CARROTS and BEETS,
NORTHERN SPY APPLES, known as the

Winter Gravenstein, small size, 15¢. per doz,
P. E BUTTER, 2 Ib. prints and bulk.
LOCAL and CANADIAN CABBAGE.
CALIFORNIA LEMONS, 360 size, 37c. do.
“KIT” COFFEE—Small and large size.
MACARONI and SPAGHETTI, 15c¢. pdckage.
FRY’S COCOA, 1, Ib. tins, 37c.
FRY’S COCOA, 1/ 1b. tins, 19c.
DR. TIBBLE’S VI-COCOA, 1% 1b. tins, 45¢. tin.

C.P. EAGAN,

Duckworth Street & Queen’s Road
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LOW PRIGES.

That Store Can Tell You
About ’Em, it
Has ’Em.

COTTONS. UNDERWEAR.

Superior Quality White | Ladies’ White Fleeced
Shirtings, 36 ins. wide, v
only 30c., 33c. and s snd Solthe
35¢. yard.

only 75¢. garment.

White English Long- Laqiw’ White Fleeced
cloth, 40 inches wide, Corset Covers only 85¢
was 70c., now 50c. yd. each.

Ladies’ White Stanfield

Combinations. Were
$4.50, now $3.00.

OATS. Etc.

To-day, ex “Canadian Sapper” and
L“Manola”:

On- Carload (500 bags) LINSEED OIL MEAL.
One Carload (700 bags) WHITE OATS.

“GILT EDGE” CANADIAN CREAMERY
BUTTER—28 ib. boxes.

“GIL" EDGE” CANADIAN CREAMERY
BUTTER—56 1b. boxes.

'‘€CRUSHED CORN—100 1b. bags.

~SLE CORN—100 Ib. bags.

LO VEST PRICES.

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.

"PHONE-393.

Grey Calicoes, 36 inches
wide, only 20c.. 23c.
and 30c: yard.

Superior Quality Fleeced
Calicoes, only 45c¢., 50c.
55¢. and 60c. yard.

English «heck Ging-

hams. Last . year’s i
price 70c., now 45c. Men’s Jaeger Fleeced

yard. Shirts and Drawers, - A\
all sizes, enly $1.25
garment.
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Ladies’ Cream Cash-
mere Sianfield Combi-
nations Bargain at
only $5.50.
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Striped Flannelettes only
23c. yard.

White Dress’ and Blouse
Voiles.. Last year's
price: 75c., now 50c.
yard. \

Some of these ranged as
high as $2.00 garment,
but we have made all
qualities one range now.

With arrivals of New Goods we are able to

olo| o) o) sl ofoiol.

make New Prices, and regarding any goods in

stock we are adjusting prices of them to lowest
market quotations.

You get a square deal here on prlces and
havmg kept on our full staff, we can give you
the very best service and attention.

- >~

HENRY BLAIR,

to,th st

A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from
(a splendid variety of
K | British Woollens, cut by
an np-to-date system
from the latest fashions,
moulded and made to
your. shape by expert
========|workers, costs you no
mor2 than the ordinary
ha.nd-me-down We al- ¢

Melville Chambers, 50a Lord Street, Liverpool,
England.

General Merchants, Buymg and Sellmg

Commission and F

Every description %toc l{e;cltx;ndhe pumhuod and shlpped on

a commission basis. ~bottom m su ompt-

ly. on receipt of specifications, Q“O f‘mmmclqurly ’d
belt ponible terms from largdst d
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%.—-We shall be pieased to book pnugeu':t, ruling rates
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