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GILLETTS LYE

that we should come into the conser-
vatory; and he has gone for my shawl,
though reaily it is hot enough here.”

“Yes, yes, 1 know,” he eays, hurried-
ly, in mortal dread of the reappear-
ance of Hector Warren. “It is awfully
hot even lhere, but it is cool cutside;
and here is a shawl, Will you come?”

Signa cannot refuse, or say, “I am
waiting for Hector Warren, and I will

“Miss Grenville wishes you to sing,”
he says, without lifting his eyes to
the handsome face.

“Certainly,” says Sir Hector War-
ren mmmediately; and he goes to the
piano as if obedience to Signa’s wish
was the first duty of his life. Sir
Frederic stalks off, instead of reméin-
ing at the piano, as he should do, and
throws himself down beside Lady
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of that struggle whaling was the most |
important branch of the American |
fisheries. From 500 to 700 vessels .
sought whales in all the oceans and
seas of the world, and in one year!
New Bedford alone sent out 300 ves
sels, whose cargoes of bone and ofi
were the basis of the industrial life
of the city.

The pursuit of sperm whales reach-
ed its climax in 1837, when oil valued
at nearly §4,500,000 was brought in,
mostly from the south Pacific. The
heigkt of the industry was in 1846,
when 70,000 persons derived their sup-
port from whales and 720 vessels, val-
ued at §21,000,000, were engaged.

For more than fifty years the fish-
cry has been declining, and in numer-
ous ports that once derived most of
their wealth from the industry there
have for a long time existed only
memories of former greatness. For a
number of years the sperm, right and
bow head whales that supported the
fishery in early years have been very
scarce and their pursuit has been un-
profitabie, and the present importance

strained to cateh tie dreaded foot-
steps. “Yes, yes, it would be an im-
provement on the usval dinner-party,

shaking her head, in answer to some
pleading question of Hector Warren’s.
“It is most  difficult, and—and I
should put you out.”

“No,” he savs, “1 will chance that.
Do try. I shall be so grateful.”

And he places a piece of musie up-
on the stand.

“Then you must play,” says Signa,
getting up resolutely. *1 dare not at-
tempt it unless you nlay.”

He sits down, and then Sir Frederic,
with a i pang, unaerstands that
they a2re going to sing a duet

With a faint color in ner cheeks,
and with lowered eyes, Signa begins.
It 1s an old-fashioned duet, a dialogue
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them to sing again, Sir Frederic.”

But he doesn’t answer, and stalks to
the car-table, standing over Lady
Rookwell, with his back to the piano,
to shut out the sight of the pair that
Lady Bumbleby thinks will make such
a good match.

“Curse him!” he mutters. “It—it
shall not be! Never! No, never: l‘ll—'
I'll find some way to prevent it! I—"

“What's the matter—am I playlng‘
wrong?” asks Lady Rookwell, looking
up; and driven away again he mut-
ters a negative, and with a scowl that |
takes in the whole room, goes straight
out into the hall. But even here there
Is no rest for him; Hector Warre.’s
voice reaches out like a tormenrtng
lf'lend’s, and fills his jealous soul with
ury.

Then, as he reflects that he has lost
two chances; that he has sat with her
at dinner, and had the opportunity of
hovering near her at the piano, he
curses himself for not having made the
best of those chances, and. remember-
ing his mother’s advice, he struggles
hard to be calm and composed.
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The footmen move to and fro with |
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usual little pleasant preliminary chat- | trying not to color and frown.
ter at the whist tobes, Lady Bem- “Ol, thank you!” says Signa, in 1he
bleby, who dislikes whist because, as | low, sweet voice which, though it is

Ilector Warren can get near, and
stands tall, but awkward and ungainly,
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he has seen, and Sir Froderie still
bends over his photozraph allyun. And
Signa, nestling in tiho capacious arme
chair just beside which Heetor War

ren stands, listens with  haif-closed
eyes, and is happyr. Perhaps !ector
Warren knows  that within

she is
hearing, for certainly cverr

then he turns his hesd
his story as much to her

v and

Bumbleby; and it such times S 5
cyes meet his with o rapt attention,
and sometimes with a smile, whieh
repays him in mor: precious coin

than Lady. Bambleby's

Yes, she is ve oy
tles back and , and lots L
eyes wander idly arouid the beautitai
rcom, so cheerful »nd pleasan: with
its many wax candles and  subduel
Lrightness. There is 10 spark of un-
werthy vauity in hep cemposition, or
else she would have noticed the me-
ticnless, awkward figare at the wable,
and understood v the not annand-
seme face is heavy and the glance that
he scmetimes lifts to Heetor Warren
sullen and ar In her inunoceat
unconsciousness, she really  thinks
that Sir Frederic is decply interested
ir the presentment of Lady Rookwell's
friends and relatives, and idly won-
ders how on carth a man ecan giow
absorbed in a photograph album for
the halt hour togethor.
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“What a wonderfal memory  vou
must have, althouzh you ecoulda't
recollect Lady Reokweell’s nice»,” |ays

Lady Bumbleby to llector ‘Warren;
“but I don't want te keep you talking
all the evening. Weren't you going to
sing, Miss CGrenville? 1 poliove she
is asleep,” she savs, craning her neck
te cateh a glimpse of Nigna.

“Are you?" he bending over
her so low down he  almost
touches the top of her d, and makes
Sir Frederic wince as if some oae had
stabbed him.,

“Not in the least,” s
ing up and mceting i
been listening to your storios.
never tell Archic and me any,”
says, reproachfully,

“Doesn’t he, ny
Bumbleby., “Then makes 2 all
the more grateful. You must be g
very agreeable sort of man, Mr, War-

EHE

hat

‘s Signa, look-
“I have
You

sile

eyes,

nuts in Lacdy

ren, to cxert yours-lf to amuse an
old woman like me.”
“There, you see  what you have

done!” he says, to Sigua, in that low,
confidential tou~, which makes Sir
Frederic mad.  “You have ‘empted
Lady Bumbleby into direct libel. Now
tbe best thing you can do is to atone
for it by singing her something.”

Signa nestles still ¢loser.

“l am so comloriable,” she says,
tken she laughs and gets up, and he
goes with her:to the jiano.

A sudden inspiration falls upon Sir
Frederic. e nearvest the instru
mert. \Why shoald ¢hiz man, this ad-
venturer and dinn:r-table wit, coming
fion iteaven kpows where, monopol-
fze the most brilliant and bheautiful
girl in the room?  fie, Sir Fred ric,
will slip in between, o, with a couple
of lcng strides, he veaches tha Jann,
and opens it betore ciiher Signa or

is
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veice is harsh and hurried com-
pared with the caln, easy toncs of
Hector Warren.
“It was put in the carriage,”
Signa, looking round at the 2ard-table.
But Hector Warren,  with many
ayolcgies for interrupting the game,
has inquired of
comes up to the piano with
feripition that the musie
terbury,
I'N get it,” says Sir Frederie, hur-

says

the in-
is in tha

| fong on th

riedly, and he geis it, nearly knock-
ing some valuable ¢hina orna:aents
frem the canterbury as he does so.

“Thanks,” says Signa, gratefully, as
e comes up red and hot. “What
shall 1 sing? -or shail I play”™ and
she looks up at him with a kindly
£mile,

Sir Frederic turn% over the musie
hurriedly, and takes a sorng haphazard,

- =
DRS. SOPER & WHITE

SPECIALISTS
Plles, Eczema, Asthma, Catarrh. Pimples,
Oyspepsia, Epilepsy, Rheumatism, 8kin, Kid-
ney, Blood, Nerve and Biadder Diseases,
Call or send history for free advice. Medicine
furnid ed in tablet form, Hours—10 am. to 1 p.m.
acd 20 6 pm, Sundays—10a,m. to 1 pm.

Consultation Free

DRE. SOPER & WHITE

25 Torunto St,, Toronto, Ont.

——
Please Mention This Paper.
feeling all the time that Iiector War-
ren would have chosen with caretu)

celiberation.

“That!” said Signa. “I'm afraid—
ucver mind, I'll try it, as you wish it.”

“Oh, any other,” le says, shyly,
“I aidn’t choose this particularly. Pray
sing what you please; 1 shall be grate-
lui {or anything.”

“Now I must sing this!” says :igna,
With a harmless smile, put he rolors
ond thrills,

He stands with one hand upon the

music and the other on the piano,
all Alns soul wrapt in a delicious,
bewildered delight as the clear,

sweet voice rises and
tirough the room;
l'(_n'g«rt.s to turn over at the proper
tme, and Signa has to stop.
With a start he apoloxsizes,
turns over two l!):x\vs;
tempt to recover the
knocks the
stand.
“l—I—beg your pardon!” he stam-
mers, «rimson with mortitication and
coniusion.  “I'm very clumsy——"
“What's the matter?” calls out Lady
Rookweil, without turning her head.
“Nothing,” says siera, gently, and
he feels rateful that he could go
down on his knees and kiss the edge
of her ¢

floats softly
S0 wrapt that he

and
then, in his at-
right pages, he
whole of the music off the

S0

Mrs. Podswell, ang |
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between a shepherd and his mistress,
exquisitely simple and therefore
touching and effective; and as their
two voiccs minzle—hers so clear and
sweet a seprano, his so light and mu-
sical a tenor—the card players cease
playing and turn on their chairs o
listen with keen enjoyment of what
is really a very fine execution; but
every note fills Sir Frederic with an
anguish of jealousy and envy; his
face grows white with the effort to
maintain his composure; and when, at
the close of the song, a burst of ap-
plause such as is not usually heard
in drawinz-rooms greets the verform-
ers. he half rises and utters an inar-
ticulate cry.

“What's the matter, Sir Frederic?”
says simple Lady Bumbleby, breaking
off in the midst of an exclamation of
delighted enthusiasm. “Are you in any
pain?”

“No, no,” he says, huskily.

“Oh, T thought you wera. Wasn't
it beautiful”? I never mot any one like
Miss Grenville! Lady Rookwell may
say what she likes about her niece,
Laura Derwent, but I'm sure she
couldn’t hold a candle to this girl!

What  a prize she would be for a

young fellow! I declare, if I were a
man I should be simply madly in love
with her—I should, indeed! ~And do
you know"”and she leans forward to
whisper, with a confidential little
chuckle,—*I think one young man {s
already, and that's Mr Warren.”

Sir Frederic mutters something un-
intelligible.

“And what a wonderful man ne is'”
she zoes on, with a shake of her head.
“One of the most charmirg and well-
informed men J ever met; sings like
an angel, too! Reaily, looking at ‘them
as they stand there, I think they
would be & suitable pair, don’t you?—
I love match making!—Really, very
suitable!”

Sir Frederick wipes tho perspiration
from his brow, and stammers some-
thing; then he gets ¢y with a jerk,
that makes Lady Bumbleby jump.

Pale Cheeked Women
Told &bout Festoring
A Rosy uomplexion

A few years ago the girl with pale,
drawn cheeks scarcely knew what to
do in order to restore her fading ap-
peariace. At that time there Wis no
blood tood medium made that really
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' Hec

2 on and
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ookwell
0ws all your bcst‘
 Frederie's | choigo,”
‘rederie coiors tO:

315 |
e asks him, !
¢ d" some one

ay to her.
> replics, I can’t sing, and I
wouldn’t if I could, after—after you
had sung.”

“Then will you ask Mr. Warren?”
says Signa, innocently; and, with eom-
pressed lips, he goes across the room
awkwardly.

{ fit it in cases of

would put color and streagth into

| s¥stims thal werc more or less worn

out.

but keep cool! I am playing into his
hands! I feel it! I feel it! But I wily
keep cool and self-possessed. ile shall
not have another opportunity of crow-
ing over me! Here,” he says, turning
to one of the footmen, who instantly
tries to look as if he were quite un-
aware of Sir Frederic's presence,
“bring me something to drink; a glass
of water—champagne—anything! The
room is hot—"

“It is ’ot, Sir Frederic,” says the
man, with ready sympathy for a man
who asks for a drink. “Champagne
cup, sir? Ycs, Sir Frederick,” and he
brings a cool cup in which the frested
ice ic floating temptingly.

Sir Frederie takes a jong drink, and
returns the cup to the man, with half
a sovereign accompanying it, and
waves him away.

“That will do,” but the man hesi-
tates @ moment.

“If you'd like a -cigarette, Sir
Frederic—begging your pardon—they’-
re on the table in the comeervatory.”
“No, no,” he says, impatiently, and
he takes a step toward the drawing-

MEGmATIS A
SHT's DISTAC!
Olagpres B i

room; but the hated one is still sing-
ing, and he stops short.

“I—I --think I will have a cigar-
ette,” he says, ashamed that the man
shall see nis weakness; and he goes
into the conservatory. But he does not
help himself from the little white box
which Lady @Rookwell considerately
supplies for trose of her guests who
are devotees of the Goddess Nicotina;
instead he opens the door of the con-
gervatory, and, lcaning against the
frame, s.ares at the dark, summer
sky moodily,

Suddenly he hears Signa's voice
close behind him, and he starte and
thrills,

“Do not mind,” she says, with a soft
laugh. “1 am quite sure 1 shall not
Catch cold; besides, you will never
find it amongst the others!”

Then Hector Warren's voice replics:
“l think I shall. I know your shawl
amongst a thousand.”

"1 don’t suppose Lady Rookwell and
the others have brought quite o
many as that,” ghe says, “but 1/ wish
you would not trouble; why; the night
s 80 warm!”

“1 do mot care!” he says. “I will not
leave it to cuance. Will  you wait
here? There is an awful draught,” he
adds, not seeing Sir Frederic leaning
against the open door.
“Please don't close an

y doors!"” says
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Signa. ‘I will wait here,” and she sits
on a low wicker-chair, “if you will in
sl6t upon going-for the stupid shawl.”

“That s the word,” he says: "l in

Slst.

care in the least about it, 1 will have
onc at the Park.”

“Oh, no, not at all,” says Signa,
izuvghing. “It was merely an idle cx-
I'ression of opinion, and meant nothe
ing.” o
*Your opinion can never mean nothe
ing to me,” he says, Lis breati com-
ing quickly, his voice almost inaudible,
8¢ nearly that Signa does not catch
the full meaning of uis response, and
does not heed it.

“What lights are ihose?” she asks.
“How pretty they Inck.”

“Those are the ligiits of the Park,”
he says; *“they can Le seen from al-
mcest all parts of Northwell.”

“Yes? It looks very pretty from
Lere.”

“You make me very proud to hear
You say that,” he sevs. “I-—-I have
always been proud cf -of my home,
but I shall valuz it from this hour
more than before, now that you have
praiced it.”

As he speaks, he liears the dreaded
footsteps; but it stons suddeanly at the
cougervatory door, where Hector
Warren stands wita the shawl on his
arm.

He stands looking at the two fig-

ures in the light strecaming from the
drawing-room windows— looking at
them with a strange expression on hfs
face, that is neither that of jeaiousy
Lor envy, nor even fcar, but of deep,
almost solemn gravity. For a moment
it seems as if he means to join them;
then, with compressed lips, he mur-
muis:
o! It must come, sooner or later.
Why should it not he now?’ Then he
lcoks at the Park lights, just as they
age doing, and murmuring: “Wil! she
reluse?—will she?” Le turas and
leaves then, his head bent, his face
very grave and set,

Signa turns her head rather un-
easily at this speech of Sir Feederic's.

“Oh, every one must admire such a
riace,” she says, trving to speak care-
lessly. *“What a delightful old lady
Lady Rookwell is, isn't she?"

(To be continued.

WINTER HARD ON BABY

The winter

seascn is a hard one

on the baby. 1lle is more or less
confined to stuffy, badly ven-
tilated rooms. It is o often stormy

that the mother does not get him out

in the fresh air as often as she should,
He catches colds which rack his lit-
tle system; his stomach and bowels !
get out of order and lie becomes peeva !
ish and cross. To guard against thia
the mother should keep a box of
Baby's Own Tablets in the house.
They regulate the €tomach and bow-
els and break up colds. They are sold
by medicine dealers or by mail at 2&
cents a box from The Dr. Williams'
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont,

———— -

Bottle Tricks—Old and New.
iver see a bottle with full-cized
cggs inside? Ilow did they zet in
there? Simplest thing in the world.
Ii you let an uncooked egg stand in

vinegar for about <twenty ininutes,
you can elongzate it enongh to get it
irto a small-necked bottle, PPsur in
ccld water, says the Fopular Science
Monthly for January, and the egg will
return to its original shape. How do
they get a ship inside a bottle? An-
cther ecasy trick. 'The ship 1s buiit
outcide and then placed in the lottle
through a false bottom. Is there agy-
thing simpler? Exlange.

Grand Complexion Improver!
Better Than Cosmetics

When it's so easy to bring back the
bloom of youth to faded cheeks, when
skin disfigurements can be removed,
ien’t it foolish to plaster on cos~
metics?

Go to the root of the trouble—re-
move the cause—correct the condition
that keeps you from looking as you
ought. Use Dr. Hamilten's Pills ana
very soon you'il have a complexion
to be proud of. How much hapoier
you'll feel — pimples gone, cheeks
rosy again, eyves bright, spirits gooa,
joyous health again returned. Nevep
a failure with Dr. Hamilton's Pills,
get a 25¢ box to-day.

THE CLOWN'S FACE.

Pathetic Incident From Wh:
Use of Black Lines Co®

“One of the greatest ‘raged
the theatre,” said a prominen
dian, “is connected with the
“In the time of Louis XVI
was a famous clown known
William’ (Gros Guillaume), w
his audience in the Rue Favar
wonderful eccentricities of
voice and mimicry. One night
legend runs, his wife was dyi
he was still obliged to go c¢n
tertain the clanking, clashinge
Parisian mob that stocd in the
wag in the da Lefore ther
seats in the orchestra.

“Like all imitators of the
‘commedia,” his face was w
with flour. U.der the burden
great domestic sorrow he was

and slow in his performance, a
order to stir hii. up his com
on the stage Lit him a resc
whack with a heavy cane. Th
bination of his sentimental t
and the physical pain caused
Guillaunte to weep. As  the
streamed down over his whiten e
the aspect was so comical that the au-
dlence cheered and laughed itself into

HIS SOLBIER MOTHER.

(By Margaret Yandis Bryan).
A quict nigtic, with Just a dlstai rvar

&1 culnou! 89 it 15 ith war,

Ldie gocs on n th saaie oid oway,
wiid &S Lhe dawn niust usacer jn the day
i‘x‘u We musi dind our hupes and hoid

>, and ycu.

hysterics. And ever since then every
clown hes bleck lines on his whitened
face.

“Many are the black lines of the
face of the actor that the =zudience
know not of."—Chicago Tribune.
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Way He Put It

who gives

i
be strong?
SU gy aid

And be goes.

Sir Frea-ric looks round the stand
ol fiowers at the figure -seated so'
near him, It that hated Hector War-
ren wWere not coming back, tuere might |

ot

a conance faving
Iur a few precjous nal
round, and s just thinki
ing, when he Gees cne of Lady l(uuk-l
Wedls Wraps lying on g cuair ur;u‘"
him. |

ven such a head as Sir Frederie's |
has inspirations, for love will quicken ‘
tiie duilest brain,

With a thril. of hope and determina-
tion he seizes the shuwl and comes up
to her, |

“Miss Grenville, I beg your pardonl

For maturally Signa, whose thoughts |

are miles away, and who is unaware of l

to himselt |
s. He locks !
g ol.retreal- |

his presence, starts,

“l didn’t know any one was here,” |
sne says, with a laugh. “It was so hot
bl reom fhat \Mr. Warren proposed

r letting

She, 'who he

! and love to us in

Wi v.all a worian's

A in Ler smiling
Els h love? Thore |
m 1
3¢ e i but those
speak no i
ho! 1z tiie es 11 alone, |
fung hesice the lizht at honie, |
vy, too, urc herves; for it js most |
t:ue
v d mada the bravest of the brave irl
|

£uch as yvou

Fram - the Canadian. M
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agazine for
el D

Those who would rejoice at the cor (

rection of a thief are yet shocked af '

the thought of destroying him. Hiy |

crime shrinks into nothimg compareg.

wit his misery, and severity defeat;

itself In exciting pity.—Samue] Johg-
som,

Two fricnds were talking over the
good fortune of a mutual acquaintance
who had succeeded in ga.ning the hand

of a rich girl, relates the Boston
Globe.

“1 did Edward had it {n
him.” nd. “It must have

taken g

win out

icy on his part to
ire,"”

that ven

in

“Oh, | don't know,’ id the other,
“As a mati €N 10 know
1 that he 1 truth.”

“You ¢
Bk WG|
without her.

——teo——
Spacking Doesn’t Cure !

Don't think children can.be cured of
bed-wetting by  spuankir them The
trouble is uor;sllil\xxlxwm.uh the child ecan-
not help it. will send to an
FRtE mother my euccessful hom:
treatment, with full Instructions. If your
children trouble you in this way. send no
money, but write me to-day. My treat-
ment is highly recommended adults

to
| troubled wixx urine difficulties by day

ddress
MRS. M. SUMMERS,
Windsor, Ontarie

or night.
Box &




