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away to keep from bein’ smothered to | But the worst was still to come

death, but the affection of Mr. Persin-
namon appeared to be the gennywine
thing, an’ showed no sign of coolin
off, an’ nuther did his breath, which
was every bit an’ grain as hot as if
it was comin’ from a busy smokestack.

«Mr. Dago seed mighty well thatthe |

boys was takin’ the thing serious, an’
jest at the nippin’ minnit he gave a

little yank to the rope, an’ the show'
was over, wi’ Mr. Persinnamon a-bow- |

in’ an’ a-pantin’ jest as natchel as life.
Jim Lazenby stood there like he was
dazzled. -He was white as a sheet, an’
as wet about the head an’ neck as ef
he’d been souzed in the mill-pun’. Mr.
Persinanmon was_in for havin’ an-
other whirl, but Jim made a -break_for
the hoss-rack whar his hoss was tied,
wipin’ his hands an’ hair as he went.

%

- for Jim. When he got home his wife |
| seed that some un had give him a
whippin’. “She tried to make him tell |
| her who it was, but all the answer she
| got was that no man had done it. |
'‘Oman-like, she took a notion that ef |
it wa'n’t no man it must .’a’ been a |
‘oman. This made her mad, an’ she |
got the battlih’-stick an’ give Jim a |
frailin’ that lafd him up for mighty
' nigh a month.”

| One among those who had listened
| to the story declared that it was the
| first time he had ever heard a knitting
| mill compared to a bear. Mr. Sanders |
| beamed upon him with a smile that |
’was worth seeing. “Maybe you didn’t '
' hear me mention Jim Lazenby’s wife,” |
he said.
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' HANDSOME DICK.

By JEAN MIDDLEMAS.

HEY had been boy
and girl together.
Later on, the cur-
) rent of events had
& parted them, drift-
ing him into a
marching regiment
ordered to India,
and rushing her into

society’s vortex.
He had not dared to ask her to be
true to him, since he had only his

sword to offer her, but his eyes

spoke the au revoir his lips refused to |

utter, while she turned away - with a
sob; and the first cloud of sorrow
darkened the morning of her life.
“Marry, of course she would mar-
Her mother, Lady Goodrick,
was not the sort of woman to toler-
ate an unmarried daughter; thus the
girl was forced to do her bidding,
and all romance about handsome,
dashing Dick Barlington was set on
one side as foolish and unprofitable.
It was the old story of the marriage
de convenance, and Virginia Goodrick,
when she became Lady

than others who have sacrificed' their
feelings for the glitter and show that

gold and position bring. Of course, |
she often thought of Dick with af- |

fectionate interest, and when his
name appeared in the newspapers she
became excited, and read all reports
about his advancement ovyer and
over again, but she never spoke of
him. Almost as if he were dead she
cherished and respected his memory
in silence.

Her husband, Sir Thomas Maule-
verer, was a very good sort of man,
considerably her senior; he was ex-

ceedingly kind to her, but he died |
when her daughter was sixteen, and:
the boy, who was now the Baronet, |

was two years younger. ?

Lady Mauleverer mourned the good
Sit Thomas with mno little regret
How could she do otherwise, as he
had been kindly to her, even as a
father. At times, however, during

the solitude she had forced on herself |

for a while, the thought of Dick Bar-
lington would raise a sudden flush to
her face.

He had remained unmarried during
all these years, and perhaps—perhaps
—. No, she dared scarcely hope that
it was on her account—but, oh how
she longed to see Dick again now that
there was no indiscretion in the
meetitig. Once or twice he had been

in England since their youthful part-

inging, but he had kept very carefully
out of Lady Mauleverer's way!

Sir Thomas had been dead just a
year when his widow, on reading the
military paragraphs in the World, as-
certained that General Barlington
hiad retired from service, and was on
his way home.

_ With what a heart-throb these tid-
mgs were received! Nor did she at-
tempt to check the pleasant sensation
that  was so exquisite it almost
smounted to pain.

~ Nn reason now to set up a barrier
vetween her heart and Dick’s. Oh,

Mauleverer, |
was neither more nor less unhappy |

the joy—the joy that it would be to
| see him again and talk over the dear
cold times when they rambled hand in
|'hand along childhood’s happy way!
She was alone at the pretty place
| Sir Thomas had left her for life, |
| when this news reached her, so she |
' had no occasion to suppress her emo-
tions in order 'to hide them from the
| observant eyes of her children—she
| could revel in them with all the more

enjoyment since they had been so
long suppressed. [

Tom was at Harrow, and Virgy had
" gone to stay for a week or two wi.h
‘ her father’s .sister, who had a large
| house-party of young people, and had
}bf_:gged that Virgy might set aside
| some of her mourning habiliments
! and ‘come and join them. Tt was the
| first time she had left her mother,
| and Lady Mauleverer missed her ex-
ceedingly, “but she would not for!
| worlds have: selfishly interfered with
| her child’s pleasure. She adored her
| children. Even the remembrance of
Dick Barlington would, perhaps, be
banished for the sake of either Virgy !
or young Tom. T

But she saw no reason why this |
| should be—a good, kind ‘step-father |
would be an advantage to them both.-

Nor was Lady Mauleverer .alto-
| gether reckoning without the man,
| whom for more than eighteen long
| years she had not seen.
|  The day following that on which
;‘t'he paragraph in the World had re-
| lighted a dormant fire, she had re-
| ceived a letter from General Barling-
| ton. It could not be called a love-
| letter, but it was friendly, even af-
| fectionate, He was coming home for
| good, and he hoped their old relations
might be renewed. He had so often,
so very often, longed to see her
again, and heé signed himself, “Your
' old pal, ‘Dick!””  When he would
arrive in England or where he was
going to stay, he did not tell her; but
what mattered details, since the fact
was there that Dick was coming
home and had not forgotten her!

Many times during the day when
she received that welcome letter she
consulted her looking-glass—not from |
vanity, but -simply to assure herself |
how time had dealt with her, and |
 whether she looked so very, very dif- |
terent from the girl who had said |
good-bye to him all those years ago. |

She was not an old woman, barely |
forty, slight and girlish in figure, al- |
toorether what is called ‘“well pre-
served,” but for all that there were
wrinkles, and there was just the au-
tumnal tinge of fading in the once
lustrously golden hair.

Ah! if Dick should be disappointed
when he saw her, what a heart-
breaking sorrow it would be! Day
after day she dwelt on, this subject
until the constant worry of it was be-
ginning to tell.

If only something would happen to
change the current of her thoughts,
if only Virgy would come home. She
was sitting in
tree, trying to amuse

herself

the garden under a
with |
some embroidery, when Virgy came
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QUESTIONS

‘Where shall I Buy a Piano?
‘Which Piano shall TBuy?

Very pertinent questions these, in the minds of
piano buyer, especially when every manufacturer

turer puts forward
apparently good claim to superiority over alll«oth'ers.’ S

HAVING SOLE FACTORY CONTROL for TEN
different factories, comprising 40 styles, we are enabled to
‘show you pianos that are the embodiment of thehtst
thought in piano building, that are in fact the culmmat: of :
piano excellence ; still this does not prevent our. 2 ng
merit wherever it appears, and so, instead of runm: wn
other makes of pianos and itisisting on ‘‘superior poin ;
the detriment of other pianos, we show them side b r side 1
fair and friendly competition with artistic pianos bymtkm
of established reputation, such as S

Chickering Knabe <
Haines Bros. Bell, etc., ete.

In no other way can a comparison be mad . th
enable the purchaser to properly estimate the qualities
If you will give it a trial you will f
pay you, as in our system of -selling pianos we hay
scale of prices—and that the lowest. - :

" instrument.

Pianos from $250 to $1200

‘Sold on easy monthly or fall terms, Old instrﬁments taken
in exchange. Call or send for catalogues, prices and terms.:

PERFECTION

COCO{

Children

the best and most nutritious beverage in t}i’*‘\
world—Cowan’s Perfection Cocoa.
It assimilates with food—helps digestion—and
makes children grow strong and healthy, - P
It is an absolutely pure Cocoa of the finest quality.
It is nourishing and healthful for young and old:

Mothers know the economy of Cowan’s Cocoa.
It goes so much further than any other. . . .

THE COWAN CO. LIMITED, - = =
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