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": ing I The next week teemed to Mis. Fane 

. 11 the very longest she had ever 
fancy his approach will frighten his wife I The weather was unsettled. She 
into some decided step.”

“Take care. Better wait till we are in 
London. We might then contrive some 
compromising situation. Mrs Fane is 
desperately proud, and infinitely careful 
of her reputation. She might agree to 
much if she could save a scandal and 
follow her own inclination at the same 
time,; for 1 do not believe she is indiffer
ent tib you—she has let no one else hang 
about her so much I"

“True! Well, I’ll not lose my chance with her; 
for want of daring; but—ah”—interrupt- that matters were not ripe enoug 
ing himself—“here is Miss Onslow, hazard a second declaration, held him 
bright and graceful as a May morning, back. He was surprised to find she was 
How and where is Mrs. Fane!” not overwhelmed by the news of Col-

"She has been out, but felt a bad head- onel Fane’s return. Yet, on the whole, 
ache coming on, so she came back, and is he and Mrs. Bayley were satisfied with 
lying down. I only stayed to tell her we his progress,
were going away, as she wishes to be “I think we shall do now,” said Mrs. ... ,quiet." 6 ■ Bayley, one morning, after thT doctor the universities, and quite

“Oh, indeed! And pray where are you left her, when she found hercelf alone M the officersgoing." asked Mrs. Bayley, quickly/ with Morton. “That old humbug sees J ™mv„T*™Z5ired to haw
“To Aunt Julia’s—Lady Preston, you am determined to go, so he hi. given of »”? "!

know. She has a Iar(Je party at Biebo me leave to travel this day week. It’s a c*rta-in knowledge o • ^ Ve
Castle, and they are getting up theatri- frightful to think of all he will charge of thî ?tei1 not this or
cals, so they want me for Pauper, 1 sup- for what I could have done as well thLh#X? ^retarv nor a Tort or I
pose. Uncle Methvin is coming, ,too. self.” * *hat chief secretary, nor a lory or a
Now you are better, dear Mrs. Bayley, “I don’t suppose you will pay himV> GoXe™!ne V . . ,_w ami
you will not want me, especially as you “If Certainly not; I was distinctly he*went everything would go,
have Sir Frederic, who is a host in him- on service when I hurt myself and am "^“dinglt he is not dUliked

surgical aid. Morton stood dut ; aWe]| and simply to protect the 
«nine. J,l0r a.™°™ent or. two «° civil authmrities-the sheriff and his as- 
Edlnburgh to monrrow” 1 8° *° sistantsJn enforcing law and generally

“Whv?” to prevent rows. And when there is a
“Hp/mimo t Urn , . row it is curious how every class turn*

m» *°. th,e. e”f, of to him instinctively for protection,
my cash, and I know a rich old fellow whether it is sheriffs or evicted tenants,
was nTnnnü f7 Î"f” "’‘‘i™ 1 Orangemen or Catholics, or any of the

' ho hat.le°t,m« “ hu°- rival factions of the Nationalist party, 
wav, h? and s*?™, which I have al- who are pining to break one another’s 
ways been careful to repay. He is a sure head6> faction looks to the constabu-

“It is very awkward facing to leave their °W“ head* fr°m

fU "rite to him!" A district inspector may have to take
,ivnA &ODal t a ™or® e,fec- his men to an eviction on Monday, and

’ 1 8haU have to “S” Pa‘ be cursed and pelted with all the wealth 
‘ * of Irish phraseology and Irish missiles.

On Tuesday he will meet the same peo
ple, whom he knows individually as well 
as he knows their landlords, and they 
will greet him with smiles and be per
fectly friendly. And it is the same with 
the rank and file. They are generally on 
as good terms with those whom they pro
tect as with those against whom they

After breakfast there are charity letters 
to dictate to a secretary, for even the 
Prince of Wales is not exempt from the 
incessant stream of begging letters and 
appeals irojn char, ta me institutions 
which weigh down the postman’s bag at 
every delivery.

Having completed this, the heaviest 
task of the day, the Prince goes for a 
walk in St. James’ Park or Hyde Park, 
accompanied by one of hie equerries who 
lives in Marlborough House, and when 
this constitutional is over it is time to 
go back and prepare for luncheon. Some
times there is a guest, but more often 
the meal is taken only in the company of 
one of the equerries and a lady of the 
Princess’s household, 
there must be some stamps to sort over 
(the Prince’s stamp collection is the fin
est in the world and is said to be worth 
more than £100,000).

Then comes another walk in the park 
and then a book to read until tea time, 
when there are generally one or two vis
itors. Dinner, at half-past eight o’clock 
p. m., is quite informal, with a guest or 
two only here and there. If the royal 
couple go to the theatre dinner is set for 
seven, but as they do not often go to the 
theatre the evening is spent quietly at 

the Prince reading a book and the 
Princess doing some useful fancy work 
with the needle.

Bed at half-ÿ£st ten o’clock p. m. Is 
this not truly a picture of beautiful do
mestic bliss? Nevertheless I am quite 
certain that when the Prince of Wales 
comes into his own he will surprise the 
British people by his mental grasp qf af
fairs, his wide sympathy with all classes 
of the people and his inherited capacity 
for governing.

time ago, but has been stay 
with a sister somewhere in the south. A FINE FORCE.1LII spent.

missed
Violet Onslow; she missed Carrington 
infinitely more. Morton’s incessant ef
forts to amuse and please her in no way 
atoned for the loss. She was puzzled 
and vexed with herself; and, as was 
often the ease with her, self-dissatisfac
tion made her seek relief by interesting 
herself in the troubles of others. She 
listened kindly to Morton’s rose-colored 
account of his difficulties and depres
sion. He fancied he was making way 

~~~ still some subtle consciousness 
h to

Pei Picture of tfce Famous Irish 
Constabulary.

Composed exclusively of Iriekmen, end 
founded awey beck in 1823, by the greet 
Sir Robert Peel, the force known es the 
Royal Irish Constabulary is the finest 
organization of the kind in the world. 
It consists of some 12,000 men, and, while 
the minimum height is 6 feet 9, most of 
the men are 6 feet and over. They are 
recruited from all classes of the popula
tion, and serving in the ranks are many 
men of birth and breeding, graduates of 

recently a 
officers are

1‘

7»
awày: “I don’t know what you will 
think of me. I have no right to expect 
you to trust me; but will you grant one 
request—see Fane once, only once, when 
you go to London!”

“It would be useless,” she cried, strok
ing Midge nervously ; "I never can re
turn to my husband, it is more impos
sible than ever. How can you ask met”
The pretty, soft lips trembled, and the 
moist eyes overflowed. Carrington was 
suddenly, profoundly silent—a curious, 
softened expressio nstole over his face, 
softened expression stole over his face, 
said at length, as Mrs. Fane, bending 
over the dog, strove to recover herself.
*T can only plead for forgiveness, and 
leave my unfortunate friend to your
r^tUT‘ mhefn^nTJfdtt ?» dreadfully my dear,

a* traitor *f°me what 1 wiI1 ^
“No,” said Mrs. Fane, rising, “cost **** » sweet tittle nurse, but 1 am glad 

what it may, I shall never fall into so to have some amusement,
low a depth. But I feel disturbed, and 'v*ek wf» 1 ^P6’,,8*6 U8 en route
unequal to walking further; let us go to London. I am really much better, 
back.” They wfnt for some dis- ot kt. Cuthberto—”
tance in silence, Carrington carefully ,<ri ,®atnca^s* exclaimed Sir Fredenc. 
removing every little obstruction that tkmkl you get me an invitation? I 
occurred in her path, and watching her w°“.d 8® a long way to see you act.” 
looks with wistful attention. “I will ,<T, . ’ *ar<'eur! returned Miss Onslow, 
think of all you have urged,” she said, , mdecd it were Mrs. lane, you might 
as they approached the roadway which take a journey. She acts, as she does 
led to the hotel. “You are going to Lon- CVS?rt?S* o^ramigly- 
don, are you not? You must some and . Vl°l®t Onslow had one of those 
see me there—and I will try and make *”» adoring attachments which 
up my mind to something. Hitherto I hearted girls sometimes conceive for 
have had comparative peace. I feel now w°men older and cleverer than thern- 
as if the flood-gates of trouble had been 8C!™8 who condescend to notice them, 
opened.” ^ hen do you start?” asked Morton.

“And you hold me responsible?” asked ^ie day after,to-morrow, and I must 
Carrington. r.im awa>’ now« I have a hundred and

“No, I do not think you can help thinS8 to, do- But my uncle and
yourself.” r I are coming back to dinner; and, Sir

“You arc right,” he exclaimed, em- Frederic, Mrs. Pane desired me to ask 
phatienlly .“My destiny is no longer in Î* y®u W1H join the party. She Lopes to 
my own hands.”* better in an hour or two. So good-

As they approached the hotel Mrs., bye for the present. I will bring you 
Fane noticed the bustle of nn arrival fre&a flowers, Mrs. Bayley.” 
which was more of an event than it had Frederic escorted her to the door,
been a month before. “A vei7 meritorious young person,”

“I will go in by the side entrance,” she J*5 remarked, when he returned. “Takes 
said. “I do not want to sipeuk to any one. J|*rsc“ ou^ ^he way in the nick of 
I want to sit down in my own room and .
think.” ’ It is the fimt turn in the tide we

have had since vou went away,” said 
Mrs. Bayley. “If Carrington would only 
be off, you’d have the field to yourself. 
She took walks with him, ami will of 
course with you. There will be precious

Several days passed before Carrington 
had another opportunity off being alone 
with Mrs. Fane. His bete noir, Mrs. Bay- 
lay, was now permitted to move into the 
drawing room, where she lay upon the 
sofa, while Mias Onslow and young Ken
neth Morton usually spent their evenings 
there. Still Carrington always came, and

Luncheon over.

he always asked Mrs. Fane to eing, which 
she rarely refused. He seemed to enjoy 
listening, as he sat silent and immovable,
his tall, dignified figure reclining in an 
easy-chair. He and Mrs. Bayley were 
quite alarmingly civil to each other, as 
Mrs. Fane observed with some amuse
ment; but the latter never failed to dart 
some stinging queries as to his family 
connections and experiences, whenever he 
left the smallest opening.

She was growing intensely anxious for 
Morton’s return. His enforced absence 
at such a juncture was most unfortun
ate. That wretch Mosenthal only passed 
through town, and promised to be back 
in a week, so poor Sir Fred was detained 
day after day.

The weather had been bad and vari
able, and Mrs. Fane was not able to take 
much exercise; but about a week after 
this conversation with Carrington, having 
left Violet Onslow in attendance on Mro. 
Bayley, she called Midge and set out 
for a solitary ramble through the same 
woods where Carrington had walked and 
mused. She was soon aware of rapid 
steps following her, and almost immedi
ately a now well-known voice said:

“If I am intruding, pray send me 
awnv, Mrs. Fnne. I saw you leave the 
hotel and followed. I have some news1 
you mav care to hear. May I come with 

u?”
‘Yes, I am curious to hear what you 

have to tell.”
“It seems a year since our talk last 

week,” began Carrington, abruptly. “I 
etimes fear I may have spoken too 

freely. But I am bound to plead for my 
friend; I know he would be glad to be 
forgiven and I ought to mention that 
his poverty and your wealth have been 
obstacles to his seeking a reconciliation.”

“I don’t see how that affects the ques
tion.”

“Well, I think I can.”
“But your news. Colonel Carrington.”
“Fane is in England, and most anxi

ous for an interview with you. Nay, 
her.r me out.” for her cheek flushed, and 
her lips parted if to speak. “His great 
desire is to meet your wishes—to carry 
out your views. ITe knows that I 
have met you. He is anxious to atone 
for the past. If a final separation is 
essential to your happiness he is pre
pared to assist you in obtaining it. If 
—but it is absurd to suppose jfcm would 
contemplate reunion with him.”

“It is,” said Mrs. Fane, gently, but 
firmly. “With our memories, our long 
estrangement, how could we make each 
other happy ? I am not bitter or unfor
giving, yet I would rather not see Col
onel Fane again.”

“I must be true to mv friend,” re
turned Carrington, with soiftfe agitation. 
“Knowing you as I now do, seeing that 
you are the most delightful companion 
man could have, I must make some ef
fort to rouse your interest and compas
sion. I)o sit down here, and listen to 
toe.”

home.

self.”

a

COW TESTING ASSOCIATIONS.
1

i
Dominion Department of Agriculture, 

Branch of the Dairy and Cold Stor
age Commissioner.

Records to hand from the Pacific Coast
ro ma-n- 
tv arm- “I am afraid you are a very bad man

ager. I dooSt at all like your going.”
“Will you lend me fifty, yourself?” 

with a laugh.
"No, my dear young friend, it would 

have an ugly appearance when the in
evitable revelation of all things takes 
place . So look up your sure card, and 
don’t waste time.”

“It may do Mrs. Fane no harm to feel 
my loss.”

(To be continued.)

show the average yield of 232 cows in 
the Chilliwack, B. C., cow testing as 
sociation for June to be 800 lb. milk, 3.- 
6 test, 20.1 lb. fat. There are several 
cows giving over 1,200 U>. milk in the 
30 days. /

St.' Barnabe, Que., July 10./66 cows, 
erage 022Vlb. milk, 3.8 test, 24.8 lb. 

fat. Highest yield, 030 lbs. milk.
St Jerome, Que., July 13, 202 cows 

average 657 lbs. milk, 3B test, 25.0 lbs. 
fat. Best cow, 1,080 lbs. milk.

Dixville, Que., July 17, 242 cows, aver
age 683 lbs. milk, 3.7 test, 25.7 lbs. 
Highest yield, 1,285 lbs. milk.

Henryville, Que., July 14, 224 
average 683 lbs. milk, the same as Dix
ville, and 25.1 lbs. of fat.

Sheffield, Ont., July 17, IB4 corns, aver
age 735 lbs. milk, 26.6 lbs. fat.

Bagetville, Que., July 19, 148 cows, av
erage 810 lbs. milk, 3.6 test, 29.7 lb. fat, 
The total yield from these 148 cows was 
4,406 lbs. fat, but 1Ÿ4 cows at St. Ar
mand, Que., gave 485 lbs. of fat more.

Worth Oxford, Ont, July 21, 133 
average 930 lbs. milk, 3.3 test, 31.0 lbs. 
fat, a total yield of 4,128 pounds of fat.

Coaticook, Quo., July 24, 106 cows av
erage 701 lbs. milk, 3.7 test, 25.8 lb. fat 

Shearer, Ont, July 24, 114 
erage 777 lb. milk, 3.2 test, 25.6 lbs. fat 

St Prosper, Que., July 25, 133 cows av
erage 820 lbe. milk, 3.8 test, 31.1 lb. fat 
or a total yield of 4,241 lbs fat.

yo

net. avThe constable is a trained soldier and 
carries a small rifle and bayonet, with 
his cartridge box filled, half with ball 
and half with buckshot cartridges. The 
duties which he Is called upon to per
form are of the most extensive descrip
tion, demanding a considerable amount 
of intelligence and education. Thus he 
has to collect all the returns of the 
census, agriculture, fishery, and licensing 
within his district, to test weights and 
measures, to attend to the execution of 
the provisions of the food and drug laws, 
to distribute relief, etc., in addition to 
all ordinary police work. One 
of them may be seen at every railroad 
station in Ireland when the train stops, 
and if any pasetnger alights who may 
happen to be "wanted” or who requires 
watching he may be tolerably certain 
that the constable will have his picture 
and his record in his pocket book.

The headquarters of the R. I. C.—that 
is to say, of the Royal Irish Constabu
lary—are in Dublin Castle, facing the 
Chaple Royal, in the lower castle yard, 
and its commanding officer is Col. Sir 
Neville Chamberlain, a battle-scarred vet
eran of several Indian, Afghan and South 
African campaigns, and formerly one of 
the most trusted! members of the staff 
of Field Marshal Lord Roberts, who, in
deed, nominated him as the one man of 
all others best qualified for the office of 
inspector-general of the Irish constabu
lary. "_____

some

anaemia cured. fati

C0W6,
Dr. Williams Pink Pills Bring Back 

the Glow of Health by Making 
New Blood.

“Do we part friends?” asked Carring
ton, earnestly looking down into her 
face,

“Yes,” she said, sndlj*. “You mean 
kindly, I do not doubt; but—you do not 
—you cannot know.”

Carrington with aomo hesitation held 
out his hand, and held the one she gave 
perhaps a minute too long. She bent her 
head silently. nn<l went into tne house.

“Is it po-ssibie,” murmured Carrington, 
n-s he turned away towards the sands, “is 
it possible I am my own rival? 
situation is decidedly novel.”

Mrs. Fane sped swiftly to her own 
room and locked the doorf. then sat 
down and took off her hat., and, in spite 
of her worldly experience, her social 
training, her self-control, burst into a fit 
of crying, stormy and uncontrollable.

“Have I lost my senses?” she murmur
ed, “after all I have seen and all I have 
passed through unscathed, to break 
down because this cold, stern stranger 
wants to hand me over to my husband? 
Whnt spell has he cast over me?”

I come in?”

To bud into perfect womanhood, the 
growing girl must carefully guard her 
health. Unless the blood is kept rich 
and pure, headaches, backaches and fre
quent dizzy spells will-trouble her. She 
will always be ailing, and may slip into 
a deadly decline. Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills are a never failing remedy in build- 
ing up the blood. Just a short time ago 
the reported of L’Avenir du Nord had the 
following cases brought to his notice: 
In the town of St. Jerome, Que., there 
is an orphan asylum under the care of 
those zealous workers—the Grey Nuns. 
In this home Dr. Williams’ Pink Pillé are 
constantly used. For some months two 
of the young girls in the home were 
afflicted with anaemia. The symptoms 
in both coses were very much alike. They 
were both pale, lost all energy, and were 
subject to. headache and dizziness. Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills were taken and soon 
there was an improvement in their con
dition. The color returned to their 
cheeks; their appetite improved ; head
aches ceased, and soon good health took 
the place of despondency. What Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills have done for these 
two orphans—Marie Lavoie and Dosina 
Brooks—they will do for others.

The secret of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills 
in curing anaemia lies in their power to 
make new, rich, red blood. That is why 
they strike straight at the root of all 
common ailments like headache, side- 

5aches and backaches, rheumatism, neu
ralgia, indigestion, anaemia, St. Vitus- 
dance, partial paralysis and the special 
ailments that afflict almost every wo
man and growing girl. Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills are sold by all medicine deal
ers or may be had by mail at 50 cents a 
box or six boxes for $2.50 from the Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

or more

opportunities.
The little dinner that evening was 

very pleasant. Mrs. Fane, though look
ing pale and somewhat weary, was 
bright and successful in putting her 
cueste on their intellectual mettle. Sir 
Frederick bloomed out into new lifcTand 

fjq10 spirits in the warmth shown him by 
his charming hostess, who had just heard 
an effective sketch from Mrs. Bayley of 
Morton’s imprudent but generous sacri
fices to assist a friend who was afflicted 
with a delicate wife and several children. 
The ex-professor told quaint, picturesque 
stories connected with the old Tower and 
its history, and Mrs. Bayley and Violet 
formed an appreciative audience.

It was altogether a day worthy to be 
marked with a white stone by Morton 
and his fellow conspirator.

While coffee was being served, Colonel 
Carrington made his appearance, and it 
soon transpired that he too had been 

‘ summoned away, Mid 
his adieux, as he was obliged to see his 
friend Dalrymple on particular business, 
and intended to go on from his place dir- 

waa ect to London. Morton grew more ani
mated and full of mousing chaff—anec
dotes of dramatic and other celebrities, 
club gossip, and nil the matter which 
goes to make up what is termed brilliant 
conversation—under cover of which Car
rington asked Mrs. Fane for a certain 
Gondolier’s song, for which he often pe
titioned. Glad to be saved speaking, Mrs. 

said Fane complied, and when she had finish
ed it, she continued to play on as if in 
thought. The çqng had started Dr. Meth
vin on some Venetian reminiscences, un
der cover of which Carrington approach
ed the piano.

“You will let me see you in London,” 
he said, low and earnestly. “I might be a 
less adamantine negotiator between you 
and Fane than a firm of solicitors. It 
might spare you something.”

“I shall not want your sendees in that 
capacity,” she returned, looking down. 
“There can be no repairing of our brok
en fetters. Why do you trouble yourself 
about so hopeless a prospect ?”

“I must be true to my word, cost what 
it may; nor is it easy te count the cost,” 
he added, almost in a whisper. “When

OOW8,

cows av-

C. F. W.
c

THE STORM.

Graphic Description of Its Coming by 
One Who Lived to Tell the Tale. 

“The weather conditions,’ he said, “had 
been precisely those to make the experi
enced navigator cautious.

“The morning was sultry. There was 
not a breath of air stirring. When the 
sun was half way up to the zenith it 
showed as a dull copper disk. A faintly 
bluish haze rested upon the horizon.

“When the tide began to make an al
most imperceptible breeze came up from 
the Bou’west—just enough to make the 
flags tail off at intervals and then set
tle down and flap feebly against the 
staffs.

“Banks of clouds appeared and finally 
massed themselves in the western sky. 
I said to myself that it was no time to 
be at sea—that at high water there 
would be something doing.

“Later the clouds began to draw wat
er. The heavy bank seemed to part and 
one portion of it bore away to the aouth- 
’axd and the other to the nor’ard. A few 
big drops of rain fell, but that was all 
we got of it. In the course of the after
noon I ventured out.

“Along toward low water the light 
breeze of wind failed. There was a dead 
calm. I had all sail set, but could not 
keep steerage way. She simply drifted 
with the tide. The surface of the sea 
was like glass, save for a long swell 
coming in.

“Over in the no’theast the peak of a 
tloud showed itself. It was fringed with 
ligfft. It mounted rapidly. Other clouds 

Prosper in Fairyland hadn’t a seemed to be pushing it up. 
delightful cycle of years than His “The white fringe edged the portent- 

Royal Higuuess me Prince of Wales. 1 ous bank they were forming. Below 
will give you a brief, authentic sketch of the color was dull leaden, 
the day’s doings at Marlboroug House. “I knew what that meant. I overhaul- 
Tuose of you who hug the ancient idea cd my ground tackle, keeping an eye all 
that princes get up m the morning to the time on the bank of cloud coming up 
the fanfare ot trumpets, deck themselves against the direction from which the 
out in royal robes and pass down a gal- freeze had been blowing before the dead 
lery lined with bowing and obsequious caJni*
flunkeys will be «lisappointed at tins re- “-Suddenly a ripple appealed on the 
citai oi the humdrum evistenue of an ap- water beneath the dark cloud with its 
parently middle class suburban home. fringe of white and sails of vessels up to

The Prince, the Princess and the rest 'vindward dropped as if the halyards 
of the family are up betimes, which been cut. Men scurried about the

about eight o clock in the morn- deo^s.
ing. There is the ordinary breakfast of A yellow ruffle appeared upon the 
awell-to-do English family, and the head W^e„r’ advancing with inconceivable vel- 
of it beguiles the intervals between ba- ^ a waB °f torrential
con and egg* with the morning papers. oing’ aVter’erlJÜffa

quick succession. z
“1 vainly tried to head the) craft so 

tliat she would take the onset of the 
gale head on. The dark ripple on the 
water, followed closely by the line of yel- 
low foam, was almost upon me 

“What was I to do? 1 could" let the 
sails go by the run, drop the anchor, 
pay out all my line, and hang on. But 
what if the gale shdtild be so stiff that 
she couldnt lie to it? Then I would 
have to buoy my anchor line and scud 
with bare poles till the gale blew itself

h,.Ie theae. thoughts were flashing 
Uirough my mind it came to a point 
where somnhmg must he done quickly.

U ithout another instant’s hesitation 
1 got out, took my canoe under mv arm 
and walked ashore, barely in tto 
keep from getting wet above my knees»*

x

“Dearest Mrs. Fane! May 
said Miss Onslow, outside. “Sir Frederic 
lms arrived!”

AN EASY TIME.“Here” was a seat placed by a pater
nal Town Council at the beginning of a 
little wood, on a rising ground com
manding a pretty view of the links and
the hay. Mrs. Fane replied by sitting “So you have come at last!” cried Mrs. 
down in one corner of it, and taking payiey, when Sir Frederic Morton

7Cr ap’j ,t . „ up-hered into the room where she was es-
‘I will listen, and then you must,” - -tablished on a sofa, with a plaid laid 

she said. carefully over her feet. “I am afraid
luck is against us. Was there ever any
thing so unfortunate as my accident?— 
which is due to zeal in your cause.”

“I wish you had remembered the ad
vice of the French diplomatist to his 
subordinate, ‘above all, no zeal,
Sir Frederic, sulkily.

“I can tel! you you want all my zeal. 
Things have not been going on as we 
could wish. That Carrington turns out 
to be a spy of Colonel Fane’s — con
fessed it* himself; any yet that 
silly woman has not sent him about his 
business, ns she knows well how to do. 
I suspect he is perpetually urging her 
to make friends with that reprobate of 
a husband, and she \\1Hi*no\ listen to 
me when I want to tell her the. facts mv 
nephew, Dr. Bayley, is ready to prove. ’ 

“I cannot make out who this Carring
ton is; no one seems to know him. Had 
he not been introduced as an old friend 
by that tower of respectability, Dalrym
ple, I’d suspect him of being a detective 

adventurer,” said Morton, after a

had called to make
CHAPTER IV. QUIET LIFE OF THE PRINCE OF 

WALES.

Heir to Great Britain’s Throne Reads, 
Studies and Pastes Stamps in Album.Carrington looked at her for a mo

ment. with a lingering, pained, implor
ing expression that affected her strange
ly, and then began in a low tone, while 
he beat the ground softly with his walk
ing stick.

“I grant that Fane mistook and un
dervalued you ; but you, with the can
dor, the justice which seems natural to 
you, admit that evil influences made 
you impatient with him, that he was 
not altogether without provocation. Just 
think of his lonely and disappointed life 
—a proud, ambitious man, reduced to 

.poverty and insignificance, hv his own 
fault, I grant, friendless, and left to his 
nigged and somewhat implacable na
ture. Is it to be wondered at that he 
did not keep as straight as he might 
have done, or that he shrank from seek
ing the rich wife from whom, if they 
were reunited, he must receive every
thing? Now he is wealthy, free, anx
ious to make up for past neglect eitheO 
by personal devotion or self-abnegation, 
do not refuse to see him; let him see 
what he has lost, and hear the voice 
that might have comforted him in sick
ness and sorrow! Give him at least a 
memory to bold for ever of what might 
have been his.”

contrast between the King 
and the heir to his throne, the Prince of 

exclaims the London correspond
ed of Town and Country. The father 
“weighted with the Crown” rushes up 

the land in motor cars and 
special trains,' attending christenings, 

meetings, reoeptioua, garden parties,

What a

Wales!

and down

semi-titate and State functions, morning, 
noon and night.

The son, whose only trouble seems to 
be the riddle ot killing time, sits in his 
room at Mariborough House pasting 
stamps into an album or reading a book. 
He does absolutely nothing anti does it 
with such a masterly inactivity as to 

almost to enthusiasm at the

/AEDWARD’S THREE SISTERS.

Interesting Trio of Feminine Royalties 
in Great Britain.

Of tfce three sister» of the King of England, 
Princess Christian is the King’s oldest liv
ing sister, the Empress Frederick of Ger- 

havlng been dead some years. She 
was born May 25, 1946, and called Helena. 
On July 5, 1866, she was married to Prince 
Christian, of Schleswig-Holstein. She waa 
passed much of her time in England and is 
devoted to charity. Her daughter, it will 
be remembered, married Prince Artbert of 
Anhalt and divorced him.

Though seeming of a very much later 
date, Princess Louise Is In reality but two 
years younger, having been born March 18, 
1848. so was very talented, the statue of 
her mother, the lute Queen, la Keast 
Gardens, being her work, 
lively character and had some differences 
with her husband when he was the Mar
quis of Lome. He is now the Duke of 
Argyll. The Okie 
when he was Can 
They had no children, 
of that period may be repeated :

One day the Princess was taking a walk 
in the country, accompanied by a servant, 
end, being thirsty, she went to a cabin and 
asked for a drink of water of the colored 
oCbupant, who was Ironing.

won't stop to get 
with spirit.
cession to see the Queen's 
shirt's got to be done to’

rouse oue
idea of how successfully this proud 
l>rince manages to while away his golden

princeyou likely to 
where?”

“I should think within the next ten 
days certainly. I always stay at a pri
vate hotel in Half Moon Street.”

“Thank you. This summons to Dal
rymple is unexpected and unwelcome, 
but I must see him, though I leave you 
in Morton’s hand*?.”

“No, Colonel Carrington, in my 
hands, and none other,” with hauteur.

“Can they take a firm grip, though 
they look so white and soft? I believe 
they can. Do you forgive me for urging 
the cause of my unfortunate friend too 
warmly?”

“No!” she returned, raising her eyes 
to his with a smile. “It is an unpardon
able offence.”

“Perhaps.” he said, still in the same 
low tone, his eyes aglow, an air of youth 
and hope transforming his face. “Per
haps when we meet again you may give 
me plenary absolution ?”

“That is not at all probable,” said 
Mrs. Fane, rising from the piano with a 
strange—to her, very strange—sense of 
embarrassment.

Carrington stayed only a few minutes 
longer, and Mrs. Fane strove hard.to be 
a*? animated as before; but in spite of 
her efforts, dulness fell upon the party, 
at least fo it1 seemed to her, for Morton 
and Mrs. Bayley were particularly lively.

At last she was free and alone—free 
tp dream and to conjecture. What could 
Colonel Carrington meaji? She had never 
been so puzzlçd before. He was contra
dictory, and more audacious; yet she 
was not as- angry as she ought to be. 
But, happen what might, she would 
never permit him to persuade her to eee 
Colonel Fane—-never.

be in town,or an
use.

with‘What have you been doing 
yourself?” asked Mrs. Bayley. “You look 
awfully thin and worn.”

“Fighting wild beasts at Ephesus; or, 
In the ardor of his petition, Carring- worse, trying to melt that unacrupu- 

ton caught, and imprisoned her hiind in *ous °^d lljnt, Mosenthal, my dear ally, 
both of bis own, and his wdee trembled * am working with a rope roWid my 
with passionate feeling. • nrçk. He seems to know all about my

Mrs. Fane was touched .ilmest beyond ! doings for the last eighteen months,
her self-control, and yet wounded that ! ;™d *9 good enough to consider that I
he should lx* so anxious to restore her ! have a fair chance of success; but if 1
to another. “Surely no nr'n ever had cannot bring him a promise in writing
bo warm an advocate,” she faltered, her ^roni ^rs- *an€» within a month from 
eves filing with tears. “Ii vou think so the present date, he will commence pro- 
highly of me. why are you so anxious ceedmga ^immediately. It’s a desperate 
to hand me over to a husband who for position. ’

“What do you propose to do?”
“I shall press tiiy suit—make a tre

mendous declaration. I have a good ex
cuse, for I heard on pretty good author
ity that Fane is in England—arrived

She waa

Deration remembers 
Governor-General. 

An amusing story

t^gei

/

means
you no watah,” 
"Mah ol’ man’»

"'Deed
said her hostess 
gwine to the per 
daughter, an’ dis 
him to wear.”

The Princess said she was very thirsty, 
and offered to iron while her hostess got 
the water. As she took It, she said: It’s 
the Queen’s daughter that has helped with 
your Ironing.” Imagine the consternation 
and joy of the colored woman. Louise la 
the only one of the Queen’s daughters that

nine years--------
“Hand you over to any one!” inter

rupted Carrington, pressing her hand 
tightly. “You don't know, you 
derstnnd.” Then, as she tried to draw

can’t un-

ÏTilTflT
$ Rickets. ^
A Simply the visible sign that baby’s tiny bones

has visited the United States.
PrincesS Beatrice is the youngest of Vic

toria's children. She was born April 14, 
1857. and July 23, 1885, she was married to 
'Prince Henry of Batteuburg. Living 
the late Queen, and Influencing 
degree, she was not too popular 
jealous brothers and sisters. Indeed, It was 
said that he was fairly driven off, as he 
was very pleasing to the Queen. Sad to 
relate, be died on his way home from South 
Africa in 1886. Princess Beatrice, or Princess 
Henry, as she chooses to be called, has been 
much in the public eye of late because of 
her daughter’s marriage to King Alphonso 
of Spain. She Is now the mother of a 
Queen and the grand mother of a King-to-be.

Lots of people who feel that nothing 
Is too good for them aren’t satisfied 
when t]iey get nothing. .

with 

with herS$ are not forming rapidly enough.
Lack of nourishment is the cause.
Scott's Emulsion nourishes baby's <52 

entire system. Stimulates and makes bone. « 
Exactly what baby needs. *

ALL DRUGGISTS i 50c. AND $1.00
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