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ete “That's becius: Lord Villler’s mother monopoliz:d her,’ grumbled |losn compnies, and when his partaer swindled him and went off to the
Colonel Arundel. ‘¢ She has just brought her back from Paris, you see, and | Stites the company sold them up and then he moved down ioto the city
the old dame is an foveterate match-maker. Jave | she intends Miss Ross- | and got a job in a livery atatle, which was all he could get to do, but he's
Al more, with her Irith bogs and foreign securitiee, for Ler precious son.’ had a little mouey left him since, and [ expeot he'll go into business sgain,
et ¢Bah| Villiers will never carry off a girl like that! sncered Ruther- bpt land’s sake, it's pretty hatd when a man has to begin all over agaio at
ot : lord. ¢ Have you seen her, Beaumont ?’ .. |his age, for be must be about fifty-five now.’
an 1y Csptain Arthur Beaumont, standing nesr by, quite pale and disteait, . *Yes, ma'am. The very be t of the kind on the market, Sho.uld be
answered.by a negative gesture. in the library of every intelligent family who desire to keep pace with the
eir > * She's handeomer to-night than ever—not a jswel about her, but that | progress of the age. Payments, if desired, fon monthly instalments of fifty .
all 2 curious bracelet which she always wesrs. X . |ceots. Should be pleased to take your name »» a subscriber.”
et & ¢ Hist I whispered Arundel, ¢ here she comes with his excelleocy him- ‘I suppose there's many people likes to pay that way, which must be a
oes 4 self . great couvenicnce for those who have not much money. Now, there waes
iny 3 Bzaumont, steppiog quickly forward, looked at the advaocing couple.} Mrs, Soooper oo Berkeley strect—perhaps you might know her.  When
’ Therg she w33 just as he expected her, a regal, self-possessed woman, | she started houss-keeping a couple of yeara ago she bought everythiog on
ses with the air of a duchess—her slender figure draped in point lace and satio | the iostalment plan, and I think she did right, for Snooper is one of those
-iué —1allef, older, s thousand times loveller, yet Ailsic still. As she came| csreless, easy-going fellows that never put by a cent. They'd bsen board-
'md sweepiog toward him, he raw that, as Rutherford had said, she wore po)iog for three or four years, but they didn't like it, and as she says to me lat
jewels, save an 0dd bracelet of golden coin, clasped with a heart of fiery | time [ saw her it was down at the msrket,—‘Mrs. Dillaby,’ says she,
Che topaz, on ooe round:d svow-white arm. . ¢ there's nothing after sll like haviog a home of your own; you can come
ura He held his breath. Would she see him—would she know him after}and go as you plcase. Aod Snooper hsviag a steady job all the time,
the five long chengeful years! Ske drew nearer—she looked up—looked | for he's a good workmin and well liked by his employers, they was able to
cs straight io his face. Over ber own swept something thst was not a bluab, | pay for it fnside ol a year, and since then they’ve maoaged to put by
and but & white lightoiog heat, dyiog as quickly as it came. Then ber dark | esoogh to taks a trip to the World's Fair—
e of eyes dropped. She went on a few paces, and disengaging her arm from the tYea ma’m—will you—'
Lotd-Licutenant's sank ioto s seat near Lady Villiers. *To the World's Fair and I expect they'll bave a real good time, Why
on A few moments afterward Lady Villiers was beckonlog graclously to] Mr. Fadd who is a grest friend of my son-fn-law who has just got back after
o a Besmont with her Spavish fan. He crossed to ber side. . . being away for iwo weeks, saysit’s perfectly wooderful snd that nothlog like
ach * My desr Arthur,” she £aid, not without a touch of malice, *is it poasible | it was ever seen b:fore, but I don't hold with opening it oa Sunday, 2ad it
you do not recognize Miss Rossmore? Oane would think you had csuse to | dida’t cost him more than fif:y dollars, but then he has friends there, which
for remember esch other. makes a d fi:zrence.’
Miss Rossmore gave bim her band. ¢ Quite so—if you wish to—'
. the ¢ Remember ! he murmured in ber ear ; ‘as {f I could ever forget !’ *You see his brotber has been there for about five yearsand he's clerk
ever Sne answered nothiog.  Sbe was pale snd cold asa snow-wreath. Ooly | in a big hardware store. He had to take a low salary at first but when he
that the pervous maorer in which she plucked at the bracelet of coin on her|got to know the business they increased it and he got married last summer
well. wrist batrayed ber agitation. toa gitl he was engsged to in Goderich, She broke it off once and every-
¢ My love,’ said Lady Villlers, beginning to frown, * bere is your fan. | body thought she was goiog to marry Capt. Wadslelgh, but the Captalo—'
Lord Jobn Is coming to dance with you.’ What, you're not goiog, sre you? Well, good bye. We've had a real pless-
the Beaumont's eyes looked full into Miss Rossmore’s. ant chat. Csll again next time your passing.’ .
"nors ¢ Ailvie ' he murmured, daringly. But the agent with a wild and careworn look on his features was already
ot to With & sudden snap the heart of topaz clasping Miss I‘Iossmorc:s brace- | out of hearing.
! had L‘:‘P:;:]‘ ?eﬁx:gc‘l’hgca)g:tvoua fingets.  Something concealed therein rolled Summer complsiots aud all bowel troubles are soon cured by Johoson's Anodyne
lady The young heiress started. Lisiment.
‘ i"nyl—pnybhclp ms to ﬁlnd i?t 17 she aaid to Lady Villiers. .
¢ My love, what bave you lost?' 0 h s R
2-;31"; ¢ What have you lost ? ’ repeated Bzaumont. my t e cars amaml !
., 1y ¢ Someihing that is very, very precious to me,” she faltered. # Among (ho many testimonlals which I
kK Beaumont was down on the flor in & twiskling. Whea he srose, his ] sec Inregard to cortain mediclaes performe
32au- fsce was Jumioous. He was holdiog in his hand a silver shilliog, one end| ng cures, cleansing tho blwod, cte.” writes -
-‘mg perforated as if for a cord. . . MENKY Mupsos, of the gan;cs‘ Smith :
::ixt ¢ My dear,’ cried Lady Villlers, aghast, ¢ that is not what you bide so ;‘13&1::1 ';;’,;c’;.i"{.n‘;‘,’;{; |
' closely in your bracelet?’ impress me more than my |
e the ¢ A friend gave it to me long ago,’ murmured Miss Rossmore. own case. Trwenty years :
s sod ¢ And you have kept it all this time!’ Arthur Beaumont said, in an ago, at theage ol 18 years,
e. but impassioned whisper. ¢ Ailsie, Ailsie, you will not dance with Lord Joho 1 lx:lldﬂn\‘c:)'lnlgsbco;nc o:; )
bouse Villiere—you will dance with me?’ sy sooaing sores
* Give me b.ack.my shilling,’ she faltered, smiling. Qur family physiclancould
— Sometbiog in his eyes made her own fall before them. p do e no good, aud 1t was
ll;d ¢ Give mo back that which you-have had in keeping ever since the night feared that tho bones
’ you won your sbilliog. Ailsle, Ailsie, give me back my heart 1* '4 wouldbe aflected. Allast,
arm Ia the very face and eyes of Lidy Villiers ke caught ber alender white ™ my good ol o ther
d band in his own. For a momeat it flattered like a frightened bird, theo ;am::;ﬁaf’; bt
lay quite stall, ’; bottles, the sores healed,
1t was but fair, perhsps, that Arthur Beaumont entered the round tower n and I dhave not been
of the Reeks s second time as master. troubled since. Only the
] scars remain, and the
ifeless, HOW TO GET A “SUNLIGHT" PICTURE. e
. haods Seud 25 *‘ Sunlight” Soap wrappers (i‘;npper besriog the worls *“Why Does Ayer's Sarsaparilla hasdoneme. 1uw
a0d Woman Look Old Soaner Than a Man™) to Lever Bme., Ltd., 43 Scott St., Toronto, and |  Welgh two hundred and twenty pounds, and
n you will 1eceive by post a preity picture, free from advertising, and well worth {ramiog. aminthe best of hicalth. I havebecnonthe
) This is ap easy way to decorateyour home. The soap is the best in the maiket and it will |  road for the past twelve years, have noticed
°n31 cost 1c. postage to send in tho wrappers, if you leave the cuds open. Writo your |  Ayer's Sarsaparilla advertiscd In all parts
atumo.  Mddress carefully. o of the Unlted States, and always take pleas-
ras his - ute 1a telllag what good it did for me.”?
! > '3 N For the care o? all dlscasces originating 1a
L ;h:;; g ’TH:. SOOK HENI; ] :)ISCO&{IM’I‘URE. . . {mpiure blood, the best remedy BS
Madame,’ ssid the enterprising book sgent, inserting one foot upon the ’ H
amoog threshbold as a precaution agsiost the door being closcdgupon biw as sooo AYER'S Sarsapanlla
ses and as his errand became koowa, * I called to show you a satmple of a valu-| Frepascdbydr.J.CAyerkCo,, Loweil, Mase.
2 balt able work which will shortly be issucd at the low price of five dollars,| Curesothers,will cureyou
' le;,‘tghmuy btlann;i, pr'o!usely Justrated with geoulne steel engraviogs in the
: Jghest siyle of ant. 3 .
')1?{;:15\ ¥ ‘ Well now,’ said the old lady,  that's real kiod of you. It doeslook a Corner Gum"l__le & Sackville Sts
prette nice book now, doesa't it? And that's the picture of the autbor? NOVA SCOTIA
wy lad, Well cow, do you koow there's somethiog abeut him that reminds me of my )
of us’ coutin Martba Jeokins' husbaad when they was first married about fifteen Sm “uhm hpn B;g u;“hmr’.
years ago, though be's aged a great deal since thep, and only natural too,
poor man, for they've had & heap of trouble, what between loaing three of THE CHEAPESTia the MLARKET.
tbeir chbildren with the diptheria and bim failing io busioess its no wonder —ALSO-
s differed he bas grown gray acd peeked-like. Wesll thought Martha was doiog s0 BOOK BINDING
. lm? r;( B well wheoshe mlt‘l’icd bim, for ¢verbody 51id he was real wealihy and he Ta all {te varioes beancher,
: o was reeve of the village then, too ; but be was mcstgaged to onc of thoee | G. & T PHILLIPS.




