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Summer Girl Freshness
DEPENDS LARGELY ON STANCH.

To give Blouses, Collars, etc., the finest 
most lasting and elastic finish, with least 
work—USE

BEE STARCH
Requires no boiling, but little rubbing 

with the iron, and its use prevents the 
iron from sticking to the linen.
rorr * set of three Patent Flat » KCE Irons highly nickled for too 
Bee Brand coupons.—Save them.’e 
BEE STARCH CO., 449 St. Paul St., Montreal.
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REGULAR PRICES

With the Beet Work In 1 
the City. Goods Called !
for and Delivered.

Parisian Steam Laundry: 
Co. J
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The Ale that’s 

always good. 

AT ALL DEALERS.
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Minard’s Liniment Cures Burns, etc.
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A GIRL OF 1 

: THE PEOPLE
: By Mrs. C. N. Wililamson 1
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b was now certain that if 1 ever married 1 at all. it would not be a man of im- 1 portance.
. So Lady Feo Ringwood was a disciple 

of John Bourke, the "man of the peo- 
ple!” I could imagine nothing more 
incongruous than that she should ad­
vertise herself as a “Socialist.”

YICA
bakes short roads.

She was a young widow, the daugh- 
'ter of an impecunious earl. The mid- 
■die-aged city knight whom she had 
; married when she was eighteen had 
. considerately died three years later, 

leaving his fortune all to her. She was 
now five-and-twenty, with a beautiful 
house In Park lane, and more money 
than she could well know what to do 

. with. 1 had met her so often during 
I my butterfly days that it seemed 

strange I had never met the man she 
apparently delighted to honor. But. 
then, those butterfly days had been so 
few; and Mrs. Jennett declared that 
her hero went as seldom as possible 
into society.-g-ai7

Somehow, I did not like to think of 
Lady Feo Ringwood as a friend of 
John Bourke’s; and the sight of her 
portrait in his study brought me so 
nearly into touch with old times that 
I felt vaguely disturbed. I bad disap­
peared from Lady Fee’s set for ever; 
and I did not relish the thought of 
being discovered, the miserable secret 
of my Basel street connections rooted 
up, perhaps, and discussed as a spicy 
bit of scandal to drawing-rooms.

While I lay with the photograph in 
my hand, there was a ring at the door- 
bell and a light tapping of the knocker.

"That’s Mr. Bourke, I'm sure, come 
to enquire how you are!" exclaimed 
Mrs. Jennett, jumping up from her 
chair. "He won't use hie key and walk 
In, because he says the house is yours 
and mine, not his at all for the present. 
I'll just run and let him to myself."

Two minutes later and she was back 
again, peeping through a crack of the 
door. "It was Mr. Bourke," she an­
nounced. "He’s delighted to hear that 
you're downstairs, feeling better; and 
he’d be glad to see you for a few mo­
ments if you are quite up to it. But 
you are not to say ‘Yes' otherwise; for 
he will come back to-morrow."

"Please teM him I shall be pleased to 
see him," I replied, with an attempt at 
Indifference of tone; but in reality I 
was curiously excited. Mrs. Jennett 
disappeared; and when Mr. Bourke 
came she was not with him.

The blood rushed up to my face as I 
saw his eyes fall upon the tea-gown 

( and brighten into a smile of pleasure. 
J I had almost forgotten it for the mo- 
।ment, but his look brought back all my 
I resentment.

"I had to wear it,” I cried out, like a 
child, "or poor Mrs. Jennett would have 
been hurt. But I am vexed and grieved. 
You had no right to buy this gown for 
me."

He blushed boyishly, the sudden col­
or and look of embarrassment making 
his grave face appear very young. "Oh, 
please don't say that!" he exclaimed, 
coming impulsively closer to the deck- 
chair which was my throne, then

and light loads.

REASE
Mrs. Jennett opened a a—war. 

whisked something out. threw off a 
loose layer of tissue-paper, and with 
pathetic delight held up a garment of 
white, soft satin and lace.

"Bought at Liberty's,’' she exclaimed, 
almost in awe. “The name was on the 
box. What do you think of it?"

“That—that Mr. Bourke ought not to 
have done this,” I stammered, on the 
verge of tears.

Mrs. Jennett’s quaint, rosy apple 
face straightened into lines of distress.

“Oh dear!" she ejaculated. "Perhaps 
X oughtn’t to have told you. He didn’t 
say not, that I can remember, but I 
daresay he took it for granted I'd have 
sense enough to keep it to myself."

She, too, was almost crying. My
first Impulse had been to refuse to wear 
the elaborate tee-gown which I owed 
to a stranger's charity, but her grief 
disarmed me. I knew that any slight 
put upon her Idol (it was easy to see 
that John Bourke was that) would hurt 
her far more than the cruellest insult 
to herself. So, much against my will, 
I let her help me into the garment, re­
minding myself that at worst it was 
only borrowed, and determining to 
fight ont my grievance with the man 
for myself.

In my palmiest days I had possessed 
nothing more beautiful, and I exper­
ienced a very curious sensation in won­
dering if he had used his own taste in 
the selection, troubling himself so 
much tor me.

On the deck-chair in the study, where 
I had awoke to a new world the other 
night, were three or four ruffled silk 
cushions of pretty pale tints, which I 
was sure had not been there before. 
But this time Mrs. Jennett was the soul 
of discretion, if there were a secret 
which she might have betrayed. She 
merely pointed to a great bunch of 
white lilac in a vase on the table, say- 
ing:
."Those are for you, my dear. From 

—from Mr. Bourke and me.”
Then, before I could answer, she had 

begu bustling about the room, draw­
ing down the blinds so that the light 
did not come into my eyes as I reclined 
on the big chair, and asking me what 
books I would like to have from the 
shelves.

There certainly seemed a magnificent 
collection to choose from. Everything 
worth reading which I had ever heard 
of, and many, many learned-sounding 
books which I never had heard of, 
lined the walls.

I had no wish to read. I was reck­
less, though not as unhappy as I ought 
to have been after breaking with my 
past so ruthlessly at Waterloo Bridge; 
and my strongest desire, was for Mrs. 

Jennett’s companionship.
I wanted her to talk to me; and deep 

down under the surface of my thoughts 
I knew exactly on what subject I de­
sired her to talk, though by no means 
did I confess this openly to myself.

I begged her to bring her sewing, or 
some sort of work, and sit with me, 
which she cheerfully consented to do, 
after giving a few instructions to her 
maid-of-all-work, whom I had not yet 
seen.

At first I vaguely intended to angle 
for information, without letting her 
understand what I was about; but it 
occurred to me that this would be a 
dishonorable mode of procedure, and I 
blushed at myself for having enter­
tained it. Because, no matter what 
mistakes Mr. John Bourke had made 
in his tactics, he had behaved gener­
ously and—I believed—meant chival­
rously by me.

“Do you think Mr. Bourke would 
mind my asking you a few questions 
about him?" I hesitatingly began. 
"You know, perhaps, how it was that— 
he brought me to you?"

"I only know that he saw a lady al­
most fainting, and that she was too ill 
to tell him anything much about her­
self, so he thought she would be better 
off with me than at a hospital," said 
the little old woman, clicking her 
needles ever a pair of long worsted 
stockings, which she was busily knit­
ting—for him, perhaps. "I’m sure he 
wouldn’t mind your asking questions, 
and I should be only too pleased to an- 
swer ’em, for there’s nothing in his 
whole life that I'm not proud to talk 
about.”

So then I did ask questions, timidly 
at first, eagerly as I went on. And she 
answered with evident delight.

Why, Mr. Bourke was the great Mr. 
Bourke. How extraordinary that those 
words should bring no light of com­
prehension to my eyes! Where had I 
lived that I hadn't heard of him? 
Didn’t I read the papers? Oh, I hadn’t 
been allowed to read them! That was 
quite a different thing. Some people 
were so particular with young girls; 
and quite right, too, no doubt. But as 
for Mr. Bourke—well, to begin at the 
beginning, it was just like a story- 
book.

He’d been a poor boy, without friends 
or money. He’d sold newspapers and 
run errands in shops. Every penny he 
could save he spent in buying books. 
He had taught himself to read, and he 
had gone to a night-school. There he 
attracted the notice of the teachers, 
ene of whom got him apprenticed to a 
firm of engineers. He was eighteen by 
that time, and he began to send articles 
to a London paper, which were pub- 
lished, and brought the author great 
praise. The editor found out who he 
was, and, taking a great fancy to the 
wonderful boy, sent him to Oxford, as 
a non-collegiate.

That was a hard life, so Mrs. Jennett 
had heard—to be among a lot of more 
fortunate young men, who had plenty 
of money and fun, but to remain an 
outsider. However, Mr. Bourke won 
many honors, and he wrote several 
books on Socialism which made a great 
deal of talk among people who cared 
about such things.

When he was only twenty-two, he 
was editing an important Socialistic 
paper; and now, though he was but 
six-and-twenty, he was a member of 
Parliament —a “Labor member," Mrs. 
Jennett thought was the right name 
for it. And he made such brilliant 
speeches that all England talked about 
them. And dukes and duchesses and 
earls and ‘countesses invited him to 
their houses, but he would never go 
when he could help it.

When he was at home she had or- 
ders invariably to provide enough feed

ood for everything 
that runs on wheels.

Sold Everywhere..A. -----------------rrrere
Made by IMPERIAL OIL Co..

at every meal for several unexpected 
guests, and it was seldom that they 
tailed to appear. Such guests! In 
rags, generally. And sometimes very 
distinguished men, friends of Mr. 
Bourke's, had sat down at the same 
table with them. He never apologized.

There was a story about him, which 
Mr. Bourke did not know that she had 
heard, but the lady concerned in it had 
told it herself to Mrs. Jennett one day 
when she had called at the house and 
waited a long time, hoping in vain that 
Mr. Bourke would come in. A beauti­
ful young lady she was, too, and very 
rich. Who knew but. after all, he 
would marry her one day? If he did. 
with her money and position to help 
him on, why, he might rise to be Prime 
Minister of England.

But the story—oh, yes, Mrs. Jennett" 
would tell it! Mr. Bourke had once 
been persuaded to dine at the house of 
this young lady of whom she had just 
spoken. Nobody else had been asked, 
and after dinner the lady had begged 
Mr. Bourke to tell her how she might 
begin to work as a Socialist—because 
she believed in the doctrines he taught.

“You can begin by washing the flour 
from the hair of my brothers in your 
hall,” he had said, meaning the foot- 
men, of whom the lady kept several in 
livery and powder. ' At first she was 
very angry; but soon she forgave him, 
and liked him better than ever—she 
had remarked to Mrs. Jennett—for be­
ing "so original and so daring." After­
wards she had sent Mr. Bourke her 
photograph, and Mrs. Jennett had re- 
cognized it at once as the portrait of 
the charming young lady who had 
chatted with her for so long.

I listened to all this gossip with a 
strange diversity of feeling. The part 
of the disjointed narrative which con­
cerned the beautiful "woman in the 
case" fascinated me oddly. "I should 
like to see the picture!" I said, rather 
wistfully, at last feeling even more 
insignificant and vaguely homesick checking himself abruptly. “I'd rather 

have done anything than vex you. I 
didn’t want you to know. I thought 
Mrs. Jennett would have managed 
without tallin. * "

To be Continued.

than I had felt before the story began.
Mrs. Jennett rose and went to the 

mantelpiece, returning in a moment 
with a framed photograph in her hand. 
With an air of importance, she placed 
ft in mine, and as my eyes fell upon 
those that looked out from the picture 
I gave a low.cry of surprise, almost 
alarm.|
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Here is a little story about the 
young King of Italy which is being 
printed in the Italian papers, andCHAPTER XIV.

The Woman Who Would Be a Socialist.
It was a beautiful face," and I knew 

it well. Now, my heart gave a quick 
throb as I gazed at it. For the woman 
who owned it belonged in that part of 
my life which had come before the de­
luge. She was of the "ultra smart" 
set, which for a little while had petted 
and welcomed me as a promising debu­
tante. She had been "nice" to me; but 
I had not valued her kindness highly 
after hearing her remark one day, with 
a characteristic laugh: "I always make 
a point of being charming to girls; one 
never knows whom they may marry."

Looking at her "counterfeit present- 
ment," taken (in a ball dress with be­
coming background of ermine) by the 
most popular woman-photographer of 
the moment, I seemed to hear her 
sweet, though slightly metallic veice 
saying the words again.

She would, according to her maxim, 
no longer care to charm we. since it

which is worth reproducing: 
The King was staying in the

country at his palace in Raccorrigi. 
He is little known to the people 
there, for in his walks about the 
country," he always strives to pre­
serve his incognito. Hence come 
some curious adventures. One day, 
while out tramping, he got very 
thirsty, and, seeing a woman milk- 
ing a cow in a field near by, he 
went up to her and asked her for a 
glass of milk.

"I can’t give you any of this, but 
if you'll mind the cow. I’ll go to 
the house and get you some.”

So the King minded the cow till 
the woman returned with a glass of 
cool milk. Then he asked her where 
all the farmhands had gone.

"Oh, they're always running away 
now to try and see the King," ans- 
wered the woman.

"And why did you not go? Don’t 
you want to see the King?"

"Some one must stay and look af­
ter the things"

"Well, little mother," smiled the 
guest, "you see the King without 
running away from your work.”

"You're joking!" exclaimed the 
woman, who could not believe that 
a monarch could be so quietly dress­
ed. But when the King put a gold 
coin in her hand, she fell on her 
knees, while he continued his walk.
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Royal Poultry Keepers

Poultry keeping is one of the mod­
ern delights of society. That it 
should be so may pu azle those who 
base their ideas on some disreputable 
type of farmyard hen, and who have 
never visited a big poultry show 
where fancy fowls are staged in all 
their glory. No lover of the beauti- 
ful in nature can fail to be impress- 
ed by the delicate coloring of some 
of these aristocrats of the poultry 
world, the exquisite markings and the 
quaint eccentricities of others. The 
arts and sciences of breeding may 
remain a closed book to us. Hut the 
wonderful products of modern fanci­
ers demand admirations, says Lon­
don M.A.P.

The Queen is the first poultry keep­
er in the Kingdom, and a regular ex­
hibitor and prize winner "at all the 
great shows. One of her favorite 
varieties is the Silkie, a quaint lit­
tle fowl with whit plumage of a 
silky texture. The King, if he is not 
actually a poultry fancier, has a sin- 
cere respect for the Silkie fowl, for 
they are wonderful mothers for rear- 
tog pheasants and are much in re­
quest at Sandringham. The Queen 
also has some of the tiniest and 
smartest bantams in the country, 
and their excellence from a show 
point of view is proved by the num­
ber of prizes they win.
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Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of

See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below.

Very smell and as easy 
to take as sugar.

FOR HEADACHE.
FOR DIZZINESS.
FOR BILIOUSNESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FOR THE COMPLEXION

CARTERS 

PILES.
... . GENUINE MUST HAVE SIGNATURE, 

to cents Purely Vegetable. 02,767

CURE SICK HEADACHE.
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• THE SAUGEEN .
$ MINERAL WATER +
♦ —IS ON SALE AT— $
$ CENTRAL, DRUG STORK end p
• F. A. ROBERT’S LIQUOR STORE ♦

Use Saugeen first thing $ 
• in the morning and before retiring 2 
! at night and you will have no 4 
* trouble with your stomach, this we ♦ 
guarantee.?
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[PA’S IDEA OF IT.

Little Willie—Say, pa, what does 
this paper mean, "blood money i"

(Pa—I suppose, my son, it means the 
money in circulation.

Alas! how great the number of 
folks who have existed without hir­
ing lived.

v
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Preserving| 
...KettlesI

•YOU WANT

CHEAP

I Lap Covers, Whips, I 
• Lawn Hose, Sprinklers : 
1 And Ice Cream Freezers I 

|Quinn & Patterson
1 3 Doors East of Market. f 
$0000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000960006

♦ Go to Quinn & Patterson, they have a 
: good assortment of these goods, and their 
: prices are away down. They also have 
♦ the best stock of

Lap Covers, Whips, - 
Lawn Hose, Sprinklers 
And Ice Cream Freezers

NOW 18 THE TIME TO SUBSCRIBE
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What is

Castoria is for Infants and Children. Castoria is a 
harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Drops 
and Soothing Syrups. It contains neither Opium,
Morphine nor other Narcotic substance. 
Its guarantee is thirty years' use

Pleasant.
Millions of

Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays Feverish- 
ness. Castoria cures Diarrhœa and Wind Colic. Castoria 
relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation and 
Flatulency. Castoria assimilates the Food, regulates 
the Stomach and Bow els of Infants and Children, giving 
healthy and natural sleep. Castoria is the Children's 
Panacea-The Mother's Friend.

4
Castoria.

" Castoria U so well adapted to chlidres 
that I recommend it as superior to any pro 
scription known to me.”

H. A. ARCHER, M D. Brooklyn, N. P

Castoria.
"Castoria is an excellent medicine for 

children. Mothers have repeatedly told me 
of its good effect upon their children.”

Da. G. C. OSGOOD, Lowell, Mass.

THE FAC-SIMILE SIGNATURE OF
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APPEARS ON EVERY WRAPPER.
THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 79 munnay uvocEr, NEW vons airy.

"Let the GOLD DUST
do your wor

GOLD

No Soap, Borax, Soda or Ammonia is needed with 

GOLD DUST
With little water and less effort you can clean 
anything about the house better, easier and 
cheaper than with Soap or any other cleanser. 
Once try it, you’ll always buy it.

Made only by THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY.
Chicago, New York, Boston, St. Louis Montreal.
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Write us
a Letter.
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If you have any need in the 
jewelry line, however small, 
just write us about it.

Our Catalogue contains 
photographs of many 
hundreds of our choicest 
pieces, and will be seat 
you free.

We guarantee safe delivery 
—prepay charges and cheer­
fully refund money if you so 
desire.

DIAMOND HALL,
. Established 1854.

Ryrie Bros.,
Yonge and Adelaide Sts., 

TORONTO.
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Have You Seen 
Our Men Talking


