'a.ll, I think.” Then she made a move-
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Love That Would
Not Be Denied.

CHAPTER 1.

“Yes, a great many,” he replied.
“The strongest brain might be excus-
ed a sudden dizziness on the edge of
such a precipice as this.”

“Of course,” assented Violet, laugh-
ing, but very quietly. . “I am so much
obliged; I thought only of my stupid
sunshade.”

“Ah,” he said, quietly, “I had for-
gotten that. Perhaps it _has lodged
on one of the jutting bushes; if it
has, I may recover it for you,”
‘he approached the edge.

Violet, who had not quite recovered
from the the sudden
sense of her peril had: produced, ut-
tered a slight cry of warning and re-
buke.

“Oh, please do not look over!

.shock which

It is

of no consequence, not the slightest
in the world.”

The gentleman looked back at her
alarmed face, then up at the blazing
sun, and smiled significantly.

“It is of -great consequence,” he
said, and before Violet could say an-
had
his

cther word to prevent him, he
gained the edge and was upon
knees, looking over.

“I can see it,” he said, “and I think
I can get it. The danger was not so
great after all; there are one or two
ledges here which will bear a man’s
weight, I should think, and below
them is your sunshade.”

While he was speaking, he
but- lowering
himself unt6 one of the ledges of
which he bad and Violet's
horrified eyes lost first his legs, then
his body, and last of all his
looking face, as it disappcared below

was
cautiously, fearlessly,
gpoken,

good-

the edge.

Rooted 1o  the spot with
whiéh she in vain struggled to sup-
press, Violet grew white as death and

terror

almost ‘as cold.

At last her terror found utterance
in a deep-drawn moan.
“Oh! come back!
back! I am suré you will be killed!

It is horrible! Do come back!”

Please come

While she was still entreating and
commanding the handsome, careless
face arosc above the surface again,
and, with slow, cautious. movements,
the stranger, with the recovered sun-
shade in his hand, was beside her.

Violet drew a long breath of relief,
and then, with a smile that was bet-
ter than all the thanks in the world,
said:

“I won’t thank you, for I think you
were more foolish than even I. You
said it was dangerous to look over,
and you actually went over! And all
for this stupid, worthless thing.” And
she shopk the sunshade with annoy-
ance.

“Not altogether for the suﬁshade,”
gaid the gentleman, smiling again.
“But I am glad I have get it for you,
and I agsure you the danger was less
than I xi ﬂrst imagined it; indeed, for
me: ﬁrerg was no danger. I am bless-
ed with'a steady nerve, and have had
sonmie expcrience in mountéineering."

Violet looked down, and then up at
his calm face. >

“It was very good and Kind of you,”
she said, ‘and I will thank you, after

and

ment,- which he took in ‘intimation

“that he might say good—day, and, ac-
‘cordingly
? ‘ther, 'would have done so, had not the |

he raised his hat—or, ra-

wind saved him the trouble.
“How provoking!” said Vio}et, look-

cliff, in imitation of the surshade. “I
am afraid there is a fatality about
this spot. I do hope you will not go
after it, too.” i

“No, indeed!” he said, with a light,
pleas#nt laugh; “my hat is really of
no consequence——"

“Oh! but of more than my parasol!
You have nothing fo protect your
head, and the sun is quite as hot as
it was five minutes ago.” And she
smiled naively.

“But my head is
in fact, rather

“True,” he said.
used to scorching;
likes it.”

“You must take my sunshade,” said
Violet, with provoking gravity.

“No, thauk you,” he said, imitating
the gravity “and suppressing * the
smile. “I do not dread the sun-
stroke, and I have but a few steps to
g0,” nodding to the blazing Cedars.

Violet was guilty of an unmistak-
able start.

“The Cedars!” she exclaimed, ex-
tending her beautiful eyes to their
wildest, “but you are not——" and
she paused as if absolutely too aston-

ished to conclude the sentence.
“My name is Leicester Dodson,”
said the gentleman, a slight, but not

imperceptible reserve showing upon

hig face, and in the tone of his voice
as he spoke.

“Mr. Dodson’s said Violet,
slowly, as if the intelligence were too

son!”

astonishing to be taken in instanter.

The gentleman bowed.

“Mr. Dodson’s and ‘' Mrs. Dodson’s
son,” he said, with a smile.

For a moment Violet stood still;
then her face lit up with its delicious
smile, and, with a frank gesture, she
held out her hand.

“Then we are neighbors,”

as Mr. Dodson,

she said,
Leicester with as
much surprise as his courtesy would
took the

“l am Miss

allow his face to express,
well-shaped, little hand.
Mildmay.” :

Mr. Leicester dropped her hand as
if it bad
burned him.

grown red-hot and had
Violet colored then, but
understocd his gesture of .repudiation
instantly. ‘“He knows how aunt dis-
likes his people, and is Sorry he res-
she tho_ught.

“I am happy to have been of some
slight service to you, Miss mildmay,”
he said, cnldly,
distant bow;

cued my sunshade,”

with a careless but
then he turned and
walked slowly down the steep path.

Viclet, looking down after ‘him
until his bare head had  dropped
slowly out of sight, then said, aud-
ibly:

“Well, that is pride now; but it is
proper pride, I think,” smiled rather
sadly, and returned homeward,

“Aunt!” she said, coming into the
drawing-rocm just before dinner was
served, and more quietly than was
her ‘wont, “I've had an adventure on
the cliffs, startling and melodramatic.
My sunshade blew over, and a gentle-
man was polite enough to go after it.”

“My dear!” exclaimed the old lady,
thinking it one of her darling’s jokes.

“It’s true, aunt. A stranger risked
his neek—precious, no doubt, to him-
self and family—for a fifteen-and-six-
penny sunshade. Imprudent, but
heroic, was it not?”’ g

“Very good and kind, but
dent, as vou say, my dear.
men are so rash!”

_“This one was not,” said Violet
picking at the costly frinige on her
dress; “he was as calm and cool ag—
as—a ‘cucumber.” : :

impru-
Young

“A stranger,” said . Mrs. Mildmay,
smiling. * “Whom can it be, I wonder?
Somebody staying at the Wenning-

fords, no doubt.”

A pure | grape 1ﬁt,
 the hlghestgp
1ty i

ing after the hat, as it sailed over the}'

manner,

The gntxees are passed round and
partaken of, :
‘Mr. Leicester is describing the Vi-
cani Pass to Miss Mildmay, and inter-
esting her deeply therein.
Mrs. Dodson  is comparing notes
with Mrs. Mildmay, and Mr. Dodson
is lost in the beauties of a curried
fowl, when the butler, a model of sol-
emn propriety, is approached by a
footman, with whom  he confers in
stately, but rather disturbed asides.
“What is it, James?’ asks Mrs.
Mitdmay ,who has noticed the con-
ference. :
“If you please,

ma’am, a gentle-

“Aunt!” said Violet; then sudden-
ly changing the subject, “do the vicar
and his wife dine with us on Satur-
day?”

Mr. and Mrs. Giles.
dear, good man, but——"
“Rather a bore,” put in Violet,
cidedly.
Mrs. Mildmay looked shocked, but
Violet, without waiting for a

de-

repri-
mand, went on, with slow and most
unusual gravity:

“Do you know, aunt, I should like
to ask this heroic gentleman of
mine?”

“A perfect stranger, my dear!” said
Mrs. Mildmay, with a smile,

“Yes, & perfect stranger,
gentleman,

but a
Perfect strangers who

are gentlemen, and heroic enough to

risk their lives for one’s sunshade,
are people worth knowing. Aunt,
ask him. He is tall, rather dark, gold-
eny-brown, you know, nice eyes, a
yvellow mustache and—-I think that’s
all I remember—I was -going o men-
tion the smile but, of course, he may
not always wear that.”

“I don’t remember him,
said Mrs. Mildmay.

my dear,”
“But if you real-
ly want to know him I’ll try and find
out who he is from the servants.”
“And ask him urged
Violet.
Mrs.
and puzzied.

to dinner?”’

Mildmay Ilooked bewildered

“Yes, my dear, if you wish it, and
he really belongs
fords.”

“I do wish it, aunt,” said Viclet.
“But he doesn’t belong to the V/en-
ningfords. He belongs to the Ce-
dars, and is no other than Mr, Leices-

ter Dodson, the tallow melter’s son!”
* * * * * * *
It is Saturday evening, and Mrs.

Mildmay’s little dinner is in progress.

Therg- are the vicar and his wife,
Mr. and Mys. Giles from the Ferns,
and, wonderful to say, the Dodsons
from the Cedars.

Miss Vioiet had, as usual, had her
way with her aristocratic aunt,
the Dodsons are. here.

For a Whole. day Mrs. Mildmay,
with tears in her eyes, declared -that
she would not call at the Cedars; and
it was nol until Violet had, with
greater firmness, vowed that she
would go to the Cedars by herself ra-
ther than not at all, that the good old
lady had given in.

And when they had called, and
Mrs. Dodson had accepted the invita-
tion for herself and two menfolk, Vio-
let had still further worried her aunt
by declaring that the  Dodsons,
though they were
were not snobs, ‘and that for her. part
she saw nothing to find fault with in
Mrs. Dodson save, perhaps, rather a
redundancy of color in. her morning
cap.

“Which, my dear aunt,” Violet said,
in conelusion, “is an error in taste
not confined to tallow chandlers.”

So therc they are. Mr. Dodson, the
tather, a quiet, mild-eyed old gentle-
man, with a partiality for clear soup;
Mrs. Dodson, a smiling, homely look-
ing lady, with a devouring admjra

to 'the Wenning-

and

ter himse.t ~with ‘no partleula.rly
‘prominent virtues or vices sgve that
of silenc$. S0F

 He had ﬂea.reely ‘spoken & word

| during the soup and the fish, a.nd Vv X
: et had almostmade up ‘her mimi that ha
,‘he‘ was too m-ond a.xi;l !

“Yes, my dear, and I have asked |
‘The viecar is a®

tallow’ melters, |

tion |
for her son; . and the son, Mn:‘f.eices-

man e

But all explanation is rendered un-
necessary by the opening of the door,
and the entrance of another servant,
who says, with that clear sing-song,
proper for the occasion:

“Captain Howard Murpoint!” and,
stepping aside, allows a tall, dark
gentleman to pass through the door-
way.

Convergation immediately ceases.
and guests regard
Mrs.

Dumbly, hostess
the newccmer; dumbly still,
Mildmay rises from her chair.

“Captain Murpoint!” she repeats.

“Captain ~ Murpoint!” suddenly
echoes Violet, whose quick, thought-
ful eyes have been ' scanning every

feature of the dark, pale face from
its piercing, black eye to the scar on
its left cheek, and its black mus-

tache.
“Captain Murpoint!” she
“my father’s dearest friend!”

repeats,

Captain Murpoint camie forward,
with a smile evidently . struggling
against some emotion, and met her
halfway, taking her outstretched
hands, and, looking with what may
well pass for tear-dimmed eyes into
her pure, youthful face.

“And
daughter!”

you ‘are John Mildmay’s
he exclaimed, in a trem-
ulous voice, , “Poor Jack, poor Jack!”
and evidently overcome by the like-
ness or some memory of the past,
Captain !\Iurpoinf, after wringing the
girls’s slight hand, conveys his own
to his eyes and—weeps!

(To be Continued.)

No more useful gift for a man than
a Safety Razor. We sell the Giant
Junior Safety at 50 cents. A perfect
shaver and the wonder of all users.
CHESLEY WOODS, 140 Water Street,
Manufacturer’s Agent.—decl6.tf

@ N\
Four of the Best!

Irish Whisky !
Irish Persses,
Insh Jamesons,

Scotch Spey Foyal,
Scmch Thislle.

J. C. BAlRl)

spéech and. bearlng -are b
| those of a pertect genﬂeman. v

The Home Dressmaker should kecp

a Catalogue Scrap Book of vur Pat-

tern Cuts. These will be found very

usehl to refer to from time to time,

1182.—A VERY SIMPLE BUT
PLEASING MODEL.

Girl’s Dress with Long or Short

Sleeve.

This design will readily appeal to
the busy thoughtful mother, who i8§
mindful of her little girls comfort.
Dresses that “hang from the should-
ers” as this one piece model are best
for growing children, for they give
freedom of movement and do not
hamper or bind. The style in its sim-
plicity, will be easy to develop. The
front is shaped at the closing, and
the sleeve in either length has a neat
cuff. A simple rcund collar finishes
the neck edge.- Gelatea, Devonshire
cloth, gingham, chambrey, seersuck-
er, percale, cashmere or serge are
good for -this dress. It will be so
charming in any pretty inexpensive
wash materials, or in the novelty
plaid or striped wool and -cotton
goods. The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes:
4, 6, 8 and 10 years. It requires 3'%
yards of 36 inch material for an 3
year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c¢. in
silver or stamps.

1189.—A SIMPLE FROCK FOR
MOTHER’S GIRL.

Girl’s Dress with Long or Short
Sleeve and with Collar or in Rouand
Neck Outline,

Blue cashmere with trimming of
soutache braid is here shown. Brown
or red serge with facings of striped
or plaid woolen would also be ef-
fective. The waist portions are cut
in one with the sleeves, and these
may be in short or wrist length. The
skirt is a three piece model with a
lap tuck at the “centre back. The
Pattern is splendid for all wash ma-
terials, such as galatea, kmdergurtr-n,
cloth, poplin, percale, gingham, seer-
sucker and chambrey. Also for vel-
vet, silk, cloth or novelty wooléns. It
is cut in 4 sizes: 6, 8, 10 and 12
yeans. It requires 23 yards of 36
inch material for an 8 year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed

| to any address on receipt of 10c¢. in

silver or stamps.
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Fashion Plates..

It Will Warm Your Heart to
See the Values We (lﬂer

Ladies’ Cream Ribbed Fleeced Vests and Knickers, now

only 25c¢. garment

Ladies’ Cream Ribbed Fleeced Vests and Knickers.
Regular 40c. garment. Now .. .. . .35¢. garment

Ladies’ White Fleeced Vests and Knickers.

Regular 65¢. garment. Now ..

.. ..b0c. garment

Ladies’ White Fleeced Vests and Knickers, very heavy
and warm make. Reg. 80c. garment. Now 65c¢. gar.

Men’s Jaeger Fleeced Underwear.

Special 50c. value. Nowonly .. .. . .43c. garment

Boys’ Jaeger Fleeced Shirts and Drawers.

All the sizes from 24” to 34”7, only 29¢c. garment

Girls’ Cream Ribbed Fleeced Vests and Pants.

Sizes—

16in. 18in. 20in. 22in. 24in. 26in. 28in. 30in, 32in. 34in.

Prices—

12¢. 14c. 16c. 18c. 20¢. 23c. 26¢. 29¢. 32¢. 35c.

SEASONABLE

IN SILVER.
Tea Pots.
Coffee Pots.
Salad Bowls.
Sugar Basins.
Biscuit Barrels.

Cake Baskets.
Flower Vases.
Epernes.
Toast Racks.
Marmalade Jars.
Butter Dishes.
Ete.

IN BRASS.
Coal Vases.
Fire Brasses.
Fire Dogs.
Fancy Kerbs.
Fire Guards.

Fern Pots.
Lamps.
Crumb Trays.
Kettles.
Pipe Racks.
Ash Trays.
Etc., Etec.

BOWRING BROS, Ltd.

Hardware Dept.




