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110 dozen Galvanized Buckets, LOOP
tenance. She eoon le staring Into 

^ every nook and corner—falls on the 
heap of clothes, the soiled frock, and 
on the black bag, but not on Kitty. 
Mary looks behind the curtains, under 
the bed, even, then, crying by this 
time, Into the bathroom. But that |s 
empty; the door Is open, and Kitty has 
flown!

lfcttty has flown, but the beg is 
. there, and clinging to it as a drowning 

man clings to a rock, poor, helpless, 
I bewildered Mary sits down and weeps, 

with alarm, relief, and consternation 
as mingled and confused as the mud- 
dled-up heap at her feet

I lf Mary had had the sense and 
mother-wit to run to the window, and 
pell up the blind and look out, she 
would have seen her fugitive mistress 
walking across the fields. But though 
Mary did not see her, another pair of 
eyes, that had been as watchful, and 
anxious as Mary's own, was on the 
watch; and Mr. Sydney Calthrop, pac
ta# moodily and expectant behind the 
elm, saw the slim, graceful figure, and 
felf his heart leap out to meet it 

Ten o’clock had struck by the sta
ble clock; it was ten minutes past He 
thought nfitil he had looked at his 

■ watch, that it must at least have been 
a quarter to eleven, before he saw 
her; and no pen, however graphic, 
could paint the tortures of those ten 
minutes endured by the creature who 
had never known before what impa
tience meant!

Even now when he saw her he 
could not, for the moment go for
ward to meet her.

He stands for a moment looking 
after her, and yet without seeing. 
What he sees is the Nemesis which has 
oOme down upon the heels of his 
treachery, and betrayed him. What 
he sees is a long, weary, sterile strug
gle with the fnfitlees passion that 
tears his heart What he feels is 
simply despair. It numbs him soul 
and body so that he cannot stand, and 
he sinks down upon the step of the 
stile and rests his face upon his arm.

Five minutes pass, and then sudden
ly he leaps to his feet hot panting, 
with bloodshot eyes and quivering 
lips.

“Fool! A cursed fool! I have let 
her go! I had her here—the carriage 
was in the lane—what was easier 
than to throw that shawl round her 
face and make her keep her promise T 
Fool—fool! Too late! It is too late!"

Like an electric current the wild 
mad hope runs through his veins.

With an oath he springs on the 
stile and stares before him. ^

Tee, there she is, going with drag
ging footsteps across the meadow—the 

the footpath
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10 Barrels^ CARROTS.
10 Barrels PARS HIPS.
10 Barrels BEBtS.
20 Barrels CABBAGE.

i-DISINFECTS White Enamel Fails. 
Saucepans, all colors & sises. 
Bo Hers, all colors A sizes.

Coffee Boilers. ^ 
Milk Kettles, 1, 2, 8, 
Pie Dishes.
Dinner Plates. , 
Mags. /
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Chambers. r
Sink Drainers. 
Funnels.
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If. T. CORKED BEEF. 
PORK LOINS. TIN LINED SAUCEPANS AND DINNER BOILERS. ’

FBT PANS, SLOP FAILS, OIL HEATÿBS,
OIL STOVES (2 wi*k), LAMP BURNERS * CHIMNEYS* 

STOVE PIPE ENAMEL, ALUMINUM PA^NT,
L GENERAL TINWARE, at {

JOHN HOUSTON'S,
140-2 Duckworth Street.
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CHAPTER XXXVII. McCormick’s Fancy Biscuits. 
McCormick’s Jersey Cream 

Sodas.
Grape Nats.
Pestnm Cereal 
Del. Monte Peaches.
DeL Monte Egg Flams.
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With a stifled cry she pulled from 
its hiding place the stained morning 
frock, which she had worn the morn
ing Elliot Sterne had come to ' ner, 
and taken her heart from her. It was 
a very unsentimental object; not a 
faded rose, or a crumpled letter, or a 
broken fern, only a soiled morning 
dress, but the very practical and un- 
poetic object brings all that happy,^ 
too happy day before her, and Kitty 
trembles and quivers like a person 
suddenly xseoiling from the brink of 
a great crime. Her hands, a moment 
ago so restless and impatient, fall 
upon the soiled dress as it lies on her 
lap, and her great eyes stare at it 
with remorse, shame, supplication. If 
the crumpled thing could speak, it 
could not have spoken more eloquent
ly that. It did.^

“IlSat are you >-q£out to do?" it 
seemed to say; “you who have known 
what love is, you are going to eeH 
yourself for pique—revenge, a pitiful, 
self-torturing spite!* Shame! Can 
you look at me, and remember whose 
arms have enfolded me, against whose 
hreast'-’FWÉve rested? can you recall 
the words I have heard whispered tn 
you? can you, who put me out of 
sight as a thing too sacred for com
mon handling, as consecrated by his 
touch, can you be contemplating this 
thing? Shame! It is better to have 
lived and loved, than never to have 
loved at all; better to live upon the 
memory -of one day, than to drag out 
an existence of remorse and self- 
reproach. Be content! You who 
have known what love is, can never 
desecrate and degrade its sacred name 
by such a deed as you would do!”

This is what the dumb thing says, 
as plain as muslin can speak, and 
Kitty, hearing it, grows red, then pale, 
and then with a sob she bows her head 
over it and kisses it, and the pent-up 
tears bprst forth, and the tortured 
heart speaks out:

“No! no! X cannot do It! God for
give me for ever thinking of it! I 
love him! I love him! I have been 
his love of only a day, agd no one else 
shall call me his! Oh, my lore, my 
love! I am yours, though you never, 
never come back to me, though an
other has the right to claim you, I am 
yours to the very end, ajpd no one 
else’e."

Devoted Mary, coming up the stairs
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100 Pairs next meadow but one 
turns to"the left, she has nearly gain
ed it; it he cuts across this next field 
and runs he can reach her before she 
can gain the lane.

A moment—a half moment is suffi
cient for the calculation, and the next 
minute' he springs to the ground, 
dashe^over the gate of the adjoining 
field, and rune with the speed of a 
man racing with death.

Racing with death!
What is that behind? That strange 

echo that reaches his ears, muffled as 
it were, by a breathing harder and 
louder than his own?

For a few seconds he takes no no
tice of it, but suddenly the echo 
grows too loud, the breathing, which 
he fancied, was his own, grows into 
a fierce, unearthly snort—he turns 
his head and his brain reels; behind 
him, so close that he fancies he can 
feel the animal’s hot, etrvage breath, 
comes, at a headlong pace, the bull

With its smooth, iron head bent 
low, blowing the hot steam from its 
nostrils, flinging the foam from its 
cruel jaws, the brute glares with Its 
small, Savage eyes a look of fero
cious cunning straight into the hor
rified ones of the man.

Before them both—seeming miles 
distance—is the gate

FRESH RABBITS.

T. J. EDENS WARNER’S 
Rust-Proof Corsets!Duckworth St MawttsF

Créés.

TUB THEM—
J RUB THEM—

r ~T\ SCRUB THEM—
KEEP THEM CLEAN

jbf/ You can’s hurt
ydT WARNER’S RUST-PROOF

Igffl M CORSETS.
in mT They have every Quality that 
RsSsfjPr spells Service—they are light, dur- 
f*rli 1 able and comfortable.
M l r The first feature that a woman ap* 
I[fill, f predates in a corset is shape, but the- 
f|B . shaping must be comfortable.

1 This you can rely upon through a
mArndk Warner’s Rust-proof. And the fact 

that a corset is impervious to moist- 
' / ure is a feature not to overlook.

Price from $2.30 per pair up.

her shawl against her bosom, doubt
less to still, if she can, the throbbing 
at her heart—“I have come, because 
—because I think that I ought, Mr. 
Calthrop’’—he wincee at the for
mal address, but his eyes do not move 
for a moment from her face—“Mr. 
Calthrop, I was mad and wicked 
when I saw ypu last, and said words, 
and promised to do what I never ought 
to have said or promised. Oh, do not 
look at me like that!

He must needs stop 
and calm himself, tripe the great drops 
of cold perspiration—the dews of 
doubt and misgiving, rising and fail
ing hope—from his forehead. Then he 
summoned all his self-composure, and, 
vaulting over the style, hurried to
ward her, i

But he has not gone two yards be
fore he stop# with a sudden, swift, but 
convincing dread. It is not because 
he has seen her face, for She is too 
far as yet—it is not because she is 
alone, though that fact would be 
sufficient reason for the icy hand of 
doubt that seems to grasp at his heart 
and turn him cold. It is something in 
the manner of her walk; it is too hur
ried—for Kitty is not the one to hur
ry to any man, least of all to a waib- 
ing lover—something in her bearing, 
in the pose of the little figure, and the 
droop of tite email, sleek head.

Sydney Calthrop stops short, and 
waits beside the stile, his heart beat
ing, his eyes hungrily watching to 
read his sentence.

A glance at her face tell .him more 
In a moment the thous-

A SERVICEABLE AND BECOMING 
AFBON. ’

for his face 
works for a moment, and his eyes 
gleam with reproach and accusation. 
"Indeed, I have suffered!—I am more 
sorry, sorry, sorry, than I can tell you 
—than you would believe If I told you! 
But I don’t think I have quite known 
what I have said and done lately!" 
she goes on, with a startled look of 
pain mingling with her imploring, 
penitent one. "I have been wicked, 
and—and heartless ! —heartless, in
deed! Mr. Calthrop, I hope that you 
will not think too much of it—that 
you will remember what a worthless— 
utterly stupid and worthless girl you 
—you honored and confided in—and—_ 
forget her!
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away in the 
which the man will never reach ; the 
bull knows it as well as does hie 
victim ; he gives a long snort of 
ferocious delight, and dashes on.

Sydney Calthrop, the hunter, turn
ed into the hunted, utters not a 
sound, but keeps on hie way; sud
denly Kitty, turning her head, sees 
the race of life and death, and a 
scream, shrill and piercing, rises into 
the air.

Then, for the first time, the brute 
opens his nostrils and bellows, bel
lows with defiant mockery and rage.

(To he Continued.)'

Sole Agents for Newfoundland
and, with eyes that are 

dimmed with tears, she holds out/her 
hand.

He looks at it for a moment, then 
slowly raises his eyes to her face
again.

“You will not come—is that what 
you mean?” he asks, struggling with 
his voice, that sounds hoarse and un
naturally calm.

"I cannot,” she Bays, clenching her 
hands and hiding her face away. “I 
cannot and dare not; it is not only for 
myself that I draw back, that I break 
my promise. For your sake I ought 
not to—to do what you want me! I 
see. it all clearer to-day, and know

that enough, 
and conflicting hopes and fears fall 
into nothingness, and a heavy despair 
settles upon him.

He does not even Mold out his hand, 
but grasps the top bar of the stile 
with one hand, and looks steadily at 
her.

Panting, hut not from her speed, 
Kitty stands before him, as pale as 
himself—mors affected outwardly, 
but firm and Immovable—he knows It 
—as a rock.

she says,

Music for Christmas2674—This model Is easy to develop 
and easy to adjust It ia provided 
with ample pockets. Gingham, alpa-

lawn andca, sateen, drill, cambric, 
percale may be used for this irtyle.

The Pattern is put in 4 sizes: Small, 
32-34; Medium, 36-38; Large, 40-41, 
and Extra Large, 44-40 inches bust 
measure. Size Medium will require 
3% yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamp*.

A frock of white panne velvet owns 
an ample sash which ties at the left 
side in an enormous bow.

Some spring dresses have th* slant 
overskirt bordered with heads, wool 
embroidery and appliques.drawing"I haye come,

Piano RoHs, Gramophones,Girls Thicken and 
Beautify Your Hair 

and Stop Dandruff.
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Don’t Torture Your Child!
Address In tall:—.

ly, and staring at her. “Yes, you have 
been heartless and cruel to every one 
who has loved you. I might have 
known—if I had not been a fool, if I 
had not taken you for a simple, guile
less girl—that you would have cursed 
me as you did the rest I am rightly 
served—we are all fools—all three— 
Ainsley and Sterne----- ”

“Oh, stop, stop!’’ she breathes, put
ting up her hand and turning white 
and wan. “Stop! You do not know! 
You Judge me too harshly—-and yet— 
yes, I deserve it! Say what—what you 
want to and let me go,” and she 
stands before him with drooped head 
and patient, miserably clasped hands.

“Say,” he says, with a dull kind of 
passion. "What will words do for me? 
If I stayed all day and said a hun
dredth part of what I could say, it

Newfoundland’s Music Shop.TO MOTHERS! See your little one’s terror 
at the very thought of à dose of castor oil, mineral 
oil, calomel or pille. Ugh I \

dascarets “work” better, safer, surer on the 
tender little liver, stomach and bowel», besides Cas- 
carets taste like Candy. Even bilious, constipated, 
sick kiddies coax for this harmless candy cathartic.

Try this! your hair gets wavey, glossy 
and abundant at once.

THETo be possessed of a head of heavy, 
beautiful hair; soft, lustrous, fluffy, 
wavy and free from dandruff is mere
ly a matter of using a little Dandertne. To the Wholesale Trade.It is easy and inexpehsive to have 
nice, soft hair and lots of it Just get 
a 25 cent bottle of Knowlton’s Dan- 
derine now—all drug stores recom
mend it—apply a little as directed and 
within ten minutes there will be an 
appearance of abundance; freshness, 
fluffiness and an Incomparable gloss 
and lustre, and try as you will you 
cannot find a trace of dandruff or 
falling hair; but your real our prise 
will be after about two weeks’ use, 
when you will eee new hair—fine and 
downy at first—yes—but really new 
hair — sprouting cut nil over your 
scalp—Dandertne is, we believe, the 
only sure hair grower; destroyer of
Minever feUs fÏÏtogTafr “at
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lib. bags. rm
1 Carload STARCH and CORN FLOUR.
1 Carload ST. CHARLES’ CREAM,

300 Cases 2 IN 1 SHOE POLISH. iia—

Wholesale indents promptly etecu- 
id at lowest sash prices for all Brit- 
ih and Continental goods, including: 
Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Druggists' Sundries, 

.China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
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