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Bettera Peasant
_ Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XXV.
IN LOVE WITH A PRINCESS.

“Carlo, come here, sir!” says the
princess, and Carlo, with a side glance
at the count, goes to her. “For shame,
sir, fo¥ shame, to treat an old friend
so!” she says. “He is good now, count

he is very obedient.”

“Who would not be to such a mis-
tress, your highness?” says the count,
with another smile. “Carlo and I have
not . forgotten our old quarrels. Come
hither, my good friend.”

But Carlo firmly refuses to be cajol-
ed, and Hal, now that peace is restor-
ed, tarns to depart.

“Adieu,” says the count.

‘Good-by,” says the princess, and;
Hal fagcies, with a subdued tone.

For some unexplained reason, he
goes up to the dog and pats him on the
ltead; he couldn’t tell why he does it,
but he is rewarded by a gentle smile
from the dark eyes; and, gathering
up his two baskets, he takes his de-
parture.

As Hal went down the long avenue
he looked about him with a faint feel-

ing cf surprise. The sun seemed te
have gone in, but it had not—it was
just s bright as when he was in the
garden, brighter perhaps; and yet the:
day seemed suddenly dark and gloomy, |
as if the best part had gone out of it.]
Poor Hal did not understand; until,
vesterday he had no more idea of love
than a native of India has of ice. If
any one had told him he was in love
he would have been divided between
the desire to laugh at the person and
if he were a man—to knock him

]

down. i

He tried to pgrsuade himself that it
was only a feeling of pity for such a,
bright, lovely creature leading a dull;
life which made him loath to leaye her
presence, and a desire to see her and |
hear her speak.

“I wonder,” he muttered, as he went |
up the street, “I wonder who the dick—i
ens the old Russian mummy is? Her |
uncls, I suppose; that can’t be, though. |
Must be a relation, or he vvouldn'ti
have the cheek to kiss her hand—con- |
found his impudence! These blessed |
joreigners have monopolized all the
‘rass in the world! Must be a rela-
lion—perhaps her grandfather; no,
not quite old enough for that. Con-,
found him, whoever he is! That's a |
sensible dog. that Carlo. By George! i
it I hadn't held him tight, he would
have made mincemeat of the count,
wrinkles and all!”

Arrived at the hotel door, Hal hesi-
tates and looks down at his precious
basket of camellias.

“0ld Bell will badger me to death!”
he mutters; “want to know where I
got 'em. and cackle for an hour. I'll go
around the back way.”

i

DBut, unfortunately for love's shy
reserve, “Old Bell” is taking exercise
under the shadow of the balcony in the
vard itself, and stands open-mouthed,
nearly dropping his book at Hal’s trea-
sure.

“My dear Hal! what exquisite flow-
ers. Where——"

“Had ’em given me!” says Hal.
“Fine, aren't they? I'll take them up-
stairs,” and he hurries up the broad
wooden steps.

With a selfishness never to be much
condemned. he doesn’t put the great
white blossoms in the dusty saloon,
where they would refresh the eyes of
the hungry tourists, nor does he place

hem, as he should do, on the table of

; own little room, and, having plac-
ed them with the extremest care in
the milk-jug belonging to the washing-
stand, puts them on the table, and sits
and stares at them.

Presently a knock at the door, which
rouses Hal, and causes him to blush-
ingly remove the jug to a remote cor-
ner.

70 WOMEN
OF MIDDLE AGE

“his Woman’s Letter Tells
You How To Pass The
Crisis Safely.

Lascelles, P.Q.— ‘‘During the Change
of Life I felt so weak and run down I
could hardly do my work. The per-
sgiration would pour over my face so
that I couldn’t see what I was doing.
We live on a farm, so there is lots to do,
but many who felt as I did would have
been in bed. Itook Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound and it did me a
world of good. I tried other remedies
but I put Vegetable Compound ahead of
them all, and I tell every one I know
how much good it has done me.”’—
Mrs, DUNCAN BROWN, Lascelles, Prov.
Quebec.

Such warning symptoms as sense of
suffocation, hot flashes, headaches,
backaches, dread of impending evil,
t‘micity, sounds in the ear, palpitation
of the beart, sparks before the eyes,
irregularities, constipation, variable aj
{uet’.te, weakness and dizziness should
oe heeded b¥) middle-aged women, and
let Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound carry them safely through this
crisis as it did Mrs. Brown.

You are invited to write for free advice
No other medicine has'been 8o suc-
sessful in relieving woman’s suffering
as has Lydia E. Pinkhani’s Vegetable
Compound. Women may receive

 southerlv aspect,” Shall

free
=7d helpful advice by wri the
E. Piakham Medicinz Co..ﬁI?y‘nn. “Ll{:h

Something Always

New and Freshat i

ELLIS & GO.

LIMITED,
203 Water Street.

Milk Fed Chicken.

Fresh Kippers.
Finnan Haddie.

CALIFORNIA ORANGES.
FLORIDA ORANGES.
TANGERINES.
GRAPE FRUIT.
BARTLETT PEARS.
BLUE GRAPES.
GREEN GRAPES.
CALIFORNIA LEMONS.
PALERMO LEMONS.

{?! charming quadruped,’ says Hal. “In
2 | fact, I'd rather die the death than be

Fresh Celery.
American Cabbage.
Parsnips.
Carrots.
Beetroot.

Fresh Codfish.
Fresh Caplin.

NEW DESSERT RAISINS.
NEW TUNIS DATES.
NEW SMYRNA FIGS.
JORDAN ALMONDS. .

VALENCIA ALMONDS.
NAPLES WALNUTS.
MARASCHINO
CHERRIES.

FRESH SUPPLY

CHOCOLATES & BON
BONS.
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It is Bell, and he has a lettet in his
hand.

“Reading, my.dear Hal? Am I dis-
turbing you? Here is a letter from—
from the marchioness.”

Hal takes it, and Bell goes to the
window, shyly lingering.

“Any—any news, Hal?” he
timidly.

“Eh?” says Hal, with knitted brows.
“I can scarcely make it out. Jeanne
seems to have forgotten how to write
since she became a great swell. Oh,
look here, they're coming to the castle
a week sooner than they expected;
that will be pleasant news for your
friend, the major-domo, and make him
hurry up pretty considerably; and,
look here;\here's something about\ you

”

“About me?” says Bell, blushing.

“Yes, but hang me if I can make it
out. Here, spell it over, will you?”

Bell takes the letter almost rever-
entially. "

“*‘Will you ask Bell if he will be so
kind as to tell them at the castle that
there will be three more visitors than
the list contains? You—you careless
boy—would forget all about it, but
Mr. Bell will not.””

“That’s one for me and ten for you,
Bell,” says Hal, with a grin.

“‘They are the Countess.Stanhope,
Lord Lane and Lord Nugent. The
countess must have a room with a
I read any

asks,

more?”

“Yes, go.on,” says Hal.

“‘I have enjoyed myself very much,
and, except for seeing you, should be
sorry to leave. Lord Lane has had a
beautiful yacht brought down to the
coast here, and we have been out in
it every day. Lord Lane is going to
get one built for us on the same lines.
He s2nds his kind regards, and is writ-
ing you. Yesterday we—Lord Lane and
I—tried some deep-sea . fishing, and
had very goodl sport. He is very fond
of sailing, and he and I are the only
two who don’t feel ill—excepting Vane,
who is busy at a picture, which he
will finish at Forbach.’

“That is all,” says Bell, quietly.

. “Not much news; seems to be more
about Lord Lane than anything else.
Head-cook-and-bottle-washer, evident-
ly,” says Hal.

“Yes,” says Bell, very—very grim-
ly, and, turning to the window as he
speaks, “there is a great deal about
Lord Lane—a great deal!” 5

And as he lays the letter down he
sighs, A

CHAPTER XXVI.
A MADDENING DISCLOSURE.

“But ydu don’t call that g Horse!™

says Hal, pointing with indignant dis- |,

may at @ Gothic animal which the
stable-keeper of the Hotel Der. Krone
has brought from theé stall into the
yard. 3

It is the morning after Jeanne’s let-

) | gaze of admiration, “if milord is not

ter; \Bell has gone over to the castle

' to encourage the major-domo; who is
‘ almost distracted by the shortening
of the time left himfor preparatipn,
{ and by the news that three more suites
of rooms are required. Hal has waited
\until Bell’s back is fairly.turned, and
{is now trying to convince the stable-
keeper that the aforesaid Gothtic
specimen of the animal kingdom will
not serve his, Hal’s, turn.

“¥You don’t surely call that a horse!”
says Hal, speaking very  slowly and
loudly, as is an Englishman’s wont
when addressing foreigners, as if
deaf. “It isn't a horse—it’s a cathedral
or a scaffold, or an animated skeleton
| from a museum—anything you like,
! except‘a horse!”
| “But, my lord!” &postulates the
man, gesticulating, “it is indeed a
horse; a good, a grand horse!”

“Then he’s a little too grand for
me!” says Hal, seornfully. ‘“Something
| with fewer bones, and more flesh and
| hair, is good enough for me. Is there
! such a thing as a horse in this con-
founded place?”’ \

The man raises his cyebrow§ and
shakes his head.

“If milprd”” he says, stroking the
Gothie structure with an extravagant

| satisfied with that charming quadrup-
"ed, I do not know what milord will do
| €or another.” ’

i “Well, I'm not satisfled with that

|

{ seen cn such a heap of bones. Take
him back to the marine store shop you
call a stable. He won't—hé won't do;
and here’'s something for your trou-
ble.”

At the sight of the silver, the man's
face grows a trifle more intelligent.

“Jt is a pity!” he says, eyeing the
horse regretfully, “a thousand pities
that milord doesn’t like the horse, but

“Ah,” says Hal, “let's have it. When
one of you Germans begin to ‘but’
there’s something behind.”

The man smiles. He remembers,
quite by accident, that there is still
another horse in Forbach; by a strange
chance it belongs to his, the man’'s,
wife’s brother, who would doubtless
be willing to lend it to milord for a
consideration.

“All right’ says Hul, ‘fetch him
around -that is, if he is no relation
to the charming quadruped ”

After a deccnt interval the man ap-
pears, leading a horse which he has
brought from another part of the
stable, and which, being an improve-
ment upon the first grand animal, Hal
accepts, carelessly agreeing to pay
about twice as much as the proper
rate, “my wife’s brother” having ur-
gently required him for his own use,
and only consented to lend him at the
aforesaid increased tariff. Hal has a
dim suspicion that he is being cheated.
but is -so elated at getting a horse of
anything like a decent appearance that
he throws the man two or three coins
into the bargain, for his trouble is go-
ing around to the stable. Mounted on
this steed, and inwardly groaning that
he isn’t his own shapely, well-groom-
ed cob, Hal trots down the street and
into the valley.

As he approaches the avenue leading
to the Villa Verona, he pulls up into
a walk, and, with a fine affectation of
admiring the view, casts an anxiousl
scrutiny up the drive; but there is on-
ly a gardener at work among the
rhododendrons.

Hal proceeds, keeping a wary eye in
every direction. He seems to know

-every stone in the stream by heart;
he spent all yesterday afternoon fish-
ing and idling by its banks, waiting
and hoping for a glimpse of the white
dress and straw hat, whch did not
make their appearance, however. He
returned to the hotel in a very bad
humor, and quite ready to pick a quar-
rel with the count, if he should make
his appearance, and, in default of that!
highly-polished nohleman’s presence,
amused himself by teasing Bell, which

e could always do by pretending dis-
belief in the existenc& of Homer, con-
cerning whick ancient poet Bell was
enthusiastic,

Ani now, as he rode along, it seem-
ed ages sincé he saw her yesterday,
quite centuries since she looked up
into his face and fastened the camellia
in his buttonhole.

“I expect she won’t ride this morn-
ing,” he uttered; “or else she’s had her
gallop and gone home; just my luck,
and, if I were to see her. I don’t know
what T should say to her. I can’t go
on making her presents of fish. I
might give her my penknife, just to
create a bit of conversation. Oh, I'm
making an idiot of myself.”

But he still rode on, and still watch-
ed, meeting with nothing human ex-
cepting a boy driving cows, all through '
.the valley and up the hill, the ascent)
of which caused his steed to puff and
groan like a grampus.
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. “I'm glad I don’t meet her with this
beast roarixg like a bull of Bashan,”
he grumbled; “and now, old man, we’'ll
have a gallop along the top, just to
see if you can bend your legs.

Any one less preoccupied would have
turned to admire the scenery, but the
grand expanse of fir-clad hills gets
not a glance from Hal. Even his bro-
ther-in-law’s castle, stretghed out be-
low him, grandly majestic in the sun-
light, scarcely attracts his attention,
and he rides on, with his eyes fixed
beforc him, until suddenly, much to
the astonishment of his horse, he pulls
up.

Right before him, revealed by a
sharp curve of the mountain land, is
a girl on horseback. So motionless the
steed and rider stand that they might
be an equestrian statue.

But the noblest statue in the Vati-
can, could not bring the blood to Hal's
face as the sight of the slim, habit-
clad girl on her thoroughbred horse.

He becomes motionless, too, but pre-
sently Carlq bounds from among the
trees with a deep bay, and the prin-
cess turns her head and sees him.

Hal rides up bare-headed, and is
greeted with an innocent smile of sur-
prisé, and with as innocent a light of
pleasure in her dark eyes.

“And you have taken my advice!”
she says; “and so soon; and is it not
beautiful ?”

Hal looks around for the first time,
but lis eyes come back to her face al-
ost instantly.

“Yes, very fine,” he says, scarcely
noticing the view. “Very fine.”

“And the castle, do you see that?”
she asks. “We are all in Forbach so
proud of the castle! It is grand, is it
not?” N

“Yes,” says Hal, throwing a swift
glance at the noble pile.

“Our poor little villa looks an ant-
hill in comparison,” she says, with a
smile.

“T don’t think so,” says Hal. “Stand
still, you brute!” This was to the
horse, of course.

“He is frightened at Carlo,” says the
princess. “Carlo, come here. Is he
your horse?”

“Thank Heaven, no!” says Hal; I
got him in the village after a vast a-
mount of trouble. He is the prize stud
of Forbach. I wish you could have seen
the animal they first offered me. Stand
still, will you? I give you my word, I
have had the greatest trouble to get
him along when I wanted to go, and
now—stand still!”

“Let us get down,” says the prin-
cess; “I always walk to the point. It
is dangerous to ride so near. This is a
beautiful view.”

Hal drops from the saddle, and goes
to help her to dismount.

With a light touch on his arm, she
floats down to the ground, and, gather-
ing her habit-skirt, leads the way, Hal
leading the two horses.

“Oh, you may leave Florida,” she
says; “she will wait anywhere for me
for hours, if T wanted her to.”

“And T'll tie my brute up here,” says
Hal, and he hitches the bridle to a
tree.

“There,” says the princess, extend-
ing her tiny hand, clothed in its white
glove, and lets it drop upon her lap
as she sits on the edge of the hlil.

“Reminds me of the view from the
cliff,” says Hal. “Where I live, you
know. in England. Only you want the
sea—that is all.-around us.”

“Tell me about it,” she says, with
quite eagerness.

“Oh, there’'s nothing to tell,” says
Hal, looking at her exquisite profile,
as she gazes dreamily at the view.
“We live in a village on the coast. In
a little house. Not a villa or a castle;
we are poor, your highness,” and he
smiles. L] .

She looks around quickly.’

“Poor?” she says.

He nods and clasps his long legs
with his hands.

“Yes. Jeanne is the only swell—the
only wealthy individual—in the family.
Oh, we just are poor!”

“Poor,” she repeats, in a very low

“What?”’ asks Hal.

“That I was. How happy you must
be!”

Hal stares and bursts into one of
his short, hearty laughs.

“It’s plain you haven’t lived in Eng-
land, princess,” he says. “There pov-
grty is the worst of crimes. Well, .if Lo
be poor is to be happy, I ought to be
the jolliest fellow in Christendom.
Why, I haven't got a sou; Jeanne
stands the racket at college, and I've
got to make my own way. And that’s
not easy work in England.” y

“Poor—and free,” she says, and
over the childish face comes a great
wistfulness which puzzles Hal.

“Yes,” says Hal, “that’s the great
fault with the Bertrams, excepting
Jeanne, But we try to console our-
selves with the fact that we come of
‘good stock.” That goes for something
—but very little.”

While he is talking she looks at him
with a grave regard. Then she siowly
takes off the glove of her right hand
and puts it on again, lost in pensive
meditation.

Suddenly she jumps up.

“lI must go back,” she says. “It is
late. T know by the shadcw on the con-

vent' down there. They will be expect- |

ing me at home.”
“They—the prince and the’ Ilady

‘whom I saw?” says Hal.

“And the count,” she says,
“Count Mikoff,” says Hal. “Is—is he
at the villa?” »

(To be continued.)
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A SIMPLE HOUSE DRESS WITH
SLEEVE OR EITHER OF TWO
.« STYLES.

1

2991—Percale, gingham, chambray,
lawn, flannelette, and drill are good
materials for this style. The sleeve
may be finished in wrist length with
a band cuff, or loose, at elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in 7 Sizes: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Size 38 requires 33 yards
of 36 inch material. Width at lower
edge is about 21,4 yards.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to afy address on receipt of 15c.
in silver or lc. and 2c. stmaps.

A POPULAR STYLE.

Pattern 3488 is here depicted. It
is cut in 7 Sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42,
44 and 46 inches bust measure. A
38 inch size will require 23 yards of
44 inch material.

yEmbroidered serge, georgette, trjc-
olette, satin, crepe, crepe de chine,
linen, voile and batiste are attractive
for this model.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 15
cents in silver or stamps.
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No. o~ o

Size .. .. ..

Address in full:—

Mame .. ..

o 66 00 S0 S0 G0 S0 S0 S0 00 (@ 9
NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad-

vance in price of paper, wages, etc.,

we are compelled to advance the pric
of patterng to 16¢. each.

FRESH]
EGGS.

Not Storage Stock,

Due to arriveby S.S: ¢
Sachem.

| Ready for Delivery
. on Monday.
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Delicacies for
- Lenten Season!

FRESH FROZEN CODFISH, SALMON, CAPLIN,
COD TONGUES, SMELTS, HADDOCK, TURBOT,
SMOKED CODFISH, HADDOCK, KIPPERS, Etc.
—ALSO,—. :
TINNED SALMON, COD TONGUES,
LOBSTERS, SARDINES. -

We positively guarantee the quality of above, which is prepared so
that every fish retains its full fresh flavor. Modern methods and scru-
pulous care ensures you getting “the best there is in fish.”
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For Prices, "Phona

JOB’S STORES, 1.

1949 jo 19900
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A Flour that has never found
any competitor it did not quickly

N

overcome.

“Windsor”

PATENT.
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‘Beaver Board

About $10.00 worth of Beaver Board will put a hand-
some ceiling on your Parlor.

»

Beaver Board is really good enough for your Parlor and
is at the same time cheap enough for your kitchen.

The Beaver Board which we are now selling is SIZED—
ready for painting or decorating.

A Beaver Board ceiling looks ¢ood and will last as lon;
as your house.

Look for the trade mark on the back of every board.

"~ Colin Campbell, Ltd

Distributors,—Vulcanite Roofing and Beaver Board.
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‘The Blizzard !

No, this is not a novel. frhés
is just a warning that the “O}'V

IN STOCK!

75 cases CALIFORNIA ORANGES—Counts 150’s, ‘$176’s, 216'se

Soper&Moore

Wholesale Grecers.

>

muﬁrs LINIMENT FOR cbms,

20 cases FLORIDA ORANGES—Count 216,
50 boxes -CHOICE TABLE APPLES.
100 sacks SILVERPEEL ONIONS.
15 barrels CARROTS.
Also to arrive next-week ex “Sachem”: -
; : 100 barrels APPLES—Baldwins and Starks.

'BURT & LAWRENCE.

- 14 New Gower Street.

of the, winter is at hand. " A
not economize and have YOU'
old Suit- or Overcoat Cles
ed, Préssed, Dyed and Repalr® a:
Our French Dry Cleaning miu
chine is the most up-to'd"t‘;-on
this. country. Special attent

given Mail Orders.

Ask for our prices 0
ly contracts. :
J. J. DOOLEY,
Over J. J. McKinley,

n mOﬂth'

BOX 245, TEL. 759,

' ETC.
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