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your quiet Unugs. Awtt Keren," aft* 
continuée; "a* II eaa a*e that with 
half an eye! She qiMaa to fly at 
high game, andi ahe decent mind if 
she poaches; either. Tour viscount’s 
a married manu tant he T’

"Yea—of cornea .WUmot,” Mias',Dor
mer answers, trembling with Mam. 
“But I regliy dba’t thigh yog ; ought 
to talk so betas* Yolande” I 

“A nie* morale married nun ft* Is, 
then! I pity hie wife!” Mrs. Sarjent 
says, with self-satisfied malignity.

Captain Gllynne let What exquisite 
pleasure to be able to meet Mss some
time* and say ”0o«i-i»orato«l” What 
unspeakable happiness to pour eat 
hie coffee and hand him tft* news
paper! And mademoiselle will not 
appreciate the happiness or the priv
ileges in any great degree.

It ie the very foolishness of folly, 
poor child; but bar heart is on fire 
with passionate, Jealous longing, and 
tears of fitter hopelessness rise to 
her eyes. It is the very foolishness of 
folly, as the wise world counts such

,*#**►.Wealth and Beauty 
"... at Stake !

, 1 CHAPTER IX. *cp "Wen—what r* old Miss Dormer 
<hshs, halt frightened, butt skeptical.
* “I saw her talking to Viscount 
XJlyune -for ever so long in the hall 
.when you*thought he was in the dln- 
-tng-room'ÿwith Uncle Silas and Wil
t-toot!” I j ' ' ,«•

Wilmot," I• "Talking? Well, really, 
begins Mbs Dormer, bridling, with a 
rilspi eased» smile. '-V

But Mrs., Sarjent is smiling, too—a 
«mile of gloomy triumph.

“Talking to him and smirking at 
him as free'-and easy as you please— 
standing up close to him, and look
ing np at him in the most forward 
manner!" declares Mrs. Sarjent, with 
all the coldly wrathful denunciation of 
« crime against the code of propriety 
of the most prudish British matron.

"Well, but, after all, that isn’t any
thing really bad, you know, Wilmot,” 
urges Miss Dormer.

She is an obstinate old lady—Misa 
"Keren-happuch Dormer—she is proud 
et her dreadful name, and writes It in 
full in all her took*—very narrow
minded, as is natural to one whose 
whole life, mental and physical, has 
run in one groove; but she is an inno
cent, credulous old woman, whose 
knowledge of evil Is less than that 
of many a child. She is fostering a 
firm belief in the “pious inclinations” 
of both Viscount Glynne and "mama- 
eelle,” and has an uncomfortable idea 
that Mrs. Sarjent Is inclined to sneer at 
the "piety" of both.

"Walt a bit till I’ve done, Aunt 
Keren," Mrs. Sarjent says, dryly— 
"I’ve more to tell you. I had my eye 
on that fine French damsel all the , 
evening. My goodness, how she dees , 
drees! What do you pay her?" ,

"Fifty pounds a year,” Aunt Keren \ 
replies, bluntly. "It’s a good deal of . 
money, but not too much for a good \ 
French governess, as Mrs. Vavasor, the ■ 
lady who was her last employer, said \ 
to me." j

"One would think she had twice fifty i 
to see the gown that was on her last ( 
Sight!" Mrs. Sarjent remarks, with > 
much bitterness. "Shell never be <

to speak. She stretches it out, and 
heightens the dramatic effect.

“Perhaps you don’t look at things in 
the same light as I do. Aunt Keren,” 
she says, severely—"perhaps yon don’t 
see anything very improper in It!1 I 
consider It immoral to he chucked un
der the chin!”

’"Wh-at!” Annt Keren ejaculates, 
huskily, dropping her spectacles.

“Chuched her under the chin!” Mrs. I 
Sarjent repeats, tragically, rising to 1 
her feet in the excitement of the oc- ( 
caelon. "I saw with my ewe two , 
eyes that precious nobleman friend of i 
yours chuck that French governess 
of yours under the chin!"

The “tie-tac” of the clock on the « 
mantelshelf sounds loudly in the dead. - 
silence that follows this frightful 
statement.

"I can’t believe It!" Miss Dormer ( 
exclaims, with almost a groan. .

"And I always thought,” Yolande ’ 
says, in a choking voice, "that made- < 
ir.oiselle was such a very modest, shy 
girl!" t

THE UNITED STATES1T0BÂCC0 Co
RICHMONDIAN

TESSIER & CÔ.; Agents, St. John’s, Nfld
HOT QUITE THAT.

It was a very seedy City restau
rant. One of those places that hide 
themselves away in a little back 
•treat, and where dinners are sold for 
a very few pence—at least, they are 
sailed dinners. x \

Among the customers was a bank
rupt stock-jobber, who could hard
ly afford to patronise even such' a 
place as that. He ordered tfte cheap
est meal possible from the waiter, 
and when the food was brought along 
he noticed that the man who car
ried the tray was an eld friend of his.

“Good heavens, Charlie!” he cried. 
"What ever are yon doing here? Sou 
don’t mean to say that you have
come down to this?"

Charles’ drew himself up with
dignity.

"I wait here, Bill,” be replied cold
ly. "I don’t lunch here!"

IT HAD HAPPENED BEFORE.
"Now, dear," remarked Mrs. Sub- 

bub to her husband, as he was getting 
ready to go to the City, “I want you 
to do a little Job for me while you 
are In town to-day. Will you go 
along to Goese’e and get me a 
Jumper F

"Very well, dear,” replied her 
husband, and went hie way.

Entering the shop some time later, 
Mr. Subbub gave hie order.

"Hers are some very pretty ones,” 
said the shop-assistant. "What 
colour do you prefer?”

"It doesn’t make any difference,” 
was the answer. -

"Doesn’t make any difference!" 
echoed the girl. "But don’t you 
think your wife would like a certain 
colour?” ^

"No, it doesn’t make any difference 
what colour or sise I get,” said Mr. 
Subbub sadly. “I shall have to come 
back to-morrow and have it chang-

SHE WAS RIGHT.
Uncle John waa explaining to his 

little nieces all about the mysteries 
of bird migration. He explained 
how the swallows and martins corns 
from far off lands In the early sum
mer, and t£en go back again to the 
warmer climates when the autumn 
comes along.

Little Phyllis was very Interested 
In his account. ‘

"Do all the birds go away?” she 
asked,

"No, dear,” replied uncle. "Only 
a few of them."

"Does the robin go F was her next 
question,

"No, dear,” answered uncle, "The 
rebin just gets himself u new red 
waistoeat and stays.“

There was a long pause, and then 
Phyllis said thoughtfully!

"I ddn’t think that’* right, Uncle
* >hn •»
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John.*» •
“Why not, dear F
"Well, I’ve seen heaps of robins 

wearing red waistcoat, but never one 
With stay*I”

WHO’S WHO!
Conversation of a couple of men 

who know but can’t place each other; 
"Hello thefe.’’
"How’s th*boyF
(A nervous pause.) v
“Haven’t seen you around, lately.*! 
“No. ’S a feet"
(A nervous pause.)
"Seen any of th’ ol’ crowd latolyF 
"No. .. . No.”
(A nervous pause.)
’’Don’t get around much m’selfF

Globe Indemnity Co. of Canada,
_i Whose Policies are Guaranteed 

By the Well Known
rpool and London and Globe Insur

ance Company,
of the Strongest Fire Companies hi the World, 
derwrite all kinds of Insurance except Life.

5WRING BROTHERS, Ltd.

Fad» and Fashion*.
Thar* Is hardly a coat or a frock 

that doss not give evidence of the in
creasing popularity of embroidery.

A box-plaited tunie and bloomers 
of serge, with a flannel or wash-silk 
Mouse are Ideal tor the school girl.

The Japanese parasol ' of heavily 
oiled and painted paper adds a ptc-i

(A nervous pause.)
"Great ol’ days, weren’t they?” ABSENTS,» “I’ll say
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