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“If you think you can fool me by turn­
ing on the waterworks,” he said with 
brutal frankness, “you are very much mis­
taken. I am not blind. Wlhy, the fellow ; 
had hold of your hand!”

“I know,” said May, with hurt dignity, j 
“>but it was cmly just the. moment you ; 
came up, and the man's manner seemed so 
strange that I was frightened. I really 
do believe he had been drinking.”

“Wilson is a teetotaler,” said Warren, 
curtly. May’s comment was a somewhat 
■unfortunate allusion from h:'s standpoint. ,

“Well, then, the poor fellow muet be j 
wrong dn his head. Why,” with a little 
laugh, as if at the irresistible humor of 
recollection, “he asked me to marry him!”

“Well,” shortly, “why don’t you?”
“If you are joking,” she said stiffly, “I 

think it very bad taste. A groom! Be- j 
sides, he knows very well that I am en­
gaged to you.”

“Were,” he corrected.
The giiü’e Wealthy 

and she stopped. “ 
mulously, and now there was no art in the 
quiver of her voice, “what does all this 
mean? You insisted upon our engagement 
being kept a secret, and you have made the 
most paltry excuses, Now you talk of our 
engagement being at an end. But I will 
not allow you to make the impertinence 
of that man Wilsoii the excuse. Why 
don’t you tell the truth, and say you 
are hankering after Miss Holt?”

Warren was not entirely sorry that 
May herself had broached the subject1. He 
imagined it would serve to smooth the 
way for him. e t*i:i / :'l

“Look here, May,” he said, with a sud­
den access of sentiment not wholly as­
sumed, “there is "not a girl in all the 

Id I think fit to wipe your shoes. And

1
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know his game—‘must keep it a secret, 
says he. And eo the eilly lasses look down 
on the honest chaps who would make them 
good husbands, because they think the 
agenlt, with his fine clothes jond his mixing 
with the gentry , is going to make laddies of 
them—d- n him!” . .

May began (to sob, not softly, 
always read a young lady should dowhen 
faced, with proofs of hier lover’s penfid.ity, 
but with the primeval vigor of (the country 
maid. She was, indeed, a little higher in 
the social scale of the village 'than the riv­
als Wilson had suggested, 'having epent a 
few years with an aunt in one of the wg 
cities and so acquired some knowledge <M 
the piano and a few similar affectations of 
ibhe liighcr life. But she knew in her 
heart that Harry Warren was immeasur­
ably above her in station. And, tf he 
were capable of playfag fast and loose 
with other girls in the village, it might 
well be that he was only amusing hrneett 
with her.

“Don’t cry, Miss May. Don’t cry on 
account of a brute like that!” pleaded Wil­
son! “If you’d only let* a poor fellow like 
me care for yoiu, there should never a tear 
came into those pretty eyes again!

May peeped through her fingers, at him 
in Monk amazement. Marry a groom, af­
ter she had flaunted her conquest of the 
agent in Ithe faces of her girl friends, one 
had grown to regard herself as somebody 
quite superior, occupying a miche in the vil­
lage Pantheon only just inferior to that of 
the daughters of the vicar, or the doctor. 
Yet, in sober reality, Wilson was. not so 
much beneath her, and had there neen no 
Harry Warren he might have proved ac­
ceptable enough, for he was stalwart of 
limb, amd not without good looks. May 
had all the innate coquetry of the village 
belle. She was not disposed to resent 
admiration so patently honest, even 
■though the admirer might be inferior. 
Therefore, there was rather timidity than 
rebuke in the movement with which she 
drew away from him.

“You, Wilson?” she exclaimed.
“Yes miss, me; .but don’t call me ‘Wil­

son.’ Call me ‘Bob,’ won’t you?”
then, Bob,” murmured Misa 

bewildering if tearful

in no way altered matters. Indeed, in 
the few hurried interviews that 
had taken place between them, 
Warren had insisted on the necessity 
for concealment more strongly than ever. 
The girl was ehrewd enough to realize that 
her lover, if his intentions were good, 
would only be too proud to proclaim her 
as his 'promised wife, but she allowed her­
self to be tricked—knowing sihe was trick­
ed—by lame and shuffling evasion, af­
ter the manner of woman yesterday, today, 
and" tomorrow.

She looked at her watch, first with a 
brief glance at the face, and then, linger­
ingly, at the back, .the all too a sertive gold 
gold case being blatant with turquoise for­
get-me-nots. It was a gift from Harry, and 
May—who belonged to a class to which 
charms and tokens are an essential part of 
true love; the breaking of a sixpence an in­
fallible method of ensuring constancy ; 
which regard any ring as incomplete unless 
.there be “Mizpah” upon it—May, then, 
looked on those forget-me-nots as arriong 
■the beautiful things ctf the world.

Half an hour laite 1 Twice he had failed 
her- in bhe last week, and not another min­
ute would t~Jhe wait. Amd so, of course, she 
waited on, vowing to herself, as she nad 
vowed before, that she would endure such 
treatment no longer.

From the direction of the Hall there 
faint thudding of (home’s hoofs. He 

coming at last! The expression; of 
mortification and anger left her face, giv­
ing place to the pout of the offended 
maiden who is not unwilling to be cokxed 
and petted into good temper again. She 
went forward a little, sauntering with co- 
quettishly downcast eyes. The hoef-bents 
sounded nearer, until, with a jerk, the 
horse was pulled up almost at her feet.

“Why, Mias May,” arid the voice of Wil­
son ithe groom, “I almost ran over you!”

“Is that you, Wilson? I was just tak­
ing a stroll, and I suppose my wits were 
wool-gathering, for I never heard you com­
ing. By the way, you did not oorne to tell 
me the news as you promised you would.”

“I came twice, mire,” protested Wilson, 
“but you were out both times. Anyway, 
there isn’t much nows. I suppose you 
(heard all about the inquest, and Lord Am- 
chffe’s nephew turning up from Amer­
ica?”

“Oh, yes, I did hear about that.”
“And cf course,” continued Wil-ron, “you 

heard how old Mr. A ngier w-as nearly mur-

“Yes, that is the sort cf thing everybody 
(beam. But how aire affairs going gener­
ally? I suppcee thalt stuck-iip Mies Holt is 
putting on fine aims, now she has come into 
such heaps of money.”

“Well, mise,” answered Wilson, “people 
are saying some very queer things about 
her, and that detective chap from Lon­
don watches her like a eat watches a 
mouse. Still, I must say the ybvmg lady 
is civil enough to all of us, though She 
doesn’t seem quite so thick with Mr. War­
ren lately.” . . ,

“Thick with Mr. Warren!” exekumed 
(May, shrilly. “What ane you talking 
about?”

“Bless you, miœ,” said Wdson, 
mounting, “any onto with half an eye can 
see .that the agent is sweet an her. It’s 
my belief they were eearetly engaged, far 
the usad to be like honey to him, with her 
‘Please, Harry,’ and ‘Thank you, Harry.
I daresay, now she’s got all .this btuas, the 
thinks she can look a hit higher. It’s an 
easy matter to become ‘my lady’ or ‘your 
grace’ when you cam put your (hand on nigh 
a million.”

Miss Mannering teased her head. Look­
ing higher, indeed!” rebooted she, eoorn- 
luUy, trying to keep the quiver of tage 
from her voice. “I don’t think Mr. War- 

would lock ait her, with her pale face 
amd mdnoing airs, for all her money.”

“Don’t you believe it, miss,” said' Wil­
son. “Any one at the Hall can tell you he 
(has been hanging after her for a long time. 
I don’t say it wasn’t because (he felt orebty 

she would get a bit of a legacy from 
the old man. Nobody,” with a eem.t'mtntal 
leer, “could prefer Misa Holt to you. But 
he’s a bad egg, is Mr. (Harry, and. it has 
made my blood iboil many a time to think 
of the way he (has been deceiving you.”

All May SMhnuermg’s doubts came back 
to (her, intensified a hiundred-fold as she 
listened to Wilson. Warren’s detire for 
secrecy, hie continual excuses, pointed un­
erringly to wilful deceit. Newarthekee, dbe 
clung to the hope -thalt (hie might (be able to 
explain mattems.

"I cannot allow you to speak of Mr. 
Warren in that way,” she protested loftily. 
“You must know that he and I are en­
gaged to (be married, though it has noit 
been made public.”

“Yes. miss. I know it, and very sorry I 
(am. Why, if you were to ask Mary 
Brown or (Betoy Spence at this moment, 
they’d tell you they were engaged to him 
too. And Î should mit be surprised if 
Polly dtanmtick believed ithe same story. I

(Continued.)

“So (that is what my one-time friends 
think of me,” cried Edith, bitterly. “I 
am beginning now to discover that an open 
enemy is Leas to be feared.” i

Mrs. Aingier was an honest, motherly 
soul at heart. Secretly she felt somewhat 
ashamed of herself.

“Oh, well,” she answered, the more 
harshly because of an uneasy conecioua-

not alto-

dhe had IEvery Article in Our 
Dock Street Stores 

Must Be Out On That 
Date to Allow Him 

To Push the Work as 
Fast as Possible.

as

red cheeks whitened 
Harry,” she said bre-

I
neas that 'her behavior was 
gether generous, “after all, you have only 
yourself to blame. People see nothing 

in Lord Amcliffe’e giving threestrange , , , .
hundred pounds to his intended heiress, 
but, in view of your professed ignorance 

I of the contents of his will, they do think 
I it strange that you should ask for such 
1 a sum. I tell you frankly there are very 
strong hints that you did not obtain that 

from Lord Amcliffe’e bankers
;

money 
legitimately.”

“60, Mrs. Arager, I am already sus­
pected of forgery: I presume I shall be 
charged with murder next

“There . ,
snapped Mrs. Aingier. The mention o;f 
murder (brought to mind the attack on 
her husband, and with it all her bitter 
suspicions. “I know well enough that 
you did not strike the actual blow at my 
husband; but it simply comes to this, 
Mi» Holt, that since you could not reas­
onably want three hundred pounds for 
yourself, you must have wanted it for 
somebody else, And,” she concluded 
grimly. “I have not been a solicitor’s 
wife for nearly forty years without fat­
ing aware that the ‘somebody else’ is ai­
rway. a man where & woman is concem-
W.”

unlikely things! ”are more

N* wor
as long as I live, I shall never love any ■ 
other woman. But I am in the very I 
deuce of a hole, and there is nothing ex- I 
cepting a marriage with Edith Holt that ■ ■ 
will get me out of it. Of course, dear, I 
it need not make any real difference to I

came a 
was

/V

May Mannering started as though a 
snake had bitten her.

“Thank you, Mr. Warren, .. 
good opinion of me,” she almost 
ed. “I am not the sort of person to run 
after other people’s husbands, and when 
you are married to your heiress, you 
won’t be troubled by me. But, before 
that time comes, there are some letters 
for Mies Holt to see which I think will 
interest her. I won’t be thrown aside 
like an old glove for nothing.”

Warren grew livid with fury. “By gad, 
if you do—” he began hoarsely.

“Well, and what if I do, (Mr. Warren?” 
mocked the girl. She was on the verge of 
hysterics and ready to defy him utterly.

Warren saw he had made a mistake. 
He changed his tactics. “Forgive me,” 
he said, dropping his voice to what he 
meant to sound like a tender whisper.

“I’m so worried that I don’t know half 
I am saying. But there, little girl, don’t 
think I could ever give you up under any 
circumstances. If I cannot marry you, I 
can at least put a bullet through my 
head and end it all.”

The following offers we are mak­
ing for these last few days might 
not occur again in St. John in a long 
time.

for your 
scream-

“WeH,” answered Edith, with a cool­
ness which might have warned her ad­
versary, “let us assume that it was a
«nan.

the retort, in a voice“Then,” came 
thrill with anger and rendered strident 
by what was deemed the invincible logic 
of the situation, “it was that man who 
nearly murdered my .poor husband ! ”

Edith, one of the gentlest creatures 
breathing, could not brook the insult con­
veyed by that unjust taunt. She would 
(cower and flinch like any timid maid in 
itfhe minor straits of life, but in her veins 
flowed the bluest Wood of France, and 
ilthis Wow from the hand! of a friend was 
not to be endured.

Had Mrs. Ainger been gifted with 
greater auumen 
semi-legal training she boasted of, she 
goald not have failed to see and wonder 
at*■ — '■’v. courage which sparkled in 
this girl’s eyes and gave unwonted firm­
ness to her lips.

“You have told me what I wanted to 
'know. Now you may go!”

The young marquise pointed imperious­
ly to the door. The woman of q lower 
order found naught else to say. Indeed, 
dhe was fit to choke with rage, and her 
passion was fanned by the knowledge 
that she had met (her mistress. She went 
out, quivering with passion , yet abashed.

Edith did not weep nor wring her 
| hands impotently. She walked slowly to 
the window and looked out across the 
smiling park, all radiant in sunshine. 
“What is this horror that has come into 

' my life?” she asked herself. “Who did 
'kill (Lord Amcliffe, and who was the per- 

to gain by the maiming of my poor 
| old friend, that mistaken woman’s bus- 
! band?”
( These two questions were occupying 
other» in Amcliffe Hall, and the common 

!belief was that to answer, one,.would be 
the puzzle.
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Men’s 35c. Braces ; Sale price 
Men’s 12c. Black Cotton Hose, 3 pairs for 
Men’s 25c. Balbriggan Shirts and Drawers
Men’s $1 Penman Unshrinkable Shirts and 

Drawers, -
Men’s 75c. Soft Bosom Shirts, Fancy Stripes, 38c 
'Men’s- $1 Pleated Front Shirts,
Men’s Black Bib Overalls,
Men’s 35c. Cashmere Hose, - 
Men’s $1 Nightshirts, White Duck,
Men’s 35c. Neckties,
Men’s 65c. Working Duck Shirts, Light or 

Dark Stripe, -
Men’s $1.25 Canadian Tweed Pants 
Men’s $3 English Hair Line Pants,
Men’s $3 Fancy Striped Oxfords,
Men’s $13 Hewson Suits,

19c ri

25c“Well,
Mannering, with a 
smile. Her fury alt Hairy Womens per­
fidy did not prevent her .from being wil­
ling to do a little heart-breaking on her 
own account.

“Yes, me!” repeated Wilson, earnestly, 
“I know I am only a groom and no match 
for you; but I’ve got a bit of money laid 
by, amd it mightn’t be long before I 
could give you as many silks and satins as 
MJr. Harry Warren. Oûd ‘Bill Higgs, the 
(bookmaker at Alnwick, could teü a tale 
or two if he chose, and Master Harry 

find himself in ‘Queer Street’ before

19c *

59c rthan that due to thei ■i

(To be continued.) 58c
SHATTERED NERVES 48cmay 

long.”
Wilson had drawn nearer to the girl, 

and now he held her right hand clasped 
toghtfly in his own. May diid not resent 

She pretended to herself that she 
sorry for the poor fellow, when, as a 

matter of fact, ethe felt no emotion ,eave 
gratified vanity. And eo she let him pour 
forth his impassioned story, standing with 
tihyly averted head the while.

It was at this interesting stage of affairs 
that a ecomful laugh caused them to fly 
apart guiltily.

(Harry Warren, walking on the grass- 
grown path, (had ocime upon them unheard; 
and it was he who had given that contemp­
tuous guffaw as he passed them, without 
pausing in his stride.

“Sorry to have interrupted such a pret­
ty little scene,” he flung back over his 
Shoulder.

19c
Made Strong and Steady by Dr. 

Williams’ Pink Pills. 48cI this.
was 19cWhen your nerves are out of order ■ 

your whole health is on the verge of a I 
break-down. Sudden sounds startle you ; I 
your muscles twitch end your hands I 
tremble; your self-control is shattered; ■ 
your will-power gone. Your head aches; ■ 
your feet are often cold and your face ! | 
flushed. Your heart 
thumps at the 
you are restless at night - and I ■ 
tired when you wake. Your temper is I 
irritable and you feel utterly down-heart- I 
ed. And the whole trouble is because I
your blood is too thtn and watery to I
keep the nerves strong. There is only I 
one way to have strong, healthy nerves fl 
—feed them with the rich, red blood I
that only Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills can I 
make—and do make. Mr. Fred Forth, 17 I 
Sullivan street, Toronto, says;—“I was a fl 
complete wreck with nervous prostration, I 
but Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have (made I 
a new man of me. I had been nervous 11 
for years; the least noise would startle j I 
me, and the least exertion would leave I 
me utterly prostrated. I lost in weight, 11 
and physically I was almost a wreck. I j I 
had not taken the pills long when III 
found they were helping me; my appetite I 
improved, my nerves began to grow I 
steady, and day by day I gained until 111 
was again a well man. My weight increas- I 
ed twenty-five pounds while I was using 11 
the pills. To any who suffer as I did, I I 
can say that if Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills I 
are given a fair trial, a cure will be sure B 
to follow.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills restored Mr. I 
Forth, simply because they made the rich, ■ 
pure blood which properly noûrishes the fl 
nerves and keeps them strong. They will I 
cure all the diseases due to bad blood I 
and shattered nerves, such as anaemia, fl 
■indigestion, headaches and backaches, fl 
Rheumatism, lumbago, St. Vitus dance, I 
paralysis, general weakness and the secret I 
ailments of growing girls and women. I 
But you must always insist on getting I 
the genuine pills with the full name Dr. I 
Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People on fl 
the wrapper around each box. Sold by I 
medicine dealers or sent by mail at 50c. fl 
a box or six boxes for $2.50 by writing I 
The Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock- I 
ville. Ont.

dis-

38c
98cjumps and 

least excitement;
$198eon

t1.98
. 9.98

Men’s $12English Black Clay Worsted Suits 9.98 
Men’s $10 Canadian Tweed Suits,
Men’s $12 Long Shower-proof Overcoats. 

Fancy Stripe,

■ren May pushed Wilson from her with an 
“Go!” she cried impa-

OKAPTE3R XI.

ro. May Mannering’s Love Idyll

i May Mannering was standing a little 
baok from the bend in the road lead- 
from the village to the Hall. She was 
evidently waiting for soegR: one, and the 
petulant tapping of her foot suggested 
that the some one was not punctual.

The girl was weary of these secret 
meetings at twilight. They were well 
enough in the days of preliminary court­
ship but now Harry Warren and she 
were definitely engaged, she naturally 
wished to exhibit him at her chariot 
wheels. It was true (He had enjoined 
her to keep the engagement secret, 
to answer both. Was it so? That was 
giving more or less specious reasons for 
his wish. And May obeyed (him, in 
far that she imparted the news to her 
girl friends under a strict pledge of si­
lence. It was, in fact, a secret which 
most" of the village maids in turn had 
promised not to tell.

Possible objections from Lord Amcliffe 
K.,1 Ihiÿherto provided Warren with an 

But the death of the old peer

angry gesture, 
tientily, “go anvay, or I shall never speak 
to you again—yes, yes, I will see you to- 

And without
7.48

monrow, 'but go now!” 
giving (him time ito reply she began to rtin 
after Harry’s rapidly disappearing figure.

“Harry,” she cried, “oh, Harry! Do 
stop! Hairy!”

Warren laughed again. But he did not 
moderate his pace. (May was fully aware 
.that according to all ■ the canons which 
govern these matters she ought (to sink 
fainting by the roadside, and recover con­
sciousness to find Harry (bending over her 
in a frenzy of alarm, frantically beseech­
ing her to forgive him; but she had doubts 
as -to the efficacy of this method dn real 
life, and preferred, therefore, to depend on 
her running powers.

“Oh, Harry!” she said, catching him at 
last, and clasping his arm between her 
two hands. “(How can you be so un­
kind?”

“Unkind?” retorted Harry, sneeringly. 
“I .think it was kindness itself not to in­
terrupt you. When a gentleman comes 
to meet a girl, and finds her whiling away 
the time by epooning with a groom, he na­
turally concludes his presence is not re­
quired.”

“Spooning!” repeated May, reproachful­
ly. “How can you say such a thing to 
me, Harry?” N

There was a quiver in her voice that 
(foreshadowed tears, but Warren seemed 
hardly amenable to that form of persua­

sive

8.48
Men’s $8 Long Shower-proof 

Dark Grey,
Men’s $10 Short Overcoats, -

Overcoats,
6.48
7.48 \

Boys’ $3 Two-piece Suits, 
Boys’ $5 Three-piece Suits, .

1.98 \
so

3.48 w
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Ladies’ $20 Costumes, - 
Ladies’ $17 Costumes, Mixed Tweed 
Ladies’ $12 and $15 Costumes,
Ladies’ $4.50 White Duck Suits - 
Ladies’ $3 White Duck Skirts,
Ladies’ $9.50 Short, Loose Box Coats, Covert 

Cloth.

12.00
10.00

7.98
2.98

excuse.

When the hair combs out badly ! That 
Is the time you want to know exactly 
what to do. Here is advice founded 
on an experience of half a century — 

UseyAyer’s Hair Vigor! It feeds the hair-bulbs, gives life and strength to the 
hair. The hair stays in, grows rapidly, keeps soft and glossy. There is hand- 

hair in every bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor 1____________

Comb Out? 1.58

5.98some «ion.

Ladies’ $9.50 Short, Tight Fitting Coats, 
Covert Cloth,

Ladies’ Cloth Skirts,

WEDDINGS
«■ * 5.98 

$1.98 to 6.00
Ladies’ $3.75 Skirts, Black, Blue, Brown and 

Green Lustre,

W e tmore Wet more.

A large number cf relatives and friends 
! assembled on Thursday afternoon in the j 
! chapel of All-Saints’, CHfton, which was i 
i tastefully adorned for the festive occasion,}
! to witness the nuptials of Boyd A. Wet- 
more, of Upper New Horton, and Elsie 

! A. Wetmore, one of Clifton’s most potpu- 
1 lar and charming young ladies. The cere­
mony was performed by Rev. H. S. Wain- 

! wright, rector.
! The happy pair, after luncheon at the 
! house of the /bride’s mother, left for their 

home amid the most earnest wishes 
of their numerous friends for their future 
ihappineas and welfare.

Lomax-Cogswefl.

Mias Susie Cogswell, of Lepreaux, was 
married Thursday evening at the residence | 
of Thomas Clark, Caiileton, to Archibald 
Lomax -by Rev. F. 6. Bamford. The bride, 
who wore white crepe de chine, with hat 
to match, was attended by Miias Jennie 
Lomax, sister of the groom. She also wore 
white. Walter R. McPherson supported 
the groom. After the ceremony, supper 
was served to the guests, and dancing was 
enjoyed. Mr. and Mrs. Lomax will reside 
in Lepreaux.

IA Good Reputation V

2.98is worth a lot to any man, woman or article. The high reputation 

which -FIVE ROSES” FLOUR has obtained. through honest 

merits alone is unequalled by that of any ordinary brands, and has

been achieved by years of the most careful study and endless and 
. costly experiments in milling. The reputation of “FIVE ROSES” 

/ is of the greatest importance to us, as OUF guarantee as to quality 
i and purity goes with every bag and barrel we sell. Such a guarantee, 

backed by our reputation, should be considered by all housekeepers 
when ordering flour.

■•FIVE ROSES” FLOUR is now recognized as the Standard 
’ from which the quality of other brands is judged.

No housekeeper can afford to ignore such a reputation when 
buying flour. She should, therefore, ask for “FIVE ROSES.”

Ladies’ $2.75 All Wool Golf Vests,
Ladies’ Sateen Underskirts, from 78c. to 2.50 
Ladies’ 35c. Wash Collars, -
Small Assortment Ladies’ Last Season’s 

Costumes, worth $12 to $18.
Up-to-date Hats in Millinery Department

worth $1.50 to $3, Now 48c. and 98c

1.98
&%V

25cnew
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Don’t Delay.
\

The annual inspection of the 62nd Fusi­
liers will commence at 2.30 o’clock today 
on the Barrack green, the inspection to 

made by Lord Aylmer. This evening, 
at the Union Club, his lordship will be 
entertained by Lieut.-Colonel M. B. Ed­
wards and. regimental officers. Tomorrow 
the regiment will attend divine service in 
Trinity church, and at some point along 
the route Lord Aylmer will foe saluted 
by tibe battalion. '

WILCOX BROSLake of the Woods Milling Co., Limited. îheI - *"
Winnipeg.St. John.Montreal.

54, 56 and 58 DOCK STREET.3prir 1
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