contains just tlnt flavor which
makes real tea so enjoyable.
BLACK. GREEN OR MIXED TEA.

CHAPTER V.

“He is good, indeed,” replied tho
girl, a soft spot of color appearing in
her cheeks. “Now, I will go; but first
of g1l I will run into Mrs. Cart',n‘a
and ask her to come and sit with you.”

Ske bent and kissed the transparent
cheek, tied on her sunbonnet, took up
her books, and, with a parting smile,
went out of the doorway. |

Her message deliver'ed at Mrs. Car-
ter’s cottage, Margery went slowly
up the hill, past the wall inclosing the
wood, on past the gate leadleg to
Weald, Sir Hubert Coningham’s
till she

rectory

the
country-house, on and on,
reached the village., The
stuod @& little way beyond the school- |
house, close to the church, and, by the
time she reached the side gate, Mar- |
zery had learned her legson by heart.
The heat was quite as great as it was
on1he afternoon she walked to Farm-
c¢r Dright’s, now four days ago; ani
he looked round anxicusly at the sky,
ing a cloud until Wednesday was
he picnic with Mr. Stuart a
he past.
v Margery found her lesson

v and ¢

not ' so delizhtiul to-day; her atten-

ticn would wander, and Miss Lawson
had ¢ cat 2 question three times
tese moments bafore she

'The governess put

down the _e"ﬁrl‘r absence of mind and
annereto the heat,

brought the lesson

V:eral listless m
fndG very kindly
zariy to a clese and dismissed her
»upil,

Margery for the first time gave vent
to z sigh of relief when she received
nermission to go home, and she saun-
reretd through the village almost wear-
ilv. She was gazing on the ground.

1gnorant of what was going on abua

when the sound of ponies’ iuat
the noise of wheels behind her
caused her to turn, and, looking up,:
Mrs, Croshie, seated in her‘

small carriagc

her,

and

zhe saw
close at hand. |

“Good-afternuon, Margery,” Mrs.,
Croshie said, in her haughty, cold
manner. “I am glad to have met you. |
How is your mother?”

“Good-afternoon, madame,” replied

the girl, callmg Mrs. Croshie by the
name the vﬂlage always used, nnd
bending her head gracefully. “Thank|
you very much, but I am afraid moth-
er is very bad to-day; I did not want|
to leave her, but she insisted. . She
grows very weak.”

“Hag Dr. Metcalf seen her to-day?”

“Yes, madame, but he said nothing|
tc me—he looked very grave.”

“] wag going to send her down some |
hee? tea and jelly, but as I bsvo\ mﬂ"
vou it will save the servant a journey. | |’
Get in beside Thomas; I will drive:
you to the castle, and you can take the|
things to your mother.” '

Mrs, Crosbie pointed to a seat be-!
side the groom. She was for som»
reason always annoyed when she came
in contact with ‘this girl. In the
nrst plo,ee Margery spoke and moved
; F equal; she never dropped tho'

ary courtesy, nor appeared to

grasp for:an instant the magnitude
of the castle dignity. - Mrs. Croshie
was wont to declare that the girl was
being ruinedy that Catherine Coning-
ham had behaved like an idiot; that,
because the child had. worn delicate
clothes and the dead woman had
seemed in every way a lady, Margery

| should be brought up and educated as

such was preposterous. It was all ab-
surd, Mrs, Crosbie affirmed, a mere
shadow of romance. The lstter in the
mother’s pocket had plainly stated
her position—she was a maid, and
nothing else, and all speculation as
to an honorable connection was ri-
diculous and far-fetched. Mrs. Cros-
bie did not quarrel with Lady Coning-
ham for rescuing the baby from the
workhouse—charity she wupheld ir
every way—but she maintained that
Margery should have been placed wita
Mrs. Morris as her child, and that she
should have learned her A, B, C with
the other village children in the vil-
lage school, and that the story of the
railway accident and her mother’s\
death should have been carefully with-
held from the child. Now the girl's
head was full of nothing but herself.
The mistress of Crosbie Castle opined
that she was fit for no situation, and
consequently would come to no good,
Margery was igpnorant of all this;
but she wag never entirely comfort-
able in Mrs. Croshie’s presence,, The
waif had within her the germ of pride
every whit as great and strong as that
possessed by Stuart’s mother. Hith-
erto shé had had no reason to intrench
herself in this natural frotress, for
all the village loved her; the very
fact that Lady Coningham had adopt-
ed and educated her raised Margery
So the girl had receiv-
ed kindness, in many cases respect;
and she was as happy as the lark,
save when a wave of mournful thought

in their eyes,

'brought back the memory of her

mother.

Mrs. Croshie wronged her,  Mar-
gery had not a spice of arrogance in
her composition—she had ™™ the in-

' nate feeling that she was not of the

- village' olass, and, ‘with- the true delic-
'acy and instinct of a lady, forbore
{ even to express this,

There was plenty of room on th:
front seat, but Mrk. Crosbie would not

{ have dreamed of bidding-the girl to

sit there—she relegated her to what
she consideredher proper place among
the servants. ua.rcery's face flushed
a little,

“If you will allow me,” she said,
with her natural grace, “I will walk
‘up to the castle, thank you very
much.”

“Do as T tell Jou,” commanded Mrs.
Croshie, quietly. “Thomas, make
room for Margery Daw.* :

Margery bit her lip and hesitated
for a moment, then the memory of the
poor sick woman at home came to her.
If she offended madame, mother woul 4
have no more delicacles, so, withojt
ahother*ord, she_ stepped in a}

‘carriage ,was driven

'tance; and Margery found herself

‘cheeks grow warm,

‘mmwmmkdmu,
mmmm%m;ﬁ;
her level, and she was determined to{ '

lose ' no oppom of contipuing
in the future, As they stopped at the
lodge gates she turned to Margery: °

#“@et down and go aleng that pm
to the back -part of the house, and
wait in the kitchem till I send for
you.”

Margery obediently descendé’&, and
turned down the sidepath as the
ponies started off along the sweeping.

avenue to the castle entrance, Why
was madame so stern and Mr, Stuart

so kind?  Margery pendered as she
walked on. .Had.she done anything
wrong? Hér@h&ccus’ed her of no
fault; she could #llerefore arrive at

The ' path she #s following was
‘one used by ‘the rdeners. and sghe
soon arrived @b ajmall gate, which,
on opening, ‘161 §8r to the paddack
and kitchen gardems, Margery toiled
through the heat mp to the courtyard,
and, after’ crossing. this, entered a
large door standm'g‘ wide open.

The cook .and " “her handmaidens
were indulging in ~%v%z-o"clock tea, and
the mistress of ¢ tchen rese with
genial hospitality ,ta press her visitor
to partake of some ‘too,

“Now -do!” ihe ‘urged, as Margery
shook her head.- {You look fair fag-
ged out.™ '

“No, thank youiMrs, Drew,” Mar-
gery said, simply; unconsciously she
recciled from accepting anything that
came from Mrs. Crosbie; *“I am not
really tired. Ma@ame has driven me
here from the village. I am to take
some things back’ to mother. If you
don’t mind, I wil walt outgide—it is
rather hot in her

“Ay, do, child,” the cook answered;
and she handed out a large stool.
“Put thig just in the doorway, and
you'il eatch a little; draught.”

With a smile Méargery took the stool
and, placing it in a shady corner, sat
down and began to read. The court-
yard stretched along a quadranglc
leading to the stables, and, looking up
now and them from her book, Mar-
gery caught glimpses of the castle
horses lazily switching their tails in
their comfortable boxes. The pony
in while she
vaited{ and she :watched with much
interest the small, sturdy ponies be-
ing nnharnessed and led away. It was
a quaint, picturesque spot—the low-
roofed stables, the larger coach-house,
a portion of the gray-stone castle jut-
ting out in the distance, with a back-
ground of branches and faintly mov-
ing leaves, Margery shut her book
and let her eyes wander to the clear
blue sky seen in patches through the
trees. She felt cool in her little
nook. and enjoyed the rest. The
groom had discarded his smart livery,
and, in company with another lad,
was busily employed in cleaning the
nony carriage, the hissing sound with
which he accompanied his movements
not sounding wnmusical from a dis-

smiling at his exertions and the con-
Adence that had succeeded his bash-
fulness. Suddenly, while she was
watching them, she saw the groom
and his companion draw themselves
up and saluauomc one; and then
the next moment a figure came round
the corner—a figure in white tennis
costume, with a white silk shirt and
large flapping hat. Margery felt her
then they as
quickly go,lmd\. Another figure stood
beside t‘xe tall one of the man, a dainty |
delicate, lovely form in a dress of
ethereal, bide, holding a large sun-
shade of the same color above her’
beautiful. head.

Unconsciously Margery M her
hemm Never had she seen so fair

3 vision betore; and the sight of those |
m,um.nwdlmm:lm» i

i\;ﬁr Worthless,
ed te
4 And lm by

We'd known him for twenty years or
more, a gort of a harmless lout,

‘no tamblm,’ content-
@ glightest effort, A bed
cheap hetel

At twuty cents for a long night’s
slge? was 8 good epough place to

Andnooa;towmmdlbitetout
were all that he cared to earn,

that way not one of ue tried to
learn.

None of us knew when he came to
town; the most that we ever knew

a yard or carry a grip or twe.

But strike him wrong and he wouldn’t
work, whatever his nead might he,

As independent a worthless man as
ever I hope to see!

And he'd been to college! I gunessed
that opnce, when he'd mentioned a
book he'd read,

But he changed the talk when I ques-
tioned him—and now the poor fel-
low’s dead!

And why did he loaf and why did he
sink and fritter his life away?
The tale is as old as the hills, I guess

and itall came out to-day,

A woman he loved in the olden days,
a woman he thought was fair,
Went to anether man, leaving him,

with nohody elge to care.

“You mav think wou’ll work for vour-
self,” he wrote, “but it's twenty te
one you won’t

When vour heart i8 orushed and no-
bodv cares whether you do or
don't.”

RICHARD HUDNUT

. ~HREE FLOWERS
TALCUM

our choice of the
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n
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“World Cwes
Him a Living”

American Exchange National Bank:
—Justice James C. Cropsey, of the
Supreme Court of New York, attri-
butes more than 80 per cent. of
crime to persons under twenty-five
years of age. In his opinion, the
average youthful criminal

Cropsey,
instead

him a living, Justic/o

therefore, finds that moéral,
of mental, deficiencies account for
most criminal cases. According t»
his observation, the criminal proc-
livities of the young are due to in-
adequate home training and to the
decline of religious influences. Tho-
orists are disposed to attribute crime
and specially crimes of violence, ta
mental deficiencies, and they assert
that criminal tendencies can be cur-
ed with proper treatment at the
-right time. It is evident that the
youthful criminal derives the theory
that the world owes him a living
from Kis opinions concerning the
nature of society and the purposes
of its responsible leaders. Years of
cries of “exploitation’” made by the
yellow press, demagogic politicians
and preachers of revolution have
contributed more than their share
to the undermining of the moral
foundations of the youth of the
country. Justice Cropsey says that
the young criminal is led easily into
| radicalism, a fact which shows that
| his predisposition to crime is in part
an outgrowth of his "political and
economic education.

Tweed Graftmg

ed,” says your
when shown the burfit hole or bad
rent in your new tweeds. .But it ean
be helped. If the instructions below
are carefully followed you  will

ASK THIS
HALIFAX NURSE

She Is Willing to Answer Letters
From Women Asking About

Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg-
etable Compound

Hnlifax,Navh Seoth.-“!u ma-
have -

But the reason why he had nunpod :

Was that now and then he would rak&

&%
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” 60 x 80
” .60 x 80
” 64x84
“ 68x88
T x0q
” 76 x 98

Size 54x 74 ..

We offer many special
| ENGLISH WOOL BLANKETS

1680 ”

g 2450 ”

7.00 pair

840 ”
1100 *
13.00 ”

19.00 ”

operatesg

Size 52 x 70

TR .

n 68x84

» 72 x99 ...

GREY COTTON BLANKETS

Size 66 x 80

WHITE COTTON BLANKETS

. ..Sale Price 2.70 pair
. ..Sale Price 3.30 ”

.. ..Sale Price 4.00 *»

. ..Sale Price 5.00 *

..Sale Price 3.50 pair

WOOLNAP

CRIB B
Faney 30 x 40
” 30 x 40
995 x 48
”. 36-x b4
White 30

22 30

BLANKETS

40

19

rice 1.25 each

rice 1.30 ”
1.90

ice 2.00
ice 1.50
3.30

Big Price Reductions in this popular make,

Size 64x 76 ..
Y Be X 80 .
PN x84 ..
Pz ..
xR0 ..

3.80 pair

2
”»
”»

”

Size 54 x T4

> WBEI6 ...

“It 1s a* pﬂy, Imt it zctn‘t be, help-
thetic. friend '

A mzo,za tu,th

cident has disappeared.

part, leaving a clean-cut square or

follow a threado f the cloth.
have no spare scraps, find a Dpiece
from the back of the hem.

all round, than the discarded dam-~

tweed is large, the cenire of the new
graft must exactly comspond with
the old plece.

Continue unravelling the new graft
on all four sides until there remains
just two -threads more on every side
ot the new Mnm ‘mat than on those

oblong hole, all four sides of which pected, as in the seat
If you knickers, it is advisable to take two

“The piece should be an inch larger |

aged square, and it the design of the |

AVanilla

BROWN WOOL BLANKETS

. ..Sale Price 4.30 pair
. ..Sale Price 5.00 ”

SPECIAL! HEAVY GREY WOOL BLANKETS—74 x 80

TN
YRV \'x-’\ 7 \’4 \’-'

Size 60 x 80 ..
”.76x 96 ..

. .Sale

]
k.

BT

quickly find that all trace of the ac- "tion for the mext thread, which will

. probably disappear between a differ-

Begin by removing the damaged ent row to that of the first.

If great strain on the graft is ex-
of a Dboy's

Buy real
Extract

darning stitches. through the hi 1
thickness of the tweed with alterna
And so the work continue

threads.
one thread at a time,

When completed, remove the
per_and face the repair on a irg
board, then well press with a

- iron over a damp cloth.

VT'h;Prompt Reply v'

Few women, I venture to say,
make a really-successful speech

public dinner, but Mrs. Hilton Phili}

son, M.P., who, of course, was
merly Mabel Russell, the actress,
one:of them.

It-was at a dinger a few eve;
ago, that I heard her tell some 2
ing stories. 'l‘he best of the

‘oomuuooeulouhhen:\u an
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ce 6.50 pair
ice 12.80 *

2.25 each

ercy, at St. James’s Palace 0
h the Prince of Wales. presiié

8 looking at the Daily ExP

birie news bulletin, when she ¥

say to her lover, “Prince &
i8it Argentina? What's he £
 her for?”

8 disdainful reply was, "Itl :
that’s the captain of the
0”

the Prince heard ‘the &
over the chairman's tsb
llable laughter, and MY

§ed before he patted his eyes

panderchief and was able ¥

that it al
which the

kh was  adl
the Allies §

to protect
would have §

have heard

e credit be

on days of}

8 per day;
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