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_“Yes"—he assents-—“that Is--some-
times—to some people.”
. “Bhe has been very kind to me,”
says Signa.

“Ah!” and he draws a long breath
“Who would be otherwise? The veriest
churl that lives would be turned——"

She stops him with a soft laugh,

“*What a high-flown compliment, Sir

rederick! It had quite an old-world

g :

“¥You think I do not mean what 1
say to you,” he says, huskily., “You
think that I—I can talk hollow non-
sense and false flattery like—like--
some other people! Miss Grenville,
You do me a great wromng. I—I have
never said a word to you that I did
1.0t mean—that has not come from my
lheart!”

“d am sure——" says Signa, trying
to smile, but feeling as if she would
&ive the world to he !nside the draw-
ing-room again.

“No!™ he goes on. “Sometimes I
wish I could talk as calmly and easily
as—as other men; and I try—indeed,
I try—though I feel the effect to be
unworthy of me—don’t misunderstand
me-——""

“} do not,” says Signa.
g0 in now?”

“No,” he says, rapt, and trembling
with earnestness. “That is, 1 beg
You to wait for a miuute or two, to
lsten to me—yes, cver- at the risk of
offending vou, I will ask you to listen
to me,” and he presses his lins with
his handkerchiel to still their quiver-
ing. *“Miss Grenville, during tho last
few weeks I have been an altered
men] I—I used to be cheerful cnd
Lappy and--and contented. Then you
came—see how clumsfly I put it—I
cdpnot even plead my cause in proper
words!” and he clinches his hands.

“Pray—pray do not go on,” mus-
murs Signa, flushed and anxious.

“1 must—I must!” he says. *I fecl
that 1 must tell you all that s in
my heart to-night, or 1 may”—bit-
terly—‘:perhaps not have another
chance. 1 said that I had beccme
clanged, and it i true. Miss ‘iren-
ville, it is you who have changed me!
Do not speak—not yet—I know you
have never given a thought to me,
but all the same you are the cause!
Miss Grenville, I belleve, from the
Lottom of my heart, that 1 loved you
from the first moment 1 saw you!”

“Sir Frgderic— —" che says, with a
sudden“-pallor.

“No, you must !et me go on!"” he
breaks in, huskily, his hands clinched,
bis face set and white. *I Joved vou,
as it were, in a moment, and—and—-all
the world was changed. I felt th:at it
—12 1 d1d not win you, all 1 possessed,
my beautiful home, and—and—my
vesition in the world would not con-
sole me! I don't think that any man
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ever lover as I love you; I cannot for-
et you for a single moment. I am
wretched when I am away from you,
and--and I am almost as miserable
when I am near you, for then 1 tell
myself that you—you do not care whe-
ther I am near or afar.”

It is so true that Signa tvrns her
head away from him.

“And that fills me with guch an-
guish that—that I wish 1 were dead!
1f this is love-—and [ think you will
say it is—then 1 ,ove vou with all my
heart and scul. In all ay W2 have
never secn any oae J—I -thought
more lovely, more beautiful ia every
way; and—and—if you will be may wile
—1{if you wi!l be the ‘Gaistruss of the
Park, I shall be the happiest m~u :n
all the world.”

“Sir Frederic!” she s2ys, parting a
litfle, and with infinite trouble .n her
beautiful eycs.

“Stop!" he says, besex"hing'y, tecr-
fully. *“And if you will sey that 3ou
will be my wife, I feel that —that yeu
will do right—that I shall make you
happy. 1 will ! Such love as 1 teel
for you mugt—is sure to work its will.
And—and—Heaven, f 1 could fut
plead my eause better!” he exclabice,
biting his white lips. “I was going
to add that I lay everything at your
feet; but that's of course; if 1 were
owner of all the world instcad of being
a—a Blyte, I would feel proud and
happy to lay it down for you to tread
upon! - My heart is alregdy at your
feet?! Don't—don’t—In merey's sake
don’t spurn it, Signa!”

e stops at last, vreathless, panting,
and inarticulate. For all his awkward-
ness he has not pleaded his cause so
badly, and the last words have touch-
ed Sigra deeply.

“What shall 1 say?”
most to herself, and he,
standing her, catches at the
tion.

“Say that you will make me happy!
You—you will not be wrong. Say it,
Signa! Think—think of what I have
guffered, how deeply, and truly, and
s=ssionately I love you!”

she cries, al-
misunder-
ques-

J

she mur-

“I am so sorry—sorry!"”
murs,

“Don’t say that!” he pleads. “For
Heaven's sake, do not say that! I
cannot bear to think that you mean—
mean to refuse me! I do not kno
what I shall do! By Heaven, I thin
I shall go mad!”

“Hush!” she says, putting her hand
on his arm, nervously, for the touch
does almost madden him, and he trem-
bles *“I cannot bear to hear you talk
like this, Sir Frederic,” she says,
gently, sorrowfully, *“If—if I felt that
1 had said or done anything to—to
lead you to think that 1 wished you to
say what vou have—"

“But you have not!” he breaks in,
bitterly. “You have always treated me
as if I were nothing more than—than
a dog—"

“Sir Frederic!”

“Yes, that is true,” he says; “for
you could not be unkind to a dog! No,
you have nothing to xeproach yourself
with. It is I who have been mad, and
beside myself, and I could not help it.
But—but you will not refuse me! I do
not ask for much; I don’t ask you to
love me—not now, at once—I only
warnt you to say that you will be my
wife—""

A faint shudder runs through Sig-
na's frame,

“I—I cannot!” she says, with a
long breath; “do not say any more.”

But he will not be silenced, though
every word cost him untold agony.

“You—you cannot? You mean that
You cannot love me?” he says. “I do
not ask you—I sald so; I do not care
for that, if—if you say that you will
only try—if you will only promise. to
bear with me, and let me love you. I
will wait years, if you like;” and he
stretc! forth his hands wildly, im-
ploringly.

“No, no!” says Signa, shrinking
back; “I cannot. It i1s impossible, Sir
Frederic. I—I am very grateful—very
grateful. I know the honor you have
pald me.”

He make an
gesture,

“Don’t speak of honor; you are fit
to be the wife of—of—any one! You
would confer honor on a prince!
Think—I will walt for your answer;
don't give it to-night I—I will go
now, I gee I have been wild and mad.
Let me write to you?”

“No, no!” ‘she says, staying him
with a touch of her hand. “It would
be of no use; my answer would be the
same, I—I never could marry you, Sir
Frederic!”

He is silent, and stands as If he had
been turned to stone; then he draws
a long breath and looks round with a
dazed, confused look, and wipes his
forehead, upon which stands beads of
cold perspiration.

“Why not?” he asks, hoarsely.

Signa is silent.

“I—oh, Sir Frederic, that is hard to
answer,” she says, gently, her heart
full of pity for him. “I might as well
ask you—you——"

“Why, I love you?” he says, eager-
ly. “Because you are the most beauti-
ful woman I have ever seen; because
your volice goes to my heart; because
—Heaven—because I cannot help my-
self!”" despairingly.

“You have answered your own ques-
tion,” she says, gently; “and 1—I can-
not love you, because I cannot help
myself."”

“You mean,” he says, with flerce,
deep bitterness, that seems to wring
his heart, “that I am too late—that
there is another——"

The blood rushes to Signa’s face,
then leaves it pale and shamed.

“let me pass, Sir Frederic,”
eays. “I cannot hear any more."”

“Stay,” he says, piteously. “For
heaven's sake, don't leave me like
—Ilike this! I cannot lose you alto-
gether! I—Signa—Miss Grenville—I
have been mad and foolish. I can
see now that I have risked my cause
too soon.”

“No,” she says.

“That 1—1 have frightened and of-
fended you. For pity's sake, don't —
don’t leave me without saying that
you forgive me—that I may see you
again!”

Signa looks down.

“Sir Frederic,” slie says, “it would
be better——"' ;

*“No,”” be says, pleadingly; *no, it
would not. You think if | do not see
you I shall get over it sooner, but I
should not. Miss Grenville, let us—
let me be your friend. You—you may
want one—mno, 1 do not mean that.
Heaven! § scarcely know what I
mean, or what I say; but this I know
that if you take everything, your

impatient, scornful

she

friendship and all from me, I shall
g0 mad.”

Signa is silent. There is no wo-
man, unless she were .  altogether
without heart, but would be moved to
pity by such a prayer, and Signa's
says. “I have nothing to forgive
You have—pald me a great honor, Sir
Frederic, and I—I am sorry—that I
ghould have to say what I have said
But, ah! how could I help it? But
thére must be no more said

“No, no!” he assents, humbly, eag-
erly, biting his lips. * agree to
anything. I promise never to — to
speak of my love again, if you will
still let me call myself your friend.”
And be holds out a trembling hand.
Signa touches it with her fingers re-
luctantly. :

“I—I will go in now,” che says.

He inclines his head.

“Yes,” he assents, hoarsely. *“You
will not mind my remaining here —
till,” with a little, awkward smile, “I
can get over—this?”

“No, no,” she just murmurs, and he
stands aside to let her pass, but as
she does so, he, unseen by her, he
stretches out his arms as if in his
madness he, even at the last moment,

"thought of taking her to his breast.

Then, as she disappears in ‘the dusk
of the conservatory, he turns and
covers his face with his hands, his
tall, ungainly figure trembling like
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an aspen leaf. Then suddenly his
mood changes, and with a passion-
ate gesture he turns toward the win-
dow.

“Curse you!” he exclaimg, between
his set teeth. “It I8 you—you who
have robbed me of her, But for
you—Oh, Heaven, I wish that I were
dead!”

Signa pauses in the conservatory
to gain something like composure. It
is the first offer she has ever had,
and the first offer of marriage means
80 much to a girl.

As she leans a marble pedestal, it
suddenly strikes her that ghe has re-
fused not omly Sir Frederic's love,
but the title and the Park, and a lit-
tle feeling of dismay just for a mo-
ment creeps over her, but it is only
for a moment. If, as he had said, he
had been a prince instead of simply
Sir Frederic Blyte, her answer must
have been the same.

And yet she pities him; no sign of
his emotion has escaped her ; the
white face and clinched hands, the
husky voice, and big drops upon the
knitted brows.

“Poor Sir Frederic,” ghe murmurs.
“It seems so" cruel! He was so
happy until 1 came, he says, and
now—ah! I am afrair that the love
which the poets make verses about
for us to sing in drawing rooms iz
now—ah! I am afraid that the love
which Sir Frederic feels!” Then
she sighs, for something whispers to
her. “And you, too! Your time is
coming, if it has not come!”

At last she feels strong enough to
face the drawing-room; and meaning
to enter without arttracting notice,
stands for a moment, watching an
opportunity to glide in; but there
stands the stalwart figure of Hector
Warren beside the curtains. her shawl
upon his arm, his whole bearing like
a sentinel on duty at a royal apart-
ment.

Signa starts and colors, and lifts
her eyes to his with a strange glow
in them, for, woman-like, she feels
that he has had something to do
with her refusal of the Park and the
old title; and, woman-like, she soft-
ensg toward that which has made her
sacrifice herself.

“Have you been waiting so long?”
she says, and there is a soft tremor
in her voice.

He . inclines
slightly.

“Yes,” he says. “I saw that you
were engaged’—he pauses a moment
before the gignificant word which,
for all he knows, may have guch an
important meaning—*"and I dared not
interrupt you.”

A vivid flush covers her face, then
leaves it pale.

“Thank you,” she says, taking her
shawl, her eyes drooping, so that he
cannot read the truth in them. “My
aunt is going, I see. I hope 1 have
not kept her.”

“No; the last rubber is only just
over. Let me put this shawl en for
you, may 1?”

She turns and he wraps it round
her, and his hand feels her quivering
still with vague excitement, and he

his head ever so

MADE IN CANADA

bends his head and whispers
ear:

“Ah, if I could but know your
thoughts, 1 wonder whether I should
be most wretched or most happy?”

She does not answer for a moment.
Then, as he opens her Ilips, Lady
Rookwell comes up to them.

“I hope you have had a pleasant
evening, my dear?”’ she says.

Then she looks round.

‘“Where 18 Sir Frederic the Great?
Have you thrown him over the ter-
race?”

Signa murmurs something, her face
scarlet; but Lady Rookwell doesn’t
seem to care whether she has commit-
ter murder or not, for she goes on
addressing Hector Warren this time:

“Casallna was the name of that
place, wasn't it, Mr. Warren?”

He thinks for a moment.

“Oh, you mean the village where
your niece met Delamere. Yes,”

“I' thought so,” she says. “I re-
member now that I had heard the
name before. That was the place
where your agreeable friend shot the
man,” and she nods and grins. “Good
night, my dear. Give me a kiss. You
are quite sure you haven’'t thrown Sir
Frederic over the balcony? Good-night,

. Warren, and thank you very
much. My poor dinnher-party would
have been a very thin affair but for
you. Casalina—pretty name, isn't it?"”

“Exceedingly,” says Hector War-
ren, looking over his shoulder as he
offers Signa his arm and presses her
hand to his side. ‘‘Good-night, Lady
Rookwell,” and nothing can be more
careless and easy than his voice or his
smile.

But the name is so musical and po-
etical that it should call up visions
of sunny vineyards and cool green
olives, jars upon Signa's ears, and
makes her shudder, In her mind’s
eye she pictures the figure of the
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wicked Lord Delamere coming through
the pouring rain, with the thunder
crashing overhcad and the lightning
playing about his pale, wicked face,
and the vision haunts her.

“l wish,” she says, in a low vuice,
and with an uneasy laugh, “that Lady
Rookwell would try and forget Lord
Delamere for a little while! Sne has
always some story or anecdote to tell
concerning him, and each one makes

him blacker and less agreeable than !
I wish she would let us

the former.
forget that there is such a person.”

And she looks up into his face with
a wistful little smile, half ashamed of
her weakness,

His eyes meet her glance with an
Intent look of smoldering passion, and
he is ellent for a moment, then he
says, lightly:

“So do 1 No, poor Delamere does
not improve upon acquaintance. Let us
forget him.”

CHAPTER X1V,

“Girl, you must be out of your
mind!” This is what Aunt Podswell
says standing bolt upright, and
speaking with an energy which no one
weuld have glven her eredit for being
canable of. Signa standz; one hand
resting on thetable, her head bent,
her-face pale—so pale that the dark
lashes lie like threads of silk upon
her cheeks; her shawl has slipped
from her shoulders, which gleam ivory
white thrcugh the dress; beautiful as
a picture by Millais she looks in the
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light of half-a -dozen candles that the
rectory servants have left burning in
the drawing room. But her beauty
does not mollify Mrs. Podswell—in-
deed, it only seems to aggravate her
into more intense indignation and
fury; her light grey efes gleam with
scorn and disappointment; her thin—
it must be written, alas!—her vixen-
ish features arc distorted with anger,
and she looks, as she is, in as bad a
temper as a woman can be. For, bit
by bit, on the journey home, Aunt
Podswell has worried out of the re-
luctant Signa the fact that’Sir Fred-
eric has proposed to her and been—re-
jected! Reluctantly, and very slowly,
Signa has been brought to admit it,
and now the storm has burst.

*You must be stavk, staring mad!”
she says, catching her breath and
shaking with passion, “to refuse—
you!—Sir Frederic Blyte! Do you
know what you have done? Have you
got enough sense to reallze what—
what such an offer means; or are you
so mad with vanity and self conceit—"

“My dear!” murmurs the rector, rub-
bing his chin and snuffling uneasily.

“Dp not interrupt me, Joseph, if you
please. This is a matter in which I
have a right to say a word. She is
under my roof, and in my charge. I
have a duty to perform from which I
shall not shrink. I know what I am
saying. It is vanity and self-conceit
that are at the bottom of this. She
has become puffed up by the hollow,
fulsome praises—of that old worldling,
Lady Rookwell, until she doesn’t know
whether—whether—she is standing on
her head or her heels!”

(To be continued.)
0. - e~
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Vegetables Eaten Daily Will Re-
generate Blood.

Ia an abstract from an article in a
foreign medical jcurnal, made by the
Medical Record, the writer endeavors
to show that the gr en coloring mat-
ter of vegetation is not only the most
powerful regenerator of the blood, but
a valuable stomachic and regulator ot
assimilation. In tne same journal for
June 3, Aallart, of Geneva, attempts
to demonstrate the same thesis from
an econoriic-historical viewpoint.
True, chlorophyll {8 notably rare in
Geneva, and this may be due to the
fact that the town is surrounded by a
vast acre.ge of market eardens, These
in turn have been made possible by
the great fe tility of the and, which
has made the industry profitable for
centurizs. Green herbs are produced
in the greatest variety. So much in
use are legumes that the (Genevese
have been termed “legumevores,” and
legume soup, which also contains
leeks, lettuce and carrots in winter,
and salad vegetables in the summer is
a characteristic Genevese dish which
{8 famous es an appetizer. Aside from
the soup, great quantities of green
vegetables are conéumed green beans,
gren peas -“vztercresg, chervil, dande-
lion greens, artichokes, asparagis,
pomel, spinach and other chloropnyll
(green ccloring substance in vege-
table) containing vegetables. On the
other hand, the demand for vegetables
poor in chlorophvll, s..h as cabbage
and cauliflower, is not greater in Ge-
neva than elsewhere in Switzerland.
When the ( enevese emigrate they in-
variably miss this abundance of green
stuff.

Maillert advises ‘1e <dCally use of
green legume not only for the anae-
mic and dyspeptic, but for the health)
as well. Chlorophyll has been given
as such to the anaemic, but doubtless
cannot reniace the fresh -vegetable.
The author does not allude to the
value of tinned beans and peas in
this connetcion, but it i; evident that
from a dietetic standpoint they can-
not replace the fresh articles.

Is Your Tongue Furred?
Have You Headache ?

How few feel well this time of the
year? Tue whole system needs house-
cleaning; the blood is impure; it needs
enriching. Nothing will do the work
more effectively than Dr. Hamilton’s
Pills. Take them at night and you
feel better next morninz. They work
wonders in the body while you aleep.
Being compoged of purc vegetable
extracts and julces, Dr. Hamilton's
Pillg are safe for thie young and old
alike. Tgy this wouderful family me-
dicine to-day, it will do you a world
of good. Whether for Dbiliousness,
headache, lack of appetite or consti-
pation, / Dr. Hamilton’s Pills will
quickly cure, 25¢. per box, at ull deal-

ers.
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Trouble in the Trenches.

A "“Jack Johnzon™ had exploded with
a Ceafening roar, and Murphy, wiping
his eyes clear of mud with his respira-
tor, Jooked around to cee luncy, his
cliong, lying very still

“spake to me, Terrenc:!” he whis-
pered. “Are ye alive cr Jead?”

“Dead!” faintly murmured Clancy

Dangerous Throat mnbmﬁ
Prevented by Nerviline

IT ENDS MISERY OF COLDS
QUICKLY,

Don’t wait till night.

Get after your cold now—this very
ninute, before it grows dangerous
you should apply old-time “Nervyiline.”

Rub your chest and throat, rub
them thoroughly with Nervilime. Re-
let will B¢ immediate.

Nerviline will save you frem lying
awake to-night, coughing, choking and
suffering from congestion in the chest
and acute pain in the throat.

Nerviline will break up that dull
neuralgic headache—will xill the eold
and chill at its very beginninz—will
save you from perhaps a serious #il-
ness.

To take away hoarseness, to break
up agrippy cold, to cure a sore throat
or bad cold in the chest, you can use
pothing so speedy and effective as
Nerviline. For forty years it has been
the most largely used family remedy
in the Dominion. Time has proved fts
mecrit, 80 can you by keeping a bottle
handy on the shelf. Sold by any
dealer anywhere at 2Gc. per bottle.

———eo—
The Seismograph.

Though the man in the strect might
caslly make a ceismic  disturbam:e
for the rumbling of a traction engine
or an explosion. the marveicusly deli-
cate instruments whicn recosd ear’h-
quake shocks are immune from &uch
c@elusions. The recording pen of ihe
seismometer ignores any local trem-
blings which have not a selzmio or!-
gin, but the faintest real earth quak-
ings, though they have traveled thou-
eands of miles through the ¢arth, eet
the pen tracing the telltale graph by
means of which the seismologist eal-
culates the place, time and magnitude
of the happening.—London Chronicle.

—el O P e e

Famous Trees of History.

Which are the most famous irees of
history? Shakespeare’'s mulberry, with
its innumerable posterity, is o:c; and
surely, says the Pall Mall Gazcite, a
Ligh place belonzs to the apple trea

irom Sir Isaac New:on's gardea, alog
from which is in the possession ot the
2oval Astronomical Socfety. The story
of the famous appl:, Hka thii of the
aog Diamond, is probably more than
half legend. It is traceable to Voltaire
(“Philosophie de Newton”), alo had
it from Newton's niece, Catharinn Bar-
ton. The incident is alleged to have
Lappened at Woolsthorpe .in the au-
tumn of 1665, and the tree consecrated
by tradition lasted till 1$20. when,
owing to decay, it was eut down.
>oo— ——

GUARD THE BABY
AGAINST COLDS

To guard the baby againc; colds
nothing can equal Baby's Own Tabh-
lets. The Tablets are a mild laxa-
tive that will keep the littic one's
stomach and bowels working regular-

ly. It is a recognized fact that where
the stomach and bowels are .n good
order that colds will not ex!st; that
the health of the little one will be
good and that he will thrive and be
happy and good-natured. The Tabletg
are sold by medicine dealers or by
! mail at 25 cents a box from The Dr.
Williame Medicine Co., Pro¢bville,
Ont.
———e—————

Soap as an Aatiseptic.

Some medical authorities, cxlaining
the abatement of epiaenuc discnses 18
modern years, are xuriiciently isree froin
professional ties to aitribute this bet-
terment of conditions, not to medical
science but to increased ¢ of roup and
water. The Humenpnlhlir Envoy-is of
the upinion that with a clean nouse and
a clean person no one need have much
of infection. A writer in the New York
Mecaical Record says: “Soap ls now
reeognized to be antisentic and to pe effi
cacious must produce a lather. NRacteria
rubbed into soap or dropped on ity sur-
fice ure incupable of multiplicaticn. The
typhold bhacillus is very sensitive to soap,
beimng killed by a 5 per cent. solition in
a short time. More than half the totat
rumber will di¢ in one minute The
tl:orough use of a pure potash soap is»
rot only a mechanical method of cleans-
ing, but Is an active factor in cutting
wown germs life.”

Fooled the Waiter.

“I have spotied another
man." "

It was the fat plumber wko spoke.

“Who is it this time?” th¢ thin
carpenter asked.

“Umson.”

“What's Umson been doing?”’

“He took me to dinner with him in

swell hotel the other evening.”

“Do you call that mean?”

“No, but listen.”

“l am listening.”

“When he had finighed Le ‘o<k a
small piece of tinfoil that Lau (v ered
a little squarc of cheese-——"

“Uh huh—"

“Placed it on a silver dollar 1o get
a perfect impression—""

‘nieanest

“And thea left the impres:.icn on
his plate so as the waiter would think
he was getting a fine tip.”— Youngs-
town Telegram.

—— e o—— —
Some people shouldn't be trurted too
far; or too near, either.

“What a liar the man is!” solilo- ,

quized Murphy, mich relieved.

Then Clancy sat up.

“Ye know I miust be dcad. Murphy,”
he said, “or it isn't the loikes of you
would be callin’ me a liar!"—Ex-
change.

Week-Day References.

When Billy Benneit applied for a
joh as office boy he produced testi-
monials from two clergymen who

knew him well. But the hard-hearted |

business man was not particularly im-
pressed by them.

“We don’t want you on Sundays, my
1ad,” he said. “Haven't you a reference
from somebody who knowa you on
week days?"—Exchange

HAIR GOODS

—FOR—

JES AXD CENTLEMS
LADIES AKD CENTLERNC!
Malled at lowest possible prices,
consistent with high-grade work.

Natural Wavy

Bwitclies at $5.00, §7.00 and $9.00 In
all shades are leaders with us.
Just send on your sample, or write
for anything in our line.
GENTLEMEN'S TOUPEBDS at
E&,C‘ and $35.00, that defy deteo~
fon when worn.

MINTZ’S HAIR GOGDS
EMPORIUM

+ 62 KING 8TREET WEST
Hamliton, Ont.

(Formerly Mdme 3. Mints).
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