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PREPARE FOR THE HOLIDAY, "I‘:

LY Ist!

You'll enjoy it if fitted out with our

Summer Suits,
Summer Vests,
SummerUnderwear

Outing Shirts.
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Two-ﬁiece Outing' Suits, very 'nobby;
" up-to-date in every respect, $10, $12
and $15. ,
Blue Serge Suits, Single and Double :
Breasted. Prices $8, 10, 12 and $15.
White Duck Pants, $1.25 and $1.50.
White and Striped Flannel Pants,
$1.75, 2.00 and $2.25.
Summer Wash Vests. Just the thing
for this time of year, Very’ stylish,
and very dressy. Prices $1.50 to $3.
Cool Balbriggan Underwear, 40c. to
 $1.00 per garment.

Outlng Shirts, Duck and Flannelette in

large variety. All sizes, 5oc. to $2.00.

We keep all kinds of Men's Wearing
Apparel, and at prices to suit You.

Before starting out to enjoy the holiday,

| come in and let us fit you out, so that

you really can enjoy it.

HENDERSON & HUNT,

40 and 42 Ring Street. /
Branch Store : 553 and 555 Main Street, North End

Store open every night,except Saturday, until 8 o’clock
Saturday open until 11 o’clock.

‘midst of a ‘hostile army

| work. Since it was done, 1 meant
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(Continued,)

“Well, do you deny it?”

“Not the love, -but the offenee of .it.
Palpably you might do much worse than
dispose,. of - the lady to my,heir.”

“I might ‘do .much 'betber than bestow
my time on you.if that is all you hayve to
gay.” s
“We have hardly opemed the subject,
M. de Mayenne—"’

“] have no wish to carry it fumther.”

“Monsieur, the king’s ranks afford no
betber than my heir.”

“No maid of mine shall ever marry a
Royalist,”

“I swore no sen ¢of mine should - ever
marry a Leaguer, but I have come to see
the error of my-ways, as yeu-will cee: youns,
Mayenne. It is for.you: 10 dhoose where
among the king’s forces you will marry
mademoiselle.”

A vague wumeasiness, a fear which he
would mot own a fear, crept into May-
enne’s eyes. [He studied the face before
before him, a face of gay challenge, and
ili?, at length, mot quite confidently him-

“You speak with confidence, St. Quen-
tin.”

“Why to be sure.”

Mayenne jumped heavily to his feet.

“What do you mean?”’

“T mean that mademoiselle’s marrying
is in my hands. Where is your ward, M.
de Mayenne?”

“Mordieu! Have you found her?”

“You speak sooth.”

“In your hotel—"

“No, eager kinsman. In a place whither
you - cannct follow her.”

Mayenne looked about, as if with some
instinetive’ idea of eeeking a weapon, of
summoning his soldiers.

“By God’s throne, you shall tell me
wihere!”

“With pleasure. She is at St. Denis.”
(Mayenne cried helplessly, as number
under a blow:

“St. Denis! But how—"

“How came she there? On foot, every
gtep. I suppose she never walked “wo
streets im ther life before, has she, M. de
. Mayenne? But she trgmped to St. Denis
through the dark, to knock at my door at
one in the morning.”

Mayenne seized Monsieur’s wrist.

“She is safe, St. Quentin? She is safe?”

“As safe, monsieur, as the king’s pro-
tection cam make her.”

*Pardieu! Is she with the king?”

“She is at my lodgings, in the care of
the saddler’s wife who lets them. I left
a staunch man in charge—I have no doubt
of him.”

“Yiou answer for her safety?’ Mayenne
cried huskily, his breath coming short.
He was flushed, the veins in his forehead
corded.

“When she came last night, it happened
that the king was there,” Monsieur went
on. ‘“‘Her loveliness and her misery mov-
ed him to the heart.”

“|'housand munders of heaven! You,
with your son, shall be hostages $or her
safe return.”

“The king,” Monsieur went on, as im-
movably . as Mayenne himself at his best,

B | “with that wamm heart of his pitying|

beauty in distress, is eager for mademoi-
selle’s marriage with her lover, Mar., But
he did not favor my venture here; he
called it a silly business. He .said you
youwmnldclapmeinjaiﬂ,amdhemld
me flat I might mot my life out there be-
fore he would give up to you Mile, de
Montluc.”

“Well, then, pardieu, welll try if he
means it!” -
- “He gave me to understand that he
meant it. The St. Quentins out of the
way, there is ‘Valere, stout Kingsmam, to

| succeed. ‘The king loses little.”

“Then are you gone mad that you put
yourself in my grasp?”’

“] was never saner, I come,
to make you listen to sanity.”

I had waited from moment o moment
Mayenne’s summons to his soldiers, ‘But
he had not rung, and mow he flings him-
self down again in his arm-chair.

“What, to your understanding,

sanity?”’
“If you send me to join my son, mon-
gieur, you leave mademoiselle without a
protector, friendless, penniless, in the
cursing the
name of Mayenne. Have you reared her
delicately, tenderly, for that ?”’

Mayenne sat silent, his face a mask.
It was impossible to tell whether the
shot -hit. Monsieur went on:

“You can of course hold us in’ durance,
torture us, kill us,; but you must answer
for it to the people of Paris.’”

Still was Mayenne silent, drumming on
the edge of the table. Finally, he said
roughly, as if the words were dragged
from him against his will: ‘

“I shall'not torture you. I mever meant
to torture Mar. The arrest was not my
to
profit by it to keep him awhile out of
my way—only that. I ‘threatened my
cousin otherwise in theat of passion. But
1 shall not torture him. I shall mot Kkill
him.” \

“Monsieur—"’

“I put a card in your hand,” Mayenne
said curtly. His pride ill brooked to
concede the point, but he could mot have
it supposed that he did mot see what he
was doing. “I give you a card. Do wha}
you can with i’ ’

“Monsieur, you show

my friend,

is

what little sur-

| prises me—knightly generosity. It is to

that generosity 1 appeal.”
“Is the horse of that color? But mow
you were frightening my prudence.”
“Ah, but how fortunate the man to
whom generosity and prudence point the

same path!” !
It may have been but pretence, this

PURITY

Everything that goes to
make Stewart’s Confectionery
—sugar, cream, chocolate,
fruit flavors—must be PURE.

Combine purity with ex-
perience, and it is easy to

Chocolates

are so delicious.
AT ALL BEST DEALERS

THE STEWART €O, Limited, Teronto

swould mot +harm ‘her lover.

‘| smiling bonhomie ‘of Monsieur’'s. Mayen-

me . doubtless gauged -it as such, but, at
any rate, he suffemed it b0 warm him.
He regained of a sudden all the amiabil-
ity with which he had greeted his guest.
Smiling and calm, he answered:

“St. ‘Quentin, :I care litgle for either
your threats.or your cajoleries. They
amuse me alike, and move me not. But i
have a care for my sweet cousin. Since
you threaten me with “her danger, you
have the whiphand.” .

Now it was Monsieur’s turn to sit dis-
creetly -silent, “waiting. .
' “T went last might to tell the child I
Lo! she had
flown. I.had a vegiment séerching ‘Paris
for her. I was in the stneets myself till
dawn.” s 1

“Monsigur, che-made her way:to, usiat
St. Denis to offer herself to. our torture
did you torture Mar.”

“Morblen!” Mayenne cried, half risinz.

“God’s mercy, we'pe not ruffians out
there! *I tell it to show you to-what - the
maid_was strung.” \

“I mever though it great matter whom
one married,” Mayenne said slowly; ‘‘one
boy is much like another. I should have
mated her as: befitted her station—I
thought she would be happy enough. And
she was good about it; I did mot see
how deep she cared. She was docile till
I drove her too hard. Shes a loving
child. You are fortunape in your ‘daugh-
ter, St. Quentin.” - \
. Monsieur sprang up radient, advancing
on him open-armed, Mayenne added, with
his eool smile:

“You need not -flatter yourself, Mon-
sieur that it is your doing. I laugh at
your threats. I\ were sport to me to
clap you behind bars, to say to your
king, to the mob you brag of, “‘Come, now
get him out.’ ” o

“Then,” cried Monsieur, “I must value
my sweet daughter mole than ever.”

He was standing over Mayenne with
outstretched hand, but the chief delayed
taking it.

“Not quite so fast, my friend.' If I
vield up the Duc de St. Quentin, the
Comte de Mar, and Mle. Lorance de
Montlue, I demand certain little conces-
sions for myself.” .

“By all -means, monsieur. You stamp
us churls else.” |

My duke sat again, his smile a shade
uneasy. Which Mayenne perceived with
quiet enjoyment, as he went on blandly:
“Nothing that I could ask of .you, M. de
St. Quentin could egual, could halve
what I give. Still, that the kmightliness
may mot be, to your mortification, all
on one side, I hawe thought of something
for you to grant.” .

“Name it, monsieur.”

“Another point in your favor I «had
forgot,” Mayenme: observed, with his
usual reluctance to show his cards even
when the time had ‘come to spread them.
“Last night I laid on this table a packet,
just arrived, which I was told belonged
to you. When I -had time to think ofit
agdin, it bad vamshed. 1 accused my
lackeys, but later it occurred to me that
Mlle, de Montluc, ‘arming for battle, had
purloined it.” e

“Your shrewdnegs does you credit.”

“You see you -have scored a fourth
point, though agdin by mo prowess of
your own., Therefore am I emboldened
to demand what I wamt.”

“Even to half my fortune—"

“No, mot your gear. Save that for
your Bearnais’s itching palm.”

“Then what the devil is it you want?
You will not get my name in the lLea-
gue.” iy 5

“I am glad my n\ephe?v Paul bungled
that affair of his,” Mayenne went on at
his own pace. “It might have been a
blunder to kill you; it ‘had certainly been
a pity. Though we Lorraines have two
murders to avenge, I have changed my
mind about beginning with yours.”

“You are wise, monsieur. I am, after
all, a harmless credture.”

Mayenne laughed.

“Natheless have you dome your best
here in Paris to undermine me. Did I
let you carty on your little works un-
hindered, they might in time annoy me.
Therefore I nequest that so long as I
stay in Paris you stay out.”

“Oh, I don’t like that!”

The. naivete amazed* while it amused

Mayennle,
_ “Poesibly mot, but you will consent to
it. You will ride put of my:court, when
we have finished ‘some necessary signing
of -papers, stright o the St. Denis. gate.
And jyou will pledge me your honor to
make mo attempt hereafter to enter so
long as the city is mine.”

Mayenm_ e was smiling broadly, Mousieur
frowning. He welished the condition lit-
tle. He was emjoying himself much in
Paris, his dangers, his' successes, his bit-
ing his thumb at’ the power of the Lea-
gue. To be killed at his post was nos
thing, but to be bundled away from it to
inglorious safety, that etuck in his gorge.
For a momenit he actually hesitated. Then
he began ¢o Jaugh at his own hesitation.

“Well, ma foi! what do I expect? To
valk, a rabbit, into the lion’s den' and
make my -own ‘terms 4o Ieo? -1 am hap-
py to accept. yours, M. de Mayenne, es-
pecially since, do I refuse, you will none
the less pack me off.”

“You misteke, St. Quentin. You are
welcome to spend the mest of your days
with me.” :

“In the Bastille?”’

“Or in the League.”

“The former is preferable.”

“You may count yourself thrice fortun-
ate, then, that a fthird eltemative is given
you.”
“It needs not the meminder. You have
treated me as a prince indeed. Be as-
sured the St. Quentins will mot forget.”
“Every one forgets.”

“Perhaps. But swhen you need our good
Ofi‘zc:zs we shall mot have had time to- for-
get. .

“Pandieu, St._Quentin, you bave good
gourage to tell me to my head my counse
is Tun!”’

“My dear Mayenne, mone punishes the
maynderings of the court jester.”
Monsieur laughed out with a gay gusto;
after a moment Mayenne laughed too.
My duke cried duickly, rising and walk-
ing the length of the table to his host:
“You have dealt with me munificently,
Mayenne. You have kept back but ome
thing I want. lbhat is yourcelf. You
know “you must come over to us soomer or
later. Come now!”

The other did mot flame out at Mon-
sieur, but answered coldly:

“T have no ‘teste to be Navarre’s vas-
eal.”

“Betier his than Spain’s”

Mayenne shrugged his shioulders, his face

1

‘|at its stolidest.

“Well, I am no astrologer to read the
futuve.”
Monsieur laid an empbatic hamd ®n his

host’.z, shotlder.
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A SPECIAL SALE OF LADIES
WHITE SHIRT WIAISTS .at 45c., 55c.,
75c., 89c., :$1.00,:$1.10, $1.35 and from this
up to $6.75. Of the lot there are about
one hundred waists at special prices—one-
third below the regular. As your size is
sure ‘to be among them, it will pay you

to come here for your
Shirt Waist,
PRETTY WASH SKIRTS AT MOST

Dominioni Day

. A. DY

59 Charlotte Street.

REASONABLE PRICES—from $1.00 to
$3.50. White and colors,. all sizes.

AN ATTRACTIVE SHOWING OF
WASHABLE NECKWEAR.  Just the
kind you want for weaning with  shirt
waists and ghirt waist suits. | Prices 25c.,
29c., 35c., 50c., and 73c. /

EMBROIDERED -WASH BELTS et
%5c., 29c., 35c., '50c. Most attractive
styles and very serviceable goods.

HDSI\ERY. A special ot of open work

MA

inion Day Wear

active Prices.

You can supply every want for the “get-ready-
quick” call for the holiday. Girls, Misses and
Ladies can be fitted with any garment.

tan sbockings on sale Saturday at 17c. &
pair. Other prices 25c., .35c., amd 50c.

OPEN WORK BLACK STOCKINGS,
25¢., 29c., 35¢c., and 50c.

HERMSDORF DYE COTTON
LISLE THREAD STOCKINGS 1., 26c.,
25¢., 30c., 35¢., and 50c.

CHILDREN’S LEATHER SHADE
STOCKINGS in open work and plain
from 15c. bo 30c. a pair, according o size.

 CO.,
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French land under a Frenech king, a Ca-
tholic and a gallant fellow, faithful to old
friends, frigndly to old foes. I .gee the
dear ht:}d:eat peace at last, the Jooms hum-
ming, mills . clacking, wheat win,
| Yhick on the babtle-fields.” >

Mayenne looked up with a grim smile.

“I hav® still a field or two to water for
that wheat. My compliments to your new
master, St. Quentin; you may tell him
from me that.when I submit, T submit.
When I have /madé my . surrender, from
that hour forth am I his hound to lick his
hand, -to guard and obey him. Till them,
let him beware of my teeth! ~ “While I
have one pikeman”to my back, ome sou
in my pouch, I fight my cause.”

“And when you have nome, you yet
have three pairs of hands at Henry's
court to pull you up out of the mire.”

“I thank their graciousness, though I
shgll never need -their offices,” Mayenne
said’ grandly. He stood there stately and
proud and confident, the picture of prince-
liness and strength. Last night at St.
Denis it thad seemed o me that no power
could defy my king. Now it seemed to
me that no king could nick the power of
my Lord Mayenne. When suddenly, pre-
cisely like a mummer who in his great
moment winks at ‘you to let you know it
is make believe, the general-duke’s dignity
melted into a’ smile.

“After all,”” he said, “it’s ag well to lay
an andhor to windward.”

(Lo pe continued.)

CHARLIE DIDN'T GO

(Boston Journal.)
“Good-by, Charles, you won't forget
me?”
“Dearest, how can you ask me?”
“And you will not cease to love me?”
“All ashore that’s goin’ aeshore!”
“It’s time for me to go.”
“Not yet. Do you love me?”
“Indeed I do!”
‘“You don’t!”
K‘I dO!JI
“All ashore!”
“You dom’t!
After a pause,
is moving!”’
There was a frantic rush to the rail.
Sure enough, the Prince George was mov-
ing away and there was a rapidly widen-
ing space of water between her and the
wharf.
Charlie became excited. “Hey, there,
I want to get off. Put me ashore. I
don’t want to go to Yarmouth.” He
jumped of the rail to leap for the whari,
but his sweetheart got him by the coat-
tatls and pulled. him back. i

“QOh, - Charlie, how could you?”

“I don’t want to go to Yarmouth,” he
yelled. “I’ll lose my job!”

“You can’t leave the ship mow,” eaid
one of the officers, bustling up.

“You put this ehip back there, so I
can get ashore!”

“The officer laughed and walked away.
Just then 'a Portuguese fisherman in his
dory rowed past the slow moving ship and
Charlie shouted to him to come alongside.

- “Will You take me off?”
“Jump,” eaid the Portuguese, -bring-
ing hig boat as close as he dared. Disre-
garding his sweetheart’s plea Charles
jymped. He landed in the stern of the
dory, lost his balance and toppled over
into the water. There was a shmick . of
horror from the girl and screams from the
passengers. Then the fisherman got him
by the collar and pulled him in, drip-
ping like a Newfoundland dog.
%]t gerves you might,” called the lady
at the rail, and retreated to her state-
room. Charles was landed upon Long
wharf and wasted mo time getling away.
He vefused to tell his name and the only
clew he gave as to his anxiety to get
ashore was the significant statement, “I’d
do more than that to keep away from
Yarmouth.

“] do!”—ad mauseam.
“Oh, Charlie, the ship

Winnipeg Votes for Sunday Cars
*  and for Power Plant

Winnipeg, June 28— (Special)—The rate-
payers voted today in favor of allowing
the stpeet railway -company to inaugurate
a Sunday car service. Although the city’s
popan‘thon has been more than 100,000, no
cars have run on the first day of the
week.

Winnipeg, June 28—(Bpecial)—A bylaw
to spend $3,225,000 on a municipal power
plant carried, three to one, today. The
city will bring power from ‘Winnipeg
river, fifty miles east of the city.

At the regular meeting of Gurney divis-
ion, 8. of T., held last evening, the officers
wene me-elected, except that L. A. Belyea
was elected worthy patriarch. The officers

and a large attendance of members is re-
quested, as the question of a picnic at
Bay Shore is to be discussed.

Mise Edith Hilyard came down from
TFredericton dast night to joim her mother,

yard here, -

“But I read #, my friend. I see al-

will be installed-next Thursday evening, ||

Mrs. F. 8, Hilyard, and Miss May Hﬂ-k

* SMeats that Safisfy " .

food.

; No trouble—no waste.
money.

you through him.

Conned Foods

are all-food. When you buy these wholesome Canned and
Potted Deljca_cies and highly-concentrated Soups, you don’t
buy bone, gristle or sinew—you buy rich, tissue-building

Among the forty different sorts, there’s something new
and different for every day in the month.

Enough for six people in one can of Soup!

“ Meats and Soups that Satisfy”

Tell the grocer nothing else will do.
Laing’s, send us his name on a post card—and we’ll supply-

THE LAING PACKING & PROVISION CO., Limited, lomﬂl;.;__g

Save time, fuel worry~—and

They’re

If he hasn’t

i Barg’ain Sae of |

Boots:

Shoes

'Five thousand pairs of Boots and Shoes
to be turned into dollars. ’

Men’s, Boys’, Youths’,
Women'’s, Misses’ and

Children’s

Boots and

Shoesat © 2 <2 <2

If you want to save money, attend this
Sale starts SATURDAY

sale.

MORNING when every shoe in stock

witl be marked at

POSITIVE

BARGAIN PRICES.

This sale is positively for CASH.” No
goods charged at reduced prices.

No old stock, all

up-to-date gocds at

practically your own price.




