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Wealtlland Beauty
at Stake!

CHAPTER XXXVI

" "Ihis feeling is tingling through him
&5, with haughty humility and forced
gomposure, he apologizes for his “in-
i'ﬂll!ol.” and asks Mr. Sarjent it he
#will kindly give him Mr. Dormer's
#address.

And Wilmot, usually bone of the

Kkindest and friendliest of fellows to-

ipe met with in a day’s walk, meets
Captain Glynne’s mood by one equal
Qy st and cold. He does mot Bot-
%ce the apology for the “Intrusion.”

*How &'ye do, Captain Giynne? he
gays, in his bdriefést business man-
iper. *wWant Mr. Dormer’s address?
Prair View, of course. %

1 thought they had gome abroad”
Pallas remarks, a little staggered, “I
uppose Mins Dormer and her brother
§re at home?”

*Yes, they're at home,” Wilmot re-
jplies more curtly, looking at Dallas
;mm eyes burnfng with displeasure.

#You haven't seen them for a long
time, I suppose?”

Dallas Glynne’s gray-blue eyes be-
igin to glitter dangerously. “He {8
#olng to dring me to book,” he thinks,
wwith pride and temper rising in flood
tide.

"Oh, no—:lot for quite a long time!l”
Palias replies, with studies indiffer-
ence.
© ™AR'" Wilmot Sarjent says, with
£11 the vehement meaning he can con-
Vey by the ejaculation. “Well, they're

fhere—if you've any Dusiness with|.

fhem™

“Yes, a little business. I think I
phall run down and see them if I can
Epsre the time,” Dallas says, in Ml
foolest and most languid tones.

At this moment his eyes fsll on
B freshly-written letter lying on the
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| triend and relation, isn't she?* Mrs,

Lydia E.
&qﬂl

Tittle wite!™
Mumm.usmnu._

mmmwwu’
gumuuma;

| Yolande's ‘fatthful end “most affec-|

tonate® eousin is doing his best to|.

m.mmmummtm-
band! This is the secret. reason of

a great many things—he cannot qulite |’

tell what—her eold avoidance of him |

since the date of that hurried visit,
her neglect to write a line to ask
him how he was-iil, alone, desolate,
almost destitute as he hiis béen, while
she was living I luxury!

He grinds his teeth as he thinks
of tf. And to think that he has never
onbe suspected this; that all other
women~false, _selfisk, ' treacherous
creatures—she,’ géntle ‘and meéek and
maodest as she looks, hag been us gel-
fish and false as any one of them! His
sight gfows dim, his pulses are beat-
ing violently, heart. and briln are
raging liké & voleano in the fury of
wrath and grief and jealousy that
sweepe -over him,

Forgetting everything, but hnpel-
led by =& flerce lontlnc to be gone out
of Wilmot Sarjent’s presence, with his
fleshy well-fed countenance, his snug
aspect of respectable prosperity, and
his intolerable assumption of superi-
ority, Dallas rvises hastily, and is
blindly groping for his hat—not see-
fng it though it is on the table before
him-—~when Mrs. Sarjent sweeps fato
the room, with the usuai nolsy rustle
of her voluminous skirts.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

“You didn’t send off that letter of
mine to Yolsude, I hope?” Mrs, Sar-
jent begins, and pauses "astounded
when she sees who is confronting her.
“Law bless me, Captain Glynne! Is
that you?”’ she efelaims; gharply,
somewhat amasged, for haughty Cap-
tain Glyane, who has never hesn more
then coldly oivil $o her, is looking at
her now with almost a pleading smile
Mulhs over his pale face.

on't you—won’t you shake hands
with The, Myrs. Sarfent?” hs says, with
an odd convulsive laugh, while the
moisture of reliet and shame and ex-
eitement starts out on his brow.

“Law, yes,” the good-humored lady
replies, giving Hhis ,hau ‘a  hearty
squeése—"but I've & good mind not
‘tol. 'Why, you're not looking the thing
‘at all!” ghe adds, gasing at him con-
cernedly. “Have you been {17

“Yes, Mrs, Sarjent,” Dallas answers,
with smm’m-mm for this.vulgar,

-natured woman has suddenly ap-
pnud to him fn the light of the best
of friends, and released him from
torture. "I hmve beon véry ill and in
kreo.t trouble for s long time, Things
are miuch better with me now.”
| #Glad to hear that!” Mrs. Sarjent
rejoius, briskly, appralsiag his hand-
some, well-gut clothes and glossy hat
with one keen glance. “But, if you
were jil ‘or in trouble, Captain Glynne
—~Wilmot; go 884 gt « glass of sherry
and some o' them m crfickers you
like so-much. tor. O»t‘ll Glnnn'
and Wilmot tlillnnn »u Anstgat
obedience—"ahy on earth ﬂm you
let your friends 'ml umuu know
lt?" e =

“Who are thv‘!" ht tl!l coldly,

but smiltag stlll, and his pale Hps

mmmmum-
. *yell, T suppose your wife is &

Sarfent ssys, bluntly.

-Sarjent replies, dryly.
-that can be. saved or scraped up out
‘of everything will:bhe only a few hun-

and the sight of her face, a touch of
her hands.

“Where i8 she? That's a pretty
question for a man to ask about his
own wife!” Mrs. Sarjent says, sharp-

ly. “She is at home with her people:
Where élse should she’

of coursel
be?”

“At Falr View?”

“Fair View, of couirge,” Mrs, Slr-
jent replies, beginning to stare.
“Bless my soul, do’t you know they've
no place else now, and nothing else
to live on, unless Uncle Bilas's affairs
are settled, but Yolande’s money? And
Aunt Keren won't gpend a shilling of
that without moaning about it, poor
old soul! - She does get tivdsome,
that’s a4 fact. As soon as poor uncle
was able to travel, they took him
down there, you know."

“was. hée 1117’ Dallas asks, putting
his hand to “his hedd In -bewilder-
ment,

“was he 117" Mrs. Sarjent repeats.
“Don’t you know? I'm sure I thought
her ladyship would have thought it
worth her while to tell you that! He
fiad & fit the day the erash came in
the city, and he was nearly twenty-
four hours unconscions. It was
enough to kill him, poor man! More
than ‘fofty thousand went in & sweep
in that Blessed Pacific Salvage rub~
bish—I wouldn't have given ‘em waste
paper for their shares any deay—and
in other things.”

*“He was ruined, then?” Dallas quer-
fes, trembling and #stonished, and,
oh, 80 humbled and ashamed!

o1 he wash't thes, he s How,” Mrs.
“The monst

dreds a year, Wilmet says, 5o far as

ihe can see. Of course he has had to

do everything for them--he and poor

iYolande; and, of course, being a mar-
‘rled “woman,~thp poor child couldn’t
‘4o anything without you in the way

of signing or settling. You haven'’t

‘hehaved well to her mor any of us,

Captain Glynne, and I tell you so to
your face!” she adds, determmedly.
“All you've been to M,mr child is
a misery and a he&tt-bresk, and I
don’t suppose you‘ll ever be much else
‘unléss ske learns how to ‘manage
youl”

“I1 try, with Heaven's holp. to be.

Very different in the future;” he-sayd,
humbly; and Mrs. Sarfent gives him

another slip in en extremely hearty

andl unrefined fashion, nods her head,
and wipes her eyee.
(To be continned.)

HEgual, amounts of ginger ale and
grape jules and about one-sixth as
much lemonade make a delicious
punch.

A partly used lemon, d.tvn,ol—mb salt |-

and powdered brick dust {s excelleat |

long days that may Me between him |,

golfer.” Mn but ter that . M
the Young Pretender would never
have attracted the devoted affection
that eventually émabled him "to &8
cape to France after Cullmn.
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LET US BE lomne.

In an articie in that m‘.
monthly, the Adelphi, Mr, Middleton
Murray declares that the ‘people of
Great Britain are essentially roman-
tie. ' The “romanticks,” according to
Mr. Murray, are the individualists and
“individualism is in  our ' British
bones.” I-wonder. In many respects,
the French are far more individualia-
tic than the Bnglish. Trade Unionism,
for example, is the negation of indi-
vidualism. It-predicates that for the
wage-earning class npthing éﬁ\ be
gained except by combined effort,
lad it compels the more smad work-
man to subordinate his own’ selfish
interests to the interests of his class,
It may be argued.that this is by né
means ‘& good thing for society, but
the principles cannot be called ind{-

vidualism nor can it be denied thas it’

i8 accepted even more wholeheartedly
by the efficient workman than by the
incompetent, Trade Unionism I8 @&

British product and it ‘fiourishes here.

far more than in France. This is, of
course, only one example, but ft il
suficient to show the danger of
fng any argument on the postulife
that the Euglish are Mnbd !ndt-
viduslists. i

But then:h he sayh that we ave ro-

mankic, Mr. Murray adds that “we ars'

not romantic enough, ‘nor romantic
in the right way”" This reminds ‘me

of the line that Mr. . Henry Arthir

Jones put into the mouth of one of
the characters in his “The Triumph
of the Philistines”~"Let everybody
be artistic in his own way, that's my
motto as an upholstérer,” That, I
suppose, is true individualism, - and
Mr. Jones's upholaterer was an lpos-
tle of romance.

HYMNS AND OLD AGE.

The Morning Post hes = discovered
that the secret of longevity is to wﬂu
hymns. The Rev. W. St. Hiill Bome.
the author of “A Sower Went Forth
Sowing,” - has just celsbrated: ‘his
Golden Wedding, and Mr. Baring-
Gould, author of "Onward, Ghﬂm
Soldiers,” is hale and hearty at the
age of eighty-nine. Mrs. Alexander;
who wroté “There i8 a Green Hill”
lived to be seventy-two; Issac Watts,
John ‘Kebls, Bishop l!!n, and  Bishop
Walsham How reached nmm
Bishop Bickersteth, author of “Pesce,
Perfect Peace,” died at eighty-one;
Charlotte Biliott at dm-t'ﬂl “I‘-
dinal Newman at_eighty-pine; Fanny.
Crosby at ninety-two, St

rmrmmx._f
The late Miss Letty Lind was one
otlvestmauotwtmhnbm
subcoutn)actrams.:u

for ‘cleaning tarnished brass or dop-|

per. %
It you stain your fingers with m:.
mosten the end of & mateh, rub over

the stain gnd wash yourmds in cold |-

Ladies' Tuxedo Sweaters

Pure Woel, in shades of Ia: L
!mould and V. Rose; gome. v(::"vma.

Each $6.49

Ladies’ Pure Wool Sweaters.
Ladies’ Pure Wool Fuﬁ-ovqr Sweaters, In as-

~ Each §2.49 to $2.98
m and Tie Back styles, in all ﬂu

neéw shades.
3 Eaeh $1. 08

A !ew lllp-over Swea.terl of
o pure Wool, some

To Clear At $1.98

Boﬁ.,‘ Sgnnte Coats.:
eavy tweed, to it children u 4 s
b Each §1.96

See our Basement c ’
4‘ g i n'g-h;gs ot Ladfes nm.
: ow 98c. to $1.49

English Melton Cloth. - '
.h:%::chel wide, extra quality, In assorted

- ‘ Per Yard 90c. to $1.20

- GirPs Fall Dresses.

" Of heawy clot.h itk trl :
Dress for school wear, wi?l fit u: 3.% ;:;!r‘i.“l
s Each §1

~ Ladies Silk Hose. - Splendi
wumwmmmsuknm“& uu:m::v.u&':m
| Per Pair 3%c. | i o e e Post ek

Men’s Winter

o i

S ae s 19¢.
M .8¢. to 25c.
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Aluminum Boile:
Aluminum Saue

Aluminum Cola

Enamel Kettles,

Enamel Coffee P

Muffin Tins, each

Capy

2 Peter Pah

Ladies’ Shirt Waists._.. .

, E Ladies’ Shantung ShiFt” v.b'm
Galv. Chumber Paill ‘ 5
Enamel Chamber

Bright Tin Mixin jh -
; | | 10 195 | GirPs Middies! -

Girl's lhtntu qnd Blue Llnen Mkhn
and strajght ml slbes D ‘ta ﬁs
g ch $1.25

.
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Men’s Light Fawn Mag] e8]
-4 Genuine in every detail, full 1i shoulders

double lined, all round belt. _ g
E:di $4.98

Ladies’ Genrgekts Blosnss: 7

In coion of ‘Pumpkln ‘only. Reg h

mmrvavet s
In ghades of Saxe, Nawy, Henu
Per Yard $1 49

All Wool Hose, same with-silk stripe; We are
vow offering t.hXe Jhoge

49c¢. to 98c. Per Pair
Allrm Clocks
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~ Just that md ‘!!ose for ‘nién, mlmm heavy
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