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“Kiss me now, too, papa,’’ said the 
child, raising her sweet, wistful face to 
his.

He kissed her a dozen times. '%
“Good night, my darling. My prec- 

fous, precious valentine!” he said. x
For Marjorie had been born on St, 

Valentine’s Day.
She left the room obediently, and 

had got as far as the top of the stairs 
when she heard a sound, which made 
her childish heart beat fast with ter­
ror—her father's voice, raised in a 
loud, strange cry.

Back she ran to the room, wild with 
fear, and with her face as white as her 
gown. As she opened the door she 
caught a glimpse of a tall form escap­
ing through the open window, from

which the curtain had been pushed 
aside.

On the floor in front of the window, 
her father was lying—still, quite still.

A moment later, Mrs. Bruce, arous­
ed from sleep by the strange cry, 
rushed into the room. She found Mar- 
jorie, bare-footed and In her night­
gown, kneeling on the floor in an ag­
ony of grief and terror, vainly trying 
to support her dead father in her arms.

—$—
CHAPTER IL , 

In the Train.
Nine years later.

The Loudon express from Crewe 
Was on the point of starting.

The guard had all but raised his 
whistle to his lips, when a porter was 
seen hurrying along the platform with 
a young lady, dressed in slight mourn­
ing, who was evidently anxious to 
catch the train.

The porter pulled open a door; it be­
longed to a first-class compartment, 
and there was a single passenger in­
side—an elderly gentleman with a 
thick travelling rug wrapped round 
his knees, and books and papers litter­
ing the seat beside him.

The young lady gave a little inco­
herent exclamation, and seemed as 
though she would have drawn back.

But there was no time for this.
The guard banged the door, the 

whistle sounded and the train moved 
out of the station.

The young girl—for she was nothing 
more, being barely eighteen years of 
age—sank into one of the comfortably • 
cushioned seats, with a look of such 
unmistakable agitation and distress 
that the gentleman could not but ob­
serve It.

"I hope there is nothing amiss," he 
said, courteously. “Surely they have 
not put you in the wrong train. This 
is for London."

“I’m in the right train, thank you, 
but,” she flushed crimson, then added, 

: bravely, though with an evident effort: 
“But this is a first-class compartment 
and I am only a third-class passenger."

“Indeed! That is a very trifling ad- 
cident," said the gentleman, pleasant­
ly. “I think you need not worry ovei

| it. No doubt the porter made a mis-
| take."

"Yes, that was it,” murmured the 
girl, with a suspicion of tears in het 
eyes. “Can you tell me how far 1 
shall have to go before I can change?”

ment, nowever, sne nad, a rortnigm 
ago, obtained an engagement as com­
panion to an English lady, and had 
traveled from France yesterday to ful­
fil it. i

Imagine her grief and horror to find 
on reaching her destination that the 
lady had been suddenly called to Af­
rica, to nurse her husband, who wai 
dangerously 111 there.

She had telegraphed to France, ap- 
prising the girl of her change of plans 
and asking her to postpone her jour- 
ney till she heard from her again; bul 
unfortunately, the latter had started 
before the telegram arrived, and she 
reached her English destination only 
to find the house shut up, and in the 
hands of a caretaker.

“And what will you do, my pool

A lew more minutes ana the train 
was on its way again.

It is hardly necessary to say that 
Marjorie St. Clair was no other than 
the child whose father had met with 
so tragic a death on that fatal St Val­
entine’s morning nine years ago. | 
/ The change in her name had been 
(brought about by her going to live 
with her mother’s cousin, Miss St. 
Clair.

PARTICULAR 
D. PEOPLE.

/ This lady had desired the child to 
be called by her name; and now Mar- 
Jorie rarely remembered that it was 
not her own.

Her father’s murderer had never 
been discovered. In spite of the most 
vigilant search on the part of the po­
lice. 1 

“It seemed pretty certain, however.
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CHAPTER L .
» The Dream.

“And this is Valentine’s Eve, Is it? 
Ethel, you’ve broken my dream." And 
Mr. John Bruce, so well known in the 
enientific world as a patient and labor­
ious student and lucid teacher, laid 
down his pen, and glanced across his 
writing table at his wife with rather 
a thoughtful look in his honest, kind 
brown eyes.

“Have I? 1 thought you never did 
Cream, John.”

“Well, I don’t often. But I dreamt 
fast night with a vengeance. That cold 
duck I had for supper was responsible 
for it, of course. It was a very curious 
dream."
:"What was it. John ?" 
Mr. Bruce laughed.
7 "Why, if you weren’t such a sensi­

ble little woman, I should hesitate to 
tell it you. My Scotch cousins would 
say I’ve been what they call ‘forespok- 
en;’ and if either you or I were in the 
very least superstitious, we should be 
conjuring up all sorts of bogey fancies 
on this pleasant, comfortable Valen­
tine’s Eve."

“Why, John, whatever did you 
dream?" asked Ethel Bruce, smiling.

She was a very fair, pretty woman, 
of eight and twenty.

A tender, loving little soul, devoted 
<o her clever husband, and firmly cher­
ishing the idea that there was no on» 
like him in the world.

A very pleasant, home-like picture 
did the room present, with its cosy 
crimson curtains at doors and win­
dows, its blazing fire, its pretty mis- 
trees, engaged with her sewing, on one 
side of the hearth, its master, thought­
ful and studious, on the other.

The Bruces were in easy circum 
stances, and their home life was al­
most ideal.

When his wife pressed him to tel 
his dream, John Bruce turned hit 
chair to the fire, and looked into the 
blaze for a moment or two with slight 
Is knitted brows.

“Let me think,” he said. "I must 
(ell It you in order. Ah! I have it. I’d 
forgotten it until a moment or two 
ago, when you mentioned Valentine's 
Eve. Well, now listen.

“In my dream I seemed to be sitting 
in this room, just where I sit now. 
was writing busily, and it was very 
late. The clock in the hall struck 12.

Spiritual little creature, with a mind 
and su il beyond her years.

Very lovely she was, with a skin as child?" asked the gentleman, very that Blunder been the objects for ===== 

“I don’t quite know I am going tn I the pretty gold locket which had been 

London now, to try to Andoutenold intended for poor Ethel Bruce’s Valen- servant, whose address I have. She i She soul followed her husband 
awatey let me stay with her a little : to the grave within six months of the 
7 “Do you mind telling me your 
name?"-

“Marjorie St. Clair.”
/ "You don’t mind my asking you, 1 
hope. I am not asking from mere Idle 
inquisitiveness.”

“Indeed, I don’t know how to thank

delicate 
eyes, A

i a rose-leaf, luminous, dark 
a wealth of beautiful gold-

brown Hair.
Those large. lustrous eyes were fixed 

on her father’s face now with a look
of terror and distress.

His wierd dream bid sunk deep into 
her childish mind., 

He glanced at his wife amusedly. 1 
“Marjorie is too sensitive, my dear,”

he said. “She oughtn’t to hear such 
things till she is older.”

“But, papa, will it come true?” per- 
sisted the child, wistfully. And the 
tears stood In her eyes.

“Come true? No, my pet. Things 
happen In real life exactly contrary to 
our dreams. So you may set your lit­
tle heart at rest."

Then he proceeded to give an expla- 
fiation of dreams—an explanation be­
fitting a man of science and a philos- 
opher.

The child listened attentively, and in 
the end gave a deep-drawn sigh of re- 
lief.

“I’m glad to know," she whispered.
“I couldn't bear to let you die, papa."

And she put her little arms round 
bls neck and buried her face on his 
bosom.

"My tender-hearted darling!” said 
(he fair, young mother, smiling at hus-

• -
innermost secret of her soul.

That look puzzled Marjorie.
There came a day when she under­

stood it well. 
To Be Continued.

tragedy that had wrecked her life. )

It was late in the afternoon when 
Mr. Hyde and Marjorie alighted at a 
little country station, they having left 
the express at Euston, and finished 
their journey in one of the slow local 
trains.

A well-appointed carriage was in

Swamp Trees.
A botanical expert calls attention to 

the fact that certain kinds of trees. 
grow in swamps, not so much because 
they like such soil, but because in the 
competition with others they have beei 
relegated to such unfavorable sur 
roundings and been obliged to accom 
modate themselves to them.

you enough; you have been so 
kind."

very
1 waiting.
। Mr. Hyde and Marjorie entered it; 
1the servant who had traveled with 
|his master mounted beside the coach- 
I man, and away they drove towards 
I Denelands, which Mr. Hyde had told 
i Marjorie was the name of his home.
i A drive of half an hour brought 
I them to it.

It was a handsome white building, 
ample and substantial, though plain.

It was surrounded by a large gar- 
Hen and shrubberies, and there was a 
neat white lodge at the entrance-gate.

There appeared to be no other house 
within a distance of half a mite.

Just behind it, on a slight eminence, 
was a wood; at the Side of it a wide 
lake.

The carriage bowled swiftly and 
smoothly up the drive and stopped at 
the hall door. -1

Mr. Hyde, with great courtesy, as­
sisted Marjorie to alight and led her 
Into one of the parlors opening out of 
the hall.

It was a remarkably pretty, refined 
apartment. A cheerful fire was burn-

“Will you allow me to give you my 
card?"

And he handed her one, inscribed 
with the name—Geoffrey Hyde.

After having sat deep in thought for 
a minute or two, he took up a news- 
paper again, glanced down its adver­
tisement columns, and finally handed 
it to Marjorie pointing to the adver- 
tisement he wished her to read. . ^

Short People.
Apart from the Lapps, whose height 

as a rule, is about five feet, other races 
of small people inhabit different parts- 
of Europe. Quite 14 per cent of the 
population of Sicily and Sardinia doer 
not exceed 4 feet 11 inches in height

w
IT INOT THE BRAIN ,

But the Stomach that is Responsible 
for that Depressing Headache—, 
Dodd's Dyspepsia Tablets will cure 
it and cure it Permanently.
“He hasn’t enough brains to have 

a headache," is a term so often used. 
that one might be led to believe head- 
aches were caused by the brain. But 
any physician will tell you that head- 
aches—the dull depressing kind that 
are worst of all—come from the 
stomach. Headaches are one of the ■ 
symptoms of Indigestion, and Dodd’s 
Dyspepsia Tablets drive them away, 
once and for all.

This is not an idle statement but 
something that has been proved thou­
sands of times. Here is one of the 
proofs. Juliana Sandburg, of 221. 
John St., Hamilton, says:

“For over six years I had been 
troubled with Dyspepsia and Head- 
aches. Nothing I ate would agree 
with me and nothing I tried would 
cure me.

“Acting upon the advice of others I 
began to use Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tab­
lets. I got relief almost at once and 
was soon completely cured."

Reading of Dodd's Dyspepsia Tab­
lets won’t cure Dyspepsia Headaches, 
but using Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets 
has never failed to do it. €

Individual righteousness will se­
cure universal reform.

The novelist’s wife doesn’t believe 
half the stories he tells.

band and child. .1
Four

• * $
or five hours later, Mr. Bruce

Was sitting at work in the room, but 
he was now quite alone.

His wife had left him an hour ago 
With a tender good-night, and a laugh­
ing reference to his dream.

The two servants were in bed and 
fast asleep..

The house was very still.
There was no sound in It save the 

foud ticking of the clock in the hall.
Mr. Bruce went ca with his writ- 

ing, rapidly.
So absorbed was he that he did not 

hear the opening of the door, nor the 
sound of a light footfall.

A soft hand laid on his arm made 
film look up, and, to his utter amaze­
ment he saw his little daughter stand­
ing close beside him, clad in her white 
night-gown, her feet naked, her hair 
falling like a golden cloud about her.

ing in the grate.
Under the heading "Wanted" sho A lady’s work-basket and some needle 

read— ij work were lying on the table; « an
“As companion, a young lady of re- empty chair stood near.

fined tastes and cheerful disposition; "Ah, my daughter is not here, I 
must be musical. Address, Alpha.” I see," remarked Mr. Hyde, glancing 
_“I imagine that would suit you, Miss swiftly round the room. “Sit down, 

Miss St. Clair, and I will fetch her."St. Clair," said Mr. Hyde. “You are 
musical, I think you said."

"Yes, but-----"
“But you don’t know whether you

Marjorie seated herself near the fire, 
and awaited the coming of Miss Hyde, 
with no small degree of trepidation.

When Mr. Hyde made his gencroui 
offer, she accepted It almost at once, 
simply because she was so distressed 
and overwrought that she knew not 
.what else to do.

could get the situation. Isn’t that 
what you would say? Well, you have 
only to decide whether you will accept 
it. I happen to be ‘Alpha,’ Miss St.
Clair.” I

and I remembered it was Valentine’s shoulders.
“My darling, whatever are you doing 

here?”
Eve. I left my writing and began to 
think of other Valentine’s Eves—of 
one in particular."

And he smiled affectionately at his 
wife, whom he wooed and won just 
ten years ago.
,"Well, dear, go on."
/ “Well, I was just turning to m3 
writing again, when I noticed one of 
those curtains move"—and he waved 
Ills hand towards the heavy crimson 
curtains which draped the windows. 
“The next moment, a shape—I say ■ 
shape, for I could not distinguish 
whether it was man or woman, or, in­
deed, anything human—emerged from 
the folds of the curtain and came 
swiftly towards me.

“It was all in gray—the garment 
long and flowing, and the face quite 
concealed. Before I could spring up to 
defend myself—and, indeed, my limbs

“Oh, papa!"2 
And she began to sob a little. * 
“Well my precious, what is it?" 

he asked, anxiously.
“Papa, I was frightened about you! 

1 woke up, and thought about your 
dream. It frightened me—and—and 9 
came down to see if you were safe.”

The child was shivering—with fear, 
not with cold.

Her cheeks were pale; her eyes die 
lated.

There could be no doubt as to the 
genuineness of her distress.

“My foolish little daughter!" ex­
claimed Mr. Bruce; but he caught her 
up in his arms and strained her to him 
in a passion of tenderness. “I am all 
right-and shall be. But You will 
catch your death of cold. Run back to 
bed, darling."

“No, not just yet, papa," and she 
nestled more closely to him. “Let me 
stay just a little while.”-

"Oh!"
Marjorie uttered this little exclama-

| But now she could not but reflect 
that the daughter might not approve 
hier father’s choice.

She might be a haughty, mistrust- 
. ful young lady, who would object to 

this intrusion on the part of an utter 
etranger.

Mr. Hyde had remarked, in the 
course of conversation, that he was 
a widower, so Marjorie knew his 
daughter was mistress at Denelands.

In a minute or two the door opened 
and a young lady entered—tall and 
graceful, and wearing an elegant tea 
gown of black and gold, which trailed 
on the carpet behind her.

She looked a little haughty, but held 
out her hand with frank cordiality.
<“How do you do. Miss St Clair?" 

Was her greeting. "My father has told 
me about you. I hope we may be able 
to make you comfortable. I am Mise 
Hyde."

/ Marjorie, as she murmured a grate- 
ful word or two, looked up at the face 
above her own, and saw in a moment 
how very beautiful it was.
) A somewhat southern-looking face

“Well, we stop at Stafford, I believe.2 
Don’t be uneasy. You may take my ton, and then sat silent, looking at 

him with a world of gratitude shining 
in her eyes.

“Take a little time, and think this 
over,” said Mr. Hyde, kindly. "It is 
my daughter for whom I want a com­
panion, my only child, and a dear, 
sweet girl, with whom, I feel sure, you 
would be happy. We are by no means 
people of fashion; but our home is a 
pleasant one, a quiet country house, a 
dozen miles from London, and very 
prettily situated. As to references, I 
can only refer you to my friends and 
neighbors.”

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Marjorie, tear- 
fully, quite overcome by his kindness.

“Well, then, my dear child, think it 
over for yourself. If you do decide to 
come to us, I tell you frankly I shall 
be very pleased, and so, I am sure, will 
my daughter. But don’t let me urge 
you unduly. Decide according to your 
own feelings. Only I would suggest 
that, if you are coming to us, you

word for it, the railroad company will 
not be hard on you.”

And he smiled In a frank, pleasant 
fashion, calculated to set her entirely 

at her ease.
After this there was silence for • 

minute or two.
The gentleman turned to his papers; 

(but, nevertheless, he gave, every now 
and then, à quietly scrutinizing look al 
the girl sitting opposite.

She was of middle height, slender; 
and graceful, with a refined and ex- 
ceedingly lovely face.

A pure oval face—the eyes large and 
lustrous, and fringed by long—dark 
lashes, the complexion delicate as a 
rose-leaf, the shining hair of a beau­
tiful golden brown.

A truly lovely face, the gentleman 
decided, but rather a sad one just now

He noticed the extreme plainness ol 
her dress—indeed, his clear gray eyes 
seemed to take in everything at a 
glance—and came to the conclusion 
that she was a gentlewoman, though 
a poor one.

He himself was a distinctly aristo- 
cratic-looking man of sixty—his hair 
gray, his somewhat military-looking 
moustache almost white.

From head to foot he was pervaded 
by that air of extreme neatness and 
cleanliness which is even more attrac- 
live in an old man than in a young 
one, and which pleasantly character* 
izes a certain type of elderly English 
gentlemen.

After a few minutes, he laid-aside 
his papers and looked at his young 
traveling companion.

It was easy to see that she was in 
deep trouble; the tears were standing 
in her lovely eyes.

“My child,” said the old gentleman, 
“you are too young”—his look added 
“and too pretty”—"to be making this 
long Journey all alone. Have you 
friends to meet you?”

The pleasant, fatherly manner ap 
pealed to the girl’s inmost heart; it 
caused her tears to flow faster and 
faster.

“You are in trouble, I see. Is then 
anything—I am an utter stranger, and 
don’t wish to be inquisitive—but is 
there any thing I can do for you?” / 
iSympathy is always welcome.

The girl needed no further encour- 
egement to tell her simple story.

Extra 
Value

By the accompanying illus­
tration we can but suggest 
the exceptional values offered 
by us in Brooches.

seemed paralyzed—I saw the flash of a 
naked blade, and realized that I was 
about to be murdered. I tried to 
shriek, but could not make a sound. 
You know what nightmare is. But the 
shock woke me. I found myself sate 
In bed upstairs, with you sleeping tran- 
quilly beside me; and I made up my 
mind not to make my supper off cold 
duck again.”
/Mrs. Bruce had listened with that 
curious kind of Interest which the re­
cital of weird dreams usually evokes, 
but she only smiled at the conclusion 
of it, and said-
, "I'm not sorry to find you can dream 
a bad dream as well as I. I thought 
you were superior to them, John.”

But another person who had listen­
ed to Mr. Bruce did not take it by any, 
means so cooly.
, This was a little girl of eight ol 
wine, who had sat near the Are on a 
footstool, almost entirely hidden by 
her mother’s skirts.
/ She sprang forward suddenly, and 
clung to her father’s knees, raising het 
eyes to his face, and crying out; with 
great agitation-

“Oh, papa, will that dream com4 
true?"

Mr. Bruce laughed as he lifted his” 
little daughter on to his knee, and 
stroked her fair hair with a loving 
touch, which showed how passing dear 
she was to him.
2She was their only child—a dainty

might just as well come at once. Go 
home with me this afternoon. That with a clear, creamy skin, large blue 
will be much better than going hunt- eyes, fringed by almost black lashes, a 
ing over London for your old servant, firm, beautiful mouth and slightly 
whom, after all, you might not find.” I wavy, very dark brown hair.

After a moment he added, gravely— ) Her age might be tour or five and 
“London is certainly not the place twenty; her bearing was one of singu- 

for a young girl like you to be alone lar dignity and grace.
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in.” I ' She sat down, begged Marjorie to de
"I don’t know how to thank you," the same, and began to talk with per.

said Marjorie, with deep emotion. 1 fect ease, and In a clear, high-bred 
"Your kindness is so very great. And tone.
if—if you are quite sure I shall not bo ' "My father says you have told him 
intruding, I will accept your generous , that the lady to whom you were going 
offer, and—and heaven bless you for and who has left England so suddenly, 
making it.” I may return in the course of six

"My child, I have not the slightest , weeks," she said. “If she does, and 
doubt it is heaven that has willed our -
meeting. We hear of special Provi-

"But, Marjorie, I couldn’t write it 
you stayed, and I want to get to the 
end of my chapter. Run back to bed- 
or stay! I’ll show you something first. 
Look here, Marjorie. This is a valen- 
tine for mamma.”
T He opened a drawer of his writing 
table and took a small package out of 
it.

It was a morocco case, containing a 
locket, inlaid on one side with bluo 
enamel.

"Oh, papi, bow pretty!” cried the 
child. “Do let me look at it.”

She examined it, and was handing It 
back to him, when, somehow or other, 
it slipped from her fingers and fell on 
the tiled hearth, after striking sharp­
ly against the edge of the tender.

When Mr. Bruce picked it up a bit of 
the pretty blue enamel was chipped 
off.

Marjorie’s sorrow was extreme, but 
6er father, like the kind-hearted phil- 
psopher he was, took it very coolly. 
/ "Don’t fret, dear. Mamma won’t 
mind a great deal; accidents will hap- 
pen. It wasn’t your fault. And now; 
run back to bed. I shall have finished 
in less than half an hour, and I’ll come

you prefer to go to her, we shall, ol 
course, wish you to please yourself. II 
not, we shall be happy to have you 
continue to stay with us.”

These were kind words, and Mist 
Hyde’s manner did not seem insin- 
cere.

And yet, in some subtle, mysterious 
Fashion, Marjorie received the impres- 
Bion that she was not really a welcome 
guest, so far as this young lady was 
concerned.

dence often; and if we only look Wo 
might see them for ourselves. But 
now,” he added. In a kind, cheery tone, 1 
“we will consider the- main question 
settled; end as to little details, you' 
must arrange them with my daughter." i 

After a little more conversation the
train stopped at Stafford. 1

You will stay with me, of course?”
said Mr. Hyde, noticing her look of 
hesitation and indecision. “You will 
not leave this for a third-class com- 
partment?”

ANGER !
There is danger of an early fall 

and you should be prepared 
by giving ns your order for 
Storm Doors and Windows. 
It pays to grasp time by the 
forelock and have your work 
done before the rush.

Lumber, Lath, Shingles,&c 
always on hand.) Builders’ 
Hardware, Paints, Oils and 
Glass at close prices.

Our painters are busy now.
They are always busy, but are 

never toobusy to fill your orders

PT ONDE Lumber and DLUNUE Manuf’g. Co.
Builders and Contractors, 

Phone 52.

Presently Miss Hyde rang the bell, 
and desired a servant to bring in tea. 

) "We will have it here together " she 
She thanked him with her eyes, and remarked, "My father' 

the next moment a man-servant, tu 
neat dark livery, came up to the win-

... . 1» tired with
his journey, and will take his in his00000000990000009900009004

♦ LIC Young wife was almost 
811 ID distracted for he would
• A , not stay a night at home
2 so she had his LAUNDRYdone by 
$ us, and now he ceases any more to 
•′ roam,

♦ Pai Rian Steam Laundry | Co.
TELEPHONE 20.

own room. And there is no one else 
in the house at present. After tea 1 
dare say you will like to go upstairs

dow, and, touching his hat, asked if
She was an orphan, she said; had his master wanted anything.

lost both her parents while she was 
very young, and had been brought ui 
by a relation of her mother’s, who had 
lived In the south of France.

This relation having died recently, 
and her annuity dying with her, the 
girl was left to make her own way in 
the world.,

She had no other relative that she 
knew of, and no friends in England. ( 

Through the medium of an advertise 
^i os

"Thank you, Coulson, I think not," 
said Mr. Hyde; “or stay! you might 
■end a telegram for me.”, 

He pulled out his note-book, scrib- 
bled a few words in it, tore out the 
leaf and handed It to the servant, with 
instructions to despatch the telegram 
at once.
i "Just a word to my daughter," be 
explained, as the man departed, “to 
prepare her tor the pleasure of your 
arrival."

and have the evening to yourself. You 
must be tired, too. Allow me to help 
you to take off your hat and jacket.”

And very graciously and gracefully 
she persisted in helping her, in spite 
of Marjorie’s remonstrances.

During tea the two girls sat oppos- 
Ite each other, and more than once1 
Marjorie caught Miss Hyde’s’ eyee I 
fixed upon her with a look she could I 
not fathom—a scrutinizing gaze, as 
though she would penetrate into the ...........

into your room and kiss you good
09099990000000000000000008 1 night.”
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