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BetteraPeasant
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER V.
ON THE ICE.

“Is ne?” rays Jeanne. “l1 like him,”
and again Mr. Fitzjames is nonpludsed.
“Dh, Jeanne dear!” exclaimed

Maud, twisting her .-thin arm within
Jeanne’s round one. “We haven't
thanked you for bringing dear Toby
home. We missed -him; we went to
Marly this morning. It was duite kind
of you, wasn't it,. Mr. Fitzjames? You
wogldn’'t believe it! she carried Toby
—-you know Toby—all the way home
this morning.”

“l can believe Miss Bertram rcap-
ablé of any kindness!” murmurs the

hororable.

‘Such a weight, too!”. says Geor-
gina. “Did you carry him all the way?”’

‘Yes,” says Jeanne.

‘We thought perhaps your friend
helped you.” and she smites and nods.

Jeanne turns and looks at her with
cal{p undisturbed front.

‘Do you mean the gentleman who
waﬂ(ed through the park with me?”
Alessays.

Maud nods and smiles with charm-
{ng-significance.

“Yes, don’t blush, dear! Mrs. Giles,
at the lodge, told us all about it. For
my-mamma, Jeanne, has met the mys-
terious stranger.”

“He's not mysterious,” says Jeanne,

befbre Mrs. Lambton can command

her- chattering teeth to reply; “he’s
an artist.”
“Oh, there!” says Georgina, “it was

the-artist. Mrs. Giles didn’t know who
it was, but she said he was very hand-
some. Is he?”

“f don’t know,”
1y.

Maud and Georgina giggle quietly.

“Oh, Jeanne, do tell us!” .

“You can see for yourself,”
Jeapne, whose eyes are sharp,
heré he comes.”

Instantly all eyes are directed to a

says Jeanne, calm-

says
“for

fdgure that looking supernaturally
stalwart, is seen coming toward them
through ihe dusk. Maud and Geor-
gina cling close together, with a little
affeeted shudder of shyness.
“Papa——papa! this is the gentleman

who helped Jeanne to carry
murmurs Maud.

“Bh—what—who?” says Mr. Lamb-
ton,

But before any further information
can-be given, the tall figure has hearly
borne down upon them. For the mo-
ment, it seems as .if -he was goihg to
pass them without notice. Jeanne re-
marks the absent, abstracted look on
his face, and hopes—why, she knows
not—that he will do so. But as he
comes up to them he looks aside, al-
lows his eyes to glance on the group,
recognizes Jeanne, and raises his hat.

With a flourish,
off his. #

“Thank him, papa!” whispers Géor-
gina, all in a flutter. “You must thank
him.”

Toby,”

Mr. Lambton takes

“Good-evening, sir,” says Mr. Lamb-
ton, in the hearty squire voice.

“Good-evening,” is the grave re-
sponse, as he. passes on; but Mr.
Lambton is not to be balked:of an op-
portunity. of playing the courteous old
English gentleman.

‘“Hie, sir,” he says. “I have to thank
you for——" (“carrying my daugh-

ter’s dog”), whispers Maud.
— B
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stands beside the easel,

“For yotir kindnéss in carrying my

daughter’s dog home.”

Mr. Vane stops short, and looks at
the distinguished pillmaker with a
calm regard. y

“I think you are mistaken, sir,” he
says; “I did not carry it. Your thanks
are due in another quartet,” and, rais-
ing his hat in a general salute, strode
on.

Mr. Lambton gasps for breath.

“Well, I never!” he says, forgétting
his part in his astonishment.- “That’s
rum behavior!”

“And only an- artist!” ejaculdtes
Maud. “One would thiik hé was-a
duke, 'at least.” . )

“Seems rathef stillen, your friend,”
drawis Mr. Fitzjames ih Jeanne’s ear.

Jeanne’s face flushes, and she opens
her lips, but she. does not speak.

CHAPTER VI.
THE SOUL OF THE PIANO.

“England, an island in the Atlantic,”
wrote a- French geographer;- “it has
many colonies, a large and ever-in-
creasing commerce—but no climate.”

That French geographer wronged
us. We have every climate. If variety
be charming, thén English tempera-
ture should be the most charming
temperature under the sun. It is not
uhusual for us to have wintér in
spring, and spring in winter; one day
the roads may be hard. with frost, and
the sky heavy with snow; the next we
walk through -the slish, dand the Sky
is an Italian blue. Yes, the Fréneh his=
torian-is wrong. We have a dozen cli-
mates rolled into one.

Thus it happens that a week after
the park skating party there is a most
resolute thaw—the roads ‘are slushy,
the sky {s blue and genial, and King
Frost seems so long dead aB never to
have reigned.

Under Newton CIliff one might al-
most think it was sprihg, and under
Newton CIliff sits an arust pamtmg
at his easel.

Beside him, on.a bowlder, is a lad
bending over. a drawing-block, busily
plying a lead pencil. Both are 86 6b-
sorbed in their work that the sea sir-
ges beside them unheeded, and the
infatuated- lark, that 'has ~evidently
mistaken this genial day for spring,
sings above their heads disregarded.

At last the boy arises slowly and
looking now
at the cliff an@ now at the picture.

“How beautifully you paint, Mr.
Vane!” he sdys at length, " with an
ardent sigh; “that cliff looks a8 if it
had »moved on to your eanvas. You
miist be a great artist!”

The painter gtops il his work and
looks up at the boy’'s bright tace.

“You deemd meé S0 becausé you are
not a'severe eritic, Hal. You will thiak
less of this sketch wheh I tell yeéu
that it will fot fétch twenty pounds
when it is_finished.”

“Twenty pounds!” says Hal, indign-
antly; “it is worth ‘a. hundred—it is

the cliff itself! That gomes of being

poor.”

“Just so,” responds Verhon, with

undistrubed equatiimity, that ¢ofnes 6f-

being poor. Let mg seé what you havé
done.” ¢ ; ' ’

Hal pieks up his pencil sketéh re-
luctantly. X

“There it i8, sir; an awful muddile.
I'ni ashamed to shew it to you. I
know I couldn’t do it. It’s all a waste
of time. I told Jeanfie 80 whefi I told
her you had offered to teach me”’

“Yes,” says Vernon Vane, with" his
éyes fixed on the picture; “and what
did Jeanne say ?”

“Jeanne? oh, she will say anything
to encourage me and coax iié on, You

.‘ : v’.
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dofi’t know wﬁtt a brick Jéanne ‘is!”

#Psrhaps not.”
UShe #ald that every oné ust havé

a begiffilhg, and .that a8 you weré |

kifid enough to offéf to help e, I
ought to accept.” 3 .

“wWiseé Jeantis!”

“I doa’t know about being wise %
8ays Hal. “But Jeanne
patises tor want of a word to describe
Jeanneé’s qualities, and Vemn Vane

‘| fills in the pause:

“Jeanns is Jeanne.”

- «Pliere’s nobody like het,” says the

bo¥, B8quattinf .on the bowlder, -and
stiring at thé cliff. “You don’t know
Jeanne, Mr. Vahe.”

“Not véty much;” was the quiet ré-
sponse.
half-dozen tiffies, &nd éxchahiged Half-
a-dozen sentences.” *

“Ah!” says Hal, “and you wouldn’t
know Jeanne if you had exchanged
haif-a-hundred.”

“Perhaps not,” was the quiet re-
‘sponse.

“No,” continues Hal; “that’s because

Jeanne is differént to other girls.
She’s all fof othérs, is° Jen!  You
‘| wouldn’t bellevé it, but sHe is as

grateful  to you for-téaching me as

|if you had taken the trouble for her

sake!”

“Indeed!” says Mr. Vadne, looking
at the sky, and leaning back in his
campstoel.’

“Yes,” says Hal, “Jeaniie’s & brick.
It isn’t every girl who'd sit up at
night to help a fellow Wwith his Latin
exercises! and that’s what she’ll do.
Did you evet have & sister, Mr. Vahe?”

"“Never,” says the artist, dabbing a
piece of flaké white oh his canvas.

“Ah,” sdys Hal, “then you can’t un-
derstaiid Jeafine.”

“No, perhdps not,” is the quiet re-
spofise. _ :

Thére is a silencé for some minutes,
during which both work steadily;
then Vernon Vane speaks:

“And where is Jeanne;your sister
—to-day?”’

“Oh, up at the park,” replies Hal.
“She’s always there. Since Mr. Fitz-
james—that’s the honorable, you know
—has beén there; thére has always
been somiethinig ‘goifig ofl, ‘and Jeanne
gads up there almost every day.”

“Almost every day,” echoes Vernon
Vane; “yes, I have seen her pass.”

“And no wondet,” sdys Hal; “the
house is dull enough to drive anybody
away. Uticle John is always in his
laboratory, and Aunt Jane is always
in the kitchen. By the way, sir, Aunt
Jane told me to ask you. if you would
come up to tea to-night? I'd almost
forgotten it, because I knew you
wouldn’t come—you never go any-
where, do you?”’

“No,” says Vernon Vane.

“And that makes your kindness in
taking so much trouble over me all the
kinder,” says Hal, sucking his lead-
pencil and staring at the cliff; “but
pérhaps you woh’t mind just commg in
this evemng

“Just s0,” =4¥y8 \'emon \(nm

5 smlvee rta ~aeet

1dn awful fool.” -

| Hat!

vmpl Vane’s eyes are on her face.

g u’mg’. ﬂm m“,»
| Hal. “What.on earth you find to do
there, I can’t comceive, Do hn talk |

about pills to-old-- nlum’i-‘

“7 Han't ken-
mtich, though,” says the boy. “Maud
and Georgina aré net much company,
atid the Honorable Mr. Fitzjames 18

“S8o he is!” assents the artlst then
corrects himself quiekly; “‘at least, he
lobks so.”

“But He's an Hon., and the cousih
of a duke, and that makes the differ-
ence, I supfose.y

“] suppose s0,” assénts the artist
with a curt smile.

Both worked on in silence, during
which a girl figure, clad in blue serge,
descends theé hill behind them, ahd,
ufiseén by them, swiftly approaches.
She stands, ihdeed, élose behind the

artist before either khows that she is |,

near; and it is Hal who, looking up,
exclaims:

“Jeanne!”
presénce.

At Hil's exclamation, Verfion Vane’s
brush is suspended, and he looks a-
rounds.

A fairer picture than_ any cliff or

and - so- announces8 her

rock ¢ah presént meéts his eye, for |.
Jeanne, flushed with her walk, ahd |-

radiant with her youth and buoyant
health, is beautiful indeed.

For a moment she stands speech- _

léss, gazing ffom the weét canvas to
the cliff which it reflects; then:ghe
says:

“How beautiful!”

Vernon Vane looks first at her, thén
at.the whité cliff, and the séa breaking
wrathfully aghinst it.

“Yes,” he 8ays, in his gréve way.

“I -mean your picttire,” says Jean-'
fe; “that is what I call beautiful!”

‘“And I mean the cliff,” he says, in
his ‘dry tone.

Jeun shakes Her head.

. “I did not know it was beautiful un-
til I saw it there,” and_she points to
thé wet canvas. "I saw you ' from
above, 4nd cameé down. Do you know
that it is neatly dusk—-nearly blind-
man’s holiday? Have you tot finish-
ed for to-day?”

Hal jumps up and closes his draw-
ing-case; Version Vatie leahs back “anid
stares at his cadvas. -

“Where have you beén, .nm"l asks

“At' the pmt e a‘nsweree Jeanno

“Always at the park,” retorts Hal;
“yon ‘nearly live there.”

deanne ‘looks at shim :bstnctedly,

Jelnne ltn‘ht P

is—=—""he|

“I think we have met some,
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S A LIMIT T RVERYTHING.
‘Miss Oota was. tﬁu uu first trlp
off the traif.

+ -The ephdustor came ;hrsun and

called for the tickets. Cou readily
gave up her ticket.

“Never!” ©ried Cufd braveiy:. “¥oil
Ban take m¥ ticker, Wit not #¥y chew-
ing-gum.’ —‘l’ﬁe‘ Overliéré Digest (Min-
neapolis). 3
HARD LUCK. ,

Sailor—“We have just seen soma
orange-peel and banana-skins floating
oni the starboard, sif.”

Coluibus—"Was theré. any cRew:
: mg- ”

Sallef-=—“Nb; $ir.”
j Colnmbns—-"'rnen it must be . the

Weést Indies we're coming to,.and I'd
hoped it Was gbilig to Ue America”—
Putier (Lofidoti):
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A YOUTHFUL BTYLISH GOWN FOR

3442 is here illustrated. It
34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44
and 46 inches bust measure. A medium
i size will require 43 yards of 44 inch

‘I8 IT COMING TO THIS? .

Mistteds-<“How did you héppen to
feave your {ast posifion?”

Mew Mafd—'"The 1ady firéd me.”

Mistreas="'Ak, WHe ‘Wds dissatis-
fied!” ;
. New Maid—“Naw: 81e was a soré-
héad. 1 rin fof aldéfman ag’in hér
and won.”—Town Topics.

WHAT A HOPE? -

imperialists afa against the

and
Lieggue.
and Labor party men are for it. Shall
we associate Oursélves with thé lower
orders; now that the British aristoc-
Facy i& nédriy 100 Bar cent. American?
—B. L. T, in the Chixago Tribune.
nitiNG HoME. ¢
! uGhatiey, aear” saild youhg Mrs.
Torkins, “do-ybh rémémbeér how you
laughed at me bacause thers. - were
pome things I didn't understand about
the. ball game?” .
“YC!.”
“Well, aftér reading some of the
recedt héws, I waht to ask you, as

things about that game that you
didn™t undéfstand either?—Washing-
ton Btar.

TI’S ONE DRAWBACK.
A Scotsman camé south to have a
look at London. He spent.a few days

again.

his little village wp-in the wilds all
his friends. gatheéréd round him to

streets were “paved with gold.” ¥
. He told the tals as only a Scot can

naterial.
Velveteen, broadcloth, -serge;, duve- |Padding;-then a friend = interrupted
n, satin, taffeta,” plaid and check | DitH:.

suiting would be attrattive for this
model. The width of the skirt at low-
ar edge with plaits extetided is about

2 yards.

insilveror stamps.

«

Pattern 3457 is here illustrated. The

14 years. A 10 year size will require
3 yards of 40 itich material.

Velveteen, - eorduory;,  gabardine,
Serge, plaid 'and check suiting, wash
fabrics, Charmeuse and ~taffetd u-e
suitable for this style.

A pattern of this illustration riails
ed to any address oh receipt of 15c.
cents In silver or stamps.
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A pattern of this illustration mails
ed to any address on receipt of 15e.

A SIMPLE PRETTY FROCK FOR
THE GROWING GIRL. 2

plttern is cut in 4 Sizes: 8, 10, 12 and.

gither, Jock?

“Abobt B weék,”
led man.

.“What did yeé think ©’ the toun?”
- “"Hoots, mon, it wur aul richt in-its
way!  Litnon's ¢ finé wee toun it-
self” but it 15 sich a lone wa' fra
anywhere! "—Loifldonl Answets.

y "
UP TO THE MULE.

A teather was iustructing a class
in Bnglish and called on - a small boy
named Jmmy Bfown.

“Jameés,” Bhe BaiG, “write on the
board; “Richard can ride thé mule if
hé warts to.”

“Now” contifusd the téeacher when
Jitmmy had fhished writing, “can you
find & better form for that sentence?’

réplied the travél-

the prompt af&wér. “Richard ' can
rideé thé mule if the mule wants hifa
to. ”—-Boys’ L:x!’e

e e

! ovLY NATURAL.

“Areit’t you afraid’ Amrica wm be-
tome isolated?”

“Not if #s Yarmeéfs keep raisin’
things the world meedd,” answered
Farmer Corntossed. *“‘The feller that
‘rings the dinnerbeil . never runs much
risk ‘of bohi'_ 1ohesome.”—=Waghington
Stir.

AN UNFORGRTTANLE BUIT.

“Have you éver appeared as a wit:

ness in & sult -befere?” asked the
bully—ragglnz attorney.
“Why, ot Gourse!”  replied -

youtg lady ofi the ‘witfiess- stmi
“What suit was it? -

“It: was & biue suit vﬂth a_ white
collui and white cuffs and white biit-
tonis &1l the war dowq the back” re-
pited ine young llﬂv»—bu Angales
Times. /

n' unt the  winter * will
~one bedause “the
m,n ‘hin® The

" A few minates létér the butchers|
ﬁ cofilig threugh called 'Chewini: |

The British high Tories, militarists, |"

Ohly 16w Tofies; Libérals, |,

mén . to 'woman. weren’t there some |.%R

in London dnd ‘sped back to Scotland | %

On the first hight 6f his réturn to | £
hear hig opifiion of the town whose |
—short, and candid, without too much’

“Hoo long wur ye in London a’ the

" “Yes, ma'am, I think I can,” was

In ruul rodonn there is a vldelya A
held
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GOMPARE WITH THE IMPORTED
‘The Price is Right.
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Archibald Bros., Limited

Pioneers of Modern Shoe Manufacturing
in Newfoundiand. -
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SUITABLE FOR SCHOONERS

We 2uarantee attractlve prlces on above
for 1mmed1ate dehvery

Tinned and Dried
at sugﬁﬁging ptices.

'Phone 454, ~
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‘fange weather forecgsts of aceuracy | . . Crepe de chine is used for straight,
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