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EDNESDAY,

Every article in our Dock St. Stores must be out on ihat

date to allow him to push his work as fast as possible,

The

following offers we are making for those last few days might

not occur again in St. John in a long time.

Men’s 35¢c Braces, sale price ~— .

12¢ Black Cotton Hose, 3 pairs for

o

25¢c Balbriggan Shirts and Drawers for . .

¢  $1.00 Penman’s Unshrinkable Shirts and Drawers for

«  »5c Soft Bosom Shirts, fancy stripes, for . .
$1.00 Pleated Front Shirts for

Black Bib Overalls for: .

35¢ Black (jashmere Hose for .

$1.00 Night Shirts, White Duck, for

35¢ Neck Ties, for . ‘ ‘ -
65¢c Duck Working Shirts, light and dark stripes,
$1.25 Canadian Tweed Pants, ‘ :
$3.00 English Hair Line Pants, ;

$3.00 Fancy Striped Oxford Pants for

$13.00 Hewson Suits for . . ‘

$12.00 English Black Clay Worsted Suits for .
$10.00 Canadian Tweed Suits for . . ;
$12.00 Long Showerproof Overcoats, Fancy Stripes, for

¢  $8.00 Long Showerproof Overcoats, Dark grey, for

“  #710.00 Short Overcoats for - . . ;
Boys’ $3.00 T'wo Piece Suits for
\ $5.00 Three Piece Suits for

T.adies’ $20.00 Costumes, 3 !

&

144

$17.00 Costumes, Mixed Tweeq,
$12.00 and $13.00 Costumes,
$4.50 White Duck Suits
$3.co White Duck Shirts, -
$9.50 Short Loose Box Coats, Covert Cloth,
$9.50 Short Tight Fitting Coats, Covert Cloth,
Cloth Skirts, . . .
$3.95 Skirts, black, blue, brewn, and green lustre,
, $2.75 All Wosl Golf Vest,

Satteen Underskirts from

35¢ Wash Collars, ; . :

1,ast Season’s Costumes, small assortment, worth $12,00 to $18 oo, for

In Millinery Department, Up-to-Date Hats, worth $1.50 to $3.00, now

Don’t Delay.

WILCOX BROS

Dock St. & Market 8q.

19c¢.
25¢.
19¢c.
59c.
38c.

48c¢.
19c¢.
48c.

19. |

38c¢.
98c.
1.98
1.98
9.98
9.98
1.48
8.48
6.48
748
1.98
3.48
12.00
10.00
7.98

2.98

1.58
5.98
5.98

1.98 to0 6.00 |

2.98
1.98

78¢ 10 2,50

24¢.
4,48

48c and 98c.

1is

{ today they can still

j iely to be of your

58¢. |

A Story of France in the
days of Louis XV. and
how the work of a traitor
was foiled by the energy
of Madame Pompadour.

“She has captured the King,” the
young man remarked in his gloomiest
tones. “She will now coerce the Queen.
Her ambition is to be mistress of the
robes and thus to rule all Mersailles.”

The mere suggestion of such an out-
rage on precedent and etiquette made
the ladies specchless with horror. A
bourgeoise mistress of the robes! It
was unthinkable—blasphemous. As if
her majesty in dressing could take
even the simplest garment except
except from the hands of a princess of
the blood or of a duchess,

“You forget, Madame,” the Chevalier
remarked drily, “that the King's will
law. Le Roi gouverne par lui-
meme,”’

They were the words of Louis XIV.
be read as the
motto of Le Roi Soleil in the centre of
the superb ceiling of that Galerie des
Glaces at Versaillies which enshrires
for all generations the imperial ambi-
tions of the king who made it. Arro-
gant words, but true.

The antechamber became gradually
deserted. "Phe Chevalier stood at the
window watching the gathering gloom.
His dejection was not acting. His
boyish face was almost tragic in its
gravity. Presently he rose and began
to pace up and down, wrestling with
his thoughts, until he became suddenly
aware that Denise had re-entered and
was looking at him in questioning
silence.

‘‘Mademoiselle,” he advanced to meet
her. “I have no comfort for you. Be-
fore long I shall be bidding you adieu
for ever.”

Her eyes invited an explanation, but
she said nothing, -

“I speak seriously,” he proceeded.
“You ard your friends, Mademoiselle,
are aware that I am with you heart
and soul in the desire to overthrow
this woman who will ruin us all. I
have been in the past, you know, to do
some service to the cause by bringing
you information that I learned as his
maojesty’s confidential secretary. At
Your request I have ‘o the best of my
power abstained from appearing pub-
party, for his
majesty is suspicious and jealous. But
I fear from today my services must
end.””

“Why?” The single word
bcth anxiety and sympathy.

‘‘His majesty has signified that for
the present he will conduct his private
correspondence by himself. It is the
first step. The next wiil be that his
majestys no longer needs my services
in any capacity, that I am free,” he
laughed with gentle bitterness, “to
leave Versailles. Yes, Mademoiseclle, I
am free,”” he laughed withy gentle bit-
terness, ‘‘to leave Versailles. Yes,
Madecmoiselle, I can no longer help
your cause.” .

“That—that woman—" Denise began.

*Certainly. This 1s her doing. [
stood between.her and such secrets as
his majesty was pleased to entrust to
me, secrets not known to ministers and
to the court. . So long as I was pri-
vate secretary that woman was not the
king’s master. But when I am finally
dismissed she will rule the king body
and soul.”

‘‘Oh, cannot it be stopped?”

“No, Marquise, I am not as his
grace of Pontchartain a great noble,
majesty made me, his majesty can un-
make me tomorrow.”

“This is dreadful,” Denise murmured.
“Without your help, your information,

revealed

your private influence with the king, |

we shall be beaten, humiliated, ruined.
You have been a true friend to our
cause, Chevalier.”

The young man bowed.
done my bdst,” he said with
unmistakable sincerity; ‘“that Madam=>

de Pompadour should triumph cuts me !

to the heart. But when I am obliged
to leave Versailles her vistory will be
my only grief.”

Denise looked up at him.
had completely altered.

“I shall leave you,
he said simply, “and I love you.
it is the truth, the bare truth.
are a great noble, T am only the Chev-
alier de St. Amant, a parvenu tolzrat-
ed by the Court merely because.he is
useful to them. It is presumption in
me to dare to love you. But even a
parvenu’s heart caen love. This .ause
s sacred to me -because not your
beauty, nor your n;)hilit:ﬁ. nor your
wealth, but your womanhood that is
the greatest gift of God to you has
taught me what you are—has taught
me that your service can be all that
a man could desire.”

“Mongievr——" Denise
the words failed her.

His tone

began,

“I rad hoped that some day I might, !

perhaps, even dared to do more—to ask
for your love in return. But that is
tnincessible—impessikle.”

“Is it?” Denise asked in a low voice,
N

“1 have'!

Mademoisalie,” |
AH. |
You i

but!

asmost as if she were talking to her-
self,

*Yes,”
another.”

She looked up half angrily, half in-
quiringly. ‘‘Ne,” she answered as she
was still silent, “I do not.”

St. Amant resumed his pacing
and down. “Mademoiselle,” he said
presently, ‘“are you aware hkow the
King can be stopped in his present
course?”’

Denise turned eagerly towards him.
“Madame de Pompadour,” he added
very slowly, “is only a waman, but
she has an ally, the Vicomte de Nerac,
the ablest, subtlest brain in all Versail-
les. He is ambitieus; he loves the
Marquise de Beay Sejour—hear me
out, please. Take the Vicomte de Ner-
ac from Mddame de Pompadour, make
him her enemy, not her friend, and—"

“You believe that?”’ she interrupted.

“Unfortunately it cannot be done,”
he replied with decision. “Andre de
Nerac has chosen his party and he will
not be turned aside. Therefore the
only other-course is to ruin him. Pub-
lish to the world that he is Madame’s
spy, that he has the key of Madame’s
secret passage in his pocket, publish
what I have told you and you compel
me to keep a secret, and you can ruin
not? It is for you, Marquise, to say.”

Denise drew a deep breath. Some-
thing like terror shone in her eyes,

“I have information,” continued the
Chevalier very quietly, “that if made
known to the King would ruin the
Vicomte tonight. Am I to use it or
not. It is for use, Marquise, to say.”

Denise’s lips paled. Her hand uncon-
sciously crept to her throat. “What
sort of information?’ she asked in a
dry whisper.

“That, Mademoiselle, must be my
secret. But I did not jest when I say
that you ean ruin Madame de Pompa-

Marquise, because you love

up

dour today, but you will almost most |

certainly ruin the Vicomte de Nerac at
the same time. Am I to keep silent or
to reveal the whole truth to the Comte

@’ Argenson and the President of the

Council of Ministers?”

Denise stood pale and trembling. Her
eyes looked on her questioner with a
dumb pitcousness cruel to behold.

“You have answered me, Marquise,”
he replied after an agitating pause.
shall hold my tongue, and forgive me,
I beg, that I have been so'merciless.
FPut love is merciless and blind.” He
took her hand. “If you doubt that a
paravenu can love you better far than
he loves himself, think of my silence.
When I am driven from Versailles do

not forget that I rcfused to speak the |

truth of one who regards me as- his
enemy, at your bidding. Adieu!”

In the doorway he paused to look
bick. For a moment he wavered: De-
nise had stumbled to a chair and was
crying softly. “Soit!” he muttered,
throwing up his head, “Soit!” and
humming a reckless catch he strode
down the gallery.

CHAPTER XVIII

After he had left Denise the Chev-
alier walked for some time in the em-
pty gaeilery up and down, up and
down, striving to master the strong
emotion within. But when at last he
made his way into the gardens he was
once more the jaunty dare-devil cynic
whose fine blue eyes had made many
a court beauty feel than even the vet-
ehan Vicomte de Nerac had lessons to
learn in the art of courtship. By the
| same Fountain of Neptune where he
had met Denise the Chevalier now
found a woman waiting, as indeed he
expected. Yet, greeting scarcely pass-
ed betwen them. 2

“You were right,” he began with bit-
ter brevity, “and you have had your
i way.”
‘ The woman pondered on the reply.
i “Yes,” she said presently. “I knew I

was right. She loves him. And yon?”
| she added, with a swift touch of anx-
- fety.

“I shall finish what I have begun,”’
he answered with calm determination.
“It will cost me my life, perhaps, but,”
his tone was savagely reckless, ‘re-
venge is better than love.”

The woman put her hand on his arm
with affectionate entreaty. ‘“Why not,”
she asked, “why not give it all up? It
is becoming too dangerous.”

“Dangerous? Of course. But it is too
lateé to draw back, and I will keep my
oath now—now,” he repeated, lingering
on the word, “if I perish tomorrow."”
He put his  hand quietly on her should-
er and looked into her eyes. “You, too,
some day till come to believe that re-
 venge is better than love.”

“At least we have no choice,’”’ she
answered with a cruel little laugh.

“Don’t! dor’t,” the Chevalier whis-
pered, in a sudden tenderness. “What
does it matter for me? but you—you—
| I can’t bear it for you.”

} “It is fate,” she said very aquietly,

o1

| “your fate and mine.”
With his arm about her she stood in
silence for no small while. They were

they were not pleasant.
“Are you quite sure he loves her?”
the Chevalier asked.

days,” she answered, “although a wo-
man feels sure now.”

that he returned to the palace.
All this time Denise had sat crushed

at her, had twice stepped forward te
speak, had twice restrained himsels,
and finally had left her to her tears
and her silence.

desire to meet found him out by acci-
dent at that moment.

“Vicomte,” the Comtesse des Forges
called softly, “will you do me a favor?”’

Andre smiled with skilful hypocrisy.
The Comtesse was. looking her best,
and her heavy-lidded eyes were bright
with admiration and an exquisite sug-
gestion of self-surrender. “A favor,”
she repeated, ‘“‘which is also a secret.
You will promise not to betray me.”
Andre took her hand to his lips for
answer, The jewel on the lady’s breast
gently rose and fell, echoing tenderly
the coy trembling of her fingers, It was
not the first time these two had play-
ed with passion, heedless of the future,
but Andre swiftly recognised that this
evening it would not be play, pastime,
or pleasure.

“We have a petition to the King,” the
Comtesse said in her silkiest tores, “‘a
! petition from the Court praying His
| Majesty to dismiss that woman, and
we want you to present it. His Majesty
will listen to you more than to any
other.”

Andre still held her hand; the devo-
! tion in his face was intended to con-
i ceal his thoughts. For the crisis that
| he feared had come. This petition to
the King from the Court was also an
ultimatum to himself from his friends.

“Jt will be useless,” he said gently,
‘“the petition.”

“No—no! You can succeed with the
| King—you! Andre,” she pleadedswith a
| thrill of genuine passion, “do it to
| please me. You know I can be grate-
ful.”

+I. cannot,” he
himself, ‘“not even
Gabrielle.”

“You will desert your friends and me
—me?” she asked, a menace creeping
into her languorous voice. “Andre, it is
impossible, surely impossible.”

“I cannot present the petition,” he
answered,
| Jealousy, fear, anger, swept the pas-
sion out of her eyes. “You are afraid?”
she demanded, with biting scorn.

“Yes, I am afraid,’ he assented, and
if the Comtesse had not lost her self-
control she must have detected the de!-
icate irony in his grave bow.

“Ah!” she stepped back. “Ah! It
Denise had asked you, you would have
consented.”

“No,” he corrected with a freezing
pride. “I would not permit the Mar-
quise de Beau Sejour even to make the
request.”

The answer surprised and delighted
her. Yet, woman though she was, the
Comtesse failed to read what lay be-
hind it, and in her determination to
win she now made a stupid mistake, -“I
would save you, Andre,” she whisper-
ed, ‘“because—” she laid a jewelled
hand on his sleeve and dropped her
eyes slowly. “They will ruin you unless
you consent.”

i Why break with the past, the present,
‘and the future? Andre hesitated, but
only for a moment.
i “I cannot present
answered curtly.

“Very well,”” -she shrugged her
shoulders in disdainful wrath,. “Very
well, I shall not ask you vou a second
time. You understand; so do I1.”
| “Adieu!” he said, raising her fingers,
~but she snatched them back and swept
him a cold curtsey.

“Soit!” Andre was saying to himself
as his spurs rang in the empty corri-
dor, “c’est la guerre! Scit!”” The die
was cast. Madame de Pompadour was
his only friend now. Henceforward the
Court, his friends, his class, the women

replied, controlling
to' please you,

the petition,” he

;whom he had loved, would be his bit- |

terest foes. And it was to that one
Ifriend that he now turned. Yet, careful
'as he was, he was unaware that the
Comtesse had followed him stealthily,
had marked his entry by the seeret
door, and returned to the Duke of
Pontchartrain with the news.

' (To be continued.)
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See The Great Exhibi

tion Free!

A Season Ticket to the St. John Exhibition,
good for Thirteen Admissions---two admissions each day for the entire
week, will be given to every person who pays to this office, during the

JOHN STAR.

|next few days, three dollars for one new yearly subscriber to the ST.
There is no limit to the number of tickets which
may be earned. The young people are now given a chance to sce the

great Fair at the cost of only a few minutes work. Let the boys

and . girls, and their parents as well, secure new subscribers and get!

season tickets free.

This offer will also apply to old subscribers, paid up to date,

who subscribe for the paper for another year.

This offer will hold good for a short time only.

tickets at once.

»

’
/

both thinking their own thoughts, and |

“I shall know for certain before many |

They parted, as they had met, with- |
out greeting, but had the Chevalier fol- |
lowed her he would have seen that the |
woman went in the direction of "Thef
Cock with the Spurs of Gold.” It was
prohably because he already knew this |

and sad, alone in the antechamber. Nor |
did she know that Andre had stood for |
some minutes in the doorway looking .

But the one person whom he did not i

Secure your

ON AND AFTER SUNDAY, June
24th, 1906, trains will run daily (Sun-
. day excepted), as follows:
! TILATLD LEAVE ST. JOHN.

No. 2—Exp for Pt. du Chene,
Sydney, Haiifax and Campbell-
tonn... .. s s . 8

| No. 6—DMixed train to Morcton .. %46
! No. 4—Ixpress for Moncton Pt. du
Chene, Qucbee, Montreal (con-
necting with Ocean Limited at
Moneton . ek 100
i No. 26—Express for Point du
Chene, Halifax and Pictou
136—Suburban for Hampton

No. 8—Expr for Sussey . ..

138—Suburbaen for Hampton

No. 134—¥Kxpress for Que

!  Montreal
' No. 10—Express for Moncton,
i ney, Halifax and Pictou ..
TRAINS ARRIV:E AT ST. JOHN.
No. 9—From Halifax, Sydney and
Plotetl L o0 00l il ey L0 6lb
135—Suburban from Hampten,. .. 7.46
: No, 7—Express from Sussex.. .. 9.90
i No. 133—Express from Montreal and
Quebee.... USRS S sat.18:50
| 137—Suburban from Hampton,. ..15.30
! No. 5—Mixed from KIMoncton.. ..16.30
No. 3—Express from Moncton and
Point du Chene..:. U D
No. 25—Ezpress from - Ilalifax, Pic-
tou, Pt. du Chene and.Campbell-
ton (connecting with Ocean Lim-
ited'at MenetoW (.0 30 0. 001016
iNO' 1—Express frem Moncton., ..21.30
| No. 81—Express from Sydney, Hal-
! ifax, Pictou and Idoncton ' {Sun- .
fidaylonly), oo L. il Lol 1.40
All trains run by Atlantic Standard
Time. 24.00 o’clock is midnight.
¢1TY TICKET OFFICE, 3 KXing

s

Get the Habit and
Fellow the Crowd

<~-TO0 THR-—

GRAND OPENING AT

St. Audrew’s
Roller Rink

THUBRSDAY EVENING, JULY (2.

%
General Admission, 10 cents
Skates 15 cents.
The management riserve the right
to refuse admission or the use of
skates to objectionable persons.

Gold, Silver ard Nickle

PLATIN

HAND PLATING A SPECIALTY.

s o——a

Brass Quoits
at Lowest Prices.

e

G. HEVENOR,

CORKER S\MYTHE AND NELSON STS
’Phone, 972

Farm Hand Wanted,

from 1—12 months, according
to ability. Apply

A. E. HAMILTON,
Carpenter and Builder, 180-188 Brussels

Strest
Phone. 1628.

SYNOPSIS OF CANADIAN NORGWEST
HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS.
Any even numbered section ot bom-

inlon Lands in 2Zanitoba, Saskaiche-

wan and Alberta, excepting 8 and 26,

| not reserved, may be homesteaded by

\ any person whe 1s the sole head of a

"tamily, or any male over 18 vears of
age, to the extent of one-quarter sec-

| ticn of 160 acres, more or less,

| Intry must be made persorally at

| the local land office for the district in

| which the land is situate.

| :‘he homesteader is required to per-

form the conditions connected theza-

with under ong of the following plans:

(1) At least six months’ residence
upon and cultivation of the iand in
each year for thuree yeals.

(2) If the father (or mother, if che
fathor is deceased) of the homesteader
| resides upon @ farm i. the vicinity of
the lana vutered for the requirements
as to residence may be satlsfled by such
person residing with - the father or
mother.

(3) If tha settler has his perinanent
residence upon farming land owned by
him 1n the viciul’y of his homestead,
the requirements as to residence may
be satisied by vesidence upon the sald
land.

Six months’ notice in writing should
be given 3o the Commissioner of Dome-
inion. Lands at Ottawa of intention ta
apply for pateant.

W, W. CORY,
Deputy of the Minister of the Interior.
N. B.—Unauthorized publication of
this advertisement will aot be paid for.,
continue to the z7th. ;

STHE WATGH 15 A. DANDY

And takes the shine whercever 1§
goes." ‘That is what Leo. C. Gavin,
Melcombe, Ont,, said about his
watch, and we have hundreds of
§ cther lotters from delighted boys
who have received hands me watche

es for selling only 13 doz, of vur
large beautiful packages of fresh
8woet Pea Seeds, the best
in Canada, at 10e€, each,

Every package is hand-

somely decorated in 13

colors and contains 61 of

the rarest, prettiest and

most fra.rant Varieties in

every imaginable color,

Write to-day and we will

A send the Seeds, postpaids

B for you to sell; alsol§ doz.

i Certificates,each w ortk (00,

@ one of which is t given

f away fres with each pack-

age. When :old, veturn

money and wo will fio-
mediately rend you one of

the hundsomest watches

you ever saw—vith solid

sily nickel c:u‘v"“'m'ly

“aced

18

e

engmved edpea.
dinl, heh vy \@

Lmu;. minu ¥
i ands, and r¥% o SEE
| eanmovement, With cary it will last 10 ‘vé-”f; S e
| godsysure. Seed Supply Co,, Dept. 5'0B%% Ltos




