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Give a Thought to Music !
Ton ere probably giving many mead; solo, Mr. Thoa. Seymour

The Ladle»' Aid of the Congrega
tional Chur* held their ananal Valen
tine Social In the lecture room ot the 
Church, laet night The room was 
artistically decorated. Mr. P. H. Cowan 
acted as chairman, and the following 
programme was greatly enjoyed by 
those present:—Duet by Mtpe Fer-

citation, Miss Estelle Barneslie attention
Mr, Macklln, and by the California SititHst Oranges, 

Mr. P. til sizes; CaHfontia Apples,
Hazel Nuts, 
linond Nuts,
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the piano.
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A true bL»d purifyer1
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ctber Medicinal hcr^s.

Koid at your store a;c. ». 
bottle. Aireity site, five 
tL'tur**sX>.rgç 57.0a.
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Srtu cores worn s. Jtdbola 3il»ht'*

P»r sale by all Druggist» and flrst- 
class Grocers.
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Marriage.
CHAPTER XXIX.

"Give me another," she said. "I—I 
have worked too long. Yon were right; 
» little more ot It and I should have 
been 111. Put It down there where I 
can get It,” and she swung round to 
the piano and dashed at the maturks 
again.

Weston went out ot the room with 
a look ot deeper gravity on her face
than it had worn before.

The mazurka rang through the lit
tle house and arrested the steps ot 
the passers-by; then suddenly It stop
ped, for the door opened, and hearing 
It, Flossie looked up and saw reflect
ed In the round mirror above the 
piano the face and shoulders ot Sir 
Herrick. '

She stopped and stared, motionless, 
her eyes full on the picture his face 
made, then a shudder ran through 
her.

The face was so pale and haggard, 
so passion-worn and set, that It might 
have been the ghost ot the handsome, 
health crowned face she knew and 
loved. She did not shriek, though the 
ary trembled on her lips; but a sud
den spasm of fear ran through her as 
he raised hie eyes and she saw them 
In the jilass. It was not that they were 
threatening; It wasjjot that they were 
ingry; but It was the death-tike, stony 
determination In them.

But It no passion shone In them 
now, there was the remains ot the Are 
that had burnt lisait out; dark and 
lurid, and full ot Infinite self-scorn as 
they eased down at her,

For a moment they stared at eadh 
ether In that dainty piece ot glass 
wjilch had looked down In some anci
ent Venetian palace upon many 
•cane», but never upon a more Intense 
one than this.

Then, with as great an effort aa ever 
she had exerted on the stage, she forc
ed the blood to her cheeks, and a 
smile to her lips, and turned round to 
him with both hands held out

"So you have come back, Rick!" she 
eald, with a pleasant voice which 
scarcely betrayed a quiver.

"Yea, I have come back,” he eald, 
and hie voice was very low and grave, 
but not a touch ot anger in It, or re
proach.

A wild hope shot up In her bosom, 
that perhaps after all that girl In the 
country had not betrayed her, had 
not told him about the letter, and the 
hope sent the hectic flush to her face, 
and a sudden tight Into her eyee.

“You are like' the Wanderlilg Jew, 
Rick," she said, laughing, and putting 
hack the lace from her arm as she 
turned a bracelet “And you look so 
tired, dear boy. Have you come 
straight back from—from wherever 
you have been?”

He smiled grimly at her pretence of 
Ignorance as to his whereabouts; but

“Hit down and rest and hare aeme 
wine," and aha roa# had tiled him a 
glass, and held It up to hla tips.

He pot her hand aride, not roughly, 
bet with a mechanical movement 
worse to her than the mort pronouno- 
ed harshness.

“No wine—thanks, Floerte."
«gome tea, than oeffeaT Say what 

you will have. You must hare some
thing. A dgart"

And she glided acroes the room and 
brought him a cigar-box.

But he ebook hla head; then, out ot 
pity, he took a cigar and tit it.

The spirit'of hppe rose still higher. 
She knew the relue et a cigar with 
an angry man.

"And now alt down, Rick, dear, and 
—and tell me all about It I meyi”— 
hurriedly—"where you hare been, and 
so on. I wish 'you had been at the 
theatre to-night," ehe rah on, sinking 
on to the couch, as near him ae she 
dated. “It was quite a triumph—fire 
encores and an ovation at the end."

He looked up, still with the cold, 
Impassive gravity.'

"I am glad of It" he said. “You have 
still something to live tor. Flossie.

She laughed, but the colour died 
away slowly.

"What a speech!" she exclaimed, 
tossing her short curls) "Of* course I 
have; why, bavent I you to live for, 
you dear, stupid boy?”

He did not reply.
“Go and finish your piece," he said, 

quietly.
"Why, you don't want to hear It?" 

with a pout
"No," he said, grimly, “I cannot say 

I do; but I want to give you.time, 
Flosale—and myself, too. Do ss I ask
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bottle, and til up with home-made eager 
syrup. Or you can ,uee clarified mo
lasses, honey, or com syrup, instead of 
sugar syrup. Either way, you seake 1» 
ounces—more than you can buy ready- 
made for MA0. lt is pore, mod and 
very pleasant—children take it eager!

Yon can feel this take hold of a eoui. 
or cold in a way that means business. 
The cough may he dry, hoarse «id tight 
or may be persistently loose from the 
formation of phMgm. The cause ic the 
same—inflamed membranes—and this 
Pinex and Syrup, eomhiaation will stem 
it—usually in 24 hours or less.. Splendid, 
too, for bronchial asthma, hoarseness, 
or any ordinary throat ailment 

Pinex is a highly concentrated, com
pound of genuine Norway pine extract, 
and ie famous the world over for its 
prompt effect upon coughs.

"Beware of substitutes. Ask your 
druggist for “2% ounces of Pinex” with 
direction», and don't , accept anything 
else. Guaranteed to give absolute eatis- 
faction or money refunded. The Pinex 
Co., Toronto, Ont.
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There was something In his voice, 
low and quite aa it was, that did not 
brook disobedience. Besides, she want
ed time—time to get breath, tor the 
hope had dried up.

So she went to the piano agd play
ed; but after a few bars the masurka 
glided Into a sonata—* soft and sad 
plaint that would have melted the 
heart of a Nero. She heard him get 
up and pace the room, and saw him In 
the glees stop and look at her.

She played the aonata to the end, 
and then got up.
- "Now," she eald, with a tittle catch 

1c her breath, her face pale and wist
ful, and a tearful loi» In her agree, 
-‘what la it, Rtckt Why do you come 
tike a man who hâa committed a mur
der, and wants to .tail the people In 
front how he did itT"

"That la Just what I want to do,* he 
said; “hut I don’t know how to be
gin, Flossie. You must help me. I 
hare eommlttad a murder!"

She started and swung one hand to
wards a chair behind her.

He smiled grimly.
*A murder of the worst and cruel

lest kind. I have slain a human being's 
happinsss. Yes, that Is what we have 
dene, you aud I, Fleas!#!”

"I—I—” she faltered.
He looked at her sternly for the 

first time.
"Don't do that" he said, warnlngly, 

"don’t act; you are not on the boards, 
Flossie. Besides, my poor girl, It 1» 
of no use, It 1» thrown away. You ask
ed me jnet now where I had been; 
^iat was acting—It was thrown away: 
you knew.”

She tries to give him the lie, but 
ehe cannot her tips tremble am* her 
eyes droop. A grim klnd cf pity falls 
upon hlm. t

"Sit down," he eaye, end he pointa 
to the couch.

Mechaafoally die obey» him, end 
leans back on her arma, her eyes 
downcast yet washing him.

“You knew. I went to her to whom 
you wrote the letter that fcaa slain 
the happiness of a pure,- trusting, gen
tle-hearted girl." ' » •

His eyes gleam for a moment but 
they are calm again aa he goeU on:

"It—it.was a cruel thing to dm Flos
sie; cruel and cowardly. It was a 
devilish dee* Who prompted you?”

The question Is so sadden that the 
sinks back white aad bieathlees.

When you want to 
biscuit, delicious 
gems, i 
of fine

"I—I did It alone!" she gasps. 
"Cruel, you call It cruel. You! Haven’t 
you been cruel?"

"Yes," he said, with compressed 
llpe.

"Haven’t you been—cowardly?"
"Yes," with grim self-reproach.
“Yon—you own to It" ahe says, 

breathing fast and furiously. “You
you left me here without a word, with
out so much as a sign, and—went to 
make love to her, a—a stranger,' 
while I—I had loved and been true 
to you; before Heaven! true, true to 
you, Rick!" And the tears welled np 
to her eyes as she clenched her sm^ll 
hands.

He looks down at her with pale, 
haggard face.

“Flossie, I remembered that laet 
night” he eald, "last night when I 
had resolved to come here and kill 
you, and It stayed my hand."

She trembles, but looks up at him 
unflinchingly.

"Kill me!" ahe says, bitterly. "Why 
didn’t you? I shouldn’t have cared, I 
shouldn’t have complained. Kill me 
now If you tike," rod ehe opens her 
arma with a despairing, desperate ges
ture. “Do you think I should Vs re? 
No! I thought when I wrote the nota 
—fer I did write it; I would write it 
again!—that you might do—do some
thing rash. I wish you bad; anything 
rather than this I”

He take» a turn up and down the 
room to compose himself, then he 
turns back.

"Forgive me, Flossie. I see now that 
—I—was too hard upon you. You act
ed according to your nature,"

The crimson rushes to her fees.
"You sneer at me! My nature! You 

—you found no fault'with me a tit
tle while ego—only a tittle while 
ego!"

Ht» heed drooped. It wee all eo 
true, eo true. What could he say to 
herT

“You are right," he eald, hoarsely. 
“I did not come to reproach you; I 
did not come to anger you or make 
you miserable. You acted In self-de
fence. It was my fault; It was my 
hand actually that dealt the blow, 
though yours wrote the accursed let
ter. I will say no other word ot blame 
or reproach. Believe me, I did not In
tend to. She fought me a lesson x>t 
forbearance—’’

“She!” broke from the panting tips. 
"She Is an angel, ot course. If you 
didn’t come to browbeat me, don’t do 
worse, and mourn over her to my face. 
She! Who Is she—what Is she that 

'you should desert mb for her? Is she 
more beautiful than I am?" and she 
sprang to her feet and confronted Mm, 
her cheeks lushed, her eyes spark
ling, her Grecian heed .thrown back, 
her wholé being a model ot graceful 
loveliness. “Is she cleverer? Can she 
make a thousand people laugh and cry 
aa I can tod do? Can ehe make them 
mad for love of her? Can she do more 
than I can dot Who le she, And what, 
that In a few short hours She should 
snatch you trom- met You pity her— 
her! Who le to pity me—me?" and her 
arm» went out towards him with a 
wild gesture. -, * • ,

He raised hie head tod looked at 
her.

•%" he eaye, gravely, "L Flossie, I
punishment; I have not 

shrunk from it Nothing you cm say 10 *
hitter than the re- ] 

my conscience utter» I 
my good-bye; It 

better for bob. elf

before I go I want to hear from your 
own tips the name ot the person wljp 
prompted that cruel letter. That Is 
why I came. Tell me that and let ue 
pert" /

I he speaks, eo calmly, with the 
haggard eyee so full of grim detar» 
urination, her strength dise away, and 

he sink» back.
"Oeod-byer she eaye; “then-then 

you mean to leave me? Yon mean to 
go—for—forever!" , (

Hie eyee answer her.
“Wlti you tell me. Flossie?"
"No, no," she eaye, with clenched 

teeth.
He inclines Me head.
"Than I have done. Goad-bye, Flos

sie," and he moves to the door.
But with * spring ahe Is beelde him, 

and, btogtog on to Ms arm, etipa to 
the ground at hla feet

“No, no, Rick! You shall not! You 
must not go!" she gaape, her^ eyee 
dilating, her form trembling. "I—I 
will tell you, I will do anything It 
you’ll stay. Don’t leave me! Don’t go! 
I have been cruel! I eee It now—If I 
made, her suffer ae I suffer—I have 
been awfully wicked and mean; hut 
It was not me alone! I should not 
have known, should not have done 
It but tor him. He wanted to stop It 
He did, Indeed. He eald It would ruin 
you; think of It ruin you, and I i 
to save yon. And—I—hé—told me 
what to write, word tor word) He did, 
Rick. Oh, Heaven! don’t look like 
that!” and she cbwers at his feet tod 
Mdes her faoe on hie arm.

“Who—who?" be demands, hoarse
ly.

"The—the major!" she pants, with 
a shudder.

He doesn’t start—perhaps he guess 
ed it from her first words—but hie 
face turns dark with suppressed emo
tion, and he stands silent and sttil for 
a moment

Then he slope tod raises her.
"Get up,” he says. "I—I might have 

guessed It It was worthy of him. Qet 
up, Flossie; I am not angry now; I 
will not say another word.’’

“You—you will not leave me, Rick, 
you Will net go back to her?"

A spasm passes over his face.
“I must leave yon, Flossie,” be says, 

almost gently, with a du\l, death-tike 
lmpesslveneae. "When I am gone, and 
you think It over, you will see that 
It must he. Between ue two there can 
never he even friendship again. It It 
be hard to aay eo, I cannot help It. I 
cannot help it!" he repeats. "You wlti 
eee that But’’—and hla llpe quiver— 
“If the thought be any consolation to 
you, I am not going back to—I am 
going to leave England. I start to-mor
row when—when I have seen the ma
jor."

With n shudder she steps from him 
and «Inks on the eoueb, and a min
ute, a full minute, passe» In «lienee.

Then ehe looks up with a weird 
change In her feoe,

"I think I understand," ehe says In 
a hollow voice. "Your love tor her has 
put away your—your love for me. I 
understand. Weill Good-bye,” and she 
points to the door.

He comes and bends over her for a 
moment tod holds out hie hand. But 
she looks -up at him with a defiant 
smile and shakes her head, and after 
waiting a moment he goes out with 
the same grim, Impassive expression 
on his haggard face.

As the outer door closes—every 
sound can be heard In the tiny house 
—ehe starts to her feet and throws up 
her arme.

"Rick! Rick! come back! I want—I 
want to shake hands! I—’’

But as she moves forward she stag
gers* p quiver runs through her, and 
covering her mouth with a strange 
gesture, she falls full length on the 
floor. *

Weston rushes In Just too late to 
catoh her, and raises her; ehe le a 
feather’s weight In her arms.

“Oh, Mies Flossie, Miss Flossie, 
what Is It? What—" Then ahe breaks 
off with a wild scream of horror, for 
her eye» have caught eight of a thin 
stream of blood that rune from be
tween the thin, wMte fingers, and 
stains the dainty, pink drees.

That which the faithful maid has 
dreaded eo long hge happened et laet. 
Flosale has broken a blood-vessel.

(To be Continued.)

Three Specials for Week-End: 

Baked Beans, 3 tins for 25 cen&r
w -'V**** mm*

Roast Beef, 32 oz. tins,
» x

Sevilla Marmalade Oranges, 25c per doz.

AYRE & SONS, Limited,
’Phone 11. Grocery Dept . ’Phone 11.

BRAN

We shallsoon be sold out 
of Bran, _zsp:.

Our price is low, get a sup
ply this week.

We haven’t advanced our 
price on Bran or Flour.

Colin Càftpbell,
Limited.

Chairs

We have just finished a line of

Smokers’ Chairs,
Also some very nice

Upholstered Ari4|H
Secure one for the home

SIDEBOARDS,only .................     ..$35.00
SMOKERS’ CHARS, Black Morocco Covering.

Special Price .... . ■...... ..... •« •. .. $22.50
ARM CHAIRS, Fancy Tapestry Covering.

Special Price ........ .. .........................$39.50
COUCHES......................................................... $14.50
LOUNGES .........................................  .$22.50
BUREAUS and STANDS, only.........................  .$25.00
MORRIS CHARS .. .., .$25.00 and $35.00
Also BEDSTEADS and SPRINGS, MATTRESSES of all 

grades.

The C. L. March Co., Ltd.
Comer Water and Springdale Streets.
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Mewe; aolo, Mr. Courtenay; récita- cream was on. sale, end an excellent
tfnn. Mr. W n,,.hn«. ui.. t.-- ___ . . wf

he evening and ice

pup Of tea served. The affair was * 
decided success. .

Ctres Diphtheria.


