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are neat, but hard on the Laundress.

Help ber by buying Bee Starch.

b_lvn work in mixing—requires no
boiling. Saves work inm using —gives
splendid finish with very lttle ironing
and positively prevents the iron from
sticking to the liven,

Laundresses who know it, always use

BEE STARCH
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A GIRL OF :
THE PEOPLE #

By Mrs. C. N. Williamson.
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CHAPTER L

In Which I See a Purple Scar.
Down came the curtain on the first

' et of “The Beils” at the Lyeceum. I

had sat spelibound, for never before

i had 1 seen Sir Henry Irving, never
before had I been inside a London the-

atre.

“jg'nt fe glorious ?” I sald to my
mother, with an ecstatic sigh.

She did not answer, and, glancing
quickly into her face, I saw that she
bad not heard me. There was a
strange blank look in her great dark

! eyes—eyes that, when I was a child,

I used to say were “like wells of ink,
with stars at the bottom”—as if her
spirit had strayed from ber body and
forgotten the way back again.

I touched her in a scared, hesitating

{ way, as onv wakes a person who has

! gay.
f f Irving's face,

{ came up out of the

{

eried out in a dream. “Mother—mo-
ther dear !” I whispered.
“What's the matter
asked, dazediy:
“Oh, nothing, dear,” I hastened to
“] was afraid that something
was the matter with you You—you
looked so odd. Are you quite well 7
“Yes' she answered. “Sir Henry
in his make-up for Ma-
thiss, reminded me of—a man ] used
to know, and haven't seen for—a very
long time, that's =il And thoughts

Sheila?”’ she

“A man you'd rather not think of?”
I ventured, encouraged that she should
answer my first question ; for she
did not always answer questiors.

Her lips tightened. For a woment
she did not speak. Then she sald,
slowly: “It disturbs me to think of
him. 1 wish you had chosen some
other piay for your birthday n! .'ht“‘m

“] wanted to see this one 80 ich!
I exclaimed. “And 1 thought y¢ want-
ed it too. But if you'd rather go
home—" .

“No, no,” she broke in, with a note
of impatience in her voice. - »
pothing at all—a mere fancy. Please
forget about it, Sheila, and be as happy
as you can. Your very first visit to
a London theatre, child ! Remember:
there can never be another first time.”

Everything that was happening to
me lately was happening for the first
time. I had just come to London ;
I had just been presented; I had just
found out that I was a pretty girl, and
that people rather liked to talk to me.
To-night it appeared that they rather
liked to look at me as well—when the
eurtain was down; and there was no-
thing better to do—for as I peeped out
between the draperies of the box a
great many opera glasses were lifted.

My first impulse was to draw back,
self-consciously; but it was my ambi-
tion to seem quite a woman of the
world (it usually is when one is eight-
e21), and [ decided to appear oblivions
to the fact that I was a centre of at-
traction. In 2 moment I actually be-
came so; for two persons who were
gazing up at the box caught my atten-
tion, and caused me to forget my im-
portant little sell.

One was a young man in the pit—
s young man neither well dresssd nor
remarkably handsome, yet, as 1 glanc-
ed at him, under cover of my lashes,
I felt that his was a face to pick out
in & crowd. If there were a fire in
the theatre, and he sald that he would
save me, 1 would u hesitatingly trust
him to do it. He was not at all the
sort of young man I had ever known,
or was ever likely to know. Yet,
as our eyes met for an instant, a
thought-wave seemed to pass from his
spirit to mine. It was not a message,
it was a sensation; I can describe it
by no other word. But I knew that
if I had been born in his sphere, or
he in mine, we must have meant some-
thing in one another’s lives. [ won-
dered if the same impression was in
his mind; his eyes said yes; and, with
the blood rushing botly to my cheeks,
[ looked away, feeling somehow gullty
and ashamed, as if | had spoken to a
stranger.

Turning from bhim, 1 encountered
other eyes fixed upon me with a very
different expression. A woman bad
come in late, and had just taken »
seat in the stalls, in such a position
as to command an excellent view of
our box. She was dressed in black
satin, glittering with a great deal of
jet, and a large diamond comb gleam-
ed lke a crescent moon In her black
balr, streaked with grey. The light
shone full upon her aquiline features,
as she stared fixedly up at our box,
and her eyes, enormously large, though
deep-set, looked yellow-grey, and la-
minous as a cat's, in contrast with
the thick, short black lashes and olive
skin.

The woman fastened these curious,
pale eyes upon me for a long mo-
ment, with an extraordinary, almost
greedy, interest, then they travelled
from me to mother, who was leaning
back in her chair, listlessly reading
the names on the programme,

It it had not been ridiculous to im-
agine such a thing, I should have fan-
cled deliberate malice in the look fix-
ed upon that beautiful, sad face.

I drew my chair a little further back,
and began asking mother questions
about the various actors and actresses.
Until the curtain went up on the next
sct I kept her atteution concentrated
upon me; but wheu the lights were
down throughout the house, except on
the stage, I could not resist the une
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where they ended in a fall of thick
jct fringe; and as she removed the
glove her large, well-shaped arm lay
like a column of marble on the black
satin of her gown. At last she turn-
ed her arm so that the under part, with
the palm of the hand, lay uppermost.
Half-way between the elbow and the
wrist was & putple patch, about the
size of a common pansy, but of a dif-
ferent shape, and a horrid thrill went
through my nerves as I sharply real-
ized that the woman's action was
wholly for me. She was taking off
her gloves that 1 might see the scar.

Others might notice what was happen--

ing; for this she did not care. The

silent message was for our box, and |

nowhere else.

In any circumstances
have been something
agreeable about this, but I knew, and
the woman knew (I feit sure) that
which made it worse than disagree-
able.

The mark on her arm to which she

there must

wished to attract my attention was | £
" . | have a scene here in the street,” she

shaped like a heart, and it was not

the first of the kind which I had seen. |

Such a scar had made, for years, all
of mystery that my life had ever
known. I had thought of it by day,
I had dreamt of it by night; I had
once been severely panished for asking
questions concerning it, for there.was
such a purple, heart-shaped scar—the
very fellow of the one I now beheld—
in thesame position on the arm of my
mother.

As 1 looked down, with dilated eyes,
my hands tensely grasping the ledge
of the box, I heard i =o' ntter a faint
sound, between a gasp ao. .. sigh. 1
would have given much if T could have
taken it back; but it was too late.
Mother had heard, and was asking, in
her quick, nervous way, what was the
matter,

“Oh—nothing, nothing !” 1 exclaim-
ed, as she had said to me a short time
before. But I could not make my
voice sound natural, and she leant out
from the box to see for herself what
had drawn from me that one tell-tale
exclamation.

The white arm still lay on the black
satin lap down below, and I saw my
mother’s eyes find the scar. 1 felt
the start she gave, as If it had gone
shuddering through my own body.

With an unconscious movement she
geized my wrist, grasping it so tight-
ly that I could bave cried out with
pain. I had not dreamt that she was
80 strong. She stood up, dragging
me also from my chair. *“I must go—
at once,” she said.
woman down there.”

“lLet us send for her to come and
speak with you here,” 1 said, sooth-
ingly. “I'll cafi an attendant—"

“No, no,” 'mother answered, her
voice sharp with impatience. “She
wouldn't come to me. Don’t you see
she is going ? It 1 don’t follow at
once I shall lose her, and all the old
misery will have to be lived over
again. Open the door for me, Sheila
—open the door.”

She would have gone without her
cloak, which Lad been flung over the
back of her chair, if 1 had not caught
it up and wrapped it round her shoul-
ders. Snatching my own, as | opened
the door of the box, 1 hurried along
after my mother’s tall, swiftly-moving
figure.

When we reached the lobby of the
theatre the woman in black was no-
where to be seen; she had had plenty
of time to escape from our pursuit,
if she chose, and so hateful I thought
her, so repugnant was the whole epi-
sode, that I could not help secretly
bhoping that she had really gone.

But my mother scarcely. glanced
about the lobby. It appeared to me
that she did not expect the object of
our search to be found there, for she
hurried to the door, hardly answering
when I ventured to remind her that
our carriags would not arrive for half
an hour at least.

As we went out into the chill of the
April air, a four-wheeled cab was
brought up to the pavement by a com-
missionaire, and a woman got in, My
heart gave a quick bound as [ saw
that it was the one whom we had come
to seek.

“Now she will Arive away,” I hast-
fly thought, “and we shall perhaps
follow. It will be 8o long before we
can start, though, that we shall cer-
tainly not catch*up with her.'

But Instead of g! ing the quick or-
der that | expected, the woman with
the heart-shaped scar on her arm kept
the commissionaire in conversation.
She seemed not only in no hurry to
depart, but actually to be glad of an
excuse for lingering.

It would be long before the crowd
should come streaming out of the the-
atre, at the end of the play, and at
present Wellington street looked em
pty and deserted. But two or three
cabs were crawling along, on their
slow way somewhere else, and my mo-
ther, rustling in her yellow satin dress
down to the pavement, without even
holding up the long, soft folds from
contact with the stones, hailed ore
the passing vekicles with an impe
tive gesture. :

The hansom stopped; the woman in
black said something in a low tone
to the commissionaire, who repeated
the words to her driver. The four-
wheeler moved slowly away and our
eab took its place,

“Get in, Sheila,” commanded my mo-
ther in an odd, strained voice, utterly
unlike her own.

“Smu ly you first, ‘dear,” I objected

uncanttily dis- |
} you, whatever you may mean to do.

{ | am frightened.

“l must see—that |

come with me,” [

*I beg you to
with

pleaded, “or else—to let me gO

It is all so strange
and miserable. I can’t help being
anxious. 1 can't leave you like this,

“Obey me at once, and don’t let us

whispered harshly.

Her gaze compelled mine. snd there
was no yielding in its light, only anger
and determination. 7Tears sprang to
my eyes, and there was a sickiy cold-
ness at my heart: but [ said not an-
other word, and climbed meekly into
the hansom, as I had been bidden.

“To the Coburg Hotel, Carlos place,”
my mother directed the cabman. I
Jeant out to say “good-bye,” but she
was moving away with a look on the
clear-cut profile which seemed to say
that already I was forgotten.

My cabman was turning. In an in-
stant more I should lose sisght of my
mother. The dark, malicious face of
the woman in black rose before m:
as clearly as when the great eyes had
goggled up at the box. A vague pre-
sentiment lay coldly on my breast.
knew that, somehow, a turning-point
in my happy, quiet life had been reach-
ed. Nothing could ever be the same
again. ‘

With a curious feeling, as if a hand

grasped my throat and constricted my |
breathing, on a sudden desperate im+ '

pulse, 1 half rose from the seat and
pushed up the little door in the roof of
th+ hansom.

“Don’t take me to the hotel yet,” I
stammered, guliltily. “1I'll give you
three times your fare to go after the
lady I have just left—the lady in the

yellow brocade cloak. Don’t lose sight ;

of her, but don't let her see that she
is being followed.”

“All right, miss,” returned the man,
anc a whiff of spirituous fumes came
down to me with the answer, His
volce was slightly thick, as if he had

had cotton wool under his tongue; but

I scarcely thought of this at the time;
I was only to remember later that I
had dimly noticed It.

The moment I had acted upon my
impulse, and reversed my mother's
orders, 1 was deeply ashamed of my-
self; yet 1 would not undo what I had
done,

I do not think that there was the
slightest arriere pensee of vulgar cur-
josity in my motive. My feeling was
far to poignant for that, and as far as
1 knew myself, my one desire was
somehow to make sure that no harm
befel my mother. I could not quietly
go back to the hotel, where we were
stopping for the season, leaving her
alone to face—I knew not what. 1
could not let her disappear behind a
veil of mystery and night-darkness,
and at all risk' I would be near her.
I would at least know where she was
goineg.

To be Continued.
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iDistrict Dashes]

M'ss Lanagan of St. Joseph's Hos-
pital, Chatham, is nursing Mrs. Rid-
ley.—Florence Quill.

——

John Cooper raised the frame of his

will push it to completion as rapidly
as possible. |

When a rich man of 80 asks a girl
of. the cemetery lot,
Comerti Herald.

and he isn't.—

Chatham after spendingl a ecouple of
weeks with her sister, Mrs “Walter
Spence—Ridgtown Dominion,

The Tilbury
brated its 19th birthday. It is one of
the newsiest and most up-to-date pa-
pers on our county exchang: List.

Mrs. Mary Rebecea Bary, widow of
| the late Richard Bury, died at her
| residence, South Talbst Reoad, Orford
| en Friday July 11, in her 56th year.
{ —Ridgetown Domin

 the late John
been granted

| Probate of the wil
{ Crawford, of Orford,
to the widow, Nanecy
| Francis Johnston. Th estate is val-
ued at $1870.—Ridgeto vn Dominion.

The town of Essex has passed a by-

meter. The price was fixed at
to be net, payable quarterly, and ten
days' grace allowed for payment.

A wide circle of friends and ac-
gquaintances, especially ameng the
older people, learned with sincere re-

! of Mrs. Mary Schindler, widow of the
| late F. X. Schindler,—Ridgetown Do-
minion.

John E. Rush, son of
Rash, Essex, committed suicide by
i hanging himself at Brisco, B. C. He

was a bright fellow of 23 years. It is
said that disapponiment in love af-
fairs was the cause of the rash aci.—
. Comboar Herald.

Postmaster

Mrs. Wm. Beston left on Tuesday
for Chatham. She will accompany
Mr. Beeston and family, of Chatham
to Lake St. Ciair, for a few weeks’
camping before returning home, and
expects to be gone abouwt a monthi—
Bienkeim Tribune.

Detective Heenan, who' has been at
i Cambridgs Springs, has returned to
duty He appears about fifty years
younger, and has again his eagle eye

on the toughs, and his sweetest smiles ;

for the widows and majdens.—Am-
herstburg Echo

Miss Ruby Gordon, is receiving the
| hearty congratulations of her numer-
ous friends on the excellent showing
made by her at the recemt examina-

tions held by the Toronto Conserva-

tory of Music, For the highest prize,
| a gold medal, three were of equal pro-
ficiency, Miss Gordon being one of the

t hree— W allaceburg Herald-Record

Kent is the bast farming county in

Cannda, Such 'was the opiniom of

Prof. Harcourt of the Guelph Experi-

mental college and farm. Mr. Smith,
of Toromto, and C. W, Rekowski, of

Dresden, all of whom drove through

the township of Dover and Raleigh,
; inspecting the farm lands as to their
adaptability for the production of
sugrar beets.—Ridgetown Dominion.

Rev. A. H. Drumm, formerly pub-
lisher of the Herald, and who has ac-
cepted a eall to one of the Presby-
torian churches in Belleville, left on
Friday for Toronto, en route to his
! new field ol labor. He will be joined
at Toronto by Mrs. Drumm and son
Cyril, who left a few days previous,
and next week Mr. Drumm’s induction
will take place —Thamesville Herald

On Sunday next Rev. Mr, Colles will
conduct service in Trinity church, at
11 a. m., and 7 p. m.,. and at Ouvry
at 3p. m., Subject—Morning, Bal-
shazzar's Feast, or the Handwriting
on the Wall; evening, The Burden of
Dumah, “The Morning Cometh, also
the night.” Miss Ida St. C. Colles has
consented to sing at both eervices in
Trintiy church.—Blenheim News.

On Monday evening Rrv. W, H. Butt
received word of the sudden death of
a nephew of his, Oliver Mcllveen, of
Watford, a bright, promising lad of 18
years, He was trying his examination
on Part 1. Junior leaving, when on
Wednesday last, a peculiarly trying
day to most candidates, he ‘was strick-
en with faintness and gradually sank
till Saturday, when he passed-awayx.’
The family physician pronounced the
cause of death heart failure, possibly
induced by the oppressive heat and
anxiety over his examinations —Com-
ber Herald.

the discouraging
short time ago when it

Notwithst anding
outlook a

riined every day, the crop prospects '

‘lo-day are most promising. Wheat,
| barley and oats, though down and

tangled in some localities, are on the '

! average very promising. Corn, how-
| ever, in many places, has suffered se-

verely by reason of the heavy rains
| and ‘cool weather. Not only has the
lack of sumshipe retarded h but
the moist atate of the |
vented proper cultivation and keeping'
down of the weeds, At present corn

Potatoes have suff.r-d v ry materiall

from the rains.  Sugir be’atn .
eral, are making a go:l showing, es.
pecially . where they have beem pro-
perly bhmijl and cultivated,

e e st
Giving is made easy only

ing what urgent need there is that we
should give. :

new mill at Tupperville this week, and '

of 18 to share his lot, she ‘is thinking |

Mrs, J. O'Brien has returned -té ]

Times has j_y_-u cele- |

Crawford, and |

law providing for the sale of water by ;
18 |

cents per thousand gallons, the rate |

has pre- '

on the whole is not very promising.
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CHEAP

Go to Quinn & Patterson, they have a
good assortment of these goods, and their

>
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THE SAUGEEN
MINERAL WATER
i8S ON SALE AT~

CENTRAL DRUG STORE and
F.A.ROBERT'S LIQUOR STORR
Saugeen blends beautifu ly
with pew milk, wines anl
lignon, try it.
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The Maple City
Creamery and
Cold Storage

For butter only. We
have rdom for a few
meore crocks or tubs of
butter. Our room is
cold, clean, perfectly
dry and free from any
taint as we take in
butter only.
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