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For ECONOMY, no sauce 
compares with

SAUCE

The Heir to Beecham Park
CHAPTER XXVIII.

Blusterin, March had come round, 
and gossip had worn to a thread the 
story of Lady Court’s romantic birth. 
It had seized on the history of Sir 
Douglas Gerant's long-lost daughter 
with avidity, for it was not often that 
society’s jaded appetite was regaled 
with so delightful a morsel." Many 
things had happened since (lull No
vember, but foremost among them 
were two events—Lord and Lv.dy 
Court were abroad, to the great an
noyance of society, as it was thus de
barred from beholding her ladyship 
in person, and the engagement be
tween Stuart Crosbie, heir to Croabie 
Castle, and Miss Vane Charteris, his 
cousin, came to an abrupt and 
strange tremination just as the con
gratulations were pouring in Many 
reasons were given in strict confidence ! 
for this unsatisfactory affair. It was 
averred that Miss Charteris had qttar- j

had become the Countess of Court; 
but, when surprise had died away, 
she felt unconsciously gratified that 
her new relative should hold so high 
a social position, and was even , dis
posed to be friendly toward her, al
though sIg had deprived Stuart of 
Beecham Park. She wrote a court
eous, note te the young wife when her 
excitement had cooled, welcoming 
her as her kinswoman, and offering her 
warm congratulations.

Margery was in Rome when this 
letter reached her. She read it 
through slowly, then, with a faint 
smile, folded it and put it away. It 
was not in keeping with her gene
rous nature to bear malice, so she re
plied to Mrs. Crosbie’s epistle with a 
few words of acknowledgment writ
ten in a kindly spirit. Margery re
ceived another letter at about the 
same time which brought a flush of

reled with her aunt, Mrs. Crosbie, and sjncere pleasure to her face. It was
that Stuart, like a dutiful son, had 
espoused his mother's cause; that cold 
beautiful Vane refused to become her 
cousin’s wife when she discovered that 
Beecham Park had passed awpy from 
him; and that Miss Charteris had 
grown tired of her affianced husband. 
These and numerous other explana 
tions were whispered; but no one 
knew the truth—none but three’people 
—the cousins themselves and the mist
ress of Crosbie Castle.

Stuart had not reproached his moth
er; but his mental suffering caused 
her much uneasiness and genuine 
shame. She never know what took 
place between Vane Charters! and 
her son, for Stuart was silent, and her 
niece left town with her mother for 
Cannes immediately after the rupture. 
She felt that Vane must be suffering 
disappointment, but she could never 
guess the humiliation, the sullen re
venge "and anger that were gnawing 
at her niece’s heart. Go where she 
would, at every turn Vane had Stuart’s 
contemptuous face before her, heard 
his bitter words, saw herself again 
as he had shown her, in her true light, 
dishonorable and despicable. That 
th$ marriage should have been broken 
off was acute disappointment; but the 
odium she had brought on herself in 
his eyes was even harder to bear. The 
malicious spite she had felt toward 
Margery deepened now into actual 
hatred; it galled her to desperation to 
know that the village girl should have 
become so great a person, her equal 
in birth, her superior by marriage. 
Poor Lady Charteris was overwhelm
ed with sorrow at the abrppt termina
tion of her daughter’s engagement, 
and fretted herself to a shadow be- 
couse of Vane’s irritability and peev
ishness. She lavished all her heart's 
tenderness on her daughter, hoping 
and trusting to see her again her 
spirits; but it was weary work. Vane, 
crushed by her own deceit and wrong
doing, was rapidly changing into an 
envious soured, miserable woman.

Mrs. Crosbie was ignorant of the 
whole of Vane’s cruel falsehoods and 
insults; and, knowing this, Stuart ac
cepted as truly genuine her proud 
words of sorrow and vexation tor her 
share in the matter. It had been a 
startling disclosure to Mrs. Crosbie 
when she found that Margery Daw

written by Miss Lawson in the name 
of the villagers of Hurstley, offering 
Lady Court warm expressipns of af
fection, respect and esteem from all 
her old friends, and at the head of 
the list of names were the signatures 
of Farmer Bright and his wife; Miss 
Lawson’s own letter explained every
thing. Just after the news of Mar
gery’s parentage was made public to 
the village, a letter came from Robert 
Bright, in Australia, from which his 
mother gathered how unjustly she had 
wronged Margery in her hasty sus
picions; and, eager to make atone
ment. the good woman had headed the 
village letter with her name. Robert 
spoke of returning almost immediate
ly, so Margery’s tifeart was lighter on 
that score. Miss Lawson’s words of 
joy at her dear child’s prosperity and 
happiness brought tears to Margery’s 
eyes ; but they were tdhrs of gratitude 
and affection, not of pain.

She was strangely peaceful and con
tent now; the memory of Stuart’s sup
posed deception and insults, which had 
rankled so long in her breast, was 
gone; she remembered only that his 
love for her had never faltered. Her 
girlhood was buried in her short 
love-dream; she was a woman now, 
brave and determined to fight the bat
tle of life gallantly tô the end. She 
looked to her husband as a guide and 
a comforter and he tended her with 
more than husband’s care. A great, 
true affection -had sprung up in her 
heart for him; he was so tender, so 
good, so manly! In her gratitude for 
all his thought and care she vowed 
always to keep a smile for him, while 
the secret of her love should be lock
ed from his sight forever. Sometimes 
she would sink Into a reverie, then 
wake, to find his eyes fixed on her 
with such intensity, such an agony 
of love and pain in them, that It 
would startle her; but as she looked 
the expression would fade and the 
smile would come, the tender, grave 
smile that she knew so well. When 
Mrs. Croeblefs second letter Icame, 
begging the earl and countess to pay 
her a visit. It was he who replied; 
and, as If divining her secret thoughts 
he wrote that his wife regretted she 
was unable to visit Crosbie Castle at 
present

They had left the manor almost lm-
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mediately after Stuart's 
Lord Court suggested a abort tour on 
the Continent, and Margery eagerly 
agreed; so they crossed the Channel 
without delay. But, aa the winter 
slipped away, It occurred to Margery 
that she should visit her Inheritance, 
Beecham Park. So, bidding farewell 
to the clear blue skies and the world 
of delights that had been opened to 
her, they returned to England

Boecham Park was a huge, gloomy 
mansion, so deserted and solitary- 
looking that, as they drove up the 
magnificent avenue of chestnuts, Mar
gery Involuntarily shuddered. Sir 
Eustace Gerant had neglected the es
tate, and, splendid though the build
ing was within, it did not bring the 
pleasure to its owner that Court 
Manor had.

"Are you disappointed, my darling?” 
asked the earl one morning, after 
watching her carefully.

"It Is very grand; the grounds and 
woods are beautiful; but it is not 
home," she answered, with a sigh.

However, there was much to be 
done—for they found that the steward, 
who had had sole control of the es
tate, had neglected his duties most 
disgracefully; so, placing all authority 
in the hands of her husband, Margery 
turned her attention to the village 
near, burying all regrets and vain 
hopes that assailed her in untiring 
work on behalf ot_ her tenants.

It Vas a weary trial at times, for, 
though she had courage, her strength 
would occasionally fail, and her heart 
would yearn for the love she had lost, 
but none knew of this struggle but 
herself—she had learned to control 
her emotions and smile when the bur
den was heaviest.

"Its strange with how much power 
and pride

The softness is of love allied,
How much of power to force the 

breast
To be in outward show at rest,
How much of pride that never eye ■ 
May look upon Its agony.
Ah, little will the lip reveal 
Of all the burning heart can feel!"

Of Stuart she heard nothing; but 
she had faith in his courage and man
liness, and knew that, once the cloud 
which overshadowed him had passed, 
he would fulfill his word and face the 
world.1 He was once more her ideal, 
her hero, and she felt he would not 
fail in this duty to himself.

Engrossed in her thoughts- and daily 
tasks, she did not notice the change 
that seemed to be coming over the 
earl. His tenderness never failed, his 
courtesy and love were never lacking, 
and she had grown so used to all his 
thoughtful care that it seemed but 
the adjunct of everyday life. But she 
was suddenly awakened from this ex
istence.

The Squire of Crosbie Castle had 
been one of the first among her new 
relatives warmly to welcome Mar
gery. He had loved her fathey, and 
for his old affection’s sake had opened 
his heart to the young girl; When 
therefore he learned that the Earl 
and Countess of Court had returned 
to England and were staying at 
Beecham Park, he wrote immediately, 
expressing a great wish to visit them. 
To this Margery and her husband re
plied with genuine pleasure, begging 
the squire to come as soon as pos
sible.

Margery found a warm love spring 
up in her breast for Stuart’s father, 
and the earl and the squire soon be
came good friends. It was the squire 
who called Margery’s attention to 
Lord Court’s quiet manner and worn 
appearance, aa they were talking to
gether one morning. Margery listen
ed with * sense'of regret and remorse 
at her blindness, and, making some 
excuse, she left the squire in the 
grounds where they had been saunt
ering and hurried back to the house. 
It was a glorious spring day; the 
sunshine illuminted the old mansion, 
darting in golden shafts through the 
long, narrow windows. Margery 
crossed the hall, above which was 
seen a massive dome and round which 
ran the gallery leading to the upper 
apartments and bedrooms. Several 
servants were hurrying to and fro; 
and, asking tor the earl, she learned 
that he was in the study, busy with 
the new steward.

Without hesitation she made her 
way to the room and opened the door. 
The earl was alone, leaning his head 
upon his hand, reading some papers 
which lay on the table.

"This lease Is wrong, Robins." he 
said, not looking up as the door open-
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Boy babies are often 

more delicate than girls.
If you have a little son 
you will, therefore, want 
to take extra care of him. 
Watch his diet ; for most 
of the ailntents of baby
hood are traceable to 
incorrect feeding.

Virol will nourish his 
little body, build strong 
bones and white teeth, 
make healthy blood and 
firm flesh, and thus see 
him safely through the 
critical years of infancy.

Many a strong man 
to-day has to thank a 
childhood diet of Virol for 
the splendid constitution 
that has remained with 
him throughout bis life.

VIROL
The Food that {saves Live
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Just Folks.
By EDGAR GUEST.

THE RHODODENDRONS.
I’ve had trouble with rhododendrons,

I never can get them to grow,
Now I’ve been through the Carollnas 

and I’m certain the reason I 
know;

I’ve bought them eafch spring In their 
splendor, and I’ve carefully' 
brought them to bloom,

But the following season they've 
withered, and the winter has 
fashioned their doom.

I have nursed them and cared tor 
them truly. I have sheltered them 
alls that I could,

Imported or native, I’ve loved them, 
but always have failed as I 
should ;

Now.I’ve seen them at home In their 
splendor, full strong on their 
mountains and hills,

And I know it’a not winter that does 
It, It’s downright homesickness 
that kills I

My ground with true, love may be 
tended, my space may be lovely 
tod fair

The food I provide may be plenty, but 
there’s never a mountain side 
there;

And were I by the kindliest people 
set down where but strangers go 
by,

Though they lavish affection upon me,
I know I should wither and die.

The bright rhododendrons will flour
ish on the side of the mountains 
tod hills

With the spruces and pines for their 
neighbors and the songs of the 
rivers and rills;

And I know now the cause of my fail
ure, why I lose all the plants 
which I buy,

Homesick and heart-heavy they wither 
for they want what I cannot sup
ply.

EVERY PAIR A GENUINE BARGAIN.

Ladies’ Fawn Kid Dress Footwear, fancy Sally Strap, Louis Heels—
Special........................................................... ....................................... $2.50

. Ladies’ Grey Suede Dress Shoes, fancy Strap, medium rubber heels. A real 
bargain .. .. ................................................. ... ..................... - -$2.50

Other Styles in Grey and Fawn Footwear, at such popular prices as—
$3.00, $3.50, $4.00

Ladies’ Patent Dress Footwear, medium and low heels; all newest styles and
Model» M............. .........................................................................$2.50. $3.00

Lots of other styles to pick from . . .. .. .. .................$3.50, $4.00
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Men’s Marl
FOOOT

Men’s Tan Bals—Medium pointed to 
Regular Price $6.00. Special Pri

Men’s Brown Calf Boots—Blucher s 
Leather. Rubber heels. Special,

Men’s Black Box Calf Leather Boo 
“Our Own Make.” Special Price,

3

Men’s Black Kid 
Real value at .'.

Blucher -Booi

These are just a few of our many

es, 7, 7%,- 8, 8i/2, 9.
. . . . . . . . . . . $3.50

laranteed all solid
. . . . . . . . . . . $4.20

t Leather throughout.
dr.. . . . . . . . . . . $4.00

and comfortable.
.. .. . . . . . . . . . $4.50

i’ootwear Offerings.

Giving Tea its Smell
DOCTORED ODOURS THAT 

CEIVE THE NOSE.
DE.

In an unpretentious part of Dews
bury is one of the strangest factories 
in the country. A liquid compounded 
there is used to “scent" imitations of 
the famous Donegal tweed.

The real cloth Is spun in the one- 
roomed cottages of the Irish peasants, 
often In a thick atmosphere of peat 
smoke. These conditions give to tile 
cloth a characteristic odour, the p’re- 
sence of which is considered to be a 
mark of the genuine fabric. After the 
special solution has been applied to 
rolls of Imitation- homespun, the de-

PARKER & MONROE,
The Shoe Men
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ception Is so perfect that even an ex
pert Is deceived.

Faking the aroma of tea has long 
been a secret accomplishment of the 
Chinese. Poor qualities of tea lack the 
refreshing fragrance of the young 
shoots from which the best China tea 
1s made, but the Celestial makes up 
the deficiency with a tew broken leaves 
of jasmine.

Not What They Seem.
Delightfully reminiscent of peaches 

Is the aroma of a certain expensive 
tea. This famous product Is popular 
in America, but the real article Is ex
pensive and some blenders specialize 
in jhe production of tea artificially 
scented to resemble it.

Long cigars with a fine Havana 
aroma are sometimes e\ deception.. 
Chiefly composed of paper and ordin
ary leaves, they are wrapped in an 
outer covering of tobacco leaf, and 
their satisfying flavour and scent are 
entirely due to immersion In an oily 
liquid that contains a proportion of 
genuine tobacco extract.

Amateur whisky judges are impress
ed by the smell of their refreshment 
almost as much as by the taste, and 
some of the finest brands have that 
"peaty” favour which some palates 
relish. Unscrupulous manufactures 
impart this characteristic taste and 
smell to Inferior whisky by the addi
tion of creosote.
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SPRINi
This time of the year, people as a rule feel that they : 
Tonic and Blood Purifier. They feel tired, no energ 
caused by impurities in the blood, and what they w 
these impurities out. You can take no better Spr

staffor:
MANDRAKE B

These Bitters are purely vegetable. They are a va 
fier of the blood. A safe and certain remedy for 
Loss of Appetite, General Debility, etc.

TRY A BOTTLE.

Price 50c. Postage
........ .. » » '—ii.1.1
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I some kind of a good 
anything. This is 
something to drive 
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ERS
Iterative and Puri- 
less, Constipation,

tra.

SON,
Theatre Hill*

of our Stores 
stock.


