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worship, .a fond false faith, a devoted
mistaken creed. She had treasnred it as
a jewel of great prica and beauty, to be
looked - at, cherished, delighted in, in
those rare sweet hours of freadom when
the shrewish her, the seven noisy
children, the emaH, overcrowded home,
the hard work, the hard hande, her
father’s frowns, Thomas Paacoe’s de-
tested presence, had all as it were passed
away, and left her alone and peacefully
happy by her young mother’s grave in
Trewillian churchyard, or singing the
plaintive lulaby for little Louie, whem,
from the little dormar window looking
seawards, there flsated down on the wide
expanse of rippling waters lost in the

‘silver mists of the far herizon, the yearn-

ing breath of the tender words:
“Sweet and Tow, sweet and low,
Wind of ‘the western sea.”

It had been something to think of in
her meek maiden prayess, with an added
voiceless petition—something to ponder
in timid wonderment and sad tender
yearning, when she knelt beside her
mother’s grave in Trewillian churchyard,
washed the simple slab, cut the waving
grass, softly, corefully, with loving pains-
taking, as though she were fashioming 2
garment for the quiet sleeper's wear, and
kiseed— “Winifred, the beloved wife of
John Caertyon.”

She wondered so if “mother” kmew—

- . rere) ot

shipped idol, gloriiied by “her fond wo-
manly love, reveremced by her childish
timid devotion. And new, now it waa all
over-—the idol profamed, the harmon

M-h‘hadma.evenﬂnr@t
to worship, to treasure , Y0 he-

1 th ; >y
devotion, her absurd aéfection, where her
presumvtuous feet had led her astray—
where she, and her love and faith and
commtancy, were alife unexpeeted, un-

| weleomes, contemptible. The idyl, = the
gitl, | poem, the Parudise

of lofty, tender
thoughta and ers had been ail a
dream—= long, height morning dream—a
dream ?: produet of which was delirious
sgouy pein, dessolation, and burning,
mortified shame—the anguished shame
which shose equally proud’and pure-
minded alone can knmow.:

She was awake mow, to dream her
sweet dream' no more. Awaket—not

THIS “SIMPLE” LITTLE HAT HAS A $300
FEATHER---MOST EXPENSIVE KNOWN
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low plume and a bunch of ragbag
flowers.” The hat illustrated s one
of the most ‘expensive of the season’s
ideas in millinery. It is made of

chiffon velvet over a very emall
cap shape with no trimming except a

bow of the material on one side
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the deep, gurgling waters amidst
rocks reled in a soothing murmur,
ripples rushed towards her and siipped
softly back into their ocean bed as if
wooing her young feet, so bruised and

the

low them. She knew nothing of heath-
rines of the right to die and the
sinlegsnesa of the suicide’s act; she was
only a poor, simple-minded, half heart-
broken little girl; i
of supplication followed the ejaculatory
one of despair. In the helpiess simplic-
ity of her Christiamity, she turned to
heaven for relief.

“Heaven help me—pity me!” seobbed
Winnie, upstretching her thin  white
arms, as if eeeking the clasp of a friend-
ly hand; and, gazing upward, she saw
that the eevming star had arisen, and
was looking down upon her from the
dark evening sky. Down into the gmif
of her despair, like a pitying eternal
eye, shone the slender silver ray.
the star-angel, God’s messenger to his
sorrowing child, lighting her gemtly on
her homeward path, eeemed to soothe
her at onee with assurance of suecor
and relief. .

CHAPTER XIiLL

“I can not quite understowd, Mil A
about Miss Winnic Caertyon--has m
Vivian quarrelled with her?”

“Quarrelled; Aunt Vivian quarreiled
with Miss Winnie Caertyon! Profane
mortal!” Mildred responded, her haugh-
ty emile resolving into a sunshine of
mischievous fun. “Aunt Vivian quarrei-
led with her poor little hired compan-
ion, amuanmuensis, or whatever other of-
fice she was honored by being appoint-
ed to! Does Her Gracious Majesty box
the ears of the royal pages when they
fail in their duty?”

“Well, then, what is the cause of
aunt’s totally ignering the poor iittle
thing’s existence?” asked .Captain Tre-
dennick, rather irritably. “I fancied
that Madam regarded her more in the
light of an adopted child than anything
else, and now 1 discover that she nevér
sees her, never mentions her name, and
prevents it from being mentioned, as I
fancied last might from her manner.
Hns Winnie Caerlycn done anything to
dffend her?” -

“You had better ask her, cousin)”
Mildred replied, her face sparkling all
over 'with satirical mirth. “Ask her
where is Winnie Caerlvon—why was she
banished from Roseworthy—and  gef
that she may be imstantly recalled—do,
Stephen—to oblige me!”

“Why are you laughing, Mildred?” he
‘said, smiling in spite of himseif. “Is
there any reason why I should not ask
Aunt Vivian abeut her little friend?”

“I think you had better apply to Aunt
Vivian herself if you want any informa-
tion on the subject, Cousin Stephen,”
Mildred returned. more quietly and
coldly; “she mignt not think the affair
one in which I could possibly, or with
propriety, be interested, or with which

.

: } £ ought to be acqusinted,” and the sar-

castic lips took an additionai sharp
curve as she spoke:

““With propriety, Mildred—about—
about: little Winnie Catriyon!” Stephen
Tredennick’s very lips had grown pafe,
and he gasped out the words breathless-
ly in convulsive alarm.

“Abeut little Wimmie Caeriyon,” MiHa®-
. red ropeated, her handsome face grow-
ing hard, and her bright eyes peering in
their handsome gaze into ber cousin’s
troubled changing face. “l un sorry to
see that the news affects you so mmeh,
Captam Treednmick.”

“Affects me!” Stephen Tredennick
cried, his alarm and  bewilderment
growing stronger. “Why. Miidred what
is there to bhe sorrv for? What is it
about peor little Winnie Catriyon?”

The coid haughty face grew colder,
and Mildred Tredcnnick’s eyves flasaed
in & sudden blaze of indignation.

“Captain Tredennick, I hate hypec-
ricy as I hate craftinese,” she said ;"it
does not become omne of our name to
stoop so low as to touch either!” Ang,
having given utterance to her senti-
menta. her imperial highness gathered
her satin-linel  morning-robes around
her as if thev had been in truth the
reenl purples, and swopt out of Stephen
Tredennick’s offending presener, leaving
him hurt, amazed, angry, and contused
bevond measnre.

“T don't
Stephen s to

believe poor, dear old
blame one i,
in spite of all they may say,”
sne  muttered to herseif, switching
her dress away from Miss Trewh-lla’s
solicitous townching and arranging. and
marching off imperiousiy. fastenin: her
silken sash amd adjusting her lace rol-
lar as she went. in a hichiy independ nt
mamnar. She fearlesaly invaded I
ecousin’s privacy in his study. where Lo
sat before the fire in the dark, dull af-
ternoon, in a deep reverie of thought
and tohmeen smeke hazily intermingled.
“Cousin Stephen.” she said abruntly,
“I beg your pardon—I speke rudely a
while age, but you ammoyed me.”
“l was nota aware of having done so,”
rejoined Stephen Tredenmnick, quietly and
gravely. There was no one on earth
who oruld manage Mildred Tredennick
so emmily and exert such an influence
over her, as her cousin. Stephen; at
least his aunt and hers. Madam Vivian,
had constantly assured him of the fact.
“But you annoyed and troubled me.
Unkind insinuatioms and malicious hints
ought to be as far beneath a Tredennick
as h i3y and ecraftiness, Millie.” -

» I have not stooped to either,
Stephen,” said Mildred hotly; “but I
thought you were descending to an
elaborate pretence of ignorance of some-
thing of which vou were perfectly aware
—at least, so they said.”

“Who said?” Stephen Tl'denm‘ek de

weary from the pathway of life, to fol- |

-the satin fairmess of which one hour's

- know it, whose pure lips he had kissed,

and I did not know what to do with
It made him cross and fretful, If I
tried one, I have tried fifty remedies
without resuit. At last I got samples of
Cuticura Seap and Ointment, and after
using them two days I noticed a change.
I then bought a full-sized cake of Cuticura
Soap and one bax of Cuticura Qintment and
I used to give the boy a hot bath dafly
using Cuticura Soap freely, antt then appied.
the Cuticura Ointment. He had suffered
thres months with the horrible disease be-
fore I started to use the Cuticura Soap and
Ointment, and nige days after the bay was
cured and has not heen troulfied since.””
(Signed) B. Cloutier, Dec. 12, 1911.
Cuticura 8oap and Cuticurs Ointment are:
sold by druggists and dealers everywhers
A single set is often sufficient.
sampile of each mailed free, with 32-p.
Book. Address post card Potter Dy
Chem. Corp., Dept. 40D, Bostag, U. 8
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tain of the Chittoor asked, sterniy, con-
fronting his handsome, ha copsin,
haughtier than herse, looking down
from his stalwart height on even her
Junho-like. stature; and imperious, self-
possessed Mildred quailed ever so Ht-
tle, and faltered, with a girlish rising
color.

“They said that you admired Winnie
Caerlyon, noticed her, walked out with
her, paid her visits, liked and admired
her, and paid her af‘ention—you know,
Stephen”—imperious Mildred faltered
here—“and then—"

“Then what?” He struck his-elenched
hand with an inveluntary force against
the arm of his chair, and a steem over-

ing the Chittoor on the wide acean
never brought so dark a cloud as then
swept over his brow.

“They said that Winnie Caeriyen, poor
little thing—” Mildred’s very tempies
had colored now—her keen womanl;
pride and delicacy shrank from what
must have geemed casting ridicule on an-
other woman’s hopeless affection. That
poor little miserable, pale-faced, shabby
creature—why ghould she remder her
absurd and unworthy of respeet in
Stephen Tredennick’s eyes

She glanced at the mirrored reflection
of her own splendid form. in the glory
of her blooming womanhood—at the
silken sheen of her sweeping robes of
royal blue—Mildred would have liked
to wear purple velvet and ermine every
day had it not been inconvenient—the
massive gold comb and pins fmﬁ
the braids of her shining bronze-
hair, her aristocratic jewelled hands,

hard work had never sullied—at all the
queenly elegance and grace which were
so natural to her in the pride of her
beauty, snd she hesitzted, with the un-
ofamblemtum,bgu‘ﬂ?
the wenk, to moek the helpless, to alight
a woman becsuse she was ‘inferior
in birth aud station.
But Stephen Tredemnick’s face admit-
ted of little hesitation, of no demind;

, you
know,” she went on, reluctanfly—“that
Winnie—"

“What about Winnie.” Stephen Tre
dennick raiterated.

The childish name brought back in a
floed of recollection the annonncement
of the little dark dripping figuse in the
lighted entry—the pale-faced child with
the beautiful tresses of hair and the
passionate womanly eyes—the shiv
little woman whom he had esco
home through the wild March mornt
—the gentle girl by whese side he
sat on that sunny aftermoon, litening
to her sweet voice, as it mingled with
the plashing of the waves—the patient,
dear little creature, busy in the tidy
kitchen, with her white apron and her
big knife, cutting bread and butter.

Stephen Tredennick had often laugh-
ed since. calling to mind what a large
knife and a great pile of bread were
there. and how slight and small was the
deft little housewife—poor dear little
Winnie, who had blushed beneath his
gaze as he had never seen a woman
blush before or since, whom he had tak-
en into his heart. althouch he did not

and had felt ever since ae if he dared
never sully his own by a coarse word
or a lighter caress, for their dear maid-
enly sa.gke.

Winnie! Paor dear little pale faced,
quaint, simple-hearted Winnie—fiery,
proud, passionate little woman—patient,
dutifnl, loving little maiden—what had
the serpent tongues of gossips and scan-
dal mongers to lay to her ¢ha that
innocent child with the wistful and
dark pathetic eyes, like a sea-spirit ex-
iled from the beauty of her ocean home
to earth’s dreary drudgery? What
had they to say about her? What
did they dare to say? , And Stephen
Trerenmek’s stout heart grew etill in
the breathless waiting for his cousin's
n“pghatdo they say about Winmie?” he
repeated hoarsely.

And Mildred Tredemmick looked straight
imto his eyes—angrily almost—for in her
royal wemanulipess she dreaded to see a
sneer ar self-satisfied snezr there—and
answered, bringing out the sharp bare
truth of the, assertion with a stern re-
proachfal direet

“That Winnie Caeriyon lavsg-ﬁn"

was dead silence for & minute
or two in the warm fire-lit room, for the
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3 buk with a cerfain weight
meaning in her tomes.
“And I thought you cared mere for
me,” Captain Tredemick

;
3'?%

]

sl

“You tampered with it yourself before
I ever heard the girP’s name mentioned,
or entered the cloistered seelusion of

One cowld wager with far greater cer-
the ewent of a bright, mild,
sunshiny morning than on Miss Tredenm.
mick's meod for kalt an hour togerher,
The meerseaum was roughly pushed

Y | aside mow.

“I” he said, the veins in his temples
standing out darily in relief —7, AHI-
dred! How, prag?”

that far jacket, I believe,”
Mildred briefly

Her ceusin leeked both execi and
seriously disturiied and ancry. was
a litthe afraidl of provoking him muech
further; but the temptation to tease
was irresistible with the tyrannieal
ywnxt::?—h&d-,'“ﬂe after aH, w
counld r L Winnie Caerlyon
be te hinrpw '

“That fur jacket, concerning whieh I
have heard sadh semsational secounts—
why did & to her, ”

“The-— > Stephen Theden-
nick repeated, in the slow utéerance of
“why did i ,
chosm

pocket, T suppese.”
{o be Quntinued.)

Cramps o Night
'Reguire Prompt Remedy

Deadly cram the symptoms are
not to be mi Suddenly and with-
out wrnradny the patient experiennes
such ageny in the sioinclr as to con-
tort the countemance ond eause him to
cry aleud for help.

Then it is that the wonderful power

cures so q\ﬁdﬁl}a )

“Last sommer [ was stri~kK>p with a
frightfal atteek of crampe. | feared the
pain in my stommea would. ki® me.

“My eyes bmiged out and the veins
in mv forehead stood out like whipeords.

“My eries attrneted a neighbor, who
eame to myv assistance, and in a moment
or two handed me half » teasnoonful of
WNerviline in some sweetened water.

“ft seerned as it an angel 'd eharm-
od away the pain. In ten seccmds. T was
well.  Nerviline has a2 wonderful name
in this loecalitv, and i3 considered bLest
far cramps, dirrhoea, flatulence, stom-
ach and howel disorders I 'urge afl my
friends to wse Nerviline,

“MANLEY M. LEGARDE,
“Williomsburg.”™

Xo home i3 safe or man afford to miss
the manifold advantayes of havine Ner-
viline en hand in case of accidemt or
cmergent sicknesa, Larce family size
bottles of Nerviline, 50c; trial size, 25e¢,
21l dealers, ar The Citarrhozone Co.,
Buffalo, N. Y., and Kingston, Canada.
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TWO PROCESSIONS.
(Philadeiphia Reecord)

The Mayor of Lawrence is in New York
making remarks about his town and its
recent troubles. He says the striks got
alone verv comfortably until the Indus-
rial Workers of the Worid got in there
and trted to make treuble. Thare was
never the slightest excuse for spectacular
“expulsion of the children.’”” The city was
ready to take care of the needy persons
and the *“expulsian of the children’” was
a plece of stage nlay. Parents were often
coerced into sending thdlr chil@ren away
and these were dressed in rags when they
had eecod clethes in erder to maxke wa
1 on. The strikers and the I W.
W. had a permit to start a procession
at 1.3 and to march with no flag except
the stars and seripes. They started the
procession at 10.3. with red flags all
over and one blaek flag inscribed ‘*No
Ged. No .”* Then the law-abiding
netnie of Lawrence got to work and had
a precession expresaive of loyalty, orde:
and religion.

over Iandscape. The |
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in cleaning up my aystem.

did the work of a tonie and blood medi-
cine combined. I improved to a mawemal-
ous degree with Dr. Hamiltow’s Pills,

I now maintain the most perfect kind o
health by using them just once or fwice
a week.”

at Gleucester, who relates the above ex-
perience. She proved what you and o
6thers, men and women, can prove—that
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills are best for restar-
ing health and beet for keeping the sys-
tem in perfect rumning order. Don't he
misled into using anything but Dr. Ham-
ilton’s Pills, 25¢ a box, five for $1.06 ab
all druggists and storekeepers, or pest-
paid by the Catarrhozone Co., Buftafe,
N. Y., and King=ton, Canada.
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HE HAD REVENGE.

Stage Hand Got Even With Dis-
likked Actress.

Many of the emall revenges praciied
on actore by the etagehand who has
canceived a dislike for them, for on
reason or another—generally groung
—are nothing greater tham petty ann
ances, writes Mary Shaw, in the 8
But sometimes, if he happeme to,
vicious, theee acts may be made
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footateol with lead and thpb
gave Tt a kick the i

dens. He must have realized what her
complaint would be, for he hurried i,
Ifis face beaming, and, before the fan-
ous actress could begin her protest,
gaily cried out: “That eplendid —firel
You made 2 big hit with that mew pipce
of business! Pub it on every nightt®

A CLEVER THIEF.

Prisoner Had Knife Hidden in His
Mouth.

Some years ago in the district of Jal
paigort, Bengal, there was a sudden
wpidemic of petty thefts and burglaries,
says the Strand. The police, completely
baffled for some time, finally arrested
an individual on euspicion, who, after a
prd)iminary magesterial investigation,
was remanded in custody with a view to
further inquiries as to his antecedenbs.

On being searched a policoman, sme-
pecting he had something concealed in
his mouth, ordered him to open it, when,
embedded around onme of his back teeth,
was found a hard substance which, om
being extracted, proved to be a emaB,
eemi-circular clasp knife. The prisoner,
‘'who had hitherto protested his fmp-
cence, now made a full confession, ang
eventnally turned out to be ene of ¢ha
notorious criminal tribe of “Burwarw”
from the distriet of Geonda,. in Oudh, and
had adready been convicted oi fourthem
previous offences!

He admitted that the kne had beem
&peeially made for him, and that he udyl
it for eutting open bales of cloth and
also for poeket picking.

A mep of man’a errors wouid omly

——————
It’s the eueccesafyl
hat fhere is no gch

mot:mkatho;:xtonehnﬂb-
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