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ALABASTINE

PERFECT, SANITARY and PERMANENT

by nearly all the leading hardware and paint stores in
Canada. . That fact alone is evidence of superiority.
Look for, the little church on the label of every
Alabastine is never sold in bulk.
Everybody should be interested. Anybody writing us can
have free our booklet on Alabastine.
The Alabastine Co. Limited, Paris, Ont.
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Machinists and Boilermakers.
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BOWKER’S |
FERTILIZERS

from any of our local agents throu
our distributing agent in Charlotte
chant.

We carry the followiuy brands of mixed goods,

Buy the best, therefore buy Bowker’s.  T'hey can be obtained
gheut the Province and also from

town, A. Pickard & Co., Coal Meai-

viz, Farm and

Garden, Potato-and \ ¢yctable, Fresh - Ground.Bone and Square Braid

also a full stock of « hemicals at lo
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vest prices,

Finy @olor of the Rainbow

can he used to paint

“BANNIGER”

?
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EDDY’S

Impervious

Sheathing.

Ask your builder to use it on your new building.

Schofield  Bros.,

St. John, N, B.
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ARE YOU LOCKING

Have you ever read the *Bible ?
ye think ye have eternal lifé; and they

FOR GOOD READING ?

‘“Search the Séripluna; for in them
are they which testify of me,”

We have the Books from 5¢ #0 15¢ each.

Testaments from 3c to 65c.
Bibles from 12¢ to $7.50.
Revised Bibles from 25¢ to 75¢,
P. E. 1. Bible Society.

OORE, Agents,

HASZARD& M

SHORT WEIGHT
no matter how little at a'time, amownts
to a whole lol, on a year’'s buving.
Weight is a matter that we watch \ery
carefully, We want to give yon the
exact weight every time. But if there
is any error it has got tobe in your

fayor. p
OUR GROUBRY
pgtation is too good to have it
oi | ‘by short measnre. ‘Children
t as correct weiglit as grown

Don’t Insult
Your Stomach

with bad bread. It's ust
fig' éasy too make good bread as
bad if you have the right
kind of flour,

If you buy

|+ +. HERCULES

~ DELIGHT
" WHITE COAT

véu'll have no trouble. Try

a barrel and be convinced.
.. Our %uick delivery makes
" it péssiblé for ns to send nl[
orders on time, Call to-day.

STEWART & SON’

‘Queen Street
- OffersBuilding,
10 tts & wtf

-y

OfN. CONNOLLY & Co|¢
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LOVE FOR AN HC
IS LOVE FOREVER.

BY AMELIA E. BARR
Author of “Friend Olivia,” &c-

PUBLISHED . EXCLUSIVELY BY THE GUARDIAN IN THIS PROVINCE.

AN

CHAPTER I

Between the leaves of an old ro-
mance I found one day the shadow
of a lily and a song. The lily grew
forty years ago, the song was sung
as it was gathered, The flower 'is
nearly “dust, the words have nearly
faded away, but the story they keep
is  unforgotten. For in becoming
“Life'’ it made itself cternal.

Before the flower bloomed, before
the song had found a voice, Fran-
cesca Atherton had dreamed of love,
as saints dream of heaven—wonder-
ful, mystical, far off—an object both
of fervent desire and of wistful fear
@nd ‘uncertainty. For her young life
had'?een peopled from noble books,

and it was in their .pages she had
met her friends and. companions—
men, romantically honorable and

loyal; women, faithful in love, even
unto death—both alike doing nobly
with this life, because they held it as
the gage for life eternal.

And Francesca believed these shad-
Oowy forms to be portraits of the
people whom she would one day
meet in the world. No one told her
differently. Her aunt—the still beau-
tiful Loida Vyner—held the same
opinion; .for she had only made lit-

tle holiday visits into the world,
and she was quite ignorant of all
that- was mean or selfish in the

pPomps and vanities she took part in.
Gentle and romantic, carrying in her
heart the ‘*hush’ of a great sorrow,
Miss. Vyner had brought up her mo-
therless niece in that sweet, pious
simplicity which makes a woman not
only charming in good fortune but
patient and strong in the days of
calamity.

In . this exquisite schooling of a
young soul Squire Atherton had lit-
tle part. He distrusted himself en-
tirely where Francesca was concerned.
He would have taken a son to the
kennels and the ferret hutches, made
him wise in stable lore, and taught
him all' the mysteries of woodcraft.
The little maid, even at nine years
old, puzzled him. Her eyes, full of
solemn wonder, gave him an uncom-
fortable sense of incompetency. Her
hand had but to clasp his finger,
and he felt under an irresistible au-
thority. And when her small face
lay against his large, sunbrowned
cheek, he had neither wish nor will
of his own to speak of.

‘‘She is just a little lady! God love
her!* he.said "to his sister-in-law,
‘‘and she must have a lady to guide
her. As for me, Loida, thou knows,
I would lay my hands under her
fect.”” And Loida, looking up at the
man' standing firm as an oak before
her—massive, tall, tough, fearless—
felt all the wonderful surrender in
this free expression of love, and of
love’'s  service— ‘I would lay my
bands under. her feet.”’

It - this was the squire’s feeling

| when Francesca was nine years old,

when she was nineteen it
years stronger.

was ten
For he had then be-

tome a woman, and that'the high
park walls of Atherton Court would
not much longer keep away from her
whatever Fate was waiting.

““And I’ll tell thee what, Loida,’
he said one day, as they pat talking,
“'if anything goes wrong 'with Fran-
cesca, the world will be just four
bare walls to ne.””

As he spoke he rose and went to
the window. The leaded sashes were
open, and a robin-redbreast, singing
on an ivy branch, was almost in the
room. The squire chirruped to the
bird, but kept his eyes upon - his
daughter. She was coming slowly
up the stone steps of the terrace,
lifting slightly her long: white dress
with one hand, and scattering wheat
with the other to the many colored
pigeons, who paced and plumed and
bridled their opal necks, and ‘‘coo,
cou, coo’d” around her feet.

He called to her, because he wish-
ed to hear her voice; and she let the
wheat fall from her hand and lifted
her hat with a joyous upward move-
ment.

‘“Where have you been, Francesca?’’
he asked.

“I went to the south ‘walls, to ask
the apricots if they ‘wexe ripe. And
one—like roses and amber—told me
to try it.”’ ‘
‘““Was it good, dearie?’’

‘It was like sunshine and wine,

and musk-roses and—one of your
kisses, dear father.”’ She was Dby
this time at the open window, and

she sent the compliment straight to
his hcart, with a smile as ravishing
as love:and beauty could make it.
““Eh! but thy words are like music.
I don't wonder the very birds love to
hear them. Robin was singing till
you came; now, like a wise bird, he
is listening to thee.’’

‘I have just’ been Mstening to the
starlings. They have been holding a
large public meeting. Do you think,
father, that they are addicted tg
politics? No, it must have been a re-
ligious meeting. It was extremely or-
do'rly. There is a ;starling who Rlives
in th aast gable:’ he is ouite & re
ligious bird. I hiave often seen him
on the topmost ‘stone of the highest
chimney gaze the' green earthvand
up at the sky/, and then clap his
wings' softly/ to the most Jjoyful
song you imagine. He was sing-
ing to God, /I am sure he was.”’

“I wouldn/'t wonder, dearic.”’
‘‘Father, T walked through the
park to the great gates. And I saw
two gentlemen go past them. One
was old, d one was young; that
is, one was much older than the oth-
er; and they looked so happy, out
there in the world. I wished T was a
man—if I could only go riding up
and down, as my fancy led me.”’
“I'll warrant it was their busi<
ness, and not their fancy, that led
them intb this bit of country, Fran-
ces¢a, Why-a! They be coming here,

my little lady. Go' your
Loida M-'_Ill»)n',tgh

the trample of horses’ feet, and the
sound of men’s voices, and that lit-
-tle flurry . of formal welcome that
marks the unexpected yet not un-
welcome visitor. For visitors  were
rare at Atherton Court, and the
squire was glad to talk to - those
who brought to him for. awhile the
atmosphere of the busy world.

To Francesca their coming was al-
80 a little event. She felt a kind of
personal interest in theso strangers,
she had seen them before any one in
the‘house; and she was pleased when
the ostler took away their horses.

'They are going to stay to din-
ner,” she mentally commented, ‘“‘and
I wonder what I shall put on!" It
was a delightful uncertainty to her;
she opened first one and then anoth-
er of the wide drawers in her ambry;
and stood , looking down at their
contents. The scent of lavender stole
softly out of them, and mingled with
the sweet air of the room. And the
sunshine fell on several pale-colored
gowns, pink and‘amber, and blue
and white. She could not tell which
one was the prettiest, but it was
quite an important question to set-
tle; because a stranger was such a
rarity. One of these might be a lord
or a lover; might be the prince - of
all her fairylike love-dreams.

In the twinkling of an eye a girl's
bright glance can sce a great deal;
and Francesca in a moment's space,

from out of the green shadows in
which she stood, had noticed ' the
tall, graceful man who held his

bridle so lightly, and who turned a
handsome, dark face toward the dim
beech alley, through which he must
have seen her sguntering.

The dresses, crisp and fresh with
the clear starching now gone out. of
use, lay across the -counterpane. She
considered their claims with a divid-
ed heart; none pleased her above all

others. “I shall have to shut my
eyes and take what fortune sends
me,”’ she said, with a low laugh of

satisfaction. ‘‘We have to do that

about many other things, I am
sure.”’
Then she lifted her watch, and saw

that it was only a little after elev-
en. ‘““And dinner will not be served
until two—perhaps half-past two; for
Ann Pierson will have to make a
syllabub, of course. She thinks visit-
ors come to Atherton to eat her syl-
labubs.’’

This ‘primitive toilet divination
was' obviated.: by :the. decision of
Aunt- Loida, who immediately on en-

gun to realize that his child had be- |

tering the room perceived ~the di-
lemma, and met it.

““I would wear the pink muslin,
Frances,’”” she said. ‘It is sheercr
and smarter; and you can go to the
garden when you are dressed and get
some myrtle leaves and white clema-
tis. And black lace mitts, my dear.
Be sure of the black lace mitts! They
give an air of modesty to a young
girl. They say to a gentleman: ‘The
tips of my fingers only, air.”’’ 1

Francesca looked, with a smile, at
the tips of her fingers, and said:

““If youplease, aunt, for whom am
I to wear pink muslin, and white
clematis, and the limiting black
mitts?’”

‘““Our visitors are
Leigh and his son.’”

‘I have mever heard of them be-
fore. Did you? I hope they have not
come about money. Every one now
seems to come about money.’’

‘“They are very rich, and we owe
them nothing. Mr. Leigh is a loom-
lord. He lives to make woolen cloth.
But that is neither here nor there.
The younger man is extremely hand-
some, and, and—I am sure, Frances,
you will be careful. I mean dear—
you will not let him make any im-
pression—you know what I mean.’’

‘“‘Indeed, Aunt Loida, I do not
know what you mean."

‘“Young people sometimes fancy
they have fallen in love, when they
have not.”

‘“Why should you warn me about
falling in love? Have I ever done
sucth a thing? Is it a common trans-
gression of mine? How many op-
portunities have I had to be so
imprudent? 1Is ‘imprudent’  the
word? Or should I use a stronger
one?”’

“I see that I have been unwise in
speaking to you, Francesca.’’

+!‘You should not have spoken on
this subject. I am nearly nineteen
years old, Aunt Loida.’”’

‘It is such an important subject!
O Francesca, such a fateful subject!
It makes or mars human lives in a
few moments. I am ‘one of those
who know,” my dear.”’

Miss Vyner’'s still face flushed, and
she dropped her eyes upon her gray
dress and smoothed out a fanciful
crease. '

It was the first approach to confi-
dence ever given, and Francesca went
to her aunt’s side and took her
hand. Some, vague tradition of
Loida Vyner's disappointment in
love had floated into her conscious-
ness almost imperceptibly, but the
idea had always been pale, remote,
and without much meaning. At this
moment she had a revelation that
troubled and restrained her, and a
spell of sadness fell between the two
women, )

It lingered: inthe room after Miss
Vyner had left it, and Franccsca was
a little impatient of the feeling, She
began to sing softly, but ere she
was aware her voice had slipped into
o monotonous air, full of old world
sadness. Then she broke it off sud-
denly, and, in & quiet hurry, finish
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lar| eyes. ut it was ol
6»‘;'&:{, and she could’ go-tothe
garden and get flowers, and do all
these things in that final five minu-
tes before dinner.

As she passed through the hall, she §
heard her father talking. His voice
bad an argumentative ring; it was
clear and positive.

“Now I know what these people
have come for,’ she said to herself;
“politics, ‘I dare say this Stephen
Leigh is a Radical, for father never
talks that way but when somebody
is saying something against the
Conservative Government.'’. As soon
as she had settled the visit upon a
political basis, her spirits rose; the
decision put away some unacknow-
ledged money care.

With a light step she went down
the terrace into the pleasant stretch
of odorous shrubs and hlosson}ing
flowers. Hewe there were all kinds
of shady alleys; rose hedges shut in
some, and the laburnums’ rain of
gold and the climbing honeysuckle
others; and lower down toward the
steps of the second terrace there was
a thick screen of white clematis. It
covered also a little summer-house
overlooking the steps and the hilly
sward in which they were set; and
lower down, the place of summer
fruits. The desire to enter the sum-
mer-house was irresistible. It was
so cool, and then the light was so
green there, and her pink dress mn_de
such a charming glow in its dim
shadow. She spread it out with an
obvious childlike pride in the con-
trast.

Oh, the stillness! Oh, the sweet
smell of growing wood; of the soil;
of the flowers; of the ripening fruit!
Youth has a sensuous hunger for
such alluring odors, and Francesca
sat and closed her eyes, the better
to enjoy them. The chair was her
father’'s ‘chair; it was large u{xd
soft; the air was the noontide air,
it was warm and sleepy; her soul
was in the meod of a truant, and
it slipped away into the land of
dreams,

She awakened suddenly, as if she
had been sharply called. All the
lower space of the fruit garden was
full of sweetest meloedy:

“I dreamt that I dwelt in marble

halls.’"

That was very like what she had
been dreaming. She rose quickly to
her feet, a warm crimson wave rush-
ed over her throat and face, her eyes
grew larger and darker, she parted
the clematis vines amd looked
through them.

A young man was slowly walking'
betwaen the plum and the apricot
standrads, and singing as he walked,
His voice had magic in it. The ten-
der, ringing tones, now sharp and
clear, tlven soft and lingering, came
floating up the terrace and went
straight to her heart. She had
heard the first verse of the song Tn
her sleep—never before—and the se-
cond verse had an insinuating famil-
iarity she could not resist.

The singer came slowly onwuu"d,
taking the' terrace-steps with ‘a
charming deliberation. He held an
apricot, and he threw it lightly from
one hand to the other, making the
act as rhythmical and graceiul as
the melody, he sang to the move-
ment. He was bare-headed, slender
and tall, and carried himself with a
royal air. As he came closer, she
saw that he was very handsome;
that his mouth was sweet and smil-
ing; that his clothes had the gloss
of fashion. He stood a moment : on
the top-most step; stood in the sun-
shine singing, serenely glad, and
wearing the look of a man who had
always lived in the sunniest places
of human happiness. ¢

Francesca - would have fled, - but
flight was now impossible. She
forgot even to sit down, and thus
give the idea, at least, of indiffer-
ence. Putting together the parted
vines, she stood very upright, fac-
ing tha leafy entrance. Her left
hand was dropped, her right hand
grasped the back of the large chair.
Pinker than her muslin gown was
her face; her eyes shone like stars;
her manner expressed forcibly the
confusion of a soul surprised in its
very citadel. 3

For a moment the singer and the
listener looked straight into. each
other’'s eyes.! Something impelled
them to this recognizance, “Then
Francesca said:

“I am Miss Atherton."” ’

And the stranger said:

I am Lancelot Leigh.’* |

‘And she gave him just the tips of
her fingers, and they went through
the garden together. And the‘white
clematis were never gathered, which
was a fortunate thing, for the free
flowers of the gadding vine hold no
love-spell in their wide-open dups.
There was one hour before dinner,
and love for an hour is love foraver
—it it be true love. These ttwo
souls had just found each other, snd
they had so much to say, and seem-
ed to choose such unmeaning words
that any one not of the faculty .of |
love would have been puzzle at
their satisfaction. A few syllables
and a glance—a glance and a flower
—one step at a time, and the touch
of their hands—these simple vehicles
of understanding held a measureless
contentment. And when they took
the terraced steps together, the tips
of their fingers had a language  all
their own—mysterically sweet as ithe
influences of the Pleiades, mystically
binding as the virtues of Orion.
They were talking of names at the:
time, and he' said, softly: by

““I am called Lancelot,"-

She answered:

“‘I am called Francesca.'” .

He repeated the word slowly-
“Francesca!’’ and every letter. was
vivid as light, and the name' went
to his brain like wine, !

What did it matter te them' that
they were late to dinmer, and’ that
the squire, with a slow dignity' that
was almost & reproof, told them so?
What did it matter that he looked
annoyed, and Aunt Loida anxious,

We have .Q,M dunlndt;ﬁ 'n&ly- 1
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THE SIGN OF SUPERIORITY IN RUBBER i
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1 THE TRADE MARK THAT INSURE
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What is Your Wish ?

To Leave Your Family Well off ? . .4

To Secure an Income in Old Age ? h

To Increase Your Business Credit ?

To Invest Your Savings Profitably ?

Life Insurance in The Mutual Life may be made to provide all

thece and more. )
- Write or Call at Once for Full Pariiculars.

The Mutual Life Insurance Co., of New York.

(01dest in America) A, N. FRASER, (Largest in the World)

Provincial Manager,
Charlottetown, P. L. I.

Those Hard Times

Why buy a new coat or suit, either lady or gent, when jor a trifle
you may have your old garments, if they are not worn too much,
made to look hke new; some may he faded or. soiled, you may
be tired of some color, when spring comes you will want to
change. Loose no tjme, but biing all yonr extra goods éither
wearing apparel or otherwise, lace curtaius, or any other kind,
silks, &c., ties, gloves, opera cloaks, &c., or any article bnt furs.

Dyeing, cleaning and finishing is the best and cheapest at
Patker’s Dye Works, the largest in Canada,
Agency at

S F. TARBUSH.

High Grade Art Parlors, Queen St., Ch’town.
1-3 tu sa &wif

TELEPHONE 299 P. 0. BOX 292.

ERBERT GRAY & Co.,,

Exporiers and Commission Merchants, (harlotte-
town, P. E. Eland,

Buyers of Canned Lobsters and Meats.
Correspondence Solicited.
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BEST SET OF TEETH $8.00

Owing to the closing out of a Jarge wholesale dental supply ' com
pany we were able to purchase a large stock of high grade ‘teeth and
material at a very low figure, This means we can, wlile ‘our stock

lasts, give you the regula
. $10.00 SET OF TEETH FOR $8.00.

The teeth and material are the best that money can buy and are
guaranteed by the manufacturers and ourselves. X

If you wish to take advantage of this offer you had better do so at
once ‘as the price only lasts while the stock does,

If you have teeth to be extractcd don’t worry about them. We
can, by the use of VITALIZED AIR take them out and not hurt you
in the slightest. i

EXTRACTING FREE
anteed fully.

BERLIN DENTAL PARLORS,

Over P Bios, . C. H, BEE )
::c‘.:"x:\‘v;se 108 Dr.C.H BEER,Proprictor, Phone 153.
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when plates are ordered. All work guar-

If you do, don’t forget that we are heud:
quarters for anything in the shooting line,




