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Clifford makes a quick movement.
His eyes are on the stairs above him.
“I expect you'll have to die,’’ says he.
For here he come!"”
‘“Oh, no!” says Hilary.
In fact Ker is running down the stairs
at the top of his speed, to find that glass
of water for the fainting Swiss peasant.
Hilary has barely time to stand back
from Jim, and give him a glance that
warns him that eternal infamy will
brand him if he now by one word be-
trays her, when Ker is in their midst.
| Seeing a smart-looking maid (even at
’ this hurried moment he notices that
‘“beauty lies within her eyes’) with an
empty ice plate in her hand, that appar-
ently she is just taking away from some-
| body, he rushes up to Hilary, and says
| in a breathless tone:— :
] ‘A glass of water, please.’
' Hilary, after a second’s shock, is equal
| to the occasion.
| ‘A glass of water, sir?”’
I “Yes. And in a hurry, my good girl.’
“ ““You shall have it, sir.”
|
|
!
|
|
!

““

She goes over to the buffet, procures
the glass of water in question, and brings
it back to Ker.

‘“Oh, thanks. A thousand thanks,,"”
says he, in a hurried way.

He seizes the glass, squaeezes a florin
into Hilary’s hand, and is gone.

| Hilary stands still for a moment, tken |
subsides into the dark recess of a closed |
| ecame in, and had been quite incapable

doorway, her brother-in-law following
her.
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| to meet him after this:
‘“He won't remember,”’ says Hilary.
“Won’'t he? I)un t you think somebody
will tell hin
*“Tell him what?"’
““That you were dressed as a parior-

)

as he must, don’t you think he will pus
two and two together?’’

‘‘Perhaps he has no head for mathe-

matics,”’ says Hilary, but even she feels
that this is frivolous.
i However, the diseussion is brought to
an end suddenly by Diana, who comes
down the stairs to them with Peter Kin-
sella, and having d smissed that florid
young Romeo, warns Hilary that if they
don’t go home at once they will probably
be mixed up with the rank and file at
the end.

This awful suggestion has its effect.
Soon they are on their homeward way,
and ‘‘At last,”” as Diana says, ‘‘can
talk.”’

Clifford leads off the conversational
ball in a light and airy fashion.

‘‘Ker has just given Hilary two shill-
ings,’’ says he.

““What?"’

Diana peers at him through the fast-
growing brightness of the coming dawn.
If he were not the most abstemious of
men she would have told herseif that
perhaps there had been a last glass of
champagne, but—

“Yes, I assure you,”’ says Clifford
“I saw him do it. I don’t think much of
him, do you? Most fellows give the girl
they are going to marry a ring or a
bracelet, or a trally-wag of some sort,
but I never heard of a two-shilling picce
hefore. Perhaps it’s fashionable! We're
rather out of it down here, you know,
so we mightn't know. But to me it
w'.;x.;i; shabby.”’

“You must be mad,”’ says Diana.

“It’s Hilary who ought to be mad. I
dare say she expected a ring, noor girl!”

“Hilary, what does this mean?’’ says
Diana, turning to her sister.

““Oh! mean!”’ says Clifford. ‘That’s
the very word for it. A paltry florin! I
wouldn’t stand it if I were you, Hilary.
I'd fling him over. By-the-bye, you have
it with you, I suppose? You can show
the melancholy coin to Di, can’t you?”’

“Pon’t mind him,”’ says Hilary, who |
is choking with laughter. ‘ But oh, Di, |
such a thing has happened! He came |

down the stairs to get a glass of water
i for some one—""’

‘That wretched Blake girl,”” gasps
Diana, who now anticipates a catas-
trophe.

‘And seeing me in cap and gown,
thought I was an attendant. I couldn't
resist the situation—I felt indeed as if I
were in a situation, he took me so en-
tirely bona fide, and I answered him.
Called him ‘Sir,’ and got him the glass
of water, whereupon he Kkindly pressed
this,”” holding up the memorable florin,
“into my hand!”

“Good gracious, what is to be done?”’
says Diawa.

‘You think I ought to return it?"”’

|

I shall keep it as a precious relic; but
wasn’t it a great deal to give for a glass

of water, Di? Wasn't it very extravagant |
of him? Do you think it would be safe
to marry such a spendthrift as he has |

pm\n-.l himself to be?

“Oh, I'm not thinking of that dt all,”’
says Diana, in a voice of anguish. ‘“And
how you can make a jest of it—I am
only remembering that I have asked him
to lunch to-morrow, and that he is com-
ing! When he sees you—"’

““Sees me! Never!” cries Hilary, now
thoroughly frightened. ‘‘Do you think
I would face him after this? What on
earth did you ask him for?”’

‘““Why, for you!”
solemn wav.

“I can’t. I1,” defiantly, ‘““won’t. I'd

i considering the diss

‘“A nice beginning,’’ says he wrath- |
fully. ‘““How do you think you are going |

| Hilary mistakes her. ‘I shan’t, however. |

says Diana in her

Anen W s useless.  Nothing im the
world would tempt me to meet him  vo-
MOrrow.

“But you will have to see him soener
or later.”’

“Then it shall be later, when he has
forgotten all about—ihe glass of water.”’

“That wouldn't take him long,”’ says
Clifford. *“‘I expect it has faded from his
memory by this; what he may remember
ig,” with evidently gloomy foreboding
as to the miserliness of Ker's disposition,

he loss of his two-shilling piece!”

“Nonsense! 1 don’t believe he’d ever
think ef that again,’’ says Diana, who
is highly incensed with her husband for

i even pretending  to show up Ker to Hil-

ary in o mercenary light: girls are so
sroubl me sometines over the vaguest
thing

'll t s what I say,” says Hilary, who
is rather enjoying herself. “I told you
I thought him a born spendthrift »’

i
“Well,” says Diana boldly, ““I'd rather

; marry a spendthrift than a miser any

day!”’

“Which am I?” asks Chifford anxious-
ly.

“QOh, you! You're nothing!”’ says his
wife, who is a little ind int with hins.,

At this, Clifford passes his arm sud-
denly round her, and brings her up close
to him,

“Poor old gzirl! Look at her! Married

to & hopeless nul'n'll'l[\' "7 says he, where-

on they all laugh together, and peace is

stored.,

, darling, you will appear at
' entreats Diana softly.
Never!” says Hilary, with
“I—I couldn’'t!”

CHAPTER IV.
ne dhratwyn-room,

It is ne \t morning, and very early too,
ions of the night
before. Diana and Hilary have only just
got down stairs, and to be told, in their
languid state, that that old gossip-
monger is waiting to see them, seems
more than can be endured. Mrs. Clifford
stares at the cook.

“Why on earth didn’t you say we were
in bed?’’ says she, in an irate tone.

“I don’t know, ma’am. I didn’t know

{ what you'd wish.”’

And of course she didn’t, being pressed
into upstairs service for the first time.
The parlormaid had been in the lowest
spirits since the post at eight o’clock

of doing anything ever since. The news
the letter contained was that her aunt
was a little bilious (the aunt lived in
Tralee, and she had never seen her), and
that there was to be a wvery big ‘‘pat-
tern’” held this evening in her own
place, about five miles from her present
sitnation. (A ‘‘pattern’’ means a dance
on the highway where four roads meet,

; 4 | and where the peasants congregate on
maid to-night? And when he sees you, |

stated occasions to foot it gayly to and
fro, with the assistance of some old piper
—generally, and- by preference, blind.)
It had occurred, therefore, to her simple

i mind, that if she cried a groat deal over

her aunt, she might find a way to go
and enjoy herself at the ‘‘pattern.’’

“Where is Bridget?’ asks Diana, al-
luding to the parlor-maid.

‘*She’s cr\m;z. ma’'am.
news, she says.

““Bad news?”’

“About her aunt, ma’am. She’'s very
bad, she says.”’

“Oh, I'm sorry to hear that. And how
is Bridget now?"’

“The same way, ma’am. But she says
she’s sure her aunt is worse!”’

‘““How can she know that?’’ asks Hil-
ary.

“I don’t know, miss.”’

Mrs. Clifford, who has served a long
apprenticeship to Irish servants, and who
has heard of the ‘‘pattern,’’ rises abrupt-
ly, and turns to Hilary

“Come, let us sec ;s Kinsella. Let
us get it over,”’ says she. "ogether they
enter the drawing-room.

You're surprised to see me, me dear.
(\'1 Miss Kinsella comes to mget them
with a beaming face. ‘‘An’ so early too.
But you know that your Bridget’s aunt
is also a cousin of my charwoman, an’
she says she is very bad to-day.”

““The eharwoman?”’

““Oh, no, Miss Burroughs, dear—your
Bridget’s aunt. And I hear that she
wants Bridget very badly; and I knew
you wounld want Bridget very little to-
day, being so tired—"’

‘1 think that is why we should want
her,”’ says Hilary, turning to the old
“busybody thankless,”” with a rather
severe air.

But when her aunt is dying,”’
Miss Kinsella, her old maid’s curls sv
ing backward and forward in an ang 1\'
tashion. Her face takes a lugubrious
turn. ‘‘And when you have two other

~he's had bad

0

‘The cook and the nurecry-maid hard-
ly count,’”” says Mrs. Clifford, ‘‘and, as a
fact, I want a parlor maid very much
to-day. I have people to luncheon.”’

‘“No, yve don’t say so!”’
sella, leaning forward, all delight and
anxiety. She has forgotten her present
crusade in her burning desire for gossip.
““An’ who are they?”’

"11 doesn’t matter,’”’ says Diana calm-

says Miss Kin-

ly. \\h.nr does matter is the going of
Bridg ‘
bl .?mu d think,” says Miss Kinsella,

enraged at the reiusal to gratify her cur-
ios ““that a luncheon-party should
not count with the dying of an ancestral
relative!”” She doesn’t know herseif
what this means, but it sounds splendid.
“When we're dying, we don’t think of

luncheons,”’ says she, which certainly is |

an incontrovertible fact.

““Well, but you see we're not dying,
says Hilary.

*Of course if Bridget’s aunt isdying,”’
says Mrs. Clifford, ‘‘she must go to her.

2]

However, I hope she will not lose her |

way there, and go to this ‘patterr.’ in-
stead.”’ ;
“On! Mrs. Clifford, me dear, we
shouldn’t misjudge the poor. Of course I
know very little about anything that's
coin’ on meself’’ (there isn’t a thing go
.in}_z on in the neighborhood, touching
door or rich, great or simple, that she

late old maid.”’

“Oh! not so desnlata Mice Wingalla !
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), and when death is in ques-

i <]I‘iu, Lot 49.

says Hilary, with mild irony. ‘‘You have
got Mr. Peter, you know."
“Well, I have, me dear,”

Kinsella, is o host in himself. But even |

Pether says 1 know nothing. You're not !

‘up to-day,’ he says to me. An’ surely,
Mrs. Clifford, that's a most extraordin-
ary remark to make to me, who am out
o’ me bed av seven sharp every mornin’
o’ me life, But that’s what he’s always
tellin’ me. You're not ‘up to-day,’” he
s. I suppose it has some meanin’, but
faith I can’t find it out.”’

Hilary is shaking with laughter; Mrs.
Clifford comes to the rescue.

It is slang,”’ says she. ‘‘A silly ex-
pression. You must tell Mr. Kinsella not
to talk slang to you. And ‘date,’ perhaps,
is the word. Don’t you think,’”’ with a
view to changing the conversation, ‘‘that
Mrs. Browne looked very well last night?”’

‘“And her dress,’’ says Hilary. ‘‘Oh!
charming!”’

‘“No such great thing,”’
Kinsella.
(him'\'x- silk—8d. a yard!”’

“It looked all right,”’ .says Mrs. Clif-
ford, wondering wat Miss Kinsella is
going to say of her dress at the next
house she goes to.

“And Mrs. Dyson-Moore?”’ asks Hil-
ary, mischeviously. ‘‘“What did you think
of her dress?”’

‘“Faith, there was nothing to think
of,”” says Miss Kinsella promptly. ‘I
couldn’t see it.”’

“Oh! fie, Miss Kinsella!” says Hilary.
“What an insinuation!”’

“I thought she looked very pretty,”
says Mrs. Clifford vaguely, who is now
wondering how to get rid of her.

‘o did Meejor Blackburn, that big
dragoon f{rom the barracks. Me dear
Mrs. Clifford, I must tell you,”’ leaning
forward, and lowering her voice, and giv-
ing a glance over her shoulder at the
door to see if it was firmly closed. “‘I'm
the last one in the world to pry upon
any one, as you know, me dear. But 1
went into one of the conservatories, just
to see if the Chinese lanterns were burn-
in’ all right, and sure enough, there she
was, she an’ the Meejor, looking bigger
than ever, an’ her hand clasped in his,
behind her fan. They do say that is
why she buys them big fans; just to hide
behind with meejors.”’

‘I don’t think there is any real harm
in her,”’” says Mrs. Clifford, who had
made several ineffectual attempts to stop
this revelation, and who is now feeling
very uncomfortable. ‘I am afraid, Miss
Kinsella,”” nervously,’* we are keeping
you—and—

‘“Not at all. Not at all, me dear, The
day is young.”’

Hilary comes forward a step or two.

“Did you hear,” says she impressive-
ly, ‘‘that Lady Bolton had a little daugh-
ter last night?”’

‘“No? ye don’t say so!"”” This is Miss
Kinsella’s formula. She rises instantly.
“*Poor dear young creature. I must fly
to her. Good-by. Good-by.”” She hur-
ries away, all sails set.

‘‘Hilary,”” begins Mrs. Clifford, ‘“‘whe
told you? I thought it wasn’t expected
until—"’

‘“Nobody told me,” says Hilary, ‘I
merely asked her if she had heard it. 1
should have been surprised if she had.
Because certainly I hadn’t. But she's
gone, anyway."’

“Thank Heaven!’ Mrs. Clifford sinks
into a seat. ‘‘What is to be done about
Bridget?"’

‘1 know,’’ says Hilary,stopping in the
middle of the pas de quatre she has been
dancing up and down .ae room with an
imaginary partner. ‘‘1 thought it all out
while that old lady was gossiping with
you.”’

““You know?"’

(Lo be continned.)
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“TETLEY'S™ g40c., 50c., 60c., or
70c. blend

You are getting the best value for yow

money.

A fine assortment of American and Canadian Wall Papers
now in stock.
a look at our stock betore purchasing elsewhere.

MMILLAN & HC

QUEEN STREET

For Prices and quality we will not be beaten,

RNSBY

e

Salute th
Colore.

We make it comfortable for our patrons by selling them cheerful choes. Ourr
are that kind. Soug, trim looking attractive shapes that are liked immensely
as our sales show,

Men's Lines of Co'ored Shoes for Summer wear

Our Ladies, Oxfords are marvels of beauty and good value. Misses’ and
Children’s in all styles. Men’s Bicycle Shoes, a complete assortment of all
staple lines. Great variety. Low prices.

Weeks & Warren

Sunnyside Shoe Store. .
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(ulline Meta Smched Alr [}ullars

Made by the Gulliae Pneumatic Collar Co.,
Granby; P. Q.

No sweat pads. The stwrongest, most durable, lightest,cool
est easiest and best fitting Horse Collars on earth. Heavier loads
drawn with less exertion than with avy other collars. Sure eure
for sore neck and shoulders. The stitching is rust-proof metal,
is not effected by moi-ture, and will not rip.  All collars from
the lightest buggy 1o the heaviest dray are made of the very best

cather, and tested by a pressure eqnal to fifteen tous pull, and
a. “oguaranteed.
FHNE GULLINE STRAW COLLARS
are alco metal stitched and challenge all others for durability and
beauty of fini-h (the Gulline Pneumatic Ccllars excepted).

The Ames IHolden Company of Montreal, Ltd
Sole Selling Agents for Cauada, with full stocks at Montreal
Toronto, St. John, N. B.,,Winnipeg,Victoria and Vancouver,B.C.
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STEEL DISK HARROWS.

Anl Seed Sowers, to go on Wheel Rakes, sold direct to farm

that will surprise the buyer.

FPumps! Pumps |

We are making a full live of pumps; and fit them up to
order t) suit any depth of well, free of cost for fitting, We
are d-termin<d to keep some of the money on the Island.

T. A. MacL.EAN,

Success r to McKinnon & McLean.




