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A Foolish Young Man;

Or, the Belle of the S5:ason.

Z

her face hurned,
atill paler; every
1, of the renurn-

\Q
CHAPTER XXIV.—{Caontinued).

“What splendid condition that horee is
in, Pottinger,’ she aaid. “‘His <coat is

At firet, as she tead,
then it grew pale, and
ward of the bitter farewel

like satin. I suppose you Wwere i the | cintion, writlen as i with  man's heart 3 |
army s’ blood, stabbed her and tortured her with
Of conree Pottinger was flattered and | the pangs of jealougy. Once she started
anewered in the negative very reluct-)to her feet, her hands clenched, her head |
antly. thrown back, her eyes fashing; @ st

perh fipure—the tigress aroused.
instant she was minded to take the let-
ter and fling it in Stafford'a face, and
with it fling back the pledge which he
had given her the night before; then &ne
collapsed, as it were, and eankfinto a
cliair. dropping the lbtter and
her face with her hands. She could, not.
The strength of her love made her weak
ag water where that love was concerned.
Though her pride called upon her to sur:
render Stafford, ehe could not respond to
i-t'l

Swaying to and fro, with her eyes
ecovered as if to hide her chame, she tried
to tell herself that Stafford's was {m];.r
a. transient fancy for this girl, that it
waa @ mere flirtation, a wvi gar liaison
that she would teach him to forget. .

““He shall, he shalll ehe cried behind

Pottinger answered in the affirmative her hands, as if the words were WILES

from her in her anguish of wounded pride
and thanked her, and she unfastened LhI:i and rejected love. I will teach him.

“Not but what Mr. Stafford, miss, ian't
na gnrti{:uiar as any army gent conld he.
1 sghould be sorry to turn out a badly
groomed 'osa for Mr. Htaflord's eyes to
rest on, misg. He's as kind-hearted a mas-
ter a3 @ man could desire to have, but
that's about the one thing Mr. Stafford
wouldn't etand, miss.”

“] suppose not,’” ghe eaid. "Are you §t-
ing to ride into Bryudermere this mori-
ing, Pottinger? If o, I should be glad if
you would take these notea to the linen
draper's and the chemist's, and bring me
back the things I have written for.”

vCertainly, miss,” said Pottinger; then
he remembered Stafford's order, and look-
ed anything but certain. “Would it do
late in the morning, miss? 1 have to go
somewhere firet.” = "

“Oh, yes,” ehe replied. ‘‘Where chall I
put the letters—in this wallet?"

Eﬂﬂk éﬁﬂﬁiﬂiﬁg ﬁthﬂtaﬁeﬂﬂnfﬂﬂﬁ Pot- '1;!"-““1 18 l‘f” art t-h!:a_ll_l wﬂn‘lnnl E:."Wbe::s?iﬂ
S zai TR that I will not use—they say 1 ain . AC
E&]gﬁg? ehe said,  suddenly, pointing 2 ful: if I am, my beauty chall minister to

beauty has ever min-
istered before, Cold to all the rest of the
world, I will be to him a fire which shall
.arm his life and make it a heaven—-.
1t is only because he zaw her first; if he
had eeen me—— Oh, curse hel, curee her!
Last night, ,while he was talking to me,
even while he was kiesing me, he was

thinking of her. But she shall not have
him!

him as no WwWoman's

Pottinger etarted and regarded her with
a look of horror, and, of course, instantly
knelt down to examine the gugpected
member. Long before he had come u{;
again with a breath of relief and a smil-
ing “No, miss, there is nothing the mat-
ter with it,” she had looked into the wal-
let and seen Stafford's letler, ,

“0h, 1 thought there was,” she eaid.
“Have von finished your horsee?”

“No. miss,” he replied. "I have the
master's hunter and the mare you ride

Qhe has lost and 1 have won—and

1 will keep him!”

Qe dashed her hand across her eyes,

to do yet.” though -1,-herﬁ w?r;eldl}n te,t:':.ra -{If t?ﬁmch and
+ stood mpright, holding herse enecly as
Bl ngadsd A ﬂfhﬁegﬁ?ﬂf& if ghe were battling for calm; then she

humming one of her songs,
not go very far.
back again.
“Qh, Pottinger, don’'t trouble about
those letters, 1 will ride into Brynder-
mere ;n:rﬂﬁli'." >
Pottinger wae in the mare's stall, and
Maude stopped him as he was coming for-
wanrd, by saying:
“Don’t trouble;
the wallet."”
With Stafford’s letter amongst her own
in her pocket, she went quickly, and yet
without apparent hurry, to her own room,
gent away her maid on an errand, and
glipped the bolt in the door. Rapidly she
lit her silver spirit-lamp and heated the
water almost to boiling-point, and held

replaced the poignant letter in ite en-
velope, and went hack to the stables.
Again ehe met no one, for thoze who were
down were in at breakfast. '

"I have changed my mind again, Pol-
tinger,” she said; ‘and will be glad if
vou will take the notes, please. Bee, 1
have put them back in the wa,'l:let..‘

sOertainly, miss!” eaid Pottinger, and
he touched his forehead two or three
times, and colored and smiled awkwardly
and lcoked at her with a new and vivid
interest. One of the maids had run into
the stable, during Maude's abeence, and
had told him the news that his master
was engaged to Miss Maude Faleconer; for
the servanis, who are &0 quick to dis-

In five minutes she was

111 take the letters from

the envelope of 8tafford's letter over it|cover all our little secrets, had already
until the gum was melted and the flap | learnt thie open one, and the servants
hall was buzzing with it.

came open,

Then she took out the letter, )
and
chalr, read

ing herself back in an easy-
it slowly.

CHAPTER XXV.

That morning Ida camé downstaire
singing. not loudly. but in the soft under-
) g tone which @ girl uses when she is sU-
premely happy and she has hopes of see
P ing the cause of her happiness very soom.

All through breakfast, while Mr. Heron
read his letters, opening them and rcad-
ing them stealthily as usual, her heart
wae singing ite loves-song 1o her, and she
was wondering whether ehe would meet
o Stafford by the stream or Among the
hills. That she should meat him she felt

quite sure, for he had never failed to
S e leave the gay party at the Villa to come
! over to her every day.

Perhaps he had spoken to his father,
and, in the wonderful way men have, had
ewept aside all the obetacles which stood
against their union. He was €0 strong, so

G0 'g self-reliant, _s0 m-aaterful—thﬂugh 80
o gentle with her—that surely no obstacles
L T could stand against him. Rhe was go ab-
o corbed in_ her thoughts that she almost
5 ctarted when Jason appeared and, look-
k ing from her to Mr. Heron, announced

the family lawyer, was

that Mr. Wordley
My, Heran flushed and

in the library.
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_'_F-.} cerambled his letters and papersg to-
i ether as he Tose. ‘

Yy “Won't Mr. Wordley come 1in and have
ed gome breakfast?’ suggested lda. But her
R father, shaking his head impatiently,

wag eure to have

eaid that Mr. Wordley
shuffled out of the

had his breakfast, and
oo,

A few minutes after he had gone, Jeegie
pame in for the day's orders, and Ida
drageed her thoughts away from the all-
jahﬁarhing_ subject and plunged® into
house-keeping. It was not a lengthy or a
very eclaborate business, alas! but when
't was over Jessie lingered and bhegan
colleoting the breakfast things, glancing
shvly at Ida, as she always did when =he
wanted to gossip.

“There was fine doings up at the Villa
last night, Miss Ida!’ she began, rather
| timidly, for Ida seldom encouwraged her
| chatter. ‘‘There was & ball there. Buch

a tremendous grand affair! There hasn't
| been anything like i{ ever known in this
| conuntry. Williams was 1uUp there this
| morning, and Susie told him that it was
| 1ike fairyland,
| Tooms and the music and the ladies’ rich
dresses and jewels. Bhe got a Deed
through one of the open d0OIE, and she
gave it quite took her breath away.”

1da smiled. She was not envious; for
would not Stafford come oyver presently
and tell her all about it: who was there,
with whom he had danced, and how all
+he tlme he had been longing 1o be by
her side?

“‘Snasie saye that the ladies was heanti-
ful, Miss Ida, and that the most beanti-
ful of them all was Mise Falconer. '
| eays she had the mosl lovely dres3, like
a oloud of smuke, with dinmonds spark-
ling all over it like stans.

“T'hat soulds very pretiy
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§ St. Lawrence Sugar
£ is the most satisfac- ¥
{ tory and economical. &

St. Lawrence Extra -
Granulated Sugaris a high
class product averaging
99.99 % pure.

Manufactured under the
most cleanly end sanitary
conditions it is delivered
to you in sealed cartons
or bags.

L

and poetical,

St. Lawrence Extra Jessie,” eaid Ida. .
Granulated Sugar is made What wounld he care for }:: dress ]a'ian
from selected, fully cloud, or the diamonds that shons, Byl

’ stars on it? Did she not know thatl he
matured cane sugar. loved ths little rain-washed habit wihich

n certain roestic country girl wore, hetter
shan the choicest production of Worth?
“Yog, misa,” Jessie went on, “and Busie
says that Mr. Staflord, the lord’s son’'—
the gimple dale-folk as of called bBiT
Stephen “my lord” as "'FIEI' '—'danced ever

You can have St. Lawrence
Extra Granulated Sugar either
in fine, coarse or medium grain
end in 2 Ib, and §1b. cartons or
in bags containing 10 1bs., 20 lbs,,
25 1bs., 50 1bs.and 100 lba. Sold

OLLET

by most good grocers. : g0 many times with her, and the s&er-
St. Lawrence Sugar Refinerics, vanle were saying that he was mAking
Limited, Montreal, love to her. and that they __.-:]mu‘.du t be

surprised to hear that Mr. Stafford was
coing 10 morry Mies Falconer."
lda could not prevent the color rising
to her face., but she langhed unforcedly,
and with no misgiving; for zhe had look-
od into Stafford's eves and read his goul
through them. He was hers, let all the
wamen in the world be beantifal and
docked in silks and satins. Bhe ran UL
staire to put on her habit, leaving Jossie
rather disappointed at the effect of her
news. and she sang while ehe tied tho
little scarlet sailor's Enot, and ]Jt‘tr'x‘t‘!*-l‘:'
came down the stains with & Step a8 light
a6 her heart. As shoe was mounting and
talking to Jason about the Jast lot ol
steers, Mr. Wordley came ont of the house
to get hise horsa, and hurried to her,
headed, in the good old Wi¥.
“No, 1 can’t stay,” he sald in answer
to hér invitation. “I have to be hack At
\ the office; but I'll ride a little way Wwith
you, il I may. It isn’t olten 1 get the
chance of riding with the pretliest girl
| in the county. There now, I've made you
| blush, as 1 used to when you &atl upon
 my knee, and I told you that little giris
! had no richt to stars far :_'_'-'t.*_"."
';.'lui:iled.

]

Ida
l “But I'm & big girl

e

e

® MADE FROM
URE cane SUGR®R

il

now.”” she E&ald

| times he is rather restlesa
At that |

cOVeTINg |

what with the beautiful |

Busie |

| the darkest

bare- |

T e T
| lamEning

{ ment of

vand too old for compliments; besided,
lawvers should always epeak the truth.”

"For goodness’ eake! don't spread that
theory, my dear, or we shall all have to
put out shutters up,” he retorted, with
mock alarm.

He got on his:old red-roan rather stiff-
1y, and they rade out of the court-yard
and on to the road, where, be gure, Ida s
etar-like eyes swept the hills, and the val-

| Jeye dest perchance a yOoung man ghould

be riding there. They rode in silence for
a few minutes, during which the old law-
ver seemed very thoughtlul, ind glanced
at her sideways, as if he were trying 1o
maks up his mind about something. At
last he said, with an affectation of casual-
NEES

“Father bheen pretty well of late,
dear?”’ '

1da heeitated for a moment. She could
not bring herself to tell even Mr, Word-
lew of her father's habit of walking L1l
his sleep.

“Yes, '

my

well.. Bome-
and irritable,
ag if he were worried. Has he anything
to worry him, Mr. Wordley -1 mean any-
thing more than usualf’

He did not answer, and she looked at
him as if waiting for his reply.

“] wae thinking of what you just said:

ghe gaid, “fairly

that you were a big girl, 40 you Aare.
though you always seem to me like the
little child I used to nurse. But the

world rolls on and you have grown 1nto a
woman and I oaght to tell you the truth,”
he said, at laet.

“The truth!” ghe echoed, with 2a
puance. _

i Yes." he said, nedding gravely, “TDoes
your father ever talk to you of business,
my dear? 1 know that youn manage e
house and the farm; and manage them
well, but I don't know whether he  ever
telle you anything abont the businees ol
the eatate, I ask because I am in rather
an awkward position. When your father
dismissed hie steward T thought he would
conegult me on the maditers which the
eteward used to manage; but he has not
done so, and I am really more ignorant
about his affairs than anyone would cre-
dit, seeing that I have been the Heron's
family lawyer—1 and mine—since, well,

quck

say, since the Flood.”
“No: my father tells me nothing,” =said
Ida, “‘Is there anything the matter, 18

there anything I should knowe''

He looked at her gravely, compaesion-
ately.

“My dear, I think there is,” he said.
“If you had a brother or any relative
near yvou I would not worry you, would
not tell you. But you have none, you
are quite alone, you see.’

“Quite alone ehe echoed. And then
ghe blushed as she remembered Stafford,

and that she was no longer alone in the
world.

wand so I think you ought to be told
that vour father's affairs are—are not ae
eatiefactory as they ehould be."

+1 know that we are very poor,” said
Ida in a low voice.

“Ah, vea,’ he said. “And o are a great

many of the landed gentry nowadays,
but they will struggle on, and 1 had hop-
ed that by some stroke of good luck 1
might have helped your father to strug-
gle on and perhaps save something, make
come provision, for you. But, my dear
See now! I am going to treat you
ag if vou were indeed a woman; and you
will be brave, I know, for you are a - He-
ron, and a Heron—it sounds like a para-
dox!—has never shown the white feather
—your father's affairs have been growing
worge lately, I am afraid. You know
that the estate ia encumbered, that the
entail was cut off so that you might in.
herit: but advantage has been taken of
the cutting off the entail to raijge fresh
loans since the steward was dismisged,
and I have been ignorant of your father's
business matters. I came today to tell
him that the interest of the heaviest
mortgage was long overdue, and that
the mortgagee, who says that he hae ap-
plied several times, is threatening f{ore-
closure. I felt quite sure that I should
get the money rom your father this
morning, but he has put me off, and
makes some difficulty. He made a ramb-
ling, almost incoherent; statement, which
1 did nmot understand, thongh, to be sure,
I listened very intently; and from a word
or two he incautiously let drop, I am
afraid that—"
He stopped and

e

frowned and puckered

his 11 ag if reluctant to continue. Ida
looked at him steadil’y with her deep grey
eyes.

“Go on,” she eaid. "Do not be afraid
to tell me the iruth. I can bear it.
would rather know the worst, know what
I have to face. For some time past 1
have feared my father was in trouble. Do

. think I am afraid? Please tell me
adl.

“In a word, then, my dear,” said the
old lawyer, with a sigh, “I am afraid
vyour father has been speculating, and,
like ninety-nine out of a huondred that
do eo, has been losing. 1t 13 like playing
against the bank at Monte Carlo; one
man mayv break it, but the advantage is
on the bank's eide, and for the one who
wins thousands lose. Can you tell me if
there are any grounds for my apprehen-
gion?”

Ida wae silent for a moment as sho re-
called her father's manner of late, hia
habit of shutting himeelf up in the 1li-
hrary, of keeping his letters from her, of
gecreting papers, and, above all, the
furtive glanees which she had now and
apain seen hlm cast at her.

“T am afrald that it is only too true,”
she gaid. ~My poor father! What is to
he done, Mr. Wordley? Can I do any-
thing?"’

The old man shook his head. He knew
too well that once a man has really tak-
en to gambhng, whether it be on the
Btock Exchange, or at a green table, or
on the turf, there is very little hope of
saving lin,

T fear you can o nothing,” he replied,
sadly. “A Heron never yeb brooked inter-
ference even by hils nearest and deareat.
No, you must eay nothing about it. Even
I must be carefnl how 1 approach him;
for this morning he was testy and irrit-
able and recented the few questions 1 ven-
tured to put te him. Don't make wour-
galf unhappy about it. I will try and ar-
range sbout the mortgage, and 1 will
come OVer again as soon as possible and
try to persuade your father to confide in
me aa he used to do. Now, come, rémem-
ber! You are not to Worry yvourself, my
dear, but to leave il entirely to me.
Things are rarely as bad as they geein,
and there is always a gleam of light 1n
gky. Perhaps, s0me day, WO

shall see Heron Hall and the good old
family in all its old glory; and when that
day comes, my little girl wwith the star
eves will queen it in the dale like oNe
of the Heron ladies of the past.”

He patied her hand aa he held it, pat-

and loocked at her
encouraging emile,
which made Ida'g eyes moist. She
down the dale gravely and gadly
for some minutes; then the thonght flash-
ed through her mind, i \
that she wase not alone, thers
one who loved her and to W hom
fiy for consolation and
Yea. it was only right that she
Qtafford all: there shoudd be no conceal-
ment from him.

She rode along tha highway laokit
him, but ¥ ere to
Whea she opening by
1ake white
gleaming
putting ol
men and women on
almost fancy that she
of laughter. The conirast of t
ity typified by the greal white
the poverty Heron Hall

wias poorer
>ht: what would the
stephen say to euch & dzughter
'--.5 ]
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11] 1ake, and
dered whether

onn.  board,

acroes the
Stafford was
and talking perhaps with the
Mies Falconer. In this ImMO-
her trouble the thought wasg not

pleasant, but there was no jealousy in it
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Canada's Future Governor-General at the Front

RINCE ALEXANDER OF TECK, brother of Queen Mary,
Governor-General of Canada, {s with the British troops on

= = . o re————

and the futur
the f:um;inant.l

tor in her assurance of his love he was
free to talk and jest with whom he pleas.
ed. She turned, and after making her
nsnal clremit, rode homewards. As ebe
reached the crossroad she heard the
gound of a horse coming from the Hall,
and ehe pulled up, her heart beating
fast: then it sank with disappointment,
for the horeman came round the bend and
i‘.l;e saw that it wae a groom. He tonched

ie hat as he passed, and rode on at a
gharp trot in the direction of Brynder-
mere. lda wondered why he had been to
the Hall, but concluded that he had gone
there with some mesaage about the farm

produce.

«When ehe rode into the stable-yard,
che saw Jessie and Jason standing by fhe
small hall door and talking eagerly, and
Jessio came forward, and taking & letter
from under her apron, held it out with
a amile. :

“ITt'a just come from the Villa, Miss
Ida,” sehe said, “And oh, mise, what
told you this morning—it’'s quite true.
It was Mr. Stafford’'s own groom
prought the note, and he says that his
master iz enghged to Miss Falconer, and
that the whole place ls in exoitement
over it. He was as proud as Punch, AMiss
1{da: for he saye that his new mistreas is
terrible rich as well as beautiful, and
that there'll be the grandest of grand do-
{nge wp there.” .

Tho blood tushed to Ida's Yface for a
moment, then faded, and she allﬂmd. the

the pocket of her habit and
For it sounded too ridiculous,
edible to cause her éven a shadow
af annoyance., She gavé one or two or-
ders to Jason, then went into the hall,
took the note from ber pocket and look
at the addrees, lovingly, lingeringly; fo
instinctively she knew whose hand had
written it. It was the first letter ghe had
recaived from him: what would it say to
her? No doubt it was to tell her why he
had not been able to meet her that morn-
ing, to ask her to meet him later in the
day. With a blush of maidenly shame
she lifted the envelope to her lips and
kisged each written word,

(To be continued.)
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FROM PALACE TO DENTISTRY.
The Real-Life Romance of Royal
Family's Relation.

It isn’'t often that a favorite of
kings and emperors comes down to
the level of middle-class medloc-
rity, but it does happen sometimes.

(laire von Wallenstein, Baroness
von Schonberg, and now Countess
Gternau zu Hohenau, has had a
most remarkable career.

To-day the Countess draws teeth

almost under the shadow of the
Kaiser's palace in Berlin, and the
German royalties must be intensely

chagrined to find one of their own
relations actually earning her liv-

T

ing under their very eyes. Nor can

!t.hE]r' he
on the

ignorant of the fact,
door of the flat in the Nu
remburger Platz there is the
inscription
Dentist.”’

As ““Hohe'’ signifies royal des
cent, just as Fitz does, In a
in Great Britain, the bras:
plate excites no end of interest lr
bearing this

The now famous
dentist of Berlin became a relatlo
of both the
royalties a year or two ago, whe
she was married in London by sp
cial license to Count Wenzel Sté
nau zu Hohenau.

Claire von Wallensteln
daughter of a rich Hungari
ily of high position. Blesse
unusual good looks, at 18 years ol
¢he was married to the Baron vo
beauty an

brass: ‘‘Hohenan,'

degree,

the lady 1llustriot

“‘handle.”’

-

— i

German and Britlsh

Schonberg. Youth,
wealth soon made the young Baro
ess von Schonberg one of the most
honored hostesses in Vienna. ‘
She became involved, however,
politics, and lost the Emperor’s 4
Her fortune was confiscat
so the story goes, and she was'b
ished. Her husband, the Baron vQ
Schonberg, quickly divorced her;
and she went to Switzerland. 8
won the beauty prize at Monte Ca
1o and at the Concours Hippique 3
Brussels: then went
where Count Hohenau fell in lov
with her, married her,
sent by his relations to a ‘'sangs
Now the lovely ex-pol
s a Berlin dentisb,|

Londol

e

and was

torium’’
tician of Austria 1

Not An Even Break.

Rex and Tommy had been ina
tentive the whole mor 2
teacher said that eac
his name
ment.

'ﬂiﬂg_', and 'b;hﬂ'
h must writ
as a punl
when the rest of
home, Tommy
bitterly.

Presently,
the class had gone
was found crying
¢‘1t's not fair,”” he sobbed. “‘Re
has only got to write Rex Dun
times, but
O’ Shaughnessy.””
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