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,'0  submit to a  headache Is to waste energy, time and c o m fo r t  

m. T o stop It a t once simply take

NA-DRU-CO H ead ach e W a fe r s
Y our Druggist will confirm our statement that they do not contain 
anything that can harm heart or nervous system . 2 5 c . a box. 
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CH APTER X II  —(C ont’d)
“ D ear cou sin , how  sh a ll I  thank  y o u ? ”  
“ B y  not th a n k in g  m e a t a ll, R osa lie .”  

He stares o u t  o f  th e  w indow , as i f  he 
had  n ever seen ligh ted  streets be fore , 
w h ile  I  lo o k  at h is  g ra v e  profile  and  w on ­
der i f  he thinkH m e a m isera b le  sp o il­
sport. I  h a ve  spo iled  h is  p leasa n t even* 
ing , a t a ll events. I  am  sure he  hates the 
id ea  o f  g o in g  to  th is  low  fo u r th  o r  fifth  
ra te  th ea tre  a t th e  o th e r  side o f  th is  
c ity .

“ D o  y o u  th ink  y o u  w ill re cogn ize  her, 
R o n a ld ? ”

“ I  supoose I  shall, from  the d escrip tion  
y o u  h a ve  g iven  me, and  her p h o to g r a p h .”  

“ I  shou ld  recogn ize  h er  a m on g  a th ou ­
san d ,”  I  say , s igh in g . B ut R on a ld  is 
im m ovab le , and  I  do n ot press th e  poin t.

“ Y ou  say  she has ch an ged  the c o lo r  o f  
h er  h a ir ? ”

“ Yes—dyed  it, I  suppose. I t  w ill a lter 
her ap p earan ce  a  g o o d  d e a l.”

“ So I  shou ld  suppose  ”
'JFhe silence  la sts  t il l  we rea ch  C arle­

to n  Street.
“ T ak e  ca re  o f  y o u rs e lf  in th ose  Out­

la n d ish  p laces, R on a ld ,”  I  say , w ith  ra ­
th er  ta r d y  con cern , as he w ishes m e g ood ­
n igh t.

“ D o n ot be u n easy ,”  he  la u gh s  ca re ­
less ly . “ I  h a ve  com e to  t o o  m an y  cross  
roa d s  n ot to  be a b le  to  tak e ca re  o f  m y ­
se lf .”

“ A nd when w ill y o u  le t m e k n o w ?”  
“ E a r ly  to-m orrow . Y ou  are  g o in g  hom e 

to -m o rro w ?”
“ T h a t m ust depend up on  w h at you  find 

ou t  to -n ig h t.”
“ Y o u  m ust go  h om e, R osa lie . I  sh a ll 

g o  dow n w ith  y o u  to  W ood h a y  to -m or­
ro w .”

“ V ery  w ell. B u t y o u  m ust first b rin g  
G erard  B axter here to  m e.”

He w inces a  litt le , tu rn in g  h is  head  
aw ay . I  lo o k  up at h im  as he stands in 
th e  d im  lig h t  o f  the  gas je t , b u tton ed  
up in h is  lo n g  lig h t-co lored  coa t, h is  h a t 
in  h is  hand . T here  is  som eth in g  very 
n ob le  a b o u t th is  g r a v e  cou sin  o f  m ine, 
som eth in g  ca lm  and c o o l  an d  s tead fast, 
w h ich  recom m ends itse lf to  m y  careless  
fa n cy , en grossed  as it  is by  oth er th ings. 

“ G ood -n igh t,”  he says co ld ly . 
“ G ood -n igh t,”  I  echo, v a g u e ly ; and he 

is gone.
I  hope I h ave n ot sent h im  in to  any 

d a n ger . I  h op e  he w ill n ot ge t in to  any 
row  in  th a t  w retched  th e a tre  to -n igh t. 
H a lf the  n ig h t I  lie  aw ake, th in k in g  o f  
h im  and o f  G erard  B axter, and o f  w h at 
the m orrow  m ay  b rin g  fo rth , m y h ea rt 
th ro b b in g  and  m y head  in  a w h ir l o f  su­
spense and  d read  o f  I  know  not w hat. A 
th ou sa n d  nam eless te rrors  and co n je c ­
tu res  flit th rou gh  m y b ra in . W h a t if  L ily  
B axter should  escape us at th is  la st  m o­
m en t! W h a t if  th a t  ch ild  h a s  ou tw itted  
m e—p u t us on  a  w ron g  scen t a ltog e th er?  
B ut ov er  and  above a ll is th e  g la d  t r i ­
u m p h an t con sciou sn ess, th e  hop e  th a t  
w ill n ot be  p u t dow n, th a t  to -m orrow , 
th rou gh  m y in s tr u m e n ta lity , G erard  
B axter m ay be free.

C H APTE R  X III .
“ W ell, R o n a ld ? ”
I h ave started  up  to  m eet h im , th e  te r ­

r ib le  suspense o f  the n ig h t and m orn in g  
sh ow in g  itse lf in m y w h ite  fa ce  and shak­
in g  lim bs.

“ I  have found her, R osa lie .”
I  cov er m y eyes  w ith  m y hands in  a 

passion  o f  thank fu ln ess.
“ A nd G erard  B a x te r?”
“ T h is  even in g  G erard  B axter w ill be at 

l ib e r ty .”
"H e  does not know  it  y e t ? ”
“ N o” —cu rtly .
I  stand  b y  the tab le , le a n in g  m y  h an d  

upon  it, R on a ld  S cott op p os ite  to  m e, 
w a tch in g  m y fa ce  w ith  cu riou s  in ten t­
ness.

"D id  y o u  recogn ize  her at o n c e ? ’ ’
“ N o, n ot a t  on ce . B ut I  saw  her a fte r ­

w a rd s -com in g  o u t  o f  th e  th e a tr e ; and  
then  I  recogn ized  h er .”

“ D id  y o u  speak to her th e n ? ”**Y gg_'1
“ W as she fr ig h te n e d ?”
“ N ot in th e  very  le a st .”
“ B ut d id  she intend  to  le t  h im  die, 

R o n a ld ? ”
"N o. A t least, she says so n ow .”
“ A nd you  b elieve  h e r ? ”
“ She is n o th in g  b u t a  fo o lish , g id d y  

ch ild . I am  o n ly  su rp rised  th a t  she was 
clev er  enou gh  to  ba ffle  us a ll as she did. 
She intended  to  pun ish  h im , she said . He 
had  suspected  her o f  h orrid  th in gs, and 
she m ean t to be even w ith  him . She had  
n ever m ean t to  let the t r ia l  com e o n — 
so she said . She pretended to  know  n o ­
th in g  a bou t Iter h u sband  at first—n ot evei? 
th a t  he had been suspected  o f  m ak in g  
aw ay w ith  h e r ; b u t I soon  le t  her see th a t  
she co u ld  not^ m ake a  fo o l o f  m e .”

“ A nd she a llow ed h im  to lie  in prison 
a ll th is  tim e, k n ow in g—”

"S h e seem ed to th ink  it ra th er a good  
jo k e .”  R on a ld  says, sh ru g g in g  his sh ou l­
ders. “ I t s li  you  she has sca rce ly  any 
notion  o f  r i^ h t o r  w ron g—she look s  a 
m ere ch ild , and a m ore ig n o ra n t un edu­
ca ted , v U o r ly  th ou gh tless  ch ild  there  cou ld  
sca rce ly  be. 1 never saw  such h a rd ih ood  
in m y l i fe —the idea o f  the b o d y  th a t  was . 
fou n d  h a v in g  been identified as her b od y  i 
seems to have been the g rea test source  o f 
am usem ent to  her—she cou ld  n ot speak 
o f  it w ith ou t la u g h in g .”

“ D id h er  m oth er k n o w ?”
“ She know s n oth in g  a bou t her m oth er.

I b elieve  she d islik es  the w om an exces­
sive ly—and  on e  can  sca rce ly  w onder at 
it .”

“ She is very  p retty , is she n o t? ”  I  ask, 
hesil a tin g ly .

“ She has a m ost b ea u tifu l fa c e .”
4 ‘ Yo u aclm ire  her ?”
"N o  m an  ca n  lo o k  at her w ith ou t ad ­

m in  i;g  h er .”
I f  I  s igh , R ona ld  S cott does n ot hear 

m e.

N A -D R U -C O
R u b y  R o s e  C o l d  C r e a m

A  toilet delight, v/ith the exquisite 
fragra n ce  of fresh  roses. M akes j 
chapped hands sm ooth and soft and 
keeps them so . P re se rv e s  the m ost 
delicate com plexion  again st exposure 
lo  the s s v s fc s l  w eather. T r y  it— 
y o u ’ !) c e r > fo iy  ftyprccis.ts it.
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“ W h a t w ill you  do a b ou t G erard  B ax ­
t e r ? ”  I  in q u ire , a fte r  a pause.

“ I  am  g o in g  fo r  the  g ir l now , t o  tak e 
her b e fo re  the a u th or it ies .”

" I f  she shou ld  h a ve  ru n  a w a y , R o n a ld ? ”  
“ M y d ea r R osa lie , you  m ust th ink  m e 

a  very  s im ple  p erson ! 1 to o k  ca re  to  put 
the house w here she lod ges  un d er the 
su rv e illa n ce  o f  th e  p o lice . B ut I  do not 
th ink  she has an y  in ten tion  o f  ru n n in g  
a w a y .”

"D id  she w on d er how  y o u  d iscovered  
h e r ? ”

“ She did  n o t  ask m e a n y  q u estion s , and 
I vo lu n teered  no in fo rm a tio n ; I th ink , 
m yse lf, she w as ra th e r  surprised  th a t 
we had  n ot fou n d  her b e fo re .”

“ Can she be pun ished  in any w a y ? ”  
“ I  th in k  not. She is so you n g , you  

k n o w ; and she w ill say  she knew  noth in g  
a b ou t h er  h u sb a n d ’s d eten tion  in p r i­
son .”

“ R on a ld ,”  I  ask, in th e  sam e h es ita tin g  
w a y  in w h ich  I  had  asked a n oth er  ques­
tion , “ do you  th in k  she cares a t  a ll fo r  
h im ?”

“ I am  sure she d oes.”
I  do not know  w hether th e  answ er p leas­

es me or  d isp leases m e; b u t i  put m y 
h an d  to  m y h eart.

“ G o !”  I  excla im  h u rried ly . “ D on ’t lose 
a n y  m o r e 'p r e c io u s  t im e ; and , when G er­
a rd  is a t lib e r ty , send h im  h ere  to  m e.”  

R o n a ld ’s fa ce  d a rk en s ; b u t he  m erely  
sa y s—

“ A nd y o u  w ill a llow  m e to  tak e  you  
dow n to  W ood h a y  this even ing, R o sa lie ?” 

“ W hen  I h ave seen h im .”
H e goes aw ay th en ; and, fo r  the next 

h o u r  and a h a lf, I w alk  up and dow n 
the room  in  u n co n tro lla b le  excitem ent. 
I  ca n n ot s it  s till—every  sound startles  
m e, every  p a ss in g  ca b  draw s m e to  the 
w indow , e very  voice  dow n-stairs causes 
m y h ea rt to  b eat so tu m u ltu ou sly  that 
I  w on der how  it  can  b ea r  the  stra in . 
TAventy tim es I look  at m y w atch —how 
slow  th e  m in utes d r a g !—it is n ot one 
o ’ c lock  y e t : and yet I feel th a t  I have 
endured  an e te rn ity  o f  suspense since 
R on a ld  S cott le ft  th e  h ou se at eleven . 
T he co o l, au tu m n al sunshine s lan ts  in to  
the  room , creeps a cross  th e  co lorless  ca r ­
pet, lies  on  the  fa m ilia r  p ictures, on the 
fad ed  tab le -c lo th , on  the silver clasps o f  
m y fu r  c lo a k  as it h a n gs  ov e r  the back  
o f  a  ch a ir , on  the dead  dry  grasses in 
th e  vases on  the  m an tel p iece. H ow w eary 
I  am o f  them  a ll. how  I hate the  s igh t 
o f  them , and  o f  m y ow n  gh a s tly  face 
in the g la ss ! I  see it every  tim e  I  turn  
in m y restless  p a ss in g  to  and fr o —a white 
fa ce , with dark  shadow s un der the  dis­
tended  eyes, w ith con tracted  brow s, w ith  
pale trem b lin g  lip s  th a t  look  as if  they  
cou ld  never sm ile a ga in . Can th is  hag« 
gard  w om an rea lly  be A llie  S cott—the 
g ir l w ho used to la u gh , s itt in g  over the 
fire w ith  O live D eane, w ho used to  s in g 
“ In m y C hateau o f  P o m p e rn ik ”  and 
“ N a n cy  L ee”  in  such a  g a y  ro llick in g  
voice , w ho used to lou n g e  in th a t  ham* 
m ock -ch a ir, ea tin g  a lm on ds and ra isins 
and  d rea m in g  dream s o f  a b o y  u psta irs  
p a in tin g  aw ay in a sh a bb y  velveteen  coa t, 
w ho had  th ou g h t it  such a te rr ib le  th ing  
to  have been foun d  o u t in the u n so lic ited  
g i f t  o f  a bu n ch  o f  v io le ts?  I can  sca rce ly  
believe  in m y. ow n id en tity  when I look  
a t th a t  gh o stly  h ice  w hich  seem s to  grow  
m ore  gh o stly  w ith  every  lou d  m on oton ­
ou s  tick  o f  th e  o ld  clock  on  the la n d in g , 
with every  step th a t  passes b y  the  d oor 
—th a t passes and  does not com e in.

A n oth er hou r passes—tw o hours. Mrs. 
W au chope com es up w ith  m y luncheon , 
and ca rr ie s , it  aw ay a gg jn  u n ta sted ; a 
te leg ra m  arriv es  from  U n ^ e  Tod to  say 
th a t ' th e  ca rr ia g e  h a s  b e e ir ^ e n t  t o  m eet 
m e ; b u t  the  ca rr ia g e  m ay  g o  back  aga in , 
fo r  I am  la te  fo r  th at, tra in  a lrea dy . I 
am  b e g in n in g  to feel th a t  I ca n n ot bear 
th is  te rr ib le  stra in  on  bra in  and  hea rt 
an y  lo n g e r  when the d oor opens, q u ick lv , 
is q u ick ly  closed  a ga in , and  I turn  round, 
to  find G erard  B axter sta n d in g  ju s t  inside 
the room  lo o k in g  at me.

W ith  a  low  e xc lam a tion , I h o ld  o u t  both  
m y hands. H e starts  fo rw ard , and, seiz­
ing  them , fa lls  upon his knees at my 
feat.

F or a m om en t n either o f  us speaks. He 
h a s  b u ried  h is  fa ce  in  m y dress and is 
sob b in g  h ea v ily , w h ile  I  h o ld  b oth  his 
hands in a  close, h a rd  g rasp , sh iverin g  
a3 i f  I  had  the ague.

“ G erard ,”  I  sa y  at la st—“ G erard .”
S till he  sobs on , lik e  a  h ea rtb rok en  

ch ild  w ho has w earied  h im se lf o u t  w ith 
sobb in g .

"G era rd , y o u  are  k illin g  me. I t  is all 
ov er  now , d e a r ; you  m ust not give w ay, 
fo r  b oth  o u r  sa k e s !”

He ra ises  h is  tear-sw ollen  fa ee—that 
fa ce  w hich  seem s to  m e but the prliost 
o f  its fo rm e r  se lf, bo ga u n t, so h a gg a rd  
is it.

“ Y ou  h a ve  saved m y  li fe —I w ou ld  thank 
you  fo r  it, i f  I  cou ld  sp ea k ; bu t I  ca n ­
n ot s p e a k !”

"D o  not t ry  to  thank m e, d e a r ,”  I say, 
w ith  stiff lips  th a t a lm ost re fu se  to form  
the w ords. " I t  was a ll m y fa u lt—I know 
i t :  b u t it is all ov e r  n ow .”

H e look s  up a t me w ith  drow ned  eyes, 
w ith  p iteou s lip s  th a t trem ble  lik e  my 
ow n .

"A n d  I  do n o t  ca re  to  live . I t  w ou ld  
have been b etter  fo r  m e i f  I  had  d ied .”  

"B u t  you  m ust ca re  to  live . W hy should  
you  not ca re  to  live, G erard ? T he w orld  
is b e fore  y o u —you  are  y o u n g ; it is on ly  
cow ard s  who w ish to  d ie !”

He m ak es no answ er, bu t kneels there 
lo o k in g  up a t m e, h is  cheeks w et w ith 
te a r s ; and , th ou gh  I speak  so b ra ve ly , I 
m y se lf am  tre m b lin g  ex ce e d in g ly ; m y 
h ands a re  as co ld  as ice. th ou gh  m y 
cheeks burn.

"Y o u  shall go  to I ta ly , G era rd ; you  
shall study in R om e and F lo re n ce ; you  
shall m ake a nam e fo r  y o u rse lf and do 
me cre d it—I who am  y o u r  fr ie n d .”

H is h a gg a rd  y o u n g  fa ce  b righ ten s  a 
litt le , bu t o n ly  a very  little .

" I t  cou ld  n ot be done. I  am  a  b e g g a r  
on the fa ce  o f  th e  earth , A llie—tw ice  b eg ­
gared  n ow .”

"B u t  I am r ich —you  fo rg e t  t h a t ! ”
He shakes h is  head, v/ith  the o ld  o b ­

stinate  gesture.
"B u t listen . W hen you  are  a g re a t  a rt­

ist, you  sh a ll p a y  m e b ack —w ith  in ter­
est, i f  y ou  l ik e .”

He sm iles fa in tly  a t , th a t ;  we both  
sm ile, he  lo o k in g  up and I looking: down.

"B u t  th a t w retched  c h ild !”  he  says, at 
last.

" I  w ill tak e  ca re  o f  her fo r  you , G er­
a rd .”
' " Y o u !”
“ Yes. She shall liv e  w ith  m e at W o o d ­

h ay  w h ile  you  are  a w a y .”
"W ith  you , A llie ? ”
“ W ith  me. A nd, when you  h ave grow n  

rich , you  sh a ll com e fo r  her—in tw o  or 
th ree  yea rs  perhaps, i f  y o u  w ork  very  
h a rd .”

He shudders, s till k n ee lin g  beside me, 
s till h o ld in g  b oth  m y  h ands a ga in st his 
breast.

"H av e  y o u  fo rg iv en  m e, A llie ? ”

“ E n tire ly . I  w ish  I  co u ld  as eaBily fcor- 
g iv e  m y s e lf .”

He bends h is  h ea d  and  kisses m y  h ands 
p a ss ion a te ly  on e  a fte r  th e  o th er.

“ H ow  can  y o u  te ll m e to  l iv e —I  who 
h a ve  lo s t  the o n ly  th in g  w orth  liv in g  f o r  
in  the w o r ld ? ”

L ook in g  dow n in to  th e  b o y is h , ca re ­
w orn  fa ce , rem em berin g  a ll h is  lov e  fo r  
m e, a ll th a t he has su ffered  th rou g h  th a t  
love , a g re a t  flood o f  p ity  surges th rou gh  
m y  heart.

“ M y p o o r  b o y ,”  I  say , sm ooth in g  the 
d a rk  h a ir  b ack  from  h is  foreh ead —“ m y 
p o o r  b o y ! ”

"C a n  you  ca re  fo r  m e still, A llie—a m is­
era b le  w retch  lik e  m e ?”

“ I  sh a ll ca re  fo r  you  a lw a ys , G erard— 
a lw a y s !”

“ As you  cared  fo r  m e once, A llie ? ”  
F or a m om en t I  h esita te , w ith  th e  h u n ­

gry  h o llow  dark  eyes d evou rin g  m y face.
“ As I  m ig h t ca re  fo r  a dear b ro th er , i f  

I  h ad  one, G erard .”
H e stands up, flin g in g  aw ay m y  hand. 
" I s  th a t  a l l? ”
“ T h a t m u st b e  a ll.”
“ A nd y o u  can  m ete ou t y o u r  a ffection  

to  such a  n ice ty  as t h a t ? ”
“ I  hope so—w ith  th e  help  o f  H e a v e n !” 
“ I  ca n n o t !”  he excla im s ro u g h ly . " I  

have n ot m y fee lin gs  so a d m ira b ly  under 
co n tro l—I ca n n ot lov e  you  lik e  a lover 
on e  d a y , and lik e  a b ro th e r  the n e x t!”  

“ W e can  never be a n y th in g  b u t friend s, 
G erard ; bu t I  sha ll a lw a ys  be y o u r  fr ien d  
—y o u r  best o f  fr ien d s .”

"A n d  I shall be yo u r  lo v e r ,”  he  Bays 
p a ssionately -—"y o u r  lover , as lo n g  as I 
liv e .”

“ Y ou  m ay  th in k  so n ow ,”  I  answ er 
q u ietly , bu t m y h ea rt rebels  a ga in st  the 
b itter  fa te  that has d iv id ed  us.

" I  know  it ;  and  I g lo r y  in th e  k n ow ­
ledge. I  love  you  w ith  m y w h ole  h ea rt 
and  sou l—as I sh a ll never lo v e  a n y  o th er  
w om an. And now is it  a n y  w onder that 
I do not g re a t ly  care  to l iv e ? ”

"Y o u  m ust g o  a w a y ,"  I say , p u tt in g  m y 
hand to  m y foreh ead . “ Y ou  m ust go  
a w a y .”

‘ My d a rlin g , T h ave w earied  y o u —you 
look  lik e  a g h o s t !”  he excla im s, w ith  a 
pen itence  as pa ss ion a te  as his a n ger  bad 
been a m om en t b e fore . " I  w ill g o  aw ay

S I R  E D W A R D  G R E Y ,

Who may become Prime Minister 
of Great Britain.

—I w ill do a n yth in g  you  aek m e. Oh, my
d a rlin g , m y darling:, you  rlo not know  the
angu ish ’ it  is to  m e to leave  you  th is  d a y !

H e has turn ed  aw ay from  m e; there  is 
a look  o f  u tter m isery  in the  ga u n t you n g  
face , in the w ild  dark  eyes. I  am a fra id  
o f  him —a fra id  th a t  he w ili do som e d es­
p era te  th in g , perhaps, in  n is d esp a ir.

“ G erard, if  y o u  love  m e, you  w ill p ro m ­
ise m e to  do w h at I  ask y o u .”

“ I f  I love  you , A llie ? ”
“ Y ou  w ill go  a w a y—a t on ce—to  I t a ly —

to  R om e. Y o u  w ill s ta rt to -m orrow —I 
w ill g ive  you  a check  on  m y b an k er •*-- 
to  be rep a id  when you  com e b ack . G er­
ard , you  have b ro u g h t su ffer in g  up on  me 
to o —y o u  ow e it  to  me to  m ake th is  r e ­
p a ra tio n —it is a ll I  ask o f  y o u —o r  w ill 
ever ask perhaps. A nd you  ow e it  to  y o u r  
w ife .”

“ Do n o t  speak o f  h er .”
“ B ut I m ust speak o f  h er . T he ch ild  

loves you , G erard .”
“ So m uch  the worse fo r  h e r .”
“ Yes, unless you  p rove  y o u rs e lf  w orth y 

o f  her lo v e .”
"O f her love, A llie ? ”
“ I t  is the o n ly  lov e  th a t  can  r ig h t ly  be ­

lo n g  to  you  now . A nd it  is  a  preciou s  
g ift , G erard—even th e  love  o f  a  ch ild .”

He turn s aw ay im p a tien tly .
"G era rd , w ill y o u  do  th is—fo r  m y 

s a k e ?”
“ I f  you  asked m e to  la y  dow n m y life  

fo r  you . A llie , I  w ou ld  do it .”
“ And w ill y o u  g o  at o n c e ? ”
“ As soon as y o u  like. I  do n ot ca re  

w h at b ecom es o f  m e.” '
“ D ear G erard, do n o t  Bpeak lik e  that. 

I t  b reak s  m y h e a rt  to  h ea r y o u .”
"M y h ea rt is b ro k e n ,”  he sayB, le tt in g  

h is  head  sink  upon  h is  breast.
" I  hope n o t ,”  I  answ er, w ith  a p oor  at­

tem p t at a sm ile. A nd then  I fill in  the 
check fo r  him  w ith  a h an d  th a t  shakes 
a g ood  d ea l—a ch eck  fo r  a  hu ndred  
pounds. “ Y ou  m ay  w rite  t o  m e from  
Ita ly . And I  w ill w r ite  to  y o u —-to tell 
you  a b ou t y o u r  w ife .”

He kisses m y h an d  p a ss ion a te ly , look s  
a t m y face  w ith  eyes w h ich  seem as if 
they w ere try in g  to tak e  aw ay a  m em ­
o ry  w h ich  m ust la s t  them  th rou gh  eter­
n ity . and then, w ith ou t a n oth er w ord , he 
goes aw ay.

A nd I th row  m y se lf fa ce  d ow n w ard  on  
Mrs. W au ch op e ’s d ra b  m oreen  so fa  and 
cry  fo r  tw o lo n g  h o u f«  as if  m y  h ea rt 
w ou ld  break. * # *

W e are  ru sh in g  a lo n g  th rou gh  the d a rk ­
ness, m y cou sin  R on a ld  S cott and  I, as 
fa st as the express tra in  can  c a r r y  us. 
R on a ld  is le a n in g  b a ck  a ga in st  the cu sh ­
ions o p p o s ite  m e, h is  tw eed  ca p  pu lled  
w ell down over h is  eyes. I am  sure h e  is 
n ot asleep, th ou g h  he sits  th ere  so q u ie t­
l y ;  b u t I see h is  eyes in  the shadow —the 
la m p  ov er  o u r  heads g ives such a m iser­
able  erlimmer o f  lig h t . W e h ave been 
tra v e llin g  fo r  n ea rly  tw o hou rs now —in 
a n oth er h ou r we shall have reach ed  the 
n earest r a ilw a y  s ta tion  to  Y attenden , 
w here the ca rr ia g e  from  W ood h a y  w ill be 
w a it in g  fo r  us. W e h a ve  sca rce ly  ad-

BOVRIL
IS T  HE
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“ IMITATIONS ABOUND.”
B e  o n  t h e  a l e r t .  D o n ’ t  a c c e p t  a  s u b s t i t u t e  f o r  
“ S A L A D A ”  s i m p l y  b e c a u s c  i t  l e a v e s  y o u r  
d e a l e r  a  l a r g e r  p r o f i t .  D e m a n d  , —

I I SALADA1
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ouC E Y L O N  T E A
A n d  y o u  g e t  t h e  g e n u i n e  u n a d u l t e r a t e d ,  u n ­

p a i n t e d ,  u n d o c t o r e d  a r t i c l e .

dressed  ea ch  o th e r  d u r in g  the w h ole  o f  
those  tw o  h ou rs. R on a ld  does n o t  seem 
in clin ed  to  ta lk , and  I  feel t o o  w retched  
to  do a n y th in g  b u t b rood  over m y m isery , 
s ta r in g  in to  th e  d ark ness w ith  w ide-open  
m isera b le  eyes.

“ A re you  v lr y  tired . R o sa lie ? ”
R on a ld 's  v o ice  sta rtles  me, the  silence  

betw een us has lasted  so lon g .
“ R ather. W h y  do y o u  a sk ?”
“ I  th ou g h t you  look ed  t ir e d .”
“ H ave y o u  been s tu d y in g  m y fa c e ? ”  a 

litt le  q u eru lou sly .
“ One ca n n ot very  w ell help  seein g  w h at 

is s tra igh t b e fore  o n e .”
“ I  th ou g h t yo u r  eyes w ere sh u t,”  I  say , 

rem em berin g  how  I had  stu died  a ll th a t  
was v is ib le  o f  h is ca lm  grav e  fa ce  a  w h ile 
a go , w on d erin g  w hat he th ou g h t o f  me.

“ T hey were not shut. W h a t w ere you  
t ry in g  to  find o u t  ju st  n o w ?”

“ W h en ?”  I ask , th ou g h  I  know  very  
w ell.

“ W hen  you  did  m e th e  h o n o r  to  co n ­
s id er m e so in te n t ly .”

“ I w as t ry in g  to  find o u t  w h at you  
th ou g h t o f  me, R o n a ld .”

"A n d  d id  you  find o u t ? ”
“ N ot m uch . Y ou  have on e  o f  those 

fa ces  w h ich  I ca n n ot re a d .”
"T h en  I  have the  a d va n ta ge  o f  you  

th ere .”
“ Can y o u  rea d  m y fa c e ? ”
“ V ery  o fte n  I ca n ,”  he  answ ers, sm ilin g  

a litt le .
“ Y ou  have an in teres tin g  study, th e n ”  

—sh ru g g in g  m y shoulders.
“ I th ink  I  have. R osa lie , w ou ld  you  

lik e  to  know  w hat I  th in k  o f  y o u ? ”
" I  know  you  th in k  me very  fo o lish .”  
“ T hen you  do n o t  w a n t to  k n o w ?”  
“ Y ou  cou ld  n ot te ll m e a n y th in g  p lea ­

sa n t” —w ith  a  ra th e r  fo rced  la u g h , “ I  
Wish we w ere a t Y a tten d en , R o n a ld ; 
d o n 't  y o u ? ”

“ I do fo r  y o u r  sake. R osa lie , are  you  
to see th a t fe llow  B ax ter  a g a in ? ”

The nam e sends a sh iver th ro u g h  m y 
veins. A nd y e t  it  is fo r  ever r in g in g  in 
m y ears.

"N o . W hy do y o u  a sk ?”
“ I  am g la d  to  h ea r  it ,”  he says, v ith ou t 

a n sw erin g  m y question .
“ W h y are  you  g la d ? ”
“ B ecause it  is n either good  fo r  you  n or  

fo r  h im .”
I  should  be a n g ry  i f  R on a ld  d id  n ot lo o k  

so g rave , did  n ot speak in  such  a m at­
ter  o f  fa ct , fa th e r ly  w ay.

“ H e is  g o in g  t o  I t a ly ,”  I  say , in  ra ­
th e r  a subdued  vo ice .

“ A nd you  h ave tak en  ch a rg e  o f  h is  
w ife .”

“ Y es .”  's—-
R on a ld  expresses n e ith er  a p p rova l nor 

d isa p p rov a l. I  w on der i f  he despises m e— 
i f  he  th in k s  th a t  I  am  b rea k in g  m y h ea rt  
a b ou t a  la d  w ho b y  a ll a ccou n ts  cou ld  
n ot h a ve  ca red  v e ry  m uch  fo r  m e? I  
am  a lm ost so rry  I, lik e  a  cow ard , re fu sed  
to  le t  h im  te ll m e w h at he th o u g h t  o f  m e 
ju s t  now . B ut I  h a d  shrunk  from  a n ­
o th e r  le ctu re , k n ow in g  th e  fo l ly  and  
w ickedness o f  m y  u n d i^ ip lin e d  h eart.

“ R on a ld , you  h a ve  recreeraed y o u r  p ro ­
m ise n o b ly ,”  I  say , B tretching o u t  m y 
h an d  to  h im  in  m y  o ld  im p u ls ive  fa sh ­
ion . “ Y ou  h ave been  a  tru e  fr ie n d  to  
m e ; y o u  h ave b orn e  w ith  m e v e r y  p a ti­
e n t ly ; do  n ot th in k  to o  b a d ly  o f  m e, if  
y ou  can  h elp  it .”

He bends fo rw a rd  o u t  o f  the  shadow  
to  tak e  m y  hand.

“ A ll m y  e fforts  m ust be d irected  the 
o th e r  w ay , R o sa lie ,”  he  answ ers q u ietly ,

lo k in g  a t m e w ith  b row n  eyes , w h ich  f o r  
on ce  I  ca n n o t fa il  to  read . B u t I  shak e 
m y head , la u g h in g  a  little .

“  ‘ I  w a rra n t I lo v e  y o u  m ore  th a n  y o l  
do m e ! ’ ”  I  qu ote , d ra w in g  m y  h a n d  aw ay 
ra th e r  q u ick ly .

A nd we say  no m ore t i l l  th e  tra in  stop*),, 
and  I  see m y ow n  ca rr ia g e -la m p s  g lim ­
m er in the dark ness, and  m y  ow n  liv e ry  
on  the  p la t fo rm ; and  I  ask i f  they  a re  
a ll w ell a t Y a tten d en , an d  am  to ld  t h a t  
they a re  a ll w ell, b u t  very  u n easy  be­
cau se  I  h a d  n ot com e dow n b y  the e a r -  > 
l ie r  tra in .

(To be con tin u ed .)

C a n 9t  
B u r n  n o r  R o t

a^For little money, get a  r o o f1, 
fthat ia weatherproof, won’t 

burn, and is s a f e  even f r o m  
I l ig h tn in g — Guarantee bond 
, insures it. No repairs, no paint-J 

.in g . Get roof facts from 
M . S .  &  S .  C o .
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PLACER 
COLD MINING IN 

QUEBEC.
B y the exp en d itu re  o f  a la rg e  sum  o f i  

m on ey , and  w ith  no n oise  o r  p u b lic ity ,, 
th ere  has been  op en ed  up in  the Easterns 
T ow n sh ips o f  Q uebec, r ig h t  h ere  at hom ei 
and n ot thousands o f  m iles  aw ay , the/ 
la rg e s t  p la cer  g o ld  m in in g  p rop osition ; 
east o f  th e  C an ad ian  and  A m erican  
R ock ies. Tho h o ld in g s  con sist  o f  71,000* 
acres o f  la n d , know n as the. Seia-niory 
Jtigaud V au d reu ll, B eau ce Co.,* in c lu d in g  
a  n u m ber o f  rivers  fo llo w in g  the beds o f  
a n cien t stream s, w ith  th e ir  im m ense de­
posits o f  g o ld -b ea rin g  grave l. G old  had, 
u n til a  few  yea rs  a g o ,  been  m in ed  from  
those g ra v e l beds in  a  p rim itive  w ay fo r  
m a n y  yea rs . D ifferen ces as to  m in in g  
r ig h ts  ch ecked  op era tion s  u n til very  re ­
ce n tly , w hen a  stron g  com p a n y , organ-, 
ized  b y  p rom in en t business m en o f  M ont­
rea l, p u rch a sed  from  th e  o r ig in a l ow n ers 
o f  the B oigniory the p erp etu a l rightB  to  
m in e fo r  p rcc iou s  m in era ls  on  the 71,000j 
acres. T hey entered  in to  th o  p ra ctica l1 
ex p lo ra tio n  and developm ent o f  th e  w on­
d erfu l go ld  d eposits  on  the se ig n iory , a n d  
expended m an y  th ousands o f  d o lla rs  In 
exp lo ita tion . A com plote  h y d ra u lic  p la n t? 
w ith  a ll n ecessary  m ach in ery , haB b e e n  
in sta lled  on  one o f  th e  m a n y  go ld -b ea rin g  
r iv e r  beds, and a ctu a l m in in g  o p e ra t io n s  
esta b lish ed . T hree la rg e  “ g ia n ts ," ’ 
(throw ing so lid  stream s o f  w ater un d er 
im m ense pressu re , w a a h  the san d  a n d  
g ra v e l in to  a slu ioe w here th e  n u ggots  
and  dust are  oolleoted  and  recovered . 
T hree sh ort “ cloan-upo”  w ere m ade before- 
the even t o f  freez in g  w eather la s t  N o­
vem ber, resu lt in g—fo r  the first c lean -up— 
in  a re covery  o f  36 cts. In go ld  p er  cu , 
yard . T he second  olcan -up  ga v e  42 ots.» 

^n go ld  per cu . ya rd , and tho la s t  one, 
a fte r  o n ly  tw o  hou rs  o f  w a sh in g  on  v ir ­
g in  grou n d , ga v e  va lues o f  $152.00.

T he C om pany ow n in g  th is  va lu a b le  pro* 
p e r ty  is ca p ita lize d  fo r  $1,000,000. in  shares 
icf $1.00 each , fu lly  p a id , and  a  sm all 
am ou nt o f  stock , b e in g  the  b a la n ce  o f  
T rea su ry  S tock , is now  o ffe red  fo r  sal© 
to  the pub lio . This i s  a* p ro fitab le  and  
p erm an en t investm ent, A rea l, p rod u cin g  
go ld -m in in g  p rop os ition , n ot a  prospect. 
The C om pany w ill p a y  la rg e  d ividends 
fro m  th e  w ork o f  th is  one a lon e  o f  th e ir  
m an y  go ld  deposits, w h ile  in com es from  
th e  op era tion s  o f  p roposed  su b sid iary  
com p an ies  on  o th e r  deposits o f  th e ir  large* 
h o ld in g s , w ill Bwell th e  pro fits  t o  share­
h o ld ers  o f  the  o r ig in a l com p a n y . I t  is  a  
w orth -w hile  in vestm en t!

A lim ited  nu m ber o f  b e a u tifu lly  illu s ­
tra te d  20 page book lets , in  E n glish  or. 
F rench , have ju s t  been issued, show ing* 
am on g o th er  th in gs, p h otograp h s  o f  n u g­
gets  w ashed  o u t  a t the “ w ork in gs” ; the  
e xp lora tion  w o rk ; h y d ra u lic  “ g ia n ts ”  ii\ 
o p e ra t io n ; the  “ clean -u p ,”  m aps, etc., etc., 
and g iv in g  a  com p lete  h is to r y  o f p la ce s  
go ld  in Q uebec. T he b ook  is extrem ely  at-| 
t ra ctiv e  and w ill be m ailed  free , upon; 
request, to  an yon e  in terested . A d dress ; 
E. E. H elm ick , S pecial R epresen ta tive . 
Cham ps d ’Or (gold  fields). R iga u d  Vau* 
dreu il, L im ited , B oard  o f  T ra d e  B uilding,; 
M on trea l, C anada.

  f?-------------
It is well to exercise your rights, 

i but don’ t w-ork them to death.

GREAT 
BODY-BUILDER

® See the British Medical 
Journal, Sept. 16, '11, 
and the Medical Times, 
Nov. 18, 11.
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Fencing ?
A RE  you  an exp ert? D o you  know  a good  p iece o f  fe n c in g  when you  exam itfe 

it?  Or do y o u  ju d ge  a  ce r ta in  m ak e o f  fen c in g  from  the record s  it  has 
m ade w ith  yo u r  n e ig h b o rs?  N o m atter  how  you  ju d g e  fen c in g , y o u ’ll 

find th e  q u a lity  o f  L E A D E R  Fence fu lly  up to y o u r  standard . I t ’s a  fence  you  
can  p u rch a se  w ith  con fidence, fo r  o u r  nam e stands h igh  in th e  estim ation  o f  
fen ce  b u yers. Our lo n g  exp erien ce  an d  ou r rep u ta tion  are  a  gu aran tee  th a t  
L E AD ER  F ence is top -n otch  in every  respect.

Leader Fence
w ill g ive  you  la s t in g  service. I t  is b u ilt  th ro u g h o u t o f  N o. 9 h a rd  steel w ire, 
w ith  a d oub le-grip  lock , and ga lva n ized  a cco rd in g  to  o u r  ow n  specifications. I t  
is b u ilt  to  w ithstand  the severe extrem es o f  th e  C an ad ian  q lim ate. Y o u  ca n ­
not bu y  m ore  va lue fo r  y o u r  m oney. I f  you  p a y  less th a n  the L E AD ER  p rice  
you  s im p ly  get low er q u a lity .

Send i‘o:* our book let. I t  con ta in s  fence fa cts  you  w ill be g la d  to  know . I t  
describes the L E AD ER  FENCE and the d ou b le -grip  lock  in a  c lea r  and  in terest­
ing  m an ner. i t  is a book let you  o u g h t  to  have in you r h a n d  th is  v e ry  m inute. 
W e vrili ylfio sand a  L E AD ER  FENCE lock  free  i f  y o u ’ll ask us fo r  one.

I f  yovi do not know  cu r  lo ca l a gen t, w rite d ire ct  t o  ub fo r  com p lete  in form a ­
tion . Agronts w anted  in un represented  d istricts . W rite  fo r  p rop os ition .

THE Frame & Hay Queen St., 
STRATFORD, ONT.


