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Or, Felicity’s Inheritance,
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OHAPTER V.—(Continued). It']l.".-'i:' that I {-rmlltl {f:u.—-l_ti-.uli' heart h:*l:l'r.n_:,:
= ; i v i 5 T s T | AE&RINSE mine. =RITEI AR dare 1o O
Yes, it ia his writing,” he said. "I | e n Tyt Thng o stroke your cheek, I

look: bad, doesn't it. No wonder you were
upsdet.”

That was all.

The eager light died cul
of Joyce's face. He was not going to ©X
plain—o defend himsel. 8he hit her lip.
and had much ado to keep the tears hack.

Robert Stone read her thoughts, and
tosk her hand again—this time in |,-.nt|1|
his own. There wae a very tender smile
on hia face. and she found herself 'ooking |
atraight into his steadfast eyes, compelled
bv a force ahe did not understand.

“Joyoe,” he said—and at tbhat momend |
it apemed only natural he should call her |
by her name— T am not going to say & |
word about that letter, I can’t. I am go- |
ing to agk you instead to trust me. Will
it bs very hard, little girl? You don't |
really think me a scoundrel—mot in your
heart ot hearte, do you?'

Joyece shook her head.

“The., that {s all I care for—at present.
I want your trust, your faith. But some
day—very soon, I hope—I shall ask you
for eomething more precious eveuw than |
that. Can you guesd what it is?

Ok, to be able to cast off the spell that
his nearness eeemed to caet over her! To
escape from that wooing voice—thau mas-
terful touch! Oh, for the power to show)
him ehe wae indifferent to him, then with
a few cold proud worde to turn and leave
him crestfallen humiliated!

But Joyce had never acted a part in her |
life, and she could not do it now. She |
could only look at him with gsuch an- |
guieh in her lovely eves that he wae start. |
led, almoset afraid

“What is it, deart”
“Tall me."”

And then she plucked up courage and
teld him.

"It igs this."" Her voice broke in a eob.
“Do you think it's right to talk to me like
thie? It makes me so ashamed! Other
girle would not mind. perhaps, but I'm
not used to it, and—and it frightens me.
It'e worse than hearing all sorte of dread-
ful things about youw.”

“What ig worse? I don't understand,”

“Mr. Btone, are vou trying to make love
to Felicily and me at the same time?'

Robert Stone dropped her hand and look-
ed up at the sky in a meditative way.
'Fhere wae almoet a whimeical look on his
ace,

“Making love to Felicity ' he echoed.
‘Who saye I have been doing that?”

Joyce was silent.

“l1 don't like that term ‘'making love.’
The love is there. It doesn’t want mak-
ing. But do you really think I have been
doing that, Joyce?"

She did not speak and he gave a ghort
vexed laugh. He was gilent for a moment,
thinking deeply: the color had eurged
into his facs and hie eyes looked angry.
She felt afraid, and wae about to turn
and run ewiftly back to the house when
he spoke again. Whatever it was that
had upeet him he wae not vexed with her,
for that low note had come back to his
voice, and once more the dared not meet
hie eyes.

“Bo' that's what yon have been think-

he said quietly.

ing? And you didn't like it? I am glad
of that! I don't like it either, White
Rose., But it isn't true—not a bit of jt, 1

haven’t made love to you, Joyce—I haven't
had the chance. 1 am afraid vou don't
know much about it—I am afraid vou're
A very ignorant little girl, How can 1
make love with thie stupid old gate be-
rween us? 2

He gave it a kick n& he spoke. Was he
laughing at her? she wondered. There
wae such a strange -exultant note in his
voice. Then ghe thrilled, for he bent gtill
nearer, and though he did not touch her
her whole being seemed to be' caught up
and enfolded ne with an embrace,

“Darling,” he whispered, *“if the gale
were not between wus—and more, much
more!—do you know what I should do? I
should take your face in my hands—such
A wistful little face it ig!'—and kiss vour
sweet lips over and over again—as I've
peen longing to do ever eince 1 firet saw
you. I should held you in my arms, so
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gshould make veou put vour arms round my
neck, and call me ‘sweetheart.” We could
gtay here together till the atarse came onut,
and I ghould e¢all vou mine, and Kisg you
—kiss wvou * He broke off and 'anrhed
softly. “"We would be g0 happy.®* Say you
wizsh the old gate was down—eay it!”
Mesmerised, hewildered, carried away
tendes eloguence, Joyvee logt  her
head, and to her unepeakable horror and
diemay found hervself whispering “Yes.’

The next moment she was fiving hack 1o

i the house, her c¢hecke burning, her brain

in & whirl; and neither of them saw the
dainty lLittle figure in white, with ‘a4 erown
of golden hair that had been watching
them for the last feww minutes from the
corner of one of the ricks.

CHAPTER VI.
Contrary to her usual eustom, and great-
l¥ to the surprise of Joyce and Eliza, Fe.
liecrty calne down to breakfast next morn-

ing. BShe seemed in excellent gpirite, and
was wore like her old affectionate . self
than she had been for some time, which,

while it warmed Joyce's heart, made her
feel a little conscience-stricken,

“1 will have a look round and see what
they are going to 4o, Felicity said, when
the meal
to the fielde to-day.
vawned as s&he espoke.
letters to write. 1'll do them on the lawn
if yonu will ecarry the little tahle out,
-oyce. And look what has come by post!”
=0 pointed to a case of books—half a
duzen new siz-shilling novele—and laughed
a little consciouely. *'I ghall have quite
a library if 1 stay here much longer.”

Joyee had . ot ventured to work in the
garden that morning; she felt far too
ghy and self<conscious. She wondered if
Robert' Stone had lingered there awhile,
wailting for her; i1f he were disappointed
gshe did not come? She wondered, too—with
a gquick little thrill, half joy, half pain, 'f
it had anything 1o do with her that Fe-
licity came back from her tour of 'n-
gpection without having ecen him,

“I can’t find Mr. Robhert anywhere,"” ghe
gaid, rather crossly, "and I wanted him
very particularly thie morning.”

Joyce wae thankinl that Eliza had map-
ped out a busy morning for her. She
cleaned and dusted and he'ped to turn out
roomsa with a will, in epite of the fact
that it wae the hottest day they had yet
had; and she made no demur when Eliza
claimed her help in making strawberry
jam. It was etifling in the low-esilinged
kitchen, but she stuck to her post, even
when the woman paused to fan herself
with her apron or went to the door for a
breath of fresh air.

Joycee heart wae pinging. Nothing
could disturb her happiness, no tagk wase
too heavy. Bhe did not envy her friend,
who, after half-an-hour's writing had fall_
en agleep in her basket chair. Felicity
wae one of those fortunate mortals who
can go to sleep at any hour and in any
place—which fact aecounted more than
pnything else for her plumpness and her
roge-leaf complexibn.

Felicity wa: quite gay over their early
dinner—almost feverishly so, as Joyce
would have noticed had ghe not heen go
taken up with her own thoughts. When
not talking she eeemed preoccupied and
restless. and Eliza glanced at her uneasily
from time to time.

“Joyce, 1 want you to po to Stanten Or-
by and return Mrs. Warrender's call this
afternoon,” she said, as Joyce prepared
to attack another large basket of straw.
berries.

Joyce looked the dismay che felt,

“Oh, T can’t, Felicity! It would such an
ordeal. I'm not used to calling, as yon
know. 1 ehould feel so €hy—I ghouldn't
know what to say.”

“Why?" Felicity asked sharply,
know the woman—you said she w
ant.”

"She was, hut—but—need I go, Felicity?
It's such a hot afternoon for a long walk
and Mrs. Warrender eaid it was quite
three miles. Perhape I could go another
day—when I haven't had quite guch a busy
morning. :

“Oh, if you don’'t feel well that's a djt-
ferent matter!” said Felicity rudely. “Why
couldn’t you ray &0 at firgt?"” ;

Joyce's color rose. Felicity eonld he
very disagreealbe when she wae not pleas.
ed—as she had found out lately.

“1I am feeling well enough,” she eaid
q;n_e;t”’. “and I'll go if you make a point
xr 1L,

“I do, You can take m
her I can't walk so far. 'f"uu are a brick
Joyce. Thank you ever so much.,” r

Then Felicity went off to the rickvard to
look for Robert Stone, and Joyce repair-
ed to the kitchen to tell Eliza.

"1 can pick another pan of strawberries
firet,"” ehe added, “for I needn't start till
three o'clock. You won't finieh the jam
bafore night if I don't.”

Eliza eet down the pails of water ghe
had carried from the well, and wiped her
hot face.

I, feel lazy.”
“I have heaps

L} }Tﬂu
ae pleas-

card, and tell

“What's she gending wyou gadding off
there for?” ghe grumbled. “She's got
something in her head—you mark my
words! It's enough to kill you a day like
thie. Yon'll get sunetroke.”

“It can't be worse than this kitchen,™
Joyvee said, smiling.

It ie. The air's that heavy. There'll
be a thunderstorm before night, or my
name'as not Eliza Wilkins.”

“Oh, I hope not, Eliza! I'm afraid of

thnnder and lightning."”

“Wall, stop at 'ome, ‘then.''

“I can't. I don’t want to vex Felicity.”

The woman said no more, and they pick-
ed away in silence for a time. When she
epoke again it wase on her old grievance—
the drawbacks of country life. »

“I wish we were safe back in Wilmin.
gter, that I do. It's nothing like as hot
there. And fancy -having to draw every
drop of water from a well! Nasty, emelly
things!”’

“Why, it's lovely water, Eliza, the cold.-
eal and purest, I ever tasted.”

“Give me a tap over the sink, I <ay. |
Then as to all this talk about new-la‘d
egge and milk freeh from the cow. I've

never had an old-laid one in a town, and
that warm, frothy milk makes me gueer.
Then if we'd been in Wilminster we
shouldn’'t have had all these strawberries
dumped on our hands—we ocould have
bought ‘'em as wa wanted ‘em. Not but
what wvou'va been very good in help
me, Migs Joves.”

“I have liked helping, Eliza.
learn. And I am eorry vou don't
ing here—I think it's beauntiful.”

Eiliza eved the sweel face curlously,

“You sahape well
ted. You'd make a good farmer's wife”

Jovee's flushed face went a deeper red.
As she was thinking of someéething to sav

I want to
like bhe-

‘Missie and Mr. Robert.
trv him too far. She saye he's mad about

!
|

all the things that keep coming for her.
He took those books from the postman
thie morning. and she said she shonld
tease him abont them, though 1 begged
her not to.”

"1 thought you didn't want her to mar-
ry Mr. Btone.'

“No more 1 don’'t, but that's
wh¥ ghe ghould break the lad'e heart.
like Mr. Robert. Hes a gentleman.”

Joyce s heart sank. She felt vaguely un-
eagy as she dressed for her walk., It was
not a_ pleasant tagk that Felicity had =et
her. Added to her chyness and the dis-
comfort of the journey was the dread of

Nno Tredson

1

hearing sométhing dercogatory to Robert
o,

‘T won't lieten.” &he decided. I will
tell Mra. Warrender I would rather not
know, '’

she giched as ehe put on her gray coat
and skirt—her white dressese were hardly
good enough for the ocecssion—for though
knew

It “Wa8 4 cummer costume &he 1%

wallld be unbearably heavy. She knocked

at Felicity'e door bhefore starting, and a
| etifled voice answered her

wae finiehed, "but I sha'n't go |
=he |
of |

—_—

for work, ehe admit- |

the front door banged, and they heard

Felicity run upstaire to her r¢opn), Then

:l'l-'-l‘t‘ Was ﬂu‘r. pould of a key tufied vio

lently in the lock.

_ Eliza, Jose with-o.." onxions face and |
wasned her hands at the sink.

‘fSomething’s up,’ she sald. I'll go |

| and gee "’

t-Waes NNt lone bafore ghe wis down
again.

‘‘She won't let me in. BShe's crying—I
can hear her through the door. They ve
had a qguarrel: I Knew they would.’

“Who have, Eliza?"”

1 told her ehe'd |

“T don't want to see yvou, You will find
my <ard-case in my work-bagket.”

Thers was a private lane to the .high
road which went no further than the
farm, It wae quiet and tree ghaded, and
Joyce started off at a good pace. She
knew ehe would have to slacken epeed
when she came to the turnpike—a white

whe:e everything was smothered in
dust, the highwav for motors.

She had not gone far before she heard
quick etepe coming behind her. Her heart
leapt, for she knew it was Robert sStone,
nnd she turned with fluched face to
greast him.

But this
with his
whose vory

o

ahy

war not her lover—this man
face vonvulsed with paesion,
voice was altered, whose atti-
fude was almost threatening! He put
his hands heavily on her shoulders and
madde her face him.

“Why didn't wvou tell
man:’ he said hoarsely.
heard about him before ? Heavens! What
a fool I've been! Why didn't you warn
me? We were at least friends—or so you
pretended!” and he laughed harshly.

Joyces heart died within her, bShe saw
it all! He had heard about Mr. Car
michael—and thie wag how he was taking
it. She had made a mistake, a dreadful
mistake! It wae Felicity he loved. He
had only been flirting with her. Her face
went guite white, but she rallied her pride
and looked at him braqvely.,

“T—I would have told you if—if 1 had
been sure it was any concern of yours,”
ghie eaid, not without dignity. ‘‘Felicity
ahonld have told vou hefore.”

“Felicity 7' he echoed. ''She didn’t know
how—how I felt till to-day. But youre
right. It's no concern of mine."

He paused, staring down at her. Hig
face terrified her. It looked so strange,
with the color all fled and the sunburn
left, and hig eves looked almost black.

“Shall I itell you what I think about a
eirl who wounld do that?” he asked in a
furious whisper. and he shook her slender
shoulders a little. ““A girl-who would sell
herself to a man old enough to be her fa-
ther—just for what he could give her? An
old man she couldn’'t even pretend to love!
I'll tell you. She's too mean and contempt.
ible to waste a thought on. I hate and
deepicge her. I'll stamp on my love for her,
I1'l11 erush her out of my heart. I'll for-
get her as utterly as if she had never been
born."

Oh, poor Felicity! Joyce thonght, with a
pang. No wonder ehe was erying her heart
o1t.

“Po!" sghe said coldly. "Do!
lose much!” '

His face changed

me abont that
“Why haven't 1

She won't

ewiftly. His hands

dropped. and he turpmed away with a
ETOAN.
“Yon're rizht,” he gaid. “‘She won't loge
much,’

But at that look of suffering Joyce's
tender heart melted. She sprang after
him, and laid her hand on his arm.

“Pon’t look ke that,” she faltered,
“and don't judge her too harshly, poor
girl! You don't know all the c¢irceum-
gtances. I'm =o sorry for you. Perhaps
avervthing will come*right even vet."”

“It will never come right for me,” he
eaid heavily.

Then he went back the way he had come.

Joyvce never remembered how ghe got to
Stanton Orby. She dared not cry, for
how could she meet Mrs. Warrender with
red eyelids and < sfigured face? It was
almost unbearable at times—the emarting
eyes, the aching throat, without the re-
lief of tears. She stumbled occasionally,
for ehe felt tired out now that her buoy-
ancy of spirit had deserted her: The road
geemed endlegs. There wae not a breath
of air—mot a leaf stirred. She was vague-
ly conscious of the heat and discomfort
of the journey. with its choking dust and
tormenting flies. but her mental misery
wae g0 great that it seemed to dwarf all
lesser troubles.

She felt overwhelmed. It was madden-
ing to think how foolish ehe had been —
how eacily gulled! Robert Stone must in-
deed be the villain every one said he was,
Only a villain would have uttered those
sentimental e&peeches last night—would
have looked into her eyes ag 1f he meant
them.

She went over the few times thevy had
met, and everything he had ever said to
her. 8She writhed as she had to own she
had made the most of them. What a fool
ahe had been! Bhe bad heard of men who
were accomplished in this sort of thing—
who could make a girl love them deeply
with ecarcely an effont,

Well, Robert Stone would be punished
for it! He loved Felicitv—there was no
doubt about that; and whether ghe mar.

ried him or not there wag suffering in
store for him. Joyce's eyea had been
opened of late. Miss Chester had not
heen altogether wrong in eumming wup

her friend’'s character, as ehe had thought
at the time; and some day she would write
and tell her so.

When Joyce entered Stanton Orby she
wag much too exhausted in mind and body
to notice the pretty little village. Tha
rectory was & maneion standing in its
own grounde—it had evidently once heen
the Hall—and sbe felt quite ill with nery.
oueness as ehe rang the bell.

she need not have troubled so much
over the visit, for the smart maidservant
informed her that Mre., Warrender was
‘not at home.” Joyce hardly knew whe
ther to feel relieved or vexed as zhe turp-
ed away., A moment ago she dreaded the
ordeal; now she felt that a litt'le talk
might perhaps have lightened the load of
misery that threatened to crush her. And
how grateful she would have heen for a
cup of tea Her heart sank as she thought
of tha long walk before her.

She went even slower than before; there
wae nothing to hurry back for—nothing
but trouble awaited her. She would have

heen glad never to see the Valley Farm
agaLn:

Ho absorbed was she that ghe did not
notice the rapidly-darkening &ky, the
ominous hush that goes before a storm.
When it came at last—with a deafening
orack of thunder that for the moment
paralyeed her’ with terror—she had left

the village far behind. Before her stretch.
ed the long white road, with not a hogse
in sight. As she had told Eliza, she was
afraid of thunder and lightning, and she

began to ran, keeping in the middle of the |

that it

road. with some vague idea E
=) i

dangerous to shelier under a tire
not long before the rain came, literally
pouring from the threatening sky, =and
after running till she was speunt Joyce
subgided int> a walk, and +told herself
rhe—warmnegy 0f _despair that th
indeed the last gtraw.

;i._i-_ler_l to het wretchednegs
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It fiashed upon her suddenly that she
had lost her way when she found herself
hesitiiting where three lanes met. For

gome time the road had seemed unfamil-
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iar, but ehe had consoled herself with the
thought that ehe had taken very little no-
Hﬂe of anything on the way to Stanton.
here was a eignpeet here, and ghe scan-
ned it with anxiopg eyes, the rain stream.
ing down upon her upturned face. It
pointed the road to Stoneyeroes, to Waor-
ledge, to Fretterton—not one of which she
knew. She must. have taken a wrong
turning, and come far ont of ber waw.
Joyece walked eteadily on down one of
the lanes, apathetic with misery. The
first deluge had subsided into a eteady
downpour. The drought of the last few
weeke had broken up with a vengeance!
She could not poesibly be wetter than she

was, she told herself, and perhaps ghe
might come acroes a cottage soon whera
she ocould inquire the way.
(To be continued.)
rle
CRAWLED OUT OF BELGIUM.
iHow Two British Convent Girls

Fled Past German Sentries,

How two English schoolgirls at a
convent near Liege made fruitless
efforts for four months to leave Bel-
gium after the German occupation,
and how finally they escaped over
the Dutch frontier on a dark night,
was told by Miss Florence Walter,
a Balham girl, nineteen years of
age, whio, with her friend, have only
just succeeded in reaching their
anxious relatives and friends in
England. I

““There were a number of other
English ginls at the convent,”’ said
Miss Walter, ““but whenever we ap-
plied to the German officers we
were refused military permits to
leave. Life under the Germans was
unbearable, for we were exposed to
all sorts of dangers—so we decided
to escape. One night my friend and
myself tramped for hours through a
fir wood to Cheval Blane, and then
on to Verviers and Ensival. For-
tunately we go# two or three hours’
sleep, but at four-o’clock the next
morning we had risen, and an hour
later were sitting, together with
nearly a dozen others, in a mer-
chant’'s cart slowly wending its way
to the Dutech frontier, After a
weary journey of six hours, and

S. FRANK WILSON & SONS
73 Adelalde St. West, Toronto

'='}|irﬂ}'j11;:‘ with fl'.ightﬂ-[nl‘ we {ildi
not know how our venture would
end —we arrived at the little front-!
ter village of Moulin. We visited
the only inn in the village, which|
was crowded. For hours we racked!
our brains for some plan to pass the!
frontier guards.

“‘Finally we started out along the
muddy roads after dark, but found
we were being followed by a sentis
nel, so we returned to the inn, Then
a man, whom we and several ré=
fugees bribed, led us through a gat«
den at the back of the inn. On our
hands and knees we groped in the
mud under some barbed wire en-
tanglements, climhbed several
hedges, dodged a number of sen-
tries, and finally crosded the frent-
1er.’’
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Not every powerful man has been
able to sustain his reputation.
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Contenfs of Large
Factory

Shafting one to three inches
diameter; Pulleys twenty to
fifty inches; Belting four to
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tire or in part.
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Of any druggist, Turf Geods house, or manufacturers,

SPOHN MEDICAL CO., Coshen, Ind., U.S.A.
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FOR A NAME

Thie is the beautiful new :
Canada, endorsed and usédd exclusively by Mde.
Pauline Donalda,

We want a eunitable name for it, and

ag lollowe :—

$400.00 for
50.00 for
25.00 for
10.00 for
6.00 for .

ten B1.00 prizee for the next best descrip-

The winner of the contest will be decided by &
commitiee of Montreal's leading andvertising men
their declsion
more contestante send in the winning name the
be equally divided, and an-.additlonal
prize to the value of £5.00 will be given each euc-
. cessful contestant.
! this firm shall enter the contest. The con-
tegt closes at midnight, March 23let, 19165,

HOW TO ENTER:—I'o enable every contestant
to trv the pew perfume before snbmitting

ofr

Perfume—roagular £5 celts
Free (Contest
All for 10 cents. It I8 necegsary to have the Free
Contest Blip to enter.

Write today. ] :
perfume, and have a chance to win the bigz prize

Y & STEWART, PERFUMERS

332 BLEURY ST., MONTREAL. ‘I

er:—For one dime, ten cents, we will
oné of our Bpeclal Souvenir Botlles ol the

perfume, made in

the famousg Canadian FPrima

fo will
4500 IN CASH PRIZLES

the best name.

the beat description of the perfume.
the eecond best name.

the eecond best description.

the third best description.

will be final. Bhould two or

No emploree or lmember of

thelir
tollowlog

—

Ior 4 nameoe. we mAke the

sizp—together ‘with

Blip, and One Premium Coupon.

You will ba delighted with the

o iy
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