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"SALADA 
= El A. HEE® 

is always pure and fresh. 

  

So delicious! 

though her eyes did not travel towards 
Stair with the words. 

“Shall I tell him you said that, or 
would you like to tell him yourself?” 
asked Peter. “I could see, when he 
came into the room, how surprised he 
was! Nobody can understand my 
goed luck, Carlotta—myself least of 
alll 

Carlotta, if she heard, had no reply. 
Peter, least observant of men and 
lovers, did not see that the shapely 
hand, busy about the tea-cups, was 
less steady than usual. 

“You'll be kind to Stair, won’t you?” 
he repeated. “Don’t take an unrea- 
sonable dislike to him, as you ‘do to 
some folks. He needs kindness——" 

“I haven’t much to spare, since you 
came on the scene,” she answered, and 
her glance, provokingly inscrutable, 
left him in complete doubt as to her   Try it today. 

  

  

THE STORY OF 
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Love Gives Itself 

  

BY ANNIE 8. SWAN. 

«) 

A BLOOD FEUD 
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CHAPTER I.—(Cont’d.) 

Peter Garvock was a long, lean; 
harsh-feAtured man, with coal-black 
and rather fiery eyes, a thin, but ex- 
traordinarily mobile mouth, capable 
of expressing far better than his 
somewhat slow tongue the emotions of 
his soul. They were chiefly aggres- 
sive emotions it must be admitted. 
Peter Garvock was one of those ag- 
gressively masterful men who get 
what they want in this world by de- 
manding it in a very loud and no un- 
certain voice. 

They talked briefly of the event 
which affected both families, but did 
not, of course, come to any intimate 
details until they were alone at the 
luncheon table, with no one within 
ear-shot. 

“So you're not going back, Alan. 
You didn’t care for Bombay?” 

“I was the round peg in the square 
hole, Peter, and I daresay they’ve told 
you that. Old Mackerrow would, any- 
way, I’m sure. He was often enough 
rubbing it into me that my place was 
at Stair.” 

Mackerrow was the Managing Di- 
rector of Garvock’s in Bombay, and 
to him Alan Rankine undoubtedly 
owed what little success*he had had in 
his attempts to make good in commer- 
cial life. 
“Mackerrow didn’t say much, but, 

how are you going to do, Alan? 
Things are down almost to rock-bot- 
tom. Wouldn't it be better to let the 
place” (“sell it,” he had been about to 
say, but something in his cousin’s look 
deterred him) “and let Judy go to 
Cambridge and make a home for 
Clqud while he’s at College?” 

kine shogk his head. J 
Nwon’t do «hat, Peter. = It would 

x:-dudy to leave Stair. She isn’t go- 
ing to be asked—Ilittle trump that she, 
is! I can’t speak about Judy, Peter, 
she’s so splendid!” 

“She’s made a good fight, certain- 
ly,” Garvock admitted. 

Then there fell between them an 
odd silence. 

“I haven’t congratulated you yet, 
old man,” said Rankine, a trifle awk- 
wardly. “I didn’t get Judy’s letter, 
go she threw the bomb this morning | 
instead.” 

Rankine was rather surprised by 
the quick and vivid flush which 
sprang to his cousin’s brow. 

“It’s all right. These things hap- 
pen in a man’s life, and the quicker 
they are the less time they take,” he 
added, with a laugh at his own clumsy | 
wit. “I suppose you’ll be busy with 
Richardson most of the afternoon?” 

Rankine-nodded. 4 
“Then, if you can meet me at the 

four o’clock train we’ll drive down to- 
gether, and I’ll take you to the Clock 
House before you go back to Stair.” 

  

"CHAPTER II _ 
UNHIDDEN FIRES. 

The Clock House, one of the oldest 
in the Sandgate of Ayr, was not much 

WRIGLEYS 
After Every Meal 

It's the longest-lasting 
confection you can buy 
—and it’s a help to di- 
gestion and a cleanser 

. for the mouth 
and teeth, 
Wrigley’s means 
benefitas well as 

pleasure. 
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ito look at outside. It stood sheer 
| upon the street, and the lower part of 
(it was destitute of windows, which 
| gave the front a strange, blank look. 
{ The odd, little, round tower on the 
| gable-end, in which a clock was fixed, 
explained its name, 

Alan Rankine had never been inside 
the Clock House, although he knew it 
i perfectly as one of the -landmarks of 
“the town. When he arrived at the 
door with his cousin soon after five 
o’clock that afternoon, he was only a 
trifie curious, and that merely on 
Peter Garvock’s account. The idea 

i that the house could contain anything 
{that would specially interest him, cer- 
tainly did not ocecur.. 

The outer door opened on a square 
hall with a stone floor, from which 
ascended a short flight of steps to the 
living rooms. It gave the house 
rather a weird aspect, but once at the 
landing a homely and comfortable 
note was struck. Rankine, indeed, 
was surprised at the size and bright- 
ness of the drawing-room, into which 
they had been shown by a maid, smil- 
ing consciously, as if realizing the 
importance of the visit. 

Two persons were in the room—an 
old, white-haired man, wearing a vel- 
vet skullcap and velvet coat, and a 
woman, sitting behind a tea-tray dis- 
pensing tea. Afterwards Rankine 
could with perfect truth have said 
that, so far as he was concerned, the 
room held only her! 

Her eyes had a slightly startled ex- 
pression when the two men entered, 
and she looked from one to the other 
with a glance that was hardly a smil-. 
Her face, indeed, as Rankine after- 
wargls recalled it, ssemed gravefo sad? 
ness. It was very perfect in line and 
ccloring, milk-white her skin, tawny 
her hair and cyes. The type was, ob- 
viously, sc alien to any house in Scot- 
land that it was small wonder that 
Rankinep lover of beauty as he was, 
should be instantly arrested. 

To conceive of her in relation to 
Peter Garvock was the most confus- 
ing thing he had ever met in his life. 
Peter undoubtedly showed at his best. 
He advanced to the table, and let his 
hand fall with an affection and pride, 
which certainly at that moment were 
quite genuine, on his cousin’s arm. 

“I am earlier than usual, Carlotta, 
for I have brought my cousin Alan. 
He arrived this morning from India 

His father died this 
  
ito a sad house. 
morning.” 
| Carlotta instantly rose. The grav- 
ity seemed to deepen on her face, but, 

{after one startled glance, her eyes did 
Inot meet Alan Rankine’s, not even 
;when the musical voice bade him wel- 
come and offered condolences. 

“I am sorry,” was all she said. 
“Father, come and be introduced to 
Peter’s cousin—Mr. Rankine of Stair. 
Mother is upstairs to-day, Peter. She 
has one of her very worst headaches.” 

The old Professor came across the 
iroom with his shuffling gait, a book 
iin one hand, while, with the other, he 
{ pusheq back his spectacles among his 

air. : 
“Rankine of Stair? ‘That name cer- 

tainly occurs in some of the old Scot- 
tish Records,” he said, surveying the 
tall figure with much interest. 

meaning. “I promise you I won't 
snarl at him. You may go and talk 
te father presently, and send Stair— 
as you call him—to get his tea from 
my hand.” 

Peter went, nothing loath. His 
opinion of himself, never at any time 
a small one, had advanced by leaps 
and bounds since Carlotta had accept- 
ed him. 

“Carlotta wants to talk to you, 
Alan,” he said at his cousin’s elbow. 
“And here is your tea, Professor. How 
iare the fossils getting on? Found 
{any fresh ones lately?” 

Alan Rankine, not willing, yet in- 
wardly glad—if so strange a contra- 
diction is possible—stepped to the 
table where Carlotta sat. 

“I have come because Peter sent 
me. I suppose I ought to ‘say how 
glad IT am that soon we shall have a 
new cousin at The Lees, and a very 
charming one?” 

“And you do not wish to say it. Is 
that what I am to infer?” she said, 
with a little, mocking, half-defensive 
note in her voice. 
“Why should I not wish to say it? 

Now you are unkind,” he said in a 
low voice, as he stooped to take the 
cup she offered. “I am a little over- 
whelmed, that is all.” 

“By what?” 
“By you.” 

“I am insignificant, a person of no 
account in the world except to a very 
few—that old man”—she added, bend- 
ing eyes that were marvels of tender- 
ness towards the white head in the 
distance—“and my mother—— 

“And Peter? Surely he must be in- 
cluded?” 

She gave no answer to that. 
“Tell me about your poor sister. 

Do you know, Mr. Rankine, that she 
is the only woman who has actually 
spoken to and looked at me in true 
friendly fashion since I came to this 
place?” 
“I am glad that she happened to be 
that one,” answered Rankine prompt- 
ly. “But what you tell me is un- 
thinkable!” 

“It is true,” she answered, and, 
leaning her elbow on the table, she 
permitted herself to look for a brief 
moment into his lean, brown, hand- 
some ar are aliens here.” 

For Sore a Liniment. 
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Oil From Locusts. 
Locusts, the greatest pest to crops 

that South Africa possesses, provide 

a wonderful aeroplane engine oil. They 

are being exported from South Africa 
for that purpose. 

The ‘Railway General Managers’ 

Bulletin,” of Johannesburg, states that 

eighty-eight bales of locusts, weighing 

approximately eighteen tons, were for- 

warded recently from Kazerne to Dur- 

ban for shipment to Holland. 

The locusts will be used principally 
for feeding livestock and poultry, 

while a small proportion of oil will be 

extracted and used in connection: with 
aeroplane engines. 

Special properties are reported to 

have been found in the oil, which is 

said to retain its liquidity at a very 
high altitude 

Ea — 

Correct English. 

Ardent Suitor—“Sir, I want your 

daughter for my wife.” 

Irate Father— “Young man, go home 

and tell your wife she can’t have my 

daughter.” 
tm crmmeAS cue opm 

Duty makes us do things well, but 
love makes us do them beautifully. 
— Phillips Brooks.   Rankine laughed. 

“I don’t doubt it, sir; and not al] 
ways creditably! We have been in at! 

‘the death a good many times in the; 
old days. I am flattered to think my | 
name signifies something to your im-| 
agination.” 

The old man, liking the frank 
hearty tones of the pleasant voice, mo- 

| tioned him to a chair, sat down beside 
him, and Peter was free to go to his 
sweetheart’s side. 

“Well, how do you like his looks, 
Carlotta?” asked Teter, and his slow 
gaze became quick and impassioned 
as it swept over her already changing 
face. . 

“He is. a very large person,” she 
answered, and there was a strange 
note of petulance in her voice. “Does 
be always take up all the room there 
is? 

Peter laughed in evident enjoyment. 
“You must ask him, Carlotta. Be 

kind “to him, poor chap,” he added, 
with a consideration surprising in him 
who, until now, had had so few 
thoughts to spare for others. “His 

i father died this morning, and it is a 
| pretty tough row he has come home 
‘to J 

  
} oe. 

“But he’lll do it,” said Carlotta, 
  

  

  

COLOR IT NEW WITH 

“DIAMOND DYES" 

  

Beautiful home dye- 

ing and tinting is 
‘guaranteed with Dia- 
mend Dyes. Just dip 

in cold water to tint 

goft, delicate shades, 

or boil to dye rich, 

‘permanent colors. | 

Each 15-cent package 

contains = directions 

so simple any woman 

can dye or tint lin- < 

gerie, silks, ribbons, skirts, waists, 

dresses, coats, stockings, sweaters, 
draperies, coverings, hangings, every- 

thing new. 

    

  

  

Mother’s prescription 
OHNNY is taking a prescription. His careful mother 

—+the family health doctor—ordered it. Her daily 
ounce of prevention—Lifebuoy Soap—works wonders 
in combating disease. 

Every day your children touch dirty objects and cover 
themselves with germ-laden dirt. 
the health soap. 

Lifebuoy 

Give them Lifebuoy 

protects 
The rich creamy lather of Lifebuoy carries a wonderful health 
element deep down into every pore. The skin is completely 
purified, and cleansed—delightfully stimulated. 

FEI 

  

L 
HEALTH SOAP 

More than Soap - a Health Habit 
The odour vanishes after use, 
but the protection remains. 

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO Lb-4-62 

  

  
  

  

Coco-Nut Palm Perfumes. 
The coco-nut palm is the most wide- 

ly distributed and most generally 

known tree in the tropical regions of 

the world. To such an extent do the 

people of all warm countries depend 

upon the coconut palm as a source 

of food or income that it is difficult to 

imagine how they would get along 

without it. 

‘While every part of the palm is re- 

quisitioned for special uses, it is not 

generally, known that it supplies a 

ryeing material of no mean import- 

ance, especially in the Far East. The 

dye it yields is in the rind. The lat- 

ter is ground or powdered, and then 

soaked for a few days in water and : 

afterwards boiled. The material to be 

dyed is washed in this water. 

  
  

  

HOUSE established 60 years. 

Please write for our price iist on 

We GUARANTEE them for a week ahead. 

P. POULIN & CO., LIMITED 
86-39 Bonsecours Market, 

Telephone Main 7107 
MONTREAL, - QUEBEC 
  

  

  

GIGANTIC SALE 
STOCK DOORS 
NOV. 10 to NOV. 20 

Write for Full List 

Pannill Door Co., Ltd. 
Toronto     131 Front St. East 

    
  

  Buy “Diamond Dyes”—no other kind 

—and tell your druggist whether the! 

material you wisi to color is wool or 

silk, or whether it is linen, cotton, or |   | Minard’s Liniment Heals Cuts, mixed goods. 

  

   
     

%Q 
   oncentrated 

trendth and 
Goodness of°    

t Poulity, Butter, and Eggs |- 

Qil is present chiefly in the flowers, 

which are gathered for their fragrance, 

and in a small way the oil is extracted 

and sold for making perfumery. 
——— 

" 

The Coronation Chair in Westmin- 
ster Abbey was made in 1296. It has 

only been outside the Abbey once sinea 
that date. 

  

  

" Sensible men settle disputes, fools 
litigate. : 
  

    

  

“ Bas the chilly |} 
spots with sun- 

shine-like warmth 
from a Hotpoint Hed- 
lite Heater.” 

Bedrooms and bath- 
rooms made cosy and 
warm by simply con- 
necting the Hedlite 
Heater to a lamp 
socket or convenience 
outlet. 

The reflector is ex- 
ceptionally large, re- 
sulting in a maximum 
concentration of heat 
where most needed. 

             

  

     For sale by dealers 
everywhere. 
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Canadian General Tlect-ic Ca limited     

  

  

  

  

   

  

    
      

Its delicious taste and pure 
quality is only equalled by its high 
nutritive value. 

Write for EDWARDSBURG Recipe Book. 

THE CANADA STARCH CO, LIMITED 

MONTREAL 
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