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Standaid Bank of Canada

EAD UFFICE, TCOMIC,

3. P. REID. MANAGER

Capital Avthorized . . $2,000,000
Pli-i r‘.'.r O g 1.000,000
Resery - Fu il 1,000, 000
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Agencies in all principal points in On
taric, Qneobee, Manitoba, United
States and England.

DURHAM AGENCY.
A general Banking business trans.
deted. Drafts issued and collections
made on all points. Deposits re-

Wwived and interest allowed a cur
rent rates,

—

THE SAVINGS BANK.

Interast allowed on Savings Bank de-
posits of 31 and upwards. Prompt
Sttention and every facility afforded
mstomers living at a distance

J. KELLY, Agent.

Machine 0il, Harness ()it

Axle Grease and Hoof
Ointment, go to

S. P. SAUNDERS

The Harnessmaker

Around..

With an ill-fitting ready-made
sait, when you can get a first
class fit, made to order in the
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CHAPTER XII.

HAVE directed our livery-
man to send over his besg
nag and a cutrer this morne
ing,” said Albert at break-
fast the next day to his friend, “and
Fou and Alice can take a sleighride
and see Bandgate snowelad. 1 have
some business matters to attend to.”

It was a delightful day for a sleighe
ride, for every bush and tree was covs
ered with a white fleece of snow, and
the moruing sun added a tiny sparkle
to every crystal. A thicket of gpruca
was changed to a grove of towering
white cones and an alder swamp to a
fantastic fairyland. It was all new to
Frank, and as be drove away with
that bright and vivacious girl for a
companion it is needless to say he
enjoyed It to the utmost,

“I had no idea your town was se
hemmed in by mountains” he said
after they started and he had a chance
to look around, “Why, you are coms-
pietely shut in, and such grand ones
too! They are more beautiful than
the White mountains and more grace=
ful in shape.”

“They are all of that” answered
Alice, “and yet at times they make me
feel ns if I was shut in, away from all
the world. We who see them every
day forget their beauty and only feel
their desolation, for a great tree-clad
mountain is desolate in winter, I
think. At least it is apt to reflect one's
mood. [ suppose you have traveled a
great deal, Mr, Nason 7

“Not nearly as much as I ought. to,”
he answered, “for the reason that [
can’t find any one I like to gFo with ne,
My mother and sisters go away to
some watering place every summer
and stay there, and father sticks to
business, I either dawdle around
where the folks are summers or stay

| In town and hate myself, if I can’t find

' time.

some one to go off on my yacht with
me. The fact is, Miss Page.” he added
mournfully, “I have hard work to kill
[ can get a little party to run
to Newport or Bar Harbor in the sum-
mer, and that is all. I should like to
g0 to Florida or the West Indles in the
winter, or to Labrador or Greenland
summers, but 1 can’t find company.”
Alice was silent for a moment, for
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guarantee aatisfaction.
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Ing because he had nothing to do but
spend his time and money was new to
her.

“You are to be pitled,” she sald at
last, with a tinge of sarcasm, “but still
there are just a few who would euvy

you.”

He made g n-;r!ﬁ', for he did not

| quite understand whether she meant to

be sarcastic or not. They rode along

| in silence for a time, and then Alice
_ pﬂFi".rHl to a emall square brown build-
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Ing just ahead, almost hid in bushes,
and sajid:

“Do you see that magnificent strue.

fure we are coming to, and do you no-
tice its grand columns and lofty dome?
If you had been a country boy you
would recollect secing a picture of it in
the spelling book. Take n good look
at it, that 1s the temple of knowl-
edge, and it is there I teach school™

Frank was silent, for this time the
Barcastic tone In her voice was more
pronounced. When they reached it he
stopped and said quietly: “Please hold
the reins, I want to look into the
room where you spend your days.”

He took a good long look, and when
ie returned he said: “So that {s what
you call a temple, is it? And it was in
here the little girl wanted to kiss you
yecaiEe vyou looked | 1Py And then
18 they drove on he added, “De you
inow, I've thought of that pretty little
" feeling a dozen times gince you
sold ' 1L, and when | go home [
shizic mend 2 box of candy to you and
sk ¥ou to do me the tavor of giving it
£ that little zirl™

It wac not whlt “she expectsd he
would say, and it rather pleased her.

When they were nearly bome, he
said:

“You are mot a bit like what I Imag-
Ined a schoolma’'am was like.”

“Did you think I wore blue glasses
and petted a black cat?’ she asked
laughingly.

“The glasses might ba a protection to
susceptible young men,” he answered,
“and for that reason I would advipe
you to wear them.”

“Shall I get some tomorrow te wear
while you are here?’ ghe queried, with
a smile. “T will If you feel in danger.”

“Would you do it if I admitted I
was?" he replied, resolving to stand his
ground and looking squarely at her.

But that elusive young lady was not
to be cornered.

“You remind me of a story Rert told

for

¥
CRY N
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'unr:e," she said, “about an Irishman

who was called upon to plead gullty or
not guilty to the charge of drunken-
pezs. When asked afterward how he

was that? said his friend. ‘Begorra,
whin the judge axed me was I guilty

or not guilty 1 answered, “Was yer |
| grandfather a monkey?’ 'And then he
' gave me sixty days."”

“Well,"” replied Frank, “that is a good |

story, but it doesn't answer my ques-
tion."”

That afternoon when Alice was alone
with her brether he said, “Well, sis,

kow do you like my friend?"
“Oh, he means to be nice,” she re-
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plied, "Dut he is a litile thoughtless,
end It would do him good to have to
work for his living a year or two.”
The two days intervening before
Sunday passed all too quickly for the
three young people. When Sunday
morning came they of course attended
church, and Frank found himself slyly
stared at by all the people of Sand-
gate. He did not pay much attention
to the sermon, but & good deal to a
. certain sweet soprano voice in the

He sat staring moodily at the Rames,

cnolf, and when arter service Ance
Joined them he boldly walked away
with her and left Albert chatting with
a neighbor.

On the way home she, of course, ask-
ed the usual question gas to how he
liked the germon.

“I don’t think I heard tem words of
it,” he replied. “I was kept busy
counting how many I caught looking at
me, and whenever the cholr sang I for-
EOt to count. Why was it they stared
@t me so much? [s a stranger here a
walking ouriosity ¥

“In a way, yes,” answered Alice,
“They don’t mean to be rude, but a
new face at church is a curlo. [I‘l]
wager that nine out of ten who were
there this morning are at this moment
discussing vour looks and wondering
who and what you are.”

A realization of her cool Indifference
tinzed bis feelings that evening just at
dusk, where he had been left alone be-
gide the freshly started parlor fire, and
when the object of his thought hap-
pened in he sat staring moodily at the
flames. She drew a chalr opposite and,
seiating herself, said pleagantly:

“Why so pensive, Mr. Nason? Has
going to church made you feel re
pentant ¥

“I don't feel the need of repentance
except in one way,” be answered, “and
that you would not be interested in.
To be eandid, Miss Page, I'm growing
ashamed of the useless life I lead, and
it's that 1 feel to repent of. A few
things your brother said to me three
months ago were the beginning, and
a remark you made the day we first
went sleighing has served to increase
that feeling, Ever since [ left college
1 have led an aimless life, bored to
death by ennui and conscious that no
one was made any happier by my ex-
What Ifert said to =0 and
your remark bhave only served 1o make
me rexlize it more fully.”

“1 am Mr, Nason.," she
Baid pleasantly, “if any words of mine

I=toneo,

VEry SoIry,

hurt you even a little. 1 have forgot-
ten what they were and wish vou
wouitl. The visit which Dert and yvon
are making me is a most deiichrful
break in the monotony of iy Mioe. and

I shali be very glad to see you agzain,"”
And then, rising, she added, “If 1 hart
you, please gay you forgive me. for 1

must o out amd see to geiting tea”
The last evening was passed much
like the first, except that now the

elusive Alice seemed to be transforimed
into a far more gracious hostess, and
all her smiles and Interest scemcd to

be lavished upon Frank instend of her

brother. It was as if this occult little
lady had come to feel a new and sur-
prising curioaity in all that concerned
the life and amusements of her visitor.
With true feminine skill. she plied him
with all manner of questions and uf-
fected the deepest interest in all he had
to say. What were his sisters’ amise.
ments? Did they entertain much, play
tennis., golt or ride? Where did thoy

usrvally go summers, and d14 he gener
ally go with them?
and goings and where he had been and
what he saw there were also made a
part of the grist he was encouraged to

- grind. She even professed a keen in-

terest In his yacht and listened pa-

| tiently to a most elaborate description
| pleaded he said, ‘Bedad, I give the |
| judge an equivocal answer,” ‘And what

of that craft, although as a rewboa'
was the largest vessel she had ever set
feot on it is likely she did not gain a
very clear ifdea of the Gypsy.

“Your yacht has a very suggestive
name,” she said. “It makes one think
of green woods and campfires, [
should dearly love to take a sail in her.
I have read so much about yachts and
yachting that the idea of sailing along
the shores in one's own floating heuse,
as it were, has a fascination for me.”

This expression of taste was so much
in line with Frank's, and the idea of

' pleasure,” he responded, “than to have

His own comings

hiaving this charming girl for a yacht-
ing companion so tempting that his
face glowed.

“Nothing would give me greater

you for a guest op my boat, Miss Page.
I think it eould be managed if I could
only coax my mother and sisters to go,
and you and your brother would join
us. We would visit the Maine coast re-
sorts and have no end of a good time.”
“It's a delightful outing you sug-
gest,"” she answered, “and I thank you
very much, but I wouldn't think of |
@ming If your family had to be coaxed
to go, and then it's not likely that Bert |
could find the time.” r,
“Oh, I didn't mean it that way,” he |

sald, looking serious, “only mother and |
the girls are afraid of the water, that é
is all.”

When conversation lagged Frank
begged that she would sing for him
and suggested selections from Moody |
and Bankey, and despite her brother's |
sarcastic remark that it wasn't a re-
vival meeting they were holding she |
not only played and sang all those |
time worn melodies, but a lot of others
from older collections. When retiring |
time came Frank asked that she con- |
clude with “Ben Bolt.” |

“I shall not need to recall that song
to remind me of you,” he said in a |
low voice as he spread it on the music |
rack in front of her, “but I shall a)- |
ways feel its mood when I think of
you."

“Does that mean that you will think |
of me as sleeping ‘in a corner obscure ,
and alone' in some churchyard?’ she |
responded arclly, |

“By no means,” he said, “only I may |
perhaps have a little of the game mood |
at times that Ben Bolt had when he |
heard of the fate of his sweet Alice.” ,

It was a pretty speech, and Frank |
{magined she threw a little more than IJ
usual pathos into the song after It.f

!
I

—

but then no doubt his imagination was
biased by his feelings.

When they staod on the platform the
next morning awaiting the train he
gaid quivﬁ:,':

“May I send you a few books and
some new songs when I get home, Miss
Page? I want to show vou how much |
I have enjoyed this visit."

“It 18 very nice of you to Bay Eo,"” |
ghe replied, “and I shall be glad to be |
remembered and hope you will visit us |
again."” .

When the train came in he rather |
hurriedly offered his hand and with g |
“Permit me to thank you agais” as he _
raised his hat turned away to gather
up the satchels so as not to be witness
to her leave taking from ber brother.

CHAPTER XIII, !

N summer Southport island, as |
yet untainted by the tide of |
outing travel, was a spot to
inspire dreams, poetry and |

canvases covered with ocean lore. Its

many coves and inlets where the tides
ebbed and flowed among the weed cov-
ered rocks, its bald cliffs, sea washed,
and above which the white gulls and
fishhawks circled; the deep thickets of |
epruce through which the ocean winds |
murmured and where great beds of
ferns and clusters of red bunch berries
grew were one and all left undisturbed |
week in, week out, |

At the Cape, where Uncle Terry, |
Aunt Lissy and Telly lived their sim. |
ple home life, and Bascom, the store-
keeper and postmaster, talked unceas-
Ingly when he could find a listener, |
and Deacon Oaks wondered why “the
grace o God badn't freed the land
from stuns,” no one ever came to dis-
turb its quietude. Every morning Un-
cle Terry, often accompanied by Telly |
in a calico dress and sunbonnet, rowed |
out to pull his lobster traps, and after |
dinner barnessed and drove to the bead
of the island to meet the mail boat; |
then at eventide, after lighting his pipe |
and the lighthouse lamp at about the
Billle time, generally strolled over to
Lascom’s to have a chat, while Telly
made a call on the “Widder Leach,” a
misanthrople but plous protegee of
hers, and Aunt Lissy read the paper.

Unce In about three weeks, according
to weather, the monotony of the village
was disturbed by the arrival of a small
8chooner owned jointly by Uncle Terry,
Ouks and Bascom, and which plied be-
tween the Cape and Boston. Once in
two weeks services were held, as usual, |
in the little brown church, and as often |
the ligzhthouse tender called and left
coil and oll for Uncle Terry. Iegu- |
laviy on Thursday evenings the few
pioisiy inclined, led by Deacon Oaks,
goiliered in the church to sing hymns
they repeated fifly-two times each year, |
listen to & prayer by Oaks that seldom |
varicd In a single sentence, and heard
Auntie Leach thank the Lord for his
“many mercies,” though what ihey .
woere In her case it would be hard to
tell, unless being permitted to live
alone and work hard to live at all was
a mercy, The scattered Islanders and |
the handful whose dwellings comprised |
the Cape worked hard, lived frugally |
and were unconscious that all around
them was a rocky shore whose oliffs |
and Inlets and beaches were so muny
poems of picturesque and charwing
gccnery.

This was Southport in summer, it
In winter, when the little harbor at
the Cape was icebound, the winding
road to the head of the island buried
beneath drifts and the people often for
weeks at a time absolutely cut off
from communication with the rest of
the world, it was a place cheerless in |
Ita desolation. Like o many wood-
chucks then the 1esidents kept within
doors or only stirred out to cut wood, |
fodder the stock aud shovel paths so
that the children could go to school. |
The days were sbort and the evenings |
long, and to get together and spend |
hours in Jabored conversation the only
pastime. It was one of those long even-
ings and when Aunt Lissy and Telly |
were at a neighbor’s and Uncle Terry, |
left to himself, was reading every line, |
including the advertisements, in the |
last Journal, that the following met |
his eye: ]

, OVer,

| listenin’,

| the three lapsed into silence.

' on that day?

| slowly emitting it in rings. “It's been

| Jest to remind me o that fortunate

. ¥
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| same care but some
‘and strong while

‘starvation, not because of lack

ANTED.—Information that will lead
hwth- discovery of an heir to the estate
of one Erle Peterson, a landowner lllﬂ.l
shipbullder of Stockholm, Bweden, whose
son, with his wife, child.and crew, wWas
known te have been wrecked on the coast
of Malne in March, 187—. Nothing has
ever been heard of said Peterson or his
wife, but the child may have been saved.

hav Information that will lead
t‘-nj;t?:‘ dmiﬂ:rr of this child will be
amply rewarded by communicating with
NICHOLAS FRYE, Attorney at Law, —
Pemberton Bguare, Boston.

“Waal, I'll be everlastin'ly gol darn-

| ed!” Uncle Terry exclaimed after he

had read it for the third time, “If this
don't beat all natur I'm a goat.”

It was fortunate he was alone, for it
gave him time to think the matter
and after half an hour of aston-
Ishment he decided to say nothing te
his wife or Telly.

“I'll jist breathe casy an' sag up,”
bhe said to himself, “same as though I
was crossin’ thin ice, an’ if nothin'
comes on't nobody 'll be the worse for
worryin'.”

Then he ent the slip out and hid it in
his black leather w: llet, and then cut
out the entire page nnd burned it.

“Wimmin are sich curis creeters
they'd be sure to want to know what
I'd cut out o' that page,” he said to
himself, “an’ never rest till I told 'em.”

When Aunt Lissy and Telly came
home Uncle Terry was as composed

. as a rock and sat quietly pufling his

pipe, with his feet on top of a chair
and pointing toward the fire.
“Were you lonesome, father?" asked

. Telly, who usually led conversat.un In

the Terry home. “We stopped at Bas-
com's, and you know he never stops
talking.”

“He's worse'n burdock burs ter git
away from,” answered Uncle Terry,
“an’ ye can't be perlite ter him unless

ye want t' spend the rest o' yer life |

His tongue allus seemed ter
be hung in the middle an’ wag both
ways. I wasn't lonesome,” he contin-
Ued, rising and adding a few sticks
to the fire as the two women laid aside
their wraps and drew chairs up. “I've

| read the paper purty well through an’

had a spell o' livin' over bygones,"” and
then, turning to Telly and smiling, he
added: “I got thinkin' o' the day ye
came ashore, an' mother she got that

| excited she sot the box ye was in on

the stove an' then put more wood in. |
It's a wonder she didn't put ye in the

| stove instead o' the wood!"

As this joke was not new to the lis-
teners no notice was taken of it, and

Outside the steady boom of the surf

| beating on the rocks came with monot-
' enous regularity, and inside the clock |
| ticked,

IFor a long time Uncle Terry |
sat and smoked on in sllence, resum-

ing, perhaps, his bygones, and then |
eaid: “By the way, Telly, what's be |
come o' them trinkets o' yourn ve had |
It's been so long now,
'most twenty vears, [ "bout forgot 'em. |

' I #’pose ye hain't lost 'em, hev ye?" |

“Why, no, father,” she answered, a |
little gurprised. “I hope mnot. They |
ere all in & box in my bureau, and ne |

|

| one ever disturbs them ™

“Ye wouldn’t mind fetchin’ 'em now,
would ye, Telly? he continued after

She watched him take out the contents,
druwing a long whiff of smoke and

B0 many vears, an' since I got thinkin’
'bout it I'd like to take a look at 'em, |

day yve came to ns."
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lvery farmer knows that

some plants grow better than

others. Soil may be the same

and seed may scem the same |

but some plants are weak and |I

|

|

r

others strong.

And that's the way with
children. They are like young |
plants. Same food, same home,
grow big |
others stay |
small and wealk. i

Scott’'s Emulsion offers an |
casy way out of the difficulty,
Child weakness often means

of food, but because the food
does not feed,

Scott’s Emulsion really feeds
and gives the child growing
strength.

Whatever the cause of weuk-
ness and failure to grow—
Scott’s Emulsion seems to find

it and set the matter right.

Send for free '
Bt & sample

Bowne, Chemi oronto, Ontarke
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| arrived in Boston, he felt,

| together.

| "bout this slipwreck gy’

| 1:1furmutlﬂu an'

arose and, golng upstairs, re-
l”":'h'“,ﬂ:;m a small tin box shaped like

'a trunk and, drawing the table up in

front of Uncle Terry, set the box down
upon it As be opened it she perched
herself on the arm of his chair and,
Jeaning against his shoulder, passed one
arm caressingly around his neck and
watched him take out the contents.

First came a soft, fleecy blanket, then
two little garments, once whitest mus-
lin, but now yellow with age, nncj then
another smaller one of flannel. 1 [t_umd
to this were two tiny shoes of knitted
wool. In the bottom of the b?x was a
small wooden shoe, and theuga -:-I!:n-.-,
in comparison, yet evidently f;if-i'._..ﬂu
W i',t., lgdy's foot. Tuck ed in this wis
a little bo2 tied with fadea ribbon, and
in this were a locket and {'hfl[ll. two
ringe and « scrap of paper. The writ-
ing on the paper, once hastily gcrawled
by a despairing mothers’ hand, had al-
most faded, and inside the locket were
two faces, one a man’'s with strongly
marked features, the other girlish with

s and hair in curls.
hi’:'lf:; were a'l the heritage of this
waif of the sea who now, a falr girl
with eyes and face like the woman's
picture, was leaning on the shoulder
of her foster father, and they told a
pathetic tale of life and death; of ro-
mance and mystery not yet unwoven.

How many times that orphan girl
had Imagined what that tale might be;
bow often before she had examined
every one of those mute tokens; how
many times gazed with mute eyes at
the faces in the locket; and how, as
the years bearing her onward toward
maturity passed, had she hoped and
waited, hoping ever that some word,
sgimne whisper from that faroff land of
her birth might reach her!

And as she looked at those mute rel-
fcs which told so little and yet so much
of ber history, while the old man whe
had beem all that a kind father could
be to her took them out ome by one,
she realized wore than ever what a
debt of gratitude she ewed to him.
When he had looked them over and
put them back in the exact order im
which they had been packed, he closed
the box and, taking the little hand that
had been caressing his face in his own
wrinkled and bony one, held it for a
moment. When he released it the gird
stooped and, pressing her lips to his
weather browned cheek, arose and re-
sumed her meat.

“Waal, ye better put the box away
now,” sald Uncle Terry at last. “I'll

| Jest go out an' take a look off'n the

p'int, and then it’ll be time to turn in.™

CHAPTER XIV.

'"VE got ter go ter Boston™
ald Uncle Terry to hisa wife
a few days later, *“Thar's
some money due us that we

ain’t sartin we'll git. You an’ Telly

can tend the lights for a couple o

nights, can't ye? I wor't be gone

more'n that. Bascom's to take me up
to the head, an' if the boat's runnip’

I'll be all right.”

This plan had cost Uncle Terry a

good deal of diplomacy. Not only did

| be bave te invent a reasonable CICUSE

for golng by exciting the fears of both

| Bascom and Oaks regarding money
really due them, but he had to allay the

curiosity of his wife and Telly as well,
In & small village like the Cape every
one's movements were well known te

; all and commented on, and no one was

better aware of it than Uncle Terry.
FPut go to Boston he must, and to do se

| right in the dead of winter and not ex-

cite a small tempest of curious gossip
taxed his Yankee wit
At Bath he had a few bours’ wait
and went to the bank and drew A Bum
of money from his small savings.
“Lawyers are sech sharps, consarn
‘em!” he sgid to himself. “I'd better
Most likely I'll come back

gn loaded,
ekinned. 1 never did tackle a lawver

| "thout losin® my shirt.”

When, after an all night ride, during

which he sat in the Bloking car with
Lhis pipe and thoughits for company, he
&s he would
phrase it, like a cat in a strange gar-
ret. He had tried to fortify himself
against the expected meeting with this
I‘_r:re, who, he felt Bure, would wmake
Lim pay dearly for ANy service. When
Le entered the rather untidy office of
Illa::t legal light Unele Terry looked sus-
Piciously at its ocCupant,

“Well, sir, what can | do for you?"
asked Frye after his visitor had b::'utrn-
duced Limsalf,

“"Waal," answereq Unecle Terry, tak-
Ing a seat and laying his hat ;m the
floor beside him, “I've Come on rather
a _--:::'Eu errand.” And 1aking out the
;i.-}n he had g fow tays before placed
1:1. his wallet, e handed it to Frrve
With the remark, “That's my Errum':i o

I'rye's face brightened, .

".[ A very glad to see ¥ou, Mr. Ter-
ry.”" he said, beginning to rub his hands
“If yYou harve iny facts im
Your possession that will aid us in the
H:*Ht‘t'fl for an heip to this estate we
.-n_l;d! be glad to Pay you for them .rlr'u—
vided they are facts, Now, glr, wliml is

| ¥our story 7

Uncle Terry Jooked at the lawyer a

- homent befopre ANSWering

“I didn’t come Lore to
) tell all T knew
the ryst Ee oll,” he said, . | L'nm:' all

4 good deal
y¥e, but fust I
who is lookin' for the
what's likely to cum

more that')) COnsarn
want to know

L‘!I.l.”

.I.:[_:-.i'ni Frye's turp 1o stare now,
.].5 man won't he any d ,
nvsa he thought, and Ha!‘r:';:? n:;!{:
Ibat I am Dot at liberty o t]iﬁ(‘hﬁﬂl‘
until I know what .fnﬂa'_','uu can es-
tablish, but rest assured that any in-
formation You may have, if it bﬂ-]’:l‘lﬂ?!’d
of real value, wijj) entitle you to an
awple rewaprq.”
mr[ ;i;:knf ¥e don't quite ketch on to
i I't,” replied Uncle Terry, o
an't cum here lookin' fer pay, but to

-
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