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Christmas seems to be quite a
long ways off and yet by the cal-
endar there is only five weeks
more until Christmas will be here.
That is not too far away for you
to begin to do some hard thinking
about holiday gifts and it is so
much easier to make right selec-

tion when you have plenty ol
time,

We have already made all our
holiday preparations and the
stock is now ready for your in-
spection., We cordially invite
you to ecall at your earliest pos-

sible convenience and as often as /|

you ecan, In extent, variety and
nove.ty our present stock far ex-
ceeds any other that will be seen
in this locality, and our prices are

proportionate.y lower,

Any
be laid aside for wou.
duplication, gif

item wi.l, il you so desire,
In case of
s will be exchang-
ed, We sha.l be pleased to be of
assistance to you in any way.

L —

Maciarlane

§ Company poofilc."™

C.P.R. Town Adent. Buy Your Tickets Here

In New Quarters

Near the Garafraxa St. Bridge

Lwi-h o announce to
the public that ;1 am
now settled in my new
guarters, T. Moran's old
stand, the Gara-
fraxa St. bridge, where,]

IR

am prepared to cater to
their wants in all kinds
of custom blacksmith-
ing. All wurk guaran-

teed first-class,

M. D. McGRATH

Near the Garafraxa St. Brilge
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Walkerton

$ Business
College

Is a link in Canada’s Great-
est Lhan of High - gt'.lu!t'
Colleges founded during the
p.nf iwentv-s51x vears, This
chain i3 the largest triainers
of young people in Canada
and it is freely admitted
that its graduates get Lhe
best positions. There is a
reasord® write for it. A dip-
loma from the Cominercial
FEducators Association of
Lanada is a passport to suc-
cess,

You may study partly at
home and finish at the Col-
lege. Enter any day.

FALL TERM OPENS AUG. 29th

WALKERTON
BUSINESS COLLEGE

E. E. Logan, Prin.  Geo. Spotton, Pres.
L aa s ]
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Pumps, Curbing, Tile

ANYONE ONE NEEDING

New Pumps, Pump Re-
pairs, Cement Curbing or

Culvert Tile, see . . . .
INO. SCHULTZ or myself at the shop

George Whitmore

|

planning out the watches.

Copyright by McLeod & Allen.

CHAPTER IX
MRS. VANSITTART

The purser, faithful to his trust, had
secured the ship's books. He alone,
among the survivors of the Chinook,
nad brought a parcel of any sort from

that {ill-fated ship. The others pos-

sessed the clothes they wore, their |
money, and in some cases their trin- |

kets, I'

Mr. Emmett suggested that a list of
those saved should be compiled.'
Then, by ticking off the names, he |
sould easily classify the inmates of
the lighthouse and evolve some degree
»f order in the community.

It was found that there were thirty-
seven officere and mepn, including
stewards, thirty-three saloon passen-
gers, of whom nineteen were women,
ounting the two little girls, and seven
men and one woman from the steer-
Age,

“It isn't usual on a British ship, for
‘he crew to bulk so large on the list,”
sald Mr. Emmett, huskily. “But it
couldn't be helped. The passengers
had to be battened down. They could-
n't ive on deck. We never gave in
until the last minute.”

“l saw that,” said Brand, knowing
the agony which prompted the broken
explanation.

“An' not a mother’'s soul would have
escaped if it wasn't for young Mr.
Pyne,” went on the sailor,

“Is that the name of the youngster
who climbed the fore-mast?"

“That's him. It was a stroke of
genius, his catching onto that way,
He was as cool as a cucumber. Just
looked up when he reached the deck
an’ saw the lighthouse so near. Then
he asked me for a rope. Planned the
whole thing in a second, so to speak.”

“He is not one of the ship's com-
pany ?"

“No, slr, a passenger, nevvy of Cy-
rus J. Traill, the Philadelphian mil-
lionaire. Haven't you heard of Traill?
Not much of a newspaper reader, eh?
There was a lady on board, a Mrs,
Vansittart, who was coming over to
marry old Traill, so people =aid, and
the weddin' was fixed to take place in
PaFls next week. Young Pyne was
actin’ as escort.”

The chief officer glanced down the
purser’s lists and slapped his thigh
with much vehemence.

“No, by gosh! Here she is, marked
0. K. Well, that beats the band.”

“30 the lad has discharged his trust

' to his uncle?”

Mr. Emmett was going to siy some-
hhing, but checked the words on his

Ps.

“Queer world,” he muttered. “Queer
world.”

With

that he devoted himself to

Soon he

‘and the purser betook themselves to

the depths with a roll-call. As they
crept below gingerly—these sallor-
men were not at home on companion
ladders which moved not when the
shock came—they met Enid for the
first time. She, coming up, held the
swinging lantern level with her face.
They hung back, politely.

“Please come,” she cried in her win-
some way. “These stairs are too nar-
row for courtesy.”

They stepped heavily onward. She
flitted away. Emmett raised his lan-
tern between the purser's face and
his own,

“What do you think of that? he
whispered, awestricken.

: The man of accounts smiled broad-
Y.

“Pretty girl!” he agreed, with crude-
ly emphatic superlatives.

Emmett shook his head. He mur-
mured to himself: *“I guess I'm tired.
I see things.”

Enid handed an armful of dry linen
to the damp, steaming women in the
lower bedroom. She was hurrying
out; someone overtook her at the
door. It was Mrs Vansittart.

“Miss Brand,” she said, with her all-
sufficing samile, “give me one mo-
ment.”

They stood in the dark and hollow-
sounding stairway. The seas were
lashing the column repeatedly, but
the night's ordeal was nearly ended.
Even a timid child might know now
that the howling terror without had
done its worst and failed. From the
cavernous depths, mingling with the
rumble of the storm, came the rhythm
of a hymn. Those left in gloom by
the withdrawal of Mr. Emmett's lan-
tern were cheering their despondent
souls,.

Surprised, even whilst Enid awaited
the older woman's demand, the lis-
teners heard the words:

“Awake my soul, and with the sun
“Thy daily stage of duty run;
Shake off dull sloth, and j-yful rise
To pay thy morning sacrifice.”

The rough tones of the men were
softentddl and harmonized by the dis-
tance. It was a chant of preise, of
thanksgiving, the offering of those
who had been snatched from death and
from mortal fear more painful tlan
death.

The singing ceased as suddenly as it
began. Mr. Emmett and the purser
were warning the first watch.

The interruption did rot seem to
help Mrs. Vansittart. She spoke awk-
wardly, checking her thoughts as
though fearful she might be misunder-
stood or say too much.

“l1 am sure we are all doing our best
help one another,” volunteered
“But I am restiess. The sizht—of

halted, a lossa.
Enid, striving helplessly to solve the
reason for this unexpected confidence,
but quite wishful to make the expla-
nation easier, found herself interested.

“Yes,” she said. “That is quite pos-
sible, of course, though you must have
been quite a girl. Mrs. Brand died
many Yyears ago.”

Mrs. Vansittart flinched from the
feeble rays of the lantern.

“That is so—I think I heard of—of
Mrs. Brand's death—In London, I fau-
cy. But—they had only one child.”

Enid laughed.

“1 am a mere nobody,” she said.
“Dad adopted me. 1 came here one
day in June, nineteen years ago, and
I must have looked so forlorn that he
took me to his heart—thank God!"

Another solemn chord of the hymn
floated up to them:

“Let all thy converse be sincere,
Thy conscience as the noonday
clear”

The rest of the verse evaded them.
Probably a door was closed.

Mrs. Vansittart seemed to be great-
ly perturbed. Enid, intent on the oe-
cupation of the moment, believed their
little chat was ended. To round it off,
so to speak, she went on quickly:

“l imagine I am the most mysterious

person living, in my early history, I
mean. Mr. Brand saw me floating to-

'wards this lighthouse in a deserted

boat. 1 was nearly dead. The people
voio had been with me were gone,
either starved and thrown Into the
sea or knocked overboard during a
collision, as the boat was badly dam-
aged. My linen was marked ‘E. T.
That is the only definite fact I can tell
you. All the rest I8 guess-work. Lvi
dently, nobody cared to claim me.
And here 1 am.”

Mrs. Vansittart was leaning back in

the deep gloom, supporting herself
against the door of the bedroom.
: “What a romance!” she said, faint-
Y.
“A vague one, and this is no time
to gossip about it. Can I get you any-
thing

Enid felt that she really must not
prolong their conversation, and the
other woman’s exclamation threatened
further talk.

“No, thank you. You'll excuse me,
I know. My npatural interest—"

But Enid, with a parting smile, was
halfway toward the next landing, and
Mrs. Vansittart was free to re-enter
the crowded apartment where her
fellow-sufferers were wondering when
they would see daylight again. She
did not stir. The darkness was in-
tense, theq narrow passage draughty,
and the column thrilled and quivered
in an unnerving manner. She heard
the clang of a door above and knew
that Enid had gone into the second
apartment given over to the women.,
Somewhere, higher up, was the glar-
ing light of which she had a faint re-
collection, though she was almost un-
conscious when unbound from the
rope and carried into the service-
room.

And at that moment, not knowing
It, she had been near to Stephen
Brand, might have spoken to him,
looked into his face. What was he
like, she wondered. Had he aged
greatly with the years? A lighthouse-
keeper! Of all professions in this
wide world how came he to adopt
that? And what ugly trick was fate
about to play her that she should be
cast ashore on this desolate rock
where he wns In charge? Could she
avoid him? Had she been injudicious
In betraying her knowledge of the
past? And how marvelcus was the
likeness between Constance and her
father! The chivalrous, high-minded
youth she had known came back to
lrer through the mists of time. The
calm, proud eyves, the firm mouth, the
wide expanse of forehead, were his.
From her mother—the woman who
“died many years ago,” when she,
Mrs. Vanpsittart, was “quite a girl"—
the girl inherited the clear profile, the
wealth of dark-brown hair, and a
grace of movement not often seen in
Englishwomen.

Though her teeth chattered with
the cold, Mrs. Vansittart could not
bring herself to leave the vault-like
stairways. Once more the hymn-sing-
ers cheered their hearts with words
of praise. Evidently, there was one
among them who not only knew the
words, but could lead them mightily
in the tunes of many old favorites.

The opening of a door—caused by
the passing to and fro of some of the
ship's officers—brought to her dis-
tracted ears the concluding bars of a
verse. When the voices swelled forth
again she caught the full refrain:

“Raise thine eves to heaven
When thy spirits qualil,
When, by tempests driven,
Heart and courage fail.”

Such a message might well carry
good cheer to all who heard, vet Mrs.
Vansittart listened as one in a trance,
to whom the divinest promise was a
thing unasked for and unrecognized.
After passing through the greater
peril of the reef in a state of supine
consciousness, she was now moved to
extreme activity by a more personal
and seifish danger. There was she,
a human atom, to be destroyed or
saved at the idle whim of ecircum-
stance: here, with life and many
things worth living for restored to
her safe keeping, she saw imminent
risk of a collapse with which the ne
bulous dangers of the wreck were in
no way comparable. It would have
been well for her could she only rea
lize the promise of the hymn: *“Our
light affliction, which is but for a
moment, worketh us a far more ex-
ceeding and eternal weight of glory.”

Not so0 ran Mrs. Vansittart's jumble
of thoughts. The plans, the schemes,
the builded edifice of many years,
threatened to fall in ruin about her.
In such bitter mood there was no con-
solation. She sought not to find spir-
itual succor, but bewailed the catas
trophe which had befallen her.

It assuredly contributed to that
“affliction which is but for a moment,”

" Hence,

the came unexpectedly
face to face Ii'til:illrl. Vansittart. The
This wo-

III.
raising her lantern just
Whﬂ:; she encountered the sailors.

“No, no,” said the other, passing a
nervous hand over her face. Con-
stance, with alert intelligence, fancied
ghe dreaded recognition. :

“Then, why are you standing here?
It ie &2 eold. You will surely make
yourself i11."”

“] was wondering if 1 might see
Mr. Brand,” came the desperate an
gswer, the words bubbling forth with
unrcestrained vehemence.

“e. e 1ny iather?” repeated the girl
She took thought for an instant. The
lighthouse keeper would not be able
to lcave the lamp for nearly three

hours.

to, signals to the Land's End, the ar-
rangement of supplies, which he had
already mentioned to her, and a host
of other matters. Four o'clock in the
morning was an unconventional bour

for an interview, but time itself was

topsy-turvy under the conditions prev-
alent on the Gulf Rock.

“I will ask him,” she went on, hur-
riedly, with an uncomfortable feeling
that Mrs. Vansittart resented her ju-
dicial pause.

“Thank you."
To the girl's ears the courteous ac-

knowledgment conveyed an odd note
of menace.
dgws of the soul surely the voice is
its subtle gauge. The more transpar-
ently simple, clean-minded the hearer,

the more accurate is the resonant im-

pression. Constance found herself
vaguely perplexed by two jostling ab-
gtractions. If they took shape, it was
in mute questioning. Why w Mrs.
Vansittart so anxious to revive, or, it

might be, probe, long-buricd mmemor
jes, and why did her mobik smdle
seem to veil a hostile intent?

But the fresh, gracious maidenhocd
in her cast aside these unwonted
studies in mind-reading.

“He has so much to do,” she
plained. *“Although there are many of
us on the rock to-night he has never
been so utterly alone. Won't you
wait inside until I return?”

“Not unless I am in the way,”
pleaded the other. *“l was choking in
there. The air here, the space, are
s0 grateful."”

So Constance passed her. Mrs. Van-
sittart noted the dainty manner in
which she picked up her skirts to
mount the stairs. She caught a
glimpse of the tailor-made gown,
striped sillk underskirt, well-fitting,
boots Trust & woman to see all these
things at a glance, with even the shift-
ing glimmer of a storm-proof lantern
to aid the quick appraisement.

As the girl went out of Ler sight a
reminiscence came to her.

“No wonder I was startled,” she
communed. “That sailor's coat she
wears helps the resemblance. Prob-
ably it is her father's.”

Then the loud silence of the light-
house appalled her,
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When dawn came, she knew |
he would have many things to attend

If the eves are the win-'
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; " The City Bakery l

Hzadquarters for all Bakery Goods

And have no fear of ‘h"‘-‘il!g I‘li‘:i!uut-._l As we
have just installed the most . -

@)adern « Sanitary « Soda « Fountay

L
3 Aud will farnish ICE CREAM. ICE CRpay
i SODAS, SUNDAES, ORANGEADE, Lemonade '

and all other eooling beverages,
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CONFECTIONER
AND GROCER....

E. A. ROWE,

Garafraxa Street - Durham
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Matthews & Latimer

For Four

Feed Seed

Fresh Groceries

New Fruir and Nuts

Choice Confectionery

Pure Spices and Vinegars

No. 1 Family and Pure Manitoba Flours
Fine Sait. Farmers Produce Wanted
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t The Durham Grocery

R~

For Grorevies of all kindes, Provisions, Fiait

Confectionery, Orockery, Glassware, ete., also

§ McGowan Milling Co.'s
Rolled Oats and Oatmeal

| FRESH AND HOT FROM THE PAN

The singing had |

ceased, or was shut off by a closed

door.
surrounded by this tangible darkness.
The tremulous granite, so cold and
hard, yet alive in its own grim

strength, the murmuring commeotion |
of wind and waves swelling and dy-!

ing in ghost-like echoes, suggested a
grave, a8 vault close sealed from the
outer world, though pulsating with the
far-away existence of heedless multi-
tudes. Thus, brooding in the glcom,
& tortured soul without form and
void, she awaited the return of her
messenger., ,

Constance, after looking in at the
hospital, went on to the service-room,
Her father was not there,
glanced up to the trimming-stage, ex-
pecting to see him attending to the
lamp. No. He had gone. Somewhat
bewildered, for she was almost certain
he was not in any of the lower apart-
ments, she climbed to the little door
in the glass frame.

Ah! There he was, on the land-
ward side of the gallery. What was
the matter now? Surely there was
not another vessel in distress. How-
ever, being relieved from any dubiety
as to his whereabouts she went back
to the service-room and gave herself
the luxury of a moment's rest. Oh,
how tired she was! Not until she sat
down did she realize what it meant
to live as she had lived, and do all

that she had done, during the past
four hours. '

Her resp[!e was of short duration.
Brand, his oilskins gleaming with wet,
came in.

“Hello, sweetheart, what's up now?"
he cried, in such cheerful voice that

ghe knew all was well. |

BURNETT & COOPER

“That was exactly what | was going
to ask you,” she said.
“The Falcon is out there,” he re

plied, with a side nod towards Mount's

Bay.
a sturdy
the shape of gales.

“They can do nothing, of course”
she commented,

Shﬂj

Constance knew that the Faleon wn!-t i

steam-trawler, a bull-dog |
little ship, built to face anything i:ﬁ:

One might be in a tomb as’

“-"
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ALEX. McLACHLAN

PATRONIZE OUR HOME INDUSTRY

— o

deoblb el deddededde oo o dd S ddrd IS dpddddddd bl didd bt
| bbdebb bbb deb b b debob bbb de b bdededededebode e b oo bbb bbb b

BURNETT & COOPER

. For Your Bread, Cakes, Pies
 AND COOKED MEATS

|
|

GO TO

Our Bread and Pastry are made from the best materials
that can be got. We have a nice line of Home-made

Taffies. Come in and try them. Lunches served all hours,
|
|
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“No. 1 stood between them and the

light for a second, and they evidentiy |
understood that 1 was on the ]Dﬂk{lul‘.,!

as a lantern dipped seven times, whicg |
that they!

I interpreted as meaning
will return at davbreak.
are off to Penzance again.”

“They turned safely thep?

“Shipped a sea or two, no doubt
The wind is dropping, but the SEH il;
I."I.'I;;I-!I'I.II]IIE dmuuntaina high.”

e had taken off his oilskins. Con-
stance suddenly felt a strong disin-
Eiiﬂle:lm;u u:ln rise. Being a stromg

£ person, sh
iy she sprang up

“l came to ask if you
Vansittart,” she ll-l«i.jr N

“Mrs. Vansittart!” he cried, with

! a
genuine surprise that thrilled her with

a pleasure she assuredly could
count for, . .
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Be Good To
Your Feet

Aud make them a preseny
"fl'puir of onr Boots or
Shoes, We have
different styles to choose
from and prices within the
reach of nll, If you wanl
g P.il" “f Ulrl_'l'l._i- or ‘.'H:'.-|“|!‘I
/1 s, give ns a call
"vspﬂm :Imtriu.: broken
lines at reduced price=.
Trunks, Valises, Teles-

Suait Cases in stock,
ﬁm moderate.
Bome ext-a good-values in Hosiery.

‘ll 8- MG' LRA'TH Custom Work and Re-
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: m in Qlllhlt and New HBruuswick

“October 20th to Nov. 12th

Rubbers at i
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READY-MADE l'l.l-'th‘u?‘
FLANNEL GOODS AJXND KRILLANE
FLANNELETTES, ALL T BARG

Call and get one |
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McKechnie's 0ld Stand

BINGLE FARE
FOR HUNTERS

October 1oth to Nov. 12th

Chalk River 10 P ort

wst hunting

all stations
inclusive, and to |

. Sudbury to the S00,
e *:jﬂ“ﬁ“hlﬂh!l Lake, Uoldwa --Ilt
on the Lindsay branch

RETURN Llllile HECEMBER 16, 10
Liberal stop-over privileges.

free copies of "I iﬂhin:_g Al
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s for Game and ¥ ish.
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