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TRAVERSTON.

Seeding iz fairly well on the
way, about one third having fin-
ished. ,
Mr. Barry Gray arrived home on
Saturday from Stratford. where he
was busy timbering all winter. -

MTr. Herb Allen has his pnew hrick
house up.and ¢he roof on. The
Lawrence Eros. of Hanover are

rustlers to lay brick.

Counecillor Young considers last
week an unlueky one about
premises, as he had a big steer
killed by lightning, and a
days later he fell off the
and broke three of his ribs.

Mr. Wm. Greenwood is in his
70th year, vet one day receatlw he
sowed a 10-acre field of grain by
hand, and drove some stock four
miles, beside.

Little Joe Quillinan had a close
call last week. He was ridinz a
fractious colt, that made a mon-
ster leap and then stopped ab-
ruptly, throwing him head first
on a .pile of stones, causing an
ugly scalp wound, which required
51X stitches to close,

Mr. and Mrs, Wm MecNally  re-
turned to the old home on the &th
concession on Saturday, from
Grand Rapids, Mich., and will re-

his
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PEG O’MY HEART| = e e

Continued from page 6, I “Failure of Gifford’s Bank.”

aiarc was te cter. o bim M | Theobeleokdatteeter,
Chichester took the greater pride. He yesterday! Back his eye traveled to
Was so nearly being great—even from | the papt'r:

infaney—that he continually kept his | ... e .

mother in a condition of expectant D;'Lu:‘:rda Bank Has Closed Its
wonder. He was npearly brilliant at :

' : He was guite unable at first to grasp
school. At college he almost got his
dt-"re:.- Hte just missed his “bloe™ at the full significance of the contents of
= & ]

cricket. and but for an unfortunate | that letter und vewspaper. He turned

ball dribbiing over the net at a critical m--ghm'ﬁhne gasped '
| moment in the semi-final of the tepnis | - ° B¢ 595D —
championships be might bave won the Fity, l:he :::urmured. trrlinn Ho-Tad
| eup. He was quite philosophic about S partcn hr . 5 9 toukic Miong:ithe
b {Souch: and Benes Sameated b . mass on the piapo.

| proach fate for treating him so shab- | " 'We're rulned™ reiterated Mrs. Chi-
bily. ' chester.

Then the real meaning of those cryp-
He was always nearly doing some- headlin d Sineasii >
thing. and kept Mrs. Chichester in a e At businessiike deb

t E , A Al =
lively condition of trusting hope and | .= z:’:ﬂ; lﬁaﬁ"m J:E"g-‘*m h:ntfe Chiches
| oo dﬂf‘”??;ﬂﬁ*;; She KGR |~ “Now, that's what I call 4 downright,

¢ won “arrive =0 :
ro , bDlackguardl .
bis own. Then all these half reward- | orci blackguardly shame—a black

5 guardly shame!” His voice rose in
e efforts Noxic De Invaluable N R0 | Soncaniic IHctensedilnIntentits ingl
building of his character.

it almost reached a shriek.
HET' ﬂﬂll“’ht&l‘ Ethﬂ'l. Dn. thﬂ ﬂtth ’Ethln was Eete{l r hi
o ’ Som P m—a
band, was the exact antithesis to Alar- - o :

a rate, indignation. Well, he was
ic. She had never shown the slightest c:rrﬁinls indignant.
interest in anything since she had first “Closed its doors, indeed™ he went
looked up at the man of medicine who [ “Why should it close its doors?
ushered her into the world. She re- That's what 1 want to know! Why—
garded everything about her with the | ;5413 149+ Ang he glared at the up.
greatest complacency. She Was never | ,yepging jetter and the noncommitta)
surprised or angry or pleased or de- newspaper.
DRessed  SORTUW MENEE Aesimed Mo e Roked at Fohet vho e
B L O e R eon i i o

looked on life as a gentle brook down S _
pparently quite updisturbed by
whose current she was perfectly con- | . - appalling news. He found no in-

tent to drift undisturbed. At least

Eeener I am to begin. From today I'll |
be a workingman.” :
At this Ethel laughed a queer, little,

& single word, “Ha!” There was noth- '
ing mirthful in it There was mo re- !
proach in it. It was just an expres- |
sion of ber honest feeling at the bare '
suggestion of her brother working. |

Alaric torned quickly to her.

“And may ] ask why that ‘Hal i
Why, I ask you? There's nothing I
couldn’t do if I were really put to it
=-not a single thing. Is there, mater?” |

His mother looked up proudly at him. !

“I Enow that, dear. But it's dread- |
ful to think of you—working.” f

“Not.at all,” sald Alariec. “T'm just |
tingling all over at the thooght of it.
“The only reason I haven’t so far is!
becanse I've mever had to. But now
that 1 bave I'l just buckle on my |
armor, so to speak, and astonish yoo r
all.”

Again came that deadly, cold un- |
sympathetic “Ha!™ from Ethel. |

“Please don’t laugh In that cheerless
way, Ethel. It goes all down my ;
8pine. Jerry's always telling me I
ought to do something—that the world
is for the worker—and all that. He's
right, and I'm going to show him.” Hg¢'
suddenly picked up the paper and look- II

|

odd, su,arcilious note, snmmed up in |

The Oftener You -
Use It the Better
You Like It
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For all kinds of Bakery Goods
Cocked and Cured Meats.

CYSTERS AND FRUIT IN SEASON
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main during the summer. Thcir spiration there. Back he went to his 2 |
s : *
eldest daughter, Mrs. Pelton, ac-| that was _ih;l:nghEMt:ﬂr Eﬂ:lfi mother for support. : *
companied them on the trip, and | Chichester's : TS & “What right bave banks to fail? = :
- S it possible there might be iatent Pos | qwerg should be @ law asainst it & %
15 remaining a few days. : : ive daneht &4 re
sibilities in her impassive dauoghter. 2
Mrs. A. G. Plair and Master Ethel They should be made to open their * P ¢
IS T Whie ber mother admired Ethels: go,rg ang keep 'em open. That's swhat ¢ #
reorgie, spent last week with her| lofty attitude of indifference toward . o oive 'em our m oney for—so that X :
parents ian Markdale. Mrs Geo.| the world, a manner that bespoke thﬁ'é we can take it out again when we & & *
Flair left on Saturday to spend a| aristocrat, she EE'-‘I'HE :ihafed at her| gape it [ i
couple of months with her daugh-| daughter's lack of enthusiasm. Poor Mrs. Chich shook her head | *
ter,p}frsﬁ Louis Frook, of Prﬂin rﬂﬂtfﬂer&“tm‘ﬂ?ﬁ:%mm:ﬂgi Eaﬂ!r.r S : : :
B S e oL Dearly new o S i “Everything ne!”™ she moaned. ’ +
i ?d(;?l Hufj:f} lsllzﬂg.l --I!I"E'Tﬂrn. ned do somethinz. Alarie Kept those around ! “RﬂinE:.lF ﬂﬂduﬂt i-? agel” :, :
Or -F.- scason last sunday. The bim on the alert No ome ever m“!,i . :
fn]].cr:.rmf: are on the teaching and| phaw what he would do pest. On the | e | 4 E
official staff: Misses Mary MecAr- other bhand, Ethel depressed by her CHAPTER XI. : Po® *
thur, Jennie Cook. Ena McNally, | stolid eontent with everything about | The Chichesters. | : E - 3 :
Mary Peart, Mrs. W. Jack and| her. Every one knew what she would ! LARIC sat on the edge of her p4 -f g . 2
vour scribe. do—or thought they did. chair and put his arm around Ll ""hp“’e’ Sﬁver]gﬂ &ﬂd PﬁStr}’ Flour :
' — o ‘e Mrs, C : L tri om
Mr. Hill.' Mrs. Colin McArthuer's au:::i :;:“';Eﬁ';r“z% ;ﬂ:ﬁtﬁ'—'ﬁ] ;‘E"r’;‘s’t, [;:r ?1“;1'_““1“ and tried to c 2 and R[}"ﬁ'd Qats B!‘Q&kf&St Cereal <
father. recently met with an acci-| by z i 7 . + : P-4
> idren. “Don’t you worry, mater,” he said &
dent in Owen Sound Which result- | 'ef brother Nathaniel in the children. | “Don’t you worn S e oh I 3 Bran, Storts, Low Grade Flour, Chop <
. : Angela’s wretched marriage had ap- | “Don’t worry. Il go down and te 8 . : -
ed in a broken leg. He has been| oo gverything—driven Natbaniel to be ' ‘em what I think of em—exactly what | 3 of Alt Kinds, No. 1 Hay, etc., kept con- ¢
brought to the MecArthur home,| 4 recluse and to close his doors on. I think of ’em. They can’t play the 2 stantly on hand. b4
where the best of care and nurs- near and distant relatives. | fool with me. 1 should think not, in- + : *
» Ing is being given him. Angela’s death the following year deed. Lftén.lmnter. You've Eﬂt a ; We bave a §uantity of the celebrated :
Mr. and Mrs. Will McFadden and | did not relieve the situation. If any- | son, thank God, and one no bank can ~ locci: o *
baby Gladys. spent the first oi | thing, it intensified it, since she left a take any liberties with. What we put > e . %S&l e : b4
the week at the Cook homestead | P2D¥ that, naturally, none of the fam- In there we've got to have eut. That's : on hand.  Pamers agd Stock Owners should lay in 2 quan- >
I h T*t": £ -i. e 3 =) S {t ily could possibly take the slightest all I can say. We've simp_tf got to - ity of this E.'.-Tv::*l"l._‘”'r!'::.- L‘,::.n]_~.x::=:-.-fr*'1'::1-: Hp:;i_ng :I!}d Saunner I
:urfmn- ¥ anid the beasts were notice of—nor interest in. . have it out. There! I've said it.” : ‘E;'-;I_ir"':.u(nqq;f;i:k-w I{tj tn‘ -\ll-[[m:-l:i{ I lgs, Calves, Ere, »
removed _t‘:-:;m the  roads and It was tacitly agreed never to speak | Alarie rose and, drawing himself up b t':H - ':.d '{j.'_“’:'. i ;;r !',“.h::. }l'.'.l‘;‘.'-_f":h 11]‘5:-1.111‘:1-_T--:mrln_mn I
Yields of Glenelg, in ten yvears it| of the unfortunate incident, especially ' to his full five feet six inches of man- . e OF feedings 1o Lacd it makes everyibing go that it's fed to. -
would all be re-forested. as zo | before the children. It was such a bocd. glared maliznantly at some imag- ' : f‘-‘ﬂ-"!",ﬁl:*.:h ir ::-1\‘1:1nt'r_i'l :7,-'.‘_3'._“-’} pee ton wholesale we are selling < :
where vou will. thousands upon | terribie example for Ethel and so dis- . inary bank officizis. His whole nature + 10 at ”u =iiue _UH" %”,j;"::“:g"'“ per single sack, 519 per sack +
thousands of maple keyvs  have| couraging to the eager and ambitious was roused. The future of LI:;I:- family [ 10 Luii ton lots asd 31 85 in ton lots, :
S w3 e P _ Alarie. ' depended on bhim, They would not de i * Eversthing in our line at lowast prices for (s +
Eiﬂ' Hl,] f*n ,t“l_ 1111}1 1']‘:“?1‘““ ”miit Consequently Anpgela’s name was pend in vain. He looked at Ethel, who { : T CNREn our ne st domest prices for Cash. :
o r_&"l" }r :-us*. R S never spoken inside of Regal Villa. | was trying to make the best of the | ! H = +
pair of leaves. | And so the Clichester family pur- | E:}:sé?esa by smiling agreeably on them | Alaric Drew I:[En_-ls:if to His Full :’ J £ “i - ;::GG WAN :
—re e sued an even course, only varied by . bot elght. e, -
Alaric’s sudden and definite decisions | “It's bankrupt!” wailed Mrs. Cbi- | @ : < =l DEPHANDS N ‘Ni : :
| to enter either public life, or athletics. ! chester. ;’dﬂﬂt ;he ﬂnte.u Hts t':’fsf":h: . » TELEPHONE No. 8/ Night or Day) -
} or the army, or the world of nrt—itj “Failed! suzzested Ethel cheerfully. Jsrﬁ,ﬂ imi?fﬂ toda —atl.ln Ehis' :fa ﬁ ! : :
0 Ou r - was really extremely hard for so well | “We're beggars,” continued the moth- k2 Cuntinhﬁed ui page & o $3443324240444440820890960040480300 S0 E0CT2VOOITITOELLD
» | equipped a younz man to decide to er. “I must live on charity for the rest e A D T LI I T = : : x
:~ limit himself to any one particular pur- :' of my life, the guest of relations I've = Xy o SR e T g e T
: - | snit. Consequently he put off the final . hated the sizht of and who have hated
E - i choice from day to day. ' me. It's dreadful—dreadful!™
. r Suddenly a most untoward ineidenti All Alarie's first glow of manly en
: . happened. i thusiasm began to cool,
» 2 Alaric, returning from a long “‘fllk.] “Don’t :r:‘u think we'll get any- 1
n thg “Br]ghte'ﬂ-lfp" alone—during which he bad almost de- | thing?" By accident he turned to 1 i
_ | cided to become a doctor—walked in | Ethel. She smiled meaninglessly and
: - — 2 &0
th - " ¢ » through’ the windows from the garden . said for the first time tith any resl ' T
Palilt-”p Campalg“ Into the livinz room and found hiﬂruut& of conviction: - " {I[
' — mother in tears. an open letter in her} “Nothing™ = % ;,1L J
hand. Alaric sat down glvomily beside hia
WE want £o hate the tle et This was most unpnsual. Mrs.Chiches- | mother. /i :
] o "'I“_ k - CEARTTE ) ter was not wont o give vent to open ! always thought bank dlreciors = = ==
R I“M.LE:E = mg. s -1:1 emotion. It shows a lack of breeding. | wore bijghters. Good heavens, what a s
the Dominion. so let every cit- || So she'always suppressed it. It seemed | mess!” He looked the picture of mis- l
' izen do his share to fix things || t0 8row inward. To find her weeping [ ery. “What's to become of Ethel, ul L S
b his ik —and almost audibly—impressed Alarie | po¢arse I
: o S0 RO, that something of more than usual im- | wywhoever shelters me must shelter S
' = portance had occurred. Ethel as well,” replied the mother sad- =
: Clean Up Back Yards{| “Hello, mater™ he cried cheerfully, 'ly. “But it's bard—at my age—to be— X N
though his looks belied the buoyancy | heltered.”
r — ey = i 7 sheltered.
| and Front l\’ﬂl’dS. Keep of his tone. “Hello! What's the mat- | ™ 454 Jooked at Ethel, and a feeling “
the Grass tidy, and well | ter? What's up? of pity came over him. It was dis- :
cut At the same moment Ethel came in tinctly to .bhis credit since his own Our Oors ee : am
- through the door. wrongs occupied most of his attention, _ :
e It was 11:30, and precisely at that But, after all, he could buffet the world - Paint preserves the wood. Paint keepa
._ time every morning Ethel practiced for | , - wring a living out of it. ‘All he f . dh Pai f TR :
‘ = | half an hour on the piano—rot that | .5 ¢ 4a was to make up his mind oOrs sani an ﬁﬁlthflll. ﬂlll_tﬁd oors m
PaintYour Home || sbe had the stightest interest in music, | S walk in life to choose. He was the rooms bright and cheery. Painted floors are
gt ot e - [oromis easily cleaned—a damp cloth keeps the
IF i ds it. pai : ne- S el A 50 But Ethel, reared from infancy in the rms. Pai floo
- :; ; Egu:h;til d}jmnt t;E fenl-:v hour before and think of it for an hour enr?rf:nment of inﬁépende:mﬁ-wi{ would dust and ge B, Paint e -
b i 'NES. TIOPeTlY | ofterward, and then it was lunebtime. come very bard and bitter on her. them always Spic and Span. ‘
painted buildings keep in It practically filled out the entire morn- : d =
good condition. and so  save e o Alaric just touched Etbel’s hand, an
= : uid mus-
eXpensive repairs. Well nainted Mrs. Chichester looked up as her be- with as un.mh feeling as he could
g =Y. " . . lﬁrhesﬂld-
buildings . are a source of || loved children came toward ber, and “Shocking, tough. old girl.” -
pride to the owner and add | real tears were in her eyes, and a real Ethel shook her head almost deter-
1 greatly to the selling value of || Dote of alarm was in her voice: minedly and said somewhat enigmati-
the property. “Ob, Ethel! Ob, Alarict” cally and for her heatedly: brush un-—anym can- ap 1?' it
Alaric was at ber side in a moment. “Nol” And i -
E He was genuinely alarmed. - Hﬁg?, asked Alarle. “No—what?® evenly umootl'fl . it gives a _“dl
; We are Headquarters|| Ethel movea siowly across, thinking e A R AL durghfe, lustrous that stays fresh and bright,
_ ¥ . vaguely that something must have dis- ~ »"
: for Clean-1p, Paint-Up 3 with esaaine. % Cold m;nw tmuu 3::1 ﬂﬁ::ﬂ; wears, and wears, and wears.
i Materials as well as]| *“Wbatisit mater?” cried Alarie, | Shuddered. “Wha ; : I Tess than other f i
'- s . “Mother!” said Ethel, with as nearly | ., " O'& t costs to use other floor paint,
~ Paint. a tone of emotion as she could feel, b because it covers more surface and wears longer.
_ “We're ruined!” sobbed Mrs. Chiches- e
WE carry the celebrated Sher- “Teach? Who in the wide world can Se *’s Floo Pai . 14
s SR et ter. We have Senour’s Floor Paint in
: Wwin-Williams paint. The best “Nonsense!" said the bewildered son, | 72U feach?” : : i
; without a doubt—and . the . “Children.” beautiful colors, suitable for every floor in the
ol Really ?” asked the placid daughter. Alaric laughed mirthlessly. “Oh, :
? price is right. Also varnishes, “Cur bank has failed! Every penny ¢ laughed m J- house from kitchen to garret.
; 1 2 : £ ] come, that's richl Eh, mater? Fancy
, colors, oils, glass, etc., at your poor father left me was in it/ Ethel teachi bby I ts their :
; = wailed Mrs. Chichester. “We've noth- feaciing grubby iitte bra Come in for a color card, and a copy of our
= - - : ing—nothing! We're beggars® - A‘..l:l{" b ey - entertaining book, ‘““I'be House That Jack Built’’,
l “I f!l! m.! Ml EI_hE 1 = - - .- ¥
: The “Red Fl'()ﬂt”' > S et GRET | et S ia At Written for children, but “‘grown ups” get a lot ‘
. : ' h;B;tﬂedI“ from Ethel, and she swept e ' g Y y '
ngers slowly across the piano. S H b & SO 011
e ~ “Very well,” said Alaric determined- | A.. ». lunter n, Durham, t.
e Iy. “I'll work too.” = - : o T s e PR e s o i 2 '
5 Mrs. Chichester looked up pleadingly. | [l s ' ' ' ' ' ' '
3 _Alaric went on: “I'll put my band to | A\~
e the plow.. The more I fhink 2f It the |
e R e e R e T S A A




