Made In Smart
Styles, Suitable
For Every Outdoor
Occasion
YOUR DEALER HAS THEM
You Might As Well Got
THE BEST
CANADIAN CONBOLIDATED

RUBBER CO., LIMITED, &
; MONTREAL.

has cement blocks, sills, bricks
and lintels always on hand at
reasonable pricess Anything
in cement made to ordaer.

Corner of Charles and Patrick
sireets. Phone 1204,

Manager - N. F. Noman

R e
For nursing mothers

Na-Dru-Co Laxafives

offer the important advant-
age that they do not disturb
the rest of the system or
affect the child.
25c. a box at your
Druggist's.

Natiesial Drug and Chemical Ca.
-H':ud-.u-h-i.. 178

Not a headache in a
barrelful — and never
makes you bilious.
It's extra mild and
absolutely pure.

E. BEAUFPRE, L cal Distributor,
'Phone 818,

Morace F. Norman

SUOCESSOR TO

Norman & Webb

Doubla housa on Divislon'®
gtreet, renting for $24.00 per
month; with Improvements
and a good lot for $256590, *

Bingle brick veneer house In
the west end of the city; with .
stabling. Price 316560,

Beveral amall frama houses
from §450 up on very eaay
terms; sultable for working-
men. ' F B AT L
- - —s

Real Estate and lnsuramce
177 Wellington “

Are you ome of those to whom |
every meal Is lnnlhur source of
suffering ?

NMWTM
will help your disordered stomach to
digest any reasonable meals, and will
sonn restore it to such perfect con-
dition that you'll never feel that yiuu
bave a m;l;c Take one
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MY LADY
OF DOtmT

The man addressed grabbed ths
llmp figure far from gently, ant
hustled him through the door. As the
others disappeared, leading the thres
horses, Mortimer grasped my sleeve

“That's Preacher Jenks,” he whis
pered, “from down at the Crops Roads
What can Fagin want of him?®™

“It Fagin is .Grani's tool, and Gran!
is here,” I answered soberly, “l am
ready to make a guess at what is up.’
The recollection of the captain’s threa:
at the summer-house Instantly re
curred to memory. “Here, you lads
skulk down into these bushes, while
I try that balcony. That |a the library
isn't it, Erie? I thought so; I've been
under guard there twice. The win
dow shows no light, but some ane I
in the room beyond. Give me a lep
up, Iﬁm. and stand close so you car
hear if I speak.”

It was not high from the ground,
but I could not grip the top of the rafl
without help, With Tom's assistance
I went over llghth’ enough, and with
out nolse. The window was the one
which bad been broken during the
first assault on the house, and never
repaired. 1 found ample room for
crawling through. The door ipte the
hall stood partly ajar, a ttle light
streaming through the crack, so I ex-
perienced no #fficulty in moving about
freely. A glance told me the apart-
ment was unoccupled, .although 1
heard the murmur of distant voices
earnestly conversing. Occaslonally
an emphatic oath sounded clear and
distinet. My first thought was that
the men withune would be hetter con-
cealed here than in the bushes below,
and I leaned fover the rall, and bade
them join me. Whhin another minute
the three of us were in the room in-
tently listening. I stole across to the
crack of the door. The hall was
empty 8o far_as | could see looking
toward the rear of the house, and the
volces we heard were evidently in the
dinilng:-room. Occaslonally there was
A clatter of dishea, or the scraping of
a chair on the polished floor. One
volce sang out an order to a servant,
a nasal volce, slightly thickened by
wine, and I wheeled about, gazing in-
quiringly into Mortimer's face,

“That's Grant,” he sald quickly,
“and half drunk.”

“l thought so;
really dangerous.

: I

that's when he Is
Stay close here; If

4;)

__;’._ SO

.-
‘;.-‘-?‘-5.#

Fagin Roared Out: “What It It Now?
' Heard From Gulver?”

the hallway I8 clear | am going to pet
into the shadow there under the stairs,
Have your weapons ready.”

Where the fellow was who had been
at the front door 1 could not deter
mine. He had dill'.‘lnlllred
and 1 slippéd along the wall for the
necessary ten feet like a shadow, and
crept in beneath the shelter of the
here I could look into

, altholigh ogly a
portion. of was realed.
There was no ¢loth on. the table, and
but few dishea, but I counted a half-
dosen bottles, mostly empty, and nu-
merous glasses. Grant was at one

, his uniform dusty and stained,

t his eres alone hti'l'.ﬂll fntoxios- |-
Bes!

bim ‘was a fall, stoop-

n, with matted lnud.

wearing the, coat of a_British G

er, but (Al insignis  of

from 2. He had a mean moyth,

and yellow, ke teeth were dis

played whenever he spoke. Beyond

thiis fellow, and only half seen from

where T crouched, was a heavy-set In-
dividual, his face almost purple, with
a thatch of uncombed red halr. | He
wore the cocked hat of a Dm
pushed to the back of his head, Kis
feet were encased In long cavalry
boots, ¢ on the table, and bhe
was pulling furiously at a plpe, the
stem gripped firmly between his teeth.
Who the bearded lqh; be [ had
no means of kne g. but this beaunty
was without doubt I"u.'ln. "1 stared at
him, fascinated, recalling the stories
.of his flendish cruelty, my heart thump-
while my fingers gripped

. Without

shouldered

butt of my

A man qn;ppu'l gut of the

parior, passed within three
The

“‘Brtﬁg—h ring 'em in;

roared out:
“What {8 !t now?
verl”

Heard from Cul

CHAPTER XXXI,

_ They Scrid for Claire.

I could only eme the fellow’'s back
with halr hanging Yow over the collar,
but his vojre was clear.

“Got here five minutes ago.
preacher is locked In the parlor.”

“By God! Good! Now we can pla’
out the game, eh, Captaln? Or,” turr
Ing about suspiclously, and staring a
the other, who sat with eyes shade:
by one hand, “are you weakening as the
time draws near?” _

“Hell's fire! No! We gave her a
choice, and she only laughed at it. I'l!
go on now to spite the wench; only 1
think we should bring in the boy first,
and prove to her that we've actually
got him."” ;

Fagin emptied tHe glass In his hand,
giving utterance to an oath as he re-
plur:ed it on the table.

“Yer as chicken-hearted drunk as
sober, Grant,” he sald _coarsely. “Did
yer hear the fool, Jones, an’' m‘l?r all
I've told him?"

The bearded man nodded llltntl.r.
his eyes shifting from one face to the
other. Faglo grinned, and poured out
another drink.

“Now listen agaln,” he went on, half
angrily. . “That boy's worth mongy
ter us—a _thousand pﬂundl—hut it
wouldn't do yer any good f,ﬂl' be mixed
up in the affair, would {t 2 What chapce
would yer have In this estate, or fer
yer commission elther, If Howe or
("linton.got an inklin’ of yer ‘game?

Th.

Clood Lord, man! they'd hang ver in- |+

stead of the other fellow. You'll have
ter lie some as it s, I reckonp, ter ex:
plaln why yer Jeft Sir Henry, an’ came

down here. Have yer got that fact | %t

inter yer brains?”

Grant 'glaged at him wickedly, but
remained sifent across the table.
“Yer aleady In bad enough;, without

huntin" more trouble. Better leave the
boy alone,
have ter use him, l:lut I don't now, Let
the'glrl belleve he's degerted, and fhat
yver in a position ter help him. That
will serve yer purpose betier than the
other scheme, ‘It mdy awaken her
gratitude, her sweet love!”

- “Damn her love!"

“Bo it lsn't love, eh, that makes yer
so anxious. I thought as much. What
is it, then—revenge?"”

Grant beld his breath a moment, his
dull eres on the ruau of the fwo mpn

“Well, 1 might as well tell you,” he
snarled at last. “l loved her once, I
guess; anyhow | wanted her badly
enough. ] want “er now, but not in
just the same way. 1 want to show
her I'm the master. 1 want to glve
her a lesson, and that cub brother of
hers. I'd have got them all, the Col-

‘apel with them, If that damned Col-

onial apy hadn’t stolen my coat. I had
them, dead to rights, Fagin, and the
papers to prove it. Now I don't care
how it's done, o I get her. 1 thought
ghe'd marry me to save the boy, but
If ‘she won't, why ‘tHem, You carry out
your plan—what lg 1t?"

Fagin laughed, again emptying his
glase.

fer her father, and he can't get out of
bed. We've got Jenks hﬂ‘e an’ the
damned old coward will ‘do whalever
I tell him." &

“But she desplises me—"

“Oh, no! We'll make you a victim.
That will leave things in proper ghape
between yer.iwo, T'ﬁal,l play it q!f as
8 drunken lark—eh, Junu" Hr God!
it won't be the first time wnu done
the trick elther. Do you rtmemﬁgr
that love-sick couple over at Tom's
River, Ned? Neyer Il.u;had g0 much
In my life. Thi-f{h better one. Lord!
but wom't old Mbrilmer fave, an’
:n!;ut: lttle ‘mood it will de him.
Come, what do yer say, Orant? Are
yer nma‘"

“Hell's fire—yes.™ He got to his |

feet, gripping .the back of his chalr.
this Is a good
place.”

Fagin struck the table with his fist.

“Of colirse it Ts, dfink fer the bride
after the ceremony. BIll, bring in the
preacher.”

“It_waa growing dayfight. T conld
perceive the glgw ‘of the ll;,? out
tntough the window, but the candlea
still sputtered on the table, casting

'grim lights and shadows on the faces

of the three men. ‘As Bill disappeated
into the parlor, I stole ll.'llnﬂ,r back
to the library door.

“Tom,” 1 whispered briefly, *nna
boys, and brifg thém In here, throtigh

1 thought, at first, we'd

“Emey enough. Bhe's alone, g:mpt-

| to them?

==

.; ware close at hana.  Within u..
minates the entire squad quld be
crowded futo that room, edager for
trouble to begin. Probably Fagin did
not bave a halfdozen fellows In the
house. If we could strike swillly

<t enough we might overpower them all,

without creating alarm outside, where
the main .body lay. Beme careless-
ness had bronght us good luck in hav-
ing the front of the house left un-
‘uuded. These thoughts swept over
me, and left me confident, The time
'hul comé when | was to serve her, to
prove my own worthiness, I felt readu
‘and eager for the trial,

+ 1 caught a glimpse of Jenks' face, as
Bill Jerked him forward. The man
'was gray with terror, his parchment-
like skin seamed and contorted. He

F-.-, llr—"l‘hh
Father's Houte.”

'was a tall, loose-jointed creature, wear
Iu a long black coat flapping about
his'khees. The guard fairly held him
atp In the doorway, and both Fagin and
‘Jomes laughed at the pitiful sight, the
former ending his roar with an out-
burst of profanity.
“Go on back ter the front door, Bill,"
lh. ordered roughly. “This fellow'll
never run away; his !e-p wouldn't
carry him. Now, Mr, Pmrh-er'ﬁ‘lni
l ering savagely at the poor devil across
‘the bottlé-strewn table, “do yer know
who [ am?

Jenks endeavored to answer, from
the convulsive movement of his throat,
"hut made no sound. Fagin cursed
llllu.

Ii “It it wasn't such a waste of good

“Let Me ls My

diquoy I'd pour some of this down your

gullet,” he exclaimed, shaking a half-
ﬂIltd bottle in his Ast. “Then maybe
ruu could answer when I spoke to you.
Hnw see here, you Elnﬂl! old hypo-
t‘:ﬂta, I'm Red Fagin, an’ I guess you
‘know what that means. I'm pisen, an'
I don't like your style. Now you're
goin’ to do just what I tell you, or the
boys will have a harngin® bee down in
the ravine. Bpeak up, an® tell me what
you propose to do,”

jenks wet his dry U
mn;un clingiig to the @
door with both hands.

“What—what is it you wigh of me1"
I_lh uncertain gaze wandering over Lhe
three faces, but coming back to Fagin.

“You are to marry thls officer here
to A’ yourg lady.”

“What—what young lady?®™

“Mortimer's daughter—Clalre 18 the
name, ign’t It, Grant? Yes, Claire;
you know her, 1 reckon.”

I could hear the unfortunate man
breathe in the silence, but Fagin's
eyés threatened.

“Is—Ii8 she here?" he faltared help-
Yeagly. “Does she desire the—the cere
mony ! :

“That doesn’t happen to be any of
‘your ‘hullnm," broke in n bluntly.
“This s my affair, an’ the fewer ques-
tlohs you ask the better. If wé want
_some fun, what the hell have you got
to do with it, you snivelling spoil
sport! I haven't asked either of them
about it. I just decided it ‘was time
they got married. Stand up, man, and
let go that door,” he drew a derringer
frdm his belt and fluiig it onto the
{lblu, “Thefe’'s my suthority—that,
‘an’ fitty bell-hounds outside I'undtr-
{ng why I don't loot the Rouse, an’' be

one. Do you want to be turned over
It you don’t then speak up.
Wil you tie them, or not?"

with his |
des of the

Jenks' eves wandered toward Jones, |

who stared blankly back mt him, yel
low fafigs showifig benéath his beard.

“Why—of courfe—yés,"” he faltered
weaakly. “I—suppose I must.”

“Don't seem much chance to get
out, does there, pirson? Well, I reckon
it won't hurt your consclande particu
Taris, Bill! ’ﬁﬁi‘u'l_‘ﬁllﬂ‘ _

“You sent him to guard the fronmt
door,” explained Jones.

““That's right, Idh!. YouTl do just
as well. Go up etairs, an’ bring the
‘girl down. Bhe's with the old man,
§ an’ Culberson is guarding the door.
Better not say what she's wanted for.
Just tell her Captain Ghant wishés to
{ gpeak to her a moment.”

’ Jnnu straightened up, and pushed
the preacher, the stalrs creaking |
under his weight as he went up over

my hesd. Grant
looking but fhe ﬂmmht:'fn:ﬂmug:

that mn window., They ate In the |'

IIH hﬂ-mnn
rds in front. Hcrh lively, but be

qﬁht s It, 'Illjorf" asked young

Mortimer, sageny. .
“Iuln‘tllallhllﬂ'ﬁ' I must get

back where I can see and hear. But

nrchpq

there is going to be'a Bght. Hold the
y Bere dntil I call. mm;

men
their = 'Il':."‘h
I | .nr
pould wait no
scarcély back,

stairs, when Hill came forth, r.rl'hptll
the pollar of Lis prisdber’n coat, and

nrr.ﬂl him dEwn ﬂ‘" h‘""'.a

tn }:‘I W@ ﬁl"é |

‘I'H

decision was 8
ely a minute
teps above,

' GHAPTER XXXII.
A Threatensd Marriage.

Fagin heard them coming and took
‘his boots f e tabl qﬂ Bat up

straight - ptw
hL bk Gnfil Bale

_ rﬁﬁu the"door; mw

‘me tell yer.

| now cogl and determined.

| suffer, if necessary, for we are of a

m pdmnﬂ the whole
. scheme.  You llllquarl.d

' !.ﬂgu.ll

s R — Fr— rerm —r——— =

around. Jones came into view first
and bebind bim walked Clajire, he
cheeks flushed, her head held high. At
the door she paused, refusing to enter
her. eyes calmly surveying the occu
pantis.

“You sent for me, gir,” she sal
coldly. “May | ask for what purjose’

Even Fagin's cool insclence was ubn
able to withstand unmoved her beau':
and her calmness of demeanor. Aj
parently he had never met her befor
for, with face redder than e er, he g
to. his feet, half bowlng, and stan
mering slightly.

“My name is Fagin, Mistress,” h
In‘ld itrhing to retain his accustome
mughnen. “I reckon you have hear
of me."

“l have,” proudiy, her eyes meetin;
his, “and, therefore, wonder what you
purpose may be in ordering me here.
wish to return to my father who r«
quires my services.” ]

The guerilla laughed, now angere
by Ber manner.

“Well, I thought I'd tell you wlm .
Was 80 you wouldn't try any high an:
mighty business,” he sgald coarsel)
and'eying her flercely. “That ain’t the
sort o' thing that goes with me, an
yer ain't the first one 1've taken down
& peg or two. However, I don't meah
you no harm, only you'd better bebave
yourself, Yer know that man over
there, don't yer?'

He indicated with a nod of the head,
and Cliire ‘glapcéed in that direction,
but without speaking.

“Well, can't you answer?”

“l recognize Captain Grant,
{s what you mean.”

“lI was speaking English, wasn't 1?7
Yer ought to know him—yer engaged
ter him, ain't yer?”

“Certaluly not,” Indignantly.

Grant turned about, his face twitch:
ing.

“This s not my fault, Claire,” he
exclaimed swiftly. “Don’'t blame me
for it. 1 am also a prisoner, and help-
legs.”

She never looked at him, never an-
swered, her entire attentlon concen-
trated on Fagin, who was grinning
with enjoyment,

“That's sure right, young lady,” he
sald grimly. ““The Captain Is only
obeyin' orders ter save hls own neck.
There's no love lost atweén us, let

if that

merciless after all, an’ I reckon, we've

But we're not so blame |

got about all thnr is In the house

worth cartin’ away. Now we're goin’ i
to have some fun, an* leave two happy 1
Jones? [}

hearts behind. Aln't that It,

SICK HEADACHE

lSrllll-tllnIHul'Hm

br. l'rlesllﬂll.‘ﬂm

Sick headaches
are mot merely
afflictions to be

They pever come
anless the digesuve
system i out of
order, and their
regular recurrence
i proof positive of
scrious trouble and
« warning that
should be heeded
promply.
-.Sick -headaches are caused I:n;pr Indiges-
tion, Biliousness or Constipation, and ne
amount of ¢‘‘headache powden'' will
do more than temporarily relieve them,
The only way to getrid of them entirely
is to cure the Constipation or Indigestion
that » csusing them, and mothing will
do this quicker or more effectively thao
ﬂr Merse’s Indian Roet Pills.
Dr. Morse’s lndian Root. Pilli are

a‘] y vegetable in character, and are free

any harmful drug, For over Rfty
years they have been in constant use in
Canada, and have proved most effective in
r#tuliun: the bowels, aiding digestion,
banishing sick headaches and restoring
vigoroms health.

Dr. Morse's Indian Root Pills have
sood the test for over fifty years, 2§c,
at all dealers. W. H. Comstock Ca.,
Lad., Brockville, Ont. 7

BICYCLES

BICYCLE SUNDRIES
At Cut BICYCLLE MUNSON

Prices A1) Bpadina Avenus,
Send for Cut Price Catalogue. TORONTO

FINKLE & COMPANY

120 Clarence Street.
Motor cars and hacks for all
tralns and, boats. Special at-
tentlon for weddings and fun-
erals. :
Sight seelng car for Catar-
aqui 1.30 p.m.

FINKLE & COMPANY

On wood lath lald about B-4
inch apart, a ton of tlmr h,l.II:
plaster mixed P rly w
two tons of clunrg;ﬂ applied
about 65-8 Inch groumd, will
cover about 260 sgquare yards.

P. WALSH

CLARK'S

Clinton's llcked: Wu-hlumnn has his [

handa full up porth; an’ this hull
blame country ls ours. Somewhere,
Mistress, I've heard tell that you an’
this Captain was pretty thick—how Is
it.‘“ 'bi
Her eyes exhibited indignant sur.
prise, but, after an {nstant's hesita-
tion, her lips answered.

“I hardly know what you mean, sir.
We were children together.”

“An’ engaged ler be married—eh "

“There Was an lmnlament of that

nature between our parents. But why {

‘should this interest you ™

He {ignored the gquestion, but his
‘eyes hardened.

“1 heard It this way, “You were en-
gaged untll a few weeks ago. Then
you met a damned Continental, a spy,
an’ imagined ver fell in love with him.
Now de yer know what Interest I've
got? I'm with the Red-coats, an' If |
can turn a trick fer that side I'm
a-goin’ ter do it. You'll be blessin’ me
fer It some day. Now, see here, girl,
I'm a-goln' ter marry yer off before
leavin’ this house. 1 reckon yer aln't
intendin’ to make no fuss about It,
are yer?” :

‘Bhe did not appear to comprehend,
to realize the man was In earnest: she
even smiled slightly.

“Is this some joke, sir, that I fail
to grasp?” she asked. "“Will you not
explain ™

“Explain, hell!” and Fagin clapped
his hat on his head, uttering a rough
oath. “I spoke plain enough. Yer
aA-goin’ ter marry Grant, here an’ now,
an’ there's the parson, waltin' ter do
the job."

She partly tprped, and as she
recognized Jenks, the color demerfed
her cheeks, and her hands grasped the
pide of the door for support.

“Marry Captain Grant! 17" she ex-

clalmed, horrified. “No, never!"
" “Oh, I guess yer will, my beauty.
Good Lord, why not? He's not so
bad; there's many a girl would jump
at the chance, Your plantations join,
an' he's a King's officer.”

“Listen to me, sir,” she broke In,
‘Tl glve
you my answer. | have already given
it to Captain Grant. [ will not marry
munt even to save this houde from

ction; not even to. release my
btother from your hands. We can

Em race, but I shall never yleld
to thfeats.”

Bhe swept past him, around the end
of the fable, “dnd confronted Grant,
who ‘drew d‘t a Step, scowling.
~ “Bo this 1s rm:r way, is it, to win a
woman YyYou cannot galn by falr
means? No, th-!r- is no need of your

of this creature!
it. I've known it for
.
es
Hﬁ you an -honor-
l ‘was able to treat you

dlt'l'll‘ respect, but no longer.
f thrultmfad”ﬁu with a forced mar-
once before, and falled, Now
you endeavor to pucceed with the help
of this outlaw, Hpt you mever shall!
~No, do not lp-e:l do not hold out your
hl.l;t_lll to me!
These men are here at your iastiga
tion; you are concerned ln their in-
tamy. 1 would rather die than have
you touch me."
Bhe turned her back upon him, her
face white, her eyes b but Fa-
gin stood between her and the en-

t=a=ml orinning pavesalvw

(To be [‘ﬂnllnnnd )
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Roche, m-.l:urlrr of the

Hon. Dir.

in

You are not a prisoner. 1 ;'

suffices a small family.
FPurest and best

ingredients.
Order

We have some flne lnes In
ladles Oxford Blucher lace
shoes and pumps, In patent,
colt and gun matal, in prices
from $1.530 to Mﬁn.

“Dolly Varden' shoes in Aall
leathers, $4.00 to $5.00,

Common sense ahoes with ﬂ'
without cushlon soles, $1.50 to

Gents shoes In l.lf leathers at

all prices.
Fine shoes made to order
and repaired. We make a

specialty at

SCOTT ..

200 PRIN EE!E ST,

Brinch:
206 Barrie, cor. Clergy W.

FRISCO CAFE
183 Wellington St.

The best regular meal, 11.30
to 2 o'clock. 28c,

lunches at all

want (o be

satisfactorily
the Frisco

Meals
hours. If you
promptly and
served come tO
Restaurant.

LEM HING
Prop.

or

Every ten cent packet will
kill moreflies than $8.00 worth
of any sticky fly killer. Refuse
substitutes, which are most

| sunsatisfactery.

For Summer Wear
 Panamas - Outing Felts

andllalmes

? Gedyes Mlllmery

The Up-to-date Btore,
178 Wal'Ington 8¢,
‘Fhons 236,

. Private fitiing rooma.

lerml'.

. S
#

will take a lrip to the 'nfu‘bmi

SUMMER

SANDALS '

Infants’

rirls’, Toc to ¥1.50, 4

LADIES’ PUMPS * =

(iun metal, patent,
colt, $2.00,.%2.50, $3.00,
$0.00, 84,00,

LADIES' OXFORDS

Kid, gun metal - _
patent; hght or hEd.?J" '
soles., V.

CANVAS BOOTB i

Youths, 11 to 13
Bovs’, 1 and 2

Men's, 6 to 10, ..

.v,.65e]

childs and 1§



