FLOUR
Robin Hood brand of Sewr
guarantes in every bag for

is a good time o pul in

your supply, of eoal for’
nexf yinter.

P. WALSH
Barrack Streel,
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FOR MARING SOAP, SOFTENING
WATER, CLEANING AND
DISINFECTING SINNS,

CLOSETS, DRAINS.

PURPOSLS,

THE STANDARD §
- ARTICLE

- SOLD
EVERYWHERL.
REFUSE
SUBSSTITUTES

Just Received
AT THE UNIQUE GROCERY

Fresh rolled wheat.
Presh rolled oats.

Fresh Graham flour.
Fresh wheat kernels. H"
Fresh corn meal. X

0. H. PICFERING,

Courses In bookkeeping,
] shorthand, typewriting, elivil
‘mervice general improvement
and all commercial subjects.

Rated moderate. Informa-

" will take over the Kingston

' Automobile Co., known as the
Kingston Garage, on August
1st, 1913. We will put In a
complete line of auto and

, motor-boat accessories; Wwiil
run an up-to-date garage, put-
ting ‘'our machine shop in the
building. ¥

' BARRETT MACHINE CO0.

F. C. BARRETT, Prop.

[COAL!

SCRANTON COAL

good Coal and we gasranies
- prompt delivery.

Chocolates

ARE THE BEST

Aru'fnumdttnmtnvhum
every meal is another source of

Dyspepsia Tablets

vill help your disordered stomach to
digest any reasonable meals, and will
soon restore it to such perfect con-
diticn that you'll never feel that
have a stomach. Take one aft
each meal. 50c. a Box at

's. Made by the Na
Drug and Chemical Ceo. '
Limited.
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"~ *] don't know—why, I belleve it's
the Wycherly boy. !
wonder what he is dolng here.”

“Mother on her wedding trip, little
son enjoying his spell of unrestrained
liberty. Shall we give him & ride?”

Paul assented with a lightsome
laugh that pleased Hunter exceeding-.
ly, and stooping, he made a suatch at
the little fellow and holsted him up by

.| the belt that fastened his tunic. They

stood him on the cushion between
them. Paul wognd his arm around
him, pushed k his own bhat, re
moved his glasses, and turned his face
up to the calld.

“Do vou know me,  chappie?™ he
ssked eagerly; “you sald you would
recognize me again anywhere.”

“Yes, | know *you,” he anawered,
stroking his face, “you are the man
who kissed me; you are the man who
keeps the goat away.”

*Bravo!” Paul exclaimed, lifting him
down. “You're a smart boy! Is mo-
ther at home?”’ he asked, as the child
cuddled to him.

Guy shook his head, gave venti to a
hoarse laugh, and licked his hand.
Paul started: the action shocked him.
The contact of the little warm tomgue
opéned up a visia of a dreary wWaste
of childhood. With his delicats In-
sight and fertile imagination he beheld
the rough, harsh, lonely child-life, the
poor Httle life spent outslde the
Larches, In the stables, In thes ken-
nels, out pmong the animals and brute
ereation, from whom he had recelved
all that he knew of love and kindness.
That this ruined plece of humanity
was the instrument selected by Mrs.
Wrycherly to accomplish any fell de-
sign, Paul never doubted for amm In-
stant, He felt he held the future, the
arbiter, of Felix's fate in his arms,
and in the throe of the wretched con-
viction the boy's head rested Hke a
lump of lead upon his heart., The
vastness of his powerlessness, hils ip-
abllity to meddle with what was
shrouded In Iimpenetrable mystery
terrified him. There was nothing he
could do but walt; wailt with a bleed-
ing heart for the “something’” that was
casting its black shadow in sdvance
across his path. He looked from the
boy's innocent face to the myriad ef
calm, serenely-smiling stars mnd tried
hard to believe that up above, behind
that stretch of laden blue, there ex-
isted a Bupreme Omnipotent Power
allled to a tender, tearful Pity; a
something he might depend upon,
that would combat, would frustrate

every anxious, racking femr, for every
séparate human need.

They were In the private road, now
belted on elther side by acacia trees,
and Hunter pulled clogse to the hedge
as he perceived the Hall brougham ap-
proaching. ,Sir Thomas leaned from

brought the greys to a standstill In
masterly style beside the doctor's gig.

“l am going to the station to meet
Lady Hargrave.” he sald, in a voice
that quavered like the speech of an
old mén; "“l.shall want to see you, Far
ley, on my return. I shall expect to
find you in."

“Yes, gir,” he sald, somewhat sur
priséd. “I shall be in and at your ser
vice."

The brougham sped on, and the glg
came slowly out from the hedge.

“There's something wrong,” Hunter
said, with conviction.’

“Yes, 8ir Thomas looks as If he had
received some kind of & blow. What
are you going to do with the boy?"

“Take him back to the Larchea.”

«1 don't expect to be able to go to
London to-night, but I will hurry off
early to-morrow. I'll get down here.
Thank you, good-night. Take care of
the poor, wee chap, and above all, sir,
take care—keep in touch with Pelix.”

Hunter waved his whip, gave a re
agsuring answer, turned his trap care-
fully round and was soon out of sight,
Paul finished the journey with an
| ensy, swinging gait, and, entering the

library to seek for letters, found James
on his knees tending the fire.

“Something has happened since 1
went out; may [ know what it is,
James? ']l might be of some use.”

“You are very good, sir; yau al
ways are. It's the master, sir, he's
! gorely troubled, and I'm afraid you
can’'t bear his burden lor him.
good master. I was hrought up with
him, as you may say, Having lived page
with Bir Thomas's father. We were
boys together, you see, sir. I grew up
& young along side of Mr. Tom.
I've known and entered Into most of
his joys and sorrows, sir, and a trouble
like -this weighs on me like as though
it were my very own.”

“May you tell me the trouble™

“You are bound to w It, sir; It's
the young lady—Miss Judith.”

“What bas she done?” he asked in
& sudden bewildering fright. “Has
she—has she dome anything to—
James, you know what 1 mean—I don't
like to put it into words.”™

“No, sir; no, no,” he said, terrified
at the expression on Paul's face. “She
have threatened to, but the Lord send
t mayn't come to that.”

Paul took out his handkerchief and
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“Woman bhas walked so

into man’s sphere, and they are work
ing so naturally and equally, shoulder
to shoulder on the same plane in life
that it's difficult to lay down a boun
dary line where one séx may step ove!
and the ather not.” =

James looked. smiled, and left th:
room with an enlightened air. =
though he was not altogether oo
vinced of thé efticacy of the sent
ment. Paupl read, answered, and filed
the letters with marvellous celerity
and commenced to unlock the drawe:
containing the electloneering docu
ments, when Sir Thomas's well-know:
step sounded in the hall outside. Hi
looked up hastily In time to see tLe
baronet close and loek the library
door.

“I don't wish te be disturbed,” Le
said in answer to Paul's look of sur-
prise. “I want a word with you, and
it must be alone—absolutely private
and confidentianl.”

The fregh face ahowed sallow in the
lamp light, the clear eves looked blear
ed, the strong hearty volce sounded
subdued and quavering. The man's
whole demeanor had obviously under
gone a flagrant change. He seemcd
feeble and timid, nol.sure of himeell.
and his troubled eyes had amn lmplor
ing expression o them when they met
Paul's.

“You are not well, sir,” he sald,
drawing his own espeelal chair to the
fire; “will you £'t hera?”

8ir Thomas dropped Into it, thank
ful for the substantial support it af
forded his trembling limbs.

“Can you bring to mind, Farley, the
day we discussed Judith's Infatuation
for you? Do you remember.” he pro-
cegded, as Paul bowed in answer, “do
you remember me saying | would ne
ver allow a daughter of mine 1o marry
a man in vour position, of your soc sl

gtatue, and precarious antecedenis?” I

Paul, leaning on the writing-table
staring at him, bowed agaln.

“Well; I retract that statement. ]I
you have the least regard for Judi h
A spark of feellng for her that she cawp
fan Into a flame, | shall be willing.
proud, pleased, (o welcome you as oy
gon-in-law,

' “No; don't anawer on the aspur ol
the moment; take time to cousider, to
inspect the advantages accrulng from
such a position. You are ambitious,
you have your eyes on a Ministerial
gecrelarvahip, but my influence can
carry you considerably beyond that.
I have found out who suppiled the
‘Times’ with those hall-dozen articles
which caused that furoré; conse
quently, my son-in-law and
who wrote them is competent to (ill
any poet the country will be willing
and anxious to offer him. 1 wish to
be quite plain, stralight, and honest
with you. | had hoped this mania of
Judith's would wear ilgelf out In time.
A while back I thought she intended

| to content herself with Pelham, but |

the uniortunaie relapse, this recru-
deacence of the malady, has swept her
off her balance. 5iill, given what she
desires, 1 belleve the child will be as
mentally healthy as you or 1, and Ju-
dith really is a nice, pretty, loveable
girl. This Interview js somewhat
humiliating to me, and goes against
the graln, Farley, but 1 promised Ju-
dith I would make this conceasion;
I. promiged | would do my utmost to
induce you to propose to her. It came
to pass like this: I carelessly left your
letler .about, 1 don't know where, but
Judith found it and hit upon a beold,
questionable stroke, Not knowing of
your sudden return, she went yester
day to the ‘Pendennis.’ ostensibly to
compromise both herself and you. She
left & nole saying what she had ‘done,

her good name. My wife went to town
to-doy to fetch her, with the news you
were here, and a message from me
that if she returned I would de all in
my power tg bripng you two togéther,
WHI you look at the proposal all round,
asod tell me if you can meet my

Clean Within!

Br. Merse's Indian Root Pillls
Purify the Blood and Prolong Life

‘ bimself lazily. ’

the man'
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and that she was sure you would save | voluptuous beauty enmhanced by the

we shall be able to find some way of

| there 18 one thing 1 can do—I canp

quiet man watching her.

B

“But they are not your wishes, nor
are they mine. | am sorry, sir, you
should have been harassed, coerced,
and driven into making me this gener-
ous offer: 1 feel homored, sir, I—"

“You are wrong, Farley; it's mYy
wish as well as Judith's. [ like you,
in fact, the feeling goes beyond metre
liking, and 1 should be exceedingly
proud of you, | am sure, My wife
feels as if you were an elder boy—she
liked you from the first—and as &
family we—we would each do our
part 1o make you—"

S8ir Thowas blew his nose, and look-
ed up into Paul's flushed face.

“You have been so good to me, sir,”
he saild earnestly. “I honor, 1 esteem,
I respect you bevond measure. [ am
s0 grateful for all your and Lady Har-
grave's kindness that 1 would sacrifice
a great deal to set your mind at rest,
but 1 cannot marry Miss Hargrave,

*] would make it worth your while, ‘

Farley.'

“| am suré you would; you are the
best husband, father, and master that
ever breathed, and It huris me acutely
to hear you ask for what [ know |
cannot give™

Bir Thomas covered his face wilth
his shaking bhands. He appeared old
and crushed, feeble and crestfallen,

“This was my last hedge,” he sald,
pathetically; “I've taken it and come
dead against a high blank wall. God
help ue all if Judith fulfils her ghastly
threat.” 1

“Don't take it so much to heart, 8ir;
don’t let the trouble get a hold on you;
don't let it make an old man of you"
Paul implored, watching the tears
ooze between BSir Thomas's fingers.
“Things won't ba as bad as you think;

escape.”

“Can't you do it, Farley? My dear
boy, you shall make your own terme.”

“l have none to make, and if | had
1 should leave them in your hands,
knowing. in any case you would do
what was just and right."”

*You won't marry her, Farley?™

“8ir, 1 would serve you on my knees
with my last breath; but I cannot, in-
deed, | cannot do what you ask, But

Jeave if you think it wise and wish
n"

“] think it would be wise, but 1 don't
wish it.” he sald, rising and walking
up and down. "l ought to send you

away; ! m:ﬂ;ln have done it long

ago, h?uu I am less able to d
without you now than I was then.
must think it over, 1"

“Mr. Fleming s anxious for me to
return to town. | cams back to-night
to ask permission. Buppose | E=stay
away until you have had time to think
it over, and have decided whether to
have me back agaln.”

“Perhaps that" will be best;
guilte at a loss:
judge; there
againet.”

“Meanwhile ,don't worry vyourself
with a single figure, sir; 1 can attend
to things just the same. It will only
make a difference of a few hours’ de-
lay, and iIf you want to see me, A wire
to say ygu are coming will prevent my
being out of the wayv."

“Thank you, Farley,” he saild, look-
ing at him regretfully, and holding out
his hband. *“l wish | knew of seme in-
docement.”

“The very fact of knowing you wish-
ol 1t would be sufficient “Inducement
if the thing were practicable or posal-
ble,” he returned, gripping his hand,
“l wish I had a guarter of the respect
and affection for your daughter that
1 bhave for you, sir.” ;

They both smiled, looked at one an-
other with moist eyes, and turned
AWAY. -

Paul packed his valise in the morn- |
ing and went to London by the first
up traln after breakfast. Leaning
back Iin a second-class carriage, a
cigarette in his mouth, and scanning
the theatrical announcements in the
“Morning Post,” he resolved to take
Hunter's advice and endeavor to stifle
this additional trouble under a fund of
pleasurabla excitement. Accordingly
he decided to visit the Haymarket and
see Madame Bernhardt In “La Tosca”
the next hight.

I am
1 don't feel able to
is 80 much for and

CHAPTER XXIV.
La Tosca

Rowena Wycherly, deliriously happy,
lay smiling in a wvelvet fauteull, her

negligence of a tea-gown, which was
iteelf & charm. i

At her desire they occupled a pri-
vate room ai the Cecll, and Rowena
walé judiclously employing the - twi-
light by rolling cigarettes for Hare,
who lounged opposite to her, his satin-
slippered feet on the rall of the fender.
She was radiant with health and
beauty, with lambent life and laugh-
ter, her heart tingling with keenest
thrills of love and anticipated plea-
sure. A deliclous perfume exuded
with her every movement; it ﬂo“t:’d
aAway on the warm atmosphere, carry-
ing an ethereal essence of her living,
breathing beauty to the soul of the

With the advent of the waiter, the
afternoon tea, s&hd the glare of the
electric light, she rose, pushed her
chair back, and shook out the folds
of her eilken skirts.

“Tea, darling?” she asked, caress-
Ingly, casting a hhndful of cigarettes
into his lap as the door closed.

Hare stood up, threw the remainder
of his cigar into the fire and stretch

“I "never saw you smoke & cigar,
Paul, until yesterday—or the diy be
fore was It, or the day before that?—
| mean the day we were :urrh,.
dear?” ;

“It was the day before that, Rowena.
It is difficult to know what has be
come of this week: we have let the

i
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Home Has Dozens of

Eve
ses for Panshine—

Keeps woodwork and paintwork spotlessly clean and

white. Scours pots and pans. Cleans cutlery and glass- -
ware. Makes bathrooms Ip;il:k and span,
Keeps kitchens immaculate and sweet,

' is a clean, white, pure powder that has
no disagreeable smell, won't scratch

and will not injure the hands. Buy’
Panshine. You'll be glad you did.

Large Sifter loc At all

Top Tin Grocers

BUY PASTEURIZED MILK
Buy it in Bottles
IT I8 SAFE
IT I8 GOOD

IT IS8 CLEAN
IT I8 CHEAP

PRICE'’S
277 Princess St
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HERE'S the life and vigor of

Canadian Barley, the sturdy,
appetizing flavor ¢f Bohemian
lfupu, the refreshing. thirst-quench-
ing qualities -.'ﬂ(pun: spring water
in Kuntz's Old German Lager.
bottle before meals is a splendid ton-
ic. Tryit—in Peacock Greenbottles.

days and hours race ahead or lag be-
hind just as they pleased; we have
taken mo account of time; we have
Just breéathed, lived and loved.”

“Do you care for a cup, Paul? she
asked, laying & hand on his and pols
ing the teapot in mid air with the

wiped his forehead.
“It'sf her reputation, sir; she've

he added Immediately, grasping the
man’s hand, “but | am so awfully re
eved, I—well--1 conldn't tell what|-
had happened.”
“It might be worse, but ft'a bad| She set the teapot down, sprang up
enough. [I've always heard, sir, the and moved the table Inte the centre
. tation of a young lady In Miss y ithi A ; ' -
sm'l station is very delicate and ! . :
sasily smirched. It's like a bank, sir, A'_'[ 3 =y

“Not much.,” he answered, smiling;
“but 1I'll have some if you want me to
be soclable.’

2

the breath of susplelon or doubt
that 8 not exactly square brings
about a panle, and it's
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