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at three, so you must. He’s going to 
drive up to the station and wait there 
tor one of ue to come and show him 
where we live.”

There was a little silence. Bather 
flushed beneath ttie elder girl’s shrewd 
gaze.

"I should have thought he could 
have found out . where we live," she 
said rather awkwardly. “And It's such

: a little way——"
V June rose with a great show of 
dignity.

“Oh, very wjjl, If you don’t want to 
be obliging, hùt I do think you might
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PEKOE TEA, very fine, only"Silly—of course I will.’’ Esther 
caught her hand. “I’ll go; the station 
at three o’clock, and then what am I 
to dot Bring him here, or what?”

"Do what you child—I
•han’t be in till five. Don’t let him be 
bored, that’s all, or he’ll go back to 
town—the One thing Micky cannot 
stand is being bored.”

Esther made a little grimace.
She felt nervous when at five min

utes to three exactly she walked down 
the winding road to the station.

June ought to have come herself, 
she argued; it was a most silly thing 
to send1 her—she hoped he would not 
come at all; but all the time she was
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"Micky—supposing it’s to tell her 

About—you know ... about his mar
riage?'

There was a. moment’s silence.
“Oh, It would hardly, be that,” Micky

said positively. “At least—well, if it 
is, we- must chance It." But his voice 
did not sound as if he were at all anxl- 
ous.

(To be continued)

“it’s a most awful one-eyed hole, 
you know," she said. "I do hope you 
won’t be bored to death. It won’t be 
so bad if Micky keeps his promise and 
comes down, but If. he doesn’t. "

"Don’t yoti think he will?" Esther 
asked quickly.

“Oh, I dare say he will. I hope he 
will, I’m sure; somebody has got to 
arouse you while I go and see to my 
business."

“I can amusé myself.”
June sniffed.
"Can you? Well, it’s more than I 

could when I used to stay down here.
There’s only a church and a village 
inn and a handful of cottages. My 
aunt has by far the most distinguish
ed-looking house in the village, snd I 
dare say you won’t think much of 
that.” • f

They were on the platform, now, 
and June eyed their two suit-cases 
ruefully.

"We shall have to carry them," she 
said. "No porters or taxicabs here, my 
dear. Come along."

She grabbed her own, and Esther 
followed her out into the road.

It was cold but sunny, and the fresh 
air of the country was something quite, 
different from the chilly, damp atmos
phere they had left behind In London.

Esther drew à deep breath.
“It’s lovely," she said. "Do you 

know”—she looked ahead of her down 
the winding road with a tittle frown— To the high four-pgster bedsteads and 
“I’ve got the sort of feeling tb*t some-# faded Brussels carpets, 
thing is going to happen to me here.’’ But thaïe was something very old-

“Goodness!” said June. “Don’t you World and charming about it too, in 
start having instincts too! It's bad spite of rather ugly furniture, and Es-
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WHAT DO YOU LIKE BEST TO DO!

I
 What ’ do you 

like best to do 
In a very chat

ty, delightful let; 
ter from one of 
my most Treasur
ed Letter-frlende 
occurs this para
graph: '

“Don’t you love 
to get Into a big 
choir with a good 
book and forget 
c are s, regrets 
and household 

jars? Oh I do, and after that I love 
to cook a meal for-a beloved guest.”

That started us talking about what 
we loved best, and we had a jolly 
time about the dinner table •classify
ing our favorite Indoor and outdoor 
sports. Here are some of those on. 
my list;

Things I Love—Do Tout
A horseback ride over a country 

road in early spring with a congenial 
companion.

Swimming—in decently Warm wa
ter.

An evening around the open Are 
with a group of congenial people, just 
enjoying a dleh of talk.

Listening to a contralto or baritone 
singer (I don’t so much enjoy a so
prano) singing the simple, old-fash
ioned melodies.

A quiet evening with a box of 
candy (not chocolates) and a first 
class novel (I» Which one has already 
made a start and got acquainted with 
the characters).

Writing—on the rare occasions 
when “genius burns.’’

Dancing with a good dancer.
' The Heart of a Child.

A talk with a child In the propitious 
moments when you can get a child 
to talk freely about himself and the 
Innermost* thoughts of him.

A good game of bridge with com
panions who play well enough, but 
not too well. , ..

It Is rather Interesting, I think, to 
note’ how few of the things We love 
best require any large .financial out
lay.

Apparently our real pleasures are 
not necessarily costly ones.

In Tolstoi’s biography It Is set down 
that, when, a new guest came to the 
Tolstoi estate he wae asked to fill out 
a blank answering various questions 
about hie tastes and opinions, hla fa
vorite authors, his religious ideas, et 
cetera. That placed him and started 
the conversational ball a-rolllng.
People Like to Talk About Them

selves.
Why not try something like this on 

a rainy afternoon? I do not neces
sarily mean with pencil and paper, 
but just Inject this subject Into the 
conversation when It lags—What do 
you like best in the world to do? 
People always love to talk about their 
preferences. I have heard people 
talk for half an hour about the kinds 
of breakfast foods they liked beet 
They will doubtless take up" the sub
ject with enthusiasm, and by the na
ture of It, can hardly help saying 
something amusing and interesting.

HENRY BLAIR“June couldn’t come, eo she made 
me—she had to go out on business. 
She would make me come!"

“It’s very kind,” Micky said. "I’m 
stoutly, later than I expected—the roads are 

irse, but bad down in this part of the world. 
Itè off as (Well, and how do you like Enmore?"

“It’s very quiet, but I like it for a 
change, and June’s aunt is ever*so 

g with a kind.”
ag going “Yes, a dear old lady; I know her 
moment well. Did you tell her I was comlfag?" 

ivy, old- / ‘îlune did. ..." 
flowered J His eyes swept her face anxiously.

No trace of tears or sadness to-day, 
at all events.

“Are we supposed to go straight 
home?” he asked after a moment "Be
cause, If cot, what do you say to a run 
round’first?"

Esther’s eyes sparkled.
“I should love it!" She got In be

side him, and the car started away.
“I only brought the two-seater," 

Micky^ explained audaciously. “I hate 
a crowd, This will take three at a 
pinch, but it’s much more comfortable 
tor two.”

"It’s lovely!” Esther agreed.
She leaned back luxurlously.- 
"It muet be splendid to be able to 

have a car ilk# thle of your very own," 
she said suddenly.

Micky laughed rather ruefully. 
'•There are other things I would far 

rather have," he said. -,
“Are there?" She looked up at him 

innocently. “What things?’’ she ask-
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Aggressive Feminism She washed and ironed 
And cooked and scrubbed, 
She helped us all 
With our lessons 
And taught us manners 
And truth 
And courage 
And honesty 
And faith.

Esther smiled; she was -surprised 
toy And that the Idea was not at all 
distasteful to her. .

-Oh yes; do come!” she said.
June had got into the carriage, and 

wCs busy arranging her various pos
sessions.

"You’ll be left behind, Esther," she 
said warningly.

gather turned at once.
"Good-bye, Mr. Mellowes.”
Micky took her handin''a hard grip.
JGood-bye—but only till to-morrow. 

= I ” ' .W T. ‘fie stood back as the train started; 
the last glimpse the two girls had of 
him was in radiantly smiling face.

ÏDo you know,” said June, settling 
heeself in a corner, “I believe I’m half 
in$ovq with that man, after all. len’t 
he Just a dear?" Y

‘tHe’s awfully, kind,” Bather agreed. 
* • • * * •

When the train drew Into the. little 
station at Enmore June looked at Es
ther with a sort of apprehension.

So she can have < , 
All the music > ^
Of all the world,

! By the greatest artists 
In the world 
For all the rese 
Of her life.

Micky's hands tightened over the 
wheel.

“Am I really to answer that ques
tion ?” he asked.

“No,” said Esther hurriedly.
She could not think why she bad 

been so stupid as to say such a tiling. 
She felt very vexed.

They went some way in alienee. Ae
ther glanced at the man beside her 
timidly.

Would he end np by some day 
marrying June? She wondered. Lucky 
June, If he did—lucky . . . she check
ed the thought with a little sense of 
shame. Only a few days ago she had 
declared that she disliked him. Per
haps it was the csr that made her feel 
eo suddenly envious of the woman who 
would one day be thle man’s wife.

Micky glanced down at her.
“Are yeu cold?” he aaked.
“I am a little”—she smiled np at 

him—"In spite of my new coat," she 
said. “I think we'had better go home.” j

June camti to the door to meet them.!
“I got home earlier than I thought,’’ 

she told Esther, "Well, Micky rŸ,
"Are there any letters f’ Esther ask

ed. She felt s swift feeling of envy as 
she looked at these two. so openly and 
unfelgnedly glad to see one another. 
“I suppose It’s expecting too much 
though,” she added with a sigh,

Esther

they are supposed to be partners, 
sharing equally in the property and 
political and social rights of their hus
bands. What’s in a name, anyhow? 
Women’s equality must be deeper than 
that or it will not be worth much.— 
Minneapolis News.

' Mother likes music 
But she has been 
So busy taking /

Brick’s Tasteless is thé best 
preparation known for children 
who are delicate. Taken 1» half 
to one teaspoonful doses it works 
marvellous results. Try a bottle 
and convince yourself —jan27,tt iard o

top of our wire tike this.” she said 
laughing. "But I tike to do things In 
a hurry—eo here we are, and we’re 
just starring;"

They followed Miss Dearting Into a 
quaint little square room, where the 
table was laid for lunch. June talked 
away all the thee.

"There's another member of the 
party ceeilng down to-morrow," She 
said. “No; a man this time—Micky 
Mellciwes! Yon remember, him? Yes; 
I thought yon would.” She flushed a 
little. “He's going to bring hie .car 
down’ and take" ne‘ all out for rides; 
eo we're In fot a good time."

"I remember Mr- Mellows* quite 
well," Mlee Dearting said. When she 
was alone with Esther for a moment 
she whispered to her—

“We all hoped June meant to marry 
hlln, you know, my dear. Perhaps she 
has changed her mind, as she is allow
ing him to «orne down. Such a very 
charming man—have yon seen him?— 
and so rich."

“Tss, I've seen him," Esther said, 
“He Is nice—very!”

"It would be the dream of my life 
fulfilled If I could eee June married 
to him,” the old lady went on. “June 
wants a Arm hand, toe Is wonderfully 
high-spirited and clever, yon know, 
but I always feel that she would be so 
much happier with adme one to look" 
efter her, and he is just the msn to 
take care of a woman."

“Yes,” said Esther.
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RECOVERY BAS Y SMITH.

“Virol put new Mainly About People, A NEW NUMBERlife Into Mm, II resell 
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Shows Remarkable Restor
ative Power of Lydia E.

1 PinkhamYVegetable 
Compound.

Bulk and 2-lb. Slabs The ex-kaiser is “the only family in 
Germany that did not lose a eon In the 
war.” Frederic Wilhelm Is an exile 
jn Holland; Bltel Friedrich is a 
student to the State Agricultural 
College; Oscar Is at the German re- 

: public’s agricultural college; Adel- 
bert, the sailor prince, 1» studying 
history and managing a health reeort;
August Wilhelm is an assistant in a 
private bank.

ie. land Place,Gramham Road,Bradford, Yopkubire. Gentlemen, i
Enclosed you will fad photo of our 

baby boy. When 3* months old he 
bad a very severe tunes* which left 
him nothing but skin and bene. My 
friende said I should never rear him ; 
then someone adrised me to try Virol, 
so I rot a jar, and it seemed to pot new 
life into him. He is now id months 
eld, and a' bright healthy boy ha is 
too, which is entirely vine to Virol. 
It ie a wonderful feed, and I shall 
always recommend it.

Yours sincerely,
(Sg.) Mrs. C. SMITH.

Virol is used in Isrse Quantities in more 
than 2.800 Hospitals sod Intent Clinics.
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Safety Matches, 12c. floz.'
Rolled Oats, 14 lbs., 90c.; 

pgr lb., 7c.
Finest English Cocoa, Va lb. 

tins, 18c.
Lowney’s Cocoa, 14c, can.
Ham Butt Pork, 23c. lb.
Finest Quality Fat Back, 

20c. lb.
Porto Rico Grape Fruit, ex

tra fancy, 15c.
8 oz. can Tomato Sauce, 8c..
Apricot Jam, 16 oz. jars, 

45c.
Hum Jam, 16 oz. jars, 45c.

Apples from 25c. doz. up. 
Finest Quality American 

Onions, per lb., 5c.; 10 
lbs. for 45c.

8 oz. bottles Sweet Mustard 
Pickles. 20c.

8 oz. bottlea Sour Mixed 
Pickles, 20c.

8 oz. btls. Chow Chow, 20c. 
Cream of Wheat, per pkt., 
• 43c.
Crescent Soap—One of the 

finest made, 3-12 oz. twin
bar», 43c. carton.

“Tally Ho” Coffee.
Sunbeam Coffee.
White House Coffee.
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Cbesley, Ontinlrkanvs Voff June did not anewyr, 
went on end up the stairs,

"There is one for her,’ June, said in 
■an undertone to Micky a* soon as she 
had gone. “And one from Paris, too— 
from that man! Micky, are you aura It.. 
Isn’t all a mistake about him bring 
married r* ____

"Sure," said Micky stolldlyT""
“Then shall I—What shall I .do 

about that letter—it wae sent on from 
London. Ought I to Ur. her have it?”

Just received

Secure your copy 
now at

Byrne’s Bookstore
Price 50c. Postage^

my sidee and waahot regular. Finally 
I got so weak I could not go. up stairs 
without stopping to rest half way up 
the steps. I trim! two doctors but they 
did me no good. I saw your medicine 
advertised in the newspapers and 
thought I would give it a trial. I took 
four bottlea of the Vegetable Compound 
and was restored to health. I am mar
ried, am the mother of two children; 
and do all jnjMiousework, milk eight 
cows, and do a .hired man’s work and 
enjoy the beat of health. I also found 
Vegetable Compound a great help for 
my weak back before ray babies were 
bom. 1 recommend it to ml my friends 
who are in need of medicine, and you 
may print this letter if you wish. ’— 
Mrs. HENHY .Tank», R. R. No.«, Cbes
ley, Ontario.

It hardly seams possible that there is 
a woman' in this country, who will con
tions to suffer without giving Iÿdis S-

Wtlllam A. Ftokertoç, head of the 
Pinkerton detective agency, recently 
refused 460,000 to appear in a moving 
picture. He has also resisted all ef
forts to Induce him to write a book at 
memoirs, and gives as ga reason for 
refusing, the following: fit I wrote 
of the cases I have handled during 
my 65 years’ detective work, the book 
would he full of "ghosts." Every! 
place the book went would be some | 
man whose torgotten ertati would 
he raked over and whispered anew. 
Visited perhaps on a wife or innocent

«unies mother herself, w 
etea it suepUas those vu 
that are destroyed in the tmllc; iti,al«,.fc«».edti Garrett Byrni

Bookseller & Stationer.

Micky was taking off his coat, hie 
bach was turned.

I “Oh, let.her have It,” he said casual
ly. “It n/y be the last she’ll ever get” 

He turned swiftly, "Let me lot* at

requested 
they may 
against 
against tl

tog
June took it from her drees and Instead of frying croquettes, place 

each on a slice of fried toibato. 
sprinkle with crumbs and brown In 
oven.

handed It to him.
-Children. No matter how I would trytir.u-3 to EUi

Pinkham's Elance at her He glanced at theIn (Hase
«fier aii the ■If back to her.

places tbei* would always be-Oh yes, I ehould let publishBRITISH OWNXD. them outbody tosaid again.
them to neighbors and friends."But June still hesitated.
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