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the girl takTHf oijteide, and as 
they rose, she sÂil:

••Close your eyes' now." *
Vane glanced, down -^ntl obeyed. 

As they got higher and higher ke 

asked himself If He were Areally 
awake, or asleep and dreaming.

Only two nights ago he was in 
had dined at his club, and

Manufacturers Agent
London
gone to a dance afterward; and heflfc. 
he was—if he were * really awake— 
clinging to a girl's hand and climbing 
a hill in a wi|d; spo^f which suggested 
Corsica, the tioc^ieè—any desolate, 
man-forsaken region, rather than
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CHAPTER III
(Continued.)

•‘1 beg your pardon." 
a short laugh. "I think 
half dazed still. You say 
to warn me—sent direct to me’ 

"Yott are the cisem an?" she 
but with a tone of- doubt. 

"The what?" he demanded.

he said, with 
must be 
you sent NECO

The Cake that’s worth the Candles Potato
Take off the candles. Cut into generous pieces. Now 

the feast’s begun ! ,
The delicate texture, the honey-gold color, the rare 

flavor—all join to make the finest treat that ever took the 
form of cake.

They won’t let you wait ’til another birthday to make 
another cake like this.

Rainbow Flour certainly does help in cake-making. 
Yet that’s not surprising when you consider that it is the 
quality' leader among flours. Only the rarest nutriment 
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Every cake will be worth a celebration when }'ou begin 
the use of Rainbow Flour. Just try some.

In using Rainbow Flour for pastry, more water 
(added slowly) is required and less flour.

“You threatened us." she said, half 
fiercely, half sullenly.

Vane looked at- her with a „ bewil
dered expression.

“I think there must be some mis
take, or else 1 am delirious and don’t 
know what either of us is talking 

about. You seem to know me, or 
think you do. What did you say I 
was?”

She shirked pie question.
“Tell me your name?" she said.
"Tempest—Vane Tempest, 

plied.
The color rose to her face, and she 

lilt her under lip.
"That isn’t the name," she said, 

as if to herself. "And— 
not the new ’ciseman ?”

’’ 'Cise?—oh. 
mean ?” he said.

He dropped on the ground and 
laughed grimly.

"No; I certainly am not."
"Is that a lie?” she demanded, In a 

low voice. "Are you tricking me'
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“You may look now," said the low, 
clear voice.

Vane opened his eyes and looked 
round. Before them was the wide 
expanse of sea; the waves ran high, 
their crest shining In the fitful moon- 

dull roar mingling with
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Bread Floihe re-
and alight, tfigiv 

the wind.
“Is your house up here?" he ask

Pastry Floi

Rainbow •you arc ‘down below"No,” she said 
she pointed to a cleft on the opposite 

that which they 
Follow me, and mind how 
it Is not so bad as the

exciseman tide of the hill to 
bad left, 
vou come
ither path, but a false 
paused.

“I’m a pretty good climber,” said 
Vane; “but hadn't 1 hotter go first, 
in case I should fall and knock you 
over?”

She shook her head and began to 
descend, springing quickly from 
point to point. Then she appeared to
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much shaken, and his laugh was ra
ther a rueful one.

"1 don’t in the least understand 
why you should suspect me of deceiv
ing you," he said. ‘T am not only 
not the exiseman. but I scarcely 
know what an exciseman means. 1' 
was never In this part of the world 
before, and the whole business is a 
perfect mystery to me. Won’t yor 
explain what it Is you are driving
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is it—I hardly dare ask my heart who 
It is.

1 close my eyes, and lie quite still, 
holding, my breath and hugging the 

Sure. Adrianbaby closer than ever, 
would not be so mean as to take ad- 

absence to stealalways been an Adrian.” vantage of "daddy’s'
"1 daresay his father won't mind,” away the child? 

he says, pleasantly, laughing. 1 cover my eyes wjth my left hand 
"Wouldn’t you like any other bet- ' just as the door" is pushed gentl? 
ter?” ‘ j open. I peep between my fingers

I lay my face against the baby’s Yea. it is Adrian! He must know 1 
head, without speaking. ; am awake by my wildly beating

“Eh?" says “daddy"; “don’t you j heart; I can hear it throbbing and 
think you would?” I knocking like a wild bird prisoned ir.

I feel I am growing scarlet; but i a cage. He looks much as usual—not 
why should I try to hide such a ill and haggard, as when I saw birr 
blush as this? last, but just’ as he used to do when

“No." T answer, boldly, “1 don’t we were first married. He comes tc 
think I should. Indeed, I am quite the side of the bed; but it is evident 
sure I should not." • that baby stealing is not his object

"Then Adrian it shall be.” says he. He stands -with his hands in hit 
"And now I must go. I’ve half a ! pockets, quietly regarding his pro
dozen things to do. and very little perty. .
time to do them in. Good-by, both of At last he breaks into a laugh—r

BUT TRUE TO As he spoke Me was conscious of a 
buzzing in his oars and a peculiarly 
Inconvenient' throbbing at the hack 
of his head, and he felt himself 
crowing pale and faint.

She came toward him and touched 
1;is arm with a curious mixture of 
shyness and command.

“1 won’t talk any more,” she said. 
“Come with me. Give me your hand. 
You’d better close your eyes, or

THE LAST seemed to Vane, in a peculiar way. 
He heard a sound as of the shifting 
of an iron bar and the click of a 
heavy lock, and the door was opened 
by a woman.

"Is that you, Nora?” she asked, 
peering out at them, the light of a 
huge wood fire making a red back
ground behind her. Then she caught 
sight of Vane, and added something 

in the local dialect, and so quickly, 
that he could not distinguish a word ; 
then her hand went up mechanically

to the door as if to close it.

chapter xxvi ri
WEAK HANDS, BIT STRONG.

My baby is a week old! I hold 
him in my jealous arms all day and 
all night—much more the nurse 
says, than Is good for either of us. 
But I will not suffer him to be mov
ed. I watch the washing and dress
ing operation as eagerly and narrow

ly as if I expected some one would

steal him ‘away from, before my very

Fall days y 
rainy days 
nice and bi

“No—no.” he said, with all a man’s 
dislike to being led about blindfolded 
—and by a girl! The Surplus EarnedI (infill neither nervous nor awkward

II tall lor certain, and drag Tie girl made some replyeyes. 1 am so terribly afraid o( but just such a one as he might giv<
if we had been parted but for ai 
hour.

"When you have quite done play
ing bo-peep with your fingers,” hi 
says, taking my hand in his anC 
bending down, with a dangerous lighi 
in bis eves, “perhaps you will say 
something to me."

But I utter never a word

ment s not■pc with you” 
stony calmness,

Tempest put out his hand, and her 
•wn closed over it. He noticed that 
hers was small.

"Where are you going to take me?" 
he asked, not unnaturally.

"Home." she replied, after a pause.
They ascended the narrow track,

she «rid, with almost telligible to him for the same reason, 
which appeared to reassure the wo
man, and she stood aside. The girl 
signed to Vane to enter, and he step
ped in.

The interior was of the roughest 
description, hut looked snug and 
comfortable enough. Great logs 
burned on. the stone hearth and af
forded more light than the single 
oil-lamp, which hung from the low

Adrian's asserting his right to him. 

I am never tired of watching the 
tiny, placid face? lie is going to be 

very fair, so nurse says—and she is. 
or ought to be, a- competent judge. I 
find an unceasing charm in stroking 
his soft, flaxen hair, and comparing 

..his wee hands with my own.
“Daddy,” l say. one day. when my 

father comes in to see me, “don't 
“you think baby takes after Loys ?”

"No, dear,” he answers: “I don’t, 
indeed.”

“Don’t you?” 1 say, doubtfully. 
“Well, whom is he like?" '

For my part, I don't see the faint
est resemblance to Loys; but, then," 
'I am not going to say so.

“Like?” repeats “daddy,”' with a 
laugh. “Like his father, to be sure— 
like as two peas!”

“Oh!” is all I find breath to say.

In 1912 the Canadian Life earned surplus 
of $1,530,667, exceeding by over $237,000 the 
earnings of 1911, and by a much larger 
amount the earnings of any previous year. 
This is of importance to policyholders, for 
their Dividends must come from this account.
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mv eyet
drop before the passionate ardor ei 
his. and he continues:

"You’ve kept me away for- a long 
time; but now you're in a fix. You 
-an’t get up if you try. I’ve bribed 
the nurse to keep away for an hour, 
and your father’s gone out, and 
won’t be bacl£ for ever so long; sc 
what do you mean to do?”

How can I speak? Whàt have I to 
say? Nothing. I lie flushing and 
paling beneath his gaze, troubled, 
yet happy—happy, yet doubtful— 
clutching my baby much as a drown
ing man is supposed to clutch a 
straw.-

“Do you know”—in a tone of 
mock severity-v'that you have kept 
me at bay for five whole months?”

"Yes,” 1 say, meekly.
“Well, and what have I done?”
I must look as t feel, infinitely dis

tressed. Adrian comes yet closer to 
me, and lays bis head on the pillow 
beside mine.

“Tell me, baby,” he says, persua
sively, “what had I done so very 
dreadful?”

I try to speaTc, but I cannot; I only 
He crying quietly—seeing which, he 
takes me, baby and all, into his arms 
and draws my head close to him.

(To be Continued.)
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