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y time !
Fresh golden loaves of bread — mother’s -masterpiece.
Can’t you almost hear them say: “We’ll have to cut 

some more, Mother!”
Eating isn’t the loftiest occupation in life, but you, as a 

good housekeeper, know how a tempting table enhances the 
love of one’s home.

To get back to the bread—its goodness depends mainly 
upon good flour—and the finest flour is just another name 
for Rainbow Flour.

Try it arift see'what happens to your next lot of bread.

Rainbow
FLOUR.

makes good bread
Grocers have it'in 7-lb., 14-lb.. 21-lb., 49-lb. 

and 98-lb. bags and in barrels.

Canadian Cereal and Flour Mills Limited, Toronto, Canid. 
y5 Makers of Tillson’s Oats—Rainbow Flour—Star Flour

Thousand,
BUT TRUE TJ 

THE LAST
CHAPTER V. ‘

TELLING FORTUNES.
“Ah. but I am so dreadfully super- 

' stitious!” says Edith Lassellcs, lean
ing back in her chaif and balancing 
her teaspoon on the edge of her cup. 
“It. runs i£ the family.. If anything 
unusual fs going to happen, {here is 
always some sign of it at home.'’

“And what sign had you of the 
wedding?" I ask, without the slight
est belief, for the Luttrells are a 
stout-hearted race.

“Oh, Lady Evelyn came three 
times!" answers Rose, quickly.

“And who is. Lady Evelyn?"
“Lady Evelyn was the daughter of 

Roy, tenth Earl de Guise." says 
Rose;-j“and at the Court of Coeur de 
Lion she met Godfrey Lasselles—a 
young squire, who. young as be was, 
l.ad been in the East, in close attend

ance upon the king's person: It 
seems that Earl de Guise was wish
ful that Lady Evelyn should marry 
a certain duke who' was deeply in 
love with her, hut, as he was old 
en'oitgh to he her father, she refused, 
fir ing her. affections upon our an- 
rrstor, Godfrey Lasselles. instead. 
For a time the ancient lover and the 
stern father did not make any dis
coveries, and the young pair went on 

"in their flowery way in blissful disre- 
g: rd of the fact, that well-known and 
oit-proven theory, that the course of 
true lov,e never did run smooth. Per
haps. as Shakespeare wasn’t written 
in tbtfife days, the idea had never oc
curred to them; but one fine morn
ing, the sword which had been sus
pended by a single hair, over thëii 
heads, fell. Earl de Guise swore 
mighty oath that • his disobedient 
daughter should submit ?o his will 
and tl.e would-be bridegroom vowec 
to be satisfied with nothing less than 
the title of his rival. To the 1 in
tense surprise of everyone, Lad) 
Evelyn completely turned young 
Godfrey over, and professed hersel' 
more than willing to marry the ole1 

soon as possible. It was 
to bluster and 

rave;,but, as he soon found, it was 
useless for a young squire to try tr 
set aside tfie decrees of two powerful 
noblemen, so he left the court In

duke as \
now Goefihey's turn

-

*

Good, Homemade Bread—Made ol

"Beaver Flour”
— light, flaky biscuits
made of “Beaver’’ Flour
— these are real foods 
for growing children. 
“Beaver" Flour is a 
blended flour. That is, 
It is made of exadt pro
portions of nutritious, 
delicately flavored 
Ontario wheat and a 
little of the stronger 
Western wheat.

“Beaver" Flour 1s both 
a bread flour and a 
pas try flour—and makes 
the real nutty flavored 
home-made bread and 
delicious pastry such as 
cannot be made with 
any purely Western 
wheat flour. ,
DEALERS - Writs es far 

ericas on Feed, Coatee 
Graine and Cereaie.

Tic T.LTaylerlX, United, 
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144

R G ASH & CO., St John’s, Sole Agents 
Newfoundland, will be pleased to quote orices

high wrath, and the preparations foi 
the wedding went gayly on. It seems 
that the Lady Evely was a prodigious 
favorite with the king, and he favor
ed the old duke as a fitting husband 
for her, announcing that Evelyn 
should be the handsomest peeress in 
the land. Well, as I said, the pre
parations for the wedding went gay- 
y on, and everything, now that God- 
rty had betaken himself to the halls 
if his ancestors, looked bright and 
milling. The old duke showered 
jwels and p'resents of every descrip- 
iOn upon his sweetheart, and the 
ventful morn arrived; so did- the 
edding guests, and so did the 

iridegroom. The bride was late. It 
s a fault common among brides of 
he present day, though at that time 
m hour’s delay was not of the same 
■piportance that it is now. Still, mer. 
veie net more patient; and, at last 
tome one was sent in search of the 
air bride. But the Lady Evelyn 
vas not forthcoming; and, after sev
rai days’ search, she was discovered 

’own at Park Royal, as calm and 
appy as if she had been horn there 
t happened that the .king was down 
n the neighborhood for hunting; and, 
earing that the runaway bird had 

ieen traced to Park Royal, he ex- 
ressed his Intention of going him- 
elf to give her a severe scolding, 
iut, when his majesty was ushered 
nto the great hall, Lady Evelyn 

looked so charming, so fresh and so 
happy that the royal censure con
sisted of asking why she had caused

I the king to swear a false oath. ‘Did
i we not say you should be the hand-
1 sornest peeress in the land?’ demand-
i ed the mighty monarch, -with a great 
assumption of anger. Pretty Evelyn 
fell upon her knee». ‘If your, majes
ty is so minded,’ said she, coquettish- 
ly, ‘you can easily fulfill your roydt 
oath.’ And that was how the .Lassel
les family obtained their title" says 
Rose. “And always before a wedding 
L: dy Evelyn is seen somewhere in 
the house or grounds.”

1"laugh, and Edith asks if we have 
no ghosts.

“Oh, yes,” 1 answer; “any amount; 
but they Ell Stay with the head of the 
family, at Rest.”

“I thought," says Loys, thoughtful
ly. “that when ghosts came it was al
ways in warning of a death or of 
some great misfortune?"

"Oh, of course, we t)ave a death 
sign, too, at Park Royal,” aays Rose; 
“but that is quite a different person 
who comes, and her story Is too long 
and too sad to tell on anyone’s wed
ding. The Lasselles family are all 
superstitious." ✓

Get Rose to tell 
says Edith; "she’ll 
thing."

'Nonsense," I say, with

Rose, wonderingly.
Not a bit.” 1 hold put my hand, 

and ask what she sees there; but, to 
my surprise, she puts it aside, with 
intense scorn.

"Oh, I don’t believe In ttfat rub 
bish! A cut or a^Tuise will totally 
alter it. I tell fortunes by 
cards."

The other girls look a little awe
struck, but 1 laugh again, and Rose 
tells me to get a pack «of cards, and 
she will what she callr "cut them" 
for me.

"Ring the bell, Loys, will you?’’ I 
say./ “1 can’t go downstairs In my 
dressing gown' I might see some
body."

Loys does so, and presently a maid 
brings the cards. Rose quickly 
turns out the twos, threes, fours, 
fives and sixes, and hands the re
mainder to me.

Shuffle them well,” she says, sol
emnly, "and, while you do so, think 
of some wish that you particularly 
want fulfilling."

I take the pack and shuffle it in
i Ol, ’every manger I cm

“Will that do?” I say, at last.
"Yes. Now, cut them into three 

find wish."
I look at Rose, then at Edith; bul 

1 find no suggestion in either of theii 
faces. 1 gaze out of the window and 
up at the celling, with as little suc
cess.

“Come, he quic.k," says some one, 
Impatiently.

"I can’t think of anything," I de
clare, at last, hopelessly.

“Oh, be quick! Anything will do," 
says Edith; so, in desperation, I wisi 
1 may marry a big man, with yellow 
hair and a lot of money. Then I ham 
the cards to Rose," who asks, with tht 
utmost gravity:

“Have you wished?”
“Ah, a Speedy marriage with a riel 

soldier; but, before that comes 
long journey In foreign lands—mucL 
pleasure and happiness leading up tc 
a wedding ring; then a removal tc 
the house of a soldier, your husband 
that^is, who has the passion card 
between him and a fair woman near
ly-----  Oh, good gracious!" she ex
claims, flinging the cards away froir 
her; “what an awful hand!"

"Oh, go on!" I say, in a matter 
of-fact tone. “If it's very bad, yoi 
know, it doesn't make much differ
ence, because I don't believe in it.'

“Bechuse you are a stupid, incredu
lous child,’’ says Rose, severely 
“that will not prevent the cards tell
ing the truth."

"What is it you predicted?’! 
'augh. "That I am to marry a sol 
dier with lots of money, who has tht 
passion card between him and a fail 
woman? What was it you were going 
to say about the fair woman? ‘Near
ly’—go on. Rose." But she' will not 
enlighten me any further, and I fin
ish it for myself. “Nearly twice hia 
age. No, that can’t be it. fîearly- 
nearly-----  Oh. I have It—nearly re
lated to me!"

I see by her face that I have guess
ed aright.

"Then you and I, dear," I cry, turn
ing to Loys, “are going to make our 
selves miserable about some soldier. 
That would be a pity, wouldn't it?

wonder who It Is? Can it be Teddy
Vincent?""

''Pooh!” says Maud, to cover Loys'
blushes, “Teddy has no money, and- 
the' man who Is to be your fate is 
rich."

“Then, depend upon It, he is going 
to fall in love with you, and be de
clined with thanks; then he will 
marry me just out of spite."

"It's all very well to laugh at me,” 
says Rose, .gravely; "hut the cards 
always tell the truth."

‘I'll tell you what I will do, Rose. 
I’ll put your prophecy down in my 
birthday book, and we will prove 
which of us Is right. N6w, Isn’t It 
almost time to dress for dinner?” ’ 

“We’re not going to have any,” an
nounces Loys, "because they are lay
ing the supper in the dining room 
now. We are to have a scratch tea 
in the breakfast room. And, if we 
put on the wrappers we wore at 
breakfast, we can dress afterward."

We all highly appreciate this 
splendid suggestion, or, as I should 
call It, Estrangement, and lounge for 
half* an hour longer, until we have

regular scramble to make ourselves 
presentable when the bell does ring.

am the least it all to make my ap
pearance, because I have stayed to 
write down Rose's .prophecy, as 1 
promised to do. We linger over our 
tea, and make very merry over it. It 
seems rather strange to see Loys do
ing the honors? but we aff look old 
for our years, and she presides with 
a grave dignity, no one w9uld ex
pect in a girl not yet seventeen. She 
is not far off that age of sweetness, 
though. One of our guests seems to

Clair found it. That Is Teddy Vin
cent. He contrives to sit next to her, 
and helps her to make tea, with as 
great a gravity as she herself has as
sumed. I watch the pair with in
tense interest, for have not I, since 
Rose Lasselles’ prophecy, a right to 
look after Loys’ admi,rers? But I 
come to the conclusion that she will 
not refuse him; an^ I am perfectly 
certain that, If she does, I shalltnot 
try to heal his broken heart. I do 
not think he will ask me.

.At last we tear ourselves away, 
to wriggle once more Into our tight, 
blue dresses; and. armed with bou
quets and fans, we descend to the 
drawing room, to await the arrival of

tie guests, who are coming from far 

nid near. Loys and I are down first,
as is proper, and immediately, after 
us comes our father, who looks very 
courtly and happy. He takes Lo; 
by the shoulders, and scans b 
searchingly.

“What have you to say fçr your- 
elf?" he says, at length.
Loys turns guiltily scarlet, and 

'ooks down. I watch the whole pro- 
ceding with open-mouthed amaze 

nent.
"Ah, you may well look like that!" 

•,ays our father, catching sights of 
.ny blank face. “You may well open 
our eyes, Audrey, What do you 

‘hlnk? That young Jack-a-dandj has 
had the cool impertinence to ask me 
for Loys!"

“Who?” J say, breathlessly.
“Why, Teddy Vinqent, of course. 

Only think of it—a ‘sub’ in a crack 
;avalry regiment with next to noth
ing a year besides his pay! A pretty 
fellow indeed to go taking a wife!”

“Well, but it will save money," 
says Loys, bravely.
;"Save money!" repeats our father. 
I sboulÿ like to see the money you 

vill save between you. I wouldn’t 
,ive either of you the- preference" by 
all a ‘ la/thing. Upon my wordy lie 

continues, letting Loys go. and walk 
nig up and ddwn the room, “the con
summate impudence of the young 
men of the present day is' worthy of 
admiration! A young man, with his 
.respects coming, as cool as a cu- 

■ umber, to ask for my daughter, and 
ihc not yet sixteen!" '

“I beg your pardon—nearly/seven 
een,” puts in Loys^

"Ah, well, well, well—always down 
upon the old man—she not yet seven
teen----- "

"What did you say to him, daddy?" 
says Loys, wistfully.

"Say to him? I told him to be gone 
about his business, and said I trust
ed that business wasn’t In thjs house, 
as----- ”

(To £e Continued.)

Bananas and Cabbage
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your fortune, 
tell you any

a laugh. 
It?" asks

JOHN.

To-day ex " Stephano,”

boxes California ORANGES,
50 Large Bunches BANANAS,

50 barrels GREEN CABBAGE.
50 sacks NEW ONIONS.

N Ym June 26th, 1913.

BUTTER !
This week We talk. Better. All 

the way from Old Ireland, ONE 
THOUSAND FOUNDS of the 
genuine article. Its equal not to 
be had.

fr

J. J. ST. JOHN.
DUCKWORTH STBEET.

t. $10,000
NEWFOUNDLAND

DEBENTURES.

We are 'open^ for [offers [ini [lots to suit 
purchasers.

" F. B. McCURDY & CO.,
Members Montreal Stock Exchange.

C. A. C. BRUCE,’Manager,
[St. John’s. ^
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Girl's Nerves
Fully Restored

Ww New Able to Obtain Lutin»
Benefit Until Dr, Chase’s Nerve 
Food Was Used. !? CrVe
Too many girls grow up with weak

sssgsor ■■
The blood needs enriching and the 

P®rXes need. strengthening by sUch 
ThH “ Dr’ Chase’8 ■Nerve Food 
manyr0t0hdouCflUarndsi8of0^s"whosr8
enfa had almo,fl^r,S

^“''foro^ri'tes 5 ^°vdV'"e ?ve-
honared £rom nerVouaneM slnctUcShhtîdr 

and a”y medicines she SteîdM

Woipdertu? rosudtsUght”.-U8ed Jt 
has built up her „TPls treatment
strengthened' the‘ner^a that ah ft 8,° 
like another girl " nat 8he fee,s
„ w Çha8e’8 Nerve Food a box, 6 for >2.50,

Limited,"
•n j, v 50 centsssr =*“• * Mar &

Electric Restorer for Men
PjioaplKmol^w»^ ™-;th.bcxw

saw&/ïSiEZ2
£ tiled to anv» Oethkrtpsa n»a

z The Canada Life,
In each of the past four years the Canada 

Life has earned .a LARGER SURPLUS than 
ever before in its history.4

Favorable mortality, and low expenses, the 
result of good management, have helped.

>: ' i

C: A. C. BRUCE, Manager,
St. John’s. ~
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Ml YARD’S LINIMENT UURE8 GAR. 

SET IN COWS.

are the new styles in our
Women’s

READY-TO-WEAR
GARMENTS.

We have never present
ed a larger < r more co'm- 
prehensiye assortment of

Ladies’ towns & Dresses
for party, street and even

ing wear.

COATS, sons, efc.
Styles are so varied, ma

terials, effects so charminsr 
that it’s a simple matter to 
find garments particularly 
suited for every individual 
taste. Most of these are 
exclusive — no two gar
ments alike.

U. S. Piciure & 
Company.

v

fit


