The Heir fo Beecham Park-

"CHAPTER It 4 !

“This is Thursday, the twenty-sec-
ond of July, Stuart,” observed Mrs.
Crosbie, putting down her pen and
looking fixedly at her son. “And this
afternoon your Aunt Clara and Cous-
in Vane will arrive, and you are ex-
pected to meet them at Chesterham
station.”

“By Jove,” exclaimed Stuart, with
a soft whistle, “I had clean forgotten
them!” He pushed his hands into
his tennis-coat pockets and regarded
his shoes with almost a real pucke:
on his brow. “What time are they
due? he asked, after a brief silence.

Mrs. Crosbie took up a letter and
read aloud:

“We shall arrive a Chesterham by
the twelve express from Euston,
reaching the junction-about six-thirty.
Pray let somebody meet us.”

“I call that cool,” observed the
young man shortly, “But I suppose
Aunt Clara cannot do a thing for her-
self. However, it need not entail my
going; she only says “somebody,’ and
1 am nobody.” L’/t

“Your father will &xpect/his sister
to be treated with respegt,” was h}s
mother’s icy reply. «

“And I trust he will not be disap-
pointed,” responded Stuart; “but to
trudge to Chesterham in this heat
will be enough to roast a fellow.”

“I have ordered the barouche,” Mrs_x.
Crosbie told him. “Vane must lean
back comfortably—she is so delicate.”

Stuart Crosbie buried his toe in the
well-kept lawn and made no answer
to this. His mother’ watched - him
kenly, though he was unaware of her
scrutiny,

“Well?” she_ said.at last.

: “Well?” he replied, looking up.

“Stuart, I do not often express my
wishes, but to-day I particularly de-
gire you should go to Chesterham and
meet your aunt and cousin.

Stuart removed his felt tennis-hat
and bowed low,

“My lady-mother,” he said - lightly,
*your wishes shall be obeyed.”

He put on hig hat'and strolled away,

while a/frown settled on his mother’s
face. She tapped for writing-tabls
with her pen, in evident vexation; but
after a while her brow cleared, as if
some new thought had come into her
mind and by its bright magic dispell-
ed the cloud.

Stuart Crosbie sauntered on over
the lawn. A moment before he had
grumbled at a prospective walk in the
_ heat when the day would be declining,
yet now he made no haste to get out
of the sun’s rays, although trees whose
spreading branches promised n!ade
and coolness studded his path, He
had pushed his hat well over his eyes

andwithhishandsstﬂllnhbpooketﬁ_
dawdled on, as if with no settled pur-

pose in his mind.
He had strolled in & circuitous

route, for, after progressing in this cottage. L 3

{ fashion for some time, he looked up
" and found himself almost opposite to
the window—though at a distance—
from which he had started. His
mother’s head was clearly discernible
bent over her writing, and, waking
suddenly from his dreams, he left the
| law, betook himself to a path, and
made for a gate at the end. The
lodgekeeper’s wife was seated at her_
door, having brought her work into
the air for coolness, She rose hur-
riedly as she perceived the young
squire striding down the path and
,: opened the gate,
| “Why did you trouble, Mrs, Clark?”’
i sald Mr. Crosbie, wcourteously. “I
could have managed that myself.”
“Law sakes, Master Stuart, my good
man would be main angry if he
thought I'l let you do such a thing!”
“Jim must be taught manners,”
Stuart laughed lightly.
“How do you like this weatht;r?"
Mrs. Clark mopped her brow with
her apron;
“It's fair killing, sir,” she answered,
“I never remind me of such a sum-
mer. But folks is never content.
Mayhap what tries me is good for
others—your young lady cousin, for]
Mrs. Martha tells me she is
She be coming to-

one, sir.
very weakly like,
day.”

5

| o4, putting down the

“I have vivid recollections of Vane
as a child” Stuart remarked, more to"
himself than to the woman; “and.
certainly I can testify to her stl_'ength?
then, for she boxed my ears soundl\y."i:

“Laws, Master Stuart!” ejaculated
Mrs, Clark, “What a little vixen!”

i “But these are tales out of school,‘\

. laughed the young man; “and. I faney
I tormented her pretty freely in those
days. To-ta, Mrs. Clark! Go back
and have a nap—sleep is the best way
to pass these hot days.”

“Now, if he ain’t the best and kind-
heartedest boy in the whole world!”
mused Mrs. Clark, watching him ag he
strode along the lane, *“Just like his

i father, poor gentleman!”
! Mr. Crosbie went along the road et
a fast pace, and did not slacken his
speed till he sighted a few cottages
that denoted a village. Then he mod-
erated his pace, and. sauntered into !
the one street, hot and parched with
thirst. g
| “Phew!” he exclaimed to himselt
taking off his hat and waving it to and
fro vigorously. “I must have some-
thing to drink, I wonder if Judy keeps
soda-water?” ; 2
“Judy” was the owner of a small
shop, the one window of which dis-
played a heterogeneous mass of artic-
leo-—comestibles, wen\rlnx apparel,
tops, and scissors. It did not look
very inviting, but thirst must be

’ in store behind the counter. So
Stuart rased the latch and entered the

" The door was'ajar, and as he knock-

quenched, and: better things might be |

Ay, there ain’t mwon ‘arm fn milk,’ |
responded Judy. “But, laws, Master

art, you do look warm! Will you |

‘ave ‘@ chalr and set in the Qoorway|
to cool & bit? ' There’s a 1ittld bit of |

wind springing up.” °

Mr. Crosbie lhdqt his head,

“No, thanks, Judy; T must get on.
There"—throwing a shilling upon the
small counter—'"take that for - your
kindness.”

"R, but, Master Stuart, I'd like you
for a. customer every day!” exclaimed
the ‘woman; and with a smile and a
nod 'Mr, Crosble strode away.

He passed through the narrow
street, deserted now—for the sound
of the children’s voice was wafted
from thé village school—and turned
into a wide country-lane that led to
the cottages, After sauntering a few
yards, he came in sight of a wood in-
closed by a high wall, while through
the branches of the trees glimpses
of ‘a gray-stone house was visible.
Mr. Crosbie’s steps grew slower and
slower as he approached this wa.ll,'
an&'he walked past it in a very de-
sultory fashion. Presently he reach-
ed a large iron gate through which
a wide even drive was seen. Evidently
Mr. Crosbie Had no acquaintance with
this drive, for he passed on, still down
hill, till he came to a tiny spring
trickling and babbling by the side of
the road; and here he paused. Ha
wag out.of the.sun’s glare now, gnd
felt almost cool; to his right hand
stretched the path he had just travers-
ed, ito his left lay two lanes, one lead-
ing through the distant flelds, the
other turning abruptly. He thought
for an instant, then turned in the di-
rection of the latter, and just before
him stood three cottages at equal dis-
tances from each other, He passed
the first, and with & quick nervous
hand unlatched the gate of the secona
and went up the sweet-gmelling gard-
en. ;

l

ed-a faint, weak voice answered: ™
_“Come in."™

Stuart Crosbie pushed open the door
and entered the cottage, A woman
was iying on a sofa, propped up wjth
pillows, the whiteness of which rival-
ed her face in purity. She had a
woolen shawl round her shoulders.
although the heat was so oppressive;
and looked very ill,

Stuart bent aover her.

“How are you to-day, Mrs. Morris?”
he asked gently.

“Much about the same, thank you,
Mr. Stuart, Were you wanting Reu-
ben, sir?” 3

“Yes, I did rather want to see him,”
replied the young man a little hesitat-
ingly. “I am anxious to hear about
that poaching affair the other night.”

‘“It weren’t nothing at all, sir,” Mrs.
Morris said, in her low, weak voice.
Reuben was out nigh most of the
night, but couldn’t gsee a soul.”

“Well, I'm glad of it,” observed Mr.
Crosbie warmly, “for between our-
selves, Mrs. Morris; I confess my sym-
pathies go entirely with the poach-
ers.” 3 .

Mrs. Morris smiled faintly.

“Ah, you ain’t Sir Hubert, sir! Hec|

Mrs, Westwood:

at many, all telling the same sto
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Lydia E. Pinkham’sVegetable Com-
is y adapted for use

uring this period. The experience of
other womenwho have found this med-
icine a blessing is proof of its great
merit. Why not try it now yourself ?

White Indians Two
Centuries Ago

The so-called  “White Indians” -of
Central America are apparéntly” no
new discovery, as they are minutely
described in a book published:by Lion-
el Wafer, a ship’s - doctor, in 1699.
Clarence Quinan, of San Franeisco,
who calls attention to this in science
(New York), tells us that Wafer fell
into the hands of the Darien Indians
on the 6th of May, 1681. . Phese were
copper-colored natives of the coast,
but while a captive among them .he
had frequent opportunities to observe
other Indians of another complexior
He has this to say about the White
Indians;

“There is one Complexion so singu-
lar, among a sort.of People of this
Country, that I never saw nor heard
of any like them in any part ofigthe
world. They are White, and thére
are of them of hoth Sexes; yet there
are but few of them in comparlseﬁ ‘of
the Copper-colour’d, possibly butone
to two. or three hundred. Their Skins

|

l

are. not. of sueh & White as those of

fair People among Eiuropesns, with
some tincture of a Blush or Sanguine
Complexion; neither yet is their Com-
plexion like that of our paler People.
but ’tis rather a Milk-white, lighter
than the Colour ;6f any Europeans,
and much like that of a White Horge.

“For there is this further remark-
able in them, that their bodies’ are
beset all over, more or' less, with a
fine short Milk-white Down, which
adds to the whiteness of their Skins:
For they are not so thick set with
this Down, especially on the Cheeks

‘and Forehead, but that the Skin ap-

pears distinct from. it. Their Eye-
brows ‘are Milk-white also, and so is
the Hair of their Heads. _

“They are not so big as the other
Indians; and their Eyelids bend and
open in an oblong Fizure, nointing
downward at the Corners. They ses
not very well in the Sun, poring in
the clearest Day; their Eyes being
too weak, and running with Water if
the Sun shine towards them; so that
in the Day-time they care not to go
abroad, unless it be a cloudy fark
Day. But notwithstanding their being
sluggish and dull and Pestive in the
Day-time, yet ~"when ~ Moon-shiny
nights come, they are all Life and Ac-
tivity, skipping about like Wild-
Bucks. :

“The Copper-colour’d Indians seem
not to respect these so much as those
of their own Complexion, Iooking" on
them. as somewhat monstrous. They
are not a distinet Race by themselves,

don’t hold them views. You would

give the whole village welcome to the |

birds, but he’s different.”

“Yes, we are rather opposed in some |
ways,” remarked the young squire,
dryly.. “Is it true; Mrs. Motris, tha: |

Sir Hubert and Lady Coningham arc| §

coming home ” =
“Yes, Bir; Mrs.
keeper, come to gee me

Brown, ‘the: house-

© | they were but short-liv'd.”
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'buying Underwear and mm elue you nes

o made
out your

. Mouth Organs.
Reed-full tone Harmonica,
best manufacture,

in
+ ooloured 6% inch hinged box; very

Each, 49c.

Children’s Wool Mittens.

To fit all ages, in Brown and

Oardinal.
Per Pair, 45¢. & 49¢.

Leather Work Mitts.

©° knit wrist.

Lined, best ‘for work purposes;

Per P_air, 98e¢.

Men’s Wool ;
Pull-Over Sweaters.

In Navy only, made of pure
Canadian Wool; all sizes.

Each, $2.98

Leather Work Gloves.

Made of Yellow Hogskin,

Extra strong and good value,

with
welted back and bound split bands.

qu Pair, 98c.

Men’s
Sleeveless Sweaters.
In Camel and Brown and Brown

and Camel.
Each, $2.98

Local Wool Mitts.

Large sizes, made of
Sheep’s Wool, in ‘White only.

pure

Per Pair, 50¢.

Men’s Sweater Coats.

Brown and Blue; all sizes.

$3.75

Mdies’ Wooi

Shelf Oil Cloth.

signs, scalloped border.

Good quality in a variety of de-

Per yard, 10c.

Gauntlet Gloves.
Made of pure English Wool, in

‘White only. .
Peér Pair, 98c.

Children’s
Winter Bonnets.

with ribbon
98c.

streamers.

Made of heavy Corduroy, lined,
Regular

Now, 39c.

Ladies’
Pull-Over Sweaters.

In American Beauty, Green,
Blue and several other shades,

Each, $2.98

Ladies’ Half Sleeve

Curtain Scrim.

27 inches wide, in White
Cream.

and

Per yard, 9c.

Winter Vests.
Nicely fleeced; some extra heavy.

Each, 79c. to $1.49

Long Kimonas.

To Curi the‘Hair.

sizes always to be had here.

i

A full assortment of styles and

Each, 19c¢.

We offer you some big values in

thisg line.
Each, $1.98

Galvanized Wash Tubs.

Here is a very interesting Spec-

Heavy Winter Caps.

Designed to' meet the needs
the man whose work takes
outdoors in cold weather.
ety of styles.

of
him
A vari-

Each, $1.98 to $2.98

ial that of course you are going
to take advantage of. Getting a
Tub of this kind at this price is a
sensational proposition,. - - Whilo
they last you can have them at

Each, $1.25, 1.49, 1.79, 1.98

¥

g e 5
Enamel Tea Kettles.

"grade of Grey B
‘Ware, vq:c bail, black

‘handle,

¥

"Galv’d. Coal Hods.

MAQq}'oty heavy Sheet Gal
Steel, riveted ears and Gal
‘handle.’ An “exceptional value.

1 o
1 )

Gillette Razors.g

The well-known Standard B!
Per Set of Razor amd Holder |
complete, ready to shave.

Per Set, 9

Watc.hes.

i

ough.” . Sure, yoy
t” and come i
le. You will alsy
us. Try us.

———

e of Alarm Clocks,

Alarm  Olock  Section |
rfully « popular, We camy
eliable tested time-piegy
3 are especially priced for thjg !

Each, $1.9}

e

i

t the thing for outdoor puy. |
md'sy Heavy Nap, 66 x g |
te with Blue stripe. Very |

and: durable.

er Pair, $1.98 to $5.49’

Values in Oil Cloﬂr

8 1s an exeellent time to ob-

i new Oil Cloth. A wariety of

patterns, pretty designs and

Per yard, 39,

A gtandard guaranteed Wal
fine for rough and ready use. '
sell them at none better at T

price
Each, $1 »

Ladies’ Wrist Watch.

Come in and let us show you
most popular Wrist Watches
the market. Made by rel
manufacturers. Gold finish.

Each, $9

Dainty, New Blouses.
lot of White

Each, 79

A. new La A]

Blouses.

ies’ Jersey Bloomers,
de of Heavy Jersey Cloth,

I fleece lining. Colors: Brown,
, Navy and Cream.

" Each, $1.25 to $1.%

fiade of Heavy Leather,

with
der strap and buckle.

Each, 89,

Bg at $1.98.
#0 in-this lot.

ighter Sale
ies’ Hats.

our Ladies’ Hats are now

Some Hats worth

Now, $1.98

TOILET PAPER, 3 rolls .. ..
CUTICURA SOAP .. .. .. ..
CUTICURA POWDER .. .. ..
PALM ,OLIVE SOAP .. .. ..1
PALM SHAMPOQO .. i
COLGATE’S TOOTH PASTE—
13¢c. &

vo o B

ALARM CLOCKS ., ..

Excel Rubber Bdots.

Few as good and none be
fitted with extension sole.

Per Pair, $5

Wood Trunks.

‘ Strong roomy Trunks.

careful with it as you are.
have some nice strong,
weight Trunks.

People
who handle your luggage aren’t so

We
light

Each, $1.98 to $4.98

Boys’ Raglans.

to 12 years.

Only a few left, to fit boys up

L MRP

Store Open Every Night
and Holidays

\>

pl Scarfs.

B Pink, Blue and Green.

Each, 98¢

ildren’s Sweaters.

hty attractive little Sweat-

§ 8ood worsted face, well made.

child will be warm, snug and
in one of these. Colors
Blue and Camel.

Each, $1.49 to $1.98

’s Overcoats.

y a few left . Oh, such a rush
. Come quick and

Only $10.00

gular $5.00 Razors, real beau-

Each, 98¢

firen’s Cashmere Hose

Black, to fit up to 4 years.

Per Pair, 12c.

janl6.fri,sat.

but now and then one is bred of a
Copper-coloured Father and Mother;
and I have seen a Child of less than
a Year old of this sort. Some would be
apt to suspéct they might'be the Off-
spring of some European Father: But
besides that the Europeans come little
hete, and have little Commerce, with
the Indian-women when they do
come, these white People are as dif-
ferent from the Europeans in some
respects, as from the Copper-colour'd
Indians in others. !

“Lacenta (an Indian chief) gave me
this as his Conjecture how these came
to be White. That ’twas through the

"force of the Mother's Imagination,

looking on the Moon at the time of

Conception; but this I leave others to |

judge of. He told me withal, that

OLD AND YOUNA

| ‘

dawn till close of day. AR so too
often grandad feels, as he rubs mus-
tard on his heels, that there’ll be
glad and joyous spiels when he is
dead and gone; he thinks the chil-
dren wildly yearn to see his ashes
in an urn, or see him planted by the
burn that babbles past the lawn.
The children are not so unkind, but
they for laughter were designed; his
melancholy frame of mind gets on

their neryves, ’tis true; they
not have: him bump the bumps,

wish he’d qlilt discussing mumps

wens and other grievous lumps,
gout and Spanish flu. With

and pains I'm loaded down, they
me up from feet to crown, but ¥
my nephews come to town I ta

of my woes;

I gossip on

sprightly theme, drink soda po
eat ice cream, and none = of

dream that chilbld

k my toes.

K OF SOCIAL INFERIORIT!
THE STONE AGE.

oes bobbing strengthen the M
en fair hair is bobbed does it
? When the head is shaved,#
ght hair grow curly? If half
iaved on the cross will it curl!}
ext generation of women |
? These were some of the
asked at the London Colleg
ology when Mr, H. J. Hi
8 leetured om “Bobbing
ling” He answered them &l
i negative. He admitted that &
88, when all the hair has beel
, it is  curly when it 8"
Most of the audience were %
and most of them were bo¥
ld them that bobbing dates”
tone Age, and had always b
f socia} inferiority, a badf
nde, & mark of servility. ‘T’
éver,” he remarked sooth™
one of the signs of the emu
women, part of her reluc®
orm to conventional

" LOGICAL.
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s ads ina magazine ):
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“De luxe mead
about cent. more i
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