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Aspirin is the trade mark
:etjucldmubot ‘::.ntque.u m its
manufacture,

will be stamped with thelr plnl ﬂl

of Landon.

CHAPTER XLI.

“Hush, dearest!” said Irene, softly,
{ “Ag if there were any chance c;t Royce
{ 1 cming to lové you. And don't be un~
'lnppy or anxious about his silence,
£ " dear, . Depend upon it, he is away
' hunting: lions. and tigers somewhere
in thé heart of -Africa, where - one
. wonld be as likely to meet with a
bpast»omce as—as a bonnet shop;"™ and
‘'she laughed. “What tremendous ad-
£  ventures he must have had, and what
| stories M6 will tell us—that sounds
rather queér doesn’t it? but I mean
gtories—when he comes home!”
_*When he comes home!”  echoed
the countess, with a sigh. “It is-time
£ | he came home, Irene, The estate, the
;; people, want a master’s presence and
il guiding hand, It is time he came
,and took his place in the county.”
*Yen,” gald Ireme, dreamily.
she roused herself.- “He will get a
tremendous reception ‘when he does
come . back,” she said, cheerfully.
“Lord Balfarras says that the Gov-

. ernment dis delightéd with the wny'.
{ Royce 'conducted the: ‘negotiations|

with the Zulns and managed the Cupe
Town business, and that they will
offer him office when he returns fo
f | Bngland. I don’t know whether
i’ Royce would care to take it, but it is
. nice that they should pay him honor.!

dear?” I'm afrald he'll find nmqu
and partridges rather tame after the
big game he has. been hunting lately.
We must do all. we can to keep him |
contented, mustn’t we™

The countess glanced at her as if
about to speak, and if she had spoken
she would havo sald: v

“You will not find it diffieult to
content him;” but she remained ail-
ent. : :

“Wwill you have some more tea,
dear? said 'lme. ¢

Then she ' got up- and orouod the
hall to the“tonservatory, Hﬂm
after a few minutée Wlth a bunch of
white blossoms. ,

“T ghall not be long,” she said, 100k-
ing over her shoulder as lﬁe--mg"d
to the door,

The countess inclined her hn.d bnt
did '‘not ask where Irene was going.

In less than half an-houir she came
back without the flowers, and with
a saddened and grave look om her
lovely face.

“And now it is time to dress, T sup-
pose,” she said, “Let me help you

al | upstairs, dear.” }

The countess reached for her stick
—she suffered severely from rheu-
matism, caught the night of the fire—

and put her hand on Ireme's arm.

“How quiet it is!™” she uid. Put not
complatningly. “I ofted’ think that
‘you should go away, Irene; that this
dull life must be had for m who
are so young.?

“Go away and leave you?!” said
Irene, with a laugh. How dare you

" Lord Balfarras says that all . the’ | propost such a thing? I am not dull,
| county is proud of him. The country | 4ear; there is alwl.ys something for

| newspapers prlnted the account from

the ‘times,’ and everybody is talklnx,

about him.”

The countess bent her head. Was
ghe thinking of the day she told Royocs
that he had brought shame and dis-
grace upon the old ‘name?

“Royce will never be a politican,”
| ghe said. “He will settle down among
= ' nis own people, and be satisfied

~  with the dntiog of a country gentle-
man.”

Iréne nodded.

%“Yes. Dear Royce! I think I cen
see him riding to the mest, or trudg-
ing through the turnips with his gun.
Couldn’t we import a-herd of buf-
faloes or a tiger or two for him,

£

me to'do, and -the time passes,”—she
was going to say ‘quickly enough,”
but she faltered. “Don't talk of my
going away until’ Royce comes back,”
she continued, cheerfully. *I shall go
then andleave you two together for—
oh! qulie a long time, Perhaps ¥
ghall go to Africa and see how I get
on ‘with the “lions / gnd the tigers;”
and she Igughed again.

The countess said nothing, and they
moved slowly across the hall, At the
foot of the stairg'she stopped, and
leaning upon her stick, looked round.

“Do you think he 'will be pleaged
with what we have done—the re-
building? she said, It seemed as if

{ never for a moment could she cease

thinking of him, '

“I am-sure be will,” rqno! Irens,
confidently.’ " “For one thing, Royoe
was never dificult to please, and for
‘another, I think it has all been done
S0 nicely. In a mr or two, whcn

ito tell the new M from the old.”

(To_be .continued.)

| are abslute panpers, Doior\u—ona

thuh;thh:touy"
~“Very ‘hard, papa, btt ! am nm
sure 1 can votk. Im__:uko

gmnw;
enough to keep vou and myself. 1|
will do anything—teach, paint, sing, I}

would go on the stage—I would do|

‘anything to help you.”

Aiomuodlook mooﬁrhuwm :

face,

“I knew. it, Dolores; but you have}
never bodn -used to, work, The Clief- &

dens bave until now kept some of

their old’ nta.to. If 1 could only have |-

lived at Wmte Clifre until it was time
to die! If 1 could only have slept

‘Where all the Clietdens sleep! But I|
shall die in an. ﬂmhoan and be

‘buried like a pauper. How could’ you
work for:'me, child?” he continued.
*I have lived 'in luxury all my life,
1 must have daimty food and -choice

‘wln/o! I must have .comforts—food

res, good clothes, my ' books, my
papers. How could you earn money
for all those things?”

Before she had time fo answer
there came & great peal at the door-
bell i

“I' can not gee any one Dolores,” he
said; and even then the wvery utter-
ance of the beloved name seemed to
lighten his sorrow. “Dolores!” he re-
peated, dwelllng tenderly on the
word. : .
But the vigitor wonld take no de-
nial, he. had followed the servant
to the drawing-room.

“I must come ip,' Cliefden,” he
said. “I must see you.”

“It is Lord Rhysworth™ said Dol-
gres, unclasping her arms, with a It~
tle flush on her face. -

The ;illtor -antered—4 tall, aristo-
cratic-looking man, rather above mid-
dle age, but not old epough to be

THE SLEUTH STORY.

To mm t good
detective ‘ tory
the _early:. chap-

' ters.: should - be

“Tgory: a ‘clammy

corpse must be

provided, w i t h

. ‘clues by which

; cops. are

ed. There

- be murder

i starter, the

llouuung t ale

s s demands a mar-

tyr. . who hu been slain with gats or

sabres, to. prompt the keen detec-

tives’ .Jabors. The lmer crimes - all

prove a fizzle; the gund must pop,

the bload must drizsle, Thug farnish-

ing our early pages, the ‘cops pro-

0eed to earn their wages. Fof bone-

head methods we must scoré them;

they ball up everything before them,

And then we introduce the swonder,

the sleuth who pulls” the = case

asunder, . who shows: the ‘truthrwhere

it is hiding, and gives the baflled cops

8 chiding, He always has a“Watson

‘zmns, a chump whose bulno are

availing, a skate who mho such

silly queries that now and theén the

reader wearies. The !ormul..*‘u old

and hoary, but {f you'd writda fwin-
ning story its ancient curves
to follow—all other . s¢hem
yain and hollow, The stopy wi

endeavor to’ pave ‘the’ bea.tgn

| High she held her lovely head,

I had promised and forgot;
Bitter . were: the things she said
And her voice was sharp and hot.

In her eves a flash of fire
Lit unuttered thoughts of pain

‘I had crossed one sweet desire ;

And apologies were vain

Those brown eyes had da.nced for me,

NTho‘se glad Hg: had often smllsd,
ow 1 stood aghast to gee:
Laveliness by rage defiled.

Till I saw her so distressed .
And her charms by fury swayed,
I ‘had never dreamed or guessed
Beauty could sc quickly ‘fade.

Then we laughed the storm away,
Kissed and soothed the bitter sting,

But I'd learned’ why sages say
Temper is a cruel thing,

» :"

forever, ahd give us something new |

#nd pleasing, & sleuth who has' no
Watson (wheezing, a crime in’ which
no blood is ntreamlnz——bnt all’ ;hqu
schemes' are ‘idle dreaming. A stiff
must furnish the beginning, & fatile
Watson “must be grinning, the’baffled
¢ops must pull thefr  honers,” ‘Wwhile

c‘“ed Qld.rly. H' w not h‘nd‘om“sherlock finds the daggers own’ra‘

but hh face was t.hat of a noble, gen-
erous man.
“You must Spgive me, s:mlre, he
said,
seé you. Is the mews 1 bear.irue?
Has the company tdl_ul!f'_ }
“Yes, and I am & rulned man~—
ruined, penniless—shall - soon - be|
homeless. I, the last’ ottho Cliefdens

Wanted a.Second Hand Figh

Serew for ecask - fish. | THE.
COWAN BROKERAGE CO..

Doesn’t hurt a bit! "Drop a little
“Freezone” on an aching corn, instant-

Y 1y ‘that corn stops hurting, then short-

in my old age must d!o——a. paupet!” | g

“'!'ho",,ﬂquire's vol,ge .sunk into 2
murmur, and his head:fell upon his
breast. TLord Rhysworth-turned to
the girl, whose face !ud grown color-
less with emotion, . .- ‘

**“Is it quite v.no. m&ﬁhﬁm" l!e
asked. o \
.aum true, my ord,” |hp answe
ed,” 80
"% am very wm” said Lﬂ Rhys-
“worth, . The words ‘were_simple but
noy d the ﬂl‘! of liaolr!w and

mmLmN nrdwno ﬁea.ln
recently called on by a ancial '

j Iy you lift it right off wtth nnun. ]

Truly! ;

Your druggist sells a tiny bottle 1¢
“Freezone” for a few cents, m@cun
to remove every hard corm, soft corn,
or  corn between the .toes, and tie
ullnso-, without soreness or irrila-

f Uon.

A‘lnh omelette demnnds an ap-|

petizer. Serve a gouple of sardines, |
a ifttle pickled herring, and a choese |

Post . representative, .told of a' widi baltﬂn lettuce with ¥rench dresshg

gpread demand for a German double-,

barrelled shot-gun which has ré-| -
‘gently  flooded: Canadian “narket. |

ﬂus mah sold some

5 ?insteps' to prevent slipping.
Rélinforcegi legs to prevent
wrinkling and chafing.

Trade"'_' Mark on'Long Rubber
Boots is an absolute guaran-
. tee of quality and long wear.

ﬁ You un use them on the

gea, on the farm, in the
mines,. in the woods, or in the

quarries, and you find the

““EXCEL” quality stands the

wear every time.

“EXCEL” Boots have heavy
Ed’uare Tread Soles to give
EXTRA WEAR. Moulded
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