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THE BELLE
OF

RUBYWOOD.
CHAPTER VI.

One morning Wynter Leigh woke 

with the truth flashed into his soul. 

He loved Muriel Holt. She was the 
earth’s gladness, and without her life 

had lost its salt. To such a man, 
earnest, single-purposes, such a con

sciousness was momentous.
He carried the secret with him f°r 

three days, looked at his sheep, tramp

ed across his fields, plucked ears of 
growing com with it echoing in his 
mind and thrilling in $iis ears with 
each note of the birds.

On the fourth day he met Muriel, 
and his heart seemed to leap forth 
and claim her as his own.

''fp'Well,” he said, as they shook 
hands, "I thought you had neglected 
the old haunt—had grown tired of 
it------”

“And me,” he had almost added, but 
stopped short.

“No,” she said; “I shall never do 
that, but I have been busy. I am 
father's housekeeper, as well as his 
daughter."

He nodded.
Muriel seated herself on the fallen 

elm; Wynter Leigh threw himself 
down almost at her feet.

“Did I not hear the bell tolling this 
morning?” he said, after a few mo
ments' silence.

“Yes," said Muriel, “for Mrs. Dor
othy Heatherbridge, Mr. Heather- 
bridge's aunt She died last night.”

He looked grave.
“Mr. Heatherbridge has been away 

with her, I suppose?”
Muriel inclined her head.
“Yes, he will stay till after the fun

eral. I have been looking after his 
turkeys—that has made me so long."

"Looking after his turkeys?" he 
said.

“Yes," said Muriel simply.
She saw nothing uncommon or sig

nificant in the fact.
“Father promised to look after the 

farm, and he^UJ’got the turkeys. Poor 
things! because they are ugly and 
only fowls they would have been neg
lected most like."

Mr. Leight looked relieved.
“You have known Mr. Heatherbridge 

some time?” he said.
“Yes, since we were children,” re

plied Muriel.
“Do you remember our first meet- 

-g?” ■ • t
"Yes,” she replied, “and how com

municative I was! Do you know 
thought you were Mr. Leigh until you 
asked the way to Hopwood, and 
then passed the Holme without going 
in?”

“Communicative," he said. “You 
must have thought me inquisitive. Do 
you know I wanted only to put one 
question?"

“Did you—what was it?” said Mu
re».

“I wanted to ask you who you 
were,” he replied.

She smiled.
“I should have told you, and not 

thought you rude, either. Our man
ners here at Ruby wood are what Mr. 
Vandike calls unsophisticated.”

“Mr. Vandike expresses his flatter-

MAGIC BAKING 
POWDER

NO ALUM

MADE IN CANADA

A BROKEN-DOWN SYSTEM.
^his is a condition (or disease) to which doctors 

give many names, but which few of them really 
understand. It is simply weakness—a break-down, 
asitwere,of the vital forces that sustain the system. 
No matter what may be its causes (for they are al
most numberless), its symptomsaremuch the same; 
the more prominent being sleeplessness, sense of 
prostration or weariness, depression of spirits and 
want of energy for all the ordinary affairs of life. 
Now, what alone is absolutely essential in all such 
cases :s increased vitality—vigour—
VITAL STRENGTH & ENERGY
to throw off these morbid feelings, and experience 
proves that as night succeeds the day this may be 
more certainly secured by a course of the cele
brated life-reviving tonic

THERAPION No.3than by any other known combination. So surely 
as it is taken in accordance with the printed 
directions accompanying it, will the shattered 
health be restored,
THE EXPIRING LAMP OF LIFE 

LIGHTED UP AFRESH,
and a new existence imparted in place of what 
had so lately seemed worn-out, “ used up,” and 
valueless. This wonderful medicament is purely 
vegetable and innocuous, is agreeable to the taste 
-^«uitable for all constitutions and conditions, In 
either sex ; and it is difficult to imagine a case of 
disease or derangement, whose main features are 
those of debility, that will not be speedily and 
permanently benefited by this never-failing recu
perative essence, which is destined to cast into 
oblivion •"•rything that had preceded it for this 
W’de-spreau and numerous class of human ailments.

THE RA PION t&H “a#
Chemists tb-ougbout the world? Price in England,
S t» and 4/6. Purchasers should see that the wore 
‘ Thbrapiok ' appears on Britisl k Government 
Stamp fin white letters on a red ground) affixed 
to every package bv order of His Majesty’s Hon. 
Comroi Winers, and without which it is a forgery

Therapies may now alee be 
obtained In Dragee fTaelelewl

ing opinions freely," he said quietly.
"He's very good natural,” she said
“That's high praise; how it would 

gratify him, or any one, to hear you 
say it! What are you reading?"

She held the book back downward 
and he took it from her.

“Browning,” he said, glancing at it 
and looking up at her thoughtfully 
“And you undertand it? Why, I won 
der, when to so many it is an enig 
ma ?"

“That is a compliment," said Mu 
riei, with an ungrateful frown. "Give 
me back my book, please."

He held up the book, and as she 
took it their hands met. It was tht 
tiny hole in the outward of calm, and 
the tide of passion swept through.

His strong hand closed on the book 
fingers and all, and he sprang to his 
feet.

She lookedj up, innocenly enuogh. 
then quic.klyj lowered her eyes, trem 
bling and half frightened, for it war 
the first time she had seen perfecl 
love in a man’s face, and there is : 
sort of grandeur in it that approaches 
the awful.

“Muriel,” he said in a low, quick 
voice, bending over her and keeping 
the fingers still, though the hook hac 
dropped among the flowers, “Muriel, i 
cannot keep silence any longer. Yoi 
have not seen the brook for three 
days, nor I you, but I have learned 
a life's lesson in that little while. Can
not you guess what it is? I have learn
ed that I love you—love you, Muriel. 
Oh, that I could,find words to tell you 
how dearly, how truly! Look at me. 
Muriel, dear Muriel, and see how 1 
love you! Forgive me if I have 
startled you! I am a rough, awk
ward man, not fit to touch you, and I 
did not mean to speak—at least, till 1 
had gained permission—but—but-^my 
love has eaten me up, body and soul, 
and when my hand touched yours'twas 
as if our hearts had met. Oh, Muriel, 
speak. Tell me that you are not an
gry—that you do not hate me—that 
you will strive to love me, even to like 
me a little?”

He was on one knee beside the elm, 
and was leaning forward in an eager 
attempt to catch a glimpse of her hid
den face; he could feel her small hand 
tremble in his, like the heart of 
captive dove.

“Oh, speak, Muriel!” he pleaded 
putting up one hand to her arm. “Only 
a word—one word to tell me I may 
hope------”

Muriel stopped him effectually. She 
rose, put both hands up to her face
and sobbed.

Aghast, and positively white, Wyn
ter Leight bent over her, grasping her 
hand and struggling manfully with the 
fearfully strong desire to clasp her to 
his heart.

Muriel choked back her tears and 
sank down again ; she even uncovered 
her face, and sat, blushing and sor
rowful, gazing downward.

Wynter Leigh bent over her, his 
heart beating fast.

‘You have forgiven me?” he whis
pered; “you will say yes? Muriel, 
you know I love you!”

And as he spoke his hand tightened 
on her arm.

She turned pale, and her head 
dropped low.

It was not saying “yes,” but Wynter 
Leight interpreted it rightly, and, 
with a sharp, quick sigh, caught her 
to him.

Oh, my darling, my darling,” he 
whispered, “I never thought I should 
be so happy! You are more than life 
to me. You cannot guess how I love 
you. Will you not say you love me? 
Think what joy it would give me!”

I do love you,” said Muriel in a 
tone almost too low for him to hear. 
Bnt------”

But what. But nothing!” he ex

claimed hotly. “If you love me ever 
so little, I care for nothing—no one 
else. There is no one who can ever 
part us. I will go up to Rubywood 
at once, before the sun sets, and beg 
for you—aye, as a man pleads for his 
life!" !

“To-night?" she said, wistfully and 
sorrowfully.

“Yes,” he said eagerly, struck by 
her manner. “Why and what do you 
fear? Surely,” and he turned white, 
"surely you are not promised to any 
one else?”

"No, no,” she breathed quickly; 
then turned her head away, her eyes 
filled with tears.

“No? What then, my darling?" he 
murmured, striving to draw her to 
him. “Do you fear your—father?”

Muriel’s face was answer enough. 
His own grew hot and crimson. He 
could not choose but remember tha 
he was a Leigh, and thpt through the 

r whole course of his life he had neve 
done aught to cast a shadow on the 
old name. He was a farmer—Farrnei 
Holt’s estimate of a man.

“Oh!” he said quietly; “I had for 
gotten. I am poor, Muriel. You fern 
for that.”

“Not for myself," said Muriel, turn 
ing to him at once, her soft hand upon 
his arm, and sending a thrill through 
him at Its touch. "Not for myself— 
you know that—but my father. Oil 
you do not know him! He is so good 
so kind, but—he never goes from hi:
word or his wish, and—and----- ’
He took her hand and lifted it to hi: 
lips. It was his first kiss, and 
knight could have given it with more 
reverence.

“I .know,” he said, “and I had for 
gotten. Nay, I remember nothing bai 
my love, and I can scarce think 
anything else even now. D$* you think 
I love you the less for refusing to give 
the shadow when your father holds 
the substance, my darling? for you 
are mine, though the whole world rose 
and stood between us. You are mine 
Muriel ; my very own, if Heaven's lov 
counts as part of us—mine whether 1 
win you from your father or not 
Mine! Oh, Muriel, do you know what 
a strong man’s love is! With that 
word graven on my heart, I could go 
to the grave for you! How much 
more fearlessly can I go to ask him 
for you! Don't fear, my darling; nt 
man could win such a priceless jewel 
without a struggle for It; no man de 
serves to wear It who would shrink 
from the battle. I'll go to him to
night—I will tell him the truth."

Muriel’s face grew white; she knew 
what a bitter mockery the truth would 
be, with all the strength on one side 
and not the ghost of a chance for the 
weaker one.

No, no,” she said, forced to speak 
in her agony. “No, no; do not go to 
him. It will be useless. You do not 
know him. Oh, what will v you think 
of me for speaking like this? But : 
cannot help It. He will send me 
away—he loves me better than any 
thing in the world, but he is so firm 
so stern, and I know—I know—he will 
not say yes.”

She did not cry now, her heart was 
too full of despair, for she knew the 
truth, the bitter truth.

Wynter Leigh’s dark eyes were 
bent upon the ground for a few min
utes. They were moist and tremulous, 
but infinitely, passionately tender 
when he lifted them to her face again.

“My darling,” he said, “I understand 
believe that I understand; if you ut
tered no words, my love is so great 
that my heart would glean your mean
ing from your face. I know all you

AT ALL TIMES

vesccnt

UNLESS
My Companies had promptly and consist
ently paid all losses (large or small) in 
Newfoundland during the many years of 
my agency, could they ever have gained 
the absolute confidence and remarkable 
popularity that they now enjoy ?

They are to-day as religiously persist
ent as ever in giving reasonable rates.

May I have your business ?

PEfiCIE JOHNSON,
Insurance Agent.

If the Food 
Ferments

Chronic dyspepsia is essentially a 
disease of the intestines rather than 
of the stomach. The trouble is caus
ed by the food passing too slowly 
along the alimentary canal and fer
menting instead of being digested.

It will be found that the liver is 
sluggish and the bowels constipated. 
The fermenting food gives rise to gas, 
which crowds the lungs and heart, 
gives rise t-o belching wind and to 
smothering sensations. The stomach 
gets sour, the food repeats and leaves 
sour taste in the mouth ; you feel out 
of sorts and are unfit for work 
pleasure.

By using Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 
Pills you can get rid of this congested 
condition of the digestive organs in 
quick time. The liver is awakened at 
once, the bowels are regulated and the 
system is thoroughly rid of the poison
ous waste* matter which has been 
causing so much trouble. s

Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, one 
pill a dose, 26c a box, at all dealers 
or Edmanson. Bates à Co., Limited, 
Toronto.

would say, and I know that it must be 
true. Farmer Holt is a good and 
kind man. He has said that you shall 
not marry a poor man, and you know it 
You know that he would take some 
strong measures—send you away, per
haps"—his voice quivered a little 
there—“put you ought of my reach, 
seperate us, cut us off from hope. You 
know him and his nature better than 
I could ever learn to do. You know 
the danger to be feared. Separate us! 
My darling, I could not bear it! 
could love and struggle with the faint- 
.st hope of you, but, without, life 
would not be worth having. I am sil
ent. He shall hear no word of it. 1 
have your love------”

"No, no,” pleaded Muriel. “We 
must never meet again. 1 cannot, 1 
vill not, deceive him.”

The strong man sank on the tree 
Ills head lowered, his hands clasped 
out in front of him, perplexed, agitai 
jd, and moved to his innermost soul. 
Then he sprang up, a noble resolution 
n his face.

“Be it so!” he said, looking her in 
he face. “My love is stronger than 

death. Give me your hand, Muriel, 
and let me look into your eyes. You 
vin be true ; your eyes cannot deceive. 

1 ask you to wait six months. I have 
!, plan which I will work out. It shall 
uccecd, for my love will make it. 
Then I will go to him and ask him 
:o give you to me—a little less poor. 
iut not a whit more worthy.”

Muriel listened to the heart-stirring 
love, kept back her tears, and extend 
cd her hand, longing, with Heaven 
knows what intensity, to throw her- 
:elf upon his breast.

He caught her hand—both of them 
—pressed his lips to them passionate
ly, then, forming the words :

“Farewell. Heaven bless you, m> 
darling!” with his trembling lips 

urriedly left her.
(To be continued.)

INBERSOLL WATCHES
K? ARE THE BEST IN THE WORLD F OR THE PRICE.

4-

Helps.
Are You Satisfied

WITH YOUR

FOUNTAIN PEN?

Remember that an Ingersoll Watch at $1.25 is the best that $1.25 can 
buy; and specially remember that it will cost you $1.54 to import the 
watch we will sell you for $1.25. We have just received a large supply 
in regular, medium and small sizes.
Ingersoll Reg. Nickel.....................$1.25 : Ingersoll Eclipse Nickel................$1.80

.,.$1.50 Ingersoll Eclipse Gold Plate .. ..$2.00 

. .$1.50 ] ngersoll Eclipse Gun Metal ..$2.00

. ,$2.25 Ingersoll Midget Nickel :............. $2.25

..$2.50 Ingersoll Midget Gold Plate' . .$2.50 

..$2.50/ngersoll Midget Gun Metal ..$2.50

Ingersoll Reg. Gold Plate 
Ingersoll Reg. Gun Metal .
Ingersoll Junior Nickel .. .
Ingersoll Junior Gold Plate .
Ingersoll. Junior Gun Metal .

When ordering a Watch get one of our extra special Pure White 
Metal Chains, at 20, 30, 40 and 50c.

Gold Plate Chains to match G. P. Watches, at 25, 35, 50 and 75c.
EXTRA SPECIAL—When remittance accompanies order. Watches and 

Chains will be mailed free of postage and registered.

GARLAND’S BOOKSTORES, St. John’s, Nfld.

Our Kind!

"oV?

If Not, Call and Inspect our 
Display.

We carry every well known reliable 
Fountain Pen, in all styles and points 
—fine, medium, coarse, stub and spe
cial.
Manifolding Pens, 

Book-keeper’s Pen, 
Business and

Stenographer’s Pen
$1.00, $1.50, $1.75, $2.00, $2.50, $3.00 

to $6.00 each. 
AUTOMATIC SAFETY SELF-FILL

ING PENS,
$2.00, $2.50, $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 and 

$5.50 each.
Gold Mounted and Plain. 

STENOGRAPHIC PENS 
in three sizes and colours, at 55c^ 75c., 

95c., $1210, $1.75 and $2.15 each. 
FOUNTAIN PEN CAPS, 
FOUNTAIN PEN CLIPS, 
FOUNTAIN PEN INK,

in different sizes

GARRETT BYRNE
Bookseller & Stationer.

There is a certain class of good clothes which 
are greatly in demand at the present time. This 
Store is supreme headquarters for this particu
lar class of Fine Merchandize, on which the 
prices are lower than at any other store in the 
city.

CHAPLIN,
The Store That Pleases.

sep28,s,m,w,tf

Evening
Telegram
Fashion Plates.

The Horn* Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogne Scrap Book of our Pit. 
tern Cats. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

$7&—A PRETTY SUMMER FROCK.

>

7378

Ladies’ Dress with Chemisette (In 
Raised or Normal Waistline).

Blue linen, with all over embroidery 
for chemisette and sleeves is here 
shown. The model is cut on simple 
lines and is easy to develop. It is 
suitable for any of this season's dress 
materials. The Pattern is cut in 3 
sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust 
measure. It requires 5 yards of 44 
inch material for a 38 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

Suitable material* lor any of then 
patterns can be procured from AYR® 
* SONS, Ltd. Samples on request. 
Mention pattern number. Mall orders 
promptly attended to.

9381.- A MOST DESIRABLE, 
PORTABLE MODEL.

9381

P.|0. Box 236 PHONE 522SLATTERY’S
The Leading Wholesale ^

Some 
People

Drift| into a Serious Illness. 
They are out of sorts for weeks 
on end. Then, sooner or later, 
the weakened system suc- 

or cumbs to some disease that is 
waiting its chance.

Goods House
OF ST,

All kinds of Men’s 
and Boys’ Fleeced 
Lined Underwear.

JOHN’S. WE STOCK:
AH kinds of Re

gular Piece Goods & 
Pound Remnanls.

AH kinds of Men’s 
Cotton Tweed and 
Denim Overalls & Jackets

SLATTERY BUILDING,
Duckworth and Gforge’s Streets Si. John’s.

To Stop this 
Drifting

BOVRIL

J. J. ST. JOHN.
Just arrived:

Ten kegs PURE IRISH BUTTER (none so good) 
20 cases BAKEAPPLES.

10 brls. CRANBERRIES.
10 kegs No. 1 GRAPES.

5 brls. MARSH BERRIES.
2 cases PANSHINE, 5 and 10c.

, 5 brls. PARTRIDGE BERRIES
Large assortment of MOIR’S CANDIES, 5c box

J. J. ST. JOHN.

Child’s Drawers.
In spite of the many bargains in un

derwear, practical mothers and home 
dress makers often prefer to make 
these garments for their little ones, 
thus insurng more comfort, durability, 
and choice of material and finish. The 
Pattern -here shown is suitable for 
cambric, canton flannel, domet. mus
lin or nainsook. It is cut in 9 sizes: 
1. 2, 3. 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 and 9 years. It re
quires 1 yard of 36 inch material for a 
4 year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

PATTERN COUPON.
Please send the above-mentioned 

pattern as per directions given below,

No....................

Size..................................

Name.........................................................

Address In full:—

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the Illus
tration and seed with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can
not reach you in less than 15 days 
Price 10c. each, In cash, postal note, 
or stamps. Addreea: Telegram P»V 
ten Dessitamt

>er S.5. Stephano
Pears, Plums, Bananas, 

Grapes, Apples,
Celery, Cauliflower, 

iNew York Corned Beef. 
New York Turkeys.
New York Chicken.

JhMES STOTT.
I’s Liniment for sale everywhere
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