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aim of my existence. I think as I do 
so how, when we were all little, hap- 

-py, lnhocent children together, we 
fond of playing with those 

same jets of gas, and how frequently

we used to try to get them out of the

BAKING were

WHICH YOU CAN DUPLICATE IN YOUR HOME fire, flwaji ending by Hiding them
WITH brittle pieces of cinder. So it is with 

the human heart. One tlAnks how 

good It must be to have a hearty all 
tenderness and soft gentleness In 
one's hand forever; but, oh, how ^f- 
ten, when hue has fairly got posses­
sion of It, it turns out, like the cin­
ders, to be hard and brittle!

Then I lay the poker down and try 
to think; but I cannot I catch my­
self examining the rubies in the ring 
•I wear on my second finger. Surely 
they are not set straight! No; one of 
them is visibly further from the mid­
dle one than its companion on the 
other side! Why can't I think of 
something more rational than these 
little trivialities? My brain seems in 
a whirl, and that terrible hand of 
steel is clutching my heart with a 
harder, tighter, firmer grip than ever. 
1 feel as if it would never loose its 
bold. Àh, well, I shell not live long 
to stand between these two, with such 
agony as this ever present with me! 
I am still examining my ring when
Adrian, having finished dreasing.■- ÿ
stops beside me. and, bendjjtfe ' down 
kisses me with just the same tender­
ness as he did in the days before I 
knew all.

"There,” he says, softly; “don't be 
cross, baby."

I smile—a sickly contortion of the 
face, I feel it must be—to let him 
see that I am not cross.

Good heavens, when I feel that the 
one love of my life is slipping away 
from me, he bids me not be cross! 
Am I going m"ad. or did Adrian realiy 
say that? I suppose he has not the 
least idea with what an effort I ccn- 
trol myself? How should he? Men 
are so different from us poor, weak 
women. They have nerves, as well as 
sinews, of steel. How should he know 
that I dare not trust myself to 
speak, lest I should burst into a fit 
of hysterical weeping? Probably, if 
he had merely kissed me without 
speaking, that w,ould have been the 
result; but I force myself to keep it 
backi lest it should,be set adown to 
crossness, and we go downstair to­
gether. When we reach the hall, 
Adrian remembers the boy, and sends 
a servant to fetch him.

He is not at all shy, though he de­
clines communication with anyone, 
except the “big man." Loys speaks
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FLOUR
George Weston, 
the taker, made 
ToronteaMended 
flour city.
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H T S. a big loaf. But the bread 
hëavy, coarse, full of holes 

and not especially tasty.
^ George Weston thought there were 

enough people in Toronto who would 
appreciate the difference between quality and 

^ ^ y—and he determined to bake a real, old-
time, home-made loaf, using blended flour. 

y' At that time,' Weston was running only two ovens. In a
week, he had to start new ovens, and it was not long before he was 

selling FIFTY THOUSAND, LOAVES A WEEK.
Today, 75% of the bread baked in Toronto is made of blended flonr.

1There is no doubt in the world but that “BEAVER” FLOUR is better in every 
way than any western wheat flour.

“BEAVER” FLOUR, milled of Ontario wheat and a little Manitoba wheat to add 
strength—makes a deliciously light, tasty loaf of bread—makes a big loaf—and makes 
more loaves to the barrel. ^ “BEAVER” FLOUR is equally good for pastry, because 
it contains so much of the choicest Ontario fall wheat flour, the finest pastry flour in 
the world. What George Weston did in Toronto, you can do-in your own kitchen
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and nothing but the 
best goes in the gar­
ment made at Maun­
der V Oiir assistant 
cutter and foreman 
•tailor have just arriv

Hardware
R. G ASH & CO., St. John’s, Sole Agents In Nfld., will be pleased to quote prices.

only knows what she will not do to 
gaih his "love, to win it back again.

“Cut u.p!’’ I repeat. "What do you 
mean by that, Adrian?"

“Well, very much distressed.”
“Oh, about losing her husband?" I 

am determined to know what course 
she has been pursuing. •

“Well, no," he says; “it didn’t seem 
to be that tso much—at least she 
didn't-say anything about him—but 
the shock, you know, and the horror 
of it altogether."

“Did she cry?" I ask. I will know.
“Oh, terribly! I didn’t know what 

on earth to do to stop her.’’
“Bah!” I cry, stamping my foot in 

disgust. “I tell you that both times 1

ing myself when you came in,” I log’s death she was speaking of. Nay, 
answer. 1 I r.m sure I should have felt that

“I don’t believe she feels Lasselies’ more than she seemed to feel. Once 
death at all." j or twice I saw several of the jury

“Nor I. And yet the very sudden- ' looking at her in blank amazement.”I i
ness of it, the mere fact of her sit- “Lrsselles was very fond of her," I 
ting with him when it took place, the ;ay. “I wonder he never found out' 
horror of it altogether, you would j oow little she cared for him.” 
say, would have mac^ her forget I "Perhaps he did. That is one of 
everything like indifference Or êVen the things no one can ever decide," 
dislike that she might have felt for : answers Loys. “Well, I must go and
him. I am sure it will be months be- ' dress. I think I’ll run up to the
fore I get over the shock of it. A : nursery first."
young man like that, only elght-and- ; “You need not," I say; “for Adrian
twenty, and who always seemed in ' prûmised the boy he Should come

~d from New York, 
where they have been 
studying the very lat 
est in Cut and Style 
and how it is done.
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LASSELLE’S DEATH.
I wonder, as I gaze into the heart

of the red, glowing coals, if Theo has 
any feeling at all. I suppose she 
must have bçgn born with natural 
affections and a heart like- all the 
rest of us. Oh. yes, as the doubt 
crosses my mind, a vision of a girl 
rushing in and throwing herself 
down on the hearth rug comes be­
fore me. and I hear Theo’s Ash, 

young, tender voice exejaiming: “Oh, 
he is splendid; he is splendid!” Can 
it be the very same Theo- who just 
now spoke of her still unburied hus­
band with the ntmost indifference— 
nay, more, even wittt blame? Yes! 
Then I sigh, for she is woefully 
changed. How long Adrian is stay­
ing! Then. Lays comes in and says 

She has been out to

Reliao

MAUNDER,CHAPTER XV.

EYES THAT CANNOT WEEP.
I am nearly dressed when Adrian 

: comes back. He loo.ks dull and wor- 
| ried, and, stirring the fire, says It is 

very cold.
“You have not been all this time 

with Theo?” I ask, taking one of his 
hands, which is as cold as ice, into 
mine.

j “Yes." Not a word more does he 
: vouchsafe, but stands staring gloom- 

I release his hand,

rous-

281 and 283 
Duckworth Street,

to talk about it. You didn’t see her 
at the inquest. Loys has just been 
telling me that she

xxxxxxxxabococxxxxxxso!
Was positively 

ashamed of her, she was so unfeel­
ing."

“Well, but why should she make 
believe to me?” says my husband, 
with the greatest consternation.

“Because she wants to take you 
away from me!” I cry, bitterly. “I 
know it; she hates me for standing

Between Women’s P 0. Bo* 136 THON

Health or Suffering
The main reason why sp many TO THE TRADE; and OUTPORT DEALERSily into the fire, 

but he does not seem to notice it.
“Well," I say, sharply,' “and how

is she now?”

women'suffer greatly at timei 
is because of a run-down^con- 
dition. Debility, poor circula­
tion show in headaches, Ian-

Hr. Grace NotWe stock this season the largest and most varied as­
sortment of Dry .Goods from the English and American 
markets yet held by, ns. • J t

it -is very cold
Crops about here are growing

turnipg especially are making
do something for Teddy, and*is glad guor, nervousness M forry, The/Utport dealer wilffind it to his advantage to con-

suit us about prices before going elsewhere.
See our special line of JERSEYS and CARPETS.

W. A, SLATTERY. Slattery Building.

She seems dreadfully cut up,” herick not yet in his grave. Oh, if you strides, and farmers fee'
a*n that the season will be a

profitable one.

to get back.to a fire; for being in a
carriage with the blinds down is not 
a. very lively mode of passing the
time.

“I'm glad you are alone," she says. 
“Pour me oùt a cup of tea, there's a 
good girl.”

“Have you got all your business 
done?" I ask.

“Oh, yes! Have you seen Theo?” 
“Yes; she sent for me, and now 

Adrian is there."
"Adrian!”—with a surprised face. 

“I asked if I should go and sit with 
her before I went out. and she sent 
me word that she really didn’t feel 
equal to it. Do you know, Audrey, 
that sometimes I cati hardly believe 
Lit is the same Theo who was at 
school with us; she is so very much

had seen her this morning at the in­
quest!. I was absolutely ashamed of 
her! She was just as-cool and com­
posed and dignified as if it was some

answers.
My heart stands still. If Theo is 

cp pablc of acting a great grief in or­
der to gain Adrian’s pity. Heaven

BEECHAM’S 16 Cable Company has men 
ed to-day taking up theterrible business has tried your 

nerves; Ymt really you must endeavor 
to control yourself, or I shall be hav­
ing you laid up.”

I do not answer, because I have 
jiothing to say. I do not cry out or 
faint, as women are generally sup­
posed to do in such cases; but I sit 
down and stir the fire, very much, I 
have no doubt, as If I do not care 
whether Theo takes Adrian from me 
or not. I certainly look much as 
usual, for he does not speakr hut be­
gins dressing hurriedly. Yes, there' 
I sit, and poke Idly at the glowing 
hissing embers, as if crushing t/fe 
small jets of gas which now and then 
Issue from the coals were the chief

the street that was put 
ear. ■ it is, we suppose, i: 
ce" of a Town Council (to s
at our ntoln street is not 
ter on this account, and bt
levelled off a sufficient 
t-*e charged the eompan 
he road another coat of c 
*k»g up next year.
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