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THE ‘WHOLESOME \

(ING POWDER

(Efficient, dependable and economied—
three essentials you should demand in
the baking powder you use, + qufotd
has enabled progressive housewives to
attain perfection in baking. Rumford

is a perfect baking powder. &
G. D. SHEARS & SON, Agents.
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Decima and Bobby hurried on.
“We shall be late,” he said; “and
{ that will give cook an excuse for freez-

“Yes, yes! Why not?™ pgaid Mr.
Deane testily. “Mr. Mershon is much
interested in the idea—are you' mot,
Mr. Curzon?’

“Very much,” said that gentleman; | &

and his small eyes devoured the girl’s:
face. “Awfully; I'll ¢ut off now, sir. I
shall expect you on Tuesday, Miss
Deane.”

He held out his hand, And it clooed :

over Decima’s with a pressure which
made something within her rise wlth
resentment,

She said nothing, not even “gm
bye;” but, after he had gone,

with downcast eyes as her tathor, =

pushing his hand through his tangled
hair, and pacing to and fro, muttered:

“A very sensible, intelligent young
man! He understood me. And he is
rich. He can help me—can help all of
us! With his money and my brains—
Eh? What did you say, Decima? Din-
ner? Already?”

And, with a reluctant sigh, he suf-
fered Decima to lead him out of the

Of Crimson Dog Berries on the Trees
This Fall May Presage a Hard Winter.

But if your weather prophets and wiseacres
are astray in this, it is a true word when they
say it is hard shopping this Fall with prices so
high, but they find prlces somewhat easier at
BLAIR'S.
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We are showing a Superior Line of Coatings in | The Pe
Light and Dark patterns suitable for the chilly even. ‘ overthrow
ings, and have also recgived our first shipment of | Lin, Gove
Winter Coatings, including a Superior Indigo Dye Blye | proclaimec

| ing our inmternal ecomomy with cold | poom,

! yiands. I'll get my rod; and you hurry bl
t aS lon and dig the gove;:\or out c{)t h:s CHAPTER X
of sur-
den. I say, what an afternoon Decimie: aiept aaiadin . SkE 7 niuet

Why should she not? for as yet love

prises! Fancy that being Lord Gaunt
—0 himself! What a splendid fellow he
is! Not a bit like what I pictured him.
Loyally Recompensed. I don’t wonder at Bright’s enthusiasm.
What did you think of him?”
“I—I don’t know,” said Decima.
CHAPTER IX. She could not bring herself, at that

Decima looked from side to side, { moment, to tell Bobby of her previous
then raised her eyes to his face. meeting with Lord Gaunt.

“It sounds nonsense,” she said. “But Bobby sniffed contemptuously.
—but, yes! ‘I will help you. But you “That's so like a-girl. You don’t
will not need me.” know. I suppose you’d think any a-

He was silent a moment, then he | mount of him if he were a pretty young
said, very quietly: man with curly hair and the rest of it.

“I think—I am sure—I shall need | Now, I call him a splendid specimen;
you; and I will come and ask your|a man! Do you understand? And aw-
father to permit you to render me your | fully kind, too. Made us free of the
help.” house, by George! It's a rare piece of

The clock in the turret struck the | Juck for us, his deciding to settle down
hour hoarsely, and Bobby, who had | here. It won't be my fault if we don’t
been studying a fishing group with | see a good deal of him. Here's my rod;
keen interest, started. now, you cut off as fast as you can

“I say, Decie, we shall have to make | pelt, while I pack up; you know your
a rush for it, if we are to be home in | way.”
time for dinner.” Decima hurried on. The meeting

“I will order a -carriage,” said | with Lord Gaunt and its dramatic in-
Gaunt; then he laughed grimly. “I for- | cidents confused and bewildered her.
got. There is no. carriage. Put there | She could scarcely ask herself if she
shall be the next time you come, Miss | had acted rightly in being so—so
Deane.” friendly with him. Why had she gone g0

They went down-stairs to the door, | far as to consent to help him? What
and Decima held out her hand. would Aunt Pauline say if she knew

“Am I forgiven?” he said, as he took | of it? But she had tried to cut him,
it in his; and his eyes sought /hers | had actually cut him; and then he had
gravely. pleaded his case so well—was it 80

“Yes, quite!” she said, frankly.|artfully?—and— She put her hand to
“Good-bye, and thank you for showing . her brow, and pushed the soft brown
us the house.” hair from it with a gesture of perplex-

He "did not utter the conventional } ity and helplessness, and resolved to
response of “Thank you for coming,” | think no more of him until she could
but &s he shook hands with Bobby,! do so quietly in her own room at bed-
said: time.

“I hope we shall see & great deal of She reached The Woodbines, and
each other, Deane.” ; pushed open the door of the labora-
- AS the two went quickly down the | tory. As she did so, she was surprised
steps, ‘he stood at the open door and | to hear her father’s voice. He was
ooked after them. Then, when they | talking rapidly, and in the excited

ad disappeared in 'the avenue, he| tones which she had already learned
turned back into the hall and stood | to know.
gazing round him absently, a strange She shaded her eyes—for the sun-
look on his face. All the brightness | light poured in after her and dazzled
which had now and again flashed over | her—and the first thing she saw was
it disappeared, and his eyes and brows | Mr. Theodore Mershon. He was seated
were gloomy. on the carpenter’s bench, his small,

Mr. Bright stood a little apart and | dapper form bent rather grotesquely,
watched him with the intentness of | his feet resting on a stool, one hand
devoted affection. nursing his chin, the other holding a

“This is a happy day for Leafmore, | big cigar, the fumes of which filled
Lord Gaunt,” he began presently. the room and made her choke.

Gaunt started slightly, raised his His attitude, and not only his at-
head, and looked at him as if he had | titude, but the expression of his small
forgotten his presence. eyes as they rested on her father, re-

“Oh, I beg your pardon, Bright!” he | minded -her, in the flash of a moment,
said. “Come into the library.” of one of the monkeys at the Zoo.

Her father was pacing up and down
the room, a model in his hand, his
hair all ruffied over his head, and he
was talking in the excited, rhapsodical
fashion in which he had talked to her
on the previous night.

“There is a large, an enormous for-
tune in this idea, for it is a great—
and, above all, an original idea. My
dear sir, I assure you—and I know
what I am saying—that there is wealth
beyond the dreams of avarice in this
invention of mine. What is this?”

“Father,” said Decima, ag he stared
at her vacantly, “it is I—Decima!”

Mr. Mershon got off the bench and
removed his hat, which he had worn
tilted at the back of his head.

“How do you do, Miss Deane?’ he
said, and a faint fiash stained his face,
“I have taken the pleasure of cufung
on Mr. Deane, and he has been ex-
plaining—"

“Yes—yes!” broke in Mr. Dean.
“Very kind of Mr.—Mr.—"—he hesitat-

had not come to trouble her. But she
dreamed, and in her dfeams Lord
Gaunt and Theodore Mershon were
inextricably mixed; . their voices, the
one deep and musical, the other sharp
and metallic, clashed together; and
once she started uneasily, as if she'
felt Mr. Marshon’s thin, claw-like fin-
gers imprisoning hers.

At breakfast Bobby was full of Lord
Gaunt's sudden appearance and no
less sudden decision to live amongst
them, and Decima listened almost in
silence. Mr. Deane displayed little or

|
|
|
|

no interest, as he absently eat what' (

was put before him, and shuffied oft

‘| to his laboratory.

“I'm going down to the village, Bob-
by,” said Decima, “to make my ﬂrst
essay in housekeeping. What shop do!
I go to?”

Bobby grinned.

“What shop, you simple infant?
There is only one shop—Mrs. Top-
per’s. It sells everything—excepting
what you want; but Mrs. Topper will
offer to get it for you, say, in a month.
There is nothing she will not promise
to get you, from a needle to—to a
needle-gun. Go and make her acquaint-
ance. She’ll be glad to see you, for
you'll be something fresh to talk to.
‘Conversation Topper,” we call her, for
she’s got a jaw that would fit a medi-
um-sized crocodile. She never leaves '
off when once she begins, and you'll
find you’ll have to make a bolt for it.
I always edge toward the door and
shoot off in the middle of one of her
sentences, and she follows me and
shouts it down the street. You’ll like
Mrs. Topper. But, I say, what's this
about dining with that fellow Mershon?

Fall and Winter Hats
and Millinery.

LADIES’ and MISSES’ FALL and WINTER
COATS,

LADIES’ and MISSES’ BLACK RUBBER
COATS.

LADIES’ COSTUMES & COSTUME SKIRTS.

We ask you to compare our prices with those
offering elsewl -—e.

——

HENRY BLAIR
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The governor tells me he has accept-
ed for Tuesday.”

“Yes,” said Decima, reluctantly, g
she put on her hat. “We shall have {
go, Bobby, I am afraid.”

Bobby shrugged his shoulders.

“Any one can get over the gover-
nor. He'd dine with the de—"

“Bobby!”

“Just you wait till I've finished. The
deacon of the Wesleyan chapel, if he
promised to listen to his account of a
new invention. ‘Well, I'm off. Give my
love to Lord Gaunt, if you see him,
and tell him that, notwithstanding his
being such a bad iaot, I rather like him,
and will consent to fish his river as
usual.”

He went off with a cigareite in his
lips, and Decima, having interviewed
the cook, went down to the village.

It was a pretty, rambling cluster of
houses, with the one shop Bobby had
80 graphically described standing a
little way back from the green. Decima
looked about her with interest, .and
noticed that the cottages, though pic-
turesque, were in anything but good
repair. Mast of the roofs were of thatch
and wanted renewing. The windows
were small and, she fancied, were not '
made to open. The doors, some of
them, were below the surface of ‘thel
street or lane, and she knew that the
houses must be damp, for the walls |
were streaked with green. The sign ot
the inn—the Gaunt Arms—swung by
one hinge and the inn itself clamored
Ioudly for new shutters and a coat of
paint.

In a word, she felt that the place
had been neglected, just: as the Hall.
had been. b

(To be comtinued.): '

This is a question that the eco-
nomical woman must needs ask about
all her clothes.

When she asks it about a Corset,
we answer' confidently: It will in.
deed !—if it is a

Warner’s

Rust-Proof
Corset,

It will wear Ionger than you
thought possible and it is “guaran-
teed not to rust, break or tear.”

Prices from $3.60 pair up.

Sole Agents for Newfouudland,

Ladles and Misses’ _,_ ﬁ

“EXCEL. *

BOOTS FOR FISHERMEN

Nap of extra good quality.

As woollens are still advancmg,
der your Fall and Winter Suit -an

Prompt delivery and satisfaction guaranteed.

we advise you to or.
d Overcoat now.,

feb28,tu,th,s tt

CHARLES J. ELLIS,

High Class Tailor, 302 Water Street.
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Do You Want New Music

JUST AS SOON AS IT IS PUBLISHED

At Sc & 10c a copy?

Mr. MeCarthy will play it for you. New
songs will be sung for you.

Hution’s Up-to-Date
Musie Shop,

222 WATER STREET.
&
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A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from
a splendid” variety of
British Woollens, cut by
an *‘um-fo-date system
from the latest fashions,

moulded and made to §
your shape by expert

workers, costs you no
more than the ordinary

hand-me-down. We al-"

ways keep our stocks
complete, and van are
assured a good selection.
Samples and style sheets
sent to any address.
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Tailor and Clothier, 822=318‘Duckworth Street
e —— = e -

i saeempon Co.,
Prodnctmnd Service.

mmmmd' I:hht:& &lab;l Angl gBeams, Channel Plates, uni-
and shear al speel ; Merchénts’ Bar Wire
Rods, Sheet Metal Products, Tool! , Tin Plate, Pipes and
z:h wlkrl’gmmu Tracks, Car jels, Railroad Supplies,

Bolts, 8, Rivets; Spikes, and
Shipbuilding Bupplies. ¢ %f: SR

f

AINS in the small of the ed" for a m:ment—"Mr Curzon.”
P b ack, lumba g0, rhe mel:::l:on, -unutod the owner of
ﬂm’ pﬂn‘ in the limbs all tell “Pardon, Mershon. A gentlemn of
of defective kidneys. great intelligence, my dear Decima. I
have been telling him of my new in-
e e W 2t 4 the vention—concentrated electricity.”

ST - m BnE. ashes. “A pgreat invention, Miss Deane”
The kidneys, l!mud)ﬂuu said Merdhon. “I think very highly of
aust be lrouo; to utht By such (it. In.my humble opinion, there's
““‘ﬂmL“ Chase’s Kidney- money- mw—. lot of money.”
Syt 23 m‘; Dy
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RIS I K KIS

jther in part or in
flufacture of any com-
| apparatfis, Refriger-
d Ventilating,” Mining
angd- Fertilizer
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