
fi

>r

Beaaaty and Style
Some people object to wearing glasses, 

thinking they are always unbecoming. 
They need not be so.

See our Rimless Eye Glasses for beauty 
and elegance. They really improve the 
personal appearance. All glasses pre
sented by our specialists are made by
THE TAIT-BROWN OPTICAL CO.

EYESIGHT SPECIALISTS 
237 Dundas St., London, Ont.

THE RTRIE 

Sovereign 
Fountain Pen

"["■HIS "special" Fountain 
Pen is made of the 

finest grade of Para 
Rubber, and is fitted with 
a 14k. solid gold pen with 
Tridium tip, which assures 
a steady flow of ink.

ÇOMPLETE with a 
safety clip which 

holds the pen securely in 
the pocket, the price is 
$1.00.

|N larger sizes the Sow 
ereign may be had for 

$2.00.

Send for our 
Handsomely Illustrated 

Catalogue.

Ryrie Bros.,
Limited

134-138 Yon je St
TORONTO

SOUTH JPJÎAKERY.
PEARCE BROS.,

Confectioners and Bakers.
WciEtitiij; cakes to order 

a specially.

The finest lines of Confection
ery in stock.

Particular smokers go to 
Pearce’s for best ciaars.

Ice cvcsani and summer 
«lrûieks in season.

■ Lunch rooms in connection,—

PEARCE BROS.
SOUTH END BAKERY.
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AN
UNPROTESTED 

CHECK.
Edith M. Deane.

Copyrighted, 1907, by M. M. Ctmningham.
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When all the legal formalities were 
ended and the fortune that had been 
Robert Maxwell's was finally handed 
over to his “beloved daughter Eliza
beth,” that young lady regarded her 
new found responsibilities in dismay 
and promptly proceeded to shift them 
to other and broader shoulders James 
Gordon had been herrfather’s secretary 
and his shoulders wore presumably bet
ter fitted for the burden, •

“But yon cannot hand me over your 
fortune to carry, as if it were a book 
or a parcel,” said Gordon distractedly, 
though Inexpressibly cheered by this 
profession of confidence. “Yon do not 
understand”—

“Oh, yes, I do,” returned Miss Max
well serenely. “I understand perfectly. 
I shall appoint you"—

“Chairman of the finaneecommittee,” 
suggested Gordon.

“Yes," said Miss MaxwelL “I will 
be the committee.”

“Weil, I shall do my best,” said Gor
don, laughing. “But the committee 
will please remember that it ha» -cer
tain active duties."

“I don’t see why it shonld have any,” 
she retorted. "Practically, you have 
already managed the estate for the 
past five years. You were Invaluable 
to father."

“Perhaps I was," Gordon returned, 
“though I don’t remember It, and ho 
never mentioned it However, I appre
ciate your confidence and will serve 

-you faithfully; hut (gravely) what If I 
should make mistakes? Is It wise to 
Intrust the handling of so much money 
to one man?”

“I should think it might depend a 
good deal upon the man." said Miss 
Maxwell softly.

So Gordon fitted np an office In a 
downtown skyscraper, where he sat at 
a table strewn with papers and pink- 
taped, legal looking documents, figur
ing and writing late into the nights, 
and Miss Maxwell, having arranged her 
financial affairs to her liking, annexed 
a meek, elderly relative as chaperon 
and turned her attention to other dif
ficulties.

Her first, chlefest and most Immedi
ate difficulty was her cousin Tom Cor
nish.

“It Isn’t that I do not like you,” She 
painstakingly explained for the hun
dredth time. “You know I do. As a 
sister, now, F*—

“Oh, drop it!” retorted Tom inele
gantly.

“And anyhow I shall never marry."
“So it’s all up?"
“I think I have been telling you that 

tor the past five minutes," said Miss 
Maxwell Impatiently.

“You know what I meant all along,” 
he said sullenly. “Some one has been 
giving you a resume of my vices."

“Your vices are nothing to me nor 
your virtues either. If you”— The 
words died on her lips. For the first 
time in ail their lives his arm closed 
around her. Convulsively he held her 
to him, bending his head till his lips 
met her soft brown hair.

“Betty, I—I’ve got to—tell you—I’m 
In no end of trouble. I need you—I 
need your help—I”—

By a single vehement effort Betty "re
leased herself.

“How dare you? How dare you?" 
she raged, then came to a dead stop. 
Her eyes grew wide with dismay and 
fixed upon the doorway at the end of 
the room.

“Mr. Gardon,” she said In a con
strained voice.

It was Gordon indeed. He was quite 
at the other end of the long room, but 
not so far that the late tableau could 
be unseen by him, and the distress of 
her face was intensified in his as he 
bowed hurriedly and the yellow por
tiere fell behind him.

Betty blushed furiously. A person 
looking on and not understanding 
might, of course—she turned suddenly 
to Tom, who stood staring at her un
easily.

“Now go!” she cried desperately. 
“Go!”

Meanwhile Gordon had found his hat 
and the sidewalk and walked blindly 
down the avenue, forgetting the papers 
he had gone for—forgetting everything 
except a girl’s flushed, dismayed face. 
It was scandalous that she should be 
allowed to drift into complications with 
that fellow. It was all very well that 
Cornish was her cousin, but what of 
the fellow’s character—a gambler, a 
fortune hunter? Yet what could he 
do? All day he had looked forward to 
seeingBetty. Well, he bad seen her. 
And she must have been in earnest 
She wasn’t the kind of girl to let a 
ipan—and as memory gripped him he 
plunged gloomily on.

It was several days later that Miss 
Maxwell, blue gowned and demure, 
turned Into the entrance of a bank on 
lower Broadway and walked calmly to 
the paying teller's window.

“I suppose you know that .this over

draws "your account, Miss ""Maxwell," 
said that gentleman, handing out a 
packet of fresh bank notes.

The girl stared at him in astonish
ment “No, I did not know. I had not 
thought” she said nervously.

“That last check was rather large- 
ten thousand"—

“Ten thousand!" repeated Betty 
weakly.

“Yes. We did not question It, of 
course, because Mr. Gordon so often 
draws large amounts.” He looked at 
her keenly, “It was all right, I sup
pose?’

“Yes; oh, yes,8' said Betty unsteadily. 
“It was all right I—1 suppose Mr 
Gordon cashed It?"

“He sent a messenger, as he usually 
does."

Betty nodded. The bank swam and 
for an instant her brain reeled as she 
turned away, perplexed and vaguely 
conscious of impending evil.

Ten thousand dollars!
Even to Betty’s vague business rea

soning $10,000 seemed a good deal to 
lose track of. But there must be some 
good reason why Gordon had filled in 
the check for so much, for Miss Max
well’s methods of dealing with the 
management of her estate had not 
changed, and, thongh she still signed 
all her checks, she serenely washed 
her hands of further responsibility, 
and Gordon usually filled them in.

Once at home she hurried to her 
desk. She had a prejudice against 
keeping her check book in order, and 
an appalling number of hastily scrawl
ed stabs confronted her. She worked 
busily, covering a pad with figures and 
counting up totals on her fingers. Bat 
It was slow work, and near the end 
one stub stared out from the rest pro- 
voklngly.

It was blank.
She leaned her elbows on the desk 

and. resting her chin In her hands, 
stared hard into space. There was the 
check unaccounted for, and he had 
filled It ont for $10,000. No one knew 
how many others he had used. He 
was welcome to the money. She would 
not fight It If she could. But he had 
seemed so different, and she had trust
ed him. Slowly her head sank on the 
desk, and the heiress of the Maxwell 
millions cried her eyes ont like any 
ordinary lovesick girl.

It was ten hours later—ten dreary, 
interminable hours—that the clock on 
Betty’s dressing table chimed 1.

Betty shivered. No sleep had come 
to her eyes. Getting ont of bed, she 
slipped into a dressing gown. She 
would read. Anything would be bet
ter than lying In bed open eyed and 
sleepless moaning over James Gordon.

Her book was In the library. She 
opened her door and ran hurriedly 
down into the hall below. Pushing 
open the library door very gently, she 
entered the room, then uttered a faint 
scream.

The room Was lighted by the faint 
rays of a bullseye lantern.

Standing at her desk with his back 
to her, opening her check book, was 
—Tom Cornish.

Starting convulsively at sound of her 
cry, he turned and confronted her, 
white to the lips. “Betty,” he stam
mered.

Miss Maxwell stood very still.
“Tom," she said, “why did you do 

It?’
But Tom had fallen Into a chair and 

hidden his shamed face In his hands.
“It’s all up,” he said hoarsely. “I’m 

dead broke, and I thought I stood a 
chance to stake myself once more. I’ve 
had the devil’s own luck lately. I 
lost every cent of that other check.”

Betty looked at him as if in a dream.
“The check—your check. I was dead 

broke—debts everywhere—and I got 
hold of your check book. I knew Gor
don did about as he pleased—and It 
was your signature all right I meant 
to give It back to you, Betty, as soon 
as my luck turned, I really did.”

But to hts mystification Betty was 
looking at him with shining eyes. “It 
was you who cashed the check for 
ten thousand," she repeated softly. “It 
was you—it was you.”

It was weeks before she told Gor
don, and he, being a Wise young man 
in his generation, said no word of her 
bygone injustice, but his arms went 
round her, and he held her close, while 
she, crying quietly, hid her face against 
his coat

“No other man would have under
stood,” she whispered softly.

ENGLISH SPAVIN LIWI-
fHEWT remove nil hard, Bolt, or callous
ed lumps anil. blemiahcB from horses, blood 
ppnvin, curbs, splints, ringbone, Sweeney, 
stifles, sprains, sore sml swollen throat,, 
coughs, etc. Save $50 bv-uee of one bottle . 
Warranted the moat wondeiful Blemish 
Cure ever known.

The house of Mr. John McDougall, 6th 
line of Plympton, was struck by light
ning and totally destroyed, during a re
cent thunderstorm.

5T ACE_ LIMES.
i OU ATFORD AND WARWICK STAGS LRAVRfe 
I «V Warwick Village every morning except Sun 
I div, roachl'-g W .tford at ll.XO a, m. Returning 
j leavftn Wattovd ?t 3.45 p. m. Vassan/ore and trelifb 
1 conveyed on reasona. le terme, 1>. M. Rose, Pop r,

' il’ATFORD AND ARKONA STAGE LEAVES 
I 8 >' Arkoua at 9 a. m. Wiabeach at 10 lu ». m 
, Returning leaves * atford ah" 3.45 p. ui. Passenger» 
j and freight conveyed on reasonable teruus.—FRED 
J JACKSON. Prop’r.

Suit Over a farm.

Lindsay, Sept. 26.-—It was a compli
cated case that faced Judge Harding yes- 
terdav when the case, King versus Cart- 
mill, came up in the court of (he General 
sessions. The jury brought in a verdict 
of not guilty after a short retirement.

Carmill's son-in-law, J. Henry, the 
evidence brought out, owns a barren 
farm in Snowden. Through Cartmill, it 
is said, Henry showed Henry Moss, of 
Toronto, quartz giving evidence of val
uable minerals, and this persuaded Moss 
to exchange property in Toronto Junc
tion; worth $1,700, for his farm, assuming 
also a mortgage for $700 on the farm, 
and giving Henry a mortgage for $1,000 
on the property, making a total of $3.400. 
Later Moss repented and charged fraud.

The jOry decided against him. Cartmill 
is seventy years of age.

Resign Prom the Worry Club.

Life ia a rush, bub we can't all get there 
together. It consequence we worry—Can’S 
help it because nerves are weak, vitality le 
burnt up and there's no staying power left. 
Cut out the worry part, and build up. Let 
Ferrozone help you. It’s a most strengthen
ing nutritive tonic. Fills the blood and 
iron, supplies building material for worn out 
organs, generates the sort of vitality that 
mnkes you want to do things. No medicine 
n or 1 helpful for men, women and children 
who need strength and staying power. Try 
Ferrozone, 50o per box at jail dealers.

rather
difficult

same time.
But the arrangement of the Pandora flues differs consider

ably from others. They are so constructed that the draft for 
baking is also the best for cooking, the heat circulating around 
the oven twice and under every pot hole before passing up 
the chimney.

The Pandora bakes and cooks perfectly 
at the same time.

Do you know of another range that does ?
If your local dealer does not sell the Pandora write direct

to us for Free Booklet.

McCIarys
I London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John 1

THOS. DODDS, Local Agent

STOVES, FURNACES and 
HARDWARE.

THE BEST GOODS OF THE LEADING MAKERS.

Everything in Tinware.

Spvciul Attention Given to Eavetroughing.

T. DODDS.
Resists Wind/, Sold By

In the Country
where the wind gets ' 

full sweep

sRex'Sitoàofe
‘ ROOFING

will stay j&v/when shingles are blow
ing off. Resists fire, waier^heat, cold 
and wear. Easy and inexpensive.

SAMPLES FREE
with book ami photos of Rex 

^ Flintkote farm bnilflinfto. A 
“Look for the Boy" on , 

every roll.

DEALER IN

LUMBER
and COAL.

Planing Mill
and Chopper,

IN CONNECTION.
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