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Love in a Flour Mill,
OK,

The Romance ol Two 
Loyal Hearts !

CHAPTER IX.
“I should think not," said Dexter 

Reece, devoutly hoping there was not, 
and that they would soon get away 
from it.

“We shall have a splendid view pre
sently, Mr. Reece,” she said. “You 
will see the river winding below and 
running out by the estuary to the 
sea; and the great woods on the 
other side. Why, what’s this?” she 
asked, as she looked at a dark-mass 
which suddenly rose from the brow 
of the hill. “Oh, it’s the old mill! I 
remember now. It's so long since I 
was on this part of the moor that I 
had quite forgotten it. Why, it’s go
ing!" she added, with surprise, as 
they drew near enough to see the 
great sails revolving against the 
cloudless sky.

“Ought it not to be going?" asked 
Dexter Reece.

“Well, it wasn’t going when I was 
here last,” she replied; “and I 
thought that it was not working—that 
it was unoccupied. Oh, I must go and 
see!”

“The horses------” muttered Reece;
but she did not hear him, and put 
them to a quicker pace.

The carriage rolled joltingly over 
some broken ground, and presently 
they came almost abreast of the mill. 
The cobs had been staring at it ap
prehensively for some time; and now, 
as they approached the terrible thing, 
they threw up their heads, snorted, 
began to swerve away, and then stood 
stock still.

“Oh, go on, dears!" remonstrated 
Evelyn. “It’s only a mill, and won't 
hurt you.”

“Perhaps—er—we had better turn?” 
suggested Dexter Reece, trying to 
speak carelessly.

“Oh, we mustn’t do that," said Eve
lyn; “or they’d be troublesome when
ever they came this way again. You 
foolish things, it’s only a mill for 
grinding the corn you love so.”

She drew the whips across their 
backs, but they did not respond; and 
she touched them more sharply, with 
a firm little “Go on, stupids!” They 
moved at last, and drew a little near
er; but they were really frightened

by the great revolving sails, which 
seemed to them limbs of some new 
and altogether horrible kind of ani
mal; they shied violently, reared un
til they were almost on their haunch
es; then, receiving a sharp cut, came 
down on all fours, and, making a half
turn, tried to bolt.

Reece, white as a sheet, clung to 
the rail, but looked round as if he 
meditated leaping from the carriage. 
Evelyn's lips drew straight and her 
brows came down. She knew that If 
they did boit she would not have, the 
slightest chance of checking them 
down the hillside; and she remember
ed the wide ditch and high fence which 
divided the moor from the road. But 
her pluck did not desert her; she 
gripped the reins tightly, and, with 
stern but soothing voice, tried to re
assure the scared animals.

But they were beyond soothing, 
and, with heads down, they strained 
at their bits. The carriage went over 
a large stone, and Reece was almost 
shot into the air, and he was throw
ing the rug from his knees, prepara
tory to Jumping out, when a strange 
figure darted from the mill, sprang at 
the horses’ heads, and checked them. 
A moment later the intervention 
would have been futile; but the hor
ses were just in that mental state 
when a new and sudden terror brings 
about a 'collapse, and renders action 
impossible.

Somewhat to Evelyn’s surprise, they 
pulled and strained back in confus
ion. With her eyes still fixed on them 
she got them in hand ; then she look
ed with eager gratitude at the person 
who had so courageously saved them 
from what might have very easily 
been a fatal accident She had to lean 
on one side, for the figure was half 
hidden by the horses’ heads; and, to 
her amazement, she saw that the res
cuer was a girl. She stared at a beau
tiful flour-flecked face, into a pair of 
wonderful grey eyes; she was too 
amazed to utter a word for a moment 
of two; and then, when she found her 
voice, she could only gasp, with ming
led astonishment and admiration 
“Oh!”..

CHAPTER X
Evelyn recovered from her aston 

ishment in a moment or two.
“Will you go to their heads?” she 

said to Dexter Reece. “They will 
stand perfectly quiet now.”

He obeyed, not too quickly, and 
stood gingerly holding the reins; and 
the girl who had checked the horses 
left them and went towards the mill; 
but Evelyn called after her eagerly.

“Oh, please don’t go," she cried, 
want to thank you for coming to our 
help.”

The girl paused irresolutely and 
stood, with something like a frown 
regarding Evelyn, as if she were con
scious of the striking contrast they 
presented. But there was no sullen 
envy in Cara's regard of Evelyn's 
delicate, refined beauty and her sim
ple but costly attire; there was just 
the curiosity and Interest which 
would have been evoked in Cara If 
she had come across some strange 
flower or insect of brilliant hues. She 
was as struck and impressed by Eve
lyn’s appearance as she had been by 
that of Ronald Desborough on the 
preceding night; and even at the mo
ment it seemed to her remarkable 
that these denizens of another and a 
higher world should, so to speak, 
have floated into her ken.

“It was awfully brave of you,” said

Says Simon Sink,
I do not think 
I could much stouter be 
Old Dutch you know,
A healthy glow 
Has always given me grtiiii f
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Backache
The artist sketched this picture 

from life in a Toronto blacksmith 
shop, in order to get the correct 
pose of the smith at the anvil and 
shoeing a horse. Is it any wonder 
that • the blacksmith’s greatest 
troubles are backache and derange
ments of the kidneys Î The con
stant strain on the muscles of the 
back and kidneys interferes with 
the filtering action of these organs. 
The uric acid poisons left in the 
blood cause pains and aches, back
ache and rheumatism, and such 
serious diseases as Bright’s disease 
and hardening of the arteries 
result.

But it is not the blacksmith alone who 
is tortured by backache, for there are 
many occupations in which the continuous

strain on the back leads to much suffering, 
and also to serious disease

J Blacksmiths have always been strong 
in their praise of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 
Pills, and by telling others of the good 
results accomplished by this treatment 
have added much to its popularity among 
farmers and horsemen generally.

Being direct and prompt in their 
action, Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills 
appeal to the man of action. The liver is 
awakened, the bowels aroused and the kid
neys strengthened by the influence of this 
medicine. The filtering and excretory 
organs lose no time in cleansing the sys
tem of" the poisonous matter which gives 
rise to pain and disease. Constipation is 
overcome, kidney derangements corrected, 
digestion improved, and you feel fine. Put 
them to the test When you are feeling out 
of sorts. Let them prove their value. One 
pill a dose, 25 cents a box, all dealers, or 
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd., Toronto.

Di.AV 
Kidney

Dr. Chase’s Recipe Book, 1,000 selected recipes, sent free, if you mention this paper.

Evelyn gently but warmly. “You 
might have been knocked down, hurt, 
and I am very grateful to you.”

Cara nodded a curt and cold ac
knowledgment, and was turning 
away; but Evelyn had had time to 
fully recognize the girl’s beauty and 
grace; she was quite startled by it, 
and was loath to let hpr go without 
further talk.

T did not know that the mill was 
working, that anybody lived in it,” site 
said invitingly. She glanced up at 
the name-board over the door, and 
she was going to say, “You are the 
miller’s daughter?" but something 
about the girl, a certain dignity of 
face and form, caused her to change 
the question to, "You are Miss Rav
en?”

Cara nodded again. “Yes; my fa
ther owns the mill,” she said.

The deep contralto of her voice, its 
simple composure, affected Evelyn as 
its owner’s face had done, and still 
further prepossessed . her ; and the 
girl’s rough clothing, powdered with 
the flour which flecked the soft black 
hair, seemed to Evelyn almost cruel
ly discordant with her beauty and 
grace.

“Are you living alone- with him 
here?" she asked, as she looked round 
and listened for signs of other human 
beings. “Your mother? Have you 
any brothers and sisters?” ,

“My mother is dead,” replied Cara, 
as calmly as before. “I haven’t any 
.brothers and sisters; and I help fa
ther with the mill. I must go now, 
or the hoppers will be choked.”

“Oh, but come out again, please!” 
pleaded Evelyn.

“Why?” asked Cara gravely.
Evelyn was actually a little em

barrassed by the steady regard of the 
beautiful eyes.

“Oh, I want to talk to you,” she 
said. “My name is Desborough; I 
live in Thorden Hall; over there, you 
know”—she pointed with her whip. 
“I don’t come up here very often— 
that Is why I had not seen you; and 
I don’t think we have met in the vil
lage, have we?”

Cara shook her head.
I “I don’t know; I don’t remember,”

she said, but she knew that if she had 
seen Evelyn before this she would 
have remembered her.

“I am sure we have not; or 1 
should not have forgotten yoru,” said 
Evelyn. She looked at the moor, 
grand and impressive in its solitude, 
and then, with a sense of pity stir
ring within her, at the girl. “Do you 
not feel very lonely here sometimes V 
she asked.

Cara considered for a moment, then 
shook her head.

“No,” she replied. “Why should I? 
There is always the work."

“Yes; but you can’t always be 
working,” said Evelyn, with a smile; 
“the mill must stop sometimes, and
then------ But I suppose you go for a
walk, or read, or do needlework?”

Cara appeared to ponder these sug
gestions before she answered.

“I walk about the moor sometimes; 
I don’t reaçl—I haven’t any books ; 
and there is no needlework to do.—I 
must go now. Good morning.”

But she was stopped again; this 
time by Dexter Reece.

“One moment, please,” he said, in 
quite a different tone to that which 
Evelyn had used—the tone of a fine 
gentleman addressing a person very 
much his inferior.

He was about to make the mistake 
which Ronald had made last night, 
and his hand went to his waistcoat- 
pocket in search of half a sovereign; 
hut, Evelyn saw the action, and, shak
ing her head earnestly, she murmur
ed:

“Oh, no, no!"
He coloured, bit his lip, arid shrug

ged his shoulders, and, raising his 
hat, said to Cara, in the same tone:

"Let me add my thanks to Miss 
Desborough’s. You have behaved 
very pluckily; and we both appreciate 
your assistance.”

(To be Continued..)

Some gowns are accompanied by 
the chemisette of net and the high 
collar.
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Do yon suffer from

1 Nerve Troubles
Our nerves are like an intricate network of telegraph wires They are 
controlled and nourished by a portion of the brain known as the n°rve 
centres. The condition of the nerve centres depends upon the 
condition of the bodily health. When the bodily health is lowered 
the nerves suffer in sympathy. Then it is that we a^e torrmned 
with "nerves," headaches, neuralgia and nervous debility. In such 
cases there is nothing to equal ' Wincarnis,’ the *' Wire of Life."

• * Wincarnis ' is a powerful nerve food which acts directly upon the 
nerve centres and gives them new life and new vitality. The resu t 
is wonderful. . __ . ..

Begin to get well FREE.
‘Wincarnis* Is made in England, and you can nb.ain a liberal free trial b tile—not 
a mere taste, bat enough to do you good, by sending 6 cents stamps (to pay postage) 
to COLEMAN & CO., Ltd., Wincarnis Works. Norwich, England. Regular supplies 
can be obtained from all leading Stores. Chemists, and Wine Merchants.
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Agents for Newfoundland :—
gg % Messrs. I4ARSHALL BROS., Water Street, St. Johns, Newfoypiiand.
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OIL 
HEATERS !

All Brass Frenis. 

Safe and Reliable.

Will give great 
ahat with small con
sumption (I Oil.

BOWRING BROS., Ltd. iMl
M

Hardware Dept

J. J.
45c.~The Real Irish Butter--45c.

Just landed ex s.s. Durango from the Killamey Lakes, 
another shipment of the best IRISH BUTTER, which 

is little cheaper, retailing at 45c. lb.
500 dozen Nicely Perfumed

Toilet Soap,
In 1 doz. boxes. Price 35c. doz.

J. J. ST. JOHN,
DUCKWORTH ST. * LEM ARCH ANT HOAI1
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New HATS 
a»d MILLINERY
at BLAIR’S

Just arrived per S.S. Lexington:

LADIES’ FELT and VELVET HATS, 
Feaihtr Mounts, Sprays & Fiais, 
Wings, Flowers, & Berry Foliage, 

Veilings, Mercerised Scarves. 
TaSfeia and Merv Silk Ribbons, 
Black Satin and Velvet Ribbons.

s

No danger of wet or cold feet if you wear our

Reliable Rubbers and Gaiters.
We are now showing6 a full line for men, women and children. 8*1 

at our usually low prices.

WILLIAM FREW./
Advertise in the Telegram


