
I had never talked to a Lady Any- 
body in my life, but altnoigh her 
aquifice rose and thin red line of lips 
might be formidable if she curse, dies 
was erler to talk to thaa Cours-in 
Sarah’s ir:ends in Peckha n.

"What a queer name! Why did 
they call you Consuelo?"

1 blushed vividly.
"My mother had had a great deal 

of trouble. She hoped I would be her 
consolation.”

"Oh, I beg your pardon; I didn’t 
mean to be prying. But it’s my turn 
to Impart information now. I live 
close by, in Park Lane. You can al­
most see my house from here. I 
strolled into the park by myself be­
cause I wanted to think.”

“And our chatter disturbed you.”
“On the contrary, it has been most

1 only saw it in small, greenish sec­
tions at home. I was not ignorant of ! 
the fact that 1, was pretty, or might | 
be pretty in a decent dress; but 1 had 
hot suspected that I was pretty enough1 
to triumph over the comoined hat 
(which the youngest East had sat on 
in a rage this morning.) boots, and 
serge.

"You don't answer. Don’t you think 
your people would let you come for 
a while ?”

"I have no people. Only a cousin, 
who doesn’t like anyone to know that 
we’re cousins. When she is angry she 
says she ‘keeps me out of charity.’ 
When I answer her back, I say that I 
more than earn my living. Sometimes 
she tells me she wishes 1 were out of 
her sight forever. I don’t know whether 
she means it or not, but I do not sup­
pose she could force me to stay if 
1 were determined to go.”

I made these explanations jerkily, 
and then, at the end, before Lady 
Sophie de Gretton could comment up­
on them, I broke out:

1 “But why—why do you say such 
strange things to me, whom you never 
saw till an hour ago? There are 
thousands of girls whom you know 
who would love to come and visit you 
—poor girls, perhaps, yet in your own 
class of life. Why do you put such 
ideas in my head when you must feel, 
if you stop to think, that by tonight 
you will be sorry, and have to dis­
appoint the poor "dohl" you wanted to 
play with?"

"My mind is made up,” she quietly 
returned. "As for the ’why—why’
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Thursdaypecials”66,*visit I had received from herCHAPTER 1.
The Day When Something Happened.
,Today I had meant to be a happy 

day. But after all, I was miserable. 
1 would have given a great deal to be 
almost anywhere else—yes, even at 
home in‘ Cousin Sarah East’s villa in 

' Peckham.
1 bad never . thought of myself as 
a vain girl; but I suppose it was a 
morbid sort of vanity that induced so 
keen a pang of shamed distress on 
this glorious June day in the park.

at Hap-
pinolme Villa.) Accordingly this
whole June afternoon in her society 
had been granted.

1 ought to have been radiant, revel­
ing in the pretty faces, the prettier 
dresses, and the glittering equipages 
of my betters, but instead I sat wish­
ing that I were not ashamed to ask 
Anne if she were ready to go away; 
concealing the mended finger tips of 
my gloves by curling my hands into 
my fists, and feeling utterly wretched 
that I, who adored beauty, must be so 
hopelessly out of the picture.

You’ll surely find at least one or two of the items too tempting to let slip by 
you. It would be perhaps wiser to come in the morning, too, when assortments- 
will be complete and shopping much cooler and more pleasant.

But what 
friend, to 
having a

helpful—why, is my secret, 
do you say, you and your 
going home with me and

Light Weight Corsets—Made1 
of white batiste, straight front, called the * 
P. C. Probably you have worn a pair ere • 
this. With or without hose suspenders. •

If you want to replenish your stock Of 
Long Silk Gloves, do so, Thursday, 
when you will be allowed the privelege of 
saving almost half a dollar on each pair. 
Black, blue, gray and white, worth $1.25

talk over a cup of tea?
My heart gave a little jump. Here 

was an adventure! The shabby nurse­
ry governess from Peckham asked to 
tea with a personage in Park Lane!

“I should like it immensely, thank 
you, and so would my friend, Anne 
Bryden, I’m sure.”

I turned to Anne, but her face ex­
pressed disapproval. I could read her 
thoughts, and guessed that she was 
saying to herself: "Humph! how do 
we know that this bird of paradise 
isn’t a- sham? If she is really what 
she pretends to be, why on earth 
should she pick up and invite us/ after 
ten minutes’ conversation, to visit her?

Arine Bryden, who had brought me, 
and proudly paid for the chairs to 
which we had found our way through 
the crowd, looked serenely blissful. She
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well-groomed, clean-limbed men 

was not one whit depressed by the lounged over the railings, and raised their tall, shining hats to the oc-
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ed. This is a very special line that we will 
offer, Thursday, at the very little price of, 
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78ca pair, Thursday, for, a pair
lact that she and I were the only 
ugly ducklings in this dazzling array 
of swans. Forgotten was her rusty

Collar Tops—Very fine material, 
prettily embroidered. Regular 25c, Thurs­
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Another embroidered line. Regular 20c,

cupants, or chattered with exquisitely 
dressed girls, who looked like floating 
flowers under their tinted chiffon 
and lace parasols. The rhododendrons 
were a flame of glorious color; the 
distance was blue with the soft mist 
that hung, ineffable and pensive, above 
the Serpentine, and the far, billowy 
reaches of sweet-smelling, new-cut 
grass in the park.

"It’s a nice world, isn’t it?’’ remarked 
Anne, apropos of everything—every­
thing but ourselves.

"Yes. And there are lots of nice 
times in it. Only we're not in any of 
them.”

Anne looked critically at me.
"You ought to be. Con,” she ob­

served, after an interval of reflection. 
"As for me, I don’t count. I'm no-

black frock, with the cheap, pathetic 
let trimming on the bodice; her last 
year’s hat, with its faded pink roses, 
had practically ceased to exist.
1did not even occur to her that It 

might be well to give her shabby boots 
the protection of her skirt. This lack 
of selfconsciousness struck me as 
scarcely short of greatness in Anne. It 
was almost above the level of the fem- 
crime, and far above the level of the

Me.It was not often that I could get a 
holiday from Cousin Sarah’s babies, 
16 ‘whom I had the honor of being 
urrsery governess—alias nursemaid— 
with a mingling of general servant’s” 
cuties. There were no regular “days 
out” for me, but Cousin Sarah con­
sidered Anne a “most respectable 
young woman.” (Anne had with un- 
wonted diplomacy praised the house, 
admired the babies, and deferred to 
Cousin Sarah's opinion during the one

12%cThursday, for.
For Bathers — Red Cotton

Stockings — Fast colors, good qualityThere's something pretty queer about which you fling at me, can’t you be
this.” satisfied with the explanation I have 

given? I've set my heart on having 
you to play with. You are the pret­
tiest doll in the whole shop, and I hope 
to get you comparatively cheap.”

"But what would you do with me?” 
"Oh, put you in pretty frocks, take 

you about with me, and show you 
off."

"There must be some other reason."
1 had not meant to speak aloud, for 

the words sounded ungracious. But 
they broke forth without my volition.

Lady Sophie’s handsome face 
Hushed, and she bit her lip. For an

250material. Price, a pair....
CHAPTER II.

The Mysterious Visitor.
Anne, whom I had known ever since 

my dear mother and I had stopped 
at the boarding house which her 
mother had kept, was now a mixture 
of typewriter, secretary, and com­
panion to a vulgar, newly rich mat­
ron engaged in storming the outworks 
of society, and it was part of Anne’s 
duty, 1 remembered, to read aloud end­
less columns of society gossip, brist­
ling with titles. Probably she was

Fine, silk finished, Lisle Hose in 
pale blue and pink. Regular, 35c a pair, for 
a pair ..............• ...............• ........................... 200
EARLY CLOSING-Store Closes at 5 p. m. ‘aily, except

Saturday, 9 p. m.body. I was born to things, and I
don’t expect them. But you—you are
different. You are a beauty. And you 
are a mystery. A book could be writ­
ten about you.”

I laughed a little.
“It would have to be a book for 

children. Nothing has ever happened 
to me since I was a child, and then 
—they were al! sad things."

"But you are the sort of girl that 
things do happen to. They will yet; 
you mark my words.”

I shook my head.
"Oh, if they only would! I’m so, so 

tired of Peckham. If something would 
happen today!"

"What would you like to happen?” 
queried Anne.

“Am I to have my choice? Are you 
a fairy godmother in disguise? Well, 
1 should say, please, fairy godmother, 

‘you see that beauteous maiden in pink 
Ime.In, driving with her other in 
the particularly desirable victoria?” 
(As I spoke my eyes focused upon a 
wonderful girl who looked haughtily, 
lazily conscious that she was one of 
Fortune’s supreme favorites.) "Well, 

i then, dear fairy godmother, wave your 
|magic wand which so sadly resembles

CDAV Q DADLED 150 Dundas OKAT C FAKKLK and Carling
150 Dundas 
and Carlinginstant her eyes appeared to flinchfamiliar with that of Lady Sophie de

Gretton, who lived in Parle Lane, and from mine, and suspicion, vague, yet
believed that our eccentric new friend I sharply pinching, clutched my per-Advertiser was for some nefarious purpose of her turbed spirit.

"Well, if you must have it, my fancyown masquerading in borrowed plum­
age. for you arose partly from a resem­

blance to some one I used to know and 
admire years ago. I noticed it the in­
stant I saw you in the park,and though| 
you did not guess that I observed you,| 
I hardly took my eyes from your face, 
peeping under the frills on my sun- 
shade, until I spoke to you. Now that i 
I’ve exhibited myself as a woman of 
sentiment—a creature I despise—are! 
you satisfied?”

Perforce, I had to answer faltering-

Patterns "I’m afraid,” she replied stiffly to 
the question in my eyes, "that it's 
rather late, and we ought to be get­
ting home. We don't live in Park 
Lane, and we've a long way to go.”

"Come alone, Miss Brand, is your 
friend has no time to spare," sug­
gested the lady in lavender.

It was a temptation. Never would 
such a chance be thrown in my way 
again; my future was bounded by 
Peckham. Yet I could not leave Anne.

"Don't you think we might, dear?" 
I pleaded. “I won’t go without you. 
But—it would be pleasant.”

"I wouldn't dream of letting you go 
alone," said Anne, with the air of
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CANADA both enter largely into the composition of a grain 
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retain as much of the gluten as possible, whilst 
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Gluten is the real strength giver and is con­
tained in the inner "skin" of each grain of wheat. 
Cellulose is a hard and almost pure white fibre sur­
rounding the gluten and starch cells. It is abso­
lutely indigestible, but its presence in flour cannot 
be detected except by special chemical tests.

In the milling of “FIVE ROSES" FLOUR, 
the flour passes through special purifying processes 
which, although they remove all the cellulose and 
waste matter, retain all the gluten and nutriment 
unharmed. Consequently, this brand is more nutri­
tive and more economical than ordinary flours.

Ask your grocer for it.

THEBut suspicion, once! 
not be put to sleep: 
There was a look in:

4208 ly that I was. 
roused, would 
again so soon.
Lady Sophie de Gretton’s eyes which| 
told me (or I morbidly imagined it)| 
that there was still something con- 
cealed under lier most unexpected, 
most astonishing offer. I felt thisi 
electrically, yet I would not listen to 
the subdued whisperings.

What if there was something else?: 
What did it matter? What did any-j 
thing matter if this transformation 
of my life could come about? I was: 
intoxicated by the cup that she held 
out to me, and I would have been 
ready to drink it down to the dregs 
—if only I need not taste the dregs 
quite yet.

"I must be hard to please if I were 
not satisfied," I said. "But I'm so be- 
wildexed, you must forgive me. Only! 
tell me, since you say this Is real and 
serious, what I am to do."

"You are to get leave, and come 
to stop with me, as soon as you can." 

"Oh, for how long? A week—a fort­
night—if you won’t mind my ask- 
ing?"-

"Would it be worth while your of­
fending your Peckham relative and 
losing a home for a fortnight?"

I drew in my breath. The room 
swam before my eyes.

"Yes!” I cried recklessly. “It 
would be worth it all—for that. For 
a fortnight I should have lived. I 
should ‘have had my day,’ and surely 
something, some sort of work, would 
turn up later."

“Brava! you’re a girl after my own 
heart. You are a woman who dares. 
I was only trying you. I’d keep you 
longer than a fortnight. Just how 
long, I’m too honest, Miss Brand, to 
pretend to settle now. It would de­
pend on many things."

Again her eyes dropped away from 
mine as if their falling lashes would 
hide something of mystery. But I was 
used to mystery. I had it in my own 
life, so close, so intimate a companion, 
that familiarity had bred contempt— 
or carelessness.

“Sufficient for the day is the evil 
thereof; and you would have to trust 
me to see that your future prospects 
at Peckham or elsewhere were not 
endangered. Meanwhile I can promise 
you this: While your visit lasts you 
shall have everything that the most 
spoiled and petted girl could ask for 
—quite as much as the one you took 
for an example in speaking to your 
friend in the park. By the way, I 
know her well, and you shall know her 
too, if you wish, though I warn you 
she doesn’t easily tolerate rivals, and 
you will be so dangerous a one-that 
the rose of her acquaintance may have 
its thorns."

I wonder if a spirit of prophecy had 
entered.into Lady Sophie de Gretton, 
that she should have made use of just 
those words?

As she spoke the door opened, and 
the footman who had brought in tea. 
appeared.

"Sir George Seaforth, my lady—” he 
had decorously begun, when his mist­
ress sprang up impulsively, her face 
flushing. Her eyes darted to the door- 
way, well nigh" blocked by the man’s 
padded shoulders, and so doing her 
features slightly relaxed.

The visitor was, at all events, not 
close behind the servant, and for some

preserving me from a death trap. "If 
you really wish it so much. I dare say 
we might manage a few minutes."

Lady Sophie de Gretton rose.
"We won’t delay, then, If you haven’t 

much time to spend, for I have several 
things to say which I think will sur­
prise and Interest you."

Anne walked . along, keeping those 
big gray eyes of hers wide open. I 
hoped Lady Sophie did not realize that 
she was waiting to see whether we 
should be led into Park Lane.

But we were led there, and stopped 
before a quaint, pretty little white 
house, sandwiched in between two big 
ones, its windows blossoming with 
pink and white geraniums, and froth­
ing over with snowy, frilled curtains. 
So far the adventure seemed genu­
ine; and the footman who opened the 
door (respectfully addressing our com­
panion as “my lady") was grand 
enough to convince even Anne.

We passed through a miniature hall, 
whose walls could not be seen for ex­
quisite engravings, went up half a 
stairway, and had the door of a fairy 
bower thrown open for us. Cousin 
Sarah East would have scorned chintz 
for lier parlor in Peckham, where she 
had a “suite” of saddlebag, or some­
thing else that sounded horsey to the 
ear; but Lady Sophie de Gretton’s 
drawing-room was all white and green 
and rosy and ruffly with chintz.

We sat down, I feeling more con­
scious of my dusty old boots and 
serge, white round the seams, than 
ever. Presently the footman brought 
tea, with straw berries and cream and 
tiny cakes, and quantities of silver 
that looked imposingly ancestral.

“Now for business!" exclaimed Lady 
Sophie, when I had grown more and 
more dazed with the thought that I 
was dreaming her, and Anne's shrewd 
little brown face had relaxed into a 
mingling of curiosity and good nature.

It was business, then! I was stabbed 
with humiliating dread lest Lady 
Sophie de Gretton were on the com- 

|mittee of a girls’ friendly society, and 
had gathered us in as likely candidates. 
She had a brusque way of speaking, 
despite her low, sweet voice, and she 
went on abruptly:

“You haven’t told me where you 
live."

“In another world," I retorted. “They 
call it Peckham.”

“Do you like this better?"
“Yes," entering into the spirit of the 

catechism.
“How would you like to have that 

wish of yours granted—as I hinted it 
might be, if you would trust to my 
wand — and live here, surrounded by 
the Joys which I heard you catalogu­
ing to your fairy godmother? Now, 
don’t fall into error again, and fancy 
I’m making fun of you, for I'm not. 
I’m asking you a serious question, and 
I want a serious answer.”

A curious tingling chill was creep­
ing up from my finger tips.

“I—I don’t think I understand you,” 
I heard somebody say, and was dimly 
aware that the somebody could only 
be myself.

"Yes, you do. If you are dum- 
founded, it is because you are a sing­
ularly modest young woman. Turn

9a three-and-sixpenny umbrella, and 
make me, if only for the space of one 
gorgeous month like her. Give me as 
many Paris gowns, as much fun, as 
wild a v.hirl of gaiety, as she will en­
joy this season. It isn’t a very noble 
or exalted wish; but I’m in the mood 
for that, and nothing else, today.”

Anne’s chair was on my left. On 
my right, separated by a little dis­
tance, I had been conscious for the 
past half hour of a vague cloudiness 
of silk and muslin that represented a 
woman. I had not actually glanced 
in her direction, but the corner of 
my eye had reflected a pale lavender 
fluff which was a sunshade. Now, 
suddenly, it was lifted, and a soft 
voice addressed me from underneath.
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Midsummer requires its coat suit overhearing some of the thir;s that 
quite as much as spring and fall, and you and your friend have been say- 

this year the fabrics are very appro- ing.” 
priate for such wearing. Here is a I fell the color stealing up, as I 

smart suit for a girl in er e as racked my brain to recall exactly whatwhich may please the mother who is we had been saying. Anne was staring 
planning some garment of this kind in blank surprise; for this was a per- 
for her young daughter. The coat is a ssonage of great magnificence who 
loose one, shaped a bit under the was endeavoring to draw us into con- 
arms, and having cutaway fronts. The versation, and no doubt Anne was
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PATTERN DEPARTMENT OF THE that you tried me as a fairy god- 

ADVERTISER. mother?" , She spoke to me, not Anne. She did

done now, for good or evil. I wish an 
omnibus would come.”

But at an unseen distance something 
had happened, and there was a block 
In the stream of traffic. Not an omni­
bus was in sight, and none of the car- 
ilages packed into Hamilton Place 
were able to move out into Piccadilly. 
Anne and I were obliged to stand close 
by the curbstone waiting, and though 
I was in too reckless a mood to care 
whether I were late in arriving at 
Happiholme Villa or not, I was also 
too impatient to tolerate waiting. I 
wanted to be off; I wanted to be going 
somewhere, anywhere. Anne and I 
could only be together in an omnibus 
for a certain length of time; we must 
then separate, she proceeding in one 
direction, I in another.

To Be Continued.

"Ah!" with a little relieved sigh. 
"That was right, William. I will see 
him there in a few minutes."

William vanished; the door closed: 
Lady Sophie remembered us. But 
there was a subtle change in her man­
ner.

“It is settled, then?" she asked.
Her tone was almost impatient, and, 

‘as soon as I had mumured “Yes,” she 
hurried on:

"Good! Can you get away the day 
after tomorrow? Ah, I'm very pleased. 
I will—but no, on second thoughts, for 
several reasons, perhaps I’d better 
not drive to Peckham for you. You 
shall come here, but don't bother 
about—er—much packing. It will 
amuse you to choose a new outfit with 
me. I may depend on you? Then I 
won’t keep you and Miss—er—Bryden 
longer now, as she is in haste, and 
I've an early dinner, for a theater 
party, to dress for, too. Good-by, or, 
rather, au revoir!"

Before we knew what had happened 
we had been cordially shaken hands 
with, William had been rung for to 
show us out, and we were in the warm 
‘June sunlight! of Park Lane again, 
banished from fairyland, humbly 
waiting for an omnibus.

"Why was she in such a hurry to 
get rid of us?” queried Anne. "And 
why was she so pleased because the 
footman had shown that man into
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pattern, as per directions given below, courteous, comprehensive glance, 
t ’ | "Why, I—I’m afraid I’d think you

were m king fun of me,” I stammered, 
since some answer must be given.

" | “Then 3 ou’d be mistaken. I fancied. 
Ifrom some of the expressions which I 

.involuntarily overheard that you were

Name ................ • ..................

Street Address ...0.......... another room?"
My ears tingled with the sting of permanently—it PURE FOOD INSURESremoves the cause andInot--well, not quite a conventional 

gid; that you had an original way of 
......... | regarding life. If you have, we mi ht

my conviction.
“She was ashamed to have anyone 

see us in our dowdy clothes. And that 
brute of a William was ashamed, too. 
That’s why.”

"Oh, do you think so? I don’t. It 
goes deeper than that. Mark my 
words. Con. there’s a mystery of some 
sort, and the man who called is mixed 
up In it. Don't go to stop with that 
woman, dear. It's all too fantastic. 
No good can come of it, but maybe 
dreadful harm to you.”

No wonder that Anne's words 
struck coldly on my heart. It was odd 
that she. as well as T. should have 
suspected something hidden, for Lady 
Sophie de Gretton’s explanation,though 
eccentric, had sounded frank enough. 
I would not have given up my new 
prospects, chimerical as they still an- 
peared. unwise as it was according 
to an old proverb to exchange "a bird 
in the hand for two in the bush." but 
since the entrance of the footman th 
announce a visitor mv excitement had 
been diving down. Now T felt chilled 
and unhanov. yet obstinate.

"I can’t help it,” I said sulkily. "It’s

overcomes all the effects. Get Hood’s..
Town.......

cultivate each other’s acquaintan € 
with mutual advantage."

“I should find It more interesting ′ 
know you than you would to kn x 
rie." J said meekly, for I felt as if I 
must have fallen asleep In my chair, 
and te d eaming.

,„. "That remains to be seen. Your 
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three months and being entirely cured of stomach 
catarrh and dyspepsia. I think a word of praise is 
due to’Cascarets’for their wonderful composition. 
I have taken numerous other so-called remedies 
but without avail and 1 find that Cascarets relieve 
more in a day than all the others i have taken 
would in a year."

James McGune, 108 Mercer St., Jersey City, N. J.

f BAKING 
VPOWDER

Age (if child’s or misses’ pattern)..

D Best ForL _W The Bowels - 

DCoieV
. CANDY CATHARTIC

INSURESreason she was glad of the respite. 
"Where is he?" she questioned, a

slight quiver in her voice.
"I showed Sir George into the 

boudoir, your ladyship, thinking you 
were engaged."

round; glance at that mirror on the 
wall near you, and see whether you 
can guess why a rather lonely, ec­
centric person, who Is tired of most 
things and pines for variety, might be 
seized with a sudden violent desire to 
have you for—for a new doll to play 
with?"

I did not take her at her word and 
glance mirrorward for I was familiar 
enough with the reflection I should 
have met there; though, te be sure,

PURE FOIwrite “inches” or "years." Patterns 
cannot reach you in less than one week 
from the date of order. The price of 
each pattern is 10 cents in cash or in 
postage stamps.
Address— it

PATTERN DEPARTMENT,

ADVERTISER, LONDON, ONT.1

A dealer substitutes because he 
makes more profit on an inferior ar­
ticle. A local citizen was induced to 
take a substitute for Putnam’s Corn 
Extractor, with the result that the sub- 
stitute burnt his toes and failed to 
cure. Putnam’s contains no acids, and 
is guaranteed. Always get Putnam’s 
—no other.

TWORK WHILE YOUS
UNEASINESS IN THE STOMACH.

Pleasant. Palatable, Potent. Taste Good, Do Good, 
. Mover Sicken, Weaken or Gripe, 10c, 25c, 50c. Never 

sold in bulk. The genuine tablet stamped 000 
Guaranteed to cure or your money back.

Sterling Remedy Co., Chicago or N.Y. 592 

ANNUAL SALE, TEU MILLION BOXES

That’s the complaint to prove the 
merit of Polson’s Nerviline. Cures 
nausea and indigestion at once, set­
tles the stomach and makes you well, 
and all for 25 cents per bottle.

E.W.GILLETT LIMITED
TORONTO.ONT.

/

JULY 24, 1907


