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RADNORI

By Appointment to H.M. the King i

“Radnor is a purely natura] water,
brilliant, pleasantly sparkling ané del-
icate to the taste.”—"“The Lancet,”
London, Eng. +
We have just received a consignment of
this fine water in cases pints and
cases splits.
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To Serve
IS OUR DESIRE

And Broadbent
service,inregard
to TAILORED
CLOTHES for
men or ladies, is
the kind of ser-
vice that satis-
fies.

HEEEDNENNREERN

atl

Our stock 1s well assorted with exclusive
novelties, as well as the “‘old stand-by”"—
Blue Serges; and Broadbent tailors them
for YOU with that *“‘touch of different
ness” that makes them distinctive and

BR

J AEGER’S AGENT 4 MARKET ST.

Als> entrance through United Cigar Stores, Colborne St.
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Gene Stratton Porter’s Latest Book

“Michael O’Halloran”

A nature novel and an absorbing story,
nicely bound and illustrations in colors

$1.35

STEDMAN'S BOOKSTORE

LIMITED
Both Phones 569 160 Colborne St.
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{ed, and there they sat down, and he
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“Do you mean that you kept them
for me?”

“I tried to; every one was asking
for them, but I said I was engaged,
and kept my program hidden.”

He was silent, looking over her
head with a sudden gravity on his
face. It was flattering, of course, biit
he did not like it. He khew the style
of girl he had to deal with quite well,
and he despised it in his heart as cold-
hearted, passionate, and calculating.
He had too often been favored ‘wit!
flattery of this kind to misunderstand
it, and had become somewhat cynical
on the subject of feminine affection ‘in
consequence. It had been offered him
again and again at first sight by wo-
men whose sole object was to become
Lady Lynmouth, and the more that
had been given him of that descrip-
tion the more he had longed for a
genuine and deep affection—one that
was based on knowledge of himself
and had no thought of self-interest
to back it. That Miss Langworthy
had designs on him he could not
doubt, and in any other moaod than his
present one he would have made short
work of her; as it was, she served to
fill his time and engage his attention,
and he succumbed to the temptation
of allowing her to monopolize both.
Still, he did not encourage her. ‘

“I hope your ankle has quite re-|

| covered?” he said presently in his|

most formal manner. 1

“Thank you, it is much better, but |
not quite strong yet. I was dread-|
fully afraid that I might not be able
to come to-night, but, in any case, I
promised my grandmother that I
would not dance much. Do you mind
if we sit down now? It is aching a
little, and I think I had better rest it
for a minute.”

“Certainly! Where would you like
to sit—over by your chaperon?”

“I think not, thank you! It is so
hot here, isn’t it? Suppose we go
into the conservatory? It is so delici-
ously cool in there, and ‘I do so Iove
the smell of flowers, don’t you?”

“I like it—yes.”

'His answer was brief and his tone
not particularly encouraging, but he
had to take her into the conservatory
for all that, and his mother and Lady
Augusta watched them go. The latter
felt that it was not for this that she
had planned all those soft couches in
secluded nooks in the dimly-lighted,
dangerous conservatory, and Lady
Lynmouth drew her lips together in
a thin tight line and worded the will
in her own mind that was to cut him
off without a penny.

The conservatory, as has been
mentioned, was dimly lighted,
and there were luxurious divans
placed at convenient intervals
among the banks of flowers and flow-
ering trees. One or two couples oc-
cupied the first seats they came to,
but they found one further along
where it was darker and more seclud-

operied her fan for her and allowed
her to flatter him in her soft, insinu-
ating way.

They were engaged to each other
for the next dances, but when they
came she pleaded that her ankle still
ached and would he mind very much
if they rested a little longer. He
could not refuse, and so they sat on,
hidden by the dark, thick leaves of
the camellias and talking together in
low voices. Violet was in her element
on an occasion like this, and treated
him to such a battery of soft glancss
and sucha running fire of sweet
words that had he been a younger
and less experienced man his head
would have been completely turned.
As it was, he let her do as she would
and only told himself now and again
that he was behaving like a fool, bat
that there was nothing else open o
him,

Once his mother passed through
the conservatory, leaning on the arm
or old General Trotter, and while she
talked her keen eyes sought around
her for the couple who were hidden
behind the camellias. @ When at last
she detected them her son’s eyes
met her steadily, and his look told
her that he meant to do as he chose
and to flirt with anyone who took his
fancy.

Later on in the evening he had an- |

“R, AND A LEGACY

| pared. Lord Lynmouth had availed

| looks like :that, there is surély some

| self some
| he " thought he was
land partly because

But Violet, driving home and doing
her best to keep up the fiction of the
painful ankle through all her friend’s
kind inquiries, was conscious that
things had not turned out as she had
fondly hoped they weuld when she
had fifst put on that lovely new dress
three hours before and felt her heart
beating high with expectation. She
had succeeded in securitig Lord Lyn-
mouth for more dances than anybody
‘els¢ had done, it was true, 4nd shé
thought that he must in common civ-
ility ‘call to inquire how she was ‘with
in the next few days but something
told her that his manner with her wa-
not that of a man in love or even of
one who intended making a proposal
of marriage.  'The new dress, the
spraified ankle, the alluring °~ manner
had all been in vain. She had not won
him yét; it still rémained a thing to be
done in the fauture, . :

CHAPTER XVII.

Lady Augusta pDovercourt, who
possessed a féminine weakness in the
direction of a1l love-affairs, and to-
wards that' of her niece’s in particu-
lar,” had taken great interest in ar-
ranging “flirtation nooks,” as Mrs.
Laing-Stonor called them, when mak-
ing her preparations for the ball,

Although planning for the benefit
of all dancers who might desire a
few momients to themselves, she had
one particular * couple in her mind’s
eye when she ordered screens placed
beside the divans in the hall ‘or
directed the gardeners to group a
grove of palms and plants around two
low chairs placed in interesting atti-'
tudes near together. All and every-
thing was arranged by that kind-
hearted matron with a view to Lord’
Lynmouth and Lady Miuriel "whose
love-story 'she fondly hoped by means
of these artificial” aids might be
brought to a happy climax during the
evening.

As is often the case, every one filled
the flirtation-nooks except those for
whom they had been expressly pre-

himself of them, it is truz, but always
with" some other lady; Lady Muriel
had paid them visits, but always with
some other man.

The soft conversation, the tende-
looks never came off; they did not
dance together during the evening.

Not so Harry Vereker. He had ap
preciated Lady Augusta’s ‘secluded
seats to the full, and, what is more,
had taken Lady Muriel to them, six
different times, and had yet a seventh
visit with her in prospect before the
end of the evening. Was she not a
cousin, and could there be any possi-
ble objection to his monopolising her
now when the ball was almost over,
when half the people were gone, and
those who were left were giving
themselves their heads and dancing
again and agaiti with the partners'they
liked best withoug respect for the pre
judices. of chapé':h'!s? ‘Besides, when
a girl looksias Murielé did-a slim,
white-frocked baby of a thing, = with
beautiful shy eyes and a“moéuth made
expressly to=he kissed—wh a girl
excuse for a man losing his head 2
little? d

Harry seldom went to Dovercourt,
though he was always made welcome
there. He refrained because he could
not be sufe of behaving himself; be-
cause Muriel was far dearer to him
than his own worthless life, 'because
he knew she did not care for him and
he intended that she never should. He

as a “bad lot,” he was aware, and

uriel was an angel, and if by any
chnce she learned to love him it
would have meant misery and disas-
ter for her. There was bad blood in
his veins—he was incorrigible, and he
knew it—and the one redeeming point
in his selfish and dissipated character
was his chivalrous instinct of self-
sacrifice towards the girl he loved.
She should never know that he loved
her, he told himself, and up to now
he had kept the vow, difficult as it
had sometimes been and had avoided
Dovercourt as a shrine that was to3
holy for him to go near. :

But to-night he was allowing him-
licence, partly because
entitled to it
there was a
little unhappy droop about her mouth

other waltz with Violet, and this ti?e | and a listlessness in_the tcne. of her
she knd ¢ new plan for engaging bis | volo that imads e Jove and fongieg
. owa r greater .
tle faint in the middle of the walt'z‘ ‘V‘VY:)uS arec n%t happy this evening.”
and to cling to him fox: SuPp?r(;d_“,he e h_er st.xddenly. after- they
rvwaisqth;rada&l;lf;, itSherS::x%p?)rtié hcer; E had been bsi;lt}ng Stll’?e by slxde fg;dsog}e
5 3 ; e azaleas .
from the room, and since the conser- | ::;:tiiee: ‘l‘r\lNhat is the smatter?”
vatory was exactly opposite and Sh:r She had been gazing before her
Eﬂad; alfxgn towards it, he again took | with ‘unseeing eyes, s;lowly movil:ig
SEILLaerE. : |the white feathered fan backwards
_rShehfelt b'edtter adt o§ce ;r;ttc}}‘]id‘:oo;:; |and forwards mechanically, and had
air, she said, an e ‘ : i
iced claret and fanned her and Siid all ; gg;gﬂge;o};?nfnbdmh:f hsl:r;c;urréc:usl}%:
in his power to revive her, believing, | turned quickly.

manlike, that she was reaily in pain. |
He also fetched her chaperon, an at-
tention Miss Lanwgorthy would
willingly have dispensed with, and
since that good lady fussed around |
her, declaring that the only thing to |
do was to go home at once, she was |
obliged to resign herself to her fate,
atraid to recover too rapidiy, and con-
soling herself with the thought that
she would not be missing any more
dances with Lord Lynmouth. Per.|
haps it was as well after all to leave |

the ball as an interesting invalid—
better than dancing to the end, as

|1 am enjoying myself! What an idea.

“Nothing is the matter. Of course

Why I have danced every dancz!”
“Does that make happiness?”’
“That is what one comes to a ball

for, naturaliy.”

“1 should say it depended upon
whom one danced with—it does with
me. I should like to waltz with you
the whole evening, for instance, but
I should think it a frightful fag if I
had to confine myself to—whom
shall I say?>—well, anybody else in
fact.”

“Do you like dancing with me?”
“I don't waltz

she might have done—and in ail prob | . acked listlessly.
ability it would lead to another call yery well, I am afraid—nothing li%s
of inquiry on his part. In Mrs Laing-Stoncr.”

any case he would help her to 1 |gye dancing with you!
.1}10 carriage—she limping graceful]y;yOll know that, Muriei?”
and leaning on his arm — and|" Tpere was a dangerous tenderness
she could murmur her thanks and|;, gis voic as he leaned nearer her.

Don’t

:pologies in his car and make herself| 5,4 in his handsome careworn eyes
more interesting in her dependence | p. o was an intensity never seen
and affliction than if she were enjoy- | there ekcept when they rested on her.
ing cor?lmonpl;ixlce. robust health) “Come,” he went on, as she did not
among the revellers. “ : : 4
All this came off exactly as she | 2MSVED 1 think 308 ow v W
wished. and he was putting her cloak | === - -
around her with every sign of tender | i ,
care when Lady Lynmouth passed 73 Weod’s i'mmm
through the hall. Again her eyes took ;r 5} The Great Emglish Remedp
in the situation, and again her heartl \\(;,)\' ‘f'ones and invigorates the .'bot

. : ! B rervous system, makes new Blood
swelled with anger. She would have) Bin old Veins. (‘ures Nervowe
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We Sell Parisian Sage, and we Know
the Guarantee is Genuine

PARISIAN SAGE, the quick-acting
hair restorer, is guaranteed—

To stop falling hair,

To cure dandruff,

;o curé {tching of the scalp,

o put life into faded hair,

To make harsh hair soft and luxuriant.

To make hair grow, or money back.

It is the most delightful hair dressing

made, and'is a_great favorite with ladies’

who desire beautiful and luxuriant hair."
Large bottle only 50 cents.

your heart of hearts, though you
won’t own it, and it’'s because I am
fond of you—fond as a friend of
course—that I know every line of
your face and understand its expres-
sion. What is it that is troubling you
and making you tinhappy? Tell me!’

“There is nothing to tell. I am
enjoying myself very much.”

“You might say that all day and all
night and I wouldn’t believe you.
Come, little one, what is it?”  Then
in a lower voice, “Is it a tan?”

“Harry!”—turning to him with eyes
of startled indignation. "“Of 'course
not!”

“Yes, it is, I'll be bound— some
brute of a fellow who makes love 10
you and then goes and breaks your
poor little heart by flirting with an-
other girl! Cur! If I knew who ke
was I'd duck him in the lake!

“You are quite wrong”—fluttering
her fan nervously.

worry about him,
dear, he went on, regard-
less of her protestations. “He isn't
worth it—we none of us are! He's a
selfish dog, like the rest of us, no
doubt, and is after your money into
the bargain, I'll wager!”

“No, he isn’t!” she exclaimed with
quick championship of her hero, fall
ing instantly into the trap as he had
inetended she should. “He’s the very
best man that ever lived—generous
and honorable and chivalrous and
kind!

He did not smile, as he might have
done; he never laughed at her ro-
mantic fancies and girlish dreams,
though he was apt to sneer at any-
thing approaching sentiment trom the
mouths of other people.

“Tell me who he is, and I'll try to
find out if he’s worthy of you.,” he
urged. “You can confide in Cousin
Harry, can’t you, for you've cone it
ever since I helped you make castles
in the sand and carried you home on
my back? Do you remember those old
days at Bognor?”

“I—don’t know,” she answered ab-
sently. She was looking away from
him, and had evidently not been lis-
tening to his last words. Lord Lyn-
mouth, with Violet on his arm, was
coming through the hall at that in-
stant. Her eyes were on them, and
as her companion watched her he saw

them dilate and her lips part with a|,

sudden liftle catch in her breath. The

feathers of her fan, too, shared her|

emotion and were fluttering in a
state of distressing agitation. Then
he knew what he had been trying to
find out..

He said nothing but waited till the
disturbing couple passed out of sight,
then he put his hand suddenly over
hers as it lay on the arm of tHe chair
and gave it a little squeeze.

“Poor -little girl!” he muttered,
“You mustn’t fret, Muriel; it will
all come right somehow—ior you.
Suppose we go back to the ball room
and have a spin? It’s better than be-
ing tragic, for tragedy won’t bring us
one whit nearer what we want.” He
rose and tucked her hand under his
arm, ;

‘I'hey entered the ballroom, and,
putting his arm around her waist,
they joined the throng that was whirl-
ing to the delightfully thrqbbmg
music of the last waltz. The air had
a 'sadness in it to which Vereker's
heart responded; he felt as if he were
dancing to his own death-knell and it
was a farewell to all tha¢ he loved
best. He clasped her hand a little
more closely, and for some time he
was silent ¥

“Remember,” he said presently,
“that whatever happens you have al-
ways one friend ready to do anything
for you, however great or however
smail it may be. I would go to the
other end of the earth for you—if it
were just to take a message from
you to that other fellow, lucky beg-
gar! Dont be afraid to ask me, It
would give me pleasure to serve you
—the only real good sort of pleasure
there is left in life.” !

“Thank you,” she said in a low
voice. Then, looking up at him. “You
speak as though you were unhappy.
1 thought you had a splendid sort of
life—such lots of €xcitement and gai-
etv and going about!”

“Oh, so I have—everything a man |/

~ap want! Don’t you worry about mz,
little girl!” he returned, meeting her
eyes with a reassuring smile.

But the smile changed into one that
was grim as she looked away again,
and the handsome worn face was in-
expressibly sad as they finished the
dance in silence.

(To be Continued)

Dr. W. H. Montague Ill.

Winnipeg, Sept. 8.—The Evening
Telegram says:’ “Dr. W. H. Monta-
oueé suffered an attack vesterday at his
Summer home in Kenora, and is con-
finad to his bed. He 'was boating with
a number of friends when he became
seriously ill.’ ;

Rats’ Store of Grain
Broke Down Ceiling
Three Hundred Bushels Were As-

sembled Between Floors.
Woodstock. Ont., Sept. b.-—Tileving

rats caused the collapse of five hun- |

dred square feet of ceiling in Mec-
Kenzie and Palmer livery stables here.
For eighteen years the rats have been
stealing oats from the bin on the sec-

A s o < 1
no per;mless coquettes reigning at | ’}cblla'y, Me".tnl and Prain. Worry, Des
Lynmouth, and if he married this gir} ‘ency, l.oss of ?4.7'(1'01. Palpitation 'a) m
3 t. Fnilinog Memoru Price £1 per box, sy
G will plewse, six will cure. Sold by sl
5 e 20 Tecgipt ot

he would have (o pay foir hLis_ i
caprice, for not one penny of hes 4 5 wa
money should either of them have. ’ i

ond floor of the building and storing
them between the second floor and
the ceiling below, More than tlive>
hundred bushels were accumulaied ba-

fore the ceiling gave way.

" PUSH BRANTFORD-MADE GOODS !

Show Preference and Talk faor Articles Made in Brantford
Factories by Branttord Workmen—Your Neighbors
and Fellow-Citizens—Who Are Helping to Build Up
Brantford. Keep Yourself Familiar With the Follow-

SMOKE
El Fair Clear Havana Cigars
: 10 to 25 cents :
Fair’'s Havana Bouquet Cigar
10 cents straight
Manufactured by

T. J. FAIR & CO., Limited'
BRANTFORD, ONT.

YOUR DEALER CAN SUPPLY
YOU WITH
Blue Lak rtlan ment
Gas and Gasoline Engines, Wind. |. ¢ Brand Po d Ce

mills, Tanks, Pumps, Water Boxes, 3 Manufactured by .
Concrete Mixers, Power Sprayers, etc. | Ontario Portland Cement Conpuny

We manufacture the most complete Limited
and up-to-date line in our business Head Office - Brantford

et Crown Bran_dm(_:_om Syrup
HIGH-CLASS PRINTING Bensons Prepared Corn

COURIER JOB DEPT./CANADA STARCH CO

-

The Wm Patersﬁ & Son Co.

HIGHEST GRADE BISCUITS
AND CANDY

Goold, Shapley & Muir Lo. Ltd.
BRANTFORD

BENAENNREEENEEAREEENSEEENNNEEENNA
“MADE IN KANDYLAND”
SOME OF WHAT WE SERVE FROM OUR

Ice Berg Fountain

ICE CREAM SODA, ALL FLAVORS
EGG PHOSPHATES, ALL FLAVORS
COCA COLA AND GRAPE ]JUICE
A partial list of our COMBINATION DISHES and

SUNDAES is as follows:
Kitchener’s Call
Heavenly Hash
Banana Split
Dick Smith
Jack Canuck
Isle of Pines
Allies’ Peacemaker
Pride ot Canada
Blood Orange Ice |

All Made From Our PURE JERSEY VELVET ICE CREAM

The Candy Man 50 Market Street
NNANEEENNNAAEAEE RSN AR AR SN

Tommy Atkins’ Smile....10c

Coney Island Dream

Chop Suey
| David Harum

Chocolate Soldier .10c
' Lovers’ Delight........ ..10c
| - Buster BEOWI. ... .osvsass
| Cleopatra AR B e 15¢c
Pineapple Ice
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A New Pres_erving Kettle

ALUMINUM

The Least Risk of Burning
The Greatest Satisfaction in Using .
Wealso carry a full line of White and Grey Enamelin
lipped kettles and deep straight cooking pots. :

Howie & Féély

Temple Building Next New Post Office

1

“MADE IN CANADA”

Ford Touring Car
Price $530
Ford Runabout
Price $480

Ford Town Car
Price $780

The above prices f. 0. b. Ford, Ont., effective Aug.
2, 1915. No speedometer included in this yeur's
equipment, otherwise cars fully equipped. Cars

on display and sale at " !

C. J. MIFCHELL, 55 Darling St.

Dealer for Brant Cotnty ~ A
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