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THE BELLE
OF

RUBYWOOD.
t r . —— . fc Li>

CHAPTER IV.
Farmer Holt rose and put down his 

pipe, ready. to act on the moment, 
prompt as usual, then suddenly sat 
dcwp again, reminded of hospitality 
and asked Mr. Leigh if he had taken 
tea. • £,* Y rggÿj

"Yes,” said Mr. Leigh. “I thank 
you.” '

“Let me give you a cup,” said Mur
iel. <

“Thank you,” he said, and it was 
-evident that he accepted for fear of 
seeming cold or churlish.

Muriel handed him his tea, and the 
three farmers got into conversation— 
of course on farming. The fact was 
Farmer Holt was anxious to ascertain 
if Mr. I^igh was orthodox— as he 
called it—and not a “new-notioned” 
man, so he put this question during 
a lull in the conversation:

“Now, Mr. Leigh, how do you take 
your courses up North way?”

Mr. Leight answered straightfor
wardly:

“First year we lie fallow and sow 
roots, such as mongold wurzel, or tur
nips; next year we sow barley or 
spring corn ; next year we take clover; 
next year, wheat ; next year, oats, 
then again turnips and feed sheep.”

Farmer Holt gave a sigh of relief.
Muriel, hearing and understanding 

that sigh, felt glad, though she 
scarcely knew why.

Mr. Leigh rose.
“I hear, said the farmer, “that you 

have been sniffing round these new
fangled machines at Hopwood. What 
do you think of them?”

“I haven't bought or hired any,” he 
said, holding out his hand.

Farmer Holt rose, put down his 
pipe.

“Good night, Miss Holt,” said Mr. 
Leigh.

“Good night." said Muriel, giving 
him her hand.

And so ended Mr. Leigh's first visit 
to Rubywood.

--------- o---------
CHAPTER V.

The three gentlemen having depart
ed Muriel took up her needlework and 
waited for her father's return.

He returned alone—Mr. Heather- 
bridge having taken the near cut to 
the Howe—and not in the best of hum
ors.

“Cattle a-got all over the place,” he 
growled. “This Mister Leigh came 
upon us so suddenly that I never 
thought of the-old fences. Wish I’d 
bought the home as I thought of do
ing; I don't take to new neighbors!"

Muriel said nothing; the farmer’s 
little burst of irritation always dis
persed the quicker if left alone, and. 
grumbling at intervals, he finished his 
pipe, drank his regulation nightcap 
of Scotch whiskey, and retreated to 
bed.

A week passed and Muriel tried to 
persuade herself that she had forgot
ten the new tenant, or, at least, had 
lost all interest in him.

No recluse could have kept clos-'r 
to his prescribed hermitage than di 1 
Mr. Wynter Leigh to his farm. If Mur
iel caught a glimpse of him at all it 
was at a distance, when he would be 
tramping over a meadow, riding 
across a field, or bending over some 
young lambs.

DRY SAC35Keny]
The choicest product 

of the famous Sherry 
district—Spain.

Welcome your 
guest with a bis
cuit aud a glass of 
Dry Sack Sherry- 
it’s a graceful, old- 
time custom non 
coming into favour 
again.

In bottles only —

D. 0. BOBLnr. 
Canadian Agent,

loronto
I JOHN J ACKSON.

Resident A sent.

Cured of Piles 
After 20 Years

Many people have got the impres
sion that piles can only be cured by 
a surgical operation, with all the at
tendant suffering, risk and expense. 
There is an easier way; by using Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment.

Mr. John M. Bates, gardener. Si. 
Laurent, Que., writes:—“I had piles 
for twenty years, and tried all kinds 
of ointments and medicines, but they 
did me no good. It was getting worse 
and suffering more from the dreadful 
itching all the time. I used three 
boxes of Dr. Chase's Ointment, and 
to-day I am perfectly cured. There 
has not been a sign of the old trouble 
for six months, and it leaves me in 
perfect health to-day, whereas I was 
in agony for about twenty years. I 
can highly recommend Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment as a positive cure for piles.”

Wherever there is itching skin or 
a sore that refuses to heal you can 
apply Dr. Chase’s Ointment with 
positive assurance that the results 
will be entirely satisfactory. 60c a 
box. at all dealers or Edmanson 
Bates * Co.. Limited. Toronto.

Mr. Vandike, who declared that he 
meant to paint a picture of the farm
house. with the new tenant in the fore
ground, gave vent to his disappoint
ment at not being able to catch his 
model stationary.

”1 never saw such a creature; looks 
rs if he had all the world on his back: 
scarcely time to give me a civil an
swer. Miss Holt. Would you believe 
it? I asked him to give me leave to 
taint the left wing—the ruined one. 
,-ou know—and what do you think he 
replied? Paint it off the face of the 
tarth. sir. if you like,’ said he. ’for it’s 
sadly in the way of my barn.’ He 
xngws nothing of art.”

“Quite enough if he knows farming,” 
rrowled the farmer, who came up in 
ime to hear the lamentation.

"And if he doesn't. 1 should think 
îe is going the way to learn it,” said 
"oung Vandike. "He is up with the 
ark—there is one bird under my win- 
low that takes its time from him— 
md the last toi go to bed. And qs for 
ramping about down hill and up dale 

.'11 back him to walk Jemmy Hern- 
haw off his legs in a couple of days.”
“And who's Jemmy Hernsbaw?” 

tsked Miss Muriel.
"Jemmy Hernshaw is the champion 

ledcstrian, Miss Holt,” said Mr. Van
like politely, but pityingly. “You 
lever heard of him?"

“No,” said Muriel; and as she ran 
ndoors, “don't wish to hear."

Having received what he called his 
rsual grace, Mr. Vandike walked off 
lighing.

“There's truth, in what that barum- 
icarum chap says ; young Leigh is 
,tic,king like wax, lass. He works 
larder than any man at the farm, and 
îe's hardly time for a word, so much 
s good morn in’. What’s more, he's 
rot the fence up, himself, and that's 
mcommon polite.”

The farmer made the admission, but 
t was a reluctant one, for- on some 
.inaccountable ground he had taken 
i dislike to his near neighbor; prob- 
tbly because he was his near neighbor 
and part proprietor of his precious 
avenue.

A fortnight passed. The ewes were 
lambing, and the shepherds were 
busy.

Mr. Leigh, being poor, possessed on
ly one shepherd and a lad, as auxiliary 
and consequently was- compelled to 
bear a hand, which he did. adding the 
work to his already long list of labors 
stoically and cheerfully.

Thus Muriel, from her window, 
which overlooked the Holme pastin' 
age, could see his stalwart figure pass
ing among the ewes, and reprehensi- 
bly fell into the habit of leaning 
against the sill and contemplating it.

“He works from morning till night, 
and often from night to morning 
again, and takes no pleasure. Indeed, 
where is he to get it, without a soul to 
speak to in that old house, and not a 
voice to cheer him? Poor Mr. Leigh!”

Meanwhile, poor Mr. Leigh, quite 
unconscious of the pity his industry 
had awakened in the tender bosom of 
his neighbor’s daughter, toiled on, and 
very likely would have forgotten her 
existence had not an incident occurred 
which brought about a meeting.

Muriel was queen of her own dairy, 
and made the best butter in the coun
ty—so said the farmer, and, though 
a too partial judge, he was a duly 
qualified one.

Women, even in matters of strict 
business, must have their little favor
itism, and, of course. Miss Holt had a 
favorite cow.

Daisy Spot, so-called, it is presumed, 
from a white star upon the patient 
creature's bony forehead, was milked 
by her mistress’s own hands—an hon
or which Daisy so little appreciated

that she never lost an opportunity of 
overturning the pail.

One afternoon, in the second week 
of Mr. Leigh’s arrival, Muriel had car
ried her pail down to the paddock, 
milked Daisy, and stood with one 
hare, shapely arm resting on its broad\ 
back, and the other strained at the 
full pail, ready for the start home.

In this attitude Mr. Leigh came up
on her. However curt he might be in 
his intercourse with men, there was 
no remission in his politeness to the 
gentler sex. His head was bared in an 
instant, and he turned from the path, 
down which he was speeding, hat in 
hand.

Muriel extended her hand across the 
cow—Daisy refused to move — and, 
with a smile, he took it.

"Good evening, Miss Holt. A full 
pail?”

“Very,” said Muriel; “see.”
He nodded.
“A good cow,” he said, scanning 

Daisy's points with his calm, gray 
•yes. “And your favorite, doubtless. 
Are you going to the farm?”

“Yes," said Muriel, lifting the pail. 
"Let me carry it for you,” he said. 
“No, thank you,” said Muriel, “I am

tsed to it; it is no great weight------ ’
But very gently, but also very firm- 

y, he took the pail from her and 
valked along as if he were carrying 
i paper balloon.

“You are very busy now,” said 
iluriel, walking at his side and won- 
lering why men should be so much 
tl onger than women.

“Yes,” he said. “I am short-handed, 
nd the lambs are troublesome.”
“Are they all doing well?” asked 

;he.
“Yes, very,” he said. “No fault to 

ind with the cattle,” he added grave- 
y.

She noticed the emphasis and the 
listinction.

"Is the land not satisfactory?” she 
said.

He laughed a short, curt laugh.
“No; far from it,” he repled. “It has 

een starved. I can scarcely believe, 
ooking at that field,” nodding at some 
tubywood wheat, “and that,” waving 
is hand to a piece of the Holme land 
that they lie so close together.”
Muriel sighed softly.
“It will be hard wor.k for you,” she 

aid.
“Yes, that is a comfort,” he replied 
She looked up, surprised.
“A comfort?” she repeated. “One 

enerally counts that a trouble.”
“No," he said, “not to me. Work is 

ly only pleasure, and the harder the 
etter. An idle man is an unhappy 
ne------”
“And one too hard worked is a 

veary one,” interrupted Muriel gent

ly.
“All work and no play makes Jack 
dull boy,” he repeated, smiling. 

That proberb's not unqualified truth, 
liss Holt; there are a few things you 
an take to excess that will do you 
ess harm than hard work.”

“I can't argue,” said Muriel, “but 
do not confess myself convinced.’ 
“No,” he said, "that is the van- 

inished's privilege. But how is it 
hat you, who are an advocate for 
ess werk fail to carry out your doc- 
rine in practice? This pail is too 
,cavy for your hands," and he glanc- 
;d gravely at .the small fists grasping 
he milking stool.

She shook her head. ,
“You underestimate my strength,' 

she said. “I can carry that pail eas- 
ly. I wish you would let me now. 

I am taking you from the Holme.” 
“No," he said. “I can cut across by

Lost Control 
of His Temper
Once there was a man whose liver 

was not working right. When dress
ing in the morning he had trouble 
with his collar. Then he lost the 
collar button. Then he said some
thing.

By the >ime he got to breakfast 
he was so irritated that he had no 
appetite and quarrelled with his wife. 
He went to the office with p headache 
and when he had some important 
business to transact he bungled it.

When you find yourself easily ir
ritated and lose control of yourself 
and your temper, look to the condi
tion of the liver, and take one of Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills at bed
time. , t

The dark-brown* taste will not 
bother you in the mornings, the 
tongue will clear up. digestion will 
improve and you will not have the 
tired, worn-out feelings which accom
pany a sluggish condition of the 

, liver. Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills,
I 26c a box, at all dealers, or Edmanson,
I Bate» à Co., Limited, Toronto.

the footpath; and I would rather 
carry it, please. A magnificent sun
set. The marquis's trees over yonde:- 
are turned to gold, if he but knew it.”

"You are an admirer of nature?” 
said Muriel .

“Yes,” said Mr. Leigh. “An humble 
one. Who is not?"

"Farmers, very often.” replied Mur
iel. “They grow accustomed to all 
the varyng changes, and view them 
from a money-making light. The 
elouds mean nothing to them but 
showers for the young wheat, the 
noonday sun but the ripening power 
or the full ear. the thunder storm 
:ounts as nothing more than a de- 
treyer of blight, and a sunset—well, 

[ suppose that, being of little palp
able use in agriculture, passes unre
garded.”

Mr. Leight was guilty of a prolong
ed, genuine stare. Was this the 
daughter of a country farmer?

"There are farmers and farmers.” 
he replied, after a pause, during 
which lie allotted his astonishment to 
politely evaporate. “I am not an en
thusiast—one in a neighborhood is 
sufficient; and you have Mr. Vandike 
—but I love nature; indeed. I have 
nothing else to love.”

A strange speech, savoring of 
effeminacy from a strong, healthy 
nan's lips, but it had nothing ridicul
es about it. coming from him; for 
t was simple, solemn truih, and was 
.pokcu as truth should be—gravely 
ind without strain for effect.

Muriel,, looked straight before her, 
and then up at a starling.

(To he continued.)

Helps.
Are You Satisfied

WITH VOI R

FOUNTAIN PEN ?
If Not, Call and Inspect our 

Display.
We carry every well known reliable 

Fountain Pen, in all styles and points 
—fine, medium, coarse, stub and spe
cial.
Manifolding Pens, 

Book-keeper’s Pen, 
Business and

Stenographer’s Pen.
#1.00, $1.50, $1.75. $2.00. $2.50, $3.00 

to $6.00 each.
VUTOMATIC SAFETY SELF-FILL' 

IXG PENS,
$2.00, $2.50, $3-00. $3 50, $4.00 and 

$5.50 each.
Gold Mounted and Plain. 

STENOGRAPHIC PENS 
n three sizes and colours, at 55c., 75c., 

65c., $1.30, $1.75 and $2.15 each 
FOUNTAIN PEN CAPS, 
FOUNTAIN PEN CLIPS, 
FOUNTAIN PEN INK,

in different sizes.

GARRETT BYRNE
Bookseller & Stationer.

Some
People

Drift into a Serious Illness. 
They are out of sorts for weeks 
on end. Then, sooner or later, 
the weakened system suc
cumbs to some disease that is 
waiting its chance.

To Stop this 
Drifting

BOVRIL
Per S.S. Stephano

Pears, Plums, Bananas, 
Grapes, Apples, / 

Celery, Cauliflower,
New York Corned Beef. 

New York Turkeys.
New York Chicken.

JAMES STOTT.

Ladies' Coats, 
Misses’ Coats,

s Coats!
Winter Fashions in Ladies’ Coats, 

at HENRY BLAIR’S.

This seasons show of Ladies’ Coats 

eclipses all others, public opinion 

says cut perfect, style correct, prices 

right, come and see them

HENRY BLAIR

Fashion Plates.
The Horn» Dressmaker should kee, 

a Catalogue Scrap Book of onr Pat. 
tern Cuts. These will lie found ter, 
useful to refer to from time to time.

9378.—A PRETTY SUMMER FROCK,

■lx

ÎJ78

GREAT ANNUAL

PIANO and ORGAN
Reduction Sale.

Business Alterations being effected, we have commenced our 
Great Sale from September to end of year.

Tidies’ Dress with Chemisette ilu 
Raised or Normal Waistlinei.

Blue linen, with all over embroidery 
for chemisette and sleevês is here 
shown. The model is cut on simple 
lines an dr is easy to develop. It it 
suitable for any of this season s dress 
materials. The Pattern is cut in j 
sizes; 34. 36. 38. 40 and 42 inches bust 
measure. It requires 5 yards of 41 
inch material for a 38 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

Suitable materials for any ef then 
patterns can be procured from AYRi 
ft SONS, Ltd. Samples on request 
Mention pattern number. Mall orderi 
promptly attended to.

9381.—A MOST DESIRABLE, COM
FORTABLE MODEL.

105 ORGANS 
31 PIANOS

to be £ol<\ Great Cash Reductions. Nothing like this before effortd to 
the public. Save from

IS to 40 dollcLi'ss
I y buying from the oldest established Piano and Organ House in New

foundland. Every Instrument guaranteed.

CHESLEY WOODS <81 Comp’y

OUR TWO FACTORIES
are working overtime supplying the demand for 

our popular branded Suits and Overcoats.

FITREFORM.
AMERICUS.
TRUEFIT.
THE MODE.
STILENFIT.
PROGRESS.

These brands represent our high-class make and 
style only. We make a large assortment of 
prices in each.

Wholesale only.
Ask your dealer for these brands and get the 

best.

9381

Newfoundland Clothing Co.’y, Ltd,
ES

Our Watch 
Repairing is 

Second to None.
Leave j-our Watch with us 

and we will give it a good 
overhauling, D. A. McRAE.

Child's Drawers.
In spite of the many bargains in un

derwear, practical mothers and heme 
dress makers often prefer to make 
these garments for their little ones, 
thus insurng more comfort, durability, 
and choice of material and finish yie 
Pattern here shown is suitable .or 
cambric, canton flannel, domet. mus
lin or nainsook. It is cut in 9 sizes. 
1 2. 3, 4. 5. 6. 7, S and 9 years. It re
quires 1 yard of 36 inch material for a 
4 year size. . ,

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. m 
silver or stamps.

PATTERN COUPON.
Please send the above-mentioned 

pattern as per directions given below.

No.

D. A. McRAE, 

Watchmaker 

and

Jeweler,
295 Water St.

ôôôôô<

Size............................

Name.......................

Address In full:—

N.B.—Be sure to cut out tke Illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out The pattern can
not reach you In less than 16 days 
Price 10c. each, In cash, postal note, 
or stamps. Address: Telegram Fs6 
tern Dessrtsist

A man travelling in Maine met a 
middle-aged farmer, who told him his 
father, aged ninety, was still on the 
farm where he was born. 'Ninety 
years old. eh?’ 'Yep; pop's close to 
ninety." ‘Is his health good?” "Taint t 
much now. He’s been complainin' for 
a few months back.’ 'What's the mat
ter with him?’ ‘I dunno; sometimes 1 ■ 
think farmin’ don’t agree with him'’ 
—Selected.

W.V. 
PIAN 
ORGi

bfi

NEW SCAT 
RICCAj 

BEK

POSITIVE
WE

Terms to suit

| W. V.|
I 256 Wi
$

’

To bring out y| 
is always our aim. 
in giving you warn 
ship. Made at “M:| 
made clothes. A k 
and Overcoatings 
Cards on applicatio|

JOHN
Tailor and Ck

UNL

MINARD’S LINIMENT RELIEVES 
NEURALGIA.
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