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HERE is a nip in the air these mornings
that must be rather sharp to the man
who scrapes his chin when shaving

If he used’ a Gillette Safety Razor, he would

. positively enjoy shaving every morning, he would

ook his best at all times, and there would be
no cutting or cl’mﬁng of the skin!

Furthermore, in the time he'noi takes to get .
his old razor edge as near right as he ¢an, he could
finish shaving with the Gillette. /

Stropping and Honing would be a thing of
the past for him. That alone is worth $5,—the

Gillette

Safety Razor

Any dealer who is anxious to nuaply'
‘men’s- needs will gladly show you a
variety of Gillette sets. See him today,
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“Yes,” she rejoined. *“I must. T
am very sensible—you have paid me a
very great honor—all that you bhave
said about a difference between us,
loes not, would not, matter, even if it
existed. 1 am only the mistress of
Bramley for a time, for a very short
time longer. No, it is not that. But

“You do not care for me as I want
you to €0?” he said, his voice full of
anxious trouble. “I was not so bold, so
vain, as to dream that you would; but
I hoped that in time—"

She drew away from him and shook
her head.

“No, I could not,” she said, in a low
voice,

“Ig there no hope for me?” he said.
“ls there some one else””

The color threatened fo rise to Cly-
tic's face, but she kept it back. Sh
was sileat; but he had no suspicion.
Who could there be, he asked himself
auickly, unless there was some one to
whom she had given her heart before
she came to Bramley? But in that
caze he would have made his appear-
ance long before this.

“If there is no one else,’” he said.
“Ah! I have no rigpt to ask, 1 know;
but if theré is no one eclse, may I not
venture to hope?”

““No, no,” she said, quickly, and with
yok of distress. “I—I1 could never
rry you, Mr. Carton And please

accept my answer,” she went on, hur-
riedly, as he was about to speak. “It
is — final. It wouid be wrong not
to tell you so, because I know my own
mind: .I know that I could never—"

1lis face was scarcely paicer than us-

ua!, but his lips came together tight- |

1v in a straight line, and his eyelids
drooped to ccnceal the flash of resent-
ment in them,

i am—sorry,” he said, his 'voice
guivering. “It seunds a poor word to
deseribe my disappointment, my pain.
And yet I had scarcely darad to hope.
1 wender whether you will think what
I am going to say strange and uncon-

entional”” ’
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Clytie glanced at him, waitingly, and
shooy her head, and he went on slow-
ly, gravely:

“] see that I have no hope of win-
ning your love,” he said; “‘but there
still remains to me a boon only less
precious—your 'friendship. Under or-
dinary circumstances the rejected
suitor bids farewell to the woman to
whom he offered his hand. 1 am
going to /enture to ask you to break
this rule. 1am a lonely man, Clytie—
I beg your pardon! For the future it
must be Miss Bramley, even in my
thoughts—I have few friends, real
ones, and I should be more than grate-
ful to you if you would permit me to-
main your friend and would be grac-
ious enough to remain mine. It has
been very sweet to me to think that,
when 1 leave my sordi? toil at the
works, 1 can come sometimes to the
Hall, and enjoy the inestimable privi-
lege of your and=Miss Mollie's so-
ciety.” ‘

He paused a moment; then went on:

“I go to few, very few, other places,
and if T should be bereft of this privi-
lege, 1 shall deem it a very heavy loss.
Indeed, all the brightness of my life
will have gone out of it, and I shall
be thrown back upon myself as a pris-
oner is thrown back into the prison
from avhence he has been permitted a
few hours of escape into a brighter
world. Though 1 have lost all the hope
of anything nearer and dearer to you,
I beg you to let me remain your
friend. 1 will promise never to allude
by word or look to this subjeect. And
1 assure you that you may trust me.
Shall it be s0?”

Clytie was not the girl to resist such
an appeal; besides, sre was grateful
refusal so gently, so considerately.
She held out her hand to him, and ,in
a voice so lcw as his, said:

“Why, ves, why should we not be
friends?” You have paid me a very
great honor, a very great compliment.
and it would be foolish of us to re-
gurd each other, as if We were mu-
tually offended, as if we were enem-
jes. Yes, we will be friends, Mr. Car-
ton; and I hope you will come to the
Hall as often as you care to do eo,
and as if nothing had happened. In-
deed, I am not unselfish and -disin-
terested in asking you to do so, be-
cause you have been so kind as to
telp me so many times, and I know
that 1 shall need your help in the fu-
ture. :

“You sehall put it that way, if you
like,” he said, with a smile, “‘though
[ know that your goodness, your
sweetness of heart, prompt you to so
put it. And believe me that I am
grateful, and shall be still more grate-
ful for an opportunity of gerving you.
I will say good pight now and here.
I am scarcely equal to facing the oth-
ers. 1 shall remember my promise, and
will keep it. We are—just friends.
Good night!”

He bent over her hand; but wae too
wise to raise it to his lips or even to
press it; and when Clytie ntered
the drawing-room he had gon®.

Heaketh lay back in the corner of
ihe fly that took him back to Bram-
13y, his head drooped on his chest,

| bis arms folded, and with & scowl on

his dark face which w have amas-
people he ! just left, some
om were at “that moment Tey
marking with approval on his admir-
able manners and his conversational
ability, Nq, 1aa likes being rejected;
and Hesketh had more reasons
the usual one for disappointment and
chagrin. He knew that Clytie's deci-
slon was a final one, that she would
never consent to marry him, that it
wag not as her husband he could ever
hope to reign at Bramley Hall. To a
man of his nature it wae well-nigh
maddening t this girl, eo small a
pawn on board of life, should
stand between him and his desires.
And the woret of it was, that she
would thus stand to the bitter end;
for, though ehe sometimes looked frail
she was strong and healthy, and would
most certainly marry some other man.
He let himeelf into the gloomy
house, and paced up and dewn the
room with a kind of wolfish impati-
ence at the fate which seemed to mock
him and balk him at every tdrn. Ah,
well, there was nothing left for him
but to devote himself to business, to
develop the works and slowly ecrape

{ together a fortune which would en-

able him to enter public life and par-
tially eatisfy the ambitious spirit that
worked like yeast within him; but
etrive as he might, succeed as he in-
tended to succeed, he would never be
master of Bramley.

He was too restless to go to bed,
and he turned to the table and fell
to work on some papers which were
neatly piled there. It was routine
work, and he proceeded with it almost
mechanically; but presently he came
upon a half-sheet of paper upon which
wag scribbled eome figures and signe
used in chemistry. He regarded it ab-
sently for a moment or two, as if he
bad forgotten what it was; then he
remembered; it was the analysis he
had made of the contents of the vial
which had proved fatal to Martha
Brown. : 3

He took up the half-sheet of pape?
and, leaning back in his chiir, re-
garded it thoughtfully. Suddenly .he
put it down on the table and drew
back his chair, eyeing the paper with
a strange expression on his face, an
expression that was almost one of ter-
ror, of repulsion; and yet he contin-
ued to gaze at the scribbled figures
as if he got up and went to the fire
and warmed his hands, for a chill had
crept over him that caused him to
shudder. He resolutely” kept his back
to the tabl r a time, but presently
he glanced over his ghoulder, and af-
ter a while, he advanced slowly tothe
table and took up the paper again; it
shook in his hand. Though the rest
of him was as cold as ice, his head be-
gan to burn, his eyes grew dim, €o
that the figures and eigns danced in a
demoniac faskion.

He glanced furtively from eide to
side, as if there were other presences
in the room, as if he were listening
to some insidious voice whispering in
his ear; indeed, he actually waved
his shaking hand as if to wave the
yoice away, but it seemed to persist;
and, after a minute or two, he sank
into the chair, and, with the paper
crumpled in his hand. sat staring be-
fore him, his face white as death, his
dark eyes glowing with a terrible
expression in them. ;

And the voice still continued to
whisper and he to listen, now with
no impatience or resentment, but with
something near akin to acquiescence.

CHAPTER XX.

The following morning Stanton
almost burst into the breakfast-room
of the Hall where Clytie and Mollie
were still lingering over the meal.
They had been discussing the party at
the Towers at which Mollie, at any
rate, had enjoyed herself amazingly.
On their way home Clytie had asked
herself avhether she should tell Mollie
of Mr. Hesketh Carton’s proposal; but
had decided that. she wouid not do so.
A rejected proposal should remain a
secret between the two persons prin-
cipally concerned; besides, the fact
that Mr. Hesketh Carton had dared
—Clytie knew that that was how
Mollie would put it—to ask her to be
his wife, would only render. the al-
ready strained relations between Mollié
and Mr. Carton -still more strained,
and render the friendship between
him and the two girls almost impos-
sible.

So when Mollie had demanded to be
informed what Clytie and he were
talking about in the conservatory,
Clytie had managed to satisfy her
without disclosing the truth.

“Lord Stanton,” said Sholes; and
the boy bounced in with such an obvi-
ous air of excitement that Mollie
feigned a dramatic start, and .ex-
claimed: '

“Don’t tell me! I can guess! The
Towers is burnt down!”

“Eh? No, no!” he said, laughing,
but rather ruefully. ‘Nothing’s the
matter; that is—— Oh, I say, I beg
your pardon for rushing in like this,
but I was afraid you'd gone out. Some-
thing bas ‘happened, though. I have
just had the most extraordinary letter
from Jack Douglas.”

Clytie rose, on the pretence of seeing
that the kettle was boiling—the ser-
vants did not wait at breakfast—so
that neither of the others saw the
sudden flushing of her face.

“You've not had your breakfast,
Lord Stanton,” she said . “Sit down
and join us.”

“%h, yes,” said Mollie. “Sit down
—if you can. But don’t give him any-

COUGHS STOP,
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TRY IT AT MY RISK

New, marvellous way to treat Catarrh,
Coughs and Colds. Stops it ALMOST
INSTANTLY—banishes that filthy, ob-
noxious hawking, spitting, sneezing, foul
breath and its disgusting habits. You
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thing To eat or drink till he has told
us what is the matter. Once you' put
food before men they forget every-
thing else, as I know to my bitter cost.
Lord Chillingford went through hailf
his dinner last night before he conde-
scended to address & remark to me;
and I felt inclined to take his plate
from him. Now, what about Jack
Douglas—I beg his pardon, Mr. Doug-
lea?”

“Why, he's gone!”
lad, .

Mollie glanced quickly at Clytis;
but Clytie was on her guard mow, and
looked quite calm and serene; for, of
course, she was not even surprised.

“Oh, gone on a holiday?” sald Mol-
lie. “Well, I suppose he wanted it;
I ought to say deserved it.”

“But he's gone for good!” almost
shouted Stanton.

“Gone for bad, you mean,” corrected
Mollie, sauvely.

“I can’'t make it out. It almost
looks as if he were offended about
something; but I can't guess what it
fs. I saw him yesterday and—gave
him a cheque. We had a few words
about it; I—I mean, he thought it was
too much. Of course it wasn't; I'm
not so unbusinesslike.” Mollie laugh-
ed derisively. “Anyhow, it wasn’t too
much; and he took it at last, and pro-
mised to come up to the Towers last
night to go over the specifications. He
didn't come—first time Douglas has
broken an 4ppointmént—and this
morning Mrs. Westaway brings me
this letter. She was awfully cut up,
half in tears and half-nasty with me—
as if I were to blame!—says Douglas
Jeft the cottoage last night, of, rather,
early this morning; that he kissed
Polly good-bye and told her he was
going, but that he was coming back;
but the letter says—"

“Ig the letter confidential, or may
one, or, raier, two, be pérmitted to
hear it,” said Mollie, smoothly.

“Of course!” he responded.
why I brought it round!”

He took out the letter, which poor
Jack had written in his misery, and
read it. Mollie drummed on the table
with an air of impatience and some-
thing like vexation; but Clytie sat
.perfectly still, her chin in her hands,
her eyes fixed on the cloth. ™ °

“You see, he gives no reason,” said
Stanton, aggrievedly. *I recommend-
ed him to take a holiday, because he
was. off color, and he had been work-
ing jolly hard and wanted a change. 1
had not the least idea that he’d got
the hump of the whole thing, as he
evidently has, and was going to leave
the place for good. 1 don’'t know
what I shall do without him. Feel as
it I couldn’t carry omswithout Doug-
las,” he continued. ‘‘And I hate the
thougg.m(:t his going like this, as if—.
as if ething were the matter and
he’'d been badly treated. What do
you think in the matter?” he asked,
looking from one to the other, anx-
iously.

Clytie made no reply, but Mollie
shrugged her shoulders and said:

“I,don't know. I suppose it would
be wicked and unladylike—which is
worse than .wicked—to suggest that
the admirable Mr. Douglas had gone
on the spree.”

“Mollie?” murmured Clytie, reprovl
ingly.

/*Well, you suggest something,” re-
torted Mollie, defiantly. *‘But—but
what does it matter? I mean, that
the world will not come to an end be=
cause Mr. Jack Douglas has suddenly
left Withycombe without rhyme or
reason.”

“That's all very well,” remonstrated
Stnaton; “but what am I to do without
bim?” He looked from one to ‘the
other ruefully. “I feel like—like a
man without—without—"

“Without his rse,” put in Mollie,
in an undertone, fortunately too low
for Clytie, to hear. “You will have to
do without him. Engage another
man to take his place.”

Stanton shook his head.
like doing that,” he said, wistfully.
“Seems—seems sort of disloyal you
know. Besides, I got fond of the beg-
gar. He was such a decent chap. Al-
most like one of ourselves. You could
talk to Jack Douglas as if—as if he
were your brother, don’t you know.”

Mollie . shrugged her shoulders.
“Well, I'm afraid I can’t help you; un-
less you take us on in his place, and
talk to use like—liké sisters.”

«1 shouldn’t like you for—a sister,
Miss Mollie,” said the lad, with a
sudden blush.

“And I'm not at all convinced that
I should like you for a brother,” re-
torted Mollie calmly. “You would be
too much of a responsibility. Did you
ride over, or did you run all the way?
If the former was the mode of your
progression, and you promise to be
good and not bore us about Jack
Douglas, Clytie and I will ride over
after lunch, in your charming society,
and pay our duty call to Lady Mervyn.
I do not know whether it is of very
great importance to you or the world
at large, but I like Lady Mervyn; an®

exclaimed the

“That’s

“Don’t

evil fate of being the aunt of-—a- cer-
faln gentleman I know.” .

The' lad grinned. “You always
make me laugh, Miss Mollfe,” he saill.
“But, all the same, I am awfully sick
about Jack Douglas.” N |

“And I'm sick of him, for the pre-
sent,” retorted Mollie; “so let’s drop
the subject. Have you finished?  If
so, come and help me feed the dogs.
Clytie, I'll ,order the horses for three
o'clock.”

Clytie drew a long breath of relief
when they had left her alone.” He had
gone for good; what did it mean? Had
anything happened since she saw him,
since she had promised to wait for that
story of his? She rose, with a little
gesture of helplessness, and went
about her routine work. There were
letters to read and write, accounts to
be gone into and checked; and she
strove to go through her daily tasks
and thrusi Jack Douglas from her
mind; but every now and then she
found herself gazing at the paper and
wondering what his letter could mean.
Why had he sald that he should not
come back; where had he gone? She
'was inclined to make herself unhappy
over these and similar questions; but
‘she was determined that she would
not do so. Indeed, the spring of hope
that'had started in her basom was still
flowing freely, and her newly born in-
terest in the estate and the people
buoyed up; and she went about with a
cheerfulness and the high spirits which
of late had displayed themselves in
her voice and movements.

(To Be Continued).

& rather stiff dough. (Cover and set
to rise, and when light mold into
small biscuit, place closely together
in a buttered biscuit pan, cover and
eet to rise again, and when light
brush the top lightly with a little
white of egg, eift sugar and a little
cinnamon or chopped almonds over
them and bake in a bread oven for
from 30 to 45 minutes. :
BUTTER SCOTCH

Put one cup of sugar, one-quarter
cup of molasees, one and one-quarter
tablespoonfule of vinegar, three

CureThat Cough Today
--Without Medicine
Easily Done 'By Breathing In

the Healing Fumes of
Catarrhozone

No medicine brings such prompt re-
lief, exerts such an invigorating in-
fluence, or so thoroughly and speed-
ily cures throat troubles as “Catarrh-
ozone.” Doctors, hospitals, sani-
tariums—al] say that for those who
suffer from changeable weather, for
those who are predisposed to catarrh,
lung trouble, deafness, or bronchitis,
no treatnfent is so indispensable as
“Catarrhozone.”

For certain cure, for relief in an
\hour, use Catarrhozone, the only di-
rect, breathable medicine. Two
months’ treatment guaranteed, price
$1; smaller size 50c, sample size 25¢,
at all dealers everywhere.
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TIMELY RECIPES,

CHERRY SALAD

Lettuce, cherrjes, mayonnaise drese-
ing, cherry juice and »neanuts. Ar-
range crisp lettuce leaves on a flat
salad _dish. Scatter the cherries
through the leaves. Pour over a
mayonnaise dressing, first addingone
tablespoonful \of cherry juice instead
of vinegar. Then arrange a few
cherries over the top. The cherries
ehould be stoned and a peanut placed
inside to keep the shape.

CHERRY PUDDING

Mix a cupful of setale cake crumbs,
a well-beaten egg, three tablespoon=
fule of sugar, one tablespoonful of
melted butter, half a cupful of milk
and enough flour to make a stiff
batter, adding a teaspoonful of baking
powder with the Tlour. Put a thick
layer of eeeded cherries in the bot-
tom of an earthenware baking dieh,
sprinkle generously Wwith brown
sugar and pour over for half an hour,
serve with a hard sauce flavored with
almond extract.

POTATO RUSK

Take ‘one pint of milk, three eggs,
a cup of butter, a cup of potato yeast
and enough flour to thicken. Make
a eponge, and when light stir down
and Jet.rise again, then stir down once
more and when again light knead
into dough. QCover and let double its
original bulk, then make into light
biscuit and fill the pans. Cover and
let rise again znd bake for half an

hour.
GOOD RUSK
To two cups of raised dough add a
cup of eugar, two ounces of butter,
two well-beaten eggs and knead into

"} one-!

ubleapo?nmle of boiling water and

half/ cup of butter into a sauce-

pan and boil until, when tried in cold

water, the syrup will become a brittle

candy. ‘Turn into a buttered pan and

when nearly cool mark into squares.
prdl b Moo iy

IF WORLD SPUN FASTER.
Conjunction has often been made

~ | as to what would happen f the earth

were to rotate faster upon its exie
than it does. Of course, if it went
18 times as fast as it does now, bod-
fjes at the equator would weigh noth-
ing—a person would jump up into tho
air and fail to come down again
*A man might weigh 200 at the poles
‘and nothing at the equator,  while his
weight would vary for intermediate
points. If he approached the equator
he would get lignter and if he re-
ceded from' it he would get heavier.
A man could carry a house on his
shoulders very near the equator, while
near either pole he could only carry
what one can now. On tliis account
labor would be very dear near the
poles and very cheap near ‘the equa-
tor. It would certainly be interest-
ing to know which section of the
earth would be more populous—
whether everyone would go north for
good wages or go south for cheap
workmen. The railroad problem
would be momentous unless the rail-
Toads all ran east and west, when &
uniform rate would obtain on any par-
ticular east-and-west line.

\Journégss to the south would be
even moge popuiar than they are now,
for they would make everyone feel
better and in buoyant spirits; more
springy, too, so that people could
walk farther without getting tired,
and could jump over any obstacle that
presented itself without coming down
with too hard a thump.

There is no planet now known that
has suchs a rapid rotation as is pic-
tured hefe, but there are geveral
where man would weigh a great deal
less than on earth. Off the moon a
man would weigh only fifty or sixty
pounds and could jump as many feet
without suffering serious discomfort.
But this state of affairs obtains over
the whole planet, because it is due
to absence of gravitative force and
not to centrifugal, as would be the
case on the rapidly rotating earth.
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Extracting Salt From Ocean.

Experiments in Norway with a view
to extracting salt from ocean water by
means of electricity have been success.
ful, and two salt factories will be
started for this pyrpose in’the neas
future. - In recent years it has bee;
difficuit to get salt from abroad
gometimes it has been impossible te
salt down the fish. The new sall
works should greatly improve the sit.
uation.

79 NIAGARA

Men,

As to your
ment? |s

medicine.
ARE YOU
and debilit
—lifeless;

citahle and
dence? Is
system? C

Weak and relaxed state of the bo
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tinuous practice in the treatment of
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need expert attention.
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it is always a cause for surprise with
me how she could have deserved the
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does not improve in spite of rest,

The above symptoms, agld many others
plainly that something is wrong with your physical condition and thut you

Men, why suffer longer. Let me make you a vigorous man.

Neglect of one’s health has put many a man in his

Specialist in the treatment of nervous conditions,
backache, lumbago, rheumatism stomach and liver troubles,
diseases, catarrh, asthma, rectal troubles, piles, fistula and blood condi-
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BUFFALO, NEW YORK

are You in Doubt

trouble? Have you some skin

eruption that is stubborn, has resisted treat-

condition which
diet and
Are you going down hill steadily?
NERVOUS and despondent, weak
ated; tired mornings; no ambition
memory gone; easily fatigued; exs
irritable; lack of energy and confi-
there failing power, a drain on th2
onsult the old reliable specialist.

there a nervous

Symptoms of Various Ailmenis

dy, mnervousness, despondency. poor HS

memory, lack of will power, timid, irritable disposition, diminished powe. of
application, energy and conceatration, fear of impending danger or misfor- §k
tune, drowsiness and ten@tency to sleep, unrestful sleep, dark rings undie
eyes, weakness or pain in back. lumbago, dyspepsia, constipation, I Do ¢

gives you the benefit of 29 ye
all chronie, nervous, blood

not mentioned:

L.et me
manhood. Don’'t be a wenkiin

Make up your mind to come to me and I will give the hest 1re:
ment known to science—the one successful treatment based on the cxperi-

their ailments.

Dr. Ward’s Metheds Unrivalied, Thorough and Peraiancnt

Do you realize that you have only one life to live—do vou realize that

il health? A life worth living is &

rave

I have been telling men these things for many years but still there are
thousands of victims who, for various reasons, have not had the good sense

nervous exhaustion,
acne, =kin

p.m. Sundays—10 a.m. to 1 p.m.

FREE CONSULTATION EXAMINATION.
Before beginning treatment you must make one visit to my office for a
Railroad fare will be considered as part
Canadian money accepted at full value.
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