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month, in the Mm
Hall, Rifth St., at 7.30
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ALEX. GREGORY, Seo'y.
WHBORGE MASSEY, W. M.

: DENTAL.

#. ‘A, HICES, D. . 8.—Honor gradu-
. “ate  of Philadelphia Dental College

#nd Hospital ' of Qral Su Iy,
' BPhifadelphia, Pa., also honor gr&du-x
. ®te of Royal Cdllege of Dental Sur«
( ‘geons, Toronto. Office, over Turn-
or's drug store, 26 Rutherford
Block. ]

AMITH, HERBERT D, — County
drown Attorney, Barrister, Solici-
“for, eto. Harrison Hall, Chathamy

FHOMAS SCULLARD--Barrister and
»Soljvitor, Vietoria Block, Chatham,
“Ont: *Thomas'/Seutlard,

-\B. O'PLYNN—Barrister, Solicitor,
;8te., Conveyanser, Notary Publio.
Office, King Street, opposite Mer-
whants’ Bank, Ohatham, Ont.

ALEER & REEVE — Barristers,
“8olicitors, etc,, Chatham, Ont.
«fices over Chatham Loan & Say-
- ings Co. Money to lend on mort-
“gages, Johm A.‘Walker, K. C., Jno.
: Reeve,

o ON; STONE & SCANE—Barris-
-Gexs, Bolicitors, Conveyancers, No-
ipﬁq’ﬁb{ic. eto, Private f=nds to
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N common with many of his fellow
islanders, Thomas Gilbert found
himself before he was fifty years
 old stiffening with rheumatism.
‘He had been brought up to gardening
and still assisted in the care of the ree-
tor's simple grounds, but most of the
‘time he fished. Among the boats which:
drew up at the Hamilton wharf each
night filled with rockfish, red and gray

| snappers, mullet, bream, sennet. hai-

det, hogfish, chub, amber fish or divine |
!y colored angelfish noneé had uscd fo
be finer than Thomas Gilbert's.” Now
Bis boat was not so wéll filled, and the
| long safl back to his home In Souierset
tired Lim. His son Digby, a lud of
gixteen, had preferred a place in a
store to fishing with his father, though
the store was as yet far less profitable
to him. The. finatices of the Giibert
family felt the old man's disabiliiies,
but Brenda looked upon Martin Moears
with no more favor on this account.
Mrs, Gilbert bhad beén .taken from
‘some charitable institution in Loudon
and brought to Bermuda in her child-
hood by the rector's wife. At that
time Thomas Gilbert took care of the
réctor's horse and his gardens. Th

| ¥oung. people fell in love early, bu

they had been so happy in the rectory
service that they had not married un-
til they were past thirty. !

There was an alr of gentility about
the small cottage of the Gilberts, It
savored of the fineness of the rectory.
Brenda“Gllbert felt it. She had been
named by the reétor's ‘wife and edu-
cated largely with her children. She
was therefore better bred than most of
those with. whom she associated. Mbre
than that, there was not 80 beantiful a
girl in all Bermuda as she. Brenda
was a blond. That means as much in
PBermuda as’ in Africa. Among the
monotonously dark eyes and olive skins
and jet black locks of her mates her
flaxen tresses and brilllant blue eyes
and - dazzllog’ complexion made her
seem like a veritable seraph.

Martin Mears ‘was a pilot, a good
enough fellow, and, for a yonng Ber-
mudian, he was rich. Brenda knew
that he was perishing for love of her
and was ready to marry her tomorrow,
bat he lacked the refinement to which
she was accustomed: Then he was
short and thickset and red faced, and,
in her soul, in spite of the many consid-
erations which her father and mother
urged upon her 'in his favor, Brenda
batéd him,

It is computed that there are only
about twenty square miles of territory
in all Bermuda. It is not strange,
therefore, that there are some men who
know the faces of all the tvhite inhab-
itants. The others, though nearly twice -
as many, count little to a Bermudian,
Thomas Gilbert’s beautiful daughter
was naturally somewhat famous
throughout the fslands. Her mother
would notiallow her to go with the sol-
diers, and caste, which is powerful there"
and takes on a pettiness of detall com-
mensurate with its geographical scope,
forbade  the.young men of .tlie local
geniry to associate on terms of equalfty
with a fisherman’s daughter, - Yet there
was one of thein who fell in love with
Ler, and he cared nothing for wagging
tongues nor for the comments 'of his
proud mottoer and sisters, 8

To do John Meslers justice he loved
the girl's fine lack of coguetry and her |
gogdness and gentleness as much as
y ber ‘beauty. Mrs, #Ibert knew that
lie had taken Brenda to some of the |
pienics and that be bad walked home
with her from ¢hureh, but she knew,
too, that he was poor. To be sure, he
was the second son in a good family.
His mother was an English officer’s
widow and an English gentleman's
daughter and lived in a pleasant man-
slon in Warwick. = But thelr income
{ was small for the expenses which they
were obliged to meet and the young
man could not hope to marry for years
to come, while here was Martin Mears,
ready to wed the girl at once and put
-her ‘and the rest of them beyond the
reach of want. It was true that John
Masters was handsome and polished |
and had all those high bred ways which ¢
<ount for so much with girls like Bren-
da, who had a nice little hauteur of her
own, but Mre. Gilbert revolted against
the distaste which she knew theMas-
ters family would feel for the mateh, |

O:nc day the mother came ﬁl?bon lxerT
daugbter crying among the lemon trees
in the ‘nx:dz' “Whgt 1s 1t?’ she ask-
down. _the

and why wouldn’t Brenda take Martin }
Meara! e i

no longer.

sweet’ potato and marched into the

bouse, mimicking her lovesick daugh-
ter's tone as she did so.

- The day cam. whben Jobn Masters

was to safl. The engagement was to.
be kept perfectly quiet for the present.”
In order to that end Martin Mears was

cottage occasfonally, but Brenda ha

“declared that she should never say on:

word to any young man to amuse ol

entertain him. Her lover should never
have the slizhtest cause for jealousy.
A# he walked off down the cedar ave-
nue, tall, straight, dignified, she
thought -he was the handsomest and
truest man in the world, and she was
sure that none bad ever loved anybody. |
as he loved her. He had promnised to
write at once upoh reaching America’
‘and to tell her then how to address’
him. Brenda weited eagerly for the:
Jetter. | £ ¢

The next steamer did not get in un-
til a fortnight later. It arrived on a
8Sunday, and the mails were opened on.
Monday. Brenda could not get away
In the morning. *She thought it was
not likely that she could receive they
mail if she did, for such matters move
slowly in the iglands. In the afternoon
she went; there was nothing for her.
But that was not very strange, she re- |
fiected. She really ought not to expect
anything before another steamer. .

But that brought nothing and neither
did the next. Breunda'began to look
pale and wretched. Six months passed.
Still she had received no.letter,

All of this time Martin Mears was
faithful, but not obtrusively so. When
the West India boats came in, pome-
granates and. persimmons found their
way humbly to Brenda from him. He
brought his new horsé up to show her;
Horses are rare and expensive in Ber-
muda—but Martin was flourishing and
gave her to understand that he did‘not
mind & Jittle thing like that.

When the year had rolled around
again and still there had been no word
for her from John Masters, Brenda
was siting under a great Pride of ‘In-
dla tree near her home one evening
when Martin came strolling up. 8he
was in a soft and tender mood, and his
deference and devotion seemed grate-
ful to her humijliated spirit. He hand-
ed her a little book which he said’ he
had found at the Tower of Hamilton
as he was passing by. It was about
the islands. Maybe she would ke to
have it,

Bhe took it and began to glance over
the pages in the dim light. He taliked
on quietly, Then he grew more earnest.

“Oh, Brenda!" he pleaded, his face
working with the passion which he
had kept in leash so many months,
“I've waited so long and loved you so
all the time! I know about that young

" Masters—but, Brenda, he never meant
anything. He's all right, over there in
Ameriea—~you ean go up and ask his
folks on the hill there if he isn't—but
he isn’t troubling himself.about you.
And I am waiting for yon. You will
never hear from him again. Probably
he is courting another girl this very
minute.”

“You He, Martin Mears! You know
that you lie!” she eried huskily. “You

‘8he thought he was the handsomedt
Go away!” And, thrusting her. hands
‘toward him with a gesture of utter

loathing, she rushed into the house, |
~8he had been in a sort of stupor for

few

to be allowed to come to the Gilbert ~

5 b i

{ 800 wife to bim and a faithtul mother |
myt dr Come and tell me {

n | about yourselt.” '

: th ber dotted veil.
e put her hands out as thotigh to
0ld of something. . Then she tot-
red and fell. The satin sofa caught
er, and the cold woman was warmed
| up to the extent of !ifting the fainting
girl's veil and pulling off her gloves,
while she rang the bell for assistance.
Before anybody could angwer it Bren-
da hiad come to herself and had sat up
 /on the sofa, looking the proud mtheu T
before her Tull in the eyes. ig

“Tell me,” she sald breathlessly—
“tell me before anybody comes—is John
well? Tell me! Tell me!”

“Yes,” said John’s mother, a sforn
creeping over her handsome face, Bich
was the counterphrt of her son’s. “I
cannot imagine why you want to know.
But John is finely established in New
York. We have many friends and l'tll-
tives there, and he is very hu g.”

" “On, 1o, no!” breathed the 3’ tears
streaming slowly down her face.

“So he writes,” pursued the mother
mercilegsly” &7 we o e e

“Tell him,” Brenda. sald . presently,’
with .all ber courage—‘‘tell him that I
am—gldd—that he 18 happy.” - Then
her crushed pride gave a great recoil,
and withoutsintending the words or
fairly knowing that she was uttering
them she added, ‘“Tell him that I—I am
going to be married.” ;

Bomehow she emerged from the honsge
and made her way home. Bhe felt that
everything was gone, and it did not
make any difference now what became
of her. 8he might as well please her
father and mother and do what she
could to make their lives easier. Bhe
broke into the quiet living room at
home as though she were crazy.

“Mother,” ‘she sald,. “you may tell
Martin Mears that I will marry him.”

“When 7’ gasped the startled mother.

“Tomorrow.” And it was done.

* Five years passed, and Brenda was
the mother of two children. They
‘'were girls, with all of her blond beau-
<ty. Martin had been a devoted hus-
band. He had put Brenda’s brother
Digby in the way of earning well, and
ail the comfort which the family had
anticipated from the marriage had been
realized.
¢ One day Brenda was in her store-,
room, when in moving a small box of
her husband’s, which he always kept
locked, it fell to the floor. The lock
broke, and a package of unopened let-
ters dropped out. Brenda’s blood froze
in her veins as she looked at-them.
They were addressed to her in the
handwriting of John Masters, She
tore them dpen feverishly and pead
them—letters full of love at first, of ag-
onized doubt and fear later, then of
despair. One letter had been written
after her marriage.. “Oh, how counld
you leave me, my darling? Could you
not wait for me? Have I not done all
that I could for you? You have strip-
pgd ‘life forever of all brightness for
me, Ob, If I could only know what has
come between us!” i

She wept in great zusts of passion as
she .read on. And her husband had
kept these letters from her., She hated
him.

When hé came to his dinner the let-
ters lay beside his plate. He recog-
nized them fnstantly. One of the chil-
drén was taking its noonday nap. He
sent the other to be fed by the negro
woman in the kitchen. Brenda was sit-
ting in her place colorless and her eyes
fixed on him aﬁd burning with re-
Proach. He gazed at her a moment.
Then he dropped upon the fidor and
groveled at her feet, and she spoke for. |
the first time, ?

“How could you, Martin; how could
you?”

“Ob, T know it wasn’t right, Brenda!”
he gaid hoarsely, “but I loved youso! You
don’t know how I loved you! Nobody
ever loved anybody so. I had to have
you, and so I got Digby to get the let-
ters, and I paid him not to let you have
them. OB, it wasn’t right! But it wae
the only way that 1 saw to get you.
And haven’t I been good to you, Bren:
da? Haven't I done everytbing. for
you?” ! A5 %

She rose and left him. His touch
seemed to polson her. i ¥
. A week followed of horrible, silent

suffering for them both. Then came & -
years. Even since her mar.

L ::ne ‘which she had pictured to herself |

She led him to the vine wreathed

: «ﬁe&, and they sat down together on

hench, The evening wore on. The

| negro nurse: put the children to bed.
1 Btill the long separated man and wom-

an talked on. Then Martin Mears
came home. Brenda did not look to-
ward him, and the stern expression
upon the face of John Mhsters forbade
any speech between him and the man
who had so wronged him.. Humbly
Martin Mears ‘crept past them and
went in.

‘The window of his room opened upon
the porch. He threw himself down in
his clothes upon the bed. The hours
flew, and still John Masters and Bren-

"I cannot imagine “why you want to
know.”

8a talked on, unmindful of life or
death or the lapse.of time, while the
miserable husband listened.

He heard a description of what the
true lover of his wife had suffered. He
heard her tell. John Masters how she
had watched and. waited for a Tetter,
then how she had married, but how.an
awful mystery had hung over her
through it all and had made her differ-
ent from her old self and like a person
in a dream, Martin Mears groaned to
hlmselt.\ It was all true. She had
been kind to him, but it was the kind-
ness of one who knows not what she
does.

Suddenly a light began to shoot up
from the east.

**Is there a fire, Brenda ?” asked John
Masters. «

She looked steadily for a moment tow. |

ward the new light. !

“The sun is rising, John,” she said.
“We have talked all night, though it
has seemed but an hour. It is the last
day for ws. You must go, and vou
must never come back. We must nev-
er see each other again.”

She broke into a piteous sob. Martin
Mears heard the man sob, too, as he
tried to still-her.

“Don’t, Brenda!” he pleaded.
harder for me than for you. Remem-
ber that. I would love to gather you
in my arms and comfort you. I could
dothat in the old days, but not now.
You are anothér man’s wife. It is
true that he is a villaln, but you are
still bound to him. Our only solace
must be that we have always been
true, and I shall be yours until I die.”

The man's self control and high prin.
ciple astounded the listening husband.

“He knows that I hear all that he
8ays,” he muttered to himself, “but he
knows, too, that whatever he might do
I could not say anything.” He writhed
upon his bed in an agony of remorse.

He rose presently and passed them,
jostling them rudely as they stood,
pale and wretched, at the gate in the
dawn. ” b,
* During that day he fell over the side
of his pilot boat—that was what the
seamen said, and, indeed, the ocean
was very rough—and was drowned.

John Masters went back to America

“It 1s

the following week, but a year later

he returned and claimed his bride.
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1. Do you ever: think your
plays too hard %

a I tell yb?ﬁ-a boy that knows how
to play has good gtuff in him, He’ll
work all the Better for it bye
andibye: |y b T AR
dDut remembdr, he’s burning up. .
a 156f onotry.

{

B

d Cive him plenty of "FORCE.”

aconiay

3 and starved and anemic, even ifhe

Lis s.umadi ti:nes a day ~—uniess tae food is the ;

at yolf cat ¢ counts —it's oniy what digesfs—the
-is up muscles and nerves and bragn,

ideal food for growing children, bSecause it not

f bl Teps to digest the otlier food sibstances

WEORCE™ is made in Canada,

mep——
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dewing Machines

ON EHAND.

THE WHITE IS KING

We want you to let us do your summer sewing
for ycu that you may become fawmiliar with' the
merits of our machine, » ; i
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