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CHAPTER XXIIL 
A Lovesick Swain.

“You are a most extraordinary girl 
my love ! " exclaimed Lilian Devigne, 
with a charming little laugh of ad 
miring surprise.

The scene was the drawing-room at 
Queen's Gate—a room as sweetly 
beautiful and bewitching as Lilian 
Devigne, the speaker, herself; the 
person addressed was Kyra, there on 
an afternoon visit, out for a holiday 
from Minerva House, and looking 
more like the goddess chaste Diana, 
than a schoolgirl, in her slim, white 
flchey, with its dark red rose, and her 
black, richly gleaming hair close to 
her shapely head.

“Most extraordinary, my dear Ky­
ra!”

“Am I?” was the doubtful response. 
“Am I? Why do you say so?” and she 
looked at the fair face, so great a con­
trast to -her own, with grave interest.

“My dear child, because I cannot 
help it Did ever any girl make such 
an absurd reply to so genuine a 
question? I ask you if you consider 
your constant friend Charles Merivale 
handsome, and you reply ‘that you do 
not know—that you never thought 
about it.’ And that with so genuine 
a lack of interest that is ludicrously 
astounding.”

“Well, I have never thought about 
it,” confessed Kyra, smiling in spite 
of herself, and pouring some fresh 
water from a dainty ewer into a still 
daintier flower stand.

Lilian Devigne sank into a chair 
close behind her, and drew a fancv 
card basket near her with an air of 
playful earnestness, that artfully 
masked her real interest.

- “Now, how sweetly you said that, 
and yet how cruelly. Do you know, 
Kyra, I should not love you half so 
much if you were not such a puzzle 
to me. You are so strangely unlike 
all other girls of your age; so exas- 
peratingly candid; so fearfully free 
from even a proper vanity that— 
there, I can’t go on if you look at me 
with those great, grave eyesi Look at 
your flowers, my dear child, I beseech 
you.”

Kyra turned her eyes away with a 
little, low laugh.

“Am I so strange, and strange only

by being what you say? I cannot help 
it. You must teach me to be more 
like other girls.”

Lilian Devigne flushed slightly at 
this unconscious thrust, but hid her 
momentary embarrassment by turn­
ing over of the cards in the basket with 
a laugh.

“ ‘Mr. Charles Merivale,’ ‘Mr. Char­
les Merivale,’ ‘Mr. Charles Merivale!' 
There are a score of them; he must 
have called every day, twice a day for 
the last month. And whom does he 
come to see?”

“You, I suppose,” said Kyra, quiet­
ly; or Lady Devigne, perhaps ”

“Oh, yes, of course, mamma. I for­
got mamma,” laughed Lilian Devigne. 
with gay irony. “Of course! How 
flattered mamma would be! I will 
tell her. Oh, Kyra, Kyra, as if you did 
not know, you wicked girl, that the 
young Apollo—that's the name they 
give him at the club, my dear, be­
cause of his handsome face and gold­
en head; I did not give him the name 
—as if you did' not know that this 
curly-headed young lady-killer came 
to see a certain friend of mine, who 
pays me too short a visit now and 
then from her prison at Kensington!’

“Do you mean that he comes to see 
me?” asked Kyra, with the calmest 
air of innocence. “Do you really 
think he does, Miss Devigne------’

“Ah!” broke ,"n Lilian, putting her 
hand to her ears. “Never that, if you 
love me! Why, child, you might have 
been brought up at a convent! Kyra, 
do you love me!”

“I do love you,” said Kyra, as 
quietly as before, “so I will call you 
Lilian. Do you mean that he comes 
to see me? Is it not very kind? Why 
do you smile so? I think it is very- 
kind. I will go and see him some 
day.”

Lilian Devigne broke out in a sU 
very laugh, and stopped her innocent 
companion with a flutter of a fan.

“Kyra, my love, you are incorri­
gible. The whitest young nun from 
a convent cloister is a monster of 
guile compared with you. You are 
like a child to whom we have to teach 
the alphabet—‘the alphabet of love.’ 
And, now, you look as if you were lis­
tening to a lecture on geometry! But 
seriously, does Lord^Percy know how 
often Charlie Merivale ‘drops in’ 
here, as he calls it?”

Kyra shook her head.
“I am sure I do not know. He 

would be very glad, for he likes Char­
lie very much; he is his cousin, you 
know, and they live together in the 
same house.”

“My dear love,” broke in Lilian De­
vigne, so softly that there was a sus 
picion of acidity in the interruption.
I know all about them—I knew all 

about them before you dropped from 
the clouds on to the scene; they are 
younger and elder brothers—insepa-- 
able, devoted ; and, of course, Lord 
Percy knows and is pleased by his 
cousin’s attention. Why, did not he 
send him to take you back to school 
one day? And does he not use him 
as a sort of Newfoundland dog to 
carry messages? Of course he knows 
—or do you think I would counten­
ance the continual ‘dropping in,’ my 
dear love? I was only testing the 
depth of your sweet guilelessness 
and I find that it is, like the fairy- 
well, fathomless.”

* Then, as Kyra smiled with a doubt­
ing air, as if scarcely comprehend­
ing her dear monitor and friend’s 
meaning, Lilian Devigne looked out 
of the window.

“And here, to carry out the old 
f.dage, comes the angel of whom we 
have been talking. Hark! that is the 
rustle of his wings!” she said, laugh-

Local Druggists Repair 
What Famous 
Surgeons Cannot Touch

Shattered nerves are beyond the 
reach Of the Surgeon’s knife. What 
will repair them? Dozens of people 
right here in your home1 town will 
bear testimony to this fact that 
Zoetic—the health tonic—has set 
them on their feet again. This famous 
combination of glycer-phosphates— 
the actual element of the human body 
—Cod Liver- Oil and delicious tonic 
wine, supply the very elements that 
worn out nerves require. In a quiet 
way the action of Zoetic is truly mar 
vellous. Without a trace of narcotic 
it induces sound sleep. And follow 
ing that, better and better digestion 
And following that a final and com 
plete rebuilding of the nervous sys­
tem drained of vitality. Two weeks' 
faithful use of it will convince you. 
Because you have been so often mis­
led, expecting much and receiving lit 
tie, we offer outright to refund the 
purchase price of Zoetic if at the end 
of two weeks you cannot report real 
progress toward better health. Start 
trying it to-day. Sold by T. McMur 
do & Co, Sole Distributing Agents for 
Newfoundland. 6

Nerves Were So Upset
Could Not Endure Noise

neuralgic Headaches and Extreme Nervousness Caused Keenest Suffering— 
Lasting Cure by Use of Dr. Chase’^ Nerve Food.

Once the nervous system gets run 
down everything seems to tend to 
make it’ worse. You worry over your 
condition, are unable to get the re­
quired rest and sleep, noises excite 
and irritate you and the future is most 
discouraging.

The nervous system does not get 
the proper nourishment from the food 
you eat, so you must have something 
also to lift you out of the run-down 
condition. You may find that your 
experience coincides with the writer 
of this letter and be encouraged to 
put Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food to the 
test.

You will make no mistake .in em­
ploying this food cure, for, acting as 
it does hand in hand with Nature, it is 
bound to do you good.

Mrs. Jas. Jensen, Gwynne, Alta, 
writes: “About ten years ago I was 
troubled with severe attacks of neur­
algia and nervousness, and was for

several months so bad that I could 
not get a night’s rest. I used several 
medicines recommended by the drug­
gist. My doctor also prescribed, but 
nothing he gave me brought any re­
lief. Instead X got worse and worse 
until I could scarcely do anything or 
bear the least bit of noise. My nerves 
were all upset.

“My husband read about Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food and got me some. 
Although I had no faith in it, I began 
its use, and after a few doses began 
to sleep well and the neuralgia left 
me entirely, I used six more boxes 
and have never had any troubles 
from neuralgia or the nerves since.

“This is to certify that I know Mrs. 
Jensen and believe thi sstatement to 
be true and correct Fred Freeman, 
J P.”

Dr. Chase's Nerve Food, 60 cents a 
box, 6 for $2.60, all dealers, or Ed- 
manson. Bates & Co, Limited, To­
ronto. 1

ing, as the scraping of a pair 
wheels was heard, and the usual in 
quiry, answered in the affirmative, 
followed at the front door.

In another minute the angel him 
self appeared at the drawing-room 
door, and really went very near to 
earning the title, as it might be re­
garded from a sensitive young lady’; 
view.

For Charlie, the Eton boy, had de 
veloped into a handsome and elegant 
young man of fashion, with a face sc 
greatly admired that it had earned 
him the nickname of Apollo, as afore 
said—with a figure fully developed by 
an Oxford course of athletics, so fault 
lessly attired as to be the pattern and 
the envy of three-fourths of the junior 
clubs—and with all that grave, win 
ning candor and British honesty and 
modesty that go to make that not-to 
be-despised article of home manufac 
ture, a young English gentleman.

He had done great things at Oxford 
—passed his “little go,” won a scull 
ing match, and carried oft a cup at 
the university sports; and he war 
now home for what he and his young 
friends called “a fling.”

Lilian Devigne glanced archly at 
her companion as she rose to greet 
the young Adonis ; but his glance was 
lost on Kyra, who came forward with 
out the slightest sign of embarrass 
ment, or any feeling beyond simple 
pleasure.

I was passing,!’ said Charlie, drop­
ping, after the usual exchange of sal 
utations, into a velvet chair, and 
stretching his strong, muscular limbs 
with a sense of luxury delightful t.i 
his undergraduate mind—“I was pass­
ing, and thought I'd drop in. Hope 
you’re not busy, Miss Devigne.”

Lilian Devigne smiled at him gra­
ciously, for he could not come too 
often for her plans.

"Yes, fearfully, and so is Kyra." 
“You don’t look it,” he retorted. 

“This room is always cool and fresh— 
it is sweltering hot outside——” 

“Certainly,” said Lilian Devigne. 
“Will you ring for it?”

Charlie looked askance.
“For the cooling daught,” laughed 

Lilian Devigne. "Oh! you are not th 
first Oxford man I have known; do I 
not remember how Norman Pacéwell 
used to grumble because they would 
not give him soda water and brandy 
in the drawing-room? No, den’t look 
so guilty—and, Kyra, dear, you 
mustn’t kill him by smiling. You 
may have it,” and she rang the bell 
for him.

"Well," said Charlie, “I won’t be so 
foolish as to refuse; but it’s very kind 
of you, Miss Devigne. You always are 
kind, and that’s why a fellow likes 
dropping in—tharks.”

This to the servant who brought 
him the soda and brandy in a silver 
tankard.

"And how is Lord Percy?” asked 
Lilian Devigne, ^ow hard at work at 
her embroidery.

“Percy is quite well,” replied Char­
lie. "Said that he would call here 
this afternoon ; has he been here yet?”

Lilian Devigne shook her head; 
Kyra, listening intently, paused in 
her work of trimming a rose.

“Ah, then he will be here, be sure. 
Perce never breaks his word. Poor 
fellow! he looked bored to death this 
morning. Been shut up with the 
lawyer all the morning, and that is as 
bad as roasting coffee this weather.”

“That reminds me that L-ord Vering 
will very likely come in to five o’clock 
tea,” said Lilian Devigne, "and will

like his coffee burnt. I will leave 
you for » minute or two. Kyra, give 
him some more brandy and soda, or 
take him into the garden if he grows 
restless. You'll stay to tea, Mr. Meri­
vale?” she added, as she left the room.

Charlie looked after her, then put 
down his tankard, and crossed over to 
where Kyra stood.

“You and Miss Devigne are fast 
friends now?" he said.

“Yes,” said Kyra, “she is so kind as 
to have me here whenever I can 
come.” '

Charlie nodded.
“There’s nothing very kind in that,” 

he said; "but she is kind, all the same. 
Who would think she’d let a soda and 
brandy show its head in this little 
fairy place! And then she lets me 
smoke a cigarette in the garden.”

"And you want to know!” said Ky­
ra. with a naive smile.

He laughed, and returned her gaze 
with frank admiration and affection.

“What a girl you are, Kyra!” he 
said, admiringly. "You read me like 
a book, andr—will you really though? 
for Kyra had taken up a dainty little 
hat and made for the garden door as 
a sign that she would accompany him.

Charlie lit his cigarette, and the 
two walked round the small but beau 
tiful garden for a few minutes in si­
lence.

“Yes, this is better than a club to 
drop in at, Kyra, especially when yo 
are here,” he said, with a little sigh.

Kyra looked at him.
“Do you come to see me?” she said, 

looking at him.
Charlie looked back and nodded.
“Yes, of course, I do. I dare say I 

come too often. Perhaps they,” and 
he moved his cigarette slightly to­
ward the house, “say I do. Perhaps 
you think I do?”

“No!” said Kyra. “I am always 
glad to see you!”

She said it so calmly, with so gen 
uine an air of friendship, that, the 
young man eyed her curiously, and 
puffed away ip silence for a moment

“Yes, I believe you are. I believe 
you really like me, Kyra.”

Kyra nodded.
“And you know I like you,” he went 

on, biting his cigarette; “in fact, 
thought a little while ago that—how 
straight you look at me, Kyra!—that 
I liked you too well.”

"Too well?” she repeated, her dar’ 
eyebrows raised slightly, and her ex 
qulsite eyes wide open.

Charlie's handsome face flushed 
slightly.

“Yes, too well! You are so bi 
ful that it is little wonder a f 
gets out of his depth at first * sigh* 
and feels that he is hit.”

Hit?” echoed Kyra, two 
wrinkles showing across her forehead 

Yes,” he nodded. “Why Kyra, yoi 
; so—so innocent, so different fro.i 

other women,” he faltered. "Don’ 
you know what love is?”

She hesitated a moment, then stop 
ped to pick a camélia in the path.

“Yes, I have road of it. Do yoi 
mean that you thought you loved 
me?”

Staggered for a moment by her 
sweet, innocent serenity, he was si­
lent for a moment.

Yes,” he said, “that is what I 
meant, and what would have happen­
ed, for who, being with you long, 
could help loving you—you so beau­
tiful, so—so pure and good.”

He blushed like a girl, worse than 
Kyra did herself.

She looked aside a moment, then 
regarded him with a dreamy intent­

as.
“You say that?” she said, then sigh
l.

Charlie nodded his head emphatic­
ally.

(To be Continued.)

Be Cured To-Day
of Backache

Your persistent back-ache can have 
but one cause—Diseased Kidneys — 
and they must be strengthened be­
fore the back-ache can be cured.

Your best remedy, end the quickest 
to act is Dr. Hamilton’s Pills; they 
cure kidney back-ache in a hurry. 
Simply wonderful is the action of this 
grand old medicine which for liver, 
kidney and stomach disorders has no 
equal. Dr. Hamilton’s Pills will 
surely cure your back weariness, they 
will bring you appetite, color, strength 
and good spirits. Being purely vege­
table they are. mild, not drastic. Get a 
25c. bottle of Dr. Hamilton's Pills to­
day. 1

Exhibited in our Hardware Window are many choice and useful
articles suitable for

Wedding, Birthday and 
Anniversary Presents.

The richness of quality of these goods makes therii fit for the wealthy, 
and the modesty of price places them in reach of all.

The economic trend of the times calls for retrenchment in all de­
partments of living. These goods are suitable to meet frugal conditions, 
and make acceptable and valuable gifts.

AYRE & SONS, Lid.
J*

A. & S. Rodger’s
FOUR SPECIAL LINES

This Week in

Child’s Embroidered Collars - - - 
Ladies’ Embroidered Collars - - 
Khaki Handkerchiefs - - - -
Excelda Handkerchiefs, m wht. orcoi. Border

, ----- AT------

A.&. S. Rodger’s,

Snififl Further Attractiw> Offerings. 1
Ladies’ White

Pique Blouses,
With Low Collar,

59c. each.

AT

M
I

Ladies’ Black

High Grade Hose, 1
20 cts per pair

and a better quality at

25c. per pair. 1
X . |

Child’s and

Misses Tan Hose,
An Excellent Line,

25c. per pair.

L
L
p

Ladies’ While 1
Summer Vests, j

Without Sleeves,

Splendid Value, 6

10 Its. each. 1M2d
White Allovert i

Dress Embroidery 
and Flouncings,

Good Patterns,

25c. per yard up.

■ y
»
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Girls I
While Raflla Hals, 1
Trimmed, Black Band,

* A Special Line,

70c. each. I

Is the most import 
what your house c<| 
is leaky. Don’t be 
using Felt.

is guaranteed. Beo 
quality it is the che^NI 
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The Strap-Hanger’

I stood in the car at noontimq 
I stood for there wasn't a 

And the cro,wd in the aisle 
merrily

Over my aching feet.

I saw the harassed conductor 
Trying to get his fares 

And the words his lips were 
Were certainly not his praye

How often! Oh how often!
In the years that have pass. I 

Have I hung on a strap and gi j 
Because I had got to pay.

How often! Oh how often!
Have I wished it were in n:j 

To make the “Company” stand 
And hang on the strap by t;l

And I thought how many thou] 
Of bundle encumbered men 

Each bearing his own kind of 
Had hung on the strap beloj

For my heart was full of angel 
And my arms were full of id 

And my temper, once so placi I] 
Was literally worn to rags.

But now my troubles are over.
They are buried as deep as 

I ride back and forth in a jitm 
And no more street cars for i

Germany’s
Bravest

He Dares to Tell the Huns thj
To mention the nan^e of He 

knecht among Germans is t| 
down every kind of abuse on t| 
of the politician who has 1 i 
scribed as the “bravest man 
many." Liebknecht is a Social 
has always been an implacable 
Prussian militarism, against ii| 
inance of which we are now 
Although he may not have 
supporter in the Reichstag—1| 
man Parliament—he never 
to trounce the system which 
ing ruin to his country. He 
shouted down and assaulted 
Reichstag, and shot at in the 
of Berlin.

Nothing, however, daunts 
knecht, for he comes of 
stock. His father, Wilheli 
knecht. fought for Bebel, tin 
Socialist, almost precisely tla 
battle, during and after the ' j 
Prussian War of 1870, and 
fenced to two years’ imp-isond 
a fortress for “treasonable ] 
tions.” Herr Liebknecht hims 
fered confinement for 
months in a fortress for refu| 
stop wliat' were regarded as 
tlous” speeches. His impri 
merely resulted in his being 
at the elections of 190S to tl i 
sian Landtag, one of the Par $ 
of the countries constituting 
man Empire.

A still greater sensation 
come when, in 1912, he was eli 
the Reichstag actually for tlii
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our and such an abil

This ideal healt | 
and nourishment of | 
tang of malted bark

It is easily diges^ 
a nourishing value 
food. It’s a vigour-f 
tive.and mind alert.

“Ihere’s a R<
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