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Many Defeats.

CHAPTER IV.
BOY-AND-GIRL LOVE.
whiffs, but
endeavored to obey his

.Cynhia took several
instructions, the smoke got down her
throat, up her hostri]s, and into her
and though she endeavored to
refrain from displaying her discom-
obliged to

eyes;
fort, she was fnosently
emit a little cough and to draw her
hand across her Darrel, who
had been gazing fixedly at the stream
‘ turned his

He

eyes.

s0 as not to embarrass her,
head at the sound of the cough.
knew it well.

he ask-
with affected careless-

“How are you getting on?”
ed presently,

ness, but with a touch of anxiety.
“Oh, “first-rate,” said poor Cynthia.

“But I
Or—oOr Very

don’t think it's very amusing
nice."”
“Better throw it

away,” he said

earnestly, as he noticed a slight pal-

lor stealing over her face; “it’s just

as well not to go in for too much of
it at starting.k"

Cynthia stuck to the cigarette man-
fully’for another minute or two. Then
it dropped from her fingers, and she
stared in front of her with a troubled
expression.

“There
with much concern.

exclaimed,
feeling
but
it - would come on so

you are!” he
“You're
aqueer. I was suré you would;
I didn’t think
quickly.

I say, you're’ not going fio

be really ill, are you?”
head;

and Darrel

Cynthia shook her she was

inéapable of speech;
watched her with a mixture.of anx-
jety and remorse.

“I was a beast to let you try it,” he
“but I

awfully

said remorsefully; did warn
didn’t 1?

Do you feel faintish and as if some-

you, I'm sorry!

thing inside you had turned upside
down? Look here, I'll sit beside you,
me. It will
1 felt
just like you are doing the first time

and you lean up against

pass off in a minute or two.
I tried, and-—and once or twice since.

It's just a toss up, you know, and

the kind of tobacco.”

her;
would have
but Cynthia
hand and pushed him

He seated himself near and,

in quite a boyish way,
drawn her toward him;
put out her

back.

iy Digestion
Is Now Good

-And 1 Feel Like a Young Man Since

~Using Or. Chase’s Kidney-
Liver Piils.

“I'm coming all right now,” she
said, with an-attempt at a smile;
“I shall be all right in a minute or
| two; don’t speak to me or touch me.”

“All right,” he said, not at all of-
fended; and he sat quite still, his

gaze averted.

Cynthia quite recovered within the
the faint
| back to her cheeks, she stretched out

declared time, color  stole
her arms and laughed.

“I think it's beastly,”
can't think what ycu see in it.

she said. “I
And
that’'s the second one you've smoked
this morning.”

“How do you know?” he demanded
“Why,
me when you stood on the bridge:

quickly. you must have seen
Why did vou pretend you didn’t?”

bit
but there was nothing for ii

Cynthia colored and her lip
| softly;
yut to out with the truth.

“I didn’t know whether you wanted
thought

and T waitecd

ne to,” she said. “I you

vere going to cut me;
to see.”

“Oh, that it? Yo
| thought that because there was ¢

| ; A
| row on betweén you father and mins«

was it, was

that. 1 sliould shy off you? You mus
1ave thought me a cad;
lady

1 happen to be a gentlema:

it's only a ca:

hat cuts a without ‘sufficien

>ause.
—at least, T hope so. I say, you did

it very well; 1 could have sworn:you

lidn’t see me. I'm awfully glad I saw
ou and followed you. You won't.d«

such a silly thing again, will you’

t’s rather. dull here,, and T haven’

ny pzls. I should like you to be ¢

pal of mine, if you don’t mind. O
it would be better if you were
but”—with

resignation—"‘you can’t help being

course,

v boy; an air of nob!

virl; and you're rather a jolly Kkin«

f girl, yvou know. We might go fo:
ome walks together;
o fish,
oroke off gravely,
mind, will he?”
“Oh, Cynthia. “Ii

‘sn't he who has quarreled with Si)

I'll teach yo:
But I say,” he
“your father won'!

if you like.

no!” replied

\nson, but Sir Anson with him; anc
1y father says that it is foolish t
and that I might b
‘riends with you—if I cared to.”

iislike a person,
“And do you care?’ he inquired in
geniously.

shoulders ir
fashion; but, witl
he took he:

Cynthia shrugged her
quite the proper
masculine complacency,
silence for assent.

“Liet's shake hands on it,” he said

She slid her long fingers into. his
:xtended palm, and he gave her hans
shake
They sat and talked for some time:

a boyish grip and a hearty

hat is, of course, he talked and sh¢
istened ,as is generally the way wit!
nen and women.

' He told her about his school ant

* Prof. A. T. Smith. -

Wbat a horrible condition the di-
gestive system gets into when
‘becomes sluggish and the
bowels constipated. The poisonous

all parts of the body, causing: pains
nd aches and feelinvs of fatigue and

f. A. T. Smith, 1 Mt. Charles
, Montreal, and formerly of Bos-
tass., writes:—*1  suffered’ for
ears from bad digestion, con-
iupﬂ%le backaches.

the [

i schoolfellows, of his first fight, whicl
| he deseribed with enjoyment and i
|

} detail; and Cynthia was requested t:
believe that his recent encounter witl
!Sampson was nothing compared witi
| it
l -
intense

Cynthia listened with an
interest; he was the first nice, reall:
aice boy, she bad met; and he was
opening out, vistas to her which hac
hitherto been closed. X

At parting they arrangéd a meeting
for the morrow; in fact, for a week
or more they met every day a@d be-
came real ba]s.

He brought a rod for her,
taught her to throw a fly; the lessor
was by no means a gentle one or the
teacher patient; but-Cynthia bore the
' boyish masterfulness v.ery‘well;

ane

anc

when he informed her, n’;ore than
oonce, that igirls’ were stupid things
and it had always been a wonder to
him* why. they were createﬂ

_Cynthia mvulably told ‘her father
©Of her outings with Darrel Frayne;

only looked sorrowful and  penitent :

Dt&y\té listeried and nodded with |

wheels behind them, _

taken by a past chaise oming
Dursley, they moved aside to al!o’w
it to pass,. and “stopped to look at it

. The ramshackle fly was open, and '
‘seated in it was an old lady.

such an odd-looking person that the
boy and girl “stared at her open-

eyed for ‘a_minute.

Cynthia had never seen anyone like |

She was richly and éxtrava-
gantly dressed, with a wizened face,
the wrinkles of which-showed through
a thick coating of powder and paint;
she wore a wig which had got shifted
on one side; a valuable diamond or-
nament sparkled on the bosom of her
dress;

her.

her fingérs were loaded with
rings, which flashed as she raised an
old-fashioned’' eyeglass with a handle;
cloak

her,
covered her

warm as was the evening, a
of costly fur partly enveloped
and a bearskin rug
knees.

She leaned back in the carriage
with ‘the serene air of an old-fashion-
ed aristocrat, and she surveyed the
with a kind of

complacent toleration, as if she were

surrounding scenery

good enough to rather approve of it.

Her eyes fell upon the boy and girl
standing by the roadside, and a faint
smile curvea her with+. ol
had
‘heir youthful comel.ness and grace.

lips, as if

the keen, shrewd eves noticed
'vnthia still regarded her with won-
ler, but Darrel, who had seen grand
adies before, was, of course, not so
Suddenly the old lady
and ir‘nperative!y:

we-struck.
‘aid, sharply
“Stop!”’

The coachman pulled up his sweat-
ng horses with a jerk, and she lean-
slightly
:«d to the boy and girl with her gold
veglasses.

'd forward very and beckon-

Darrel advanced to the

arriage and raised his cap; but Cyn-
hia remained where she was, her in-
erest increased, her color rising.

“Can you tell me how far we are

rom Summerleigh?”’ asked the old

clear, voice "~ which

ang a trifle

ady, in a sharp

imperiously; but she
'rinkled her face with a smile.

“It is quite close; at the top of the
ill,” said Darrel.

“I thank

river is an idiot,”

she said. “The
she added,

“and 1 was afraid

you,"”
without
ywering her voice,
e might go the
Will

wrong You

tell

way.

‘ve here? you me your
1ame?”

“Darrel Frayne,” replied the owner
{ it, raising his cap again.

The old lady stretched her lips in a
ourteous grin and nodded.

“I know the name,”
ome of a good family,

1at you sister?”

“You
young man. I3

she said.

Her glass fixed it-
£lf on Cynthia, who turned her heac
side, and so unconsciously afforded
view of the almost perfect profile.
“No,” replied Darrel. “She is a
)al—I mean, a friend of mine.”
“Pérmit me to remark that
isplay some taste in the choice of &
riend,” said the lady. ‘“Will you be
ind enough to tell that fool on the
Thank Good

you

00X to go on? you.
vening.” :

The -carriage disappeared .in 2
loud of dust, leaving Cynthia and
Jarrel to discuss its occupant.
“Rummy old lady,” he said;

ler ‘who she is?

“won-
She looks like one
f the old pictures in the hall at the
‘ourt. Perhaps she is going there;
‘_1ut no, she would have asked for the/
‘ourt instead of Summerleigh.”

“She looked like a very great lady,”
bserved Cynthia; “but I wish she
‘adn’t stared so hard:
‘uite uncomfortable:” \

“¥ou should have stared back,”
said Darrel instructively. ¢

“Well, I did try,” pleaded Cynthia;
“but she stared so hard, and her eyes
were like gimlets through her glasses;
and, of course, she's old and been

she made me
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staring all her life.”
“Funny old person,” Darrel surrimed
up, and they let her slip out of their
vouthful minds. ;
They bought their_ohocolate after
a quarrel as to whether it should be
plain or with eream, and went down
to the stream to eat it; they lingered
over it, because it was such a beauti-
ful evening and they were perfectly
happy: but at last, declaring for the
tenth time that she must go, Cynthia
wiped her mouh, sprang up and went

head
spense to Darrel's shouted:
Cynthy!”
She was running ‘through the pas-
the tea,

when she was arrested by the sound

homeward, nodding her in re-

“Same time to-morrow,

sage to the kitchen to get

of voices in the parlor.

She opened’the doox"-,—'.énd stood

stock-still with
clinging in the easy-chair,

surprise; = for, re-

was the

old lady of the post chaise; and op-

posite her, in his shirt sleeves and

quite at his ease, sat Cynthia’s fa-

ther. He nodded and smiled at Cyn-

thia; the old lady put up her eye-

zlasses, her face.screwed itself into

a smile, her lips stretched almost
from ear to ear:
We

my

“This, of course, is Cynthia?

have met before, have we not,

dear? Now -I come to look at her,
how like ghe is to Emily!”
“This lady

Cynthia,”

is a relaticn of yours,

said Drayle. “She is your
mother's aunt, Lady Westlake.”

Lady Westlake nodded, and her
sharp eyes ran up and down Cynthia,

from top to toe.

she
“Comie and kiss me.” Cynthia
she hated the thought of
excepting her father.
Westlake's keen eyes no(ed the

“How do you do, my dear?’
said.
hegitated;
kissing anyone,
Lady
with a grin and a

pesitation; and,

slight shrug of the  shoulders, she
“Well,

put it off;

said, perhaps you had better

for I'm all over powder

and dust.”
Cynthia, deeply grateful for the re-
prieve, said:
“I'll get the tea, and left

the room.

father,”

“She is a pretty child,” remarked
Lady Westlake, when the door had
“Thank goodness, she takes
after our family and not yours, Brad-
ley! ‘She is exactly what her mother
was at her age, and I
mind you, I am ver'y seldom wrong—

closed.

fancy—and,

that she is going to grow into a beau-

ty. All that you

-should accept my proposal. A plain,
/

the more reason

gauche girl might be left to vegetate
here with you; but not a creature like
that. just consider: that
I'm right and that she ‘is going to be
a beauty; what on earth can you do
with her here?
» chance. You would marry her to
the village blacksmith or carpenter,
or, worse, the curate or the local law-
yer.

Now, say

She wouldn’t have

You can’t give her a chance.
You say. that you are poor, and, from
what 1 know of you, I should say you
always will be.

eccentric, you know, Bradley;

You  were always
and
you appear to me’—she looked round
the roomr-and at his shirt sleeves—
“ag if you were living like a small
farmer orQSquat_ter; and were bring-
ing up this girl to correspond. . That
may all be very well for a Drayle;
but you mustn’t forget that the girl—
what's her name? - Ah, ves; Cynthia
-has aome ot our blood din ‘her. 1
don’t’ wan% to hurt your feelings,
Bradley—" 5 ;
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The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Serap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

917 —A QIMFLE EFFECTIVE
MODEL.

Women realize the impon.mce of
having a house dress that is d'l[)f(‘d
to its purpose. This one is smmlv in
design and comfortable, a model that
is practical and that will prove desir-
able and suitable. The waist may be
developed with centre front plain clos-
ing, or with the extension as illus-
trated. The skirt has the new back
panel effect and closes at the centre
front. This practical feature will ap-
peal to every homeworker and laun-
dress, as it renders the ironing of the
dress easy. The sleeves may be made
in elbow length or in wrist length,
Galatea, seersucker, gingham, percale,
chambrey and lawn are suitable for
this design. The pattern is cut in 7
sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 in-
ches bust measure. It requires 6
yaids of 36 inch materal for the 36
inch size.

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

9518.—A NEW AND PRACTICAL
Oy s

Ladies’ One Piece Apron.

This model affords proteétion and
covering to the dress and is comfort-
dble and neat in appearance. It is
fitted by a dart under the arms, and
has ample pockets in front. Ging-
ham, chambrey, percale, lawn, cam-
brie, muslin, alpaca or demin may be
used for this design. It is easy to
make, and may be trimmed with edg-
ing, or the free €dges may be scallop-
ed and embroidered. The Patern is
cut in 3 sizes: Small, Medium, and
Large. It requires 3% yards of 27
inch material for the me&?m size.

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

Please send the above-mentioned

pattern as per directions given below.
NOE ol s

Big®. coocvaiiiiiiiiie

Name Be esiae el aaes

Address fa full:—
§ e
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In each of the past four years the Canada Life
has earned a LARGER SURPLUS than ever
before in its history.

Favorable mortality, and low expenses, the re-

sult of good management, have helped.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

St. John's

We own and offer for sale in lots to
suit purchasers, a block o’

Harris Abattoir
Company, Limited,

6 per cent. Bonds, due 1st Febrnhry, 192S.

1st February
$500 and

is payable half yearly,
In denominations of $100,

Interest
and Aufust.
$1.000.

The Bonds are secured by a first mortgage on
all the property and other assets of the Company.
These assets are 1ed by the Canadian Apprais-
al Company at 7 three times the amount of
the bonds outstanding.

Net Profits over
nearly four times the
the bond interest.

a term of five years
amount necessary

average
to pay

Price 100 and . accrned interest, yielding a full

6 p.c. on the money invested.

Circular full will

upon

F.B. MecCURDY & CO.
MEMBERS MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE.
C.A.C. BRUCE Manager,

St. Joha's.

giving particulars be sent

application.

LADIES’ RAGLANS!

Now showing-a new line of

LADIES’ RAGLANS,

in colors of Fawn, Grey and Green,
SR $3.50 to $6.50.

This is a real bargain offering.

from

Call and see thcm.

WHLLHAM FREW.

Do not overlook your Easter Shoes ! Shoes alwa
‘mportant part in the dress of every woman.
High Cut Shoes in‘the best and NEWEST MODEILS.

Oxfords, Ties, Pumps, etc. , in many new feaures, just shown
for Spring.

F. SMALLWOOD,

Ladies’, Department.

ys play a most




