
with.
**1 am determined upon it, Zeba, tor 

your own good," Stale said, çrimly.
smeeliSe lad her by the arm from 

the cottage Into the treeh, sweet air, 
and tor many a yard they heard the 
moans and curses of the ayah.

“I hare done right* hare I net, 
Colint" the girl whispered, with white 
lips. "It grieves me bitterly to cause 
Zeba pain, but It la all tor her good."

"Of course, it is,” the artist told 
her; then both relapsed Into alienee, 
until the park was left behind, and the 
turrets of Blalrwood church were 
visible beyond the top of a hill near- 
ly a mile away.

Securing the church keys from Mr. 
Vallance, the rector, they hurried up 
to the gallery, and while Colin busied 
himself at the bellows, Bale selected 
her music and began to play.

Meter before had ' the
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of Caticnrm Ointment to soothe andcame, but yon are my young mistress* 
! bitterest enemy! You are her father’s 

most dreaded toe! and I curse yon- 
curse you!"

She uttered the last words with a 
shrill shriek, and Elsie angrily bade 
her he silent

“Zeba," she said, "this nonsense 
proves to me, conclusively, that your 
fancied prophecies are utterly false. 
Poor old nurse, who used to he so 
loving and good to me! Why Will you 
not come back to the house, to your 
own bright rooms 7"

“No—No!" was the sullen response. 
“Zeba, I do not wish to unnecessar

ily alarm you, hut I fear for your 
safety, and I have come to plead with 
you to leave this horrid place."

"No," replied Zeba. "I will never 
leave It! It Is mine! Sir John gave It 
to me! It contains my secrets!"

She whispered the last words, and 
glared from side to side.

'Ha! ha! Money will not buy them 
—iny secrets and yours! The secrets 
of Blalrwood. I have fooled hlm! I 
have fooled him!"

"Pooled whom!" demanded Brns- 
cllffe, Interested In spite of himself.

"The man with much gold—hun
dreds of beautiful-pieces of gold. Ha! 
ha!"

Colin
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' what big 

and little folks ne< 
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Talcum for pew-

young man 
heard such masterly music, and sev
eral times he found himself pausing in 
his occupation, and listening like one 
entranced. There were songs of sad
ness, mad melodies, the thunder of 
battle, and fairy numbers, and then' 
Elsie paused, half laughing, half cry-
m/ for at times like these her soul

\went out to the music.
"Beautiful, my clever little wom

an I" Colin said, enthusiastically. “If 
you are not tired, will you play and 
sing once mere to met”

"Anything you like, darling," she 
replied, her eyes shining with glad
ness. “I am pleased that you like my 
music. Î fly to It In every mood, and 
And relief. It le too me a kind of con
fessional, a medium through which I 
communicate my Joys and sorrows."

Brnscliffe caressed her shining hair, 
and looked Into the misty bine eyes' 
that were turned up to him with In
effable tenderness.

“There is one melody of whlph I am 
extremely fond,” he said, "and It you 
like I will sing with you. I think ZI 
can manage to do that as well as blow 
the bellows 1"

“I have not heard my lover slug!*1 
murmured Blsle. ; ^

“And yon must not be too critical, 
young lady.” smiled Colin.
, He turned over the music, and their 
heads came very dose together, eo : 
close that Mr, Vallanoe, who had :

Lord Somerten’s Ally,
’& Guns Take

Year to BuildCHAPTER XII.
1 DREAD FOE.

"I-am. -not likely to forget this 
path," Cotin Brnscliffe said, when 

! they were within a Stone’s throw of 
the ayah’s dismal home “It was here 
I encountered Lord Somerton. and It 

' must have been fate that guided my 
steps this way, for I had wandered a 
long distance ont of my course. By 
Jove! so this is your ancient nurse’s 
cottage. She muet be fond of the 
dark!"

Blsle tapped at the door, and on 
the Instant there was the distinct 
“dink, clink" of coins, as though 
money was being hastily secreted.

"Will you not open the door to me, 
Zeba?” "It Is I—It—Is Elsie,

The King is very particular about 
his guns, tiV which respect he re
sembles most good sportsmen.

Whether he is shorting grouse over 
the moors by Balmoral (as he will be 
doing shortly) or whether he Is shoot
ing pheasants at Stndringham, he al
ways uses a Irndamehtally modern 
type of gun. In one respect, however, 
he remains old-fashioned—he has 
never discarded the now out-of-date

Soft WoolMEALTIME
SATISFACTION uxedo Coat Sweatershammer action. He finds It suits him 

admirably, and therefore very sen
sibly refuses to discard it.

A good gun, practically speaking, 
lasts for ever. For that reason royal 
orders are few, and far between. 
When the King orders a gun, however, 
he does eo a year before he requires 
it, for it takes a whole year to make

weapon

all much underEnticing Irresistible
TIP TOP SUGGESTION : Before serving at table place 
the TIP TOPS in the oven for about five minutes and 

then allow to cool, then note the result.
V. A. HARVEY & CO., LIMITED,

Manufacturers.

the girl
| called.

“One minute, 'dearie—one minute,"
I was the rather hoarse response, but 
the minute lengthened Into five be
fore the bolts were withdrawn, and 

-the-door was opened.
The sudden glare of daylight daz- 

i zled Zeba’s eÿes, and she looked pny- 
' thing but pleased to see that Blsle 
| was accompanied by a man—and that 
itnan a stranger,

“Who Is this?” she demanded, eus- 
I pidonsly. "Ah', my pretty lamb, trou
ble has crossed your path. Send him 

I away at once—send him away! Why 
| take your greatest enemy within your 
I doors?”

“Silence, Zeba!" Blsle sternly com- 
(manded, her cheeks flushing with an
ger, for Emscllffe’s faoe had sudden
ly grown as white as death. “It your 
prophecies come so glibly, why do you 
loot discover who it Is—what man It 
|ls that haunts the vicinity of ypur cot
tage? To me It Is a standing terror 
fleet some harm befall yon.” ,

The Indian’s eyes glistened with 
(banning. - - >

"None but friends ever come to see 
fcne,” she replied,. “Why. should they? 
fWhat Is there—who la there to hurt 
tZeba? I will tell the gentleman’s for
tune for a silver coin," she added, 
Suddenly,

Blsle was about to Interpose, but 1 
(Srnscliffe had already thrust his hand ■ 
Into his pocket, and produced, not a > 
tliver coin, but a bright gold sever- 1

—or "build"—the 
used by his Majesty.

The type of gun supplied to the 
King has now been standardized, and 
le- known throughout the world. It 
costs a hundred and thirty guineas, 
and bears the royal crown In gold In
lay on the lever.

What constitutes the Ideal gun?
The perfect gnn, such as the King 

uses, weighs Just 614 lbs. It has a 12 
bore, a barrel length of 8014 Inches, 
and a stock exactly 1414 inches from 
tip to tip. These dimensions are the 
'result of years of experience, and^fcre 
known to be perfectly right for a 
man ot medium hptght. Short men or 
men well on In years require modtflca 
tiens, and some old sportsmen have 
two inches taken off the barrels to re
duce weight to Its minimum.

Unless a gnn shoots well, of coatee.
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will not make It an efficient weapon 
for sport .

The King's guns *are designed to 
achieve the maximum kilting effi
ciency. This is attained by the man
ner In which the barréls are bored. 
The right’ barrel—the first fired— 
speeds the shot wide, covering a wide 
area and enhancing the chances of a 
hit when the birds are near. The left, 
fired usually as the blrjls are well 
sway, Is choked so -that the shot 
travels farther, hut does not spread so 
as to become Ineffectual.

The English guns—for his Majesty 
has Irish and Scottish weapons, too, of 
course—are produced In their entirety 
under one roof

the newer loose fitting makes,apl24,6mos,in,th
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Fall and'She .walks In beauty, like the night

Meet In her aspect and -her «yea.
Thus mellowed to that tender tight .
, Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

"One shade the ficore, .one, ray the 
less,

"Had half Impaired 
grace

Which waves In every raven trees.
Or softly tightens o’er her faoe,

Where thoughts serenely sweet ex- 
~- press

How pure, how dear, their dwelling- 
place.

“And on that cheek and

Fancy Mufflersand in this respect 
they are unique. From start to finish 
a hundred men are employed, on each 
gun.

the nameless

95c, 1.15,1.30, 160 eachServe stewed prunes with grated 
lemon.

Oysters are delicious when canted 
and served on toast with creamed cel-i 
ery sauce. 4

Finely chopped candled fruit makes 
an attractive garnish for a fruit salad..

Yon wS find these Goods 
well selected assortment. If 
has not been placed, see ours before

speciallyo’er that
brow,

So soft, so calm, so eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that 

glow.
But tell of days In goodness spent,

A mind at peso, with all below,
A heart whose love Is Innocent"

The organ censed Its music, and the 
voices became still, but Mr. Vallance 
saw that Colin Brnscliffe and Sir 
John Sterne’s daughter were danger
ously near to each other again. Dim 
and religious as the light was, he felt 
assured of this. He heard faint whis
pers in tones ot endearment and 
awoke to the fact that they were 
1 overt In an advanced stage. He could 
not understand t He had known Miss 
Sterne from babyhood, and never once 
bed he reason to even suspect her of 
anything but truth and candor In all 
things. She had held in his estimation 
a high place for her goodness—her 
sweet charitableness — her almost 
angelic qualities—and now!

He shivered with dreed. This Colin 
Brnscliffe was n stranger, by her own 
confession. Sir John wee sway, and 
had left Elsie to him aT a sacred 
charge. He nllpped quietly out of,the 
church, for he could hear that the 
lovers were preparing to leave. He 
walked to a tombstone, and leaned 
against it, faint and sick at heart He 
knew not why, but the air seemed filled 
with impending trouble-trouble for 
poor Blale.

(To be continued )
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work. My neighbor toM^ne'o^yPur 
medicine and I read about it in the * To
ronto Telegram ’ and thought I would 
take it I got very good results. It 
built me up and I have told several 
friends what it has done for me. You 
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have.”—-Mrs. j. L*n, 86 Harris Ave.,
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