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! **No; it’s only Tom Broxton, ‘Mother’
i Bpillman. I've stopped by to ask after
i your eyes. Miss Malvina tells me you
i have had a dreadful time with them
this winter, and, as if that wasn’t
enough to keep both of you in work,
| you had to go and sprain an ankle.”
All of wh'ch was shouted so immedi-

r

“ was like you—like the Broxtons, I

mean. They never forgot other peo-
ple’s feelings. Sit down. Tom, close
to me, laddie, where I can touch your
g, shining brown hair if I want to. But
' dap’t yell so, Tom. They try to make
! out that I can neither hear nor see,

i but the old woman is not quite useless

| 52 yet—no, not yet—not too helpless to be

= a good friend to the last of the Brox-
B tons, Tom. Eh?”

“Indeed. no, ma’am,” said Tom cheer-
fully. “I don’t know of anybody I
would turn to quicker if 1 needed help
than ‘» vou or Miss Malvina.”

He s thinking of derelict buttons |
and failing sock heels. She was think- |
Ing of much weightier matters. She

gave a chuckle of unmistakable tri-
umph.

i “Say that again, my boy; say it
again. It does one good after Lie vz
snubbed and laid on the shelf for |

’ years. You mean it. don't yon. 'lnm g

“Of course I do, every word of it.
said Tom kindly. *“‘But you must uut
talk of being laid on the shelf yet for
8 great many years to come, ‘Motlic:’
Bpillman. You have got plenty work
to do in the world yet.”

“Oh, I'm not getting younger, and
P’m not getting brighter. ’'m willing to
go when my time comes. But, Tom,
I’ve been wanting to talk with you,
lad. You're right. I’ve got work to
do. TI've been wanting to say some
things to you that no one else could
say as well nor as safely, things no- |
A body eiz¢ would dare to say. Sit hers

f L on this hassock, close by my feet boy,

: and try to use the trumpet when vou

snswoi me. TeoR you wob’t have =0

~ paw: -« that they can hear you all over
the rounty.”

“So tar as I can see,” said Tom, ex-
perimenting gently with the trumpet,
“therv’s no one to hear us unless it Is
Miss Mulvina’s canary bird or that old
red rooster yonder scratching up the
flower Deds. Shall I drive him away?”’
: Sbe laid a heavy hand on his shoul-
£ der. *'No; sit still. Malvina will be
# coming back presently, and she’d be in
the way.” She leaned forward untj]
her thin lips almost touched his
bealthy pink ear.

“Thomas, where is all of your moth-
er's and your Aunt Lucetta’s fine
Jewelry?”

“Jewelry?
Spillman.
apy.”

“They had thousands of dollars’
wo:il, boy. They had diamonds and
pearla and Etruscan gold sets and |
cameos and the dear knows what be- ]
gides. Many a time when I, as a min- |
ister’'s wife, ought to have been frown-
t ing down such frivolities have I sat

gloating over their beautiful gems, real
works of art, that were Lkept in one
great ladquerware box when your dear

‘Mother’
they bLad

1 don’t know,
1 didr’t know

i Vi

were dressers,
Not that they ever overdid
Where is that box now,

they
women!

it, though.
Thomas?”’

Tom lzughbed carelessly. *“1 have not

» the slightest idea. *Mother’ Spillman.

Inever heard of the existence of all that

splendor before. 1 suppose my father

would bave put such things in bank
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ately into the old lady’s ears at the top | NO- "(—)h-‘ Ay But. Jom.‘ab'ou.t ll?'O‘N-' i

of Tom’s vigorous young lungs that | JeWels” She was leaning ‘0“"1.“3' L‘j“: i
! ghe recoiled in phreical pain. But she | tWisting her knotty fingers newy ously |
H held his hands with answering warmth about each other. I rem nm'h‘( one
! and smiled a glad welcome up at the especially beautiful pearl neclk!ace of
g great stalwart fellow. your Aunt Lucetta’s. Your fathe’r
§ “My dear boy, my good lad, to think brought it to her from Paris. I don’t
! of your mkin;} the time to stop and | SuPpose there was nuoth.er one like it
| call on an old woman like me! But it | I the whole country—13 large pearls

mother and aunt were alive. They
were a fortune in themselves. Oh, |

those two dear |
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somewhere. I am glad to know so
many pretty things are in waiting for
my future wife.”

“Your future wife?”’

“Why, yes. Of course 1 am goin:z |
to have some of these days, ‘Moth- |

er’ Spillman. You wculd pot have e
go without?”

‘v‘v

caught into a rosette, with a big opal
in the center and strings of pearls on
either side.”

“It must have been very pretty, but
I never saw it,” said Tom absently. |
The necklace that had encircled Ollie's
round white neck the night before had
made no separate impression upon him.
He had seen nothing but a pair of love-
ly, laughing eyes, rippling yellow bair
and sweet smiles. He was thinking of
them now. This accurate description
of his aunt’s wonderful necklace sug-
gested nothing to him. *‘Mother” Spill-
man shook her head impatiently. She ‘
did not want to shock him if she couid
avoid it. She just wanted to open his
eyes gradually. |

“And, Thomas, the sxlver! My, what |
a lot of it you do own! There are few |
young fellows who eould start house-
keeping as grandly as you could. Your
dear mother was reoud of her family
plate—silver tureens and great massive
pitchers and trays”— |

Tom laughed gleefully.

: “Why, this is getting to be quite in-
teresting. 1 feel llke Cinderella in
trousers, with all my pumpkins turned
into jewels and silver plate.”

“Eh, Tom? Where is it all?”

“lI did not know of its existence.
‘Mother’ Spillman. Of course after
mother and Aunt Lu died father and |
lived very simply. I was only 6 when
he and 1 were left alone, and I have
been off at school since I was 11. 1
suppose all those things are in bank
somewhere. [ don’t know much about
my afiairs as yet.”

“But you are getting to be a man
now, Thomas, and you ought to be
looking after your own affairs. You
ought to know what belongs to you.
There were inventories of the jewels,
even (escribing the most -valuable
ones, and of the silver. T know what 1
am talking about, Thomas. I ought to.
I belped your dear mother take out
those inventories. You ought to know
all this, Thomas.”

The closing admonition of his fa- |
ther’s unfinished letter flashed into his |
memory. |

comes I will, ‘Mother’ Spillman. 1
have been too busy with my books up
to date. But Mr.

Here he received a violent surprise.
The old woman laid her two hands on

very much after the fashion of a ter-
rier pouncing on a rat.

“Don’t trust everything to him, boy;
don’t, I say.”

“My father trusted him,” said Tom
right lo::
angrily with help from the trumpet),
“trusted him utterly and always. They
were like brothers.
childhood I have had Mr. Matthews
held up to me S an exemplar, a man-
of probity and good judgment. You
must not slander my guardian in my
presence, ‘Mother’ Spillman. I can’t
allow it. Excuse me if I seem rude.”

“I see, 1 see! He has bewitched you
as he bewitched your father before
you and his sister before him. If one
should come back from the dead to
warn you, it would do no geod, no
good, Thomas.”

Tom recoiled with a nervous lanch.
& poor assumption of ease.
ers wrapped about his father’s letter,
the marked passage in his father's Bi-

Ly WO e s e A P Ty TN

Must

A’gfj@

Sec Fee-Simile Wrapper Below.

Bear Siznaturo of

FOR BILIOUSHESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR GONSTIPATION.

ITTLE.

IVER
PILLS.

. FOR ¥HE COMPLEXION
e GEATIND MUY EAVR £40 e,
;"~‘ '4_’\' TETy VeustaTic /Q__‘ ’f“,& o 4

s gy e

ble, the dimly descried figure bending
| over his father’s desk, all rusked into
his mind clan ng for recognition as
celestial mos: ers wlhons he had
treated with =cant eourtesy. He took
refuge in levity.

“Oh, come now, ‘Mother’ Spillman!
1 have great respect for spocks and
am sure I should never dare to treat
oRa r‘x*h di xr'w; Dut a mere mor-

It would

fesn to convi
was otler than } rentle-
man and clear he'xdvd business man
my father’s selection of him
friend and my guardian proves bim.

helma myself.”

At which
flained out fiercely. Tom bad
from the hassoek while speaking.

‘Mother’ Spillman rose,
him majestically.

thews’.
confronting

riously.

and Rufus Broxton in the same breath,
at least not in my presence. Don't cou-

young soul. It is desecration.
wasting my breath.

may come “heu you will ask i bitter-
ness of spleii why
1wsr Ilorace latthews. It

act

| bottle of Burdock Blood Bitters for him

. sore to be seen.

| could get nothing to cure me.

“l suppose when the proper time'
Matthews”— ‘

the coat lapel nearest her and shook it i

211y (he flung the words at her |

From my earliest |

<4

as s

I think¥™ can safely intrust my affairs
to him until I am ready to take the

the old woman’s wrath
risen
It
was time for him to go on to the Mat-

Burdock
Blood
Bitters.

Mrs. James Carr,
Umfraville, Hast-
® ingsCo., Ont.,says:
SCROFULA { My little bO), two
i and a halfyears old,

L w2 sina terrible con-
dition and suffered a great deal from
scrofulous sores. My husband bought a

CURES

and gave it to him, and by the time he had
finished the second bottle there was not a
On account of this won-
derful cure I can honestly recommend
B.B.B. to all who suffer from any disease
arising from bad blocd.”

Mr. Oliver J. Mur

Charlottetown, P

writes as followsx
““About six months ago
I was troubled with
painful boils,for whichI
As a last
resort I tried Burdock Blood Bitters, One

bottle completely rid me of boils, and my
health was never better than at present.

great a coward to do it. I tell you,
Thomas Broxton”-

“Mother!”

Miss Malvina stood in the doorway
regarding her mother angrily. The loud
toues of the quavering old voicd bhad
carried beyond the front gate. The im-
precation that was ready to be hurled
at the lawyer’s head sunk into a plam-
tive whine.

“They are all against me. Every-
body’s for him. Even my own child is
ready to revile me for Horace Mat-
thews.”

Tom stood looking from one to the
other of his two old friends with pity-

She strctched out one 'palatcd. hand ime
periously.

ing eyes. Rumor had informed him
that “Mother” Spillman was “getting
queer,” but he had no idea that the
wreck of her mind had progressed so
far.

Miss Malvina touchoed her own fore-
head significantly. Tom nodded his
comprebension. He tcok up his bat
Malvina followed to the gate.

“Tom, dear, of course you will for-
get every word she said against Mr.
Matthews. 1 didn’t hear bher, but I
know her mania. It's nothing but a
oania, Tom. 1 can’t fancy what ever
'as given her poor, feeble brain such a
twist in that direction. She’s gone

'=~e that was or would have been just

after the days of the commune.”
Tom’s ears reported his guardian’s
words, and when Olivia did come his
leart complained. He had gone for-
ward eagerly to meet her, almost ar-
dently. She must have read all his
adoring thoughts in his burning eyes
and flushing cheeks. His telltale cheeks
tad gone flaming hot at sight of ker.
She had smiled at him as indulgently
a8 if he had been a young spaniel frisk-
ing at her heels, and for the brief spac*
of time lapsing between his coming
and the summons to dinner she had
patromzed him so openly that she had
suce Ity imposed upon him an un-
comfortable sense of extreme juvenil-
ity. He gnawed his budding mustache
In impotent rage.

“Poor, dear Rufus!” his guardian
droned. “Ie had the making of a fine
artist in him. Doubtless that six weeks
in Paris would have been most profit-
ably spent Dby us. From Daris we
meant to go by easy stages”’—here the
paper cutter ambled erratically over
the map, descriptive of the easy stages
—“until we reached Florence — Flor-
ence, the home of classic art, the
scene of immortal Savonarola’'s unap-
preciated efforts and martyrdom.”
What a finished young lady the pret-
ty little thing had blossomed ‘uto on
the strength of a debut! Ile had tried
to talk to her of the future, giving it a
tinge of common interest—hers, bis,
theirs. She had persisted i» (nestion-
ing him, with a matronly air of =upe-
rior age, about his studies and his
wardrobe and his physical condliicu
He had alluded. to his guardian’s wish
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ranky—I ean’t deny it—poor dear! Ev-
sody knows Mr. Matthews is just
ove suspicion of any sort, Tom.”
I'om sald “Of course,” with a twinge
o self reproach for having even listen-
<1 to anything to the coutrary, and

rwle away with his big heart as full of
and
| daughter as It was empty of the sus-
picion the cld woman had tried to pour

e ymmiseration for the mother

into it.

CHAPTER VTIL
, AN ACCIDENT.
Fixing a coldly

|
impatiently with a paper cutter.
“I am afraid, Thomas.

And Tom,
was afraid he was not.

blushing guiltily,

fan. The ivory paper -cutter
1 more resumed its peregrinations.

He could command his eyes and his

] cars even if his heart had gone astray.
I'y planting his elbows on the table
'I‘he tiow- | and firmly clamping his jaws between
i both hands he secured the attention of
those useful organs and put them en-
But
his heart and brains were another mat-
ter. Both played truant and absolutely
refused to be drawn into consideration
of this proposed tour of foreign parts.
disap-
pointing, but he need not advertise that
ith dull ears

tirely at his guardian’s service.

His day was proving distinctly

fact to all the world. W
be heard his guardian’s voice.

paper cutter Lalted directly
black spot standing for that
Ing metropolis—*“and f

“"‘h re lnlmm in hi
sumnirg
hed uut enod

om there”—

50 B | m'if\ nees.

her tarryiz

rebuking eye upon
| the moody young face opposite him,
Ar. Matthews tapped the library table

you are not
giving me your undivided attention.”
said bhe
He tried to
make amends by staring stolidly at the |
map of Europe which lay spread out on
the table between him and his guard-
once

|

“Now, when your dear father and 1 k
projected this identical tour our inten-
tion was to go dircetly to Pari$”—the
over the
{ascinat-

rt Tomn was
3 Olivia
promptly on his ar-

rival. Her long delay hiad the effect of
making him feel erudely premature
and pot eagerly welcome.® AN the

sparkle had been blown off the day by
Her futh(:r excused her

\ . :
| Newecastle’s leading barber,
| 3

H. S Miller, of Aliller Bros.,

3rd Witness.  E. Mattinson
Powders, they are the best selling

l\umtmt Headache Powders recent}

\
| 4th Witness. W. C.
)
l
|
|

H5th Witness.
i ent’s office at Truroc, writes :
‘I Powders too highly.’
»

|
|
|
‘l 6th Witness.

use Kunrfort Headache Powders and find they always cure, and

safely recommend Kumfort He.ul wche Powders.

&
Jalcolm,

H. C. Fulton of Truro, well known to the employces of the I. C. R,
¢ Undoubtedly

too.
She
stretched out one palsied hand impe-

“Don’'t speak of Horace Matthews

ple thoughts of them in your pure
I am
My words are
falling on deaf ears. But the time

19 one warned you
shall
<cience that I was too

on the score of a headache, supern-
duced by loss of rest. When she did
appear, however, cool and fresh in her
crisp, pretty house gown, with shining
eyes and red ripe lips, it was imposst-
ble to accept that fiction of a headache.

“We planned to remain in Paris six
| weeks on our first visit, confining our-
\selwq principally to the art galleries
and the places of historic interest. You

MiNARD'S LINIMENT Cures
etc.

(,(H

Tth Witness.
the Kumfort Headache Powders.’

Sth Witness.

Miss Jennie Goodwin of Harcourt writes :

Rogersville’s Leading Merchant, Mr. John D. Buckley, writes May
remedy for Headache that I ever used are the Kumfert Headache Powders-—They cure in a few minutes— Create
no habit from continpued use and I find them safe and harmlm ,

OME TESTIMONY

CLEARLY PROVES THAT

KUMFORT

HEADACHE POWDERS

Cure Sick Headache in ten minutes. y

OUR WITNESSES.

Newcastle, N. B., Oct.

Mr. James Collins, whose shop is near the Post Oftice, Pleasant St.,
T also find them pleasant and safe to use.

They are a good thing for my headache.

ly and found them a manelous cure for headache.’

)

being in
praise

the best cure for headache. T cannot

Burnt Church, N. B,

MRS. J. P. 1

Harcourt, N.

20th,

J. D.

Numlont

May
‘1 have used Kumfort Headache Powders and my experience is that they will cure a headache
in a few minutes.—It is nervous headache in my case.’

B., May 19th,
‘The best Headache Powders T L

1899 :

g€,

1900.
T 15 |

25th,
writes

butchers, whose place of business is U))p()slte the Waverly Hotel, writes :-—-I can

: : Neguac, January 6th, 1300.
“The most satisfactory and perfect cure for headache T fimd are the Kumfort He che Powders,
A. V. SAVQY, Merchant.
Thomson Station, N. .. Feby. 25, 1899,
& Son write under this date: ¢Please send us 6 dozen Kumfort ileadache
medicines we have in the shop.” Sales talk.
the well-known travelling jeweller of Hantsport, N. S, writes: ‘I useu

the Superintend-
ieadache

12th, 1899.

)AVIDSON.
1899.
ave ever used are
‘The best
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