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,rNo; It’s only Tom Broxton, 'Mother* 
Spillman. I've stopped by to ask after 
your eyes. Miss Malvina tells me you 
have had a dreadful time with them 
this winter, and, as if that wasn’t 
enough to keep both of you in work1, 
you had to go and sprain an ankle.”

All of wh'eh was shouted so immedi
ately into the old lady's ears at the top 
of Tom's vigorous young lungs that 
she recoiled in physical pain. But she 
held his hands with answering warmth 
and smiled a glad welcome up at the 
great stalwart fellow.

“My dear boy, my good lad, to think 
of your taking the time to stop and 
call on an old woman like me! But it 
was like you — like the Broxtons, 1 
mean. They never forgot other peo
ple’s feelings. Sit down. Tom, close 
to me, laddie, where I can touch your 
shining brown hair if I want to. But 
dce’t yell so, Tom. They try to make 
OtC that I can neither hear nor see, 
but the old woman is not quite useless 
yet—no, not yet—not too helpless to be 
a good friend to the last of the Brox
tons, Tom. Eh?”

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

He v is thinking of derelict buttons 
and failing sock heels. She was think
ing of much weightier matters. She 
gave a chuckle of unmistakable tri
umph.

“Say that again, my boy; say it 
again. It does one good after being 
snubbed and laid on the shelf f„r 
years. You mean it. don't you. Tom?”

“Of course I do. every word of it.” 
said Tom kindly. “But you must not 
talk of being laid on the shelf yet for 
a great many years to come, 'Mother’ 
Spillman. You have got plenty work 
to do in the world yet”

"Oh, I'm not getting younger, and 
Fm not getting brighter. Tm 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. I've been wanting to say some 
things to you that no one else could 
lay as well nor as safely, things no
body eisç would dare to say. Sit here 
ou this hassock, close by my feet boy, 
and try to use the trumpet when vou 
answer roe. Then yon won’t have to 
Daw: : e that they can hear you all over 
the county.”

“So lav as I can see,” said Tom, ex
perimenting gently with the trumpet 
“there's no one to hear us unless it is 
Miss Malvina’s canary bird or that old 
red rooster yonder scratching up the 
Bower beds. Shall I drive him away?”

She laid a heavy hand on bis shoul
der. "No; sit still. Malvina will be 
coming back presently, and she’d be in 
the way.” She leaned forward untjj 
her thin lips almost touched his 
healthy pink ear.

“Thomas, where Is all of your moth
er’s and your Aunt Lucetta’s tine 
Jewelry?”

“Jewelry? 1 don’t know, ’Mother’ 
Bpiliman. 1 didn’t know they had 
any."

“They had thousands of dollars' 
wo: rli. boy. They had diamonds and 
pearls and Etruscan gold sets and 
cameos and the dear knows what be
sides. Many a time when I, as a min
ister's wife, ought to have been frown
ing down such frivolities have I sat 
gloating over their beautiful gems, real 
works of art, that were kept in one 
great ladquerware box When your dear 
mother and aunt were alive. They 
were a fortune in themselves. Oh. 
they were dressers, those two dear 
women! Not that they ever overdid 
It though. Where is that box now, 
Thomas W

Tom laughed carelessly. *T have not 
the slightest idea. ’Mother’ Spillman. 
I never heard of the existence of all that 
splendor before. I suppose my father 
would have put such things in bank
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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 I am going 

to have one some of these days, ‘Moth
er’ Spillman. You would not have no- 
go without?"

•‘No. Oh, no! But. Tom, about those 
jewels.” She was leaning toward him. 
twisting her knotty lingers nervously 
about each other. “1 remember one 
especially beautiful pearl necklace of 
your Aunt Lucetta’s. Your father 
brought It to her from Baris. I don’t 
suppose there was another one like it 
in the whole country—15 large pearls 
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 bad 
made no separate impression upon him. 
He had seen nothing but a pair of love
ly, laughing eyes, rippling yellow hair 
and sweet smiles. He was thinking of 
them now. This accurate description 
of hie 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 couiii 
avoid it. She just wanted to open his 
eyes gradually.

“And, Thomas, the silver! My, what 
a lot of It you do own! There are few 
young fellows who could start house
keeping as grandly as you could. Y’our 
dear mother was rwoud of her family 
plate—silver tureens and great massive 
pitchers and trays’’—

Tom laughed gleefully.
1 “Why, this Is getting to be quite In
teresting. I feel like Cinderella In 
trousers, with all my pumpkins turned 
into jewels and silver plate.”

“Eh, Tom? Where Is It all?”
“I did not know of Its existence. 

‘Mother’ Spillman. Of course after 
mother and Aunt Lu died father and 1 
lived verÿ simply. I was only 6 when 
he and I were left alone, and I have 
been off at school since I was 11. I 
suppose all those things are in hank 
somewhere. I don’t know much about 
my affairs 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 describing the most valuable 
ones, and of the silver. I know what 1 
am talking about. Thomas. 1 ought to.
I helped your dear mother make out 
those inventories. You ought to know 
all this. Thomas.”

The closing admonition of his fa
ther’s unfinished letter flashed Into his 
memory.

“I suppose when the proper time 
comes I will, ‘Mother’ Spillman. 1 
have been too busy with my books up 
to date. But Mr. Matthews"—

Here he received a violent surprise. 
The old woman laid her two hands on 
the coat lapel nearest her and shook It 
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 loyally (he flung the words at her 
angrily with help from the trumpet), 
“trusted him utterly and always. They 
were like brothers. From my earliest 
childhood I have had Mr. Matthews 
held up to me ne 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 good, no 
good, Thomas.”

Tom recoiled with a nervous laugh, 
a poor assumption of ease. The flow
ers wrapped about his father’s letter, 
the marked passage in his father’s Bi
ble, the dimly descried figure bending 

| over his father’s desk, all rushed into 
his mind clamoring for recognition as 
celestial messengers who:,; he had 
treated with scant courtesy. He took 
refuge in levity.

“Oh. come now. ‘Mother’ Spillman!
I have great respect for spooks and 
am sure I should never dare to treat 
o»o with disrespect. But a mere mor
tal is quite another thing. It would 
cot be on easy task for any one in the 
Seen to convince me that my guardian 
Wes other than the high 1 gentle
man and clear headed business man 
my father’s selection of him as a 
friend and my guardian proves him. 
I think# can safely intrust my affairs 
to him until I am ready to take the 
helm myself.”

At which the. old woman’s wrath 
flamed out fiercely. Tom bad risen 
from the hassock while speaking. It 
was time for him to go on to the Mat
thews’. ‘Mother’ Spillman rose, too. 
confronting him majestically. She 
stretched out one palsied hand impe
riously.

“Don’t speak of Horace Matthews 
and Rufus Broxton in the same breath, 
at least not In my presence. Don’t cou
ple thoughts of them In your pure 
young souk It is desecration. I am 
wasting my breath. My words are 
falling on deaf ears. But the time 
may come when you will ask hi bltter- 
ncs- ..if spl - : i why no one warned you 
•igu’.iv Dor. ■ iatthews. It shall 

j net be ou my con ;-.-iencejthat I was too

Mrs. James Carr, 
niipre I Vmfraville, Hast- 
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SCROFULA I “My little boy, two dUKUrULH.B andahalfyearsold,

I was in a terri ble con
dition and suffered a great deal from 
scrofulous sores. My husband bought a 
bottle of Burdock Blood Bitters for him 
and gave it to him, and by the time he had 
finished the second bottle there was not a 
sore to be seen. On account of this won
derful cure I can honestly recommend 
B B.B. to ail who suffer from any disease 
arising from bad blood. "

CURES
BOILS.

Mr. Oliver J. Murray, 
Charlottetown, P.E.I., 
writes as follows! 
“About six months ago 
I was troubled with 
painful boils,'for which I 

could get nothing to cure me. 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 iter mother angrily. The loud 
tones of the quavering old vole# had 
carried beyond the front gate. The Im
precation that was ready to be hurled 
at the lawyer’s head sunk Into a plain
tive whine. 4

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

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

"'tNfiSv

see 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 hie 
heart complained. He had gone for
ward eagerly to meet her, almost ar
dently. She must have read all his 
adoring thoughts to his burning eyes 
and flushing cheeks. His telltale cheeks 
had gone flaming hot at sight of her. 
She had smiled at him as indulgently 
us if he had been a young spaniel frisk
ing at her heels, and for the brief spac* 
<.f time lapsing between his coming 
and the summons to dinner she had 
patronized him so openly that she had 
successfully 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. “He had the making of a fine 
artist in him. Doubtless that six weeks 
In Paris would have been most profit
ably spent by us. From Paris 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 toto on 
the strength of a debut! He had tried 
to talk to her of the future, giving It a 
tinge of common Interest—hers, Ms. 
theirs. She had persisted le quest Sit
ing him, with a matronly air of supe
rior age, about his studies and his 
wardrobe and his physical coudiv’en. 
Ho had alluded.to hie guardian’s wish
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My importations for my summer trade have been 
largi* and well chosen, and I am now fully pre
pared to supply ail my pat ons writ all the latest 
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She etrctched out one painted hand Im
periously.

Ing eyes. Rumor had Informed him 
that “Mother” Spillman was "getting 
queer,” but be had no Idea that the 
wreck of her mind had progressed so 
far.

Miss Malvina touched her own fore
head significantly. Tom nodded his 
comprehension. He took up bis 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 her, but 1 
know her mania. It’s nothing but a 
mania, Tom. 1 can’t fancy what ever 
has given her poor, feeble brain such a 
twist In that direction. She’s gone 
cranky—I can’t deny it—poor dear! Ev
erybody knows Mr. Matthews is just 
: ovv suspicion of any sort, Tom.”

Tom said “Of course,” with a twinge 
■>!’ self reproach for having even listen
ed to anything to the contrary, and 
rxle away with bis big heart as full of 
commiseration for the mother and 
daughter as It was empty of the sus
picion the old woman had tried to pour 
into it.

CHAPTER Yin.
, AX ACCIDENT.

Fixing a coldly rebuking eye upon 
the moody young face opposite him, 
Mr. Matthews tapped the library table 
Impatiently with a paper cutter.

“I am afraid, Thomas, you are not 
giving me your undivided attention.” 
And Tom. blushing guiltily, said be 
was afraid he was not He tried to 
make amends by staring stolidly at the 
map of Europe which lay spread out on 
the table between him and ills guard
ian. The ivory paper cutter ouce 
more resumed Its peregrinations.

He could command his eyes and his 
cars even if his heart bad gone astray. 
By plhnting his elbows on the table 
and firmly clamping his jaws between 
both hands he secured the attention of 
those useful organs and put them en
tirely at his guardian’s service. 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. 
His day was proving distinctly disap
pointing, but be need not advertise that 
fact to all the world. With dull ears 
he heard his guardian’s voice.

"Now, when your dear father and 1 
projected this identical tour our inten
tion was to go directly to Parié"—the 
paper cutter halted directly over the 
black spot standing tor that fascinat
ing metropolis—“and from there”—

With rebellion in I: is heart Tom was 
summing up bis grievances. Olivia 
he’d not emerged promptly on his ar
rival. Her long delay had the effect of 
making him feel crudely premature 
and not eagerly welcome. ’ All the 
sparkle had been blown off the day by 
her tarrying. Her father excused he# 
on the score of a headache, superin
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 Impossi
ble to accept that fiction of a headache.

“We planned to remain In Paris six 
weeks on our first visit, confining our
selves principally to the art galleries 
and the places of historic Interest. You
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Our fashion plates and new goods are now on hand in all kinds usually 
kept in a first class Establishment.

Fancy suitings, fancy vestings, fancy snipes for pants. Also black, 
blue and grey serges and in fact ever tiling you need to iress you up in 
first class style and in any fashionable color. We make them up to 
suit, you, fit you and they wear well, and charge a moderate price. Call 
and see for yourself.

Carter Block. S. McLeod.
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WANTED A ™VeSra Agent.

An experienced canvasser, or a man with
good character and address, with the neces
sary ability to travel from town to town and 
appoint agents. No canvassing. Salary 
and expenses paid. Position permanent and 
promotion according to merit.
The BRADLEY-&ARRSinSON Co., Limited

Brantford, Ont.
Mention this Paper.

We carry a full line of

and
JOHNSON’S

Anodyne Liniment
At aur season of the year it cure# croup, 
eolie^orampe, diarrhoea, cholera morbus, 
bites, bruises* bums, atlas*- chaflny. In 
fall and winter It cures colds, coughs, sa-

Paper in rolls of various lengths.

Wrapping Paper 
Paper bags.

I. ». JOHNSON â CO.,
22 OmUoi House It, Boston, Moos. Anslow Bros.

HOME TESTIMONY
CLEARLY PROVES THAT

KUMFORT

Mixard’s Liniment Cur-s Golds 
etc.

HEADACHE POWDERS
Cure Sick Headache in ten minutes.

OUR WITNESSES.
Newcastle, N. B., Oct. 25th, 1900.

Newcastle’s leading barber, Mr. James Collins, whose shop is near the Post Office, Pleasant St., writes “I 
use Kumfort Headache Powders and find they always cure, and I also fin i them pleasant and safe to use. ’

H. S Miller, of Miller Bros., butchers, wKose place of business is opposite the XYaverly Hotel, writes :—I can 
safely recommend Kumfort Headache Powders. They are a good thing for my headache.

Neguac, January 0th, 1900.
“ The most satisfactory and perfect cure for headache T find are the Kumfort Headache Powders.

A. V. SAVOY, Merchant.

Thomson Station, N. S.. Feby. 25, 1 s99.
3rd Witness. E. Mattinson it Son write under this date : ‘ Please send us 0 dozen Kumfort Headache 

Powders, they are the best selling medicines we have in the shop.’ Sales talk.
4th Witness. W. C. Balcolm, the well-known travelling jeweller of Hantsport, N. S., writes : ‘ 1 useu

Kumfort Headache Powders recently and found them a marvelous cure for headache.’
5th Witness. H. C. Fulton of Truro, well known to the employees of the T. C. R., being in the Superintend

ent's office at Truro, writes : 1 Undoubtedly the best cure for headache. 1 cannot praise KuniiVat Headache
Powders too highly.’

* Burnt Church, N. B„ May 12th, 1699.
6th Witness. ‘ I 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.’
MRS. J. P. DAVIDSON.

Harcourt, N. B., May 19th, 1699.
7th Witness. Miss Jennie Goodwin of Harcourt writes : 1 The best Headache Powders I have ever used are

the Kumfort Headache Powders.’
Sth Witness. Rogersville’s Leading Merchant, Mr. John D. Buckley, writes May 20th, 1699: ‘ The best

remedy for Headache that I ever used are the Kumfort Headache Powders —They cure in a few minutes—Create 
no habit from continued use and I find them safe and harmless.’ ,

J. D. BUCKLEY,

All Dealers; Price 10 & 25c, or by mail postpaid on receipt of price
F. G. Weaton Go., Ltd... Folly Village, N. S.
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