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; white cotton cloth, and his eye caught are in Boston, Quency: if you don’t, I 
the name “Linda Fernborough,” shall come down to Eastborough to see 
stamped thereon with indelible ink. He vou." P** 
said nothing, but replacing the piece 
of cloth passed the package to Curtis,

you.”
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ORANGE LILY

She gave him another kiss at part­ing.
As he left the house he deliberated 

for a moment as to where he should go
who inclosed, sealed and indorsed it, 
and gave a receipt therefor to Quin- 

■cy.
“I will put this in my big steel 

|vault,” said he as he went into an- 
,other room./

Quincy knew that Curtis would ac­
cept no fee for Such a slight service, so 
placing a five-dollar greenback under 
a paper weight, he quietly left the of­
fice and was out of sight long before

next. It was half-past four. He de- 
cided to go to Leopold’s lodgings in | 
Chestnut street. He found him at 1 
home, but for a wonder he was not i 
working.

"This is an off day with me," he ex-1 
plained; "this is our haying season, ! 
and I’ve been working nights, days and

I Sundays for a fortnight.”
“I came to express Miss Pettengill's 

obligations and thanks for your very 
kind and successful efforts in her be- 
half."-

"Oh, that’s all right,” said Leopold. ! 
‘By the way, have you told her she | 

Jught to write a book?”
"Not yet,” said Quincy, “but I'm go-i 

ing to, soon. She has just lost a dear! 
friend, but I won’t forget it.”

; “Don't,” repeated Leopold. “She is! 
a diamond that ought to be dug up, 
cut, and set in 18-karat gold. Excuse

33.335 secececees 
BY

CHAS. FELTON PIDGIN.
A PICTURE OF C1

NEW ENGLAND HOME Life, go REGISTERED,
Genre,

Curtis, with the bill in his hand, ran 
downstairs, bareheaded, and looked up 
and down the street in search of him.

Five minutes later Quincy reached

When Quincy reached Boston he laughter, and Florence up to her room 
in a pout.

Then Maude fell to asking Quincy
If you suffer from any disease of the organs that make of vou a woman, write me at once 

for ten days’ treatment of ORANGE LILY, which I will send to every lady inclosing 
three cent stamps. . This wonderful applied remedy cures tumors, leucorrhea, lacerations, 
painful periods, pains in the back, sides and abdomen, falling, irregularities, etc., like magic.

Y ou can use it and cure yourself in the privacy of your own home for a trifle, no physician 
being necessary. Don’t fail to write today for the

went directly to his father’s office. The 
Hon. Mr. Sawyer was not present, but 
his partners, Mr. Franklin Crownin­ questions about himself, to which he 

returned evasive and untruthful an- ed in blue livery, opened the door, and 
Lawrence, swers, until she was, as she said, com-; Quincy was ushered into the long par- 

pletely disgusted. Then she dropped lor, which ran the full depth of the 
seat at the desk which he had oecu- her head upon his shoulder, and with house, some sixty feet, in which he had.. 000 the arms of the brother whom she passed many pleasant evenings Ke
pied before going to Eastborough, and dearly loved clasped around her, she sent up his card, and in a few mo-

went to sleep. He looked at the sweet ments Buttons returned and delivered 
girlish face and thought not of her, : the speech which Mrs. Chessman had 
but of Alice. taught him and which he had learned

his aunt’s house. A "Buttons," dress-
shield and Mr. Atherton
were busily engaged. Quincy took a

FREE TRIAL TRE A7 MENT.wrote out his advertisement for the
New York Herald. It read as fol­
lows: “Linda—Important paper dis- I___________ ____ ____ __ ________________
covered. Communicate at once with Q. Next morning he was up early, for ! by heart: “Mrs. Chessman desires that 
A. S., Eastborough.” he knew that a busy day was before I you will come up at once.”

He inclosed a check to cover a fort- him.

1. This will convince you that you will get well if you continue the treatment a reasonable 
time. Address

my apparently brutal language, 
you get my meaning.”

"Certainly," said Quincy, “and
are not working today?"

but

you will come up at once.”
The last thing before retiring, | Quincy bounded upstairs, to the evi- 

and the first thing upon getting up, he ! dent astonishment of Buttons and he oxaminad his inatia tost ----at * see made his way to the front chamber, 
if that precious letter, that priceless which he knew was his aunt’s room, 
trust that he had given his knightly She loved the sunlight, and it was a 
word to deliver, was safe.------------------- I constant visitor in that room, summer

He breakfasted early, and 8 o’clock1and winter. His aunt did not greet 
found him in Bowdoin Square, at the him with a “how do you do?" and a 
corner of Green and Chardon streets, handshake. Instead of such a formal 
His first visit was to a safe manufac- reception she gave him a hearty hug 
tory, a few doors from the corner, and kissed him three times, once on the 
where he purchased one for the firm of forehead, then on the cheek, and fin- 
Strout & Maxwell. ally on the lips, in which osculation,

Quincy took part.
His aunt led him to an easy-chair, 

then threw herself upon a lounge oppo-

you
MRS. F. G. CURRAH, Windsor, nt.

Orange Lily is recommended and sold in London by Mr. I. L. Walton, druggist, 471 Richmond Street.
night's insertion, then walked down I
State Street to the postoffice to mail examined his inside vest pocket, to 
his letter. When he returned, Mr. Law-'

“No,” said Leopold, "loafing and en­
joying it, too. I've a mind to turn 
vagrant and loaf on, loaf ever.”

“Come down to Parker’s and have 
dinner with me.”

“Can’t do it," replied Leopold; “my 
stomach is loafing, too. ‘Twouldn’t be 
fair to make it work and do nothing 
myself. Just as much obliged. Some 
other day. Don’t forget the book," he 
cried as Quincy left the room.

Quincy took his dinner at Parker's, 
caught the five minutes past six ex­
press and reached Eastborough Center 
at half-past seven. Abbott Smith drove 
him home to the Pettengill house.

The next day was Friday. Everybody 
at Mason’s Corner, with quite a num­
ber from Eastborough and Montrose, 
came to Mrs. Putnam’s funeral. The 
little Square in front of the church, as 
well as the shed, was filled with teams. 
While waiting for the arrival of the 
male residents of Mason’s Corner were 
gathered upon the steps of the church.

Strout espied A bner Stiles and ap­
proached him. "Bob Wood has jest 
told me,” said the Professor, “that he 
has decided not to leave his present 
place, so I’ve concluded on second 
thoughts to give yer that job at the 
grocery store.”

Abner's eyes twinkled.
"I’ve had my second thoughts, too," 

said he. “I've hired out to Deacon

pence informed him that his father was 
in his private office. His father greeted 
him pleasantly, but not effusively; i 
in fact, any marked exhibition of ap- 
proval or disapproval was foreign to 
the Sawyer family, while the Quincys, 
were equally notable for their reticence 
and imperturbability.

“When shall we have the pleasure !

It was upon this picture that Mrs. 
Crewley looked as she opened the door 
leading into the kitchen and started to 
come into the room with a large pan 
full of cream.

Astonished, she stepped backward, 
forgetting the two steps that she had 
just ascended. Flat upon her back she 
fell, the pan of cream drenching her 
from head to foot.

“It’s drownded i am! It’s drownded 
I am!” she cried at the top of her 
voice.

“What’s the matter? How did it 
happen?” said Mandy as she rushed 
into the room, followed by Swiss.

“Shure it’s thinkin* I was,” moaned 
Mrs. Crowley, "when the milk fell on 
me!”

"Thinking of what?” cried Mandy, 
sharply. “You couldn’t have been 
thinking of your business."

“Shure, I was thinkin’ of the day 
when Pat Crowley and I both sat ‘n 
,the same chair forty years ago,” said 
Mrs. Crowley rising to her feet and 
wiping the cream off her eyes, and 
nose, and ears.

During this time Swiss was busily 
engaged having a rich feast upon the

La. JOIES’
site to him. She eyed him attentively 

1for a moment.
“Quincy," said she, “you are better- 

looking than ever; you’re almost as 
good-looking as Robert was, and lie 
was the handsomest man I ever saw. 
How many different country girls have 
you kissed since you saw me last?"

“I kept the count," said Quincy, “till 
I went to a surprise party a week ago 
Monday and then I lost it.”

“Of all the kisses that you have had, 
whose do you prize the most?"

“Those from my beloved Aunt Ella," 
replied Quincy.

Aunt Ella smiled and said, “You know 
how to keep on the right side of an old 
woman who has got money."

“I didn’t think of that until you call­
ed my attention to it,” said Quincy 
gravely.

FUR SCARF
This, beautiful fine quality rich black Fur 

OVER 44 INCHES IN LENGTH 
made from fine selected full furred skins. 
It has six lovely largo black Martin tails, it 
is made in the latest New York Style, and is 
in every way equalin appearance toany high 
class Fur Scarf made. In order to introduce 
Marvel Washing Blue, the great wash-day 
help, we win send this lovely Scarf Free to 
any one for selling only 20 packages at 10 
cents a package. Marvel Washing Blue sells 
quickly as it is the best bluing made and 
every family needs it. Each customer buy­
ing is entitled to receive a handsome silver­
ware present from us. Just send your name 
and address, and we will send the Bluing by 
mail, postpaid; when sold send usthe money, 
$2.09, and we will send you bis beautiful 
FurScarf. You need no money, wo trust you 
with the goodstill sold. Write for the Bluing 
to-day, and have the swellest scarf in 
your town. Address MARVEL BLUING 
CO., DEPT. 503 TORONTO, ONTARIO.

cream left in the pan. Hiram appear­
ed at the kitchen door to learn the 
cause of Mandy’s absence.

Raising her hands high in the air, 
Mrs. Crowley said, “Bless you, my

Mason for life, and if I jine the church 
he says I can work fer him in the next| 
world. So I kinder guess I shall have! 
to decline yer kind invitation to lift

“And I didn’t believe it when I said 
it," added Aunt Ella. A few moments 
later she rang and ordered a light 
lunch. When this was over she went 

I to an old secretary with brass han- 
idles, opened a drawer and took out a

boxes and roll barrels.”
darlints; may yer live long and may allWhen the services were over every

person in the church passed up the the saints pour blessin’s on yer kids.' 
|cigar box. I center aisle to take a last view. Her ' And with this invocation the poor
|“I have a few of Robert’s cigars |husband had been buried in the Mont- 
left," she said. rose Cemetery, and she had told Mr. the ell and was not seen again until
|Quincy took one and resumed his seat Tilton that she was to be laid by his the next morning.

old woman hobbled off to her room in

the next morning.
in the easy-chair. side. The Eastborough Cemetery wasI

Aunt Ella opened another drawer in : in West Eastborough, and for that real i 
the secretary and took out a pouch of |son many of the late residents of Ma-; 
tobacco, a package of rice paper, and son’s Corner slept their last sleep ati

GOLD MEDAL AWARDED, WOMAN’S EXHIBITION, LONDON, 1900.
CHAPTER XXXIII.

The Weddin’s.
The next day was Saturday. While thea box of wax tapers. She put these 

articles on a small diamond-shaped 
table and placed the table between 
Quincy and herself. She handed Quin­
cy the match-box, then deftly rolling 
a cigarette, she lighted it, leaned back 
upon the lounge and blew rings of 
smoke into the air, which she watched 
until they broke.

“Do you think it’s horribly unbecom- 
■ ing for me to smoke?" she asked,

Montrose.
As they stood by the coffin, Alice 

said, “How does she look?"
“Very pleasant,”* replied Quincy; 

“there is a sweet smile upon her face.”
“I am so glad,” said Alice. She 

pressed his arm a little tighter, and 
loking up to him she said, "Perhaps she 
has met her boy, and that smile is but 
the earthly reflection of the heavenly 
one that rests upon her face in her 
home above.

“I hope so," replied Quincy; and they

Pettengill family, was at breakfast 
Squire Rundlett arrived. He had driv­
en over from Montrose with the part­
nership papers for Strout, Hiram and 
Quincy to sign, and also the will of 
the late Mrs. Hepsibeth Putnam.

As he came into the kitchen he es­
pied Mandy, and a broad smile spread 
over his face as he said, “Good morn­
ing, Miss Skinner, was that paper all 
right?" Mandy flushed scarlet, but said 
nothing. “Honestly, Miss Skinner,”

THE DOCTOR.

of your continued presence at home?” I After traversing both sides of Friend 
"Tonight," replied Quincy, with a street he finally settled upon two 

smile, “I shall be with you at dinner, horses, stout country roadsters, and 
stay all night and take breakfast with left an order for their shipment to 
you.” ! Eastborough Center, when they were

"I trust your long visit will not notified that the wagons were ready, 
oblige you to neglect other important He bought the wagons in Sudbury 
matters," said the father. street. They had red bodies and yel-

“Oh, no," answered Quincy. “I have : low wheels and the words, “Strout & 
looked out for that." 1 Maxwell, Mason’s Corner, Mass.” Were

!For 
I Infants,
! Invalids,

And 
The 
Aged.

looking at Quincy.
“Do you wish me to express my real 

thoughts?" replied Quincy, "or flatter 
you because you have money?”

Aunt Ella reddened a little and then 
said, "A good shot, Quincy, but I de­

said the Squire, “I think it was a very------^^ * — TT:------‘~ * If menwalked slowly Out of church and took 1
their places on the rear seat of the Pet- sensible act on Hiram’s part.
tengill carryall, Ezekiel and Uncle Ike were obliged to put their proposals in 

writing there wouldn’t be any more 
breach of promise cases.”

“I think he is a big goose," finally

"And when do you think your health ; to be placed on them in gold letters, 
will allow you to resume your position These tasks completed, Quincy walk- 
in the office?" inquired the Hon. Na- ed up Tremont Row, by Scollay’s build- 
thaniel. ing. Crossing Pemberton Square, he 1 a n"

"That is very uncertain," replied continued up Tremont street, until he serve !L Go on‘ 
Quincy. . came to the building in which was the

Nearly 80 Years’ Established Reputation.
sitting in front.

Mandy Skinner and Mrs. Crowley had 
not gone to the funeral. The latter was 
busy skimming cream from a dozen 
large milk pans, while Mandy sat be­
fore the kitchen stove, with Swiss by 
her side. She was thinking of Hiram 
and wondering if he really intended to 
ask her to marry him.

“I don’t think he’s been foolin’ me,

DR. BARNARDO 
says :

11 We have already used Neave’s Food in two ot 
our Homes (Babies’ Castle and the Village Home), 
and I have no hesitation in saying it has proved very 
satisfactory.”—July 27th, 1901.

“Well, Aunt Ella," said he, "you are
ejaculated Mandy, laughing in spite of 
herself.

“At any rate," continued the Squire, 
“he knew enough to pick out a smart, 
pretty little woman for a wife,” and 
he raised his hat politely and passed 
into the dining-room.

Here he was asked to have some 
breakfast. He accepted a cup of cof­
fee. and, while drinking it, informed 
Quincy and Alice of the twofold pur­
pose of his visit.

Quincy led Alice into the parlor, the

the only woman, whom I ever saw 
|smoke, who, in my opinion, knew now 
to do it gracefully."

“I think vou are sincere,” she re-

"If you do not intend to come back la w office of Curtis Carter, one of his 
at all,” continued the father, "that law school chums.
would simplify matters. I could then "Hello, Curt!” said he as he entered Manufacturers: JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND, 

Wholesale Agents:—THE LYMAN BROS. & Co., Ltd., Toronto & Montreal.the somewhat dingy office.
"Well, ’pon my honor, Quincy,” cried 

Curtis, “the sight of you is good for 
sore eyes, and I’ve got such a beastly 
cold that I can’t see with one eye, and 
can’t read with the other.’’

"Well," said Quincy, “I came in here

make room for a Harvard graduate to 
study with us."

Quincy reflected. He had been taught 
by his father not to give a positive 
answer to any question on the spur 
of the moment, if more time could be 
taken, as well as not, for consideration. 
So, after a few moments of thought.

joined, “and I beg pardon for wounding 
your feelings as I did before. Give rue 
your hand on it."

They shook hands as two men would 
have done ater settling differences.

Then she said: "Now, draw your 
chair up closer, Quincy, and. tell me 
what you've been doing, and what other 
people have been doing to you, since 
the day bepre Christmas, the last 
time I set eyes on you until today. You 
know, I am your mother confessor.".

Quincy complied, and in his quiet, 
|concise way, gave her a full account of

“Mrs. Putnam was a very far-seeing 
lady," said the Squire, with a laugh,

ness with Mr. Hill was soon conclud­
ed, and he delivered the keys of the 
property to Squire Rundlett; then the 
co-partnership papers were duly sign-, 
ed and witnessed, and then the Squire 
passed the keys to Mr. Obadiah Strout, 
the senior partner of the new firm of * 
Strout & Maxwell, who formally took 
possession of the property in his own 
name and that of his partners.

Since Abner’s curt declination of a 
position in the store, Strout had been 
looking around for someone to take 
his place, and had finally settled upon 
William Ricker, or, as he was general­
ly called, Billy Ricker, a popular 
young resident of Montrose, as it was 
thought he could control, a great deal 
of trade in that town.

For a similar reason, Quincy and Hi­
ram had united in choosing young Ab­
bott Smith, who was known by every­
body in Eastborough Center and West 
Eastborough. Abbott had grown tired 
of driving the hotel carriage, and he 
wished to engage in some other per­
manent business.

The choice was naturally not par­
ticularly palatable to Strout, but he 
had consented to let bygones be by­
gones, and could offer no valid objec­
tion. These two young men were to 
report for duty that Saturday even­
ing, and the close of that day’s busi­
ness terminated Benoni and Samuel 
Hill’s connection with the grocery store 

Sunday morning all of the Pettengill 
family went to church anl listened to 
a sermon by Mr. Howe, the minister, 
from the text. "Blessed are the peace­
makers, for.they shall inherit the king­
dom of heaven.”

As they were driving home Uncle Ike 
remarked in his dry. sarcastic way, "I 
s'pose Mr. Howe was thinkin’ of Mrs. 
Putnam when he was praisin’ the 
peacemakers; it's a fashion in this 
country, I understand, the Sunday af­
ter a funeral to preach in a general 
way about the departed one."

"Mrs. Putnam has been very kind to 
me," protested Alice, "and you should 
forgive her for my sake.” ,

“I’ll forgive her," said Uncle Ike, 
“when the wrong she has done has 
been righted.” He shut his teeth togeth­
er sharply, faced the horses again and 
lapsed into silence.

In the afternoon Quincy joined Alice 
in the parlor, and they sang some sa­
cred music together.

Quincy picked up a book from the ta-

but now he’s goin’ into business I 
should think it was about time for him 
to speak up or quit."

Swiss suddenly arose, sniffed and 
went to the kitchen door. The door was 
opened softly and someone entered the

looking first at 
Quincy.

Alice and then at
intending to consult you professional- 

Quincy said: “I will write you in the ly, but I don't think a blind lawyer 
course of ten days or a fortnight, and | will answer my purpose.”
give you a positive answer." I “Oh, I shall be all right in a few

minutes," replied Curtis. “I dropped in­
to Young’s as I came up and took an 
eye-opener. What’s .the matter, old fel­
low, breach of promise?"

Quincy took a seat near Curtis’ desk.
“No,” said he, “it’s a case of animos­

ity carried beyond the grave.”
“Oh. I see," said Curtis, “party cut 

off with a shilling, going to try and 
break the will?"

to Alice’sA slight flush mounted
cheeks, and Quincy said coolly: “I do 
not perceive the application of your re­
mark.”,

“Easy enough," said the Squire, se­
ing that he had put his foot in it and 
that it was necessary to explain his 
false step in some way, “easy enough. 
I have had sole charge of her property 
for six years, and she wished some 
cobble-headed business man to go over 
my accounts and see if I had been hon­
est in my dealings with her.”

“That way of stating the case is sat­
isfactory," said Quincy, a little more 
genially.

"I don’t think I am in danger of be­
ing robbed with two such trusty guar­
dians," said Alice.

Then all three laughed, and the little 
rift was closed. But the Squire's words 
had not been unheeded, and two hearts 
were busily thinking and wondering if 
he had really meant what he said.

The Squire then turned to Quincy. 
"If you will name a day we will go 
over to the county town, present the 
will for probate, and at any time there­
after my books will be ready for in- 
spection."

Quincy named the following Wednes­
day, and then both men congratulated 
Miss Pettengill on her good fortune, 
bade her good morning, and then start­
ed to go to the store.

As they passed through the kitchen, 
Mandy was not in sight. She evidently 
did not intend to have a second inter­
view with the Squire.

When they reached the store, they 
found Strout and Hiram and Mr. Hill 
and his son already there. The busi-

but: Pr’“That will be entirely satisfactory,” 
answered his father. "As you are go­
ing out, will you kindly tell Mr. 
Crowninshield that I wish to consult

his doings in Eastborough, omitting 
nothing, concealing nothing. If any­
thing, he gave fuller details of his ac­
quaintance with Huldy, Lindy and 
Alice than he did of the other portions 
of his story. He could not forbear to 

"Have a cigar?” asked Quincy, give at full length the account of his 
"While you are lighting it and getting final settlement with the Professor, 
it under way I may slide.in and get ai Aunt Ella laughed heartily at some

Iparts of the recital, and looked sorrow- 
■ ful and ' sympathetic when she listen- 
ed to other portions. She rolled and 
: smoked half a dozen cigarettes during

with him?"
Quincy knew that the interview had 

expired by limitation. He went home, 
but found that his mother and sisters 
were out riding.

"They will return in time for din­
ner.” said Delia, the parlormaid.

Quincy went into the parlor and he 
opened the grand piano. He sat down 
before it, touched a few of the keys 
casually, then sang with great expres­
sion the song by J. R. Thomas, en­
titled "Pleasant Memories." He next

chance to state my business."
“Oh, you want to do the talking.” 

said Curtis good-humoredly. “Well, go
ahead, old man," and he leaned back

its continuance, and when she saw 
that Quincy had finished his cigar she 
placed the remainder of the box be-

wandered into the library and took 
down and glanced at several books 
that he had devoured with avidity, 
when a boy of sixteen. Then he went 
upstairs to his own room, which he 
had occupied since he was eight years 
old. It looked familiar, everything was 
in its accustomed place; still, the room 
did not look homelike. Strange as it 
may seem, Quincy had been happier 
in the large west chamber with its 
old-fashioned bureau and carpet and 
bed. than he had ever been in this 
handsomely furnished apartment in 
the Beacon Street mansion. There 
was no wide fireplace there, with rud­
dy embers, into whose burning face 
he could look and weave fanciful 
dreams of the fortune and happiness 
to be his in the future.

He spent a pleasant evening with the 
family. His father was present, but 
passed the time in reading the news­
papers and a legal brief that he wished 
to more closely examine. His mother 
was engrossed in a new novel, but no 
approving smile or sympathetic tear 
demonstrated any particular interest 
in the fates of the struggling hero or 
suffering heroine.

Florence sat at the piano, and, in re­
sponse to Quincy’s request, that she 
would give him some music, played 
over some chromatic scales and arpeg­
gios. He declared that they reminded 
him of grand opera, which remark 
sent Maude into a fit of satirical

and smoked complacently.
Quincy then related as much as he 

thought necessary of the story of the
sealed letter, and as he concluded he 
took the package from his pocket and| 
placed it on the corner of the law- 
yer’s desk.

"You are doing just right," said Cur-

fore him.
When he closed, she said, “Quincy, 

you're a brick. I haven't enjoyed my­
self so much for years. I do so love 
anything that isn’t commonplace, and 
,your experience is both novel and in- 
teresting.’ What a dear old man Dea­
con Mason is, and Ezekiel Pettengill 
is a fine young fellow, honest and 
square. That Hiram and Mandy must 
be a team. Are they going to get mar­
ried?”

tis: “the probate judges nowadays are 
looking more carefully at wills, espe­
cially when the provisions indicate that 
the signer was more red Indian than
white Christian. I understand you 
perfectly," he continued; "what you 
wish me to do is to put this letter in
an envelope, seal it securely, and in­
dorse upon it these words, ‘To be de­
livered only to Miss Lindy Putnam up­
on the written order of Miss Alice Pet­
tengill.’ "

“That's it exactly," said Quincy, 
“only I wish a receipt for the docu­
ment from you.”

“Certainly." replied Curtis. As he 
raised the lid of his old-fashioned desk 
the letter fell to the floor. The envel­
ope had received rough treatment in 
its progress from hand to hand, and 
it was not strange that when it struck 
the floor one corner was split open by 
the fall.

As Quincy stooped to pick it up he 
noticed that something that resembled 
a small piece of white cloth dropped 
from the broken corner of the envel­
ope. When he picked it up to replace 
it he saw that it was a- small piece of

“I think so.” said Quincy. "He stam­
mers, you know, and I think he is 
afraid he will break, down when he 
tries to propose."

Aunt Ella laughed heartily; then 
she said: “What a constitutional liar 
that Stiles must be, and as for the 
Professor. I would like to have a set- 
to with him myself."

As she said this she doubled up her 
firsts.2

"Oh, he wouldn’t meet you that way," 
said Quincy. “He only fights with a 
woman’s weapon, his tongue,” and he 
told her of his little boxing match with 
Robert Wood.

Aunt Ella continued: "I can imagine 
what a pretty, sweet, little, country 
girl Huldy. Mason is. My heart aches 
for Lindy, her martyrdom has been out 
of all proportion to her contemplated 
wrongdoing, if wrongdoing it really 
was. Had I been in her place I would 
have married Jones and left my clothes 
behind; and then," said , Aunt Ella, 
“how my heart goes out to that dear, 
sweet girl that you call Alice! Do you 
love her, Quincy?"

“Devotedly," answered Quincy. "I 
never really loved a woman before.”

"Then marry her,” said Aunt Ella, 
decidedly.

“Everybody at home but Maude will 
object,” said Quincy.

“Maude’s the best one in the family, 
next to yourself,” snapped Aunt Ella.

“They will bring up Uncle Jim,” con- 
tinued Quincy. J

“Nonsense!” replied Aunt Ella. “Un­
cle. Jim was a fool; any man is a fool 
who thinks he can win the battle of 
life by making a sot of himself. Bring 
this girl to me, Quincy. She must be a 
genius if she can write as you say she 
can. Let me care for her and love her 
and make life pleasant and beautiful 
for her until you get-ready to do it 
Ywh,— some day. Aunt Ella. You 
are the best friend I have in the world, 
and when I have the right to bring 
Alice to you I will lose no time in 
doing so. Thank you for your kind 
words about her. I shall never forget 
them,and she shall hear them some day 
—but I must go now."

They both arose. “Promise that you 
will come and see me every time you

re
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room. Mandy did not turn her head. 
Perhaps she guessed who it was. Then, 
someone placed a chair close to Man-1 
dy and took a seat beside her.

“Say M-m-m-m-ma-andy," said Hi- 
ram, “will you please read this to me? 
It’s an important, document, and I 
want to be sure I’ve got it jest right." 
As he said this he passed Mandy a 
folded paper.

She opened it, and the following 
words met her eye: “This is to certify 
that I, Hiram Maxwell, of Mason’s 
Corner, in the Town of Eastborough, 
County of Normouth, and Common­
wealth of Massachusetts, hereby de­
clare that my intention to ask Miss 
Amanda Skinner, of the village, town, 
county, and 'state, aforesaid, to be­
come my lawful wedded wife.”

“Oh, you big silly!" cried Mandy, 
dropping the paper, for she didn’t think 
it necessary to read any further.

“Is it all right?” cried Hiram, “it 
cost me a quarter to git it drawn up. 
Then I swore to it before old Squire 
Rundlett over to Montrose, and it 
ought ter hold water. You’d better keep 
it, Mandy, then I can't fling it up at 
yer that I never axed yer to marry 
me.”

“Who told you that?” asked the girl 
indignantly.

“Ma Hawkins. Well, she didn’t ex­
actly say it to me, but she spoke it 
out so loud to Betsy Green that I heer- 
ed it clear out in the woodshed, and 
I'll tell yer what, Mandy, it made me 
kinder mad."

“Well, it's all right now," said Man­
dy soothingly.

The next instant there was a succes­
sion of peculiar sounds heard in the 
room. As Swiss came back from the 
kitchen door but one chair was need­
ed or the happy couple, and an on­
looker would have thought that chair 
was occupied by one person with a 
very large head, having light curly half 
on one side and straight, dark hair on 
the other, no face being visible.

Squire accompanying them. Quincy 
then retired, saying he would join the 
Squire in a short time and ride up to 
the store with him.

When they were alone the Squire in­
formed Alice that by the terms of Mrs. 
Putnam’s last will she had been left 
sole heiress of all the real and 
personal property of the deceased. 
The dwelling house and farm were 
worth fully, ten thousand dollars, 
while the bonds, stocks, and other 
securities, of which he had had charge 
for many years, were worth at least 
forty thousand more. For several 
years Mrs. Putnam’s income had been 
about twenty-five hundred dollars a 
year.

“It was very kind Of her to leave it 
to me,” said Alice; “I have never done 
anything to deserve it, and I would 
not take it were it not that I under­
stand there are no near relatives, and 
that Miss Lindy Putnam was amply 
provided for by her brother.

There was a knock upon the door, 
and Quincy looked in.

“Come in, Mr. Sawyer," said the 
Squire. "I have an important bit of 
news for you that concerns this young 
lady.

Quincy did as requested and stood 
expectantly.

The Squire went on: “Mrs. Putnam’s 
old will, made some six years ago, gave 
all the property to Miss Pettengill, but 
provided that its provisions should be 
kept secret for ninety days. In that will 
I was named as sole executor."

Weak and Shattered 
Nerves Are Rapidly 
Restored to Health.

South Amer­
ican Nervine. Able and said, "Why, Miss Pettengill, 

by this turned-down corner I imagine 
there are some thirty pages of this 

_____ very interesting sary, ‘The Love of a 
and incurable Lifetime,’ that I have not read to you. 

diseases do so because of a disordered Would you like to have me finish it this afternoon?"
"I have been afraid to hear the last 

chapter,” said Alice. “I fear Herbert 
and Clarice will both die, anl I so hate 
a book with a sad ending. Why don’t 
authors keep their lovers alive----- ” 

"Marry them off and let them live 
happily ever afterward," Quincy con­
cluded.

“I don't think I could ever write a 
book with a sorrowful conclusion,”

Three out of every four 
suffer from chronic

people who
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American Nerve Tonic—not a medi, 
cine, but a physiological nerve food—, 
restores vigor to the nerves and recon- 
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pitation of the Heart, General Debility, 
Liver and Kidney Disease, Colds and 
Coughs, Nervous Prostration and all 
other diseases of the nervous system. 
A. W. Stephens, a prominent business 
man of Strathaven, Ont., writes as fol­
lows: "I was a total nervous wreck. I 
almost despaired of ever recovering my 
health, until I followed a friend’s advice 
and tried The Great South American 
Nervine Tonic. In a miraculously 
short time, I was entirely well.”

Purity
.Carling’s Alo bottles aro 

chemically cleansed and thor- 
oughly disinfected by special 

machinery.
Every bot lie is carefully inspected and 

passed upon by an expert before being used, 
or re-used.

W hen filled the bottles aro corked air-tight 
and placed in cold storage where the Alo is aged 
six months before being placed on the market.

Ask for Carling’s Ale—accept no other 
because no other is quite so good

Carling’s Ale 
The Ale that’s Always Pure

mused Alice.
Quincy saw the opportunity for 

which he had long waited.
"Why don’t you write a book?" he 

asked earnestly. “My friend Leopold 
says you ought to; he further said 
that you were a genius, and if I re­
member him correctly, compared you 
to a diamond----- "

To be Conumued Next Saturday.
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change it?" asked“Why did she 
Alice earnestly.

“I don’t know,” replied the Squire. A Sallow, Muddy Complexion.
If your kidneys are not in proper con- 
dition, your skin will soon tell the tale. 
South American Kidney Cure restores 
normal health condition, clears the skin of

“About three weeks ago she sent for 
me and cut out the ninety-day restric­
tion, and named our young friend here 
as co-executor with myself.”

Alice remained silent, while a look of 
astonishment crept into Quincy's face.

“I do not quite comprehend her rea­
son for making this change,” remark­
ed Quincy.
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