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The three word __
tell the whole story of
a perfect cup of coffee,
from plantation to
breakfast table —
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE.

in %, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also
fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk, 187

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL,

‘words that

[ ] ] eyes cutting into his heart.ﬂ He dareu
“ not go to her, lest he sghould sink
. still deeper 'into the mire of shame anc

For Better or For

Worse.”
CHAPTER V.

The Dawn of Love.

“Don’t move—for a moment. Are—
are you hurt, dearest?” he asked, too
moved and agitated to note his words
or their tone. “I shall never forgive
myself for not warning you in time.
Eva—-" =

He stopped short, / suddenly con-
scious of what he was saying. Still
with the blush burning on her cheeks,
she gazed up at him with a kind of
wonder, and yes—was it joy, pleasure
in her eyes, violet now with emotion?
And at that look Lashmore came to
himself, and knew what he had done.
His arms fell from her, and as she
rose he still knelt looking, not at her,
but away beyond her, his face white,
his teeth clenched. For he knew at
that moment that he was playing the
part of a cur and a scoundrel.

She stood trembling and with down-
cast eyes, as if waiting—yes, waiting
for him to speak. But his tongue
clove to the roof of his mouthh. She
had heard him call her—great Heaven,
what had he called her, what had he
said in his frenzy of fear, of passion!

dishonor. With a groan, he flung his
hands up to his eyes to hide her fror:
his sight, then, with a step almost a«
unsteady as hers, went to meet Si.
Talbot.

CHAPTER VL

A Change of Air.

Kittie and Hagnes Hevangeline got
home from Earl’s Court without any
further adventures. Hagnes was in
the best of spirits, having got over
her anxiety on Miss Kittie’s account,
and was voluble, as they walked
through the quiet streets; but Kittie
seemed rather tired and was very
quiet.
She was glad to get to her own
room, and out of the sound of Hag-
nes’ voice, for the two incidents in
which she had played a part natural-
ly occupied her mind. She had read
Kittie was a voracious reader, and
had, therefore, succeeded in some
measure in stultifying her father’s
fitful neglect of her education—sev-
eral stories of “doubles,” historic and
otherwise; but .. .erto she had re-
garded them as, well, just fiction
founded on an exaggeration of fact;
it had never seemed possible to her
that any human being could be so
exactly like another as the young la-
dy she had seen in the gardens could
be like Kittie herself. As she was
dwelling upon tho extraordinary like-
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‘groomed and carrying ~himself like a
person of importance. They were evi-
dently people of position, of wealth,
belonging to that upper class which
seemed so high above and far away
from Kittie's class. It must be njce,
sie thought, wistfully, to wear clothes
like those which became the other
girl so we;l, to be rich, well-born, to
know, and be an equal and on friendly
terms with—well, such men- as the
young fellow who had come _to her aid
that night. She looked in the glass
critically as well as wistfully, and
half-unconsciously formed the resolu-
tion to be more careful of her man-
ners, less careleﬁs of speech; more—
more—Ilike the other girl, in fact.
After all, she, Kittie, was the daugh-
ter of a gentleman—her father, in
moments of expansiveness, had told
her so, their Bohemian friends tacitly
admitted it. Yes; she would take that
other girl as a pattern, and live up to
her double!

As her father’s siep came up the
stairs, slowly, a trifie, only a trifle un-
certainly, Kittie asked herself whe-
ther she should tell him; and as
swiftly decided that she would not.
She had said nothing about either ad-
venture to Hagnes Hevangeline, and
she would say nothing to her father;
~if she were to do so, he would be an-
noyed, angry, and, worse, would
probably, in his anxiety, forbid her to
go out again with the servant, or any
one but himself.

She ran to the sitting-room, where
Norton had already dropped into a
chair, and he looked up at her in a
tired fashion.

“So you got back, Kit—but, of
course, hours ago, I hope?” he said,
and his voice sounded weary and
strained. “Had a good time?”

“Yes,” she replied, with a nod and
a little uneasy, guilty pang; for this
was her first concealment from him.
“You look tired, dear.”

“I am,” he said. “Stupid play, and
the theater was beastly hot. I wrote
the notice at the office, thank good-
ness; so that I can go to bed at once.
I'll1 have just one glass " She got
the whisky and water for him, and he
watched her thoughtfully and some-

her—her father, mno doubt—well- |

- Liver and
2 —_—
Don’t stay constipated, headachy, bili-
ous, with breath bad or
stomach_ sour.
e @

No odds how bad your liver, stom-
ach or bowels; how much your head
aches, how miserable and uncomfort-
able you are from a cold, constipation,
indigestion, biliousness and sluggish
bowels—you always get relief with
Cascarets.

Don’t let your stomach, lver and
bowels make you miserable. Take
Cascarets to-night; put an end to the
headache, biliousness, dizziness,
nervousness, sick, sour, gassy stom-
ach, bad cold, offensive breath and
all other distress; cleanse your inside
organs of all the bile, gases and con-
stipated matter which is producing
the misery.

A 10-cent box means health, happi-
ness and a clear head for months.
All druggists sell Cascarets. Don’t
forget the children—their little in-
sides need a gentle cleansing, too.

“I can't imagine Mr. Levison as a
1aystery,” remarked Kittie, as she
tidied the room. *“He looks—and al-
ways has looked ever since I can re-
member—the type of amiable sim-
plicity.”

“Ah!” commented Norton cynically.
“When you know as much of the
world as I do, Kit—which Heaven and
all the angels forfend!—you’ll appro-
ciate the fact that the amiable ém‘l
cimple-looking individuals are the
sharpest and the cutest. I have
known the most turnip-headed of
chaw-bacons as cunning as—as a
r{xonkey. So 1 keep my eye on Levi-
son. Look here, Kit, I'd made up my
mind not to speak te you about it,
but it’s been haunting me all day, and
I've come to the conclusion to give
you a word. of warning——"

His voice had grown grave; and as
she turned to look at him with sur-
prise, she saw that his face had grown
pale and anxious.
“What is it, dear?” she said_, going
to him and seating herself on the arm
of the chair. “What is it worrying
you?”

The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Bock of our Pate
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

2005—Ladies’ Shirtwaist, with or
without Yoke, and with Collar Rolled
High or Low.

Linen, taffeta, satin, batiste, lawn or
flannel are good for this model. It is
finished with a coat closing and high
or low neck outline. The sleeve has
a French cuff. The Pattern is cut in
7 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46
inches bust measure. It requires 3%
yards of 36-inch material for a 36-inch
size.

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

A DAINTY SUMMER FROCK.

Fall and

Winter
Suitings and

Overcoatings

MAUNDER

Style.

If you can’t find what
you want come here.
QOur Serges are guaran-
teed dyes, and very
reasonable in price.

Samples, style sheets
and measuring forms

sent to any address. ( b
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“When angry, couy

speak. If very angry
dred.”—Thomas Jeff¢

LENTEN SPECIALTIES !,
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At last he got out a word or two—= | ness, she felt in her pocket for the “Levison—or, rather, something he
word of commonplace inquiry which, | handkerchief, and was annoyed to
in his own ears, sounded like a hide- | §n4 that she had lost it.
ous mockery of the words that had Then her mind flitted to the other “No,", said Kittie. “Did you want to

burst from him a few moments before. | aqventure, the adventure of the even- see him; expect h.im'.'”, :
“I—I hope you are not hurt, Miss Norton shook his head. “Thought

ing; and she gave a great deal more g ¢
Lyndhurst?” attention to her memory of her “pre- BE BEgt dray 38, Q0eR chay, WY
She did not start, but as she raised i thai abé Sad #tven to Lash- Levison,” he added, tentatively, and
her eyes with a shock of surprise to | more when she was with him. looked straight before him.
his, almost as if hs had struck her,| <women are swift to give or with- Kittie nodded. “Oh, yes; of course.”
she eaid In a lowp voice, and With a|po1q their liking: and Kittie at the She laughed casually. “I've known
coldpess that maddened him: first glance at the young man's face, him so' long that he seems quite lik‘c
“Thank you—no. I must have |,y first word he had Sankon: 'l a relation. By' the way, father, haven’t
struck my head in falling. I am quite | yaon prepossessed by him. In the we any relatl?ns?" she broke oﬂ,' as
all right now. I see my father in the | .ot place there was gratitude, of she brought his old and frayed dress- reckoning that it won’t be news to
distance. I should mot like him 10f.oyrge; but she knew that she would o A3 < you. We—we aren’t quite what we
know; he would be anxious and UuD-|y.ve 1iked him if she had met him in De Courcy Norton had his dress- seem. No; by the Lord Harry, we are | Intertion and lace is here shown. The

coat half off, and stopped at that as i i imity, voile,
set.” She paused a moment, and he the most ordinary <way. There are bt a deuced sight better!” He had flrgds iy also' S .f.or e .\Ol £
he looked at her. lawn, nun’s veiling, marquisette,

poured some more whisky into the|cyepe embroidery, batiste, silk, chif-

what moodily. “Mr. Levison been

said to me the other night, the night
here?” he asked.

of the party; and it wasn't for the
SMOKED FISH.

Kippered Herring. {o it on hands and
Fillets of Cod. { 30 <
Finnan Haddies. :

CANNED FISH.
Salmen.
Lobster.
Halibut.

(Cod Tongues.
Oysters.
Skipper Sardines.
French Sardines.
Findon Haddock.
Fresh Herring.

first time. - Kit——" He stopped and W
€

bit hard at his pipe. “You asked me
just now if we had any relations; and

I—lied. We have—"

“Father!” ske cried, in a low voice,
FRESH FROZEN FISH.
Codfish.

Smelts,
Herring.

with a note of pleasure in it.

o

“Yes; but hold on. So far as we're

husband threw

face.

e

concerned they might not exist. See?

—

No, no; don't ask any questions,” he
broke off almost vehemently. “But—
but I'll tell you this much, and I'm

Some Things That

ISR Eat DRIED SALT FISH. .‘ :
Lobster (in Glass).

Bloater (in Glass). Joneless, 'in 1 Ib, 2 1b.
Sardines (in Glass). and 5 1b. pks.
Anchovy (in Tins). Shredded,

There are some
or do not do. Ong
debts of honor, al

e o

1690—Figurad organdie with “Val.”

friends secret.
But, to my mind,

like that, on whicl

bound to keep. hi

- *
stood tengue-tied, his eyes on the | some men to whom women are natur-

ground, like the guilty hound he felt.
“I' will go across the fields to the
house. Please meet him and keep
him until I get out of sight.”

He made a gesture of assent, of
obedience, and without another glan:e
at him, she turned and walked away.
He saw that her gait was slow, uu-
steady, and he sprang up the bank to
follow and help her; but he stopped.
He felt the lash of that look in her

Do you ever have
the“blues”?

| done; it is true that none of them had

| meet him again—both him and the
.| young lady; and as her active mind

ally drawn, and Lashmore was one of
them.

And Kittie thoroughly appreciated
his manner toward her, appreciated
it with the swift intuition of the wo-
man who is a lady at heart, though
her surroundings may be common,
and even vulgar. She knew, mere
girl as she was, that n;)t for a single
moment had_his manner toward her
lapsed into the familiarity which is
the deepest kind of Msrespect. No;
he—quite evidently a gentleman—
had treated her as if she were his sis-
ter, or one of his friends.

. Yes; it was quite a little adven-
ture; like the opening chapter of a
present-day novel; but Kittie was
convinced that the story would break
off at the first chapter; and—she was
rather sorry. Lashmore was not the
first gentleman she had met; her fa-
ther often brought some of the men of
rank and fashion he had run against
at the theater, or one of his clubs,
but none of them had interested Kit-
tie very much, certamly none of them
had impressed her as Lashmore had

lifted her out of a panic-mad crowd,
and saved her from disaster.

She was conscious of a desire to

el |flew back to ber, she sighed and fn-|
1 | stinctively went up to the glass and |

“No,” he said rather curtly. “What
on earth made you ask that—that silly
question?”

She looked at him with surprise.
“What is the matter, dear? Why
should I not ask?”

“Oh, no matter,” he replied evasive-
ly. “It seemed to me rather late for
conundrums, that’s all. But abcut
Levison—"

“Yes; let us talk about him,” said
Kittie, as she put the cracked tobacco
jar at her father’s elbow. “If I might
venture on another conundrum, 1
should like to ask what he does for a
living—or is he rich enough to live
without working?”

Norton lit his pipe, and made a
sudden impatient gesture with it.

“I don’t know. He has always been
a sort of mystery. I believe that he
acts as a kind of agent for Pockett,
e«nl some cf the other managers.”

longer, and youll have to decide.

half-emaptied glass, and he took a big,
quick drink; then with his tired face
flushed, and his lips moving restless-
1y round the pipe-stem, he went on:
“We’re well born and bred—therc's
good bLiood in us, some of the best—
but that’'s not what I was going to
say, excepting as it bears out on what
Levison said. We've cut adrift from
all that!”

~fe was getting a little hazy, &and
Kittie suppressed a sigh. -Naturally
she had hoped that he was going to
tell her something about their family.
those unknown relations.

“Mr. Levison——" she said gently.

“Ah, yes; look here, Kit, he wants
you to go on the sta.ge."

She did not start, but the color
rose to her face, and she gazed at the
opposite wall thoughtfully.

“On the stage! Confound his im-
pudence! But, then, he doesn’t know.
The stage is no place for a lady. And,
mark me, Kit, that is what you are by
right of birth. Besides,” he caught
himself up, “it’s no fit place for any
young girly or, womau, either. That's
my opinion. I may be right, or
wrong; but that's my honest opinion,
and I'm your father, and it should
weigh with you. Youre a kid mno

_ n's & persistent devil, and he'll |
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fon and crepé de chine. The skirt is
finished with a wide tuck over sides
# d back, and has a panel over the
front, finished with a plait extension
at each side seam. The waist fronts
are lapped at the closing, and the
neck edge has a deep and pretty col-
lar. The long sleeve is in bishop style,
with a deep, straight cuff. In: elbow
length the finish is in “bell” effect.
The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 3v,
38,740, 42 and 44 inches bust measure.
It requires 8% yaras of 44-inch ma-
werial for a 36-inch size. The skirt
A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
measures 3% yards at its lower edge.
in silver or stamps.
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JUST PUBLISHED.

The Newfoundland
Year Book.

This book needs no introduction in
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Bowring Bros., Ltd.

Grocery Department.

PHONE 332, PHONE 332

Waterman'’s

Ideal Fountain Pe
ALWAYS READY.

Saves half the time dipping,
bletting and changing pens. We
have just received a full assort-
ment in
Self Filling, Safety & Regular Types.
Fine, medium and coarse points,

$2.50, $3.50, $4.00 and wp. Get

one and be up to date.

be whispering to you—"

| Newfoundland; it is indispensable to
'| the business man as well as the pri-

‘vate library. You cannot afford to be
_without one. Only 40¢.3 2¢. extre for
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