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“KYRA,”

OR,

The Ward ol the 
Earl of Yering.

CHAPTER XXXV.
Conclusion.

A couch, covered with furs, had 
been drawn beside the fireplace, and 
a little alcove, made of screens, ser 
ved to back up the throne—for no 
queen’s ascension to a throne aroused 
profounder joy among her subjects 
than did Kyra’s return to life, and 
the ways of life, among the members 
of the Grange household.

Excitement reigned below and 
above stairs; a calm and a joyous 
serenity were to be found in the bed 
room in which the heroine of the 
county was being invested with her 
dainty satin dressing-robe. At last 
leaning upon the loving arm of her 
sister, Mary Merivale, she descended 
the broad stairs and made her halfway 
journey back to life again.

At the door of the luxurious little 
. room she turned to Charlie and ask- 
"■‘''ed him, with a smile, if she might 

look over the balustrade.
“Yes, if you like,’.’ said outspoken 

■Charlie; “but you won’t see him; he 
is in the library waiting for permis
sion to come up.”

Whereupon, Kyra blushed a vivid 
crimson and retreated within the 
room, and Lady Mary indignantly 
pushed the too-candid youth down
stairs. Then ensued that delicious 
quarter of an hour when the conva
lescent looked round the room and 
admired the old, familiar objects 
which she never expected to see 
again, and learns how sweet life is, 
and of how much enjoyment she is 
still capable. It iq a short, sweet 
quarter of an hour, and then, as Kyra 
leans back with a happy sigh and 
closed eyes, Lady Mary steals out of 
the room, and Percy steals in and 
takes her place. No need to raise the 
white, languid lids, with their long, 
dark fringe; she knows who has 
come; the mystic, sympathetic thrill 
has run through her, and she lies in
capable of anything but a sweet, 
longing blush.

Percy stands and devours her with 
his eyes for a brief, sweet moment, 
then bends over her and takes her to 
his heart.

“Kyra, Kyra, look up! T am here!” 
Very slowly she opens her eyes, and 

fixes that old, sweet look of divine 
tenderness and pgseion upon him.

“Percy, I have come back to you!”
“Yes!” he whispers. “Ah! but 

have you? or is it only a dream;- shall 
we both wake thé next minute?"

She holds out her long, graceful 
arms with an'ineffable smile.

“Yes? Then wake here!”
And, as he sinks on one knee beside 

her, she it is who takes him to her 
heart, and lays his face upon the lit
tle red scarf, which is the livelong 
seal of her'love.

They have • changed places from 
henceforth. It is he who is glorified 
mid succored by her love; it iq she 
who makes all the world seem sweet 
to him, and the days one dream 
joy.

It is she who plots for his comfort 
and happiness; who lies awake 
nights that she may think, th the 
quietude of the stars, of the great joy 
that has befallen her. These two 
will never sink into the dull drear! 
ness of the commonplace married 
couple; not while the remembrance 
of "those white plains and faraway 
forests serves to bring before them 
the birth of their passion and the 
forecast of their happiness.

There is no elixir of life unto love, 
and it is only with life that the love 
of Percy and Kyra will close.

THE END.

Win You Take
Two At Our Risk?

So many customers who suffer from 
run down nervous condition with its 
consequent ills of insomnia, indiges
tion and general debility are being 
greatly helped by Zoetle—the nerve 
tonic, that we wish to have every ail
ing person in this town try this really 
famous remedy. It is all that a tonic 
should be and more than any other 
tonic is. It combines the most 
precious of health-building sub
stances. GHycer Phosphates are the 
actual element Of the human body in 
most assimilative form. You know 
thw value of Cod Liver Oil and the in
vigorating effects of tonic wine. In 
Zoetic these are combined into an ex
ceedingly pleasant tonic Which in two 
weeks will work quiet wonders in your 
health. If at the end of two week’s 
honest trial you cannot report real 
progress toward health we will refund 
the purchase price. Doesn’t this con
vince you that you should start trying 
it to-day? Sold by T. McMurdo & Co., 
Sole Distributing Agents for New
foundland. (1)
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WHEN LOVE
Came Too Late.

CHAPTER i.

Something of a Mystery.
“At all events, you have got your 

price for, it," said Mr. Vanley, as 
rather tired of the subject, “and I' 
with a grave smile—“should in all 
probability have beaten you down.'

“I'd rather you had bought it 
half the price,” murmured Mr. Spar 
row, meekly.

“Well, well,” said Mr. Vanley, al 
most impatiently. “It is too late now, 
and—there’s an end of the matter. 
He turned to the pair at the piano, 
and regarded them for a moment 
shall be in the library if you want to 
see me before you go, Bradstone,” he 
said.

Bartley Bradstone • looked over his 
shoulder carelessly—too carelessly 
for a young man addressing his sen 
ior.

"All right,” he said, “I’ll look in as
go.”

Bartley
superior

That Dr. Chase’s Ointment 
! actually cures even the worst 
I cases of Itching, bleeding and 
protruding piles we know for a 
certainty, because of experi
ence with thousands of cases.

To prove this to you we shall 
send you a sample box free, if 
you enclose a two-cent stamp 
to phy postage, and mention 
this paper.

Bates & Co., 
Limited, Toronto. |
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CHAPTER II.
“The Cherub.”

Mr. Vanley was not only 
Bradstone’s senior, but his 
In looks and status.

The Vanleys had held Hawkwood 
Grange for centuries, and there was 
no name better known in Devonshire 
than that whlcl} the squire bot e. 
Twice a baronetage and once a peer 
age had been offered to the Vanleys 
but to a Vanley the old English and 
old Devonshire title of "Squire” was 
too dear to - be exchanged for any 
other, though It might be higher 
rank; and so Squire Vanley, the mas
ter of the* Grange, refused, and cer
tainly was not the lees respected for 
his refusal of a peerage.

While as to Mr. Bartley Bradstone, 
as the French wit remarked, “He may 
have had a grandfather, but no one 
has yet been found credulous enough 
to believe it!”

Five years before this notable after 
noon, Mr. Bradstone had purchased 
an estate within three miles of the 
Grange. Perhaps it would be as well 
to be exact, and explain that he had 
loaned money on the place, apd, fore
closing, got possession of R.

An old, but rather ramshackle house 
stood upon it—a house quite large 
enough for a bachelor, by the way— 
but Mr, Bradstone pulled it down, and 
in Its place built a huge mansion 
which, by its highly florid architec
ture, was far more suitable to South 
Kensington than North Devon.

It was a tremendous place, all ga
bles and turrets, and being built of 
red brick, with white stone facings, 
was terribly conspicuous. Olivia had 
remarked, the first time she saw it, 
which happenned to be on a biasing 
hot day, that “no one ought to look 
upon it, except through green spec
tacles.” And she added that it would

the very latest canons of the very 
latest art craze; and, as if to atone 
for the red glare of the exterior, the 
inside was cold and repelling.

Mr. Bartley Bradstone, however, 
considered it perfection ; and here lie 
settled down. The country people 
were shy of him at first Devonshire 
is celebrated for apples, elder and— 
exclusiveness. Nothing was known 
of the newcomer, excepting that he 
was rich; there was no doubt about 
that—Immensely rich; and those who 
had been thrown Into his company 
were not prepossessed by him. There 
was that look in his eyes, for one 
thing; and, for another, with all his 
careful dressing and studiously “cor
rect” manners, Mr. Bartley Bradstone 
did not seem, to the very particular 
country people, to be—well, exactly a 
gentleman.

But after a time the squire, who had 
met him once or twice in the market 
town, seen him at church, touched his . 
hat to him at the meet—of course the 
squire was the master Of-the hounds— 
at last the squire, made a formal call 
upon Mr. Bartley Bradstone at The 
Maples, as he called the red monstros- 
Ity. ,

That which was good enough for 
Squire Vanley was, of course, good 
enough for the rest of the country 
people, and Mr. Bartley Bradstone 
was not only asked out to dinner, but, 
greater honor still, had the gratifica
tion of seeing the best people of the 
neighborhood round his own—new— 
mahogany.

He gave good dinners—too good, it 
was whispered; too many covers, too 
many wines, with too much plate, and 
too many servants.

It’s a pity,” remarked Lord Car- 
field to the squire, as they walked 
home after one of Mr. Bartley’s din
ners, “that there is no one to caution 
these parvenus against overdoing it, 
Give you my Word, Vanley, I felt all 
the evening as .if I were dining at one 
of those new hotels in London, where 
they give you twelve courses, served 
In a gaudy room, all gilt and white 
paint, and play music at you all the 
time. I suppose you have twice as 
much, plate? I have some”—the Car- 
field plate was the boast of that part 
of Devonshire—“but we never think 
of making a silversmith’s counter of 
our dinner-table every time we ask 

neighbor to dinner.”
“He means well,” said the squire. 
“Just so,” said the old lord. "That 

makes it all the worse. It’s a hope
less case.”

They were near neighbors, and an 
intimacy sprang up between Mr. 
Bartley Bradstone, the millionaire, 
and the Squire of Hawkwood. The 
young man would ride over—on a 
long park horse, which he rode 
abominably!—to the Grange In the 
morning, and was often eethily per
suaded to stop to lunch. Sometimes 
he would remain to dinner/ a servant 
being sent to The Maples for Mr. 
Bradstone’s evening clothes. Miss 
Amelia quite liked him, and the 
squire, as has been said, was Intimate 
with him; but he made no way with 
Olivia. From the first moment she 
had seen him, when her frank eyes 
had rested upon his restless, shifting 
ones, she had kept him at a distance, 
so to speak.

It her father had brought home the 
village sweep to dinner, she would 
have treated him courteously and ex
tended a welcome to him; and that is 
all the did to Bartley Bradstone.

While he----- ! He was as much in
love with Olivia Vanley as utterly 
selfish man can be, and he liad sworn 
to himself that he would have her. 
Now, Bartley Bradstone, though he 
whs not a gentleman, though he 
overdressed, gave too elaborate din
ners, and made occasional mistakes in 
etiquette, was both rich and clever. 
The man who had bought*him for a 
fool would have lost his money. Olivia, 
who despised him, was wrong In doing 
so. She should have been on her 
guard and—feared him. All the while 
Mr. Sparrow was repeating his story 
to Mr.. Vanley, Bartley Bradstone 
was talking in an undertone to her.

"It’s just" a simple picnic, a rough 
affair, but I’ll promise you shan!t be 
bored, Miss Vanley,’’ he said. “The 
squire is coming, and he told me— 
that is, he said I might ask you. 
hope you will' come. Lord Garfield is 
coming, and has promised to bring 
his son. Viscount Granville. Lord 
Granville arrives at his father’s to
night You know him—the viscount 
I mean?"

“Bertie Granville? Oh, yes. ‘The 
Cherub,’ as he Is called."

“That's the man,” said Bartley 
Bradstone, with a faint flush. He 
woqld not have dared to call him 
“Bertlf” or “The Cherub." “Well, he 
is doming, and I hope to persuade 
Miss Amelia, too. But the whole thing 
/will be spoilt If you refuse.”

Olivia looked at him from under her 
lids—the look which makes a man— 
that is, If he has a sensitive skin— 
feel as if he had been struck by 
whip. “I don’t? quite see how my 
absence could spoil your picnic, Mr 
Bradstone,” she said, coldly.

He lowered his restless eyes, and 
caught at his upper lip with his teeth. 
They were whole and even, but rather 
too large.

"I mean that It would be spoilt for 
me," he said, and added, nervously, 
“and—and for the rest, of course. 
Please say ‘Yes,’ Miss Vanley.”

Olivia looked straight before her 
with that expression ih her eyes 
which belôngs to the unfettered maid
en spirit. “I ’ will see,” she said 
calmly. “You are not listening to 
Mr. Sparrow’s story, Mr. Bradstone.

He was too wise to press her fur
ther, and at -once turned away toward 
the old lawyer, and listened to him 
for a moment or two; then he turned 
to the door with a contemptuous 
laugh.

“You’ve sold your property to 
some fellow who is In hiding from his 
tailor, Mr. .gpqfrow,” he said. “Pity 
you didn’t sell.lt to me; I’d have giv
en you twice the sum for it this man 
has given. Shouldnt be surprised if 
we had the police down here directly 
looking for him. ’Pon my word, you 
ought to be mere careful, Mr. Spar
row,” and with a patronizing nod he 
left the room, pausing for a minute 
or two to present his invitation to 
Miss Amelia.

This last straw broke down Mr. 
Sparrow’s back, and shortly after
ward he took himself off, feeling that 
he had, by selling his property to the 
mysterious unknown, not only offend
ed his neighbor, but actually lost 
money!

(To be Continued.)

Select Medicine
Carefully.

Purgatives are dangerous. They 
gripe, cause burning pains and make 
the constipated condition worse. Phy
sicians say the most Ideal laxative is 
Dr. Hamilton's Pills of Mandrake and 
Bqtternut; they are exceedingly mild, 
composed only of health-giving vege
table extracts. Dt. Hamilton’s Pills 
restore activity to the bowels, 
strengthen the stomach, and purify, 
the blood. For constipation, ' sick 
headache, biliousness and disordered 
digestion no medicine oh earth makes 
such remarkable cures as Dr. Hamil
ton's Pills. Try a 25c. box yourself.

Everyday Etiquette.
“Is it proper to have cards en

graved ‘Mr. and Mrs.”’, inquired Mr». 
Green.

“The old- custom has been of having 
‘Mr, and Mrs.’ ” This simplifies mat- 
terg -generally, as a woman leaves one 
Of these cârds and one of .'her hus
bands’s cards when making a call,’ 
said her aunt.

COX’S GELATINE. — Mark the 
brand. The housewife’s choice and 
the old favorite that stands every test. 
For sale at all first-class grocers. In- 
slst on getting Cox’s.-rlune24,tf

Special to Farmers !
«• **

Every one knows how essential a good Scythe is to the reaper. The man who uses the right 
kind of Scythe knows at the end of the day’s mowing that he has done more effectual. work and 
used up less energy than yie fellow who has swung the other kind of scythe. We keep the proved 
quality in Grass Sickle, Ssythe and Snath.

Special to Blacksmiths !
As the Premier is the head and chief of .the Government, so is the Premier Horse Shoe Nail 

head over all other nails. If horses could talk, they would certainly ask for Premier Nalls. Only 
$2.00 per box at our Hardware Department-

~ ' . .....i  - .1 ■ . -... -

Special for Hotweather !
We have another shipment of our famous Thermos Bottles. They are good sellers. If you 

want Ice water kept icy cold, use^one. If you want hot water kept steaming hot, the Thermos 
will do It for you.

AYRE & SONS, Limited

A little List of Specials
FOR THIS WEEK !

Tenetiffe Doilies, 15 Women's Blk. Cotton
and 20c. Hose, 55, A0 and

Men's Khaki Hand- 45 cts. pain
kerchiefs, 25c. X Men's Sox, 50 and

Neck Frilling, 12,15, 55 cts. pain
18 and 20 cents Embroider’d Collars,
yard.

_____ 1_______ _____
25 cents.

A. & S. Rodger’s

Money Saving
OPPORTUNITIES

Were never greater than now.
Why not call and see the many .other lines 

that space torblds us to mention ?
HOUSE FURNISHINGS 

at eye-opening prices.

235 CONGOLEUM MATS, 
18 x 36, for 27c. each 

while they last.

CUSHION CORDS,
4 only 16c. each.

New Goods, all shades. Oth
er grades up to 45c. each.

SPRING BLINDS,
18c. complete.

Just the thing for summer 
houses. Others at 29c. 

and 35c._____ ___
MEN’S

AMERICAN SOCKS. ' 
240 pairs Thin Silk Lisle,

28c. pair
300 pairs Thin Silk Lisle,, 

37c. pair
Other Amer. Socks to 65c.

STAMPED LINENS, ETC. 
430 Slips Embroidery Cot

ton, 2c. slip to clear.
STAMPED CENTRES.

19 x 19, only .... 9c. each 
23 x 23, only .... 13c. each 
28 x 28, only .... 17c. each 

ENVELOPE CHEMISE, 
40c. each.

LADIES’ NIGHTIES, with 
2 slips Cotton, 80c. each. 

And
100 PILLOW CASES at 40c 

These have arrived at 
last, they are the same 
good patterns and quality 
as ever.

' 108 REGULATION
SWA66ER CANES,

33c. each.
Arrived late and worth 

45c. each.

EMBROIDERED
EMBLEMS, 

3c. and 4c. each.
Consists of Stars, An

chors, etc., in Red, White 
and Navy; also sets at 1.1c. 
each, already to sew on 
children’s sleeves.

CHILDREN’S
SUSPENDERS, 

10c. to 18c. pair. 
Strong and durable.

HOSIERY SPECIALS. 
Children’s Sox .. .. 16c. up 
Children’s White Hose,

18c. up
Childrente Tan Hose,

16c. up
Children’s Black Hose,

16c. up
Fit 2 to 11 years.

T

BISHOP, SONS & Co., Limited.
•Phone 484. Dry Goods Dept..

Mail Orders receive careful consideration.

BABY CAR

Mothers ! Come
Shop Early if possible. I 
and see our Bargain T

Writing Tablets 
Soap
Tumblers
Broshes
Flags

15c.
Cake Pans 
Patty Pans 
Lamps
Bake Pans ■ 
Toasters

10
Saucepan- 
Dyola 
Egg Beat. 
Shaving li 
Liquid Sli 

Polish

Disji Pans I 
Hair Bru F ■* 
Shaving 11 
Flower Pi 
tlothcs 11
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The C. Lparch Co.,,
Cor. Water & Springdaj

Portland Woman’l 
Brother on Lost Sf
News of Disaster in Which hi 

Met Death Comes as Shock 
C. D. Chetwynd.
Few people who read of thj 

trophe in last night’s edition 
Express-Advertiser of the 
of H. M. S. Hampshire, a crii 
the British North American f* 
on which were reported as lefl 
Kitchener, the British War ll 
and other prominent British a 
realized how near home the ne 
received with shocking horf 
right in Portland and the I 
district, did thé-news come as I 
Me blow to the family of Mr. A 
O D. Chetwynd of 45 BeacoiJ 

On the cruiser Hampshir 
v'as carrying the world rl 
forty from London to Archana

Millard’s Liniment Cum


