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CHAPTER b & 1§ B
“COURTING TIME.”

Some one else noticed it also, for as
the ladies trooped off to the drawing-
room, Floris felt Lady Betty’s fan on
her arm, and heard her whisper:

“How strange she looked to-night—
Blanche, I mean!”

“Strange?" said Floris.

“Yes,” said Lady Betty, pulling her
down to an ottoman. “I have never
seen her look like that. Do you know
I'm afraid Blanche is up to mischief?”

“Aren’t you inclined to be unjust to
Lady Blanche?” Floris said, gently.
“You don’t like her, you know——"

“No, I don't. We never could get
on,” assented Lady Betty, “and I am
always suspicious of her; but I dare
say 1 am unjust—oh, I've no doubt I
am. After all, what mis~hief can she
do?” and she looked at Floris, thought-

fully.

Floris shook her head.

“What indeed!” she said, laughing.
“One would think, hearing us- talk,
that she was a naugthy schoolgir! in
perpetual danger of playing some
trick or other.”

“Hem!” said Lady Betty. “Hush!”
here she comes.” and she got up to
make room for Lady Blanche.

If there had heen any malice in the
glance which Floris had met across
the dinner table, her manner atoned
for it mow, if it did not entirely wipe
out all remembrance of it.

Under the influence of the rare
smile and the soft, dulce{ voice, Floris
found herself lulled into a belief that
the .beautiful creature could not pos-
sibly be guilty of anything approach-
ing deceit, and she was in that state
of mind when the door opened and
the gentlemen entered.

She saw Lord Norman look around
and discover her, and then .come
across the room with the directness of
and the speed of an arrow from a
bow.

“Well?” he said.
scandal?”

“We have been having a charming
chat,” said Lady Blanche, “so nice
and absorbing that we had quite for-
gotten' you.”

“All right,” he said, “then TI'll go

“You two talking

away again.”

“No, you need not do that,”
“you can sit down and talk to
Floris. I am going to play,” and with
a slow, graceful ease she glided.to the
piano and commenced playing.

“It is awfully warm,” he said. “Let
us go into the conservatory; we can
hear Blanche's waltz just as well
What a crowd it is! People

she

said;

there.

Ringworm on
Child’s Head

Cansed Great Distress and Spread to
Neck and Ears — Cure Was
Speedily Effeeted When Right
Treatment Was Recom-
mended.

There is no disease of the skin more
obstinate than rinkworm, and the
mother who writes this letter does so
fully realizing what it will mean to
other anxious mothers to know about
Dr. Chase’s Ointment.

This remarkable cure was brought
about two years ago, and as there has
been no return of the distressing dis-
ease there can be no doubt that the
cure is permanent.

Mrs. D. Stebbjns, Grand Bend, Ont.,
writes: “I am going to tell you of my
experience with Dr. Chase’s Oint-
ment. My little girl had sores come
out on her head which looked like
ringworms, They were spreading fast,
and I tried home treatment, but noth-
ing helped her. I took her to the
doctor, and he opened som: of the
sores, which were as big as the yoke
of an egg. The salve he gave me to
put on was very severe, and the poor
child would ¢ry for an hour or more |
_after an application. For six weeks
it continued to spread all over her
head, and came down to her neck and
ears. She suffered terribly. At last
some kind ladies told me about Dr,

.. Chase’s Ointment, so I got a box, and

the first time I put it on she was re-
lieved of pain, and the second time
the swelling was all gone. Before we
had finished the first box
were nearly all gone. I have told all
the people around here about your
Dintment, and I cannot praise it too'
much. It is now two years since my
little girl was troubled in this m.
and it never came back, so

%h:‘ bu;ent olt ?1‘;“" who -
ering in a similar manuer.” '
Joseph Brenmner, J.P., %ﬂa
statement as follows:-
certify that I am

ed with Mrs.

D. ltebua
Bcnd Ont., and m
with referenmce to Dr.

come and go hon as it l} were open
ham for all the world.”

He ,.drcw her arm through his, and
they made their way into the large
glasshouse which ran the whole
-}length of one_ énd of the room.

There, leaning against a marble
num ot :Veuus, he stood and looked
duwn at hor. talking to her in that
softened voice which is the best medi-
um for love’s confidences; and Floris,
with haif-closed eyes, sat and listened,
forgettul of the world outside, even
of the little world so near them.

Suddenly while she was

hind her, the sound as of some one
trying to epen a window.

For a moment or two she paid no
attention to it, and it was Lord Nor-
man who remarked it. :

“There is an swful draught all of a
sudden,” he said. “Some omne has
opened a window.”

And he turmed and walked
steps behind her.

Floris heard him sgpeak, and look-
ing around saw, to her amazement,
the thin figure of Josine standing
elose up against the glass wall.

She was very pale, and her black
eyes shone with a half-frightened,
half-defiant glare for a moment, then
droeped, as she made a respectful
courtesy.

“What aro you doing here?’ nsked
Lord Norman, quietly.

“Pardon, milord,” said Josine, glib-
ly; “I have lost my way.”

“Lost your way!” he said, in his
“Where were you

some

grave, clear voice.
going, then?”
The question was so sudden that

for a moment Josine was nonplussed. ‘

She had expected Lord Norman would
poifit-to an open door in silence,
“To miladi’s room, milord,” she re-
plied.
Lord Norman looked at her keenly.
“To the upper corridor! What are
you doing here then?” he demanded.
Josine had gathered her .wits by

this time, and raised her eyes with a
J

deprecatory glance,

“Pardon, milord. I had a letter for
]

her ladyship, and hoped to get an
opportunity of delivering it. Milord,
a thousand pardons! T have dropped
it!” o

Lord Norman looked at her sternly
in silence.

“Yes!” she exclaimed, under
breath, her eyes roving over the floor.
“It is certain that I have dropped it.”

Bruce pressed Floris’ hand to pre-
vent her speaking, and she stood si-
lently looking down, while Lady
Blanche held the letter daintily be-
tween her finger and thumb.

“You had better go and find it,” he
said, pointing to the open door be-
hind her.. “Go through that door and
you will find yourself in one of the
there are

her

open passages to the hall;
servants there who will direct you, as
you know, and might have remember-
ed! Do not, please, enter this part of
the house unless you are requested to
do so!”

“Yes, milord, certainly,” she mur-
mured, and with a drooping head and
gait, eloquent of the deepest contri-
tion and humility, she passed out.

They waited a little while longer,
then Floris got up.

“Let us so‘in now,” she said, falter-
ingly; and she drew away from him
to the drawing-room.

As she did so she saw something
white lying on the ground at her feet,
and pointed to it with her fan.

“What is that, Bruce?” she asked.

He stooped down and picked it up.

“It’'s.a letter,” he said, carrying it
to the light; “and addressed to——"

“Lady Betty,” she broke in. “Bruce,
adm.c t you have done poor Josine
an injustice.”

He held the note up with the direc-
tion toward him.

“Admit that in your mind you have
done me an injustice, if you please!”
he retérted, smiling. “This ‘letter is
addressed to the Lady Blanche Sey-
mour!”

“To Lady Blanche Seymour!” echo-
ed Floris. “What a strange coinci-
dence that Josine should lose a letter

sores | for Lady Betty. and that you should

find one on the spot addressed to Lady
Blanche!”

. “Isn't it?" he assented; then he
looked at the address thoughtfully.
“Strange!” he said. “The handwrit-

|ing seems familiar to me, and yet I

‘cannot remember whose it is.” Floris

‘mtudlookedovcrhu‘:mltthe

Grand | envelope.
"Wbyttluluotcmotbrouhtho

\;mm she said, then she
Bates | J8ushed. _"!bvmlyﬁm_"
|are!l It is awfully bad manners to ex-

's Jetters so min-

e Pl

sltting‘
there, she heard a strange sound bo-l

LET US FILL YGVR OR-
'l DERS FROM FRESH
SUPPLIES.

| ELLIS &G0,

Limited.
203 Water Street.

Fresh New York Turkeys.
Fresh New York Chicken,
Fresh New York Ducks.

i\

+ RECEIVED TO-DAY

3000 Ibs.
FRESH HALIBUT.

New Cabbage.
Artichokes.
Carrots.
Parsnips.
Turnips.
Beetroot,
Onijons.
Ripe Tomatoes.

Our own make
SAUSAGES

BEEF, PORK, TOMATO.
Made Fresh Daily.

Navel Oranges.
California Lemons.
| Dessert Apples.
Bartlett Pears.
Grape Fruit.

Extra Special
Canned FRUIT

Royal Ann Cherries.
Moorpark Apricots.
Sliced Apricots.
Lemon Cling Peaches.
Sliced Peaches.
Bartlett Pears.
Egg Plums.
Greengage Plums,
| Grated Pineapple.
Whole Pineapple.

i

Remember Our
’Phone, 482and 786 I

b _'=_J—J

utely. Pray take it to her at once.”
He put the letter in his pocket, still
thoughtful.
“No, I can’t remember; and yet the

Floris,” suddenly, “do you thhnk
it was this note that girl had lost?”

own.

“No; she said distinctly that it was
for Lady Betty.”

He shook his head.

“I mistrust that girl.
to Blanche.”

A great German maestro was play-
ing on the grand piano, a buzz of con-
versation filled the room, and at the
farther end, surrounded by several

men, they saw Lady Blanche.
She was sitting high-

backed chair, leaning indolently back,

in a deep,

her fan moving to and fro listlessly,
and her eyes fixed on vacancy.

She might have been
the music, or to the man who was
in her own
thoughts; to Floris’ mind she made a
splendid picture of beauty conscious
of its power, and Floris stopped Lord
Norman by pressing his arm.

listening to

talking to her, or lost

“How beautiful she is, Bruce!!’ she
whispered. Z
“Eh? -Oh! Blanche?—yes!”

“Very beautiful, I mean!” she said,
with emphasis. “I think her the.love-
liest woman I have ever seen—no, no!
you must not indulge in such silly fiat-
tery!” for he had whispered a word
or two of a béauty that was sweeter
to him than Lady Blanche's. “See
how they hang upon her for a word
or smile. If she were a queen she
could not l'ie more courted. If I were
a man I should not be able to resist
her.” :

He laughed softly.

He was so happy, so free from care,
so entirely wrapped up in his passion-
ate devqtion to the beautiful girl on
his arm, that he could afford to laugh
at his fancy for Lady Blanche as a
midsummer fadness past and gone.

“Let us give her her note,” he said.

They went up to the little group,
and Lady Blanche raised her eyes and
smiled up at them, a half sleepy smile
such as Cleopatra m!ght ‘have dwolt
in as she lay on _board her yacht sur-
rounded by heér shvu.

“I've something for you, Blanche,”
said Lord Nom‘ls,n'."
| “Yes?” opening her eyes wide and|

3

writing is as familiar to me as my,

Let us take it'

holdin: out her hand.
The little crowd looked on/ !or 2 mo-

ment, then man by man cleared away,
and the three were left together.

“What is it? I am continually drop-
ping my btgcolou and things. Give it
to me, Bruce.”

“It is not a bracelet, Blanche,” he

said, and he held out the letter.

She took it, glanced at it, shook her
head. :

“Who is it from? How did you
come by it?”

“How can I tell? Open it and see,”

“May 1?7 with a glance at Floris

“Yes, we are all curiosity,” he said,
smiling.

She raised her eyebrows.

“Will you promise to pay it for me
if it should be a bill? Will you—"
She stopped suddenly, and the blood
rose to her pale face, dying it a deep

crimson, then left it paler than before. | ;
Floris was astonished. Lord Bruce|'

looked grave,

“18 it bad news, Blanche?” he asked.

‘She looked up at him steadily.

“Bad news? No! Why should you
think that?” she asked, laughing soft-
ly. “It is a bill, and so exorbitant a
one that it made me feel quite angry.
I wish you had promised to pay it,”
and she let the paper fall into her lap,
but so “carefully carelessly” that the
blank side fell upward.

At that moment, with a final crash,
the great maestro’s performance came
to an end; a murmur of applause
broke out; there was a general move-
ment—people always move about at
the end of a piece of music or song,
as if they had been listening patiently,

instead of talking loudly as they in-
variably do—and some one spoke to

Lord Norman, and drew his attention
away from Lady Blanche.

When he looked around, a minute or
two later, she had gone, and she did
not appear again that evening.

In the privacy of her own room,
having locked the door, she took out
the paper and read it again, and as
she did so her lips grew pale and hard,
and her brows knitted with the look
of care and anxiety which Lady Betty
had noticed.

“Will you meet me in the planta-
tion by the bridge to-morrow morning
at eleven o'clock?” ran the mote. -

There was no signature, but though

"Lord Norman had forgotten the hand-

writing, Lady Blanche had not. It
was Oscar Raymond's.

With ap inarticulate cry she drew
herself to her full height, crushing
the paper in her hand, almost as if the
writer were before her, and she could
crush him with her scorn, and con-
tempt, and defiance.

“He writes—he orders me—as if I
were his slave!” she muttered, fierce-
ly, between her teeth. “Oh, fool!
fooll that I was, ever to have listened
to him! And yet—and yet—if it can
be done! Oh, how I hate her! If it
can be done! If he can tear them
asunder, I do not mind this humilia-

tion, this disgrace! Her happiness
mocks and maddens me! And it is

for Bruce’s sake, not for mine alone!
He would tire of her in a month, while
I—I know that I would keep his love
for my life! Oh, love! love! to what
depths: am I dragged for your dear
sake!”

The “plantation” was not a recent
addition to the estate, for the firs had
been planted three generations back,
and were grown high and Ilarge
enough to form a little wood, that ser-
ved as a cover for the game and made
a pretty point in view from the house.

Lady Blanche knew the spot well,
and knew, too, why Oscar Raymond
had chosen it.

From that point -of the  plantation
which he had chosen, the whole of the

coad could be seen, and no one could
come upon them unawares-*at any

rate, from the house,

Sir Joseph had formed a riding par-
ty for that morning, and Lady Blanche
had promised to join it, but she sent
down a message {u her maid that she
had a headache, and did not appear in
the breakfsst-room; in which break-
fast was kept going from nine till
noon, and which presented the appear-
ance of a London restairant from the
number of people who dropped in at
all times between those hours, and the
continued moving to, and fro of the
servants.

At ten o’clock the riling party start-
ed, and Lady Blanc!}e, having made in-
quiries, learned that Lord Norman

had gone with it, but that Migs Car-|

lisle had rem;lned in the house vith
Lady Betty.
“(To ba'oontlnned.)
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Blouse~2483. Skirt—32381.

Comprising Ladies’ Blouse Pattern
2483 and Ladies’ Skirt Pattern 2381.
White linen, with checker-board bands
in black and white, is herc illustrated.
The design is also good for gingham,
poplin, voile, satin, foulard, taffeta and
shantung. The skirt is a two-piece
model. The belt holds the fulness of
the one-piece blouse. The Skirt Pat-
tern 2381 is cut in 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26,
28, 30 and 32 inches waist measure. It
requires 23 yards of 44-inch material
for a 24-inch size. The Blouse 2438 is
cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and
46 inches bust measure. Size 36 re-
quires 4% yards of 44-ineh material.
The skirt measures about 2% yards at
the foot.

This illustration calls for TWO sep-
arate patterns, which will be mailed
to auy address on receipt of 10 cents
FOR BEACH pattern, in silver or
stamps.

A VERY ATTRACTIVE FROCK.

24674-Gingham, challie, chambray,
linen, lawn, dimity and batiste are
good for this model; also— serge,
gabardine, foulard and taffeta. - The
skirt has three gores, plaited in back
apd front. The waist closes over a
vest that could be of contrasting ma-
terial, together with the collar and
cuffs. The sleeve mey be in wrist or
elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in .4 sizes: 6 S,
10 and 12 years. Size 8 requires 3%
yards of,44-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents, in silver or stamps.
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Now Landing, .
Ohoice Cargo

A Patch on Your

Underwear

MAY BE

An llnseen Evidence

~ Your Pamof ISm.

It may be that you are saving up to buy

Victory Bonds

That will yield you 614 per cent.

It So, it is Well!

That is good business, besides being patri-
otic. But if on account of too many patches you
have to buy new underwear, the proper place
to purchase it is at

BLAIR’S.
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WE STOCK

The Rehable

Stanfield
UNDERWEAR

Medium Weighs.

We mention Stanfield Combinations at $3.40.

Some day when the weather decides to wax
warm you will want thinner underwear. We
offe |

MEN'S BALBRIGGAN

UNDERWEAR

At 45¢ and 8¢ Garment.

You can be optimistic as regards our getting
the warmer weather, as we are pessimistic as
regards being able to do as low prices later.

HENRY BLAIR
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Prepared Felt foundatmn, warranted non-
shrinkable.

SCRIPTS Nos. 1, 2 and 3—O0ld English, Japan-
ese and Rustic Demgns.
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GHARLES HUTTON

~ Fancy Department.

"High-Clas
QUA

Summer
Drinks ;|

GRAPE JUICE.
GINGER ALE.
LIME JUICE.
RASPBRERRY VINEGAR.
DUFFY’'S APPLE JUICE.
BLUE ROSE SYRUPS.
MINERAL WATER.
LEMON SQUASH.
HORLICK’S
MALTED MILK.
JUST IN:
Shipment of OVALTINE.
Tonic Food beverage. A
dainty, delicious and °com-
forting peverage. Sold in
1’s, ¥%’s, and 1’s.
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WE

AN
0 OQ
O
29
\f,
T

g

\ ?\ 7 AN AN AN AN, \_:’\ 4‘\ I‘\v!*\_l
o) \’,"\ f\‘ii PR ALV FANNN

RIS
‘ le:l(NMnl\

7 TN /‘\ ,‘\ TRTOG
PRUVNARNQUWARNND \‘

\,(\\4~,\g _a 7 ‘
PR FAUNGON

COLIN CA

\4-\..’\.-{
1\)“\1i

.5

——

WHAT'S Tl

Judging fr

Our Ne
Spring

Neckwe:

that is attracting all the atte
It's so different from what you
stores. All Silk, entirely free
look. Over two thousand pattey
and prices same as last year's
pays you to buy Neckwear at




