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The Kirstin
nnthodl c.:o;rn
Yyour r

the plow.

TURN your sullen, gloomy,

profit-eating stumplands into
happy, smiling fields that bear

rich crops, and put money into
bank for you.
Our Free Book, “The Gold in Your

the

Stump Land,” shows yon

how you can transform your barren stamp_ fields into rich virgin

farm land. It shows y'wu photographs
pulled; it contains letters from the _men
convince you that the easi

of immense stumps it has
who pulled them; and it will
and

Onc Man — Horse Power

The horse power machine for the
big jobs, for the fields of many
stumps; it will pull anything it tack-
les, and, because of its triple power,
prevents strain to man,

wayil with a

Stump
Puller

up toits promise. Vve guarantee
the Kirstin method to clear land
ready for the plow from 10%
to 50% cheaper than any other
method.

horseand machine. Will
clear two acres frcm a
single setting.

The One Man Puller
gets the biggeststumps.
Double leverage gives
you a giant’s power; a
push on the handle
means a pull of tons to

Money Back Bond
15 Year Guarsntos
Warranted saving
of 10% to 50% over
all other methods.
Profit Sharing Plan

Big Money to
those who Order
Now. Toearly
buyers in each
locality we of-
fer a special op- R
portunity to join Uy &
in our profit shar- \\‘.\“ o8
ing plm. No can- §¢‘ .l

the stump. Clears an
acre from one anchor.
Every Kirstin guaranteed for 15
years, flaw or no flaw, your money
back if the Kirstin bond does not live

A. J. KIRSTIN
CANADIAN CO.
€425 Dennis Street.
Sault Ste. Marie, Ont.

vassing; just a a
willingness to show your °°e° CanbaioL
Kirstin tc your neighbors ¢ Comna
Dont wait — send the & ennis St.

& Sault St. Marie,
coupon today. & mm,‘"'

“é‘ Send me free copy
&of " The Gold in Yous
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“SLup, saad, thoughttully, “r0u
say | don’t understand her. 1f she is
to be my daughter—and mark me,
Frederic, ii « s as you sav, that vou
cannot forget her,.or be happy with- |
Out her—e.¢ will be my dauvguier— |

!

sue

“Mother!"”
“Listen to me! If it is to be, then
it is necessary that I should under-

stand her. Frederic, she sia. Loing
here. I will a~k her to come and stay.” |

His face 'luwx‘d then paied agam.,
and ue shock his head,

“She wiil not come while —while I'!
am here.”

“You musi. go away,” she said, re-
solutely.

His face darkcned with a look of
disappointment,
“Why ehou.d I go away?” he eald.

“What good will that do? I ehall go

and Jeave her to—to——" he did not
finish, but s e understood him.

*“If there iz any one eise,” she said, |
“and | know, wlom you fear—that ad-
venturer who is hauniing tie place—
he will not have any opportunity  of
seeing her wui ne is here, She will
come if you go away; and sue shall
stay anu get accustomed to me and
the l'ark. sShe will leara to value all

that sie has ¢o foolisauiy refused, and
grow to repetit and wish that she had
not doue s0.”

H.. jace prightened. Like all mean of
his type, he was sanguine, and ready !
w be hopelul,

*1 scg,” he said. “if she would but
coma!"”

Lady Blyte smiled scornfully.

‘Do you think that her aunt will
alloyw her to uecline an invitation to
the Park? s will come, be sure of
that! I will go and ask her to-morrow.
You muest start by the first train, so
that | caa i) that you have gone. She

o

shall stay a weck and then—ah, then
we Sua.l cce whether she will refuse
to be th: m siress of the Park!™
Sir I'rcderie Iaig his hand on her
slivu.er gt
“*Mothcs, W omuch this
€osts you, 1 a lov. voice, 'l
am very giab dnees to |
me. Yos, 0ol advice, <17
wiil g H SN te
Laondon, -t wiil comwv,
nere;” VA o sii i ad ORI
'ha-‘&e}'- et Wil a e R to
neax her
b [ol 20 i, -
fat t y
e r '
! t dear. 1
| ¥
| i ( din th
| ! and
i 1 sh 0GR up at |
tiiatiomo he said,
\\ a woent 1L wuaen |
hir,  No gne couid hate—no
one « i help loving her. Iot me go
now m worn out:” and he stooped
and kissed her, and left the room.

Lady Blyte rang the bell.

“Tell Lovel to pack his master's
portmanteau,” she said to tha butler.
“Sir Frederic is going to town by the
first train.”

Hector Warren, having no carriage,
walked home from necessity rather
than desire. The cottage in which he
lived was gituated in a lane leading to

tue beach. It was a modest looking
lougig, quite in narmony with his
appearance and positoas, aua Mrs,
uompson, tne lanalauy, deciared that
sunce sue had taken in lodgers she had
Le.er known any gentleman give her
less trouv.e than Hec.or Warren did.

1ie lived 2s frugaily as the tisher-

en, and, declared Mrs. ‘Lnompson,
ovu.y had one bad havit—that of sit-
uuLg up late into the nignt, or the
mo:ning, smoking his pipe, and some-
! times pac.ug s small room; but as
Mrs. Tnompson was never kept up or
awake, It didn't much signify

He was a mystery to ner, as he was
to every one eise who interested them-
selves fn him. No one ever came Lo
see him, ana there were very tew let-

teas weasered aor hum by | tae rustie
postmai, But amongst these Mrs.
Thempson had wroticed, with feelings

of twe, several inclosea in very thin
en.eiopes, and bearing strange, foreign
stamps, These the gocd woman al-
Cago oYOU QANUSL reas.dlly,
up on t:.¢ mantel-sheif as
curiosives,

Hector Warren walked home
the dinner-party at Lauy Rookwell’s,
wetting his th.n boots, as 3ir Frederie
had done, aud entering the humu.e
Coclage-aimost as distarved in m.nd as
DU« Lo g liinisedd,

Usually so self-po ed and impas-
sive, tonight he is turilling with ex-
citement and emotion,

lus Land, @#s ne lid it upon the
mcdest latch of hiz parlor door, trem-
bled almost as much as Sir Frederic's
and his brow was knit as if with the
resuit of a mental struggle,

For a mcment Le « .d in the dark
room, with the matich box in his
Libeu; POCILLITEG L€ blalbiiuws C30S tuag
Signa had upiifted to him when sghe
«<aid goed-night:  he could feel the

il they were

her voice wes ringing in his cars., A
fiusn oi pass:ohate Jove swepl across
hus e aud transtor .mu it, and
Lips iu ¢ words, “My da:ling!"”

Then he lit the candle 10U .wd
rouitc e us he ul

elonen f0!ll wien one At the

his

alla
TOOM, aisn

forei
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M'nlfd At lowest pnscs'hls price

nal=tent with high-xs

(\\l' Wat
Switches at
pll shades
Just send s
for anything in our !)ne
GUNTLEN 'S8 TOUFEES at
£75.00 and $37 (0, that defy deteo-
tion when worn.

MINTZ’S HAIR GOODS
EMPORIUM

62 KING STREET WEST
Hamliton, Ont.

(Formerly Mdme L Mints).
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looking envelopes stuck wupon the
man.e.-shelf, and his expression un-
derwent a complete change. Setting
down the candle, he sank into a chair,
and s.ghed heavily, his eyes fixed up-
on the envelope stuck up above him
as if it were a famihar demon.

He sat there ior full five minutes,
then he rose and reluctantly, siowly
reached for the Jetter, and opened it.

As a man who reaas ® unwelcome
news, he read the letter througn;
then with a sigh he tore it into frag-
ments and threw it into the grate, and
vegan pacing the room.

**100 late!” he murmured. “Too late.
I cannot throw aside the past! 1 can-
not link her to such a lite as mine!
And yet—and yet—oh, my darling—my
darling! how happy I could bhave made
you but for this—but for this! Shall Jd
venture even now? No, & would kill
her, No, a thousand times, no! 1
must go. There is only one thing left
me, and that is flight. And yet to-
night I felt so safe—so secure! I felt
that here was the one woman in the
world who would brave all that it
could say, for my sake! But I dare
not! If this be true love, and I know
that it is, 1 dare not risk it. One
word of ths would kill her! I must
go!”

with a groan he flung the other let-
ters aside, and took a Continental
Bradshaw from the table, and turned
over the leaves indifferently purpose-
lessly. -

“I am to be a wanderer on the face
of the earth,” he murmured, bitterly.
“That is my fzte! Well, let it be so;
anything, rather than sorrow should
dim her eyves or misery break her
heart. 'Where shall I go?"”

He could not decide, but he went up-
stairs and packed his ope portman-
teau, then he sat down and wrote a
line or two to Mr. Podswell, saying
that business had suddenly called him
eway, and went—not to bed, but to
pace the room till dawn. .
|

CHAPTER XVL

“Dear me,” says the rector, opening
his letters with e table-knife, and
looking across at Signa and her aunt
with a surpiised frown. *“Dear me,
this is very strange!” -

“\What is strange? what is it, Jos-
eph?” demanas srs. Podswell, irrit-
ably. “I do wish you wouldn't startle
me so. What has happened? 1f there
is anything more calculated to upset
a person with my nerves, it is such
uncalled-for exclamations. ls any one
dead?”

“No, no, my dear,”
tor. “Certainly not;
ter from Mr. Warreo.

“Oh!” says Aunt Podswell, with a
contemptuous sniff. “And what s it?

Signa feels the blood rush to her
face, and she bends over th: coffee ser-
vice .with downcast eyes. The rector
mwoths his chin and coughs.

“Ahcem! just a few lines, really
quite—er—curt, my dear, saying that
business has suddenly called him
away, and thank’'ng us for our kind-
ness and hospitality.”

The flush dies frrm Signa’s face,
leaving her deadly pale, and a heavy
weight seems to have fallen suddenty
on her heart, but she lifts her eyes
bravely.

“Has he gone for good?” asks Mrs.
Podswell, in a tone that implies a
hope that she may receive a reply «
the affirmative,

“] suppose so,” says the rector. “He
incloses the keys. and he says nothing
of coming back.”

Aunt Podswell sniffs suspiciously.

“Well, Joseph, I hope no harm may
come of the young man's visit.”

“Harm, my dear!” says the rector,
mildly. “I don’t se2

“Perhaps not; you are not over-
acute, Joseph, at the best of times. 1
don’'t accvce him o? any harm, by no
means; I only hepe that nothing un-
pleasant may result from his visits to

answers the rec-
it is only a let-

{ DRS. SOPER & WHITE |

QPECIALIoTS

Plles, Eczema, Asthma, Catarrh. Pimples,
Dy;nepui. Epilepsy, Rheumatism, Ekin, Kid-
ney, Blood, Nerve and Bladder Diseases.

Ca'! or send history for fice advice. Medicine
furnid *d in tablet form, }Hours—10 am. to 1 p.m.
end 2.0 6 pm, Sundays—10an.telpm.

.
Consultation Free

DRS SOPER & WHITE

25 Toruto St,, Toronto, Ont,
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tho GGrange. You will remember that
1 was oppesed to his having the key
from the first.”

“Certainly, certainly,” says the rec-
tor, “but secing that he had brougnt
the earl’s written authority, I don’t s»e
how we could have refuszd him the
key, myv dear. At any rate, he has
wone, and thera's an end of it. 7 think
we did right to be civii.to him, Ame-

ia: and if he should meet Lord Dela- |

1ere he will admit that we have done
cur best for him.”

“Yes,” says Aunt Pods
pla'ningly, “and. as u.ﬂu:‘.l.

well, cora-
meet with

the common titndo 1o docs nct
itkink it worth while to %alk in and
sy gnnd byo ™

“Cndden busine mv dear,”” re

Ay,

Il turn

Aunt Podsw to Signa 'snd-
denly.
“You saw hime lazt, lost nieht; did
c nvthne of the sudden busi-

ona 7 o

cm~thing 1ike

«na, to v

color hind patnrnnad, eg her hoad,

“ain nothine®
“Yeu cen, he nover caid a word, and
the=~ vad nn ot in: Inet night, He
(‘ou"! nrt he ot o lotter——"
Thae ruvrn n &, my dear.”
But Mrs. Podswell’s cusp’elon will

not he allaved. She Lad been ready to
quarrel with Heetor Warren for com-
ing. and she is re:
him now for gnin<a,

“There is something wrong about it,
I am sure, and you will gre., mark my
worde!” and with a shake of the head
and a deep sizh, she retreats to her
sofa.

Signa sits silent and patient, while
the rector crumbles his toast and

i
y to quarrel wlth(-.

turns over his leiters and papers;
then, when he has declined a fourth
cup of coffec, she rises, and makes h(r
escape.

“Gnone! And without a word! Why
had he not said “Good-bye” last
night—why had he left her without a
sign? Wasa it possible that he had
thought she had accepted Sir Freder-
1c? No, that could not have been the
reason, for he—Hector Warren—had
said no word cf love to her. After all,
she had no cause for complaint;  he
had been kind to her, very kind, while
he had been here; and now he was
gone, and there was an end to the
dream that had been so pleasant, and
alas! so brief.

But there was an aching void in her
heart as she stood over Archie and
watched him at hig writing, and once
ghe sighed so deeply that he locked up
suddenly with his shrewd face full of
sympathy and wanted to know what
was the mater.

Presently there came a knock at the
door. and Mary, opening it, said that
Lady Blyte was in the drawinz-room,
and would Miss Signa come down?

“Lady RBlyte!” exciaimed Archis,
with a prolonged whistle. “Why, she
never visits anywhere! 1 wonder
what she wants, Signa? Aren't you
afraid?”

“Not in the least,” said Signa, with
rather a weary smile. “Go on with
your gen~raphy lesson, dear, and try
and learn it before 1 come back.”

Then she went down with  a little
feeling of curiosity and embarrass-
ment. But che need not have felt st
all uncomfortable. Lady Blyte was
high-bred lady, and knew how to be
gracious. She was very gracious. and
as Slzna came forward, the o'd lady
held out her hands, and drawing the
slim figure toward her, kissed Signa's
forehead.

“My dear,” she sald,
to ask a favor.”

“Of me?” inquired Signa, with a lit-
tle smile of wonder, and yet with that
calm sclf-possession which never fail-
ed to arouse fresh surprise in Aunt
Podswell’s bosom. :

“Yes, of you.” said her ladyship,
thinking as she scanned the girl from
head to foot, how beautiful she look-
ed, how full of youth and grace, and
that nameless charm which, for want
of a better- word, we call prepossess-
ing. “Yes, of you, my dear. 1
want you to take comnassion
upon a lonely old woman, and come
and keep her company for a few
days.”

Signa, remembering all too vividly
the scere in Lady Rookwell's conser-
vatory, recalling Sir Frederic's hot
vows and bitter disappointment, was
appalled at the idea of going to stay
at the house of the man she had re
fused, and a hot flush crossed her
face; but Lady Blyte smiled calmly
and even sweetly, for there were
times when she could bury her pride
out of sight, and this was one of
them.

“] am quite alone, my dear,” she
said. “As I have been telling your
aunt, my son left me this morning to
pay & long visit to' a friend in Lon-
don, so that we shall be quite tete-a-
tete. Ii you think the prospect too
awfully dullsay so, and I will try and
forgive you; but on the other hand I
shall be really glad if you will come
and hep me company for a few
ua

*“I have come

“Signa will be onlv too delighted,

dear Lady Blyte,” commenced Mrs.
Podswell, but her ladyship stonped
her, with rather a dry and haughty
smile.

“There cannot be much that {s de-

lightful in the prospeect,”” she saild,
“but T will try and mak~ the few
days as pleasant as possible,” and she

btent her prond eyes on the beautiful
face inquiringly.

Signa ra<sed her eyes. She had
heen think‘ngz.. She had nromised Sir
Frederic that she wounld forget what
had nassed between them, and had
agreed that they should remailn
friends; why should she not go? 1f

he had been at home, it would have !

been impossible, of course, but he was
away, and his proud mother, fecling
lonelv, had come almost humbly tn
beg for her companv—yes. she would
N

'+ “I shall be very glad to come,” she
said, simply, and Lady Blyte remark-
ed the exqyuisite taste which prompted

the simple reply. “When?”
“Now,” said Lady Blyte, with a
smile. “I shall be only too pleased

to walit until your maid packs for you;
your aunt and I will have a chat.”

Signa laughed softly.

“l am my own maid,” she said. “I
shall be ready in a few minutes.”

There was a scene with Archie, but
at last he was brought to somethirg
like acquiescence hy Signa promising
to ride over in a day or two, and, per-
haps, to ask Lady Blyte's permission
for him to spend the day at the
Park.

“Good-bye, then,” he said, clinging
round her. “And, oh, I say! whkat
shall I tell Mr. Warren when I see

him. He will be sure to ask after
you.”
“Mr. Warren has—gone, Archie,

dear,” said Signa, and as she spoke
she ran from him that he might not
see the sudden quivering of her lips.

Lady Blyte cut her visit very short
when Signa appeared. * She didn't
like Mrs, Podswell; indeed, one of her
objections to Signa as a daughter-in-
law was the fact of her being con-
nected with the “peonle at the rect-
ory,” as she called them.

They got into the handsome landau,
with its crested panels, and its be-
laced and powdecred servants, and on
the ride to the Park her ladyship was
more gracious even than she had
baen at the Rectory.

“I don't want ycu to be more bored
than ycu can help, my dear,” she said,

puttin er hand on Signa's arm, and |
looking her with a smile that was
meant to b& very kind. “Ycu must

not make this quite a duty visit. We
shall be quite alone. and vou will be
able to amuse yourself in your own
way. I shall pot be any restraint on
yeu. T hope.”

“You speak as if Blyte Park were
a priscn, and 1 a first-class misde-
meanant,” said Signa, laughing soft-
1y. “I am sure [ shall be very hap-
py, and it was very good of you to'
ask me."” i

Lady DBlyte nodded. Alrcady her
heurt was warming toward the girl,
and she begin to understand the!
charm of the sweet. frank nature
which had so cantivated her son.

“It is best to understand each oth-
er, my dear,” she sald. “and T want
you to feel that you may do just as
you like while you are with me. Be
happy, and I shall be satisfied.”

Then she changed the subjeet, and
talked about the trees in the avenue
thrcugh which they were just th-n
passing, and the view, and so on, but
never a word of Sir Frederic:(
was too discreet to alarm bx,nn by
mentioning even his r=me,

When they reached the Park. Signa
found that, short as had been the
time ,some preparations had been
made for her visit. A maid had been
allotted her, and a suit of apartments,
which. compared with the modest lit-
tle bedrom at the Rectory, were sim-
ply palatial. On the table in the
boudoir was & box of novels from
Mudie, and sgme cholce exotics, and
the maid respeetfully caiierd her atten-
tion to a planctte which had been
carried up from the drawing-room.

“Her ledvship  wished me to sav
thta che would be glad \'f vou would
play any time you l'ked, ; it will
not dicturb her at all,”

It was all verv
and Signa, as the maid
ed her hair and arranged
stmple evening dress, felt almost
guilty of doing Sir Frederie. a wrong,
when she recalled her refusal of. him

“l et her sce what she has refusad,”
Lady Blyte had said to Sir i“rederie;
end Signa could not help seeingz it.
The servants, taking their tone from
their mistress, were respectful almost
1o obsequiousness, and a footman
threw open the drawinz-room door for
her as if s~ were a2 duehess,

(To be continued.’

pleasant,
brush-
Lhe

“Why do you Kkecep that ciumsy
v aiter? He breaks a tray of dishes
nearly every dayv.” *“Yes. und it keeps
cur patrons amused, tno. Beats rcaba-
ret features.”—Loulsville Courier-

Tonrnal
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Punctillious Punétuation.

Talking.of the supreme importance
of the comma, a correspondent states
that Thomas Campbell once walked
six mi'es to a prlnt!ng office to have
a comma in one o h.s poems changed
into a semli-colon, There is a remark-
able resemblance between this and
the stery of Sir William Hamiltom,
Astronomer Roval ¢ Ireland, making
a lengthy expediti- 1 to Dublin to have
a gemi-colon scbstitutad for a colon—
London Evening Stardard.
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Tre Vaapire,

This is the vampire: Always inert, sit-
ting still, speniing five to seven hours [ )
day looking out the window on the street.
Nothing te zive, and always giving it.
Sceking am mcm. entertainment, bug
never afforuing any. Taking, but never
giving. S.tting quletly and listening to
others convers,, even when her presence
is unwelcome, but saying nothine but
an uncass 1 yes or no. Primitive
minded and narrow, with nothing to
give, she dralis others or teeag v thout
retoining  them—like a sieve. Tho
passes through and bheyond her without
stonping. She anequires nothing. glves
nothing. take: everything. One revgom
alone with her becomes exhausted while
rhe is revhI ‘4. —New Yorl\ Globe.

WOMEN WHO SUFFFR

Can Obtain New Health Through the
Use of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills,

Every woman at some time needs &
tonic. At special times unusual de-
mands are made upon her strength.
Where these are added to the worry
and work which falls to her lot, weak-
ness and ill heaith will follow unless
tho blood ig fortified to meet the
strain, /

wwedk women find in Dr. Williams'

. Pink Pills the tonic exactly cuited to

their needs. Most of the
which they suffer are due to
lecenced—a condition which' the Pills
readily cure, These pills save the
girl who enters into womanhood im
a bloodless condition from years of
misery, und afford prompt and pe#-
manent relief to the woman who s
bloodless, and therefore weak. Mrs.,
Wm. H. Wagner, Rosenthal, Ont.,
writes: “After the birth of my se
cond child | suffered from troubles
which most mothers will understand,
without going into details. The doc-
tor who wug attending me eaid an
operation wculd be nécresary, but as
I dreaded tijg and as Dr. Williams®
Pink Pills been of great help to
my eister ed to try thie medi-
cine, and ly say that after
using the some time they
mgde a e and made life
i it hrad been for
every woman

ills from
blood-

i ilments of our
sex shot Williams’ Pink
Pills a. know from my

own ¢ enefit that fol-
laws th 4

dls through any
medici y  mai] at
cents ves for $2.60
from Medicine

801~
bly because he

aier

made e supreme aim
and bu tomans studied ws»
just as ti udicd art, the men of
tiie miic wology, the Layptians
the art of aalture, They despised

Litcrature, art, philcsophy, com:nerce and
even luxury and set thelr whole heart on
becominy riunteis and eonquerors

s eie they developed \my nnlurally
Al I suvcessfu
h mzde them the masters of

whi
e \\m]'

There nothing miraculous ‘n the
Prowess e legions. It was the nat-
ural res of their undividad effort,
pretracted through gencrations.
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News From Paris.
Callot uses rich Chant:lly.
Jenny sponsors long “‘barrel” coats.

Dreccll uses the free-swinging pam-
el.

Premct skirts end two inches above
ankles.

Martini & Armand indorse trans-
parent slecves. .
Rernard fratures checked suits and

Peumanian embreidery.

“Redpath” stands for sugar quality that is the result of
mocern equipment and methods, backed by 60 years
experience and a determination

of the name “REDPATH?”,
“Let Redpath Sweeten it.”

Made in one grade only—the hlghest !

to produce nothing unworthy
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