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The more you know about
- coffee—and the more part-
icular you are about aroma

- and flavour — the

appreciate “SEAL BRAND”
COFFEE. Once you have tried it,
‘your choice will always be Chase &
Sanborn’s “SEAL BRAND” COFFEE.

In 3%, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also
‘fine ground for Percolators, Never sold in bulk. 186

CHASE & SANBORN; MONTREAL.
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CHAPTER XI.
The Accident.

The moon was shining full upon his
face, and she saw that he had gone
d'oathly pale.'and that he had caught

is under lip in his teeth.

‘She stood for a moment, her face
gomg from red to white, then the red
ﬂed, and the white alone remained.
“You are hurt,” she breathed, and
‘there eemed to be almost a sob in the
simple words.

CHAPTER XIIL
The First Kiss of Love.
“YOU are hurt!”
Only three words, but surely never

_ were three simple words more elo-

uent.

~i'loi'ah stopped as she spoke them,
‘looked at Cyril, and there was conster-
jmtlon and tender reproach in her
‘beautiful eyes, as well as in her voice.
The glance and the words made his
‘blood run riot in his veins, and his
face was no longer pale.

“I¢ is nothing,” he said, trying to
gpeak carelessly, and smiling. (B
“But it is something,” she persisted,
her ‘brow wrinkled with anxiety and
remorse "She had thought of the
l;orses, the’ coachman, the footman,
even a little of herself, and had be-
@owod no thought upon him who had
come to_the aid of all of them. “It
is soxﬁething! You winced when I
1 touched you,” and she stood still
as if she declined.to go on until she

was satisfied.
‘Well,” he said, .hesitatingly, “I
tl:s;nk I.must have strained my arm, or

8 rickea it or something of the kind;

biat it isn’t of the least consequence,

Zassure you, Lady Norah.”

““You strained your arm?”’ she said,
uttex'}y refusing to accept his tone of
lcvity and indifference. “When?
When you were trying to drag the
carriage out of the way?”

e o1 dare say,” he assented, but
‘avoiding her eyes, still fixed on him
earnes)tly.

‘ “No! I remember, you scarcely
tried; it must have been before that?
Why'—the blood rose to her face,
éﬂ_ten left it pale and remorseful, and
she came closer to him—“was it you

who stopped the horses?’ She let
“her eyes run over him. ‘“You are all

W, and your coat is torn? Oh,

'w blind, how blind I have been!

3 did stop the horses, did you not,

you are badly hurt?” and in her

rrow and anxiety her hands went
together almost piteously.

“Cyril gave up trying to smile the

“Well,” he admitted, almost as it
were Something to be ashamed of,

‘have known that you would have tried

wos’ lucky énough to get hold of

them, and it was clumsy of me, but
they got me down, and ‘1 suppose I
just twisted my arm.”

Norah shuddered. She had a keen
imagination, affd she saw it all; the
terrified, plungigg‘ horses struggling
in his grasp, anff eventually forcing
him to the ground and dragging him
under their hoofs. She saw it a great
deal worse than it had really been,
and a faint moan broke from her
now pale lips.

“Oh, what shall I do?’ she said,
almost inaudibly.

He looked up at her as guiltily as |

if he had been discovered in the
committal of a crime.

“l assure you that it is nothing,”
he began, but she interrupted him.

“Ah, I cannot \trust you! You have
made light of it, and I cannot believe
that you are not hurt. Is Ithere any-
thing I can do?”

“Nothing, nothing, Lady Norah,” he
managed to interpose.

“And I was so selfish I thought of}<

nothing but myself and the—the
others,” she said, penitently. “I might

to stop them! Oh, I wish—I wish I
had not let you come with me! Will
you go home now?”

“That I certainly will not,” re-
sponded Cyril, with a smile. “If you
knew how glad—how proud I am to
be with you——"
scious of the intensity in his voice,
and that its intensity had brought the
color to her face and caused her to
lower her eyes. '

“I mean,” .Qe stammered, ‘“that I
could not think“of letting you go

He stopped, con-

alone.”

“And yet it is such ‘a_little way,”
she remonstrated. S :

“Yes, a very little way,” he assent-
ed, with something like a sigh. 1In
pain as he was, it was all too short
for him.

“Could you not bathe it? Is it brok-
en?” she asked.

“No, no,” he said, with his short
laugh. “That I am certain it is not.
And there is no water here.”

“If you will come,” she said, “let us

get to the Court as quickly as possi-
ble,” and she set off.

“There is no need for hurry on ‘my
account,” he said, pleadingly; “and
do take my arm again.”

“No,” she said, firmly, “it is you
who should take mine, I ought t6
help you, who need help more than I
do. Shall I, can I, help you?”

He shook his head, smiling.

“I could walk twenty miles,” he
said. “My arm is a little stiff, that
is all.”

“Let us hurry,” she said. “You do
not know what you have done to it—
or will not tell me,” she added, with
a reproach that was loeffably sweet
and serious. “And yet you would not
let me rest until you had found out
that I was not hurt.”

“The cases are altogether different,”
he said. “If you had been hurt——"
He stopped. “Don’t let us think of
anything so horrible.”

“What would it have mattered’"

. lho rgtorted. with self scorn; "I am
i only ‘a useless girl, while you——

| not take advantage of it to lay bare

letting her eyes rest on his face for a

Will you be able to paint?” she broke
off to ask. :

“As well—or as bndly—-as ever,” he
said, cheerfully. “It’s the left arm.”

She looked at'it wistfully, and her
lock seemed to carry healing in it;
the dull; dead pain seemed to cease.

“Upon my word, yop make me feel
mean,” he said, with aTaugh. “I don’t
believe there is anything the matter
with me.” :

she responded, with sad indignation.

“Well, then, don’t let us say any-
thing more about it,” he remarked.
“What a lovely night! I think the
moon shinés more brightly at Sant-
leigh than at any other place 1 have
ever seen.”

“I wish we were home,” said Noral,
disregardh/)g his rhapsody. “And even |
then there will be no doctor!”

“That’s something to be thankful
for,” he retorted, determined to dispel
' her anxiety if he could.

She was walking a few paces in
front of him, and stopped suddenly be-
fore a small gate with a little cry of
dismay.

The gate’s locked!” she said.

He went. up to it and shook it.

“The keeper must have locked it,”
he said.

Norah looked round. She knew that
the only other gate was at least a
mile distant.

“Oh, what shall we do?”’ she .ex-
ciaimed under her breath.

Cyril examined the hindrance; it
was a chain secured by an ordinary
padlock. :

“Don’t be alarmed,” he said, with a
‘sinile; “from trespass to burglary is a
_very easy step. The other day I was
on forbidden ground, now I am about
to make forcible entry.” He dislodged
a big stone from the hedged bank and
smashed the padlock.

Rather a rough kind of ‘Open Se-
same!’ ” he said.

Norah looked at him. It seemed to
ner that he was prepared for any kind
of emergency, and, little thing though
it-was, it brought a subtle kind of ad-
miration into her eyes.

“You think of everything,” she said,
softly. “I should have walked round.”

“Well,” he responded, “ladies are
not supposed to break open padlocks;
it's a man’s privilege. I wonder whe-
ther the gamekeeper will shoot me, or
only insist upon my getting six
months?”

He held the gate open as he spoke
for her to pass through, and in doing
gso, his hand chanced to touch hers.
Her pity and tenderness had given 'him
courage, and he took advantage, man
like; his hand closed on hers, and he
drew it within his arm.

“You see, my right arm is all right,”
he said pleadingly. S

Norah’s lashes hid her eyes, but she
allowed her hand to rest where he had
placed it.

“What will you do when you reach
home?” she asked, as if the silence
that was falling upon them embarrass-
ed her. ‘“Will you send for a doctor?”

“No,” he said. “Do you really wish
to know, Lady Norah?”

She did not answer, and he went on
after a pause:

“I ghall light a pipe and throw my-
gelf into my armchair, and think over
all the incidents of this eventful
night.” ¢

“Sadly eventful,” she said, trying to
speak in a matter-of-fact ‘tone.

‘“Sadly? Not tome. If I had my
way, if the gods had offered me my
choice of a night, I should have chos-
en——" He stopped in tiine, remem-
bering that she was under his protec-
tion, that an accident had compelled
her to be his companion at this‘'un-
usual houf, and alone, and he could

his heart. But the temptation—ah,
fhic temptation was terrible!

“ “You would have chosen to break
&661- arm?’ said Norah, scarcely
lmowmg ‘what she said, but trying, to
lpelk ba.nnrlngly and make light ot
hﬁ words.

Nm I should have chosen to be of

| some siignt service ‘to” you,” he an-f -
| swered in a low voice. “Do you know

it is that makes me happy‘r" ;
“No, Are you so happy?” she uid.

“I do not believe a word you say,” |
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“MAY AVOID PAIN

Need Only Trust to Lydia E. | §

Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound, says Mrs. Kurtzweg.

Buffalo, N.Y.—*‘“ My daughter, whose
picture is herewith, was much troubled
I with pains in her

I“"“ ““ [ back and sides every

month and they
| would sometimes be

: lso bad that it would'

seem like acute in-

‘ flammation of some

organ. She read

II # your advertisement

in the newspapers

and tried Lydia E.

{ Pinkham’s Vege-

Zltable Compound.

She praises it highly as she has been

relieved of all these pains by its use.

All mothers should know of this remedy,

and all young girls who suffer should

try it.”’—Mrs. MATILDA KURTZWEG, 529
High St., Buffalo, N. Y.

Young women who are troubled with
painful or irregular periods, backache,
headache, dragging-down sensations,
fainting spells or mdxgeauon should
take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound. Thousands have been re-
stored to health by this root and herb
remedy.

If you know of any yonm%'1
man who is sick and needs help-
ful advice, ask her to write to the
Lydia E.Pinkham Medicine Co.,
Lynn, Mass. Only women will
receive her letter, and it will be
held in strictest confidence.

I thought—never mind what I
thought; and now I have you walking
by my side quite unhurt I feel like—
like a man who has escaped the loss

of a fortune, or come out well from an | /|

awkward scrape.”

“Then it is all on my account,” she
said, “and there is no thought of yo.ur-
self.”

“It is all on your account,” he as-
sented. “Don’t spoil my pleasure by

speaking of myself. Ah, there is the|!

house!”

He broke off with something like a

gigh as the great place, shining in the
nioonlight, loomed before them.
Norah stopped.
. “And now will you go?” she said.
He stopped, with a distinet look of
disappointment.

“Would you rather that I did not go |/

with you to the house?” he asked.

Norah colored.

“No,” she replied, in a low voice,
“I was thinking of yourself. I wanted
you to get home. I would like you to
come, that my father may know all
yeu have done, and thank you as you
deserve.”

“Then I will come,” he said. *But
you have thanked me more than
enough, Lady Norah!”

“I have not thagked you at all,” she
retorted. “What could I say?”

“Do you really wish to thank me?”
he asked, in a low voice.

They had reached the steps, and he
‘stood with one foot on the bottom one,

looking at her with a light in his eyes

which she seemed to feel under her
lowered lids.

“If you.do, don’t say one word, but
just give me the rose you wear.”

His heart smote him the moment he
kad made the request, and he w}as pre-
pared to sée her draw herself up and
reprove him with a look of maiden
dignity.

But she stood and looked down at

the flower which Lady Ferndale had
picked for her and placed in her girdle
and he saw the color come and go:in
her lovely face.

(To be Continued.)

EVERYDAY ETIQUETTE,
“A friend of mine recently attended
a dance given at a private home. Is

a party call necessary? If so, how

soon after the entertainment"’ asked
Morris.

“A call s.hould be made on your host-
ess within two weeks after the date of
the entertainment,” answered his
friend.

xnrh. This talented man was skilled
lin palmistry, and King Ferdinand re-

To kﬂl cold in the home or office use a PERFECTIONV

ODORLESS OIL HEATER. We are selling these with great
success, and the fact that there are two millions of homes
using them ought to be a good reason that you should get one.
They are an economic necessity now, as coal is such an enor-
mous figure, every means should be availed of to combat this
hardship.

We sell also the MILLER and COMFORT brands, and can

‘confidently recommend them as a genuine luxury for winter
weather. Get one now.

Carpenters’ Tools

in large varlety are selling fast and it will be difficult to replace them at present
prices. Make your purchases quickly as metal is on the jump,

AYRE & SONS, Limited.

Kitchen Cabinet.
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I’s a Benefit to You

FURNITURE
BUYERS!

Chinn' Closet.

Dining Room Tables :

Surface Oak, 42 inch
top, 6 feet extension on
good square pedestal. Value

$20.00. Our

Price .. . $ 1 8 50
Solid Oak, fumed finish,

42 inch top, 6 feet exten-

sion, supported on heavy
pedestal. Value $27.00.

o §24.50

Quarter Cut, golden fin-
ish, 45 inch top, 8 feet ex-
tension, supported on heavy
handsome pedestal. Value

price .. ... 947.00

Dining Room Tables :

Quarter Cut, fumed fin-
ish, 42 inch top, extends 6
feet, supported on heavy
pedestal. Value $30.00

e -
0Oak, golden finish, square
top, 42 inches wide, 6 feet

extension, stupported with 6
heavy legs. Value $14.00

pel e < o <
Quarter Surface Oak,
golden finish, square top,

extends 6 feet on good
heavy legs. Value $35.00

o SN

Now
Showing
Large
Variety
of
DINING
ROOM
FURNI-
TURE.

~ /// i
=9 Orders

Now Taken
for our

English

CHESTER-
FIELDS

and

EASY

CHAIRS

, to match.

We are showing 3 Splendid KITCHEN CABINETS, the Latest Designs.

EVERYTHING AT THE OLD PRICES.

Callahan,Glass & Go., Limited,

Corner THEATRE HILL AND DUCKWORTH STREET.

l-‘crdinand s Fortune.

known historian, paid a visit to Bul-

M'm pt}mktty or not, as you
may, these are predictions th:h were
reoord at the time. Mancini
’ tournif

Ten years ago, M Ma.neini ine welt |

‘of a dream which you have ha.rdly yet|

dared to believe.
“And then——" Mancini hesuated
“Tell me the truth,” said the King.
“Then, after this great . success,”
said Marcini solemnly, “I read dlsﬁ3~
ter for Bulgaria and for yourse ;
The aceuracy of Manein’l‘ prophecy
up to the present is startingly correct.

‘Soon after this visit Ferdinand’s moth-

"Prince Fnrdlnmd beenme Tsm'

Then came the foolish war with her
former allies, in which she lost terrI-
tory, men, and prestige.

It remains to be seen in what form
disagter will overmke Ferdifiand hlm-
,selL-——Answers.

~ Macaroni and bysters hhed uua

mixed as macaroni and cheese make: .

a good winter dish.
Rice . and meat cooked tmthr in

snyo;éa!mnywmh
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In 1912 Bﬁlgaria. beat the. Turks:‘
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Regular $3.2:
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Universal
guaranteed §
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Boys
Nap
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for school
comfortable
to fit close a
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A lot of
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$10.00 to $1:
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