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- THE GRAHAM

_.. Dermatological Institute

MAS REMOVED TO

THE HISCOTT BUILDING

61 COLLEGE STREET

And will hereafter be known as The Hiscott
Dermatological Institute. Mo change in
principals.

'/ Owing to steadily increasing patronage, the
: on of larger, commodious, and more up-to-
te premises was found necessary. At above
dreass will be found one of the best equipped
establishments of the kind for the treatment of

‘ Skin, Scalp, Hair and
Complexional Troubles

 For nearly 16 years the Graham Institute has

been patronized by thousands of men and wo-
men throughout Tanada, who have received
successful treatment for the many blemishes
that affect the skin.

{ At The Hiscott Dermatological Institute the
‘Ngh—clus

Princess Toilet Preparations

re comoounded. These exquisite Iotions and

nguents for the home treatment of Pimples,
Blotches, Freckles, Moth Patches, Discolorations,
Wrinkles, Faded Comjplexiors, Thin, Falling,
Grey, and Lifeless Hair, Dandruff, stc,, etc.,, are
s-nt almost all over the world. Booklet "W
s:nt on request describes everything fully.
Consultition free by mail.
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man,” Kent observed, wrathfully.
**the was horrid!” Neliie cried, "and
the nice who lives with her, and ex-
pected to inherit the shawl urged
her on, and really was at the bottom
of Mrs. Gowen’s hatefulness.
“Mother went home just heart-
broken; she couldn’t pay for the

' chawl, and she couldn’t find it. She

hunted the place over and over again
until she got sick, and then Father
made her stop. Poor soul, she felt
so disgraced she wouldn't go any
place; not even to church. You
know Mother is very proud in her
way, and I could see how she resent-
cd the humiliation; I won't call it any-
thing else, for as I told her, when I
tried to comfort her, nothing could
really disgrace her. Oh, Kent, you
can’t tell any one not to worry when
they’re just devoured with trouble
and anxiety.”

“I never heard anything so strange;
now they if lived in the city, someone
might have slipped ih and taken the
shawl, but such a quiet place in the
country! I can’t understand it!”
Kent {ooked puzzled. “Has mother’s
~oom an outside door?” he asked
vith sudden curiosity.
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til he got a scare about their being
safe, when he brought them home and
expected to go over to Laurel and
put ‘“~-~ in the new bank there.

“He went right to the bed-room
when he came into the house. Moth-
.er was there and watched him cut
the coupons off the bonds. Then
she saw - him put them into an en-
velope before she left the room and
went to the kitclen.

“Father laid that envelope, with
the bonds in it, on the bed and steo-
ped into the dining-room for an in-
stant. Kent, when he went back to
the bed-room the bonds were gone!
THKere wasn’t a trace of them, or the
envelope—both had vanished utterlv.”

Kent gave a long, shrill whistle.
“Great guns!” he exclaimed. “What
an awful fix;for the old man.”

““Oh, Kent, it was awful for them
all; it was cruel!” Nellie cried ve-
hemently, her face white with emo-
tion. “They nearly went crazy; they
hunted day and night until they were
forced to give up all hope of ever
finding the bonds. It was an awful
blow, and as all of the Wilcox bovs
are of age this fall, Father knew the

“ tJe's on the old ceiling'shelf,’ Father shouted, as he climbed up by the lower shelves.”

Neilie turned impulsively to him. “I
thought of that,” she cried, “but her
room has only two doors; one open-
ing into the dining-room and the
other in the old press closet.”

“I- was thinking of tramps,” Kent
said slowly. “Go on, Nell, sweet-
heart.” :

“When 1 got Mother quieted a
little,” she sighed, “I asked her to
tell me what was troubling Father,
for I don’t believe that the loss of a
shawl was all; that only meant a wo-
man's fixings to him, and he never
could understand their costing much.

“Kent, Mother broke down com-
pletely, and at first she didn't want
to tell me; said that it was a shame
to spoil my visit with their troubles;
but at last I got it out of her.”

“Trust you for doing that,” Kent
laughed.

SO, don’t

Kent, laugh, for it

only way he could make up their loss
was to sell the old farm. Oh, Kent,
when I heard that, I knew what the
lines in Father's face meant, or I
thought I did until Mother told me
that some one had started all sorts
of wicked, terrible stories about dear
FFather.”

Kent drew his wife’s white face
down on his shoulder, with a tender
kiss.

“T wish I'd_been there,” he said
grimly, “I'd found more use for a
gun than I ever have out here in the
West. Poor souls, after standing at
the very head of the community all
of their lives for uprightness and
probity, it makes my blood boil to
think anyone could tell such mali-
cious lies about them.”

“You can see that it was really ime
possible to write-you all gmbout it,”
Nellie sobbed, slipping her hand into

| Kent’s.

|
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really was dreadful.” Great tears

filled Nellie's bright eyes. .
“You know Father is guardian for |

the Wilcox boys, and ever so much

of their money is In governms

bonds. IFather has always kept

bonds in Pow’'s Bank at Spensc

“1f vou  had even the -ranch
couldn't have kept me,” Kent hastily
asserted; “I'd found a way of reach-

nt | ing you mighty quick.”

“That was the comfort T had all
f the time,” Nellie said .tenderly,

“and I begged Mother to let me send’

for you,” but she thought Father
would rather wait until he had every-
thing settled. We talked it over, and
then I asked Mother if Lottie had
anything besides their troubles to
worry her. Lottie’s as proud as 3
peacock, and I felt sure she’d never
open her heart to me; she knows how
good you've always been to me—"

Kent’s eyes twinkled. “Sure of
that, Nell?” he laughingly interrupt-
ed.

“I was glad I asked Mother about
Lottie; it got her spunk un and. did
her good,” Nellie went on soberly.
“Then, as she felt worried about Lot-
tie, she was thankful she could share
her anxiety with me.” :

“Kent, do you remember the Lav-
ells at Laurel? You knew the boys;
well, the youngest of them, Bruce,
met Lottie at a party and fell deen in
love with her- Lottie really is a beau-
tiful girl, and just as sweet as she's
pretty, so it wasn’t to be wondered
at. Mother said Bruce haunted the
farm; he was there every day until
his uncle died some place here in the
West, and he was sent for in a
dreadful hurry.”

“Why, : ell, that’s the boy whose
people made such an ado when he
went West the first time; they were
so sure he’d be scalped. There was
even a story about his mother’s
having some sort of wig made for
him to wear and fool the Indians,”
Kent laughed.

“He didn’t wait for a wig this
time,” Nellie laughed, “for he went
in a hurry. Lottie had letters from
him at first, and Mother thought
there was an understanding between
them; then his letters stopped com-
ing, and shortly after that Father
saw him in Laurel, and heard that
his uncle had left him a fortune, He
never came _near the farm, and
Mother was sure he’d heard and be-
lieved the wicked stories people were
telling about them.”

“lI never thought ‘there
scamps among the Lavells,”
said scornfully.

Neliie's face wore a curious smile.
“Kent, I seemed nearer to Mother
than I'd ever been; perhaps because
I’'m a mother, and T could see how
she suffered for Lottie, and the more
because of Lottie’'s reticence. Why,
that very night, when we were nut-
ting Baby to sleep,”I just tried mv
best to get Lottie to tell me about
Bruce; but not a bit of it; she turned
the subject off with a bitter laugh.

“You can imagine how I felt,
Kent,” Nellie cried, “and I just was
wild to set things straight. In spite
of Mother’s protests, I got the hunt-
ing-craze and went about poking into
all sorts of holes and corners. And
at last I was so restless I could
hardly sit still. and every day, while
Baby took his naps, I wandered all
over the house. possessed with the
idea I might find what they had al-
1fnost torn the house down searching
0]’_”

“You poor child,” Kent cried ten-
derly, “no wonder I worried over
your letters.”

“I must acknowledge they were
very mixed.” Nellie laughed queerlv:
“but, 6h, Kent. I couldn’t help it; and
it got worse every day. One morn-
ing we were all busy at something in
the kitchen: I'd left Baby sound
asleep on Mother’s bed, and I knew
I could hear him if he cried. After
a time I got a little anxious and went
to take a peep at him; and, Kent, he
was gone!”

“What!’ Kent exclaimed in excite-
ment, with an uneasy look toward the
cradle.

“He was gone!” Nellie cried trae-

were
Kent

ically, with a wild gesture; “there
was no sign of him—for even his
blanket had disappeared. Kent—I
just went crazy.”

Kent drew her nearer to him. I
can’t bedr to think of it,” he groaned.

Nellie shivered. The anguish of
the past, like live coals 4n ashes, re-
vived as she raked over in the
telling. “It was awful.” she “sobbed:
“we tore everything pieces; we
searched and we called: I know I
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